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e '-'_"I"-'HE WAI{E‘RS |

-:,“-THE ]uyous mornmg ran and I{'ISSEd the grass

~And drew his fingers through her sleeping hair,

. Andcried, ** Before thy flowers are well awaké
Rlse., and the lmgeung darkness h om thee shake,

_f-"-_f’” Beforﬂ thie daisy and the sorrel buy -
-'-"-The:r brightness back from that B]DSﬁ“fﬂldll]g mghf
.Come; and the shadows {rom thy bosom shale,
Awake Imm thy thick sleep. awake, &W;Lk(} |

:"",;f'I‘hen the grass of that maunded meadow stirred
}._;'.;'Abwe the Roman bones that may not stir

T Tholigh ] joyous morning whispered, shouted, sang :
Thﬂ grass Etlrred as that happy music lung

G what a wc:-ndmus rustling cverywhere !

;‘.;:"-The steady ‘shadows shook-and thinned and died,

~" The'shining grass flashed brighttiess back for hrightness,
And sleap was gmne, ﬂnd thcw was hmw&nly llghinaqﬂ.

;-..-':'-_A% 1f Shﬂ had fmmd wmgs, hght as the wind, |
:.'ji'The grass. ﬂew, bent with the wind, from east (o waat
-<Chased by .one wild grey cloud, and ﬂ'lbhlng ﬂll
I~Im dews {m 11&11111111(}% tu luuu mmnmg call,

But oven ﬂﬁ I stupped out the br 1g]1tm=ar=. {hmmed
I saw the fﬂdmg edge of alt delight..
Thé dober morning waked the drowsy h{‘ld“;.
And thara w'ﬁ the nid anniding of the birds.
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" MEMORIES OF CHILDHOOD -
SR
MARJORY

CHILDHODD CALLS

_' COME over, come over the deepenmg river,”

Come over again the dark torrent of years,
Come over, come back where the ‘green Ieaves quiver, -

) 'And the lilac still blooms and the grey sky clears |

Cnme come back to the everlastmg garden,

~ To that green heaven, and the blue heaven above,
- -Come back to the time when time brought no. burdﬂu,
" And love. was unconscious, knowing not love.’

I

THE ANSWER

0, mr feet have worn a track
~ Deep and old in going back,
- Thought released turng to its home.
- As bees through tangling thickets cotne.
One way of thought leads to the Vast:
- Desert of the mind, and there is lnst o
~ But backward leads to a dancing’ hght
- And myself there, stiff with: delight:
0, well my thought has trodden a way
| F rom this, bnef day to that long day: '
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'I,II '

- THE FIRSI IIOU‘)L

THAT is the earliest thing that I remember--
~The narrow housc in the long narrow street,
. Dark rooms within and davkness out of doors .
~ ‘Where grasses i ‘the garden Lift in the wind,
~Long grasses clinging roun unsteady feet,
©The suplight through one narrow passiyge pours,
' As thiough the keyhole into a dusty room,
- Striking with a golden rod the greening gluum.
~The tall, tall timber-stacks have yet been kind,

- Letting the sun fling his rod clear hetween,
. Lest there shotild be no gold upon the green,
-And no light then for a child to dreson upon,
. And day be of day’s brightness all forlorn,
" I saw those timber piles first dark and tall,
";_”And then men clambered up, and stumhled down,
“Hach with a heavy and Iong timber borne
: _.._-Upon broad shoulders, leather-covered, bent,
- ‘Hour after hour, day alter day they went,
'Q_;i_fUntll the piles were gone and a new sky
s_;“;'-Str&tchEd high and white above the garden wall,
" :And then fresh piles crept slowly up und up,
The stmng men staggering, more cruelly lmwccl
- Till at last they lay idle on the top- -~ . -
- Looking down from their height on things so small,
" While T looked wandu ing and fearful up
At thé strong men at rest on the new-built cloud.
“But there was other gold than {he sun's Sparse {f{ﬂd--m
;I‘lorﬂncefs hair, its brightness lying still
- Upon my mind as then upon the grass,
- Now the grass covers it and I am old,
?-I_‘.-rRemembm ing bui her! hair and that luuh ITOSS,
And the. gleat wood-stacks tlumtﬂnmy o full--*--
'-_'.-_Whén ull dark tIungH will, |

13



1Y

THE OTHER HOUSE

TiAT other house, 1in the same crowded stieet,
One 1ed-tiled floor had, answering to my feet,
And a bewildering garden all of light and heat.

Only that red floor and garden now remain,
One glowing firelike 11 my glowmg biain,
One with smell, colowm, sun and cloud 1evived again,

Yet in the garden the sky was very small,
Closed by some darkness beyond the low brown wall ;
But from the west the gold could long unhimdered fall.

Of human faces I remember none
Amid the garden , bui myself alone
With creeping-jenny, sunflower, marigold, snapdiagon~—

These all my love, these now all my hght, d

Bringing their kindness to any painful night

The sun brushed all thet: birightness with his skirt more
bright "

And I was happy when I knew it not,
Dreaming of nothing more than that small plot,
\nd the high sky and sun that floated bright and hot.

1t what night was, save dark, I did not know.
1@ blind shut out the stais: the moon would go
armg, unstaied at, moon and stars unnoted flow,

Intil one night, mto the strange strect led,
To stare at a strange hight from the Factory shed,
Wheeling and dairting, withdrawd, and sudden agam
outsped—
14



No one knew why—but I knew darkness then,
And saw the sta1s that hung so still; Dut when
I lay abed the old starless dark came back again.

Night is not night without the stars and moon,

I knew them not, or 1 foigot too soon,
And now remember only the glowing sun of noon,

The red floor, and yellow, flowers, and a lonely clild,

And a wiustle morn and noon and evening shiilled,
And darkness when {he household murmurs even wele

stilled,

Vv
THE FIRE

NEAR the house flowed, o1 paused, the black Canal,
Edged by the tunber piles so black and tall,

From the rotten fence I watched the horses pull
Along the footpath, slow and beautiful,

Moving with strength and ease, in their gieat size
And untired movement wonderiul to my eyes ;
Thetr dull biass clanking as cach shaggy foot
Stamped the soft cinder tiack as fine as soot,

The driver lmched old and forbidding by,

Not seeing the child that {eaied to meel his eye.

I watched the rope dip, tighten, and the water flash
In falling, and ithen heard the lugs and splash ;

I watched the haige diag slowly on and on,

Not dreaming how lovely a ship could 1ide the water upon,
Not dreaming how lovely flowing water was,

Sung to by trees and fingered by long giass,

Or 1unniig from the bosom of a hill

Down, where it flowa so deep that 1t seems still.

15



But it was by that rotten fence one night
I saw the timber piles break into Light,
Suddenly leaping into a heavenly flame
That played with the wand and one with the wind became.
Pile to pile gave 1its fe, {1ll they were hike
Bright angels with flashing swords before they stiike,
Ternble and lovely, But men those angels fought,
Small and humble and patient all mght wrought,
And all day wrought and nighil and day again,
And night and day, pouring their hissing rain,
Until the angels tired and one by one died.
Then their black specires haunted the waterside,
Charred ruins, broken-limbed, no more erect,
Or heaped black dust, with cold white ashes flecked,
But T had seen the angel-quelling men,
With blackened and bruised face, the horses thin,
The glittering hairness, the leaky, bubbling mains,
The broad smoke, and the steam from the leaping rains *—
O I had seen what I should not forget,
Men that defeated ruinous angels and shall still defeat.

V1
THE KITE

IT was a day

All blue and lifling whate,

When I went into the fields with Frank
To fiy his kite,

The fields were aged, bare,
Shut between houses everywhere.
All the way there
The wind tugged at the kite to take it
Untethered, toss and break it

16



But ¥rank held fast, and I
Walked with him admiringly ;
In his lighi biave and {ine
ITow bright was mine |

We tailed ihe kite
While the wind flapped its purple face
And yellow head.
Frank’s yollow head
Was scarcely higher, and not so bright.
“Let go !’ he cried, and I let go
And watched the kite
Swaying and 1ising so
That I was rooted to the place,
Watching the ke
Rise into the blue,
Lifting 1ts head agalust the white
Agaisl the sun,
Against the height
That far-off, farther diew
Shiteting there
In that finc au
As wo helow shivored with delight
And fear.

There it floated
Among theo burds and clonds at case
Of others all unnotod,
Swimming above the rankod siof trecs,
And 1 lay down, looking up at the sky,
The clouds and birds that floated
By others siill unnoted,
And that swaying kite
Specking the light :
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- Lnﬂkmg up.at the sky

- The birds and clouds tha.t drew

. Nearer, leawng the blue, L
Stooping, and than blushmg me,

- With such' tenderrless touching ma
-That I had still lain there

~In those fields bare,

" Forgetting the kite ;-

- For every cloud was now a kite -
Streammg w1t11 llght |

- VID
TI—IE CHAI R

THI: chair was made

By hands long dead, |

- Polished by many bodies sitting there,

- Until the WGDd-—hI‘lﬂS ﬂuwed as clean as. wavea

Mme sat restless there,

Or prnpped fo stare .

- Hugged the low kitchen with fond eyes

- Or tired eyes that looked at nnthmg at alI

* Or watched from the smﬂkr-:.' rise

The flame’s snake-eyes,

Up the black-bearded chimney leap:; . -
| 'Then on my : shnuidex my-dull head would drop,.

'And half aslee;:
I heard her cr eep~-
- Her never—mngmg hps shut fast,
I‘e.armg tn wake me by a cmeless bleath

18



Then; at last,

My hds upmst |
Our eyes met, I ﬂumlacl and she snuled

And I 'shut 11'1111(: ’1g;1111 and truly slept. -

._j:Was 1 tlnt uhlld

. Fretful; sick, wild ?

- Was that you moving soft and solt

| .-BetWeeu the rooms lf I but phyecl at slenp?

g '-01 1f I laughed |

"._-_Taiked eried; or coughed,

" You sriled too, just perceptibly,

01 your large kind brown eyes said, O poor boy

_'_"-Frum the ﬁ1 emde I

-Gould see the narrow sky

_,-I‘hrough the barred heavy window panes, -

Could thu the sparrows quarr cllmg round the lilac;

And hear the heavy’ rains

'.j_'.{ihukmg in the roof-draing t-—

“Else of the world I nothing heard

'-_-Or nuﬂung remu'nbu now. But most I loved

“To Watch'x#hen yau stnrecl

~Busily like a bird

AL hﬂuqehﬂld dmngs, wﬂh hands floured
I'Mlxmg a mugm wn.h your cakes ’111{1 tarts.

.0 n‘ltm me, sick, fww'u d,

+Yourself you poured : -

In a,ll those fl'l.YS and weeks when T

Sﬂ.t filcpt wuke_, whimpm ed, wondernd. and ‘5]01}1
a‘g&”}* . - .

- | - Ig ¥



Now but a memory

To bless and harry me

Remains of you still swathed with care;

Myself your chief care, sitting by the hearth
Propped in the pillowed chai:,

Following you with tired stare,

And my hand following the wood lines

By dead hands smoothed and followed many years,

VIil
THE SWING

IT was hke fioating m a blessed dream to roam

Across green meadows, far fiom home,

With only tiees and quivering sky to hedge the sight,
Dazzling the eyes with strange delight.

Such wide, wide fields I had never seen, and never dreamed
Could be; and wonderful it seemed

To wander over gieen and under green and tun
Unwatched even of the shining sun.

One tree there was that held a wrinkled cfeaking bough
Far over the grass, hanging low ;

And a swing from 1t hanging diew us near and made
New brightness beneath that doming shade.

For theie my sisters swung long hours delightedly,

And theie delighted clambered I ;

And all owr voiges shrilled as one when up we flung

And info the stinging sharp leaves swung.

20



Then in a garden dense with biamble and sweet flowers,
Where honeysuckle a new sweetness pouts,

We sat and ale and dhank  Well I 1emembor how

We were all shaded by one bough

Bendmg with 1ed fruil over our upldlted cyces,

Teasing owr well-watched covetousnass,

And then we went back happy to the empty swing,
But I was tired of cverytlhing

Except the grass and tiecs and the wide shadows there
Widening slowly everywhere,

It was like swinging in a solemn dream to roam

In a strange air, far fiom home—

Until I saw the shadows suddenly wake and move,

And float, float down f1om above,

Then I ran quickly back, round the large gloomy trees,
O with what shivering unease |

And stumbled where they wailed, and was fa1 too glad,
Finding them, to be afiaid or sad.

~-Then waited an unforgetting year once mare to see
So wide a sky, so gireat a tree

IX

\

FEAR

SureLy I must have ailed
On that dark night,
Or my childish courage {ailed
Because there was no light ;
Or terror must have come
With his chill wing,
And made my angel dumb,
Or found him shimbering.

21



Because I could not sleep
Terror began to wakae,
Close at my side to creep
And sting me like a snake.
And I was afraid of death,
But when I thought of pain—
0, language no word hath
To recall that thought again |
Into my heart fear crawled
And wieathed close around,
Mortal, convulsive, cold,
And I lay bound.
Fear set before my eyes
Unimaginable pain ;
Approaching agonies
Sprang nimbly into my hiain.
Just as a thnlling wind
Plucks every mournful wire,
So terior on my wild mind
Fingered with ice and fire.
O, not death I feared,
But the anguish of the body ;
My dizzying passions heard,
Saw my own. bosom bloody,
I thought of years of woe,
Moments prolonged to yeais,
Heaid my heait racing so,
Redoubling all those fears.
Yet still I could not cry,
Not a sound the stillness broke
But the dark stirred, and my
Negligent angel woke

23



X
THIE STRIEETS

MarLBoro’ and Waterloo and Trafulgar,
Tuileries, Talavera, Yalenciennes,
Were stiange names all, and all famthar ;

For down their sireets I went, early and late
(Is there a sireet where I have never béen
Of all those hundreds, nairow, skyless, straight 7)—-

Baily and Iate, they were my woods and meadows ;
The rain upon their dust my summe: smell ;
Their scant herb and brown spariows and harsh shadows

Were all my spring. Was there another spring ?
I knew their noisy desolation well,
Drinking it up as a child drinks everything

Knowing no other woild than biick and stone,
With one rich memory of the earth all bright
Now all is fallen into oblivion-—

All that I was, in years of school and play,
Things that I hated, things that were delight,
Are all forgotten, or shut all away

Behind a creaking door that opens slow.
But there's a child that walks those streets of war,
Hearing his running footsteps as they go

Echoed from house to house, and wondering
At Marlboro’, Waterloo and Trafalgar ;
And at night, when the yellow gas lamps fling

Unsteady shadows, singing for company ;
Yet loving the lighted dark, and any stai
Caught by sharp 100fs in a narrow net of sky.,

%3



X1

WHEN CHILDHOOD DIED

I CAN recall the day
When childhood died,

I had grown thin and tall
And eager-eyed.

Such a false happiness
Had seized me then ;

A child, I saw myself
Man among men,

Now I see that I was
Tgnorant, dazed,

As one for the surgeon’s knife
Aneasthetized.

So that I did not know
What loomed before,

Nor how, a child, I became
A child no more,

The world’s sharpened knife
Cut round my heart ;

Then something was taken
And flung apart.

I did not, could not know
What had been done,
Under some evil drug
I lived as one

At home in the seeming world ;
Then slowly came -

Through years and years to myself
And was no more the same,

24



I know now an ill thing was done
To a young child

By the world’s wary knife
Maimed and defiled

I can recall the day

Almost without anger or pain,
When childhood did not <lie

But was slain,

XII
ALL THAT T WAS 1 AM

HATEFUL it seems now, yet was I not happy ?
Starved of the things I loved, I did not know
I loved them, and was happy lacking them,
If bitterness comes now (and that is hell)

It is when [ forget that I was happy,
Accusing Fate, thal sits and nods and laughs,
Because I was nol boin a bird ot tiee.

Let accusation sleep, lest God’s own finger
Point angry {iom the cloud in which He hides.
Who may regret what was, since it has made
ITimself himself 7 All that I was I am,
And the old childish joy now lives in me

At sight of a green field or a4 green iree,
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THE SHOCK

THINKING of these, of beautiful briel things,

Of things that are of sense and spirit made,
Of meadow flowers, dense hedges and dark bushes
With roses trailing over nests of ithrushes ;

Of dews so pure and biight and flush’d and coal,
And like the flowers as brief as beautiful ;
Thinking of the tall grass and daisies tall
And whispered music of the waving bents ; \

Of these that like a simple child I love

Since they are life and life is flowers and grass ;
Thinking of trees, and waler at their feet
Answering the trees with murmur childlike sweet ;

Thinking of those high thoughts that passed like the wind,
Yet left their brightness lying on the mind,

As the white blossoms the raw airs shake down

That Iie awhile yet lovely on the chill grass ;

Thinking of the dark, where all these end like cloud,
And the stars watch like Knights to Honour vowed
Of those too lovely colours of the East,
And the too tender loveliness of grey :

Thinking of all, I was as one thai stands

‘Neath the bewildering shock of breaking seas ;
Mortal-immortal things had lost their power, -
I knew no more than sweetness in the flower ;

No more than colour in the changing light,

No more than orde: in the stars of night ;
A breathing tree was but gaunt wood and leaves ;
All these had lost their old power over me,

I had {orgotten that ever such things were :
Immortal-mortal, I had been but blind ., . ,

O the wild sweetness of the renewing sense

That swept e and drove all but sweetness hence |

20



. As Deautiful as briel-—ah | lovelier,

Being bul mortal, Yet I had great fear—
That T should die cre these sweet things wexe dead,

Or live on knowing the wild sweetness fled.

THE UNLOOSENING

WINTER was weary, All his snows were failing-—
Still from his stiff grey head he shoolk the rime
Upon the grasses, bushes and broad hedges,

But all was losi in the new touch of Time.

And the bright-globéd hedges were all ruddy,
As though warm sunset glowed:perpetual.
The niyriad swinging tassels of first hazel,
From purple 1o pale gold, were swinging all

'

In the soft wind, no more afraid of Wintoer.

Nor ochaffinch, wren, nor lark was now afraid.

And Winter heard, or (ears oo hard of hearing)
Snuffed the South-West that in his cold hair played,

And his hands trembled. Then with voice a-quaver
He called the East Wind, and the black East ran,
Roofing the sky with iron, and in the darkness
Winter crept out and chilled the earth again,

And while men slept the still pools wore frozen,
Mosses were white, with ice the long grasses bowed ;

The hawthorn buds and the greening honeysuckle
Froze, and the birds were dumb under that cloud.

And men and beasts were dulled, and children even

Less merry, under that low iron dome,
Early the patient rooks and starlings gathered ;
Any warmh narrow place for men was home,

«7



And Winter laughed, but the third night grew weary,
And slept all heavy, till the East Wind thought him dead.
Then the returning South West in his nostrils

Breathed, and his snows melted, And his head

Uplifting, he saw all the laughing valley,

Heard the unloosened wateis leaping down
Broadening over the meadows; saw ihe sun running
From hill to hill and glittering upon the town.

All day he stared. But his head drooped at evening,
Bent and slow he stumbled into the white

Cavern of a great chalk hill, hedged with tall bushes,
And in its darkness found a darker night

Among the broken cliff and falling water,

Freezing or falling quietly everywhere ;

Locked in a long, long sleep, his brain undreaming,
With only water moving anywhere.

Old men at night dieamed that they saw him going,
And looked, and dared not look, lest he should turn,
And young men felt 1he air beating on their bodies,
And the young women woke from dreams that burn.

And children going through the fields at morning .
saw the unloosened waters leaping down,

And bioke the hazel boughs and wore the tassels
Above their eyes-—a pale and shaking crown,

28



WILD HEART
I
DARK AND STRANGE

WHEN first Love came, then was I but a boy
Swept with delirium of undreamt joy.

Now Love comes to a man serious with change
Of life and dealh—and makes the world dark and strange.

11
WILD HEART

WiLD heart, wild heari,

Where does the wind find home ¢
Wild heart, wild heart,

Where does the wild blood 1est ?
Home, home, °

Rest, rest—

Unto you 1 come

And catch you to my breast.

Wild heart, wild hear t,

There the wind will sleep,

Wild heart, wild heart,

And the blood gentty flow.

Come, come,

Unresting rest

Within my heart’s cave deep

Whoere thoughts like hiight stars glow.

Wild heait, wild heart,

Here, hete is your home,

Wild heart, wild heart,

With that winged star I come,
Home, home,

Rest in unrest~-

Unto you, wild heart, T come,
My wild heart is your home.

<9
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HOME FOR LOVLE

BECAUSE Lhe earth is vast and dark
And wet and cold ;

Because man'’s heart wants warmth and light
Lest it giow old ; '

Therefore the house was built——wall, roof
And brick and beam,

By a lost hand following the lost
Delight of a dream.

And room and stair show how that hand
Groped in eager doubt,

With needless weight of teasing timber
Matching his thought—=

Such fond supeifluousness of strength

In wall and wood
As his half-wise, hal{-fcarful eye
Deemed only good.

His brain he buill into the house,
Laboured hus bones ;

He burnt his heart mto the biick
And 1ed hearth-stones.

It is hias blood that makes the house
Still warm, safe, bright,

Honest as aim and eye and hand,
As clean, as light.

Because the earth is vast and dark
The house was built—

Now with another heart and fire
To be fulfilled
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IV
THE ALDE

How near I walked to Love,
How long, I cannol Lell.

I was like the Alde ihal flows
Quietly through green Ievel lands,

So quictly, it knows
Their shape, their greenness and their shadows well ;

And then undieamingly for miles it gocs
And silently, beside the sca,

Seamews circle over,

The winter wildfowl wings,

Long and green the grasses wave
Between the river and the sea.

The sea’s cry, wild o1 grave,

from bank to low bank of the river rings ;
But the unceriain river though it crave
The sea, knows nol {he sea,

Was that ifideed sall wind ?

Came that ngise fiom [alling

Wild waters on a stony shoie?

Oh, what is this new troubling tide

Of eager waves {hal pour

Around and over, leaping, parling, vecalling ? . .
How near I moved {as day to same day wore)
And silently, beside the sea |

V
AGAINST TIIE COLD PALE SKY

AGAINST the cold pale sky

The elm tree company 10se high.

All the fine hues of day

That flowered so bold had died away.
Only chill blue, faint gicen,

And deepening dark blue weie seen,
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There swinging on a bough

- That hung or floated broad and low,
The lamp of evening, bright

With more than planetary light

Was beautiful and fiee—

A white bird swaying on the free,

You watched and I watched,

Our eyes and hearts g0 suiely matched
We saw the white biid leap, leap
Shining 1n his journey steep

Through that vast cold sky.

Our hearts knew his unuttered cry—

A cry of free delight

Spreading over the clustering night.
Pole Hill grave and stark

Stared at the valley’s tidal dark,
The Datent ghmmered wan ;

But that eager planet winging on,

And singmg on, went hight

Into the deeps and heights of sky,

And our thoughts rising too

Brightened the moital darkness thiough
Tiembled and danced and sang

Till the mule invisible heavens rang,

Vi

THE DARK FIRE

Love me not less
Yet ease me of this fever

That in my wondeiing heait,
Burns, sinks, burns again ever
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Is it yout love

In me 50 ficieely burning,

Or my love leaping to you
Then requickened retuaning ¢

Come not to me,

Bring not your body noearer,
Though you overleapt the miles
I could not behold you cleares,

I could not clasp you
Than in my thought more surely ;

Bieast to bieasl, heart to heart
Might cling no more secuicly,

I do not know you,

Seeing you, more than unsccing,
What you are thal you aic
Here in my spiritua) being,

L.eave me you cannot, ’

Nor can I remove mo

Fiom the sevenfold dark fiie

You have lil hete since you love mu.

Yet love unsure
No wilder eould be burnmg,
Come, go, come, go,

There's neither leaving nm 1etuining,
|

Love me, love me more,

O, not my heart shall quaver

If the dark file more deep

Sinks and is sevenfold sevenfold graver,
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VIl
THE KESTREL

IN a geat western wind we climbed the hill

And saw the clouds run up, ride high and sink ;

And there weie shadows 1unning at our feet

Till 1t seemed the very eaith could not be still,

Nor could our hearts be still, nor could we think

Our hearts could ever be still, our thought less fleet

Than the dizzy clouds, less than the flying wind.

Bastward the valley and the dark sieep hill

And other hills and valleys lost behind

In mist and light, The hedges were not yet bare

Though the wind picked at them as he went by.

The woods were fire, a fire that dense or clear

Burned steady, but could not burn up the shadows

Rooted where the trees’ roots entangled lig,

In darkness ; or a flame burned solitary ’

In the middle of the highest of brown meadows,

Burmned solitary and unconsuming where

A red tree stooped to its black shadow and

The kestrel's shadow hunted the kestrel up the hill.
We climbed, and as we stood (where yet we stand

And of the visioned sun and shadow still drink)

Happiness like a shadow chased our thought

That tossed on free wings up and down the world ;

Till by that wild swift-darting shadow caught

Our free spirits their free pinions furled.

Then as the kestrel began once more the heavens to climb,

A new-winged spirit rose clear above the hills of time.
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VIII
THE IMAGIL

I
I AM a river flowing round your hill,
Holding your image in my lingering water,
With imaged white clouds rising round your head ,
And I am happy to bear your imagoe still,
Though a loud ruffiing wind may brestk and scatler
That happiness, 1 lj:now it is not fled.

But when the wind is gone or gentled so

That only the least quivering quivers on,

Your image recomposes in my breast

With those high clouds, guict and white as snow-—

Spiritual company ; and when day's gone
And those white clouds have stepped into the wost :

]lAnd the dark blue filling the heavens deep

Is bright with stars that sing above your head,
Their light Ties in the deep of my dark eyes

With your dark shape, a shadow of your sleep. .
I am happy still, watching the bright stars tread
Around yow shadow that in my bosom Lics.

1

IX
PERVERSITIES
I
Now come,
And I that moment will {forget you.
Sit here

And in your eyes I shall not see you,
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| Spea,k, speak

- That I'no more may hear yuur musm

- Into my arms, - - -
:TIH 5 ve fnrgutten I ever met you.

1 511’111 not-have ynu when I h::;ul-:'iJ ynu

Body to body, =~ o
Though your firm ﬂesh, thﬁugh ycaur strong ﬁngets’ |
- Be kait. to these. :
On a wild hill T shall be ﬂhasmg

“The tlmught of you; |
_False will be those true thmgs i tﬂld you ;

I shall forget you

‘No, do not. come.

Where the wind hunts there shall I find yot
In cool gray cloud -

Where the sun slips thmugh L sh,a.ll see you,

- Or where the trees
- Are sﬂenc&ad and darken in thmr brancnes

Your coming would |
“Loosen, when my tlmught stﬂl would bind you::

- Against my shoulder your warm shoulder

- When last you leaned—
~ Think, were. you nearer then and demer

-Or I more glad ? |
~O’eternal Inve yum bndy blmgs yuu

. No nea,rer
_5 T 1ust e, be bnld be even a, 11tt]e bnlder

~ And do not come,



X
PERVERSITIES
S S

'YET when I am alona my eyca say, Come,
My hands cannot be still. |
:_:In that first moment all my SENSES fmhe.
'_..Cells that were cinpty ﬁll

“Thie clay walls shake,
“ And unlmpnmned thought rung where it will.

Runs: and,,ls gladvand listens and doubts, md glunms
*"f'-Because yuu are not here: |

“Then once more rises and is clcal agam

';-As sense is never clem |

‘And: happy, though in, vam | |
fThEse eyes wait and the*;e arms {o bung ynu nmt’

;Yet sp1te of thuught 111y arms and ﬂye-'a sy, (,.mnu
. Pained with such discontent. | S
~For ihnugh thought ha,ve you all Ty Senses ache-—-'
Oy it;was not meant - - T
My bﬂdy should never wake

- Buton thuught : tmnq‘ull bosom rest cmnteut

CXI
THE VALLEY

ASETWEEN-the. becchen JnlJ anfl the green down
“The. valley P'LStlll es fam,l: - | |
And the green iver runs thruugh their w:um groen
Nurthward mtu the sea.
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Dark is the beeclten hill these winter days,

The trees swallow the light

And make an evening there when morning shines
And the down heaves to the south.

Only when the sun's low a fire creeps through
The dark of the beechen hill ;

While the green down, misty from head to foot,
Grows huge and dim with sleep.

Then in the valley by the yet shining river,
Under the noisy elms,

I know how like twin shadows Over me
Rising high, east and west,

Are Love's dark hills, quiet, unchanging, vast,
Sleeping beneath the stars,
While I with those stars in my bosom shining
Move northward to the sea.

XII
THE DARK NIGHT OF THE MIND

I couLD not love if my thought loved not too,
Nor could my body touch the body of you,
Unless first in the dark night of the mind

Love had fulfilled what Love had well designed.

"Was it in thought or flesh we walked, when low
The sun dropped, and the white scar on the hill
Sank into the dark trees ?

Could we indeed so quietly go

Body by body into that heavenly glow ?
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The elms that rose so vast above the mill
Near leafless were and still ;
But from the branches with such loud unease
Black flocking starlings mixed thew warring cries
That scemed the greatcr noise of the creaking mill ;
And every branch and extremc twig was black
With birds thal whistled and heaid and whistled back,
Filling with noise as late with wings the skies,
Was it their noisc we heard,
Or clamour of other thoughts in our quiet mind that

atirred ?

Then through the climbing hazel hedge new thinned
By the early and rapacious wind,

We saw the silver birches gleam with light

Of frozen masts in seas all wild and green.

O, were they truly trees, or some unscen
Thought taking on an image dark and bright ?
And did those bodies see (hem, or the mind ?
And did those bodies face once more the hill
To bathe i night, or on a darker road

Qur spirits unseeing unwearying rise and rise
Where these feet never trod ?

From that familiar outer darkness I
Would rise to the inner, desper, darker sky
And find you in my spirit—or find you not
(), never, never, if not in my thought.
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THE BODY

WxEN I had dreamed and dreamed what woman's beauly
was,
And how that beauty seen from unseen surely flowed,
I turned and dreamed again, but sleeping now no moie :
My eyes shut and my mind with inward vision glowed.
i

‘* I did not think | > I ecried, sceing thal wavering shape
That steadied and then wavaied, as a cheiry bough in
June
Lifts and falls in the wind—each fiuit a fruit of light ;
And then she stood as clear as an unclouded moon.

As clear and still she stood, moonlike remotely near ;
I saw and heard her breathe, I years and years away.
Her light streamed through the years, T saw her clear and
gtill,
Shape and spirit togethe: mingling night with day.

Water falling, falling with the curve of time
Over green-hued rock, then plunging to its pool
Far, far below, a falling spear of light ;
Water falling golden from the sun bnt mooniike cool ;

Water has the cuive of her shoulder and breast,
Water falls as straight as her body rose,

Water her brightness has from neck to still feet,
Water erystal-cold as her cold body flows.
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" But not water has the colout I saw when I dieamed,
Nor water such strength has. I joyed to behold
How the blood lit her body with lamps of fire
And made the flesh glow that like water gleamed cold.

-F

A flame m her arms and in each finger Hame,
And flame in her bosom, flame above, helow,

The curve of climbing flame in her walst and her thighs ;
Trom {oot to heacl] did flame into red flame flow.

I knew how beauty seen from unseen must rise,

[Iow the body's joy for more than body's use was made,
I knew then how the body is the body of the mind,

And how the mind’s own fire berieath the cool skin

played

() shape that once to have seen 1s to dee evermore,
Falling stream that falls to the deeps of the mind,
Fire that once lit burns while aught burns in the world,
Foot to head a flame moving in the spirit’s wind |

If these eyes could see what these eyes have not seen—
The inward vision clear—how should I lock for joy,

Knowing that beauty’s self rose visible in the world
Over age that daikens, and griefs that destroy ?

THE TOSSING MOUNTAINS

THEY were like dreams that in a drowsy hour

A sad old God had dreamed in loneliness of power.

They were like dreams that in his drowsy mind

Rose slowly and ihen, darkening, made hitn wise and
hlind—

So that he saw no more the level sun,
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Nor the small solid shadow of unclouded noon.
.The dark green hcights rosc slowly from the green

Of thé dark water till the sky was nurowly seen

Ouly al night the hfting walls were still,

And stars were bright and calm above each calm dark hill,
. .. I could not think but ihat a God grown old

Saw in a dream or waking all this round of bold

And wavelike hills, and knew ithem bui a thouglt!,

Or but a wave uptost and poised awhile then caught

Back to the sea with waves a million mote

That rise and pause and break at last upon the shove.

A God, a God saw fuist those hills that I

Saw,now immensc upholding the starry crowdled sky
» His breath the mist that clung iheir shoulders round,

His slow unconscious sigh that easeless floating sound.,
re mine his thought failed under cach rough height

And then was brave, seeing the stars climb calm and

hright, *

Eie they were named he named them in his mood,

Like varying children of one giant warrmg brood—
Braad-Foot, Cloud-Gatherer, Long-Back, Winter-Tiond, |
Bravery and Bright-Face and (hat long ITome of tho Dead ;
And their still waters gliticring in his glance

Named Buckler, Silver Dish, Two Lyes and Shining Lance,
Names unrecordod, but the circling wind

Remembers and 1epeats them to the listening mind, . . .
That mind was mine. At Shining Lance I stared ~
Betwech Longuﬁack and Wintei-Fead as the new sin bared
The Take and haights of shadow and the wan gold
Deepened and new warmth came into the light’s sharp cold,
And the near trees shivered no more but shook

Their mugic over Shining Lance ; and the excited brook
Freshéned in the sun’s eye and tossed his SpLaYy
High and sparkling, and then sprang dancing, dancing

Hway.
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_. But Wlnter-Head and Lnng-Back gxavely bnght
N Stood firm as if for ever and a day and a night-— |
~ As they were more than a wave before 'tis caught . .
* . Back to the tossing tide, more than a ﬂymg thought,
- More than a dream that an old Gud once dreamed s
. When wsmnary not at all visionar y seerned.

THE POND

| GRAY were the rushes |
Beside the budless bushes,
~ Green-patched the pond.
‘The lark had left soaring
Though yet the sun was pnurmg
" His gold here and beyond."

- Bramble-branches held me,
- But had they not cnmpelled me
- Yet had I lingered there "
- Hearing the frogs and then
~ Watching the water-hen =
That stared back at my sta,re

There amid the bushes
'Were blackbird’s nests and thrush s, -
- Soon to be htdden | |
In leaves on green leaves thlcl{enmg‘; |
 Boughs over long bnughs qulckemng
SWlfﬂy, unforbidden.

The lark had left smgmg |
‘But song all round was ringing,”
~ As though the rushes -~
- Were sighingly repeating ™
And mingling that most sweet thing
Withi the sweet note of thrushe;



| '.Tlnt sweetncss rose all round lne,
- But more than sweetntess bound me,
A spirit stirred; |
“ Shadowy and cold it neared me,
- "Then shrark as if it feared me—
- But "twas I that feared.

- TEN O'CLOCK NO: MORE *

L

I‘HE wmd has thmwn
-The boldest of trees down.
'Now: d1sgra,::ed it lies, =~ - |
Naked in spring benea.th the drifting skies,

‘Nakeéd and still,

It-was the wind -~

8o furious and bllnd -

" That scourged half England through,
‘Ruining-the fairgst where most fﬂll it grew

By dell and hlll

And 5pr1ngmg here

]_-'I‘hc Black clouds dla.ggmg near,

~Against this lonely ebm - - '

Thrust all his str ength to maim and over wlmlm

'5-'-.“111 one wild shock.

“As in the deep.

_;Satlsfactlon of dark sleep

The’ tree her dream dreamed on, - |
-And woke to feel the wind’ s arms round her thmwn B
;‘And her head ruck - -

B T&’ﬂ- aa}oak iy the Ilﬂﬂlﬂ of a. tall tree that cruwnud tho engtern
Cntswnld& |
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* And the wind ra,ught -
. Her ageing bnughs and ca,ught
Her bady fast again.
Then in one agony of age; guef pmn,
She fell and ched | |

| ',Her nﬂble hmght -
" Branches that loved the 11ght
 Her music and cool shade, .
- Her memories and all of her is dead
| On the hill side,

. But the wind stﬂuped
With madness tired, and dmnped
In the soft valley and slept. =
~While mmnmg strangely round the hush d tree cert
~ And called i vain.

The birds fed where . |
" The roots uptorn and bare
Thrust shameful at the slcy -
" And pemts round the trce wuuld chp Emd cry

Wlth thP nld pam

_' ‘“ Tan ! clnck S gone l "

- Said sadly every one. .

And mothers qukmg lmught

" Of sons and husbands far away tha,t fought en
'__'-ﬁnd 10Dkad again,



FRGM WEAR 'ro THAMJ s

Tseit hecause Spung nﬂw is come:
“T'hat my heart leaps in its bed of dust ?

Is it with sorrow or strange pleaaure o
T0 watch the green time's gathering treasure ?

@r is there. 5'0111!-: 100 sharp distaste

:In-all this: quwarmg green and gold ?
Smnetlung that makes bage buughs yet. b'ne:, |
“And the eye’s pure delight the nrer? o

‘Not that the new found Spring is sour. . . .
The blossom swings on the cherry branch,

From ‘Wear to Thames I-have seen this grmnnuss
Caver the six-inonths-winter meanness. |

‘And wmdﬂowers and yellow gillyflowers .
Pierce the astnnlshed garth with light :
And most-loved wallflower’s bloody petal
Shakes wer that long fmst},r battle* C

But thls Ie"n.plng, sinlcmg hcal | N
F:nds questmn in grass, bud and blubsumm
'I‘ou de;?,ply into.the earth is prylng, ._ -
.Pﬂ{) sharply- hea.rs old voices rrylng

There 15:4n:blossom, bud: ﬂ,nd grﬂsa _' '- _'
Smmethlng that's .neither sorrow not joy, -
Sumathm‘g that Slghﬁ like 'mtumn sighmg,
And in ﬂEi.Ch living thing is dying. .~

It ignyself that wmspms and. stareq
I?rc::wn f?om thie hill'and in the wood, -

And m the' untended orchmd 5 shmlng
Sees the l:ghi: tl1rough tlun Iewes dﬂclmmg
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Let me fnrget that I ha.ve heen

What I'can never be again. - .-
‘Let me forget my winter's meanness .
--_.In thls fond, ﬂushmg warld ot greenness

Let me furge.t the world that is
~The changing image of my thuught |
- Nor see-in thicket and hedge and meadmw
'Myself a grave parplexécl shadnw

-And O furget that glnﬂmy shada |

That breathes his clnud "twixt earth aitd Ilght_-_,-
“All, all forget but sun and blossom, 1L
B And the bird that bears heaven in his bosom, -

TIME. I"ROM HIS GRAVE

WHEH the suuth-west wmd came

“The air grew bright and sweet, as thuugh a ﬂame
" Had cleansed the world of winter. - The low; sky. i
. As the wind lifted it rose trcmblulg vast and high;; f:’}
~ And white clouds sallied by

" As children in their pleasare go-

- Chasing the sun beneath the nr{;hard’s shadﬂw and SHOW,
- Nothing, nothing was the same ! " S
.Not the dull brick, not the sta.med Landan stﬁnﬂ,
_;-Nut the dehghted trees that lost thelr moanm-
- Their moan ‘that. daily. vexed me w1th such paln
Untll I hated to see trees agmn | -

- Nor 'man nor woman-was the same.

'f'__I'NDI' could be stones again, . .

__sSuch 11g]1t and colour with the scmth- west came‘



As I dranlc a,ll dll thafs b1 1ghtncss up I saw
A dark glmbe lapt in fold on fold-of gloom, .
,?_;_.1W1t11 all her hosts: aslecp in that cold tm’nb

- Sealed by an fron law, .

~And thme mmd the ln]]q L

*:'-?-'anked in:an icy hollow lay- the bones.

-Of one tlmt ghoatly and enormous slept.
Gbscure ‘neath. wrinkled ice and bedded Stones,
Bt as spring water the old dry channel ﬁllq,
f..Came the south-west wind filling all the air,
“Then’ ‘Time rose up, ghnstly, enormons, stark,
“With:cold gray light in cold gray eyes, and dark
“Dark ‘¢clonds caught round him, feet to rigid chin. -
“The wind ran flushed and glorions in,

-Godlike: froin hill to frozen hill-top stepp d,
“And, swﬁtly upofr that bony stature swept.
‘Then;a long breath and then quick breaths I heard,
jIn thc}se black caves of stillness musm stured
;_:Thatie 1cy l1e:ghts were riven ! | |
From crown to clearing hollow grass was green ;
‘And. godlike from flushed hill to hili-top leapt
Time; yf;}uthful quick, serene, - |
_D&w ﬂaﬁhmg from his:limbs, hght fmm 111‘: vyeq -

To the sheeuy skies. | |
Afark's. S0ng climbed from car tl1 and dmpped frmn lu,wcn, :

Far off the'tide clung to th& ahmc |

Nuw sﬂent nevermore,
Ce In’m what: ".?l'-"siﬂn'd wondﬂr W"ﬁ J.' qwf,pt

Upﬂn whaf uhimaginable joyance had T leapt |
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WILDER MUSIC

CAME the sane cuckoo's ory
All day across the mead
Flitted the butterfly
All day dittering over my head,
Came a bleak crawk-caw
Between tall broad trees.
Came shadows, floatmg, drfting slowly down
Large leaves from darker trees.

Rose the laik with the rising sun,
Rose the must after the lark,
O wild and sweet the clamour begun
Round the heels of the limping dark.
Rose after white cloud white cloud,
Noedded green cloud to green ;
The stiff and dark earth stirred, breathing aloud,
And dew shook from the green

Remained the eyes that stared,
Ears that ached to heai ;
Remained the nerve of being, bared,
Stung with delight and fear.
Beauty flushed, ran and 1eturned,
Like a music rose and fell ,
Staring and blind and deaf 1 hstened and bumed-w
A wilder music fell,

GRASSRES

O CoVER me, long gentle grasses,
Cover me with your seeding heads,
Cover me with your shaking limbs,
Cover me with your light soft hands,
Cover mé as the delicious long wind passes
Over you and me, groen grasses.
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*Tis of your blood I would be dimking,
To your soft shrilling listening now,
And your thin fingers peering through
At the deep forests of the sky.
O satisfy my peevish thought past thinking,
My sense with your sense linking.

Already are your biown 100ts creeping
Around the roots of my mind’s mind,
Into the darkness hidden within
The rayed dark of unconsciousness ;
And your long stems in a bright wind are leaping
'Over me uneasily sleeping.

O cover me; long gentle grasses,
As one day over a quict flesh
You will shake, shake and dance and sing ;
And body too still and spitit asti
Will hear you in every firm bright wind that passes
1 Qver you, loved green grasses

FAIR AND BRIEF

S0 fair, that all the moining aches
With such monotony !

50 brief, that sadness breaks
The Drittle spell.

Nothing so fair, nothihg 50 biief .
Tho sun leaps up and {alls,

The wind tosscs every leaf:
{Every leaf dies

Biossom, a white cloud in the air,
Is blown like a cloud away,

Must all be buef, being fair ¢
Nothing roman ?
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Yes, night and that high regiment

Of stars that wheal and march,
Ever their bright lines bent

To a secret thought ;

Moving immutable, bright and giave,
Famr beyond all things fair ;

Though all else vanish, save
Imagmation’s dream,

NIGHTFALL
I

Eve goes slowly
Dancing hightly
Clad with shadow up the hills ;
Birds theii singing
Cease at last, and silence
Falling like fine rain the valley fills

Not a bat’s cry
Stirs the stillness
Perfect as broad water sleeping,
Not a moth’s wings
Fhit in the gathering daikness,
Not a mouselike moonray ev’'n comes crecping

Then a light shines
From the casement,
Wreathed with jasmine boughs and stars,
Palely golden
As the late eve's primrose,
Glimmers through green leafy prison bars.
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Only joy now
Come in silence,
Come beforo your look’s forgot ;
Come and hearken,
While the lonely shadow
Broadens on the hill and then is not

Now the hour is,
Here the place is,
Here am I who saw thee here.
Evening darkens,
All is still and marvellous,
Now the sharp stars in the deep sky peer.

Come and fill me
As the wind fills
Leafy wide boughs of a tree;
Come and windlike
Cleanse my siumbrous branches,
Come and moonlike bathe the leaves of me

TH

Eve has gone and
Night follows,
Every bush is now a ghost ;
Every tree looms
Lofty large and sombre ;
All day’s simple friendliness is lost

See the poplars
Black in blackness,
In all their leaves there is no sigh,
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'‘Neath that darkling
Cedar who dare wander
Now, or under the vast oak would lie! . . .

Till that tingling
Silence broken
Every clod renews its breath |
Buds, leaves, grasses
Heave as one, then sleep on
Full of sweetet sleep and unlike death.

IV

Only joy now
Come like music
Falling clear fiom stiings of light ;
Come like shadow
Drinking up late sunrays,
Come like moonrays sweeping the round night.

See how night 15
Opening flowerlike
Open so thy bosom to me
See how earth falls
Easeful into silence :
Let my moth-wing'd thought so fall on thes.

While the lamp's beam
Primrose golden
Now 15 like a shifting spear
Borne in battle,
Seen awhile then hidden,
Bold then beaten—now long lost, and here |

¥
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,THE SLAVES

Tur tall slaves bow if that capricious King
But glances as he passes ;

Their dark hoods drawing over abashed faces
They bow humbly, unappealingly.

The dark rohes round their shuddeiring bodies cling,
They bow and bul whisper as he passes.

Thev have not learned to look mnto his eyes,
It he insults to answer,
To stand with head erect and angry arching bosom !
They bow humbly, unappealingly,
As though he mastered earth and the violet mky skies,
. And whisper piteously for only answer.

r

So they stand, tall slaves, ashamed of their great height,
And if he comes raving,

Shoulmng from the west, furous and moody,
They bow more humbly, unappealingly,

Ashamed to remember how they lived in that calm hight ;
They droop until he passes, tired of raving,

i

Only when he’s gone they lift then datkened biows,
. Laght comes back lo their cyes,
Their leaves caress the ight, the light laves Lheir branches,
They move loyerhilke, appealingly ;
\ Slaves now no more the poplais lift and shake Lheir boughs,
And there's a heaven of evening in their eyus,

THE FUGITIVE

IN the hush of early even

The clonds came flocking over,

Tilk the last wind fell from heaven
And no bird eciied,
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.Darkly the clﬂuds were ﬂnckmg,

“Shadows mﬂved and deepened,

| -'Then paused ;- the poplar's rﬂckmg
Ceased the light 11ung stlll L

| Lﬂce a pamted thmg, and deadlyi :

- Then from the cloud’s side ﬂlcl{ered
. Sharp lightning, thmstmg madly
At the cuwermg fields. =

| Thl‘mf& the fierce clond Ilghten'd, | |
.. Down the hill slow thunder trembled .

~ Day in her cave grew frightened; =
| Crept away, and dled |

THE UNTHRIF’I‘

; HERE in the shade ::rf the tree  .
“The hours go by
Silent and swift,

- ‘Lightly as birds fly.

.- Then the deep clouds broaden *md drn’t
~'Or the cloudless darkness and the wnrn Il“lﬂﬂn
_Wakmg, the drearner knows. he is: old, - ‘

~ And the day that he dreamed was gnne

- Is gone.

TIIE WREN

"_WITHIN the gleenhuuse dlm 'md damp
. The heat floats like a cloud.’”
Pale rose—leaves droop from the 1ust rﬂt:rf
W1th rust-cdged roses bowed.”

“As'I go in

'Out ﬂ:es the startled w'mn
- :tR R



_.By th{} tal[ dark ﬁr tree he. mngs
_ Morn after mornstill, . - |
{'_-Shy and bold he flits and sings

o Tmlly sweet and shrlll

| AsT go out

- Hm snng fnllows me a'br.}ut

_:{-._Ahuut the prehard under trees

... Beaded with cherries bright,
"-Pﬂﬁt the rat-haunted Honeybourne
And up:those hills uf hght

As upIgﬂ T

__'_'ffHIfi notes more sweetly flow.

_'_-"-Or down thase dark hills when night’s there

. Full of darlk thuugh’cs and deep,
: A thin clear soundless music comes.

lee stars in broken sleep.
A3 ‘When I come down -
:_:;-'.EI_All thoﬁe dark thnughts are ﬂnwn -

’f.jAnd mw that swectnesa is more sweat

i Here where the aerr}planes o
_3'-§L&baur1ng and grmamng in the hezght
LY their lifeless vans i -
L Sweet sweet to hear

_:;;The far off wren ginging clear



FLOWERS OF LIGHT AND DARKNESS:

TNthis. high beechwood where

‘The shadows are dew'd blesseme drifting. dewn
':Between broad beughe or hung |

On epader threfmde wavering in the mr ;.

“In:this green beechwood eteep

T_The Ilght epreede like thin we.ter eeel eud deep‘ |

_';.The eldest beeches here -

" Rest but a moment from the enelent stnfe
So kings, when all else died, :

In clutch of Yimb with limb, breeet eeught te breest,?.-:_._f;
* Might stand for ever, SIS |
. Or 8’ mement m the egeny of endee.veur

- Whet strength end pain was there L

- In breasts and drms and knees and wuthen thlghs.
Blind and enreged they fought

“With shadows and mth wmds and gheefly voicés

“Nor fought in vain - | --

| Smee mMorn by moTn, renewed then' prige again.:

’_'Herﬂ in this beeahweed here

“In this steep cliff of summer’s hght and dark;

- Darker shadows fall I

- Than ever bloomed in summel and swayed down.
"Into the wood's cool deep

- Where mldmght*e eeundleee eurgee slowly eresp.:

Abeve the treee the dewn
s brxght and bare. o
“The wind runs there



;?-,szghtly, gvarpassmg the swift weetlm )
i._ff.Thyma %mhmus, mint, = s
“Lifting: thelr sweetne% tn the brewthmg trrzea

!_f:__i {‘harﬂ Ilzards sleeP

- Wiking, and gold'

;._J-Splders dre quick and led

~The. wuodpﬂe buds'in smole and ﬂﬂwers vnth ﬂamﬂ
‘Adding golden héat to heat - R

_..'j_As weadg add sensual sweet tn sweet unseen. .

“Even there;:by wood and down,’

- With shadow: and light -

“For: blcvssnm dark and. brlght |
SAnll weed ‘with: yet darker sha.dﬂw blanms ;o
-Siti; disease; death

“Althe evil of the. world gmws tenfnld ev:i

THE WINDS

;_-;IN these green ﬂelds, _m thiq green sprmg,

Tni this green ‘world of burning sweet

:Thﬂt drives its sour from: everything -

:.And burna thﬂ Arctic with new heat,

That sgems 89 8low and ﬂlﬂs so fleat
On lmlf»-saen wing ;' .;.

n thls green -world the birds are all |

Wlth mntmn mad, are wild with;song ;-

The: grass. leaps’ like a.sudden wall =

;-Flung Up.against'a foe that long .

_Silode round and wrought his frostv wrong. -
Tlm bnght wmdq call

,ﬁ;c_



The bright winds answdt ; the clouds 1ise
White 'from the grave, shaking their head,
Strawing the grave-clothes thhough the skies,
In languid drifting shadow shed
Upon the fields where, slowly spread,

Each shadow dies.

In every wood is green and goid,

The unbridged river runs all green

With queenly swan-clouds floating bold

Down to the mull’s swift guillotine,

Beyond the mill each murdesed queen
Floats white and cold.

—If I could rise up in a cloud

And look down on the new earth in flight,

Shadow-like cast my thought's thin shroud

Back upon these fields of light ;

And hear the winds of day and night
Meet, singing loud !

THE WANDERER

OVER the pool of sleep

The night mists creep,

Then faint thin light and then clear day,
Noontide, and lmgeimg afternoon ,
Then that Wanderer, the Moon,
Wandering her old wild way.

BHow many spuits {ollow

Her in that dark hollow !

Like a lost lamhb she roams on high
Through the cold and soundless sky,
And stares down into her deep
Refiection 1n the pool of sleep.

62



How many fﬂllﬁ&,"

Her in that lone hollow !

She sees them not nor would she hear
Though both shape and sound were cleat,
But stares, starcs into the pool

Of her fear and beauty full,

Far in strange gay skies

She pales and daes,

Forgetting that bright transitoty
Reflection of asionished glory,
Nor heeds the spirits that follow
Her into day’s bright hollow

MERRILL'S GARDEN

/

THERE is a garden where the seeded siems of thin long
' grass are bowed

Beneath July’s slow rains and heal and tired children’s
trailing feet ;

And the trees’ neglected branches droop and malee a cloud
beneath the cloud,

And in that dark the crimson dew of raspberries shines mare
sweet than sweet., )

The flower of the 1all acacia’s gone, the acacia’s flower is
white no moie,

The aspen lifts his leEhIEEE arms, the aspen leaves are
close and still ;

The wind that tﬂssed the clouds along, gray clouds and
white like feathers bore, °

Lets even a feather faintly fall and smoke spread hug£=1y
where it will,
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But thougl thé:acacia’s ‘ﬁﬂwer i¥'gone and raspberries beat: .

*bright fruit untasted, |
Bea.uty lives. there t.::-h rich and rare, past the sum’ of gager’.
June. S
Th& lime tree's pyrarmd nf ﬂuwer and lea.f and yellmw
ﬂawer unwasted . - SRR I U S
R.tses at ‘eve and bars the breast w11d-heavmg ni the timid
moon,
an the tall pear—-tl ees unrebuked 1ift: their grean: ﬁnears :

- to the sky ; |
Then‘ lower boughs are crussed hke arms ﬂf tﬁmplars m

| Inng stony sleep. e B
Their arms are crossed as thnugh tha wmd returmng fmm
247 wild war on high,

Had touched them with an a.ngl.y breath ‘or Whlspered

- from hls cavern deep -"

g ik

A foxgiave l:fts her bells and bells sﬂent db{JV& the smgmg?.{'

grass, |
StlIl the old manguld her hght syrlnklas 11ke nches tu the“;ﬁ

‘poor, ) %.
Snapdragun st111 his changelmg blassnm shakes mth th&

burden of the bees, & ' - __
And the strong bindweed Cregps . and winds and springson !
hlgh a congqueror.

Wnuld nﬂw her eyes gneve tr.} bﬂhﬂld sna.pdragun, fbkglwa,

- marigold . - o |
Daﬂy diminighi m their sweﬂi and bindweed wreathing over

% allm

- - . N ..

' B |

Lot

. e
. ‘i .

. £y [ Nl

HE . T '
- L) . .'..

- - ..



Waed and gﬂss H.Ild weed 'anl glﬁ'*;s, frlendles&, mnlanmhuly,

cold,: - | | |
Wreathmg the earth like wmathmg srmw fI'{]Il’l bElI'ﬂ w.;u.. -

to luw grﬂenmg wall P |

Old were. hm eyes tllat lmgered on nld twe'-, ;md gmﬁh a.nd- ]
ﬂmﬁvers trimt... . \ |
She smelt the' r1pe pea,r-a whnn tlmy clrooped 'md {cll tmcl =~
“broke-upon the path, |
OId were her thoughts of thmgs of old her present t}m_ughtﬁ
‘were: few and dim ; R
 Her eyes: saw- not. the thmgs bhﬂ sa.w . she llstenﬂd to no-

lwmg breath

Har youth -and prime :and autumn tlme blunmed in her
hothought all 11ght and sweet - :
No w{l]ﬂower more of sweet cnuld hold of sunny l ght no -
marlguld -
1+ru1t on:her mind’s huughs I'lpﬁnﬂd full in qummors and
¢l autumnshmt | ’ e
‘lhen fell f::}r there cﬂme none ta pmlc but w:nter fame, and__
she wa.s nld o o R

Nuw 1f her sﬂns cume tlmy wﬂl ﬁndwnnf hm her ﬁmpty_.l'_
gmden only, . ..
Tha wallﬂuwer 'dnnn a;ud snapdmgon '"itlll awmgmg w1t11 thr-
greedy heas;: - |
Mangﬂld ghttéfmg 1n thﬂ grﬂss, sc'mt fn*-:g!wﬂ rmgmg
“Aaintly, lonely, - : i
Clése . red- fruit bua.dmg tllo lung bmlghs zmd blndwcud”"-'

wreathmg whera 1t pleasa

A f:awny lean uat Maﬁmlmi’a slmkq lxke & pa,nthm tl110ugl1_.._"?'-l’.'
thé tEl.]I A | |
Thm be“dmg Bfﬁﬁ% a,nd watches Jﬂng a sc:hnlar thru'ah' o
rehears:ng song; e |

f‘*5 | 5



Or children running in the sun hunt and hunt a well Jost
ball ; /

But most the garden sleeps away the day, but still, when
eves are long,

When eves are long and no moon rises, and nervous, still,
is all the air,

That small stiff igure moves again, silent amid the hushing
gTHSS ;

In the firm-carven lime tree’s shade she moves, and meets
her old thoughts there,

Then in the deepening dark is lost, or her light steps un-
noted pass.

Only that careless garden keeps secure her memory though
it sleeps, .

And the bright flowers and tyrant weed and tall grass
shaking its loud seed

Less lovely were if wanting her who like a living thought
still creeps |

And sees what once she saw and music hears of her living
sons and dead,

THE LIME TREE

TuaT lime trec on the distant rising ground

(If it was a lime tree) showed her yellow leaves

Above the renewed green of wet August grass—

First Autumn yellow that on first Autumn eves
Tao saon was found.

Gomforiless lime trec |  Scarce an agpen leaf
Like a green butterfly flitted to the ground ;
There was no sign of Autumn in the grass.
Xven the long garden beds their beauty briefe
Their mignonette,
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Nasturtium and ‘sweet-william® and red stocks,

And clover ciouching in the border grass,
And blood-like fuschia, eve's ptimrose and whitle phlox

And honeysuclde—-waved all their smell and hue
Morn and eve anew,

But that far lime tiee yellowing by the oak,
Warning oak, elm and poplar and each {resh tree

Shaking in the south wind delightedly,
And clover in the closeness of the grass,
Warns also me.

And now when all the trees are standing still

Beneath the purple and white of the west sky,

And time is standing still-—as stand it will—

That early yellowing lime with palsicd fingers
Cannot be still,

DARK CHESTNUT

THOU shaking thy dark shadows down,
Like leaves before the fitst leaves fall,
Pourest upon the head of night

Her loveliest loveliness of alle—
Dark leaves that tremble

When soft ajrs unto softer call,

O, darker, softer fall her thoughts

 Upon the cold fields of my ntind,

Weaving a quiet music there

Like leaf-shapes trembling in least wind :
Dark thoughts that linger

When the light's gone and the night's blind,

ﬁ? 5*



1 see her- th&rn beneath your bnughs

Dark chestnut, thnugh you see her nmt
- Her white face and white hands are clesu
~_As the moon in.your stmtched arms uaught |
- . But stranger, clearer, - -
T he lwmg shaduws nf her thought

L ONI‘LY AIRS

| Aw, bird singing late in’ the gloam
- While the evening shadow thmkms o
- And the dizzy bat-wings roam, .
| And the falnt starlight qumkens

~And her pud eve’s primrose bareq .

- Before night’s cold fingerﬁ come : |
~ Thine are such lunely airs, |
Bird singing late m the gluam 1

THE CREBPER

'I‘I cnvered all ._| o

The cold gast wall .

It“: gmen, thin gnld purple, bwwn

And flame running up and down ;.

_I..Iftmg its quiet bosom to-every wmd thai c.rep{:

Up the high wall and in its darkpess slept:..

‘Then. when the wind slept all the creeper. turned

Tn und1mm15hmg fire that hurned a,nd bumed and burned,

'jBut one: bla.ck mght

-_(Fur not in the light |

'_May spch treacheries’ be dune) N
-_Ca,me with dlsht;mmlred weapon Dnﬂ
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‘And:cut the stem just where the branches thin

“Their million-leaf'd wild wandmmg begini

“Cuit the firm stem quite through, and so it bled |
And’. all. the mllimn Iewes shwemd and hung there dead

The wa.ll hnw ‘cold, -

“The kouse how uld |

“Became when that warm Bright ﬁre dmd

:And'the fond wind could no more hide.

Ancl ﬁ: was stra,nge that so much death cnuld be

' Frs rom.one dark night-hour’s darker felony ; o
‘And how'the leaves being dead could not cast-down
Thélr cﬂlﬁurs in- brlght puﬂls of I‘Ed and gold and brown.

;.---m-It chd n::;t dle

But. ﬂamed on hlgh

Marn a.fterf morn, even whan whlta show
Cavered all brightness, high and low ;

;..;'And in-the night when the snow ghmmerud wan
:SHUl béautiful as a fire its brightness shone :
“Its million' qiiiet leaves quivering in my mind, B
‘fff WhEH frc:rn no earthly meaduws crept the rememb ered wind. -

SMO KTJ

: THE'&!’ stmd I1k'e men that hear immortal sI:sEech
“Moving Amung their branches, and like trees .
% “We. s’cnad and watched: Lhem, and in our still branchea
Euhﬂes nf tha.t 1mrr10rt'11 music ‘-:-tured I
Ogtﬂber days had touched their breasts Wlth hght
W:th yellnw hght and red hght and wan green ;
And the giay: cloud that grew from low.to high- - -
Mada thi wartn’ tht more warm,; the green more w.m
!We étnnd and watchied: them and.in our still lJranches
We' felt the: warm light glnw thﬂugh now thc min
Was Inud upﬂn the Ieaves . - |



 And qtandlng there

You cried, *“ O, that sweet smell, where is the ﬁ.re ? N
Where is t11e fire ? ' For sharp upon the rain N
. The smell came.of a wood fire and clung. ruun‘ﬁ* o
Hanging upon our branches, till we saw. - |
- No more those lighted trees nor heard the raln--“-f
Knew only the deep echoes and the smell -

~Of a wood fire that breathed its smoke across
From some near hearth, or undlscwered wurld

! |
QUEENS

. THE red sun stared unwinking at the East -
Then slept under a cloak of hodden gray ;
The rimy fields held the last light of day,
- A little tender yet. And I remember
How black ‘against the pale and wintry west
Stood the confused great army of old trees,
~ Topping that lean, enormous-shouldered hill -
- With crossing lances shivering and then stlll
- Ilooked as one thatsees - -~ =~ -
- Queens passing by and lovelier than he dreamed
“With fringe of silver light fullnwmg their feet, -
3 And all those lances vail’ d, and snlemn nghtb
They left for the gray fields those airy. heights
" Nothing had lovelier seemed— y
~Not April's noise nor the early dew: of June
~ Nor the calm languid cow-eyed Autumn. Moon,
-Nor rufﬂmg woods the greenest: remember--- .
| Than this pale llght and dmk ﬂf cold Decemb&r
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B THE RED HOUSE
" QN the wide ﬁeldq the water gleams like snow,
And snow like water pale beneath palé bl{y, | :
- When old’and burdened the white clouds are stooped low,
fiSudden as thought, or startled near bird's cry,. B
- The whiteness of first light on hills of snow
- Neéw dropped from skiey hills of tumbling white
- Streamis from the ridge to where the long woods lie ;
. And tall ridge-trces lift their soft crowns of white
'f-Abﬂve slim bodles all black or flecked with snow,
By the tossed foam of the not yet frozen brook
- ‘Black- pxgs g0 stmgghng over fields of snow ;
“The air'is full of snow, and starling and rook
- Are blacker ainid the myriad streams of light.
“Warm as old fire the Red Honse burns yet bright
" Bensath-the unmeltlng snows of pine and larch,

__';-.Whﬂe February moves. as slow, as slow
As Sprmg nught never come, never come March,

Amld such SNOws, by generatmns haunted,
'-’,_--.By echﬂas, memories and dreams enchanted,
'.:JFlrm whﬂn dark winds through the night stamp and shout, -
-’_f_'_ljjBrlghtest when time silvers the world all about, | a
:"'__?'That 0ld house called The Heart burns, burns, and stil]
-'iﬂni"hmves the mﬂrtal threat of the hangmg hill.

THE BEAM

| --'F-THI: dead whtte on the ﬁﬂldﬂ dead winta |
'J.‘_I.-Qﬁ__"-Turned the peace to misery, |
"~ Tall bony trees their wild-arms thr ust

- Into the-cold breast of the night.
_,';‘-_f_;Brlghtly the stars slmne in their dust

- The:hard wind’s gust -

;‘._‘_Scratched hke a bird 111:: {rozen 311:::~w
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| '_'Ag'unqt the dmd hght grew the gold, =
- Lifting its beam to that ]ngh clu%t -
“The lamp within the Tut's small. pane s
- Called the world to life again, .~
- Arms of the trees atremble thnust
. Defiance at the cold R
| nght of HB.ITDW shruudmg snuw

A human baam small spear c}f hght
. Lifting its beauty to that high o
Indifference of starry dust.
The aching trees were cnmfarted - .
And their brave arms more daePly thrust .

Into the sky.
_Earth s warm light ﬁngered the dead snow‘.

LAST HOURS =
A GRAY day and quiet, = |
With slow clouds of gray, -

Aﬁd in dull air a cloud that falls, falls,
All day, T

 The naked and stiff branche_s
. Of oak, elm, thorn, =~ =
[n the cold light are like ; men aged and
' - I‘orlmrn o

Only a gray slcy,
" 'Grass, trees, grass again, . i
t’Lru:i all the air a cloud th’tt dnps drlps, i
| - All day. - "

Lw::aly the lnnely
" Bare trees and grean grass=— -
L..ﬂveher nnw the last haurs of slow winter:
Sluwly paﬁs
7%
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 PART TII






’1 HE WISH

3--_-'-';[‘HAT yuu rmght happier be than all the rest,'
- Than I who have been happy loving you,
'0f al) the innocent even the happiest——

:' ‘Thls I beseeched for ynu |

'_-_-Unt11 I thnught of tlwse unenclmg $l€lES-—-—.
Of stagnant cloud, or fleckless dull blue air,
~Of days and nights delightless, no surprlqe

_ﬁ No threa.t no sting, no fear

And nf the Stlrless waters of the mlnd
;--;-‘Waveless, unfurrowed, of no lwmg hue, -

- With dead leaves dropping SIDWI},? in no wmd
'_ "':And nnthlng flnwm Ing new,

-_f":f.And then no. more I. W1slmd you hftppmess,
“ But that whatever fell of joy or woe

L wﬂuld fiot dare, O Sweet, to wish it less,
f':'f_Or w:sh yﬂu less than }Tﬂu | -

NOWHERE EVERYWHERE

:-_':_FLESH and blnud bﬂne and skin,
“Areé the house that beauty lives in,
. Formed in darkness, grown in light
f-{Are th&y the subé.tance of dellght



Who coulcl h-we dreamed the thmgq ha &:EEE
| In t11ese strong lnvely pr esem‘esm e
In cheeks of children, thews of men
‘Wormen’s bodies beloved of men ?; . -
Who could have dreamed a thmg 50 wme
As that clear look of the child’s eyes ?
‘Who the thin texture of her h'md
But with a hand's touch underqtmd ?
Shaped in eternity were thése ..
Body’s miracles, where the seuas
Their continuous rhythm learned,
And the stars in their bright order burned
From stars and seas was motion caught B TR
When flesh, blood, bone and skin were wrﬂught'_'_-
Into swift lovely liveliness. - .
Oh, but beauty less and less
Than beauty grows. The cheeks fall in,
Colour dies from the smooth skin,
And muscles slack and bones are buttle
Veins and arteries little by little -~
Delay the tides of the blood:
That is a ditch that was a flood.
Then all but dry bones dlfsappcars o
White bones that lie a hundred ye'trs
Cheated of resurrection. . .
Where is that beauty gone ? -
Escaped even while we watched it bﬂ,
And none guessed the way it wuulﬂ gn ?
Only it's fled, and here alone -~ 0
Lie blood and skin and flesh and bﬂne
Where is. the beauty that was here ?
-—-—-NﬂWh&I‘E everywhem )
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-TAKE -'CAR’E ~TAKE 'c;-'A-RE'

an up, bmd ap your dafk bright llcur
“And hide the smouldering sunkei ﬁ:e. |

’-Lot it be held no miore.than fair,

'Nnr yﬂurself guess how rare, how rare -

' Its mnvemant cnlc}ur and deﬂp ﬁl‘ﬂ

.' Your eyas they have thmr cansawusnesa,
. "'Your lips-their grave reflective smile, -
Yﬂur hands their cupning for distress :
Yuur hair has only beauteousness -
And hld ﬂame for 11:5 only guile.

'I'ha.t gluwmg ha.1r on shuulders white
o Is pnda past sum ! take care, take care !
Even't' ‘dream of. wish'd delight |
TﬂD much perturbs the ebb of night—
Bmd up, bmd up your burning halr -

NEARNIJSS

:-;?‘I‘Iw hand my hand

;1._;Th1nc eyes my eyes, -

‘Allotthee ~ - |

: Caught and cnnfused mth mu

My hand thy: hzmd

My: eyes thma eyes, |

“All of me.” L |
Szmkén anc] dlsmvered amw 1h ﬂm. Ve

N'u“ stlll

A fﬂmgn nund
Athnught SRR
By uthqar yet uncaught



A secret will

Strange as the wind .

The heart of thee

Bewildering with strange fire the heart in me.

Hand touches hand,

IEyd to eye beckons,

But who shall guess
Another’s loneliness ?
Though hand grasp hand
Thouglh the eye quickens,
Still lone as mght
Remain thy spirit and mine, past touch and sight.

F)

THE SECOND FLOOD

How could I know, how could I guess
That here was your great happiness-—
In mine? And how could I know
Your love nfinite must grow ?

Suddenly at dawn I wake

To see the cruse of colour break

Over the Last, and then the gray

Creep up with hight of common day. . . .
No, no, no | again that bright

Flashing, flushing, flooding hght

Leading on day, until I ache

With love to see the dark world wake.

0, with such second flood your love
Painfed my earth and heaven above,
With such wild magnificence

As bruised my heart in avery sense,
In every nerve. Was ever man

Fit this renewed love to sustain ?
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Now in these days when Autumn’s leaf

Is red and gold, and for a buef

Day the earth flowers ere it dies,

What 1f Spung came with new swprise
Came ere the aspen shivered baie

Or the beech comns glittered in cold ai,
Before the rough wind the maple stiipped
And this bare moon on bare boughs stepped |
Vain thought—-Q, yet not wholly vain :
Even to me Love has come agam,
Mowving from your quick breast where he
Fluttered in hus wondcering nfancy.

THE GLASS

Your face has lost

The clearness it once wore,

And your brow smooth and whte
Its look of light ;

Your eyes that weie

So careless, are how deep with care |

0O, what has done

This cruelty to you ?

Is it only Time malkes strange
Your look with change,

Or something more

Than the worst pang Tiune ever bore ?-
! v s
Regret, regret |

So bitter that it changes

Bright youth to madness,

Poisoning meie sadness, . . .

O, vain glass that shows

Less than the bitterness the heart lnows.

79



. BUT MOST THY' LIGHT:_;;.:

-I I{NG}W how ﬁre bumq, L
- How from the wrangling iume&.
- Rose and amber blunms
© . And slﬂwly dles

| Nutlnng 5 §0 swift as ﬁre, -
- There's nothing alive so fier ce:
The lifted lances plEI‘CE,
Sink, and upspring.

- Like an Indian sword it leaps

- Qut of the smnklng sheath.

Even the winged feet of death
Learn speed from fire;

- And pain its cunmng Iaams 3
‘Languor its sweet .

. From the deca-.ymg heat

- That never dlES

I know how ﬁre burns

" Unguessed, save for tears,
Whﬁn the thuusand-{angﬂd ﬂame spears.

The hody S guard

Or when the mmcl the mmd
Is ever—glawmg wood, . -
And fire runs in the binud

| Lunatu:: blmd o

When reniorse burns an.. —
* And burns always, always-—~
.The fire that surest slays -

Dr sureat nurnbb |
o Bn



[ know how fire burns,
But how I cannot tell, - "+
- And Héa ven burns like Hell
: Yet the Healt endures o

"Tis tha 1mmuri.&l I‘Iame .
_In mortal life that's bitter,
Or than all sweet sweeter

| Thaugh life burns down.

Teach me, ﬁre but this,

“Nor alone destroying burn :—
Of thy warmth let me learn,
~ But most thy light.

©IN THAT DARKSILENT HOUR

IN that dark silent hour

.~ When the wind wants power,
~And in the black height

. The sky wants light,

" - Stirless and black |

- .In utter lack,
~ " And not a sound

. | Escq,peq from thut untmubl{.d round : —

s -"Tn wake then |

- In the dark, and ache then

~ Until the dark is gone—
-~ Lonely, yet not alone ;
Hea‘ring another’s breath
- All the quiet beneath,
Knowmg one sleeps near
That day held de ar
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And dreams helcl dear but now |
~ In this sharp moment-—how
- Share the moment’s sweetness,
 Forgo its EﬂmplBtEnEhS
Nor be alone
‘Now the dark is grown
Spiritual and deep
More than in dreams and sleep ?

O, it is pain, 'tis need
That so will plead

For a little loneliness.

If it be pain to miss
Loved touch, look and hp,
Comp'tnmnship

Yet is verier pain

~ Then, then

In that dark silent hour

Wien the wind wants power,
And you, near or far, sleep,
And your released thoughts tnward me crf:el,_; s

* While I, imprisoned, awake,

Ache-—ache
To be for one |
Long, little mnmﬂnt with, mysel alnne..

ONCE ’I'HBRE WAS 'IIME

LEr no tears fall _
- .1f then they fell not.
- If eyes told nothing,
Now let them tell not.



Once there ‘:ras {1 |

~ For words, looks and tears !
© “That time is past, is pagt—
Lo Hea.rt thuu shalt tell not!

. f}B eyund any ﬂ;p t::u..h
¢ Issilence bitter,”
As between love and love
"~ Nothing is sweeter.
- fGnce there was time, time yet
. For words, looks and tears. . .
- Past, past, past, past—
- - Nothing so bitter !

" Now if tears come
“ . That then fell never
~ Ifiéyes such sad, sad things
. Look now for ever ;
1f words, looks or tears
- Tremble with telling,
Oh what retulmng voice 15 it WhlSle‘i
Navar never, nevey ! -

SCATTER THB SILVER ASII LII{E EJN()W

-?.0 WHAT umect is it

- That burruwa in the heart and frets
jf-_Tl:Le héart's near nerves,

Lewmg its unclean

Stigmata in the mind serene,
ffM’Lng the pmurl how mean ?

.f.'It 15; nut cumnmn hdtﬁ‘ .
-fAnger haa not such deadly cuunmg

TD anmﬂ tu L.hlll N - |
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Wild anger 18 not

So cunning even while so hot ;
Hale 15 too soon forgot.

There 15 no sword so sharp

With lightnings as the wanton tongue ;
Nothing that burns'like words-——
Bubbling flames that spread

In the now unspiritual head,

By sleepless fevers fed

O evil words that are

The knives of desolating thought |
And though words be still

The hot eyes yet dart

Burning deaths from this mad heait
Into that torn heart,

O Love, forget, forget,

Put by that glittering edge, put by ;
Slay the insect with light

Smother that smoky glow,

Scatter the silver ash like snow
When thy spring airs blow |

JUSTIFICATION

From far-off it came near
Deep-charactered and clear,

Until I saw the features close to mine
And the eyes unhappy shine.

It was Sorrow's face,

Wanting kindness and grace,

And wanting strength of silence, and the pow
To abide a luckier hour,
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The first fear turned Lo hating
As T saw him dumbly waiting,
For it was my true likeness that he wore,

And would wear evermore —

My face that was to be
When his years’ misery
With here a little and there a little had made

My strong spiritl afraid.

I saw his face and hated,
Seeing mine so sad-fated.
And then I struck and killed him, knowing that he

Had else slain me.

] HAVE NEVER LOVED YOU YET
I HAVE never loved you yel, if now I love,

If Love was born in that hiight April sky

And ran unheeding when the sun was high,

And slept as the moon sleeps through Auvtumn mights
While {hose clear steady stars buin in their hetglits

If Love so lived and 1an and slept and woke

And ran in beauty when cach morning hroke,

Love yat was boylilee, fervid and unstable,

Teased with romance, not knowing tiuth from fable.

But Winter after Autumn comes and stills

The petulant waters and the wild mind fills
With silence ; and the dark and cold aie bitter,
G, bitter to 1emember past days sweeter.
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Then Spring with one warm cloudy finger breaks
The frost and the heart's airless black soil shalkes ;
Love grown a man uprises, serious, bright

With mind remembering now things dark and light.

O, if young Love was beautiful, Love grown old
Experienced and grave is not grown cold.

Life's faithful fire in Love's heart burns the clearer
With all that was, is and draws darkling nearer.

I have never loved you yet, if now I love,

THE PIGEONS

THE pigeons, following the faint warm light,
Stayed at last on the roof till warmth was gone,
Then in the mist that’s hastier than night
Disappeared all behind the carved dark stone,
Huddling from the black ciuelty of the frost,
With the new sparkling sun they swooped and came
Like a cloud between the sun and street, and then
Like a cloud blown from the blue north were lost,
Vanishing and returning ever again,

Small cloud {ollowing cloud across the flame
That clear and meagie burned and buined away

And left the ice unmelting day by day.

. . . Nor could the sun thnough the roof's purpls slaie
(Though his gold magic played with shadow there
And drew the pigeons from the streaming air)

With any fiery magic penetrate.

Under the roof the air and water froze,

And no smoke from the gaping chimney rose.

The silver frost upon the window-pane
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Flowered and branched each starving night anew,
And stranger, lovelier and crueller grew ;
Pouring her silver that cold silver through,

The moon made all the dim fower bright again,

. . . Pouring her silver through that batien flower

Of silver frost, until it filled and whitened

A room where two small children waited, frightened

At the pale ghost of light that hour by hour

Stared at them till though fear slept not they slept,

And when that white ghost from the window crept,

And day came and they woke and saw all plain,

Though still the frost-flower blinded the window-pane,
And touched their mother and touched her hand in vain,
And wondered why she woke net when they woke ;

And wondered what it was their sleep that broke

When hand in hand they stared and stared, so frightened ;
They feared and waited, and waited all day long

While all the shadows went and the day brightened,

All the ill shadows but one shadow strong.

Qutside were busy feet and human speech

And daily eries and horns., Maybe they heard,
Painfully wondering still, and cach to each
Leaning, and listening i{ their mother stirred—
Cold, cold,

Hungering as the long slow hours grew old,
Though food within the cupboard idle lay
Beyond their thought, or but beyond their reach,
The soft blue pigeons all the afternoon

Sunned themselves on the roof o1 rose at play,
Then with the shrinking light fluttered away ;
And once more came the 1cy hearted moon,
Staring down at the frightened children there
That could but shiver and stare,
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. . . How many hours, how many days, who knows ?
Neighbours there were who thought they had gonedway
"To return some luckier or luckless day.

No sound came fiom the room : the cold air froze
The very echo of the children’s sighs,

And what they saw within each other’s eyes,

Or heard each other’s heart say as they peered

At the dead mother lying there, and feared

That she might wake, and then might never wake,
Who knows, who knows ?

None heard a living sound their silence break.

In those cold days and nmights how many birds
Flittering above the fields and streams all frozen
Watched hungrily the tended flocks and herds—
Earth's chosen nourished by earth’s wise self-chosen !
How many birds suddenly stiffened and died

With no plaint ciied,

The starved heart ceasing when the pale sun ceased !
And when the new day stepped from the same cold East
The dead birds lay in the light on the snow-flecked field,
Their song and beautiful fiee winging stilled.

I walked under snow-sprinkled hills at night,

And stairy sprinkled skies deep blue and bright.
The keen wind thrust with his knife against the thin
Breast of the wood as I went tingling by

And heaid a weak cheep-cheep—no more—the cry
Of a bird that crouched the smitten wood within. .
But no one heeded that sharp spnitual iy

Of the two children in their misery,

When in the cold and famished night death's shacde
More teirible the moon’s cold shadows made,

How was il none could hear

That bodiless crying, birdlike, shaip and clear ?
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I cannot think what they, unanswered, thought
When'*the night came again and shadows moved

As the moon through the ice-flower stared and roved,
And that unyielding Shadow came again,

That Shadow came again unseen and caught

The children as they sat listening in vain,

Their starved hearts failing ere the Shadow removed.
And when the new morn stepped fiom the same cold Fast
They lay unawakening in the barren light,

Their song and their imaginations bright,

Their pains and fears and all bewilderment ceased . . .
While the brief sun gave

New beauty to the death-flower of the frost,

And pigeons in the frore air swooped and tossed,

And glad eyes weire more glad and grave less grave,

There is not pity enough in heaven o1 earth,
There is not love enough, if children die

Like famished birds-—oh, less mercifully,

A great wrong's done when such as these go forth
Into the starless dark, bioken and biuised,

With mind and sweet affection all confused,

And horror closing round them as they go.

There i1s not pity enough |

And T have made, children, these verses for you,
Lasting a little longer than your hreath,
Because I have been haunted with your death ;
So men are driven to things they hate to do,
Jesus, forgive us all our happiness,

As Thou dost blot oul all our miseries.
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~ AND THESE FOR YOU
NOT WITH THESE EYES
LET me 1hmt sec your grief |

O, let not any see

That grief,

Nor how your heart still rocks -

Like a temple with long earthqual{e shuc:ks.
Let me not see - L
Your grief.

These eyes have seen such wrong,
Yet remained cold : -

Ills grown strong,

‘Corruption’s many-headed worm-
Destroying feet that moved so firm—-
" Shall these eyes see o
Your grief ? |

And that black worm ha.s Cr awlt,d

- Into the brain

Where thuughi_ had walkecl _,
~ Nobly, and love and honour moved as ﬂne,,
And brave things bravely were begun '
Now, can thought see
Unabashed your grief ?

~ Into that brain your Lbiiﬂf
Has run like rleanamg ﬁrc

Your grief L
Through these unfaithful eyea has leapt

‘And touched honour where it hghtly slapt

" Now when I see = .. el
In memory your grief
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- There is no thought that’s not

.~ Yours, yours, -

- . No love that sleeps,

* No spiritual door that opens ot
~In the green quiet village of thought -.

- Shmmg with light,
- “And silent to- your silence.

SOOI
ASKING FORGIVENESS .

I'pip not say, & Yes, we had better part
" Since love is over or must be suppressed.”

- I did not say, ‘““ 711 hold you in my heart”
“:Saint-like, and in the thought of your thought rest,
'-'_’And pray for you and wish you happiness
| In a. better lﬂve than mine.”

- T'was anuther man to another woman,

'I':_-Tears falhng or burnt dry were nﬂthmg then. -

- Istruck your heart, I struck your mind ; inhuman,
f.;zi..';Futura and past 1 stabbed and stabbed again,
jf-:-"”Gursmg the very thought of your happiness

R In anﬂther Iﬂve than mirie ! |

i’-.:-_’:-u-—’l.‘hen le,ft ynu 51(:1{ tn death, 'md T like dea.th
"It was a broken body bore me away—- |
A broken mind—poisoned by my own breatl,

~And love self-poisoned, . . . Was it but yesterday ?
.—-—-F orgive, forgive, fﬂrgwc, forgive, forgive,
Fﬂrrgwe ! |
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JUDGMBNT DAY

" WHEN thr ough our bodies our twn sp1r1ts burn
Escaping, and no more our true eyes turn
‘Outwards, and no more hands to fond ,_hands yearn ;

Then over those poor grassy heaps we’ll.me.et "
One morning, tasting still the morning’s sweet,
Sensible still of hght dark, rain, cold, heat

And see 'neath the green dust that dust uf gray
Which was our useless badies laid away,
Mocked still with menace of a Judgment Day.

We then that waiting dust at last will call,
Fach to the other's,—~" Rise up at last, O small
Ashes that first-love held loveliest of all |

““'Tis Judgment Day, arise | " And they ﬁril_l arise, |
The dust will li{t, and spine, ribs, neck, head, knees
‘At the sound remember their old unities,

And stand there, yours with mine, as once'they'sfuo-d. -
Beloved, obeyed, despised, with that swift blood,
Thuse looks and tr embhng hps, heart’ 5. pﬂ-u‘iﬁ E-Ild thud.;_

“ And was 1t these that love-galled tlmught pursued
And with his immortality indued, |
Nor was by their mortality quite subdued 7

“This was the bony hand that held my hand,
“The shoulders whereon all my world might stand
They fell, but in their fall was'I unm'mned?

“ This was the breast my eyes dehghted in, - s
, The ribs were faint as now under the skin: . RS
They mouldered, but not my love mmuldm ed mthm_ R
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;f” Away, away 1 This was nnt truly the&—- L
A mortal bravery, Time's delinquency, |
~ A dream that held me from thee, thee irom me.

“ It wa,s not in llmsc bndles that we drew
" Near, nearer ! never, never by these we knew
_-Tmnsfusmn past all sense Df I’ and ' You/'

Tt was youth’s blindness held the body so dear :
_'SIowly, slowly, year after bewildered year,
“The dark thinned and the eyes of luve_ grew clear,

“ And thﬂu§h£ following thought, enlinking each,
j_;__._'R'm where the delighting body could not reach,
- And ha.d spéech when there was no voice for speech ;

| _-'”_’ S_:_}-tha.t we scarce grieved when those bodies died,
-And our eyes more than our true spirits cried ;
But as when trees fall, the free wind that sighed

s Awhile in their fond branches ceases not,
- But sings a moment over the cumbered spot,
_.'__._'I‘hen ﬂ1es a.wa.y —-Our unentangled thaught

S Qur vivid spirits of love, unbroken moved
-And lifted no more sense-confined, and roved
| ;’Anti knew tﬂl then we had not utterly loved, . ,

"'-” Leave nc}w this dust [

o ~ And then the dust will smk,
: .'The upheaved muund to its old shape will shrink,
And we shall turn again from l‘lme s dusk brink.

_ .. . ) - W ' . . Y P 2

W]ll 1t he tlms? i wﬂl be thus. Bven now,
"“Though body to hody submissively still bow,
+"Tis not on body’s blood that our loves grow.



Though I am old and you are old, though nerves
Slacken, and beauty slowly lose its curves,
And greedy Time the bone and sinew starves,

Like some lean Captain gloating over a town
That has not fallen, but will fall, every stone
Q'erthrust and every bravery overthrown ;

Who entering the defeated walls at last
Finds emptiness, and hears an escaping blast,
Triumphant from the shining east hills cast,

And knows defeat in victory, . . . O that rare
Music is ours, is ours—prelusive air
Caught from the Judgment music high and severe.

Will it indeed be thus ?  Yes, thus ! The body burns,
Noi with desire, and into pale smoke turns,
And there is only flame towards flame that yearns,

While that ill Jecherous Time among the stones
Sits musing and rocking his old brittle bones,
Irked by long shadows, mocked by those bright far tones,

4

LIGHTING THE FIRE

You were a gipsy as you bent

Your dark hair over the black grate,

Hardly the west light above the hill

Showed your shadow, crooked and stiil,

The bellows hissed, and one bright spark
Deepened the hasiy dark,

The bellows hissed, and the old smell
Crept on the air of smoking peat,
And round the spark a bubbling fiame
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Grew bright and loud. Sweeping the gloom
Lunatic shadows fled and came
Whirling about the room,

Then as you raised your head I saw
In the clear light of the bubbling fire
Your dark hair all lined with the gray
Sprinkled by yeais and serrow and pain .
Till as the bellows idle lay

shadow swept back again,

RECOVERY

WHERE are you going with eyes so dull,
You whose eyes were beautiful,

You whose hair with the hght was gay,

And now is thin and harsh and gray ?

Is 1t age alone or age and tears

That has slowly rubbed your beauty away ?

Where were you going when your swift eyes

Were hke merry birds under May skies ?-—

In your cheeks the colours fluttering brave

As you danced with the wind and ran with the wave.
From what bright star was your brightness caught ?
What to your music the music gave !

Now is your beauty a thing of old,

The fire is sunken, the ashes cold.

But if sweet singing on your ear stray,

Or the praise is uttered of yesteiday,

Or of courage and nobleness one word sgid-—
Like a cloud Time's ravage is brushed away
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EYES .

A WINTER sky of pmle blue and palu gﬁld
‘Bare trees, a wind that made the wood-path Cf}ld
And one slow-moving figure, gray and old,

We met where the soft path falls frnm the wood
Down to the village. As I came near she stood
And answered when I spoke, drawing the hood -

Back from her face. [ saw only her eyes,
- Large and sad. I could not bear those eyes. . =
~ They were like new graves. I could not bear her eyes.

- But what we sald as each passed on is gone. | -
We looked and spoke and passed like strangers on,
I to the high wood, she towards the paling sun,

And there, where the clear-heavened small poo! lies,
And the tallest beeches brush the bending skles |
- In pool and tree I saw again her eyes.
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FULFILMENT

Harpy are they whom men and women love,
And you were happy as a river that flows
Down between lonely hills, and knows
The pang and virtue of that loneliness,
And moves unresting on until it move
Under the i1ees that stoop at the low brink
And deepen their cool shade, and drink
And sing and hush and sing again,
Breatlhing their music’s many-toned caress ;
While the 1iver with his hugh clear music speaks
Sometimes of loneliness, of hills obscure,
Sometimes of sunlight dancing on the plain,
Or of the night of stais unbaied and deep
Multiplied in hus depths unbaited and pure ;
Somelimes of winds that from the unknown sca creep,
Sometimes of morning when most clear it bicaks
Spilling its brightness on Ius breast like rain i—
And then flows on in loncliness again
Towards the unknown near sca.,

Was it in mere happiness o1 pain ?
‘There were things said that spoke of naked pain,
With nothing between the wound and the sharp-edged

world ;

Things seen that told of such perplexity
As darkened night with night : but was that pain ?

99 7¥



And theie were things created all delight,

Making delight fruitful a hundied fold

Sweelness of carlh, ecnergy of sun and rain,

Colow and shape, flowers and giasses bright,

And the clear fium body of a bare lovely hill,

And woods around its fcel fast caught and curled,
And ihe cold sweets of lonely tiavelled night, . . .
And was that happiness /—or soimething more,

That gatheired happiness and pain like flowers

Half perished, and let them perish ; and brightened still
In those dark mental journeys of cold hours

That found you what you were and left you stronger,
Shutting a door and opening a door? , , .

O door that you have passed so quickly through,
Ere we well knew what man you were, nor knew
What you had shown in life but a little longer !

It was not pain nor happiness for you,

Not any named delight or pang of sense,

But swift fulfilment past all sense or thought

Of what you were with all that time could make you ;
No separate gift, spiritual influence,

But something wrought

Fiom your own heart, with all that life could make you.

BRING YOUR BEAUTY

BRING your beauty, biing your laughter, bring even your
fears,

Biing the grief that is, the joy thatl was in other years,

Bring again the happiness, bring love, bring tears.

Theie was laughter once, there were grave, happy eyes,
Talk of firm eaith, old earth-sweeping mysteriés :
There were great silences under clear dark skies.
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Now is silence, now is loneliness complete ; all is done.
The thrush sings at dawn, too sweet, up creeps the sun !
But all is silent, silent, for all that was ig one.

Yet Yring beauty and bring langhter, and biing even teas,
And cast them down ; strew your happincss and fears,
Then leave them to the darkness of thought and years

IFears in that darkness dic; they have no spring.
Giief in that daikness is a bird that wanis wing. . .

O love, love, your brighiness, your beauty bring,

MEMORIAL

Tre wild Oclober sky

Rises not so high,

The tree's roots that creep

Into the earth’s body thiusi not so deep
As out high and dark thought,

Yet thought need not 10am

Far off to bring you home.

The sky is our wild mind,

Your r1oots aie round ow spiiits twined,
To owms are your hearts caught.

O, never buried dead |

The living brain m the head

Is not so quick as you

Buining our conscious darkness through
With brightness past our thought.

IOT



THE HUMAN MUSIC

AT evening when the aspens rustled soft
And the last blackbird by the hedge-nest laughed,
And thiough the leaves the moon's unmeaning face
Looked, and then rose in dark-blue leafless space ;
Watching the trees and moon she could not bear
The silence and the presence everywhele,
The blackbiid called ihe silence and il came
Closing and closing round like smoke round flame.
Into her heart it crept and the heart was numb,
Even wishes died, and all but fear was dumb—
IFear and 1ts phantoms. Then the tiees weire enlarged,
And from their roundness unguessed shapes emerged,
Or no shape but the image of her fear
Creeping forth fiom her mind and hovering near,
If a bat flitted 1t was an evil thing ;
Sadder the trees giew with every shadowy wing—
Their shape enlarged, their aims quivered,” their thought
Stirring in the leaves a silent anguish wrought.
' What are they thinking of, the evil tices,
Nod-nodding, standing in mahgnant ease ?
Something against man’s mortal hearl was sworn
Once, when their dark Powers were conceived and horn ;
And in such fading o1 such hghiless hous
The world is delivered to these plotting Powers."
No physical swift blow she dreaded, not
Lightning’s quick mercy ; but her heart grew hot
And cold and hot with uncomprehended sense
Of an assassin spiritual influence
Moving in the unmoving trees. . .

Till, as she slared,
Her eyes turned cowards at last, and no more dared,
Yet could she never rise and shut the door :
Perhaps those Poweis would batter at the door,
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And that were madness. So rightl through the house
She set the doors all wide when she could aiouse

The body’s energy to scive the mind.

Then the air would move, and any little wind

Would cleanse awinle the darkness and diminish

Her fear, and the dumb shadow-war would finish.

But it was nol the trees, the birds, the moon ;
Birds cease, months (Iy, green seasons wither soon ;
Natwme was conslant all the seasons thiough,
Sinister, watchful, and a thick cloud drew
Over the mind when its simplicity
Challenged whal scemed with thought of what must be. , .
She wondeired, seeing how a child could play J
Lightly in a shady field all day :

For in that golden, bricf, benignant weather
Wheti spring and summer calling-run together
And the sun’s fresh and hot, she saw deep guile
In the sweetuess of that unconditioned smile.
Sweetness not sweeiness was but indifference
Or wantonness disguised, 10 her grave sensc ;
And if she could have scen ihe things she {ell
She'd looked for darkness, and lit shapes thatl knelt *
Appealing, unregarded, at a high
Aliar uprising from the pit to the sky. . . .
Had the trees conscionsness, with flowers and clouds
And winds that hung like thin clouds in the woods,
And slars and silence :(—had they each a mind
Bending on hers, clear eyes on her eyes blind ?
In the green dense heighls—elm, oak, ash, yew or beech
She sgarce saw—was there not a brain in each,
An undiscovered centre of quick nerves
By which (like man) the tree lives, masters, serves,
Waxes and wanes? Oppressed her mind would shrink
From thought, and into her trembling body sink.
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Something of this had childhood taught her when
Sickly she lay and peered again and again
At gray skies and whate skics and void bright blue,
And watched the sun the bare town-tice boughs through,
And then through leafy boughs and once more bare.
Or in the west country’s heavy hill-drawn air
ITad felt the gieen grass pushing within her veins,
Tangling and strangling * and the warm Spring rains
Tapping all night upon her childish head :
She shivered, lying lonely on her bed,
With all that life all round and she so weak,
Longing to speak—yet what was there to speaic?
And as she giew and health came and love came
And life was happier, happier, still the same
Inhuman spirit rose whenever she
Held in her thoughts moie than her eyes could see.
Behmd the happiest hours the dark cloud hung
Distant o1 nearing, and its chillness flung
On the south meadows of her thought, the fairest
Shrinking in shadow ; aspirations rarest
Falling, like shot birds in a reedy fen,
Slain by the old Enemy of men, &
Life ebbed while men strove for the means of lifa :
The grudging earth turned lahour into strife.
The moving hosts within the heavy clod
Seemed infinite in malice ; {1osl and flood,
Season and inter-season, were conspitcd
In smiling or sou1 mockery ; and untired
And undelhghted, man scralched and scratched on,
And whal he did, by Nalure was undone.
She saw men {wisted more than rocks or irees,
Bruised, numbed, by age and labour and the disease
Of labour in the cold fields ; women woin
By many child-beaiings, and their self-scoin
Because of time and their lost woman's powers.
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Ritter was Nature Lo women ¢ for those houis

Of the spirit’s and the body’s fiist delight
Passed sool, and the long day, evening, night
Gf life unichierished © bitletest when even
That biief hout was denied, of dancing heaven,
Dewy love, and fnlfilled desiies.
But age

Of all ills made her pity and anger 1age,
To see and smell the calm months bud and bloom,
Amil's fiist warmth, June's hues and slow peifume,
The sweetness drifting by in those long homs
While, out of her she nuised, the vital powers
Were pressed by pain and pressed by pain renewed,
Till, closing the life-long vicissitude,
Came starving death with full-heaped summer, and
Wrung the last pangs that spiril could withstand. ..
Or to see age in ils prison slowly freeze
With impotence more disastrous than discase,
While trees flowered on, or all the winter thiough
Upheld brave aims and with spring flowered anew
Ahove those living graves and graves of the dead (—
‘Twas all syeh bitterness, but she nolhing said,

Shie saw men as courageous hoats that sailed
On all the seas, and some a far port hailed
Perhaps to sail again, or anchor (here
fforever ; some would quietly disappear
In stormless waters, and some in storms be broken :
And all be hidden and no clear meaning spoken,
Nor any 1race upon the waters linger,
Where the boat went the wind with hasty fingor,
Savage and sly as auglht of land could be,
Brased the little wiinkling of the sea,
O, in such enmity was man enisled,
Such loneliness, by foolish shades heguiled,
That it was bravery 1o sec and live,
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But cowardice 1o see and to forgive,

The wiong of evil, the wiong of death to life, |
The defeatl of inmocence, {he waste of strife,—
The heavy ills of time, injustice, pain—

In field and {otest and flood tose hnge and plain,
Brushing her mind with datkness, 1ill she thonght
Not with her brain, but all her nerves were wiought
Into ant apprehension burning strong,
Unslackening, of moitality's old wrong.

But i{ her cyes she raised to those clear lonely
Altitudes of stars and ether only,

Her eyes fell and 1ebuked her as forbidden

With human mind to question what was hidden.
At summer dusk the broad moon 1ising high

Put gentleness in the vast stiength of the sky,
Easing its weight ; or the hot summer sun

Made noonday kind, and the hours lightly run,
But in those blazing mudmights of the stars
Gathered and hightening for immortal wats
With speais and daris and artows of shaip light,
She read the indifference of the infinite,

The high stiife flashing through eternity v
While on the carth stared mottals but as she,

O ’twas a living world that rose around
And in her sentience buined a hollow wound.
Such casy brightness as the poets sce,

Or casy gloom, o1 hues of {aciie,

She never saw, but into her own heart pecred

To find what spirit indeed 1t was she {cared i~

Whether in anlique days a divine foe

Sprung branchlike fiom dense woods had wrought her woe
Whether in antique days a pagan iite

(Herself a pagan siill) unfilmed her sight

And taught her secrets never to be forgot,
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And by man’s generation pardoned not, . . .
The same blood in ancestral veins 1an f(leet

As now made hers a road for pain’s quick feet.
Into the mairow of her hidden life

Had poured 1he¢ agony of their termless strife
With immaterial and material things ,

And as a bird an unlearned music sings
Because a million generations sang,

So in her breast the old alaium irang,

So the old sorrowfulness in her thought
Renewed, and apprehensions all untaught ;
As if indeed a creature primitive

Still did she in the world’s dim morning live,
That wanted human warmth and genileness
To make its solitude a litlle less

Kindness gave solitude the lovely light
She loved, and made less terrible black midnighd,
Even as a bitd its unleained music pours
Though windows all be blind and shul the doors,
And sings on still though no faint sound be heard
But wind and leaves and another lonely bird :
So powmed she untaught kindness all alound
And in that human mustc comfort {ound—
Music her own and music heard fiom others,
Piime music of all lovers, children, mothers,
Precarions music between all men sounding,
The horror of silent and datk Powars confounding.
Singing thal music she conld biavely live ;
Hearing it, find Iess soirow to {oigive,
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TIIE CANDLE

T like a cloud

Has 1isen fiom the Fast

And whelmed the sky over
Even to the wide-arched West,
Daikening the blue,
Embtowning the emly gold,
Until no moie the eteinal Sun
Looks simply thiough.

In each man's eyes

The cloud 1s set,

With but the chill hight

Of silver Januaiy skies.

On each man’s heatt

Time's firm shadow falls,

And the mind thiows but a candle’s beam
On the daik walls.

But on those wallg

Man paints his dream

Rejoicing purely

In the faithful candle’s beam ;
Lives by its beauty,

Piclures his heait's delight,

And with that only beam outbiaves
Time’s gathering night.

O spuitual flame,
Calm, faith{ul, hright !
Time may whelm over
All but {his candle’s light :
Shadow but shadow is ;
Darlk though it lies
"Tis blazon’d with man's long-dieamed dreams,
Pierced by his eyes,
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OLD TTIRES

Tue fire burns low
Wheie 1t has burned ages ago,

Simks and sighs
As it has done to a hundied eyes

Staring, staiing
At the last cold smokeless glow,

Here men sat

Lonely and watched the golden grate
Tuin at length black ;

Heard the cooling iton crack :

shadows, shadows,
Watching the shadows come and go,

And still the hiss

I hear, the soit fire’s sob and kiss,
And still it buins

And the bright gold Lo cuimson tuins
Simking, sinking,

And the fiic shadows laiger grow,

O dark-checked fire,
Wasting like spent heart’s desiic,

You that were gold,
And now ciimson will soon be cold—

Cold, cold,
Like moon-shadows on tiew siiow.

Shadows all,
They thai watched your shadows fall.

Bul now they come

Rising around me, grave and dumb., , . .

Shadows, shadows,
Came as the fire-shadows go.,
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And stay, stay,

Though all the fire sink cold as clay,
Whispering still,

Ancestral wise Familiars—till,

Staring, staring,

Dawn's wild fires thiough the casement glow.

THE CROWNS

CHERRY and pear are white,

Their snows lie sprinkled on the land like llght
On darkness shed.

Far off and near

The orchards {oss their crowns of delight,

And the sun casts down

Another shining crown.

The wind tears and thiows down

Peclal by petal the crown

Of chetty and pear till the earth is whlte,

And all the brighiness is shed

In the oichaids far off and near,

That tossed by the road and under the gieen hill ;
And the wind is fled,

Far, far off the wind

I1as shaken down

A hightness that was as the brightness of cheiry or pear
When the oichards shine in Lthe sun.

~0Oh there is no more faiiness

oinee this rareness,

The 1adiant blossom of English earith—is dead |
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THE BRIGHT RIDER

Arr the night tnough I diank

Sleep like water or cool cider

Life flowed over and I sani

Down below the night of clouds. . . .
Then on a pale horse was 1ider

‘Thiough long brushing woods

Where {he ow!l m silence biroods,

Quavers, and is quict again ;

Where the giass daik and rank

Breathes on the still air its 1ain,

Rain and daik and green and sound

Closing slowly round

Swept me as I rode,

And 10de on until I came

Where a white cold iiver flowed

Under woods thin and baie

In the moon’s long candle flame.

Throuygh the woods {he wind cirawled

Leviathan, and here and there

Branches creaked and old winds howled

Sick for home.

All the night T saw {he iiver,

As a girl that sces beside her

Lovye, between fear and fear

Riding, and is dumb.

The white hoise turned to cross the river,

But the waters like a wall

Rose and hung daik over all ;

And as they [cll the 1iver wider

Wider grew, and sky was bare

Save of the sick candle’s stac.

Death the divider

(rlittered cold and dark and deep
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Under banks of f[ear.

But that 11des
Trembling, bught, 1ode on,
Tiembling and bright 10de on
Thiough green lanes of sleep

f

TO THE IHHEAVENLY POWLER

#

WHEN this buining f{lesh

Burns down 1n Time’s slow fire to a glowing ash ;
When these hips have uttered

The last woid, and the eais’ last cchoes flultered ;
And ctumbled these fiim bones

As in the chemic an soft blackened stones ;

When all that was moital made

Owns its mortality, proud yetl aftaid,

Then when I stumble 1n

The broad light, fiom this {wihght weak and thin,
What of me will change,

What of that biightness will be new and stiange ?
Shall I indeed endure

New solitude 1 that high air and putie,

Aching for lhese fingers ’

On which my assuréd hand now shuts and lingers ¢

Now when I look back

On manhood’s and on childhood’s far-streiched frack,
I see but a little child

In a green sunny wotld-home, theie enisled

By another, cloudy woild

Of unsailed waters all around him cuiled,

And he at home content )

With the small sky of wonders over him, hent
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Lonely, yet not alone
Since all was iricndly being all unknown ,

To-day yestarday forgetting,
And never with to~-mo1row’s sorow fieliing ;

Not seeing good fiom 1ll
Smee but to hieathe and run and sleep was well ;

Asking nor fearing nought
Since the body’s nerves and vemns held all his thought.

Such a child agan shall 1

Stray 1n some valley of infinity,

Where infinite finite seems

And nothing moie immortal than my dreams ?

Where garthly seasons play
Still with their snows and blossoms and night and day,

And no unsetting sun
Brightens the white cloud and awales {the moon ¢

In such half-hie’s half-light

To cloak with mortal an immortal sight !
With uninformed desne,

shorn passion; gentle mind, conlented fire,
Ignorant love ; to run

But with the little journeys of the sun,

And at evening slecp
With birds and beasts, and stars 1ocked 1 the deep ?

But maybe this man’s mind
Will leave not its matwiily boahind,

And nﬂthmg will forget
Of all that teased or eased it heie, wliile yel,

A mortal dress it woie ;
And these quick-darting thoughts a,nd plobings sore
More shaiply then will turn ;
And lonelier %ﬁd yot hungtier the heait burn,
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O, I would not forgel

Eaith 1s too rich, too dark, too sour, too sweet ;—-
No1 be divorced quite

I‘rom the late tingling of the nerves’ delight.

Less I would never be

Than the deep-graving years have made of me—
A memory, pulse, mind,

Seed and harvest, a 1caper and sower blind,

ﬂ

I shall no moie be I
If I forget the world’s joy and agouy ;

if T forget how strong

Is the assault of scaice-rebukéd wrong.

I shall no moie be I

If my ears hear not earth’s embittered cry
Perpetual ; and forget

The unrighteous shackles on man’s ankle set ;

If no moie my heart beat

Quicker because on earth is something sweet ;
I shall no moie be I

If the ancestral voices no more sigh
Famuiliar in my brain,

And leave me to cold silence and i{s pain,
And the bewildeied stare

On an unhomely land in biting air

If the blood no moreg vex

The hearl with the importunities of sex,

If indeed marriage bind

No more body to body, mind to mind,

And love be powerless, cold,

That once by love’s stiength only was controlied,
And that chief spiritual {orce

Be dam’d back and stretch frozen to its source. . . .
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To the ﬁe&venl} Power I cly,

Foiled by these dieams of immortality,
‘“ Let all be as Thou wilt,

And the [oundations in Thy dark mmd buill ;
Even infimty -~

Be bul imaginalion’s dream of Thee ;

And let thought still, still
Vainly its waves on night’s clifl brcak and spill,

i

“ But, Heavenly Power,” I'd cry,
Knowing how, nean or far, Ile still is nigh,
“ When this buining flesh

Is burnt away to a little diiven ash,

What thing socver shall rise

From that cold ash unseen to unseen skies,

Grant that so much of me
Shall 1ise as may remember Thy world, and Thee "

SNOWS

Now the long-beairded chilly-fingeied winter

Owver the green fields sweeps his cloak and leaves
Tts whiteness 1here. Il caught on the wild tices,
Shook whiteness on the hedges and lelt bare
south-sloping corners and south-fionting smooth
Barks of tall beechies swaying 'neath their whitencss
S0 gently that the whiteness does not fall,

The ash copse shows all wlite between giay poles,
The oaks spread nims {o catch the wandermg snow

But the yews—-I wondeied to see their dark all white,
To see the soft flakes fallen on those giave deeps,

Lying there, not burni up by the yews’ slow fire,
Could Time so whiten all the trembling sensces,

The youth, the fairness, the all-challenging strength,
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And load even Love’s grave deeps with his barren snows ?
Even so, And what remains ?
The hills of thought
That shape Time’s snows and mell them and liff up
Green and unchanging to the wandering stas,

THE THORN

THE days of these two years like busy ants

Have gone, confused and happy and distressed,
Rich, yet sad with aching wants,
Crowded, yet lonely and unblessed,

I stare back as they vanish in a swarm,
Seeming how purposeless, how mean and vain,
Till creeping joy and brief alaim
Are gone and prick me not again,

The days are gone, yet still this heart of fire
Smouldering, smoulders on with ancient love ;
And the red cmbers of desire

I would not, oh, nor dare remove |

Where is the bosom iy head resied on,

The arms that caught my boy's head, the sofl kiss ?
Whoere is the light of your cyes gone ?—
For now I know what darkness is. .

It is the loneliness, Lthe loneliness,
Since she that brought me here has left me here
With the sharp need of her to press
Sudden upon the nerve of fear ;
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It is thie loneliness that wounds me still,

Shut from the generations that arc past,
That with theit blood my warm veins fill
And on my spiril their spiril cast ;

That hauni me so and yel how stiangcly keep
Beyond communion, alone, alone,
Like that huge ancient hill asleep,
With to-day’s noisy winds o’erblown,

There from the hill is sprung a single thorn,

Wind-twisted, straining from the carth to the skies,
Thin branches pleading wilh wild morn
And root thal pressed in darkness lics,

From the unkuown of carth and heaven are brought

Her strengtlh, hier wealkmness, death and bravest life
shadow and lighl and wind have wiought
Beauty from change, calm oul of stiife.

That {1ee upon the unchanging hll am I,

Alone upon the datk unwlispering hill e
You in the stirless cold past lie,
But T ache warm and lonely still,

There’s nol a storm fossing among my boughs,

Nor gentle air drawn under quict skies,
There’s not an idle cloud {hal flows

Across the mind, not bird that ciies,

But says (if I have eyes, o1 oais to hear),

‘““You in this mortal being are alone,”
And morn and noon and night-stats clear
Repeat, ' Alone, alone, alone.”
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Yet the Liee m wild storm her dark boughs shalkes,

Thrusling her 100ts in the carlh, her arms 1o heaven,
Fiesh washed with dew when moimmg bicaks !
And new hight back to the light is given

Is it that T that loved have yel foigol ?
Is 1l that-I thal looked have yet been blind ?
Longing, have yel 1cmembered nol

Not heard you wluspering in my mind ?

But a{ a woid you are ncaret now than when

We sat and spoke, o1 meiely looked and thought,
Knowing all speech supetfluous then,
Since what we needed, silence biought ;—

And your waim haosom my head rested on,

The aims that caught my boy’s head, {he sofl kiss,
The brown grave cyes that genily shone—
Arc here again, and brightness is,

Two ycais have gone, bul ncaier now aie you,
Being dearct now ; and this false loncliness
Is but a dicam thal cloudlike grew,
Then growing cloudhke less and ess

Passes away, leaving me like the Liee

Bright with the sun and wind and lingering dew ;
Homely is all the world for me
Being sweete1r with the sense of you.
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CHANGE

JusT as tlus wood, cast on ihe snaky fire,

, Crushes the curling heads Lll smoke is {hickened
And the ash sinks bencath the billet's weight,
And then agamn the hissing heads are quickened :
Just as this wood, by hetful [angs new stung,
Glows angiily, then whitens 1n the grate
And slowly smouldering smoulders away,
And dies defcated every famished tongue
And nothing’s left but a memory of heat
And the sunk crimson telling warmth was sweet :
Just as this wood, once gicen with Spring’s swifl fire
Dies to a pmch of ashes cold and giay . . .
Just as'this wood

BEYOND THE BARN

I ROSE up with the sun
And climbed the hiil.

I saw the white misls run
And shadows run

Down inlo hollow woods.

I went with the white clouds
That swept the hill.

A wind struck the low hedge tices
And clustering t1ees, ‘

And rocked it each tall elm.

The long afternoon was calm
When down the hull

I came, and fell the anr cool,
The shadows cool :

And I walked on footsore,
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Saying, ©* Bul two hours moue,
Then, the last hill . . .

Surely this read I know,
These hills I know,

All the unknown is known,

“ And that bain, black and Idne,
High on the hill—

There the long*oad ends,

The long day ends,

And tiavelling is over,” . .

Nor thought no1 travelling's over.
Heie on the hill

The black bain 15 a shivering ruin,
A windy cold rumn,

I must go on and on,

Where often my thought has gone,
Up hill, down hall,

Beyond ihis ruin of Time ;
Foigetting Time

I musi follow my thought still.

LET HHONOUR SPEAKR.

Lt Fono speak, for only lonour can

Eud nobly whal in noblencss began,

Nor haie not anger may, though just iheir cause,

This stufe protong, if Ilonour whisper, Pause |
Let Ilonour speak,

For TTonow1 keeps the ashes of the dead,

Accounts the anguish of all widowhead,
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All childlessness, all sacrifice, defeat,

And all our dead have died for, thongh lo live wa, sweet,
Let Henour speak,

Nor weariness nor weakness murmur, Siay )

Nor for ihis Now England’s To be betray.

All else be dumb, for only Ionour can

End nebly what in nobleness began.

TALK

So many were there talking that I heard
Nothing at first quile plain, as 1 sat down ;
Until from this man’s gibe and that keen word,
Another's chilly smile or peevish fiown,
I caught their talk-—but added none of mine,
They said how she still fumbled with her fate,
How she had banished wisitants divine,
How long her sleep had been, har sloth how great,
How othets had diawn near and passed hor by,
While she luxuiiously had dieamed, dicamed on,
She, she her own cteinal cnemy,
And wanting biain, bran, brain would be undone,
The glasses tinkled as they talked and laughed,
And if the door a moment hung ajar
The noises of the street, remotely soft,
Cropt in as from a world sunken afar,
And still they talked, and then well pleased were pleased
To talk of other things—another’s wile,
Money that ministers to a mmd diseased,
And quecr extiavagant whims of death and life. . . .
But 1 10se up, flushed at the caieless slander,
Heedless what other laughing things were said,
And my bruised thoughts began Lo Lift and wander
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FFar off, as from thal jargoning T fled.

I saw the sharp green hills, the stlver clouds

Al rost upon the hills, the silver sireams
Creeping between prone shoulders of dark woods.
I saw wide maishlands laved with level beams
Of the lasi light ; I saw ships on ihe sca

That foamed hard by, stinging the {retiul shore ;
I smelt old ships on the deserted quay

That Lnglish sailors sailed, and will no more ;

I thought of men I loved, and of dead men

I had longed {o know—and each heroic ghost
Rose and moved on, and left me alone again
Aching for love and splendour glimpsed and lost.

God knows what thangs I ihought when anger broke
Her narrow dam and swept my spirit clean.

Yet I for very shame not a word spoke,

Bui to my heait’s heart canght the things I had seen,
And England, England ! murmuring, stood and stared,
Swepl like a lover with sweel influence

[n brain and bone—and happy that I had spared

Her nobleness the indignity of defence.

THIE UNDYING

In thin clear light unshadowed shapes go by
Small on green ficlds beneath Lhe hueless sky.
They do not stay for question, do not hear
Any old human speech : their tongue and car

" Seom only thought, for when I spoke they stirred not
And their bright minds conversing my ear heard not.
~Until I slept or, musing, on a heap
Of warm crisp fern lay belween sense and sleep
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Drowsy, still clinging to a strand of thought
Spider-like frail and all unconscious wrought,

For thinking of thal unforgeliable thing,

The war, that spreads a loud and shaggy wing

On things most peaceful, simple, happy and bright,
Uniil the spirit is blind though the eye is light ;
Thinking of all that evil, envy, hate,

The cruelly most dark, most desolate ;

Thinking ol the English dead-—-"" How can you dead,”
I muttered, * with your life and young joy shed,
How can you but in these new lands of life

Relume lhe fiery passion of old strife—

Just anger, morlal hate, he natural scorn

Of men true-born for all things foully horn ?

For 1 had. thought thal not death’s {ouch could still
In man'’s clean spirit the hate of good for il

But now to see their shapes go lightly by
On those vast ficlds, clear ‘neath the huecless sky,
With not one furious gesture, and (when seen
With but 1he broad dark hedgerow space belween)
No sye’s disdain, no thin drawn face of grict,
But pondering calm or lightened look and hrief
Smile almosi gay ;—vyel all seen in the air
Thati driv'n mist makes unreal everywhere—
“ So strange,” I breathed, © How can you English dead
Forgel them for whose life your life was shed ¢

- It was no voice thatl answered, yot plain word
Less plain is than the unspoken that [ heard,
As 1 lay there on the dry heap of fern
And watched them pass, mix, disappear and return,
And felt their mute speech into emply senses burn ¢
“ Farth’s is the strife,  The Heavenly Powers thatl sent
The gray globe spinnming in the lrmamend,
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The Heavenly Powers that soon or late will stay
The spinming, as a child that tires of play,

And globe by spent globe pul forgol away

In some vast airless hollow : could they sce

Or seeing endure immortal nisery

Made oul of mortal, and undying hate

Earth's perishing agonies perpetuate ?

O spirits unhappy, if from carth men brought

The mind’s disease, 1the sickness of mad thought |
Sooner the Heavenly Powers would let them lie
Etetnally unrising ‘neath a sky

Arctic and lonely, where death’s starven wind

Raged full-delighted \—sooncr would those kind
Seienities man’s generation cast

Back into nothingness, than heaven should waste
With finite anguish infinitely prolonged

Until the IEternal Spring were stained and wionged,
0, even the Heavenly Powaers at such a brealh
From mortal shores would fade and fade 10 death.”

—Was it a voice or but a thought I heard,

Mine or another’s, in my boughs that stirred
Waking the leafy darkness of the mind ?

Was'it a voice, or but a new-roused wind

Thai answered—" O, I know, I know, I know |
The oldest rivers into the full sea [low

And there are lost: so everything is lost,

On midnight waves into oblivion tost.

Yet—the high passion, the pity, the joy and pride,
The 1ighteousness for which these men have dicd,
The courage, the uncounted sacrifice,

The love and beauty, all that's bayond all prico ;
That this, the immortal heart of mortal man,
Should be-—O {ell me what, tell me again, again—
Petals lost on the river of the years
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When April sweeiness pauses, {ades and disappears |
Thai this high Quartel should be quenched in dealh
As some vexed pelty plaint unworthy breath ;
That the blood and the tears should never rise
Renewed, accusing in giave judgment skies . . .
Tell me again--0O, rathor lell me not

Lest that ill telling never he forgot.”

And then I 10se fiom that warm ferny heap

And my thoughts climbed from the abyss of sleep.
No more i human guise did cloud-shapes pass,
Nor sighed with sad intelligence the grass,

I saw the hueless sky break into blue,

And I remembered how that heaven I knew
When, a small child, I gazed at the great height,
And thought of nothing but the blue and white,
Pools of sweel blue swimming in fields of light,
And as tired men from mine and stithy {turn

While still the midnight fires unslackened burn
Flushing their 10ad, and so reach home and then
Dream of old childhood'’s days and dream again ;
So I forgot those inward fires and found

Old happiness like dew lying all around.

Under 1he hedge I stood and far below

Saw on the Worcester Plain the swifl clouds flow
Like ships on seas no greener than the Plain

That shone belween October sun angd rain ;

And thinking how Lime's plenteousness would bring
Back and more biight the young delicious Spring,
Between wel brambles thrusi my hand, and tasted
Ripe berrics on neglected boughs that wasted,
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THE NATIVE COUNTRY

WIERE is thal countiy ?  The umesting mind
Like a lapwing neats and leaves it and refuins.
[ know those unknown hull-springs where they rise,
I know the answer of the chins to the wind
When tlic wind on their heaving bosom lics
And sleeps. T know the grouping pines that crown
The long green hill and flmg their darkness down,
A never-dying shadow , and well I know
How in the late months the whole wide woodland burns
Unsmoking, and the caril hangs still as still,
I know the town, the hamlels and the lone
Shelterless coliage whete the wind’s least fone
Is magnified, and his fai-flung thundering shout
Brings neaa the inciedible end of the world. I know !
Even in sleep-walk I should linger about
Those lanes, those sticets sure~-footed, and by the unfenced
stream go,

Hearing the swift waters past the locked mill flow,

Where is that countiy ? It lies in my mind,
Its trees and grassy shape and white-gashed hill
And springs and wind and weathe: ; its village stone
And solitary stone are in my mind ;
And cvery thought familiarly returns
To find iis home, and hirdlike cnteling stil
Above the smouldering beeches of November
And the bare elms and 1atiled hedgerows of December.
That native country lies deep in my mind
Tor every thought and tiue affection’s home,

And like that mental land mic you become,
Pait of that land, and I the thought that turns
Towards home, And as in that familiar land I find
Mysclf among each tfree, spring, road and hill,
And al each present step my past footsteps remember ;
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So in you all my inward being lics,

In you my history, my carth and stieam and skics,
Your late fire is it that in my boughs yel buuns,
Your sione thaf {o my passing footfall ciies.
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“ ’THAT GOLDHEIM

‘A SPY STORY .
By F. £ EDDIS

tIn oroawn 8vo, clath, 58, not

The interest of the reader in this ereiting a]w story is EUHtﬂ.iHEd.. _:
fram firat to lagt. Goldheim is a 1ype of German that one met
‘with almost at every turn bhefore the War; the German whao 7+
became naturnlised in order to pursue his pro-German activities,
Abusing our hospilality and confidence, Goldheim cmploys all -
‘his cunning 1o securs for himsell and the country -of hia birth..
commercinl secrets relating to British teade,  The author has drawn .
the character of this acoundrel and hin unsavoury sen with akill and
hamour, and hoa introduced os a contrasting iforce his wnuld be
victims, a delightful English family. |

THE LIFE OF A SIMPLE MAN?

By. EMILE GUILLAUMIN
Translated by MARGARET HOLDEN
with an lntrmluctmn by EDWARD GARN[:.TT

v
L}

In crown 8vo, clodh, 65, not. |
A vivid and renlistic atory of French pensant life, by - the -
son of a simple pensant, which, crowned by the French Acudemy, -
on ita appearance crerted s great literary .aﬂnmtliﬁn in Irance: *
While some have compared it to " Marie Clairve,”" lnuﬁ[ of thase

who have rvead Guillaumin's book dcacnbe TEEY pnsaeaamg mnrlced -
e1iginality nn:l charim of ita own, S

A NEW BOOK ON

BRITIbH SPORTING BIRDS

| By F. MENTEITIH OGILVIE S N v
> | | | With IHustrations AU,
L I Royal 8vo, olofh

A collection of lectures and essays on Bnhah spmln‘m‘ h]nds
wruten from ulnua observation and knowledae of the sulijéct. |
* | ' | I_In Prapm‘ﬂtmn.

.|.'-
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- LAST POEMS.

By’ EDWARD T HOMAS

e rmw.nn I:ASTAWAY "
Grmwr Svﬂ. 48, Ed'. mrf

I tl‘llE vnlumﬂ are collected thnau poeme. of the late Edwnrdf -

:__:_Thumna lhﬂt__werclnnl mcluc_lﬁ.d m the *.fnlumu of POEMS published
" last year,” which revenled 1o its remlm‘ﬁ a hitherlo u;_mxpec:lud gift -

. of “the author, llere ate many picces printed from the Poct's -

“-manuscripts- as well as some that have appeared in Cunﬂlablﬂs:-._
Antlmlugy nnd in pmmdlcula. : -

saa;,nq-gd;ung; R POEMS L
" By EDWARD THOMAS

- With & Portrait in Phologravure, - Crown 8va. Boards. ds. Gd. net.

" "They are among the rarest fruits of these strange yeats,'—
-,Tamﬂs LI# Siph, | '

S “Nﬂ ﬂlhﬁl baok of English verse, publmhed within my own llmn_
ahuwa the same vivid spirit of love, the same saturation with English®
-country lifé and tra&itiun.”,_—'The New Stﬂtﬂsumﬂ

SR 'The I‘nems are the last word in English pnetry. —»-*M.;m.;'--_l
i_cfrﬂstﬂr Gtmrdmu ¢ .

il Edward Thnmas s poemsg is a book that gives us the casence nf
'-nll tlmt lie spent his'life 'in trying to say in prose. It s a bcautlful_'_
‘book,~Daily News and I endm* -

A NEW POL‘M BY HIR G'HARLES M. DUUOHIY

M ANSOUL

By CHARLES M. DOUGHI"Y

e o Authnr of L
:‘Tlm DaWn in Britain,” ' M Travels in Arabia Dcaertn. &e,

In nrmw: 8vo, cloth, 7s. 6d, net. ' o
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MEMORIES OF CHILDHOOD

AND OTHER POEMS
By JOHN FREEMAN

Crowst 8vo. 5s. nof.

A new collection of Mr. Freeman's moeat recent verse, most of
which ia printed for the Arst tine.

POEMS OLD AND NEW

By JOHN FREEMAN

Crown 8ve. 75, bd, net,

LY

A collected edition of Mi, Freeman’s poems in one veluma,
Lin Preparvasion

Also by JOFIN FREEMAN.

STONE TREES anp orteer porms

Crown 8vae. s Gd. nef,
* Mr. Freeman’s 1eputation is already secure’’—Datly News

“"There iz not a poem in this new collection that does nat reveal
n true feehing and n sense of beauty," —Westminsrer Gasette

FIF'TY POEMS

Poolscap Svo, 28, Gd, net,

“[f one halta al &l il is to meditate the startling beauty of a line
or prashge or n popm,'' —Bookmnan,

PRESAGE OF VICTORY

AND OTHER POEMS OF THE TIME

Foolacnp 49, Baper wrappors, [8, nol,
Alro 28 (nlimbered) copres on special payer

Y There 18 some very fine work in My, Preemon's new poems, and
nojably in the firsl of the four. Presage of Vietory ia a worthy
witerance on n great theme, It has digpily, a large movement
inapiration.”"—Observer,



TWELVE POETS
A MISCELLANY OF NEW VERSE

Crown 8ve, Boards, &8, nev,
A valuable collection of modern verse, mostly unpublished,
containing contributions by 1~

W, H, DAVIES WALTER DE LA MARE
EDWARD TIHOMAS, J. C. SQUIRE.

ROBIN FLOWER JOHIN 'REEMAN.

A, HUGH [ISHER ROWLAND THIRLMERE,
JAMES GUTHRIE, V LOCKE ELILIS.

MRS MANNING SANDERS W 1, TURNER,

HYMENALA

AND OTHER POEMS
By ROBIN FLOWER,
Crowa 8vo, 38 Gd. nel.

A small eollection of Mr, Flower's poems was issued some years
ago and is now unobtainable, The present volume contains verses
old and new. The publhcation of Mr, Flower's much expected
study of the evolution of Irish-Gaelic poeiry may bhe looked foi

sarly next vear,
WAR LYRICS

By MORLEY ROBERTS,®

Crown 8vo, 2s5. nef,

Mr, Morley Roberts' early book, “ Songs of Fnergy "' 18 remem
bered and ireasured by all who care for vinle and vigotous verae
After some years of silence, Mr, Rolreils, inspired by the war, has

reittrned again to verse writing,

THE VENTURERS

AND OTHIER POEMS
By VIVIAN LOCKE ELLIS
8voe, 2s. O0d, net.

« Of an earlicr book by Mr, Ellis The Westiinster Gareolie
gaid: "His writing smings out of an experience of life, al s
best s Jimpid, sure and iranguil, and has what i¥ the first and last
object and achicvement of style—we entirely forget its skill and

delicncy in the delight of the beauty expressed.”
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lI.GLN ES A T A’l HENS

R AND OTHLR POEMS -
o " ROWLAND - THIRLMERE

Author uf " Letlera frnm Cnta]ﬂhlni o PUIY':IHHE- Elﬁ;'

Crowai 8vn. Jds, O, el

* My, Thulmmu shows antiric: power: dﬂplctmﬂ' for-us a .
Diogenes conversing with a Greek who has lusL his son at Chnmunuﬂ.
One can treasure hla volume if only for such a charming poem ﬂb"'-__
* An Invitation," in which the poet declines his Aunl Jane's hospitality *
 because he has an appointment with ' n blossoming lilae,’ Memnrnblu '..-
too is the small mnnn]nmm by n spinner of cotton at Osaka, Clnudﬁ-__.-,_
* call, and cog-wheels answer ;' those five or six words, in that order, *
- show My, Thirlmercis a poet guite as cuncfuawcly as Giotlo's mrcleff
-showed the Pope that lic was an artist,"—Mz, W . Cinsson in:
T.’:e Boolan,

By the Smug IAnf-fiur'
TR AGEDY:
A I*EW SIMPLE VERSES ON A VLRY SERIOU:&
SUBJECT |

r.;'rnw::.' Svo, G, nﬂr'.

This poem, by an English poet, denls with the same lhmhuﬁa’;
that which Brieux has treated in his much discussed :ﬂﬂ?- B Dmnnuﬂd;f
Goods,”  As the Times soye: “In well- trned quatraing; Mr..
Thirlmere EXPOBCH ma nhnme and ils perlls. w1th i pnthatm 1lluahnlwef
anecdote,"” | o B

| THE KITCHEN GARDEN
CAND ITS MANAGLMLNT' -

- Ahrulged and ndapted from the stnndmd ["rcnr:h wmk -nf
o | PROFESSOR. (,;RESSENT |

W'Ith Eidthtlanﬁ. by DAVID”‘GARN[:TT

In paper vover, s, 6d, net, .

A prnntmnl handbaok mdlapenaﬂble l:mth be thu nwmu zu:nd tn_i’?.’j{f
Ihn expar:anced gnrdenar. L e TP S



NF‘W VOLUMF OF E‘.SSAY&

PERSONALIA

| By E. B, P, HA‘:’NT‘S
Autlmr of ""Er.uly thnrmn anel nther anern,
| f*ﬂﬂfﬂﬂﬂp Bvu, m'uth. is. 6:1. et

o A nul!eutmn of -Mr. Hnynea rccent literary essays from- the
-_(J ﬂzqu Mﬂgnmuw, the Ewnglish ‘Review and other pmmdmnla';
nmludmg personal recollectiona of Ina friend, the late Edward
i _:I-Thﬂl“ﬂﬂ. and of Rupert and Alfred Brooke. The paper on Mnatm_
-~ George Pollock, the author's rreat unele, who died in f915 at a preat
'ﬂ---a.gr: and remembered William IV, and many of the notable people of

. his day, is full of good stories: while the autograph album of Sir - .
i Harris Nh‘:ﬂ]ﬂs revenlq tetters from Shelley, Lieigh Hunt, Bnrlmm. o

-.'-.J_."_medswnrtl*:. Hm Ty Cnrnwﬂ!l ﬂnn:l other notabilities of the 1Jer1ad

é‘??}iMUSIC IN POETRY. AND PROSE
e * Rdited by ADA M, INGPEN - .

o “Thls nnthnlagy af what poets and prosemen have said about -
.-{'.m”“m is = m&ludmus record, - Old favourites here are cherished,
f~§',_:_nnd newer afies 111truc1u::f:d -—*I)mfj? Chivosticle, | )

A OHE nf the fenturea nf » book which inwardly and outwardly
"_':{-m B mude.l of - akill and preparation is the wealth of quolations from ™.
ii'z'gﬁ:r:nntempnrmy poets’ 111{& Mrs. Mevnﬂﬂ nnd Mr, de la. Mnre. S
_i'if':?PrrH iU::rH Gagelte, - S |

Thlﬂ Bnuk hns baun tmnafm'rad to the prosent Fub!luhurﬂ. f_ |

SCIENGE AND THE SOUL
By FINGH BARNARD

Cnnlmmng & Bew und nrmiml ﬂtudy af Slmlteapenre as - revealad
;f;';m the ‘Bonnets ﬂapeumily and in his other works 1nmdentnl|y. "The.
'}_.-"-:._"ﬂ.utlmr nlau hing some interesting theories on the myastericus dia
;3_'§nppeﬂln11cﬂ of - tlm original manuscripts. of the Shakespeare plays.’
iTo these stu::hes are added an €8sy in whwh ‘the Euclcllust :eltg1un".
s cnntmﬂtnd w1th Chrlﬂtmmlm |



_RIMTS OF THE DIABLES BLEUS :
| . By HENRY. BAERLEIN = - - .
_Aut_lmr of "Abul Ala'' (51h Thuunnnd) nnd ' Wmdrunh
| and Evenlode,”

in crown 8vo, Hoards, 23, ﬁd. 1el,

“In n :Iml:e. dclh:ately roduced boolt of verses, My, Henyy Hﬂﬂflcln hmuuht

into duif:.r contact with those herote fellowa In hiln ambulance, rendersn lrll:.ute thatie

'thni‘ tmely, and llmt deserves Lthe widest publiclty In thia countyy,''--Daily
P F;J'HT

By bowcr_.ns _GOI'DRING

AT - BOOK OF T
IN TH]L TOWN: " G8non mas;:s :
o In orown 8ve, .?:.. 6d. net, "

- I:-um}&v luwr of poetry nhnuld procure o copy ol the vuluma emlt!ed "In th: |
nwn 12 Wil aess, :
“"In the lL.ondon Vcnea thare 18 » Elll’lﬁll.ﬂ quccess of vtmouphere. | would
almest aay that Me, Gol drin;r transmules ~Condon into a tluul:r wood, murmurous
anch amorous with lovers' volces.  The sun bhas gone down ved, and thers 1s one ¢leay
_:1hrer atar in the =lu.r "*“*Mr Arthur Machen In The f!.ufnlny fwn

ABOOKOF ..
ON THE ROAD: *™ 98, 00 soves.
in crown 8vo. .?H. Gd. ot

1'"

"IHe can muggest a piclure in o an lim:-u. and iy pl:'lurr.: Im\ru ntmmphere Ay
well ap tdelinition,” —-.-we: deen Fres Prens,

In theao two books §& collactod the whnln uf Mr. Goldying's -arso nut
rut which he-winshas to presarva, including all the wnpublish ﬂd work uf
the laat four youra. Lo

* REMEMBRANGI:_.

. AND OTHER YERSE& L
By BL.RNARD CHARLES DE, BOISMAISGN WHiTr
With a» Memoir by DE V, PAYEN- PAYHE |
Two Portraite -and Fncalmrlna.
in orowan, 8vo, oloth, 35, 6 not,

", lhlu hook adide ane more to the many dilstin gulnhml vululnn: oi’ verue nf whinh
. the ?munt war hag been the entign,' ' —Ncwenstle Qhropiels, o
The menoir includes n Jetter of hln‘. ghvinjs one ol tlhic mpst uhrld plnturc: we
hwve ween of the lils o a luhnltﬂrn at I o rrunh Hi# ]'iul:mu -Imw Irﬂnl nrﬂmiit."
—qTnes Lit, Hﬂpp. o

A VEIL OF GOSbAMbR

- Belng ﬁame Ref!ectluns on future Ethical bas#a

Hy ROLAND ST, CI,AIR :
fu crawn 8vo. ﬁu net..

A nnlluctiun ui p“itlu.r tplnrnma m:nll::uhlc te lhe prn:unt Hmu., |
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