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INTRODUCTION

] UNDERSTAND from Mr Caldwell that one of his objects

in making this collection was to show that the best of the
poetry of the modern age is * either classical or romantic in
character, and not—as some critics would have it—of the
realistic school.” I entirely agree with him ; mnor 15 this the
case of the modern age alone, but 1t must always be thus : for
no achievement of man can possibly transcend man’s aspira-
tions, which are the source of all his achievements, and can
very rarely equal them ; and those aspirations are the raw
material of all the arts. Other material may be used as a
substitute, as tiaras may be made out of bottle glass, but there
15 nothing for the purposes of art that can be other than a clumsy
imitation for anything so delicate and pure and glorious as
human aspirations ; wunless it be such fields and little hills
and evenings, unspoiled by burry or smoke, and changing only
four times with the seasons, year after year for ever, as
Ledwidge loved to write of. But that rare spirit that left
us from the front of Arras clothed all those fields and hedge-
rows with such a bhuman wistfulness, that we see them now
through the luminous cloak of 1t, as we see them at dawn with
spiders’ webs over the grass and the spiders’ webs dim with
dew. That 1s not what we mean by realism. Realism (as
it 15 understood to-day) is something done in defiance of man.
Man sets up to be something better than the rocks, to play
some part in a scheme wherein there are beauty and dignity ;
and the realist comes along and writes of mud, writes of 1t
accurately and vividly and minutely, describing component
parts of 1t, glorying in the causes of it, picturing 1t so that
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every man who has ever bung his head as be walks shall
recognise the truth of it, and telling us that there is lots of 1t
in the world. Man turns his eye for a moment from bis
dream, and 1t 15 caught at once by the realist and his mud :
“new, stromg, virile, manly, up-to-date treatment of smelly
mud,” say the advertisements : *‘ that’s the stuff for you,”
says the realist, < there’s no other truth but that.”

And because everybody has seen mud, and 15 able to check
the accuracy of the description of 1t, they come to believe
that bis 1s all the truth there 1s. But 1t 15 a poet’s duty to
tell of things that others canmot see, like a watchman with a

. glass on a bigh tower ; to tell of truths that would otherwise
pass unseen through our gemerations. Hear Masefield when
he speaks of tired men tramping through the mud, a travelling
circus all worn out at eveming. It 15 in * King Cole,” too
long for inclusion bhere and I have no copy by me. He tells
how ardours, born in men’s spirits, stride splendidly amongst
the weary men and borses, whom they transpgure as they
cheer them on. That is not realism, that is reality. 1t 1s
true that man 1is lifted and upheld through his greatest efforts
by things that the realist’s beart has never known. It is true
and the poets should tell of 1t. The Poet Laureate, in a poem
in this collection, tells, in the first verse, of a ship setting out
for a far country, but in the next verse bhe says :

“ I there before thee, in the country that well thou knowest,
Already arrivea am inhaling the odorous air ;
I watch thee enter unerringly awhere thou goest.”

There you have a clear claim for the poet that his work
15 not enclosed within the boundaries that limit material things.
Indeed, if poetry is to be judged by the standard of what the
common eye can see in ordinary things, then the reader that
holds such a view has unhappily come by the wrong book, for
we have mo realism here, but the things pertaining to magic:

and the everyday affairs of the kingdoms of myth.
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We have here the gorgeous fames Flecker, with his shining
Eastern wares s A. E., like some merchant-magician, bring-
ing to Dublin and to-day the colour and glamour of Babylon ;
and Walter de la Mare, none surer of immortality, like a
strange spirit drawn into the orbit of Earth, trailing the
perfume and the memories and the wonder of the lands out of
which he came ; Thomas Hardy, speaking of very simple
things, yet regarding them not with the realist’s eye but with
the gaze of the prophet ; Ralph Hodgson trying, in the
poem on page 262, to tell people something simpler still, but
they have grown too complex and busy, and may not under-
stand ; and we have Gordon Bottomley, on page 239, charging
with all the courage of Don Quixote, not against windmills
but against very real devils, and devils that have a compact
with this age.

And here we have England all spread out before us, and
somewbhat preserved against Time and bis fierce ally, Change,
so that 1f London cover Sussex with bighly desirable residences,
and beat down with the pavement harebell and thyme and
mint, a little light of 1ts grasses will still shine on in these
two poems in which Rudyard Kipling and Hilaire Belloc
have crystallized 1t ; and even if the folk of the English
countryside come one day to be devoured by *“ Greater London,”
something of them will yet live on in that poem by G. K.
Chesterton, “ The Secret People,” which first saw light n
The Neolith about 1908, wherein is that unforgettable line
telling of the attitude of  the mew unhappy lords> to the
people of England :

¢« They look at our labour and laughter as a tired man looks at flies,”

Nor could England be fully told of without telling also of
the sea, and this collection could not have been complete with-
out Sir Henry Newbolt. And  Into Battle,” by Fulian

Grenfell, and  Lights Out,” by Edward Thomas, and that
fine marching song by Gharles Sorley, and the grand poem by
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Alan Seeger, they are England too,  for ever England ™ as
Rupert Brooke has written, fine songs like songs that birds
sing in a stormy twilight,

And bere, too, are exquisite poems that Eva Gore-Booth,
Padraic Colum, and Moira O’ Neill have made out of the love of
Irish fields and lanes, which shines through every line of them :

here is one of such lines :

““ And the little roads of Cloonagh go rambling through my heart.”
And “ The Doves,” by Katharine Tynan, 1s full of those

wistful memories, that call to mind quiet sunsets in the autumn,
and which poetry alone can preserve for us beyond their
generation.

One finds old favourites here, such as Arthur O’Shaughnessy’s
proud but just boast on behalf of the poets; and Ernest
Dowson’s ¢ Cynara,” with a rbythm all of its own, which
seems to be ome of the surest signs of gemius ; and the perfect
sonnets of Lord Alfred Douglas ; and the strange and beautiful
“ Listeners” ; and *“ Lepanto” ; and “ Nightingales ” ; and
“ The South Country” ; and Mrs Wood’s < March Thoughts
from England,” which I last read in a magazine twenty-
frve years ago 5 1t 1s hard to judge fairly between such poems
that have long haunted one’s memory, and those such as
Thomas Edward Brown’s “ White Foxglove,” of which 1
was bitherto ignorant. Several of Francis Thompson’s poems
are here, whom even starvation did not turn from his work,
nor tempt to imferior work for imferior men, a grand example
to all workers. And then there 1is Herbert Trench’s ¢ Song
of the Vine in England,” calling up all Italy before us, a
fragrant essence of Italy, such as poets distil out of memories,
a thing too beautiful to say anything about ; 1t should merely
be read.

But the wealth of this book cannot all be set forth in an
Introduction, and there are those, moreover, whom it would be
almost an impertinence for me to praise, W. B. Yeats for
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instance, whose work 1s already known in bis own country ;
and when that can be said of a poet (at any rate in England or
Ireland) the magic ship that carries his wares has come to
the last port of her long journey, and there are no lomger
harbours in the world that have not known her sails.

Let me conclude with the claim that we bave poetry bere
well worthy of the age ; and this should always be so, for
great deeds without great feelings would be like the undirected
efforts of a giant in the dark, struggling with bhidden destinies.
For poetry is not a mere affectation, easily to be produced by
drink or drugs, or a dissolute life, but is a rare flower brought
to being only by the toil of beautiful, strong spirits, such a
flower as will give splendour to an age ; penetrating men’s
thoughts with subtlety beyond our definition, as a wild perfume
penetrates the air, cleansing and strengtheming our visions ;
and making 1ts absence felt, in ages wherein 1t has faded, by
yearnings of unknown wants that beat out from man, and
reverberate in the night that surrounds our kmowledge, only to
beat back to him again and again from the unknown boundaries
unanswered.

DUNSANY






EDITOR’S PREFACE
TO THE REVISED EDITION

Various alterations, designed to improve the anthology
in detail, and some of which are due to the suggestions of
friendly critics, have been made in the present edition.

Several poets who were not in the first edition are repre-
sented 1n this, including three who published part of their
work prior to 1870; the appearance of these latter 1s
justified by special circumstances. A number of poems
which could not be included in the first edition, owing to
copyright difficulties, are now included.

In many cases the choice has been revised or the selection
augmented ; excerpts have been added from the more
notable of the longer poems written during the past fifty
years.

Certain omissions of both poems and poets have been
found unavoidable, in order to make room for others-that
must be held to have the first claim. The eftect of all the
changes mentioned 1s to strengthen the anthology.

One point should be emphasized. Some critics have
inferred that the proper intention of the anthology has
been subordinated to the illustration and defence of a
particular theory of poetry. Such 1s not the case; for
the best poetry of our time i1s not realistic 1n character,
but maintains the tradition of form and beauty.

THOMAS CALDWELL
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EDITOR’S PREFACE

THE half-century, 1870-1920, 1s one of those definite
periods which lend themselves to review within the limits
of an anthology.

This anthology i1s intended to serve as some guide to
what is best and most notable in the poetry written during
the course of the period mentioned ; and it finds its justi-
fication in the fact that no similar collection professes to
survey modern English poetry in equal detail.

The principal aim of the anthology is to give poems
representative of the finest work of modern poets; but an
attempt has also been made to show that the most significant
poetry of our time 1s either classical or romantic in char-
acter, and not—as some critics would have 1t—of the
realistic school.

The scope of the anthology 1s defined 1n its title. The
present and the immediate past together constitute the
modern age ; and the anthology, in reviewing the poetry
of the five decades 1n question, glves what 1s, in the fullest
sense of the term, modern 1in spirit.

No profession i1s made of including poets, who, although
continuing to write after 1870, were known to the public
before that date. All the poets represented here published
their first volume of verse subsequent to 1870. This fact
separates the elder among them from the true Victorians.

There 1s reason for regarding the year 1870 as an
important turning-point in relation to English poetry.
The poets who belong wholly to the Victorian age had
by then, with some few exceptions, produced the work
upon which their reputations in the main rest; whilst
their successors, the younger men, afterwards to become the
doyens of our own day, were putting forth their first
efforts in verse.

.9
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And the half-century which followed 1870 is one of
decided interest and importance ; one that has seen the
appearance of many poets of dlstmgulshed merit ; one that
is conspicuous for the excellence, variety and hlgh technical
skill of the poetry which it has contributed to the common
stock of English verse. These are qualities which, to
say no more, render it comparable with any similar period
in the history of our literature not crowned by names of
unquestionable pre-eminence.

The order of arrangement of the anthology 1s according
to the birth dates of the poets, so far as these could be
ascertained. Several departures from this principle have,
however, been made to permit of more effective grouping
of certain poems. The result assists, none the less, to
1llustrate the changes in style and manner peculiar to the
poetry written in the course of what has been markedly a
period of transition and experiment.

Copyright difficulties must be held responsible for the
omission of a few poems which might have been included.
But 1t is claimed that the name of every poet of real and
accepted distinction, who has appeared between the years
1870 to 1920, 1s to be found in these pages; and that the
anthology 1s representative of what 1s finest in that body of
poetry from which its contents have been chosen.

THOMAS CALDWELL
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Messrs CHATTO & WINDUS for poems by Mr Robert Nichols and the
late Mr Robert Louis Stevenson.

Mr G. K. CHESTERTON and Messrs J. M. DENT & Sons, L1p,, for
The Donkey and The Praise of Dust. The other poems by
Mr Chesterton appear by permission of the AuTHOR and
Messrs BURNS, OATES & WASHBOURNE, LTD.

Mr Papraic CoruMm and Messrs MAUNSEL & RoBERTS, LTD., for
two poems.

Mrs CorNFORD and THE PoETRY BooksHoP for Pre-existence.

Lord CrRewe for two poems. Thanks are also due to Mr JoHN
MURRAY for permission to print Seven Years.

Mrs Cust for the late Mr Henry Cust’s Non Nobis.

Mr CHARLES DALMON and Mr GRANT RICHARDS for a poem.

Mr W. H. Davies and Mr JoNATHAN CAPE for Truly Great (from
Naturve Poems), The Kingfishey (from Farewell to Poesy), The
Moon (from T he Bivd of Pavadise), Lovely Dames (from Forty
New Poems), and Leisure (from Songs of Joy). Acknowledg-
ments are also made to Messrs METHUEN & Co., LTD., 1n
respect of the poem from The Bivd of Pavadise.

Mr WALTER DE LA MARE and Messrs CoNsTABLE & Co., LTp., for
four poems.

Messrs J. M. DENT & Sons, LtDp., for Riouperoux and To a Poet
by the late Mr 1. E. Flecker.

Lord DEsBOROUGH lor the late Hon. Julian Grenfell’s Into Batile.
(Captain the late Hon. Julian Grenfell, D.S.O., Royal
Dragoons, was wounded at Ypres, 13th May, and died at
Boulogne, 26th May 1915.)

Mr P. J. DoBEeLL for an excerpt from The City of Dreadful Night
by the late Mr James Thomson (B.V.).

The Executors of the AuTHOR and THE OXFORD UNIVERSITY
PrEss for poems by the late Mr Austin Dobson.

Lord ALFRED DouGgLAs and Mr MARTIN SECKER for sonnets.

Mr JoHN DRINKWATER and Messrs SIDGWICK & JAcCksonN, LTp,,
for three poems.

Messrs DuckworRTH & Co. for poems by Mr Hilaire Belloc and
Mr D. H. Lawrence. .

Madame Ducraux (Miss A. M. F. RoBiNsoN) and Mr T. Fi1SHER
UNwiIN for a poem.

Lord DuNnsaNy and The Times for A Divge of Victory. The poems
by the late Mr Francis Ledwidge appear by permission of
Lord DunsaNy and Messrs HERBERT JENKINS, LTD.

Mrs FLECKER and Mr MARTIN SECKER for The Old Ships, Gates of
Dawmascus, and Brumana by the late Mr J. E. Flecker.

Mr NorMAN R. GALE for four poems.

Lady GLENCONNER (Viscountess GREY OF FALLoDpoON), Mr BAsIL
BrLackweLL, and The Times for a poem by the late Hon.
E. W. Tennant,

Miss EvA Gore-BooTH for two poems.

Mr EDMUND GoOSSE and Messrs HEINEMANN for a poem.

Mr GERALD GouLp for The Earth Child. The Sonnet by Mr
Gould appears by permission of the AuTHOR and Messrs W.
CoLLiNs, Sons & Co., L1D.
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Mr THomas HarDY, O.M., and Messrs MacmirLLaNn & Co., L1D.,
for poems and an excerpt from T he Dynasts.

Messrs HEINEMANN for poems by Mr Thomas Moult and Mr Sieg-
fried Sassoon.

Mrs HiNnKsoN and Messrs KEGAN PAuLr, TRENCcH, TRUBNER & Co.,
Ltp., for The Doves. Sheep and Lambs is induded by per-
mission of Mrs HiINkKsON and Messrs SIDGWICK and JACKSON,
LTD.

Miss HopGsoN and Mr JoHN MURRAY tor a poem by the late Lieut.
W. N. Hodgson.

Miss HopPkINs for a poem by the late Father Gerard Hopkins, S.]J.

Mr A. E. HousMAN for four poems.

Mr LAURENCE HoOUsSMAN ‘and Messrs SIDGWICK & JACKSON, LTD.,
for a poem.

Mr F. MApox HUEFFER and Mr MARTIN SECKER for two poems.

Dr DoucLAas HyYDE for one of his poems from the Irish.

Mrs JacoB and Mr JoHN MURRAY for a poem.

Mr CouLsoN KERNAHAN, representing the executors of the AUTHOR,
and THE WALTER ScorT PUBLISHING Co., LTD., for a poem
by the late Mr P. B. Marston.

Mr RubpYARD KiIPLING, Messrs METHUEN & Co., LTD., and Messrs
HoDDER & STOUGHTON, LTD., for Sussex, The Song of Diego
Valdez, and The Flowers. For permission to include 4
Dedication (first published under the title of My New-Cut
Ashlar), and Cities and Thrones and Powers,.thanks are
rendered to Mr KipLING, Messrs MacMmirLaN & Co., LtD,,
and Messrs HODDER & STOUGHTON, LTD.

Mr JouN LANE for poems by Mr Lascelles Abercrombie, the late
Dean Beeching, the late Mr John Davidson, the late Mr
Ermest Dowson, the late Rev. E. C. Lefroy, the late Mr
Stephen Phillips, and Mrs Woods.

Mr SHANE LESLIE and Messrs BURNS, OATES & WASHBOURNE,
LtD., for a poem.

Miss E. LisTER, executrix of the late Mr A. H. Bullen, for a poem
by Mr W. Bliss Carman.

Messrs LoNGMANS, GREEN & Co., for three poems by the late Mr
Andrew Lang.

Miss Rosg MacauLAay and Messrs CoNsTABLE & Co., LTD., for a
poem.

Messrs MacMILLAN & Co., Ltp., for poems by the late Mr W. S.
Blunt, the late Mr T. E. Brown, the late Mr W. E. Henley,
Mr Ralph Hodgson, Mr S. R. Lysaght, and Mr G. W. Russell
(A. E\).

Mr EDWARD MARSH, literary executor of the Author, and Messrs

SIDGWICK & JACKSON, LTD., for poems by the late Mr Rupert
Brooke.

Mr JouN MASEFIELD and Messrs HEINEMANN for poems and sonnets.
The excerpt from The Everlasting Meycy is included by per-

mission of Mr MASEFIELD and Messrs SIDGWICK & JACKSON,
LtD.
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Messrs ELKIN MATHEWS, LTD., for poems by Mr Gordon Bottomley
(To Ivonfounders), the late Mr Lionel Johnson, and Miss
May Probyn.

The TRUSTEES OF THE AUTHOR and Messrs CoNsTABLE & Co., LTD.,
for the late Mr George Meredith’s Hymn to Colour.

Mr WILFRID MEYNELL and Messrs BURNS, OATES & WASHBOURNE,
Ltp., for poems by the late Mrs Meynell and the late
Mr Francis Thompson. Special thanks are offered to Mr
Meynell for permitting this very full selection of Mr Thompson’s
poems to be included.

Mr T. STURGE MoORE and Messrs DUuCkKworRTH & Co., for The
Gazelles. Mr STURGE MOORE is also thanked for the poems
by ‘‘ Michael Field,”” of whom he is the executor.

Mr JoHN MURRAY for poems by the late Canon R. W. Dixon and
Miss W. M. Letts. ‘

Mr j. MippLETON MURRY and Mr R. COBDEN-SANDERSON for
two poems.

Sir HENRY NEwWBOLT and Mr JoHN MURRAY for poems. Sir
HENRY NEWBOLT 1s also thanked for the poems by the late
Miss Mary Coleridge, of whom he is the executor.

Mr ALFRED NOYEsS and Messrs W. BLACKWOOD & SonNs for four
poems.

Miss MoirA O’NEILL and Messrs W. BrLaAckwoop & SonNs for two
poems from Songs of the Glens of Antrim.
Mrs OWEN for two poems by her son, the late Lieut. Wilfred Owen.

Mr HERBERT PAUuL, executor of the Author, for a poem by the
late Mr D. M. Dolben.

Mr J. D. C. PeErLLow, THE PoETRY BooksHor, and The West-
minster Gazette for a poem.

Professor J. S. PHILLIMORE and Messrs MACLEHOSE, JACKSON &
Co., for a poem.

Mr EzrA PounND for four poems.

Mr O. MostYyN PRITCHARD, representing the executors of the
Author, for poems by the late Mr John Payne.

The PROPRIETORS OF Punch, Messrs HODDER & STOUGHTON, LTD.,
and Mr WiLLiaAM Bricas (of Toronto) for the late Colonel John
McCrae’s In Flanders Fields.

Sir ARTHUR QUILLER-CoucH and Messrs METHUEN & Co., LTD,,
for a poem.

Mr ErRNEST RHYS and Messrs 1. M. DENT & SoNs, LTD., for a poem.
Mr GRANT RiIcCHARDS for Mr T. Sturge Moore’s 1T he Panther, and
the late Mr John Davidson’s 4 Runnable Stag.

Major CHARLES G. D. RoBERTS for a poem.
Mrs RoLLESTON for a poem by the late Mr T. W. Rolleston.

LLady MARGARET SACKVILLE and Messrs CoNsTABLE & Co., L1D,,
for a poem.

Mr GEORGE SANTAYANA and Messrs CoNsSTABLE & Co., LTp., for
a poem.

THE WALTER ScorT PuBLIsHING Co., LTD., for sonnets by the
late Mr E. LEe-HAMILTON.
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Mr C. L. SEEGER and Messrs CoNSTABLE & Co., L1D., for a poem
by the late Mr Alan Seeger.

Messrs SELwWYN & Brunt, LTD., for poems by Mr John Freeman
and the late Mr Edward Thomas.

Mr EDWARD SHANKS and Mr MARTIN SECKER for a poem.

Mrs SHARP for a poem by the late Mr Wiliam Sharp (“ Fiona
Macleod ).

Mr C. K. SHORTER and Messrs CONSTABLE & Co., LTD., for a poem
by the late Mrs Shorter (Dora Sigerson Shorter) from Thie
Sad Years.

Messrs SIDGWICK & JACKSON, Lr1D., for poems by Mr Edmund
Blunden and Mr W. J. Turner.

Professor W. R. SorRLEY for a poem by the late Mr Charles
Hamilton Sorley.

Mr j. C. SQUIRE and Messrs HODDER & STOUGHTON, L1D., for
three poems.

Mr JaMEs STEPHENS and Messrs MacMmiLLAN & Co., L1D., for two

poems.
Mr ARTHUR SYMONS and Messrs HEINEMANN for four poems.

The late Mr HERBERT TRENCH and Messrs CoNsTABLE & Co., LTD.,
for seven poems from Poems with Fables in Prose.

Miss EVELYN UNDERHILL and Messrs J- M. DENT & SonNs, L1D.,

for a poem.
Mr T. FisHErR UNWIN for a poem by the late Mr Richard Middleton.

Mr SAMUEL WADDINGTON for sonnets.
Sir WiLLiAM WATsON, Mr JoHN LANE, and Messrs HODDER &
STOUGHTON, LTD., for three poems.

THE YALE UNIVERSITY PRESS and Mr HuMPHREY MILFORD for a
poem by Mr Archibald McLeish.

Mr W. B. YEAaTs and Mr T. FisHErR UNwWIN for the first four of the
poems by Mr Yeats which are included. The other poems
by Mr Yeats appear by permission of the AUTHOR and Messrs
MacMmiLLAaN & Co., LTD.

Mr Francis BrReTT YouNG and Messrs W. CoLLINS, Sons & Co.,
Ltp., for a poem.

Mrs WATTs-DUNTON for sonnets and an excerpt from Chrisimas
at the Mermaid by the late Mr T. Watts-Dunton.

Mrs WELBY-EVERARD, literary executrix of the Author, for an
excerpt from the late Mr Maurice Hewlett’'s The Song of the
Plow.

The literary ExecuTors of the Author and Messrs METHUEN &
Co., L1D., for The Harlot’'s House from Poems by Oscay Wilde.

NoOTE.

The poems by the late Mr Arthur O’Shaughnessy have been
inserted subject to any claim upon the part of the legal repre-
sentative of the Author. There 1s some doubt as to who i1s the
holder of the copyright of the poems.

The poem by Mr Richard le Gallienne has been inserted subject
to any claim upon the part of the Author, with whom 1t has been
found i1mpossible to get into communication.






CONTENTS

INTRODUCTION BY LORD DUNSANY .

e EDITOR’S PREFACE
ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

ALPHABETICAL LIST OF AUTHORS

Abercvombie, Lascelles

A. E. (G. W. Russell)

Aldington, Richavd .

Armstrong, Mavtin .
Baring, Mauvice

Beeching, Henyy
Chayvles

Belloc, Hilaive
Benson, A. C..

Binyon, Laurence

Blunden, Edmund

Blunt, Wilfrid
Scawen

Bottomley, Govdon

b. 1881

b. 1867

b. 1892

b. 1882
b. 1874

18350-1919
b. 1870
b. 1862

b. 1869

b. 1896
I1840~1922

b. 1874

Hymn to Love

Marriage Song

Ceremonial Ode . :

By the Margin of the
Great Deep

Babylon :
The Man to the Angel
The Earth Breath

To a Greek Marble
Bromios

The Buzzards
In Memoriam : A. H.
The Tree of Life

The South Country

The Hawk .
In a College Garden

Evensong

The Little Dancers :
The Bacchanal of Alex-

ander
For the Fallen

Almswoman

St Valentine’s Day

The Old Squire .
On the Shortness of Tlme

To Ironfounders ' and
Others .

Atlantis

XX1il

PAGE
vil
X111
X Vil

291
202
297

193
194

I05
196

374
375
376

255
125

215
147
143
148
209

209
214

371
29
29
31

239
240



XX1V

Bourdillon, Francis
William

Byeveton, Cloudesley

Bridges, Robert-
(Poet Laureate)

Brooke, Rupert

Brown, Thomas
Edward

Cayrman, W. Bliss
Chestevion, G. K.

Colevidge, Mary

Colum, Padraic

1852—1921

b. 1863

b. 1844

18337-1915

1830-1897

b.
b. 1874

I861-1907

b.

IS0I

1381

THE GOLDEN BOOK OF

TheNight has aThousand

Eyes

Ballad of Extreme Old

Age

Ode on the Tercentenary
Commemoration of
Shakespeare

I Love all Beauteous
Things . :

The Voice of Nature :

My Delhight and Thy
Delight .

Nightingales.

On a Dead Child

A Passer-By .

Awake, my Heart, to be
Loved

LLondon Snow .

Sonnets from 7e Gmwth
of Love .

The Fish
The Hill
Clouds.
Grantchester
The Dead .
The Soldier .

White Foxglove

The Joys of the Road .

The Donkey. :
The Praise of Dust
Lepanto

The Secret People

Egypt’'s Might 1s Tumbled
Down .

Night has Fallen

Unity .

September

The Plougher :
An Old Woman of the
Roads

PAGE

I55

-

O~3 OvYn

O O

10

347
349
350
350
354
354

I5

134
241
241
242
247

135
136
1306
136

2938





https://www.forgottenbooks.com/join

XXV1 THE GOLDEN BOOK OF

Dyinkwater, John

Duclaux, A. M. F. .

Dunsany, Lord
Field, Michael }

Flecker, James Elyvoy

Freeman, John

Gale, Norman

Gove-Booth, Eva

Gosse, Edmund
Gould, Gerald .

Graves, Robert
Grenfell, Julian

Havrdy, Thomas

b. 1882

b. 1857
b. 1878

1884-1915

b. 18362

b. 1349
b. 1885

b. 1895
1338-1915
b. 1840

1 Pen-name used jointly by:
Katherine Harris Bradley, 1846-1914.
Edith Emma Cooper, 1862_1913.

Birthright

June Dance .
The Midlands
Etruscan Tombs

A Dirge of Victory

Song : I could wish to be
Dead .
Shepherd Apollo

Riouperoux .

To a Poet a Thousand
Years Hence .

The Old Ships

Gates of Damascus

Brumana

Music Comes
November Skies

The Country Faith
The Shaded Pool .

A Song .
To the Sweetwﬂham

The Little Waves of
Brefiny .
Re-Incarnation

Lying in the Grass

The Earth Child
Sonnet. .

In the Wilderness .
Into Battle .

In Time of ““ The Breaking
of Nations ”’ .
When I set out for

Lyonnesse
Great Things

The End of the Eplsode
Afterwards . .
From The Dynasts

PAGE

303
304
308

278

88
38

312

313
313
314
319

311
312

149
150
152
152

252
253

49

336
336

321

355

23

23
24
25
25
260



MODERN ENGLISH POETRY XXVil

PAGE

Henley, William 1849-1903 Invictus . X . 52

Ernest Margarite Sorori . . 52
Hewlett, Maurice . 1861-1923 From The Song of the

Plow . . . 137

Hwnkson, K. Tyiian b. 1861 The Doves . . . 132

Hodgson, Ralph . b. 1871 Stupidity Street . . 202
The Bull : . . 263

Hodgson, W. N. . 1893-1916 Before Action . . 359

Hopkins, Gevard 1844—1889 The Starlight Night 5 44
Manley

Housman, Alfrved b. 1859 The West . . . 101
Edward The First of May . . 103

The Culprit . . . 104
Fancy’s Knell . . 105

Housman, Laurence . b. 1867 Deus . Noster Ignis Con-
sumens . . . 1097

Huceffer, Ford Madox b. 1873 To Christina at Nightfall 234
The Portrait. . . 2353

Hyde, Douglas . b. 1861 My Grief on the Sea . 131
Jacob, Violet . ‘ : . Tam 1 the Iirk . . 2381

Johnson, Lionel . 1867-1902 The Dark Angel . 201
By the Statue of ng

Charles . : . 203

Oxford . . . 205

Kipling, Rudyard .  b. 1865 A Dedication : . 163

Sussex . 164

The Song of Dlego Valdez 167

The Flowers . : 170
Cities and Thrones and

Powers . : : 172

Lang, Andrew . 1344-1912 The Odyssey . 44
Ballade of His Choice of

a Sepulchre . : 45

Alma Matres . . 46

Lawvence, D. H, . . « Service of all the Dead . 320



XXV1il

Ledwidge, Francts

Lee-Hamulton, Eugene 1845-1907

Lefroy, Edward
Cracroft

Le Gallienne, Richard
Leslhie, Shane .

Letts, W. M.
Lysaght, S. R.
Macaulay, Rose
McCrae, John
McLeish, Avchibald

Mayston, Philip
Bouvke

Masefield, John .

Mevedith, Givvge .
Mew, Charlotte .
Meynell, Alice

Middleton, Richard .
Monvo, Harold

1891-1917

1855—1891

b. 1866
b. 1885

b. 1870

18372-1918

1850-1387

b. 1874

1828-1909

1850-1022

1882—-19011
b. 1879

THE GOLDEN BOOK OF

In France . . .
The Homecoming of the
Sheep . : .

Sunken Gold .
Sea-Shell Murmurs

Wine of Omar Khayyam |

The Flute of Daphnis

The Second Crucifixion .
Fleet Street .

A Soft Day .. . .
First Pathways

New Year, 1918 . .
In Flanders Fields .

Morituri . . .

The Rose and the Wind

Beauty

Sea Fever

C.L. M. :

From Thre Everlastmg
Mercy .

Sonnets from Lollingdon
Downs . X .

Hymn to Colour . .

The Farmer’s Bride

The Shepherdess

Christ in the Universe

Renouncement

In Early Spring .

A Letter from a Girl to
Her Own Old Age .

At Night

Pagan Epitaph . .

Children of Love . .
At a Country Dance in
Provence

PAGT

180
337
300
222
300
255

362

268



MODERN ENGLISH POETRY

Moove, T. Sturge
Moult, T homas
Murry, John

Maiddleton

Newbolt, Henry

Nichols, Robert

Noyes, Alfred

O’Neill, Moira

b. 1870

b. 1889

b. 1862

b. 1880

Q’Shaughnessy, Avthiry 1844—1881

Quwen, Wilfrved

Paynre, John .

Pellow, J. D. C.

Phillimove, ].
Swinnerton

Phillips, Stephen

1893-1918

1842-1916

b. 1873

The Panther.

The Gazelles. . "
For Bessie
Lines written on an

August Morning
Tolstoy

Drake’s Drum

Sridhmandazi

Commemoration .

The Death of Adrmral
Blake

The Tower

Sherwood .

For the Eightieth Blrth-
day of George
Meredith :

Earth and Her Birds .

On the Death of Francis
Thompson

Cuttin’ Rushes
Corrymeela .

Ode .

Song of Palms

Song: I made another
Garden . :

The Fountain of Tears .

Strange Meeting
Anthem  for
Youth

Doomed

Rondel
Rococo

The Temple .

In a Meadow .

1568-1915 From Marpessa

XX1X

PAGE

223
226

372
394
363

142
143
145

146

323

281
283
234

285

251



XXX

Pound, Ezra . . b. 1885

Pyobyn, May . . .

Quiller-Couch, Arvthur  b. 1863
Rhys, Evnest . . b. 1859
Roberts, Charles G. D, b, 1860
Rolleston, T. W. . 1857-1920
Sackville, Margaret b. 1881
Santayana, George b. 1863
Sassoon, Siegfried b. 1886
Seegey, Alan . 1888—-1916
Shanks, Edward . b. 1892 -
Shavp, William 1856—1905

(Fiona Macleod)
Shovter, Dova Sigeyson 1870-1918

Shove, Fredegonde

Sorley, C. H. . 1895—-1915
Squive, J. C. . b. 1884
Stephens, James b. 1882
Stevenson, Robert 1850-1394

Louis

THE GOLDEN BOOK OF

Night Litany . .
Ballad of the Goodly Fere
Praise of Ysolt .
Ballad for Gloom .

Christmas Carol

Upon Eckington Bridge,
River Avon

The Leaf Burners .
On the Road

The Dead at Clonmacnois

Syrinx . : . o,
Ode . : . .

Everyone Sang . .
The Death-Bed

I have a Rendezvous with

Death
Fete Galante: The
Triumph of Love .
Shule Agrah.

The Comforters
The New Ghost

All the Hills and Vales .

There was an Indian
The Lily of Malud
Rivers .

In the Cool of
Evening

Deirdre

The Vagabond :

The Roadside Fire .
Blows the Wind To-day
In the Highlands .
Requiem

the

PAGE

337
339
340
342

86

154
99
133
71

287

I55
345

346

356

373

162

322

361

325
325
329

309
310

53
o4
54
33



MODERN ENGLISH POETRY

Symonds, John
Addwngton

Symons, Avithur

Tennant, Edward
Wyndham

Thomas, Edward

Thompson, Francis

Thomson, James
(B.V.)

Tyench, Herbeyt

Turner, W. J.

Undevhill, Evelyn
Waddington, Samuel

Watson, Willilam

1840—1893

b. 1865

1897-1916

d. 1918

1859—1907

1834-1882

13865-1923

b. 1889

b. 1875
b. 1844

b. 1858

Sonnets

Laus Virginitatis .
Credo . .

The Old Women :
The Dance of the

Daughters of Herodias

Home  Thoughts 1n
Laventie

Lights Out

Daisy . :

The Fair Inconstant

The Mistress of Vision

The Hound of Heaven

In No Strange Land .

From An Awnthem of
Earth

From The City of Dyead-
ful Night

She Comes not when

Noon i1s on the Roses
A Song to Arolilia

Come, let us make Love
Deathless
Bitter Serenade

Song of the Vine, in
England

Stanzas to Tolstoi in h13
Old Age

Requiem of Archangels
for the World

Romance : :
The Caves of Auvergne :
Immanence .

Morning
Beata Beatrnix

Ode in May .
Lacrimae Musarum

Ode on the Coronation of
Edward VII. .

XXX1

PAGE

27

173
174
175

176

277

106
108
109
114
119

120

20

182
182

133
183

137
139

192

343

344
261

37
37

QO
02

95



xxxit GOLDEN BOOK OF ENGLISH POETRY

Watts-Dunton, 1832-1914
T heodove

Wailde, Oscar . .  1856—1900

Woods, Mavgaret b. 1856
Louisa

Yeats, William b. 1865
Butley

Young, Francis Brett b. 1884

INDEX OoF FIrRsT LINES .

Wassail Chorus: Chvist-
mas at the Meymaid.
Sonnets

The Harlot’s House

Gaudeamus Igitur. :

March Thoughts from
England :

Good Friday Night

The Lake Isle of Innisfree
When you are Old :
The Man who Dreamed of

Faeryland . :
Down by the Salley
Gardens

Aedh Wishes for the
Cloths of Heaven

The Host of the Air :

The Old Men Admiring
Themselves 1n the
Water

Prothalamion

PAGE

159
160

160
101

102

335

385





https://www.forgottenbooks.com/join

2 ROBERT BRIDGES, POET LAUREATE

For God of His gifts pour’d on him a full measure,
And gave him to know Nature and the ways of men :
And he dower’d with inexhaustible treasure
A world conquering speech,
Which surg’d as a river high-descended
That, gathering tributaries of many lands,
Rolls through the plain a bounteous flood,
Picturing towers and temples
And ruin of bygone times,
And floateth the ships deep-laden with merchandise

Out to the windy seas to traffic in foreign climes.

Thee, SHAKESPEARE, to-day we honour ; and evermore,
Since England bore thee, the master of human song,
Thy folk are we, children of thee,
Who, knitting in one her realm
And strengthening with pride her sea-borne clans,
Scorn’st in the grave the bruize of death.
All thy later-laurel’d choir
Laud thee 1n thy world-shrine :
London’s laughter 1s thine ;
One with thee is our temper in melancholy or might,
And in thy book Great Britain’s rule readeth her right.

Her chains are chains of Freedom, and her bright arms
Honour, Justice and Truth and Love to man.
Though first from a pirate ancestry
She took her home on the wave,
Her gentler spirit arose disdainful,
And, smiting the fetters of slavery,
Made the high seaways safe and free,
In wisdom bidding aloud
To world-wide brotherhood,
T1ill her flag was hail’d as the ensign of Liberty,
And the boom of her guns went round the earth in salvoes
of peace.

And thou, when Nature bow’d her mastering hand
To borrow an ecstacy of man’s art from thee,
Thou, her poet, secure as she
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Of the shows of eternity,

Didst never fear thy work should fall

'To fashion’s craze nor pedant’s folly

Nor devastator, whose arrogant arms
Murder and maim mankind ;
Who, when in scorn of grace

He hath batter’d and burn’d some loveliest dearest shrine.
Laugheth in ire and boasteth aloud his brazen god.

I saw the Angel of Earth from strife aloof
Mounting the heavenly stair with Time on high,
Growing ever younger in the brightening air

Of the everlasting dawn :
It was not terror in his eyes nor wonder,

That glance of the intimate exaltation
Which lieth as Power under all Being,

And broodeth in Thought above—

As a bird wingeth over the ocean,
Whether indolently the heavy water sleepeth
Or 1s dash’d in a million waves, chafing or lightly laughing.

I hear his voice in the music of lamentation,
In echoing chant and cadenced litany,
In country song and pastoral piping
And silvery dances of mirth :
And oft, as the eyes of a lion in the brake,
His presence hath startled me . . .
In austere shapes of beauty lurking,
Beautiful for Beauty’s sake ;
As a lonely blade of life
Ariseth to flower, whenever the unseen Will

Stirreth with kindling aim the dark fecundity of Being.

Man knoweth but as in a dream of his own desire
The thing that is good for man, and he dreameth well :
But the lot of the gentle heart is hard
That 1s cast in an epoch of life
When evil 1s knotted and demons fight,
Who know not, they, that the lowest lot



4 ROBERT BRIDGES, POET LAUREATE

Is treachery, hate and trust in sin
And perseverance 1n 1ll,
Doom’d to oblivious Hell,
To pass with the shames unspoken of men away,
Wash’d out with their tombs by the grey unpitying tears
of Heaven.

But ye, dear Youth, who lightly in the day of fury
Put on England’s glory as a common coat,
And in your stature of masking grace
Stood forth warriors complete,
No praise o’ershadoweth yours to-day,
Walking out of the home of love
T'o match the deeds of all the dead.—
Alas ! alas ! fair Peace,
These were thy blossoming roses.
Look on thy shame, fair Peace, thy tearful shame !
Turn to thine isle, fair Peace ; return thou and guard it
well !

I LOVE ALL BEAUTEOUS THINGS

I love all beauteous things,
I seek and adore them ;
God hath no better praise,
And man in his hasty days

Is honoured for them.

I too will something make
And joy in the making ;

Altho’ to-morrow it seem

Like the empty words of a dream
Remembered on waking.

THE VOICE OF NATURE

I stand on the cliff and watch the veiled sun paling
A silver field afar in the mournful sea,
The scourge of the surf, and plaintive gulls sailing
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At ease on the gale that smites the shuddering lea :
Whose smile severe and chaste
June never hath stirred to vanity, nor age defaced.
In lofty thought strive, O spirit, for ever :
In courage and strength pursue thine own endeavour.

Ah'! if it were only for thee, thou restless ocean
Of waves that follow and roar, the sweep of the tides ;
Wer’t only for thee, impetuous wind, whose motion
Precipitate all o’errides, and turns, nor abides :
For you sad birds and fair,
Or only for thee, bleak cliff, erect in the air ;
Then well could I read wisdom in every feature,
O well should I understand the voice of Nature.

But far away, I think, in the Thames valley,
The silent river glides by flowery banks :

And birds sing sweetly in branches that arch an alley
Of cloistered trees, moss-grown in their ancient ranks :

Where if a light air stray,

”T'1s laden with hum of bees and scent of may.

Love and peace be thine, O spirit, for ever:

Serve thy sweet desire : despise endeavour.

And if it were only for thee, entrancéd river,
That scarce dost rock the lily on her airy stem,.
Or stir a wave to murmur, or a rush to quiver ;
Wer’t but for the woods, and summer asleep in them :
For you my bowers green,
My hedges of rose and woodbine, with walks between,
Then well could I read wisdom in every feature,
O well should I understand the voice of Nature.

MY DELIGHT AND THY DELIGHT

My delight and thy delight

Walking, like two angels white,
In the gardens of the night:
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My desire and thy desire

Twining to a tongue of fire,
Leaping live, and laughing higher ;
Thro’ the everlasting strife

In the mystery of life.

Love, from whom the world begun,
Hath the secret of the sun.

Love can tell, and love alone,
Whence the million stars were strewn,
Why each atom knows 1ts own,

How, in spite of woe and death,

Gay 1s life, and sweet is breath :

This he taught us, this we knew,
Happy 1n his science true,
Hand in hand as we stood
’Neath the shadows of the wood,
Heart to heart as we lay
In the dawning of the day.

NIGHTINGALES

Beautiful must be the mountains whence ye come,
And bright in the fruitful valleys the streams, wherefrom
Ye learn your song :
Where are those starry woods ! O might I wander there,
Among the flowers, which in that heavenly air
Bloom the year long !

Nay, barren are those mountains and spent the streams -
Our song is the voice of desire, that haunts our dreams,
A throe of the heart,
Whose pining visions dim, forbidden hopes profound,
No dying cadence nor long sigh can sound,
For all our art.
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Alone, aloud in the raptured ear of men
We pour our dark nocturnal secret; and then,
As night is withdrawn
From these sweet springing meads and bursting boughs of
May, -
Drealﬁ, while the innumerable choir of day
Welcome the dawn.

ON A DEAD CHILD

Perfect little body, without fault or stain on thee, |
With promise of strength and manhood full and fair !
Though cold and stark and bare,
The bloom and the charm of life doth awhile remain on

thee.

Thy mother’s treasure wert thou ;—alas ! no longer
To visit her heart with wondrous joy ; to be
Thy father’s pride ;—ah, he
Must gather his faith together, and his strength make
stronger.

To me, as I move thee now in the last duty,
Dost thou with a turn or gesture anon respond ;
Startling my fancy fond
With a chance attitude of the head, a freak of beauty.

Thy hand clasps, as ’twas wont, my finger, and holds 1t :
But the grasp 1s the clasp of Death, heartbreaking and
stiff ;
Yet feels to my hand as if
“T'was still thy will, thy pleasure and trust that enfolds it.

5o I lay thee there, thy sunken eyelids closing,—
Go lie there in thy coffin, thy last little bed !—
Propping thy wise, sad head,
Thy firm, pale hands across thy chest disposing.
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So quiet ! doth the change content thee ?—Death, whither
hath he taken thee ?
To a world, do I think, that rights the disaster of this ?
The vision of which I miss,
Who weep for the body, and wish but to warm thee and
awaken thee ?

Ah ! little at best can all our hopes avail us
To lift this sorrow, or cheer us, when in the dark,
Unwilling, alone we embark,
And the things we have seen and have known and have

heard of, fail us.

A PASSER-BY
Whither, O splendid ship, thy white sails crowding,

Leaning across the bosom of the urgent West,
That fearest nor sea rising, nor sky clouding,
Whither away fair rover, and what thy quest ?
Ah ! soon, when Winter has all our vales opprest,
When skies are cold and misty, and hail is hurling,
Wilt thou glide on the blue Pacific, or rest
In a summer havern asleep, thy white sails furling.

I there before thee, in the country that well thou knowest,
Already arrived am inhaling the odorous air ;
I watch thee enter unerringly where thou goest,
And anchor queen of the strange shipping there,
Thy sails for awnings spread, thy masts bare ;
Nor is aught from the foaming reef to the snow-capped,
grandest
Peak, that 1s over the feathery palms more fair
‘Than thou, so upright, so stately, and still thou standest.

And yet, O splendid ship, unhailed and nameless,
I know not if, aiming a fancy, I rightly divine
That thou hast a purpose joyful, a courage blameless,
Thy port assured 1n a happier land than mine.
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Silently sifting and veiling road, roof and railing ;
Hiding difference, making unevenness even,

Into angles and crevices softly drifting and sailing.

All night 1t fell, and when full inches seven
It lay in the depth of its uncompacted lightness,

The clouds blew off from a high and frosty heaven ;

And all woke earlier for the unaccustomed brightness
Of the winter dawning, the strange unheavenly glare::
The eye marvelled—marvelled at the dazzling whiteness ;

The ear hearkened to the stillness of the solemn air ;
No sound of wheel rumbling nor of foot falling,

And the busy morning cries came thin and spare.

Then boys I heard, as they went to school, calling,
They gathered up the crystal manna to freeze
Their tongues with tasting, their hands with snow-balling ;

Or rioted in a drift, plunging up to the knees ;

Or peering up from under the white-mossed wonder,
““ O look at the trees!”” they cried, “ O look at the trees!”

With lessened load a few carts creak and blunder,
Following along the white deserted way,

A country company long dispersed asunder:

When now already the sun, in pale display
Standing by Paul’s high dome, spread forth below
His sparkling beams, and awoke the stir of the day.

For now doors open, and war 1s waged with the snow ;
And trains of sombre men, past tale of number,

Tread long brown paths, as toward their toil they go:

But even for them awhile no cares encumber
Their minds diverted ; the daily word 1s unspoken,

‘The daily thoughts of labour and sorrow slumber
At the sight of the beauty that greets them, for the
charm they have broken.

SONNETS FROM THE GROWTH OF LOVE

v~ VIII

For beauty being the best of all we know
Sums up the unsearchable and secret aims
Of nature, and on joys whose earthly names
Were never told can form and sense bestow ;
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And man hath sped his instinct to outgo
The step of science ; and against her shames
Imagination stakes out heavenly claims,
Building a tower above the head of woe.

Nor 1s there fairer work for beauty found
Than that she win in nature her release
From all the woes that in the world abound:
Nay, with his sorrow may his love increase,
If from man’s greater need beauty redound,
And claim his tears for homage of his peace.

XVIII

Where San Miniato’s convent from the sun

At forenoon overlooks the city of flowers

I sat, and gazing on her domes and towers

Call’d up her famous children one by one:

And three who all the rest had far outdone,
Mild Giotto first, who stole the morning hours,
I saw, and god-like Buonarroti’s powers,

And Dante, gravest poet, her much-wrong’d son.

Is all this glory, I said, another’s praise ?
Are these heroic triumphs things of old,
And do I dead upon the living gaze ?

Or rather doth the mind, that can behold
The wondrous beauty of the works and days,
Create the image that her thoughts enfold ?

- XXXV

All earthly beauty hath one cause and proof,

To lead the pilgrim soul to beauty above:

Yet lieth the greater bliss so far aloof,

That few there be are wean’d from earthly love.
Joy’s ladder it 1s, reaching from home to home,

The best of all the work that all was good ;

Whereof ’twas writ the angels aye upclomb,

Down sped, and at the top the Lord God stood.
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But I my time abuse, my eyes by day
Center’d on thee, by night my heart on fire—
Letting my number’d moments run away—
Nor e’en ’twixt night and day to heaven aspire:

Do true 1t 1s that what the eye seeth not
But slow is loved, and loved 1s soon forgot.

GEORGE MEREDITH

HYMN TO COLOUR -
With Life and Death I walked when Love appeared,

And made them on each side a shadow seem.
Through wooded vales the land of dawn we neared,
Where down smooth rapids whirls the helmless dream
To fall on daylight ; and night puts away

Her darker veil for grey.

In that grey veil green grassblades brushed we by ;
We came where woods breathed sharp, and overhead
Rocks raised clear horns on a transforming sky :
Around, save for those shapes, with him who led
And linked them, desert varied by no sign

Of other life than mine.

By this the dark-winged planet, raying wide,

From the mild pearl-glow to the rose upborne,

Drew 1n his fires, less faint than far descried,

Pure-fronted on a stronger wave of morn :

And those two shapes the splendour interweaved,
Hung web-like, sank and heaved.

Love took my hand when hidden stood the sun
To fling his robe on shoulder-heights of snow.
Then said : There lie they, Life and Death in one.
Whichever 1s, the other is : but know,
It 1s thy craving self that thou dost see,

Not in them seeing me.
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Shall man into the mystery of breath

From his quick beating pulse a pathway spy ?

Or learn the secret of the shrouded death,

By lifting up the lid of a white eye ?

Cleave thou thy way with fathering desire
Of fire to reach to fire.

Look now where Colour, the soul’s bridegroom, makes

The house of heaven splendid for the bride.

To him as leaps a fountain she awakes,

In knotting arms, yet boundless : him beside,

She holds the flower to heaven, and by his power
Brings heaven to the flower.

He gives her homeliness in desert air,

And sovereignty in spaciousness ; he leads
Through widening chambers of surprise to where
Throbs rapture near an end that aye recedes,
Because his touch 1s infinite and lends

A yonder to all ends.

Death begs of ‘Life his blush ; Life Death persuades
To keep long day with his caresses graced.
He 1s the heart of light, the wing of shades,
The crown of beauty : never soul embraced
Of him can harbour unfaith ; soul of him
Possessed walks never dim.

Love eyed his rosy memories : he sang :

O bloom of dawn, breathed up from the gold sheaf
Held springing beneath Orient ! that dost hang
The space of dewdrops running over leaf ;

Thy fleetingness 1s bigger in the ghost
Than Time with all his host !

Of thee to say behold, has said adieu :

But Love remembers how the sky was green,

And how the grasses glimmered lightest blue ;

How saint-like grey took fervour ; how the screen

Of cloud grew violet ; how thy moment came
Between a blush and flame.
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Love saw the emissary eglantine
Break wave round thy white feet above the gloom ;
Lay finger on thy star ; thy raiment line
With cherub wing and limb ; wed thy soft bloom,
Gold-quivering like sunrays in thistle-down,

Earth under rolling brown.

They do not look through love to look on thee,
Grave heavenliness ! nor know they joy of sight,
Who deem the wave of rapt desire must be
Its wrecking and last issue of delight.
Dead seasons quicken in one petal-spot

Of colour unforgot.

This way have men come out of brutishness

To spell the letters of the sky and read

A reflex upon earth else meaningless.

With thee, O fount of the Untimed ! to lead ;

Drink they of thee, thee eyeing, they unaged
Shall on through brave wars waged.

More gardens will they win than any lost ;

The vile plucked out of them, the unlovely slain.

Not forfeiting the beast with which they are crossed,

To stature of the Gods will they attain.

They shall uplift their Earth to meet her Lord,
Themselves the attuning chord !

The song had ceased ; my vision with the song.
Then of those Shadows, which one made descent
Beside me I knew not: but Life ere long
Came on me 1n the public ways and bent
Eyes deeper than of old : Death met I too,

And saw the dawn glow through.
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WHITE FOXGLOVE

White foxglove, by an angle in the wall,
Secluded, tall,

No vulgar bees

Consult you, wondering

If such a dainty thing

Can give them ease.

Yet what was that ! Sudden a breeze
From the far moorland sighed,

And you replied,

Quiv’ring a moment with a thrill
Sweet, but ineftable.

Was 1t a kiss that sought you from the bowers
Of happier flowers,

And did not heed

Accessible loveliness,

And with a quaint distress

Hinted the need,

And paused and trembled for its deed,
And so you trembled, too,

No roseate hue

Revealing how the alarmed sense
Blushed quick—intense ?

Ah me !

Such kisses are for roses in the prime,
For braid of lime,

For full-blown blooms,

For ardent breaths outpoured
Obvious, or treasure stored

In honied rooms

Of rare delight, in which the looms
Of nature still conspire

To sate desire.

Not such are you beside the wall,
Cloistered and virginal.



16

THOMAS EDWARD BROWN

"TI'was your wild purple sisters there that passed
Unseen, and cast

The spell. They hold

The vantage of the heights,

And 1n you they have rights,

And they are bold :

They know not ever to be cold

Or coy, but they would play

With you alway.

Wherefore their little sprites a-wing
Make onslaught from the ling.

So spake I to the foxglove in my mood,

But was not understood.

Rather she shrank, and in a tenfold whiteness
Condemned what must have seemed to ber my lightness.

THEODORE WATTS-DUNTON

e .

WASSAIL CHORUS

CHRISTMAS AT THE MERMAID

CHORUS

Christmas knows a merry, merry place,
Where he goes with fondest face,
Brightest eye, brightest hair :
T'ell the Mermaid where 1s that one place :
Where ?

RALEIGH

"I'ts by Devon’s glorious halls,
Whence, dear Ben, / come again :
Bright with golden roofs and walls—
El Dorado’s rare domain—
Seem those halls when sunlight launches
Shafts of gold through leafless branches,
Where the winter’s feathery mantle blanches
Field and farm and lane.
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HEYWOOD

More than all the pictures, Ben,
Winter weaves by wood or stream,

Christmas loves our London, when
Rise thy clouds of wassail-steam—

Clouds like these, that, curling, take

Forms of faces gone, and wake

Many a lay from lips we loved, and make
London like a dream.

CHORUS

Christmas knows a merry, merry place,
Where he goes with fondest face,
Brightest eye, brightest hair :
Tell the Mermaid where 1s that one place :
Where ?

BEN JONSON

Love’s old songs shall never die, -

Yet the new shall suffer proof ;
Love’s old drink of Yule brew I,

Wassail for new love’s behoof :
Drink the drink I brew, and sing
T1ll the berried branches swing,
Till our song make all the Mermaid ring—
Yea from rush to roof.

FINALE

Christmas loves this merry, merry place :—
Christmas saith with fondest face,
Brightest eye, brightest hair :
““ Ben! the drink tastes rare of sack and mace:

Rare!?”

SONNETS

I

When hope lies dead—ah, when ’tis death to live,
And wrongs remembered make the heart still bleed,
Better are Sleep’s kind lies for Life’s blind need

Than truth, if lies a little peace can give.
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A little peace ! ’tis thy prerogative,
O Sleep ! to lend it ; thine to quell or feed
This love that starves—this starving soul’s long greed,
And bid Regret, the queen of hell, forgive.
Yon moon that mocks me thro’ the uncurtained glass
Recalls that other night, that other moon,—
Two English lovers on a grey lagoon,—
The voices from the lantern’d gondolas,
The kiss, the breath, the flashing eyes, and, soon,
The throbbing stillness : all the heaven that was.

I1

Natura MALIGNA

The Lady of the Hills with crimes untold

Followed my feet with azure eyes of prey ;

By glacier-brink she stood—Dby cataract-spray—

When mists were dire, or avalanche-echoes rolled.

At night she glimmered in the death-wind cold, -

And if a footprint shone at break of day,

My flesh would quail, but straight my soul would say :
”T1s hers whose hand God’s mightier hand doth hold.”
I trod her snow-bridge, for the moon was bright,

Her icicle-arch across the sheer crevasse,

When lo, she stood! . . . God made her let me pass,
Then felled the bridge! . . . Oh, there in sallow light,
There down the chasm, I saw her, cruel, white,

And all my wondrous days as in a glass.

RICHARD WATSON DIXON

e —————

THE FEATHERS OF THE WI/LLOW

The feathers of the willow

Are half of them grown yellow
Above the swelling stream ;

And ragged are the bushes,

And rusty now the rushes,

And wild the clouded gleam.
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The thistle now 1s older,

His stalk begins to moulder,
His head 1s white as snow ;

The branches all are barer,

The linnet’s song i1s rarer,

The robin pipeth now.

FAMES THOMSON
(B. V.)

R —p—————

FROM THE CITY OF DREADFUL NIGHT

Large glooms were gathered in the mighty fane,
With tinted moon-gleams slanting here and there ;
And all was hush : no swelling organ-strain,
No chant, no voice or murmuring of prayer ;
No priests came forth, no tinkling censers fumed,
And the high altar space was unillumed.

Around the pillars and against the walls
Leaned men and shadows ; others seemed to brood
Bent or recumbent in secluded stalls,
Perchance they were not a great multitude
Save in that city of so lonely streets
Where one may count up every face he meets.

All patiently awaited the event

Without a stir or sound, as if no less
Self-occupied, doomstricken, while attent.

And then we heard a voice of solemn stress
From the dark pulpit, and our gaze there met
'Two eyes which burned as never eyes burned yet :

‘Two steadfast and intolerable eyes
Burning beneath a broad and rugged brow ;
The head behind it of enormous size,
And as black fir-groves in a large wind bow,
Our rooted congregation, gloom-arrayed,
By that great sad voice deep and full were swayed :—
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O melancholy Brothers, dark, dark, dark !
O battling in black floods without an ark !
O spectral wanderers of unholy Night !
My soul hath bled for you these sunless years,
With bitter blood-drops running down like tears :
Oh, dark, dark, dark, withdrawn from joy and light !

My heart 1s sick with anguish for your bale !
Your woe hath been my anguish ; yea, I quail
And perish in your perishing unblest.
And I have searched the heights and depths, the scope
Of all our universe, with desperate hope
To find some solace for your wild unrest.

And now at last authentic word I bring,
Witnessed by every dead and living thing ;
Good tidings of great joy for you, for all :
There 1s no God ; no Fiend with names divine
Made us and tortures us ; if we must pine,
It 1s to satiate no Being’s gall.

It was the dark delusion of a dream,
That living Person conscious and supreme,
Whom we must curse for cursing us with life ;
Whom we must curse because the life He gave
Could not be buried in the quiet grave,
Could not be killed by poison or by knife.

This little life 1s all we must endure,
The grave’s most holy peace is ever sure,

We fall asleep and never wake again ;
Nothing 1s of us but the mouldering flesh,
Whose elements dissolve and merge afresh

In earth, air, water, plants, and other men.

We finish thus; and all our wretched race
Shall finish with its cycle, and give place

To other beings, with their own time-doom
Infinite ®ons ere our kind began ;

Infinite zons after the last man
Has joined the mammoth in earth’s tomb and womb.
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We bow down to the universal laws,

Which never had for man a special clause
Of cruelty or kindness, love or hate :

If toads and vultures are obscene to sight,

If tigers burn with beauty and with might,
Is it by favour or by wrath of fate ?

All substance lives and struggles evermore
Through countless shapes continually at war,
By countless interactions interknit :
If one 1s born a certain day on earth,
All times and forces tended to that birth,
Not all the world could change or hinder it.

I find no hint throughout the Universe

Of good or 1ill, of blessing or of curse ;
I find alone Necessity Supreme ;

With infinite Mystery, abysmal, dark,

Unlighted ever by the faintest spark
For us the flitting shadows of a dream.

O Brothers of sad lives ! they are so brief ;
A few short years must bring us all relief :
Can we not bear these years of labouring breath ?
But if you would not this poor life fulfil,
Lo, you are free to end it when you will,
Without the fear of waking after death.—

The organ-like vibrations of his voice

Thrilled through the vaulted aisles and died away;
The yearning of the tones which bade rejoice

Was sad and tender as a requiem lay :

Our shadowy congregation rested still
As brooding on that “ End it when you will.”
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IN TIME OF «“THE BREAK/NG OF NATIONS?”
I915

I

Only 2 man harrowing clods
In a slow, silent walk
With an old horse that stumbles and nods

Half asleep as they stalk.

I1

Only thin smoke without flame
From the heaps of couch-grass

Yet this will go onward the same
Though Dynasties pass.

II1

Yonder a maid and her wight
Come whispering by :

War’s annals will cloud into night
Ere their story die.

WHEN I SET OUT FOR LYONNESSE

When 7 set out for Lyonnesse,

A hundred miles away,

The rime was on the spray,
And starlight lit my lonesomeness
When I set out for Lyonnesse

A hundred miles away.

What would bechance at Lyonnesse
While I should sojourn there
No prophet durst declare,
Nor did the wisest wizard guess
What would bechance at Lyonnesse

While I should sojourn there.
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When I came back from Lyonnesse

With magic in my eyes,

All marked with mute surprise
My radiance rare and fathomless,
When I came back from Lyonnesse

With magic in my eyes !

GREAT THINGS

Sweet cyder 1s a great thing,
A great thing to me,

Spinning down to Weymouth town
By Ridgway thirstily,

And maid and mistress summoning
Who tend the hostelry :

O cyder 1s a great thing,
A great thing to me !

The dance 1t 1s a great thing,
A great thing to me,

With candles lit and partners fit
For night-long revelry ;

And going home when day-dawning
Peeps pale upon the lea:

O dancing 1s a great thing,
A great thing to me!

Love 1s, yea, a great thing,
A great thing to me,
When, having drawn across the lawn
In darkness silently,
A figure flits like one a-wing
Out from the nearest tree:
O love is, yes, a great thing,
A great thing to me !

Will these be always great things,
Great things to me ?
Let it befall that One will call,

““ Soul, I have need of thee ”:
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If 1t be in the dusk when, like an eyelid’s soundless blink,
The dewfall-hawk comes crossing the shades to alight

Upon the wind-warped upland thorn, a gazer may think,
““To him this must have been a familiar sight.”

If I pass during some nocturnal blackness, mothy and warm,
When the hedgehog travels furtively over the lawn,
One may say, “ He strove that such innocent creatures
should come to no harm,
But he could do little for them ; and now he is gone.”

If, when hearing that I have been stilled at last, they stand
at the door,
Watching the full-starred heavens that winter sees,
Will this thought rise on those who will meet my face no
more,
‘“ He was one who had an eye for such mysteries ’ ¢

And will any say when my bell of quittance is heard in the
gloom,
And a crossing breeze cuts a pause in its out-rollings,
T1ill they rise again, as they were a new bell’s boom,
‘“ He hears it not now, but used to notice such things ”’ ?

FROM THE DYNASTS

SEMICHORUs I oF THE YEARs (aerial music)

Last as first the question rings
Of the Will’s long travailings ;
Why the All-mover,
Why the All-prover

Ever urges on and measures out the chordless chime of Things.1

SEMmichaorus 11

Heaving dumbly
As we deem,
Moulding numbly
As in dream,
Apprehending not how fare the sentient subjects of Its scheme.

! Hor., Epis., 1. 12.
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SEMIcHORUS / oF THE PiITIES

Nay ;—shall not Its blindness break ?
Y ea, must not Its beart awake,
Promptly tending
To Its mending
In a genial germing purpose, and for loving-kindness’ sake ?

SEMIcHORUS 17

Shall 1t never

Curb or cure
Aught whatever
Those endure

Whom Lt quickens, let them darkle to extinction swift and sure,

CHORUS

But—a stirring thrills the air
Like to sounds of joyance there
That the rages
Of the ages
Shall be cancelled, aml deliverance offered from the darts that

were,
Consciousness the Will informing, till It fashions all things

fair /

FJOHN ADDINGTION SYMONDS

—— e S

SONNETS

Never, oh never more shall I behold
A sunrise on the glacier :—stars of morn
Paling in primrose round the crystal horn;
Soft curves of crimson mellowing into gold

O’er sapphire chasm, and silvery snow-field cold,
Fire that o’er-floods the horizon ; beacons borne,
From wind-worn peak to storm-swept peak forlorn;
Clear hallelujahs through heaven’s arches rolled.
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Never, oh never more these feet shall feel
The firm elastic tissue of upland turf,
Or the crisp edge of the high rocks ; or cling
Where the embattled cliffs beneath them reel
Through cloud-wreaths eddying like the Atlantic surf,

Far, far above the wheeling eagle’s wing.

I1

A Crucrrix IN THE ETscu THAL

Blue mists lie curled along the sullen stream ;

Clouds furl the pine-clad highlands whence we came ;
Stage after stage, interminably tame,

Stretch the gaunt mountain-flanks without one gleam.
All things are frozen in a dull dead dream ;

It 1s a twilight land without a name ;

Each half-awakened hamlet seems the same

Home of grey want and misery supreme.

Heart-breaking 1s the world-old human strife

With niggard nature traced adown this vale

In records fugitive as human life.

Ah Christ ! the land 1s Thine! Those tortured eyes,
That thorn-crowned brow, those mute lips, thin and pale,
Appeal from man’s pain to the impiteous skies.

I1l1

To THE (GENIUS OF ETERNAL SLUMBER

Sleep, that art named eternal ! Is there then
No chance of waking in thy noiseless realm ?
Come there no fretful dreams to overwhelm
The feverish spirits of o’erlabouring men ?
Shall conscience sleep where thou art ; and shall pain
Lie folded with tired arms around her head ;
And memory be stretched upon a bed
Of ease, whence she shall never rise again ¢
O Sleep, that art eternal ! Say, shall love
Breathe like an infant slumbering at thy breast ?
Shall hope there cease to throb ; and shall the smart
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Of things impossible at length find rest ¢
Thou answerest not. 'The poppy-heads above
Thy calm brows sleep. How cold, how still thou art!

WILFRID SCAWEN BLUNT

ST VALENTINE’S DAY
To-day, all day, I rode upon the down,

With hounds and horsemen, a brave company.

On this side in its glory lay the sea,

On that side Sussex weald, a sea of brown.

The wind was light, and brightly the sun shone,
And still we galloped on from gorse to gorse :

And once, when checked, a thrush sang, and my horse
Pricked his quick ears as to a sound unknown.

I knew the Spring was come. I knew it even
Better than all by this, that through my chase
In bush and stone and hill and sea and heaven
I seemed to see and follow still your face.

Your face my quarry was. For 1t I rode,

My horse a thing of wings, myself a god.

THE OLD SQUI/RE

I like the hunting of the hare
Better than that of the fox ;

I like the joyous morning air,
And the crowing of the cocks.

I like the calm of the early fields,

The ducks asleep by the lake,
The quiet hour which Nature yields,

Before mankind 1s awake.

I like the pheasants and feeding things
Of the unsuspicious morn ;
I like the flap of the wood-pigeon’s wings

As she rises from the corn.
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I like the blackbird’s shriek, and his rush

From the turnips as I pass by,
And the partridge hiding her head in a bush,

For her young ones cannot fly.

I like these things, and 7 like to ride
When all the world 1s 1n bed,
To the top of the hill where the sky grows wide,

And where the sun grows red.

The beagles at my horse heels trot

In silence after me ;
There’s Ruby, Roger, Diamond, Dot,

Old Slut and Margery,—

A score of names well used, and dear,

The names my childhood knew ;
The horn, with which I rouse their cheer,
Is the horn my father blew.

I like the hunting of the hare
Better than that of the fox;
The new world still 1s all less fair
Than the old world 1t mocks.

I covet not a wider range
Than these dear manors give ;
I take my pleasure without change,

And as I lived I live.

I leave my neighbours to their thought ;
My choice it is, and pride,

On my own lands to find my sport,
In my own fields to ride.

The hare herself no better loves
The field where she was bred,

Than I the habit of these groves,
My own 1nherited.
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I know my quarries every one,
The meuse where she sits low ;

The road she chose to-day was run

A hundred years ago.

The lags, the gills, the forest ways,
The hedgerows one and all,
These are the kingdoms of my chase,

And bounded by my wall ;

Nor has the world a better thing,
Though one should search i1t round,

‘Than thus to live one’s own sole king,
Upon one’s own sole ground.

I like the hunting of the hare ;
It brings me, day by day,

The memory of old days as fair,
With dead men past away.

To these, as homeward still 1 ply,
And pass the churchyard gate
Where all are laid as I must lie,
I stop and raise my hat.

I like the hunting of the hare ;

New sports I hold in scorn.
I like to be as my fathers were,
" In the days ere I was born.

ON THE SHORTNESS OF TIME

If I could live without the thought of Death,
Forgetful of Time’s waste, the soul’s decay,

I would not ask for other joy than breath

With light and sound of birds and the sun’s ray.

I could sit on untroubled day by day

Watching the grass grow, and the wild flowers range
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From blue to yellow and from red to grey

In natural sequence as the seasons change.

I could afford to wait, but for the hurt

Of this dull tick of time which chides my ear.
But now I dare not sit with loins ungirt

And staff unlifted, for Death stands too near.
I must be up and doing—ay, each minute.
The grave gives time for rest when we are 1n it.

AUSTIN DOBSON

A GARDEN SONG

Here 1n this sequestered close
Bloom the hyacinth and rose,
Here beside the modest stock
Flaunts the flaring hollyhock ;
Here, without a pang, one sees
Ranks, conditions, and degrees.

All the seasons run their race
In this quiet resting-place ;
Peach and apricot and fig
Here will ripen and grow big ;
Here 1s store and overplus,—
More had not Alcinois !

Here, in alleys cool and green,
Far ahead the thrush is seen ;
Here along the southern wall
Keeps the bee his festival ;

All 1s quiet else—afar

Sounds of toil and turmoil are.

Here be shadows large and long ;

Here be spaces meet for song ;

Grant, O garden-god, that I,

Now that none profane is nigh,—
Now that mood and moment please,—

Find the fair Pierides !
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The ladies of St James’s !

You scarce can understand
The half of all their speeches,

Their phrases are so grand :
But Phyllida, my Phyllida !

Her shy and simple words

Are clear as after rain-drops

The music of the birds.

The ladies of St James’s !
They have their fits and freaks ;
They smile on you—for seconds ;
They frown on you—for weeks :
But Phyllida, my Phyllida !
Come either storm or shine,
From Shrove-tide unto Shrove-tide,
Is always true—and mine.

My Phyllida ! my Phyllida !
I care not though they heap
The hearts of all St James’s,
And give me all to keep ;
I care not whose the beauties

Of all the world may be,
For Phyllida—for Phyllida.
Is all the world to me!

ON A FAN THAT BELONGED TO THE
MARQUISE DE POMPADOUR

Chicken-skin, delicate, white,
Painted by Carlo Vanloo,
Loves 1n a riot of light,
Roses and vaporous blue ;
Hark to the dainty frou-frou !/
Picture above if you can,
Eyes that could melt as the dew,—
This was the Pompadour’s fan !
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See how they rise at the sight,
Thronging the (Eil de Beeuf through,
Courtiers as butterflies bright,
Beauties that Fragonard drew,

T alon-rouge, falbala, queue,
Cardinal, Duke,—to a man,

Eager to sigh or to sue,—
This was the Pompadour’s fan !

Ah ! but things more than polite
Hung on this toy, voyez vous /
Matters of state and of might,
Things that great ministers do ;
Things that, maybe, overthrew
Those in whose brains they began ;
Here was the sign and the cue,—
This was the Pompadour’s fan !

Exvoy

Where are the secrets it knew ?

Weavings of plot and of plan ?
—But where 1s the Pompadour, too ?
This was the Pompadour’s fan /

A FANCY FROM FONTENELLE

“De mémoires de Roses on n’a point vu mourir le ‘fardinier.”

The Rose in the garden slipp’d her bud,

And she laugh’d in the pride of her youthful blood,
As she thought of the Gardener standing by—

““ He 1s old,—so old ! And he soon must die! *’

The full Rose wax’d in the warm June air,

And she spread and spread till her heart lay bare ;
And she laugh’d once more as she heard his tread—
‘““ He 1s older now! He will soon be dead ! *’
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But the breeze of the morning blew, and found

That the leaves of the blown Rose strew’d the ground ;
And he came at noon, that Gardener old,

And he raked them gently under the mould.

And I wove the thing to a random rhyme,
For the Rose 1s Beauty, the Gardener, Time.

FOHN PAYNE

RONDEL
From Charles D’Orleans

The year has cast its wede away

Of rain, of tempest and of cold,

And put on broidery of gold
Of sunbeams bright and clear and gay.
There 1s no bird or beast to-day

But sings and shouts in field and fold,
““ The year has-cast 1its wede away

Of rain, of tempest and of cold.”

The silver fret-work of the May
Is over brook and spring enscrolled,
A blazon lovely to behold.
Each thing has put on new array :
The year has cast 1ts wede away
Of rain, of tempest and of cold.

ROCOCO

Straight and swift the swallows fly

To the sojourn of the sun;

‘All the golden year is done,

All the flower-time flitted by ;

Thro’ the boughs the witch-winds sigh;
But heart’s summer 1s begun ;

Life and love at last are one ;

. Love-lights glitter in the sky.
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Summer days were soon outrun
With the setting of the sun;
Love’s delight is never done.
Let the turn-coat roses die ;
We are lovers, Love and I ;

In Love’s lips my roses lie.

SAMUEL WADDINGTON
MORNING

Now o’er the topmost pine,
The distant pine-clad peak,
There dawns a golden streak

Of light, an orient line :—

Pheebus, the light 1s thine,
Thine 1s the glory,—seek
Each dale and dewy creek,

And 1n full splendour shine !

Thy steeds now chafe and fret
T'o scour the dusky plain :

~ Speed forth with flashing rein,

Speed o’er the land,—and yet,
Ah ! linger in this lane,

Kissing each violet.

BEATA BEATRIX

“Ella ba perduta la sua Beatrice :
E le parole ch’uom di ler pud dire
Hanno virtu di far piangere altrui.”
Vita Nuova.

And was it thine, the light whose radiance shed
Love’s halo round the gloom of Dante’s brow ?
Was thine the hand that touched his hand, and thou
The spirit to his inmost spirit wed ?
O gentle, O most pure, what shall be said
In praise of thee to whom Love’s minstrels bow ?
O heart that held his heart, for ever now
Thou with his glory shalt be garlanded.
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Lo, ’mid the twilight of the waning years,

Firenze claims once more our love, our tears :

But thou, triumphant on the throne of song,—
By Mary seated in the realm above,—

O give us of that gift than death more strong,

The loving spirit that won Dante’s love.

ARTHUR O’'SHAUGHNESSY

(]

ODE

We are the music makers,

And we are the dreamers of dreams,
Wandering by lone sea-breakers,

And sitting by desolate streams ;—
World-losers and world-forsakers,

On whom the pale moon gleams :
Yet we are the movers and shakers

Of the world for ever, i1t seems.

With wonderful deathless ditties
. We build up the world’s great cities,

And out of a fabulous story
We fashion an empire’s glory :

One man with a dream, at pleasure,
Shall go forth and conquer a crown ;

And three with a new song’s measure
Can trample a kingdom down.

We, in the ages lying
In the buried past of the earth,
Built Nineveh with our sighing,
And Babel 1tself in our mirth ;
And o’erthrew them with prophesying
To the old of the new world’s worth;
For each age 1s a dream that is dying,
Or one that is coming to birth.
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SONG OF PALMS

Mighty, luminous, and calm
Is the country of the palm,
Crowned with sunset and sunrise,
Under blue unbroken skies,
Waving from green zone to zone,
Over wonders of its own ;
Trackless, untraversed, unknown,
Changeless through the centuries.

Who can say what thing it bears ?
Blazing bird and blooming flower,

Dwelling there for years and years,
Hold the enchanted secret theirs :

Life and death and dream have made

Mysteries in many a shade,

Hollow haunt and hidden bower

Closed alike to sun and shower.

Who 1s ruler of each race

Living in each boundless place,
Growing, flowering, .and flying,
Glowing, revelling, and dying ?

Wave-like, palm by palm is stirred,

And the bird sings to the bird,
And the day sings one rich word,

And the great night comes replying.

Long red reaches of the cane,
Yellow winding water-lane,
Verdant isle and amber river,
Lisp and murmur back again,
And ripe under-worlds deliver
Rapturous souls of perfume, hurled
Up to where green oceans quiver
In the wide leaves’ restless world.

Like a giant led astray
Seemeth each eftulgent day,
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Wandering amazed and lonely
Up and down each forest way,
Lured by bird and charmed by. bloom,
Lulled to sleep by great perfume,
Knowing, marvelling and only
Bearing some rich dream away.

Many thousand years have been,
And the sun alone hath seen,
- Like a high and radiant ocean,

All the fair palm world in motion ;
But the crimson. bird hath fed
With its mate of equal red,

And the flower in soft explosmn

With the flower hath been wed.

And 1ts long luxuriant thought

Lofty palm to palm hath taught,
While a single vast liana

All one brotherhood hath wrought,
Crossing forest and savannah,

Binding fern and coco-tree,
Fig-tree, buttress-tree, banana,

Dwarf cane and tall mariti.

And no sun hath reached the rock

" Shaken by water shock,

Where with flame-like plumage flutter
Golden birds in glaring flock,

Bright against the darkness utter,
Lighting up the solitude,

Where dim cascades roar and mutter
Through the river’s foaming feud.

And beyond the trees are scant,
And a hidden lake 1s lying

Under wide-leaved water-plant,
Blossom with white blossom vying.
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She went up slowly to the gate,
And then, just as of yore,

She turn’d back at the last to wait
And say farewell once more.

THE FOUNTAIN OF TEARS

If you go over desert and mountain,

Far into the country of Sorrow,

To-day and to-night and to-morrow,

And maybe for months and for years ;
You shall come with a heart that 1s bursting
For trouble and toiling and thirsting,

You shall certainly come to the fountain

At length,—to the Fountain of Tears.

Very peaceful the place 1s, and solely
For piteous lamenting and sighing,
And those who come living or dying
Alike from their hopes and their fears ;
Full of cyprus-like shadows the place is
And statues that cover their faces :
But out of the gloom springs the holy
And beautiful Fountain of Tears.

And it flows and it flows with a motion
So gentle and lovely and listless,

And murmurs a tune so resistless
To him who has suffer’d and hears—
You shall surely—without a word spoken,

Kneel down there and know your heart broken,

And yield to the long-curb’d emotion
That day by the Fountain of Tears.

For 1t grows and 1t grows, as though leaping
Up higher the more one 1s thinking ;
And ever its tunes go on sinking

More poignantly into the ears:
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Yea, so blesséd and good seems that fountain,
Reach’d after dry desert and mountain,

You shall fall down at length in your weeping
And bathe your sad face in the tears.

Then, alas! while you lie there a season
And sob between living and dying,
And give up the land you were trying
To find mid your hopes and your fears ;
—O the world shall come up and pass o’er you,
Strong men shall not stay to care for you,
Nor wonder indeed for what reason
Your way should seem harder than theirs.

But perhaps, while you lie, never lifting
Your cheek from the wet leaves 1t presses,
Nor caring to raise your wet tresses
And look how the cold world appears—
O perhaps the mere silences round you—
All things 1n that place Grief hath found you—
Yea, e’en to the clouds o’er you drifting,
May soothe you somewhat through your tears:

You may feel, when a falling leaf brushes
Your face, as though some one had kiss’d you ;
Or think at least someone who miss’d you
Had sent you a thought,—if that cheers;
Or a bird’s little song, faint and broken,
May pass for a tender word spoken :
—Enough, while around you there rushes
That life-drowning torrent of tears.

And the tears shall low faster and faster,

Brim over and baffle resistance,

And roll down blear’d roads to each distance
Of past desolation and years ;

T1ill they cover the place of each sorrow,

And leave you no past and no morrow :
For what man 1s able to master

And stem the great Fountain of Tears ?
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But the floods and the tears meet and gather;
The sound of them all grows like thunder:
—O 1nto'what bosom, I wonder,
Is pour’d the whole sorrow of years ?
For Eternity only seems keeping
Account of the great human weeping :

May God, then, the Maker and Father—
May He find a place for the tears !

GERARD MANLEY HOPKINS

iti————— syt ——

THE STARLIGHT NIGHT

Look at the stars ! look, look up at the skies !

O look at all the fire-folk sitting in the air !

The bright boroughs, the quivering citadels there !
The dim woods quick with diamond wells ; the elf-eyes !
The grey lawns cold where quaking gold-dew lies !

Wind-beat white-beam ; airy abeles all on flare !

Flake-doves sent out at a farmyard scare !—

Ah well! it is a purchase and a prize.

Buy then! Bid then !-—What ?—Prayer, patience, alms,
VOWS.—
Look, look ! a May-mess, like on orchard boughs ;
Look! March-bloom, like on meal’d-with-yellow
sallows.—
These are indeed the barn : within-doors house
The shocks. This piece-bright paling hides the Spouse
Christ, and the mother of Christ and all His hallows.

ANDREW LANG
THE ODYSSEY

As one that for a weary space has lain

Lulled by the song of Circe and her wine
In gardens near the pale of Proserpine,

Where that Aean isle forgets the main,
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And only the low lutes of love complain,
And only shadows of wan lovers pine—
As such an one were glad to know the brine
Salt on his lips, and the large air again,—
So gladly, from the songs of modern speech
Men turn, and see the stars, and feel the free
Shrill wind beyond the close of heavy flowers,
And through the music of the languid hours
They hear like Ocean on the western beach
The surge and thunder of the Odyssey.

BALLADE OF HIS CHOICE OF A SEPULCHRE

Here I would come when weariest ;
Here the breast
Of the Windburg’s tufted over
Deep with bracken ; here his crest
Takes the west,
Where the wide-winged hawk doth hover.

Silent here are lark and plover ;
In the cover
Deep below the cushat best
Loves his mate and croons above her
O’er their nest,
Where the wide-winged hawk doth hover !

Bring me here life’s tired out guest,
To the blest
Bed that waits the weary rover,
Here should failure be confessed ;
Ends my quest
Where the wide-winged hawk doth hover !

Envoy
Friend, or stranger kind, or lover,

Ah, fulfil a last behest,
Let me rest
Where the wide-winged hawk doth hover !
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ALMA MATRES

(ST ANDREWs, 1862—OxFoRrRD, 186%)
St Andrews by the Northern Sea

A haunted town it 1s to me !
A little city, worn and gray,

The gray North Ocean girds it round,
And o’er the rocks, and up the bay,

The long sea-rollers surge and sound.
And still the thin and biting spray.

Drives down the melancholy street,
And still endure, and still decay,

Towers that the salt winds vainly beat.
Ghost-like and shadowy they stand
Clear mirror’d in the wet sea-sand.

O, ruin’d chapel, long ago
We loiter’d idly where the tall

Fresh-budded mountain-ashes blow
Within thy desecrated wall :

The tough roots broke the tomb below,
The April birds sang clamorous,

We did not dream, we could not know
How soon the Fates would sunder us !

O, broken minster, looking forth
Beyond the bay, above the town,
O, winter of the kindly North,
O, college of the scarlet gown,
And shining sands beside the sea,
And stretch of links beyond the sand,
Once more I watch you, and to me
It 1s as if I touch’d his hand !
And therefore art thou yet more dear,
O, little city, gray and sere,
‘Though shrunken from thine ancient pride,
And lonely by thy lonely sea,
Than these fair halls on Isis’ side,
Where Youth an hour came back to me.
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A land of waters green and clear,
Of willows and of poplars tall,
And 1n the spring-time of the year,
The white may breaking over all,
And Pleasure quick to come at call ;
And summer rides by marsh and wold,
And Autumn with her crimson pall
About the towers of Magdalen roll’d :
And strange enchantments from the past,
And memories of the friends of old,
And strong Tradition, binding fast
The flying terms with bands of gold,—
All these hath Oxford : all are dear,
But dearer far the little town,
The drifting surf, the wintry year,
The college of the scarlet gown :
St Andrews by the Northern Sea,
That 15 a haunted town to me !

EFEUGENE LEE-HAMILTON

SUNKEN GOLD

In dim green depths rot ingot-laden ships,
While gold doubloons that from the drowned hand fell
Lie nestled in the Ocean’s flower bell

With Love’s gemmed rings once kissed by now dead lips.
And round some wrought-gold cup the sea-grass whips
And hides lost pearls, near pearls still in their shell,
Where seaweed forests fill each ocean dell,

And seek dim sunlight with their countless tips.

So lie the wasted gifts, the long lost hopes,
Beneath the now hushed surface of myself,
In lovelier depths than where the diver gropes
They lie deep, deep ; but I at times behold
In doubtful glimpses, on some reefy shelf,
The gleam of irrecoverable gold.
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SEA-SHELL MURMURS

The hollow sea-shell that for years hath stood
On dusty shelves, when held against the ear
Proclaims its stormy parent ; and we hear

The faint far murmur of the breaking flood.

We hear the sea. Thesea? Itis the blood
In our own veins, impetuous and near,
And pulses keeping pace with hope and fear
And with our feelings’ every shifting mood.

Lo, in my heart I hear, as in a shell,
The murmur of a world beyond the grave,
Distinct, distinct, though faint and far it be.

Thou fool ; the echo 1s a cheat as well,—
The hum of earthly instincts ; and we crave
A world unreal as the shell-heard sea.

WINE OF OMAR KHAYYAM

He rode the flame-winged dragon-steed of Thought

Through Space and Darkness, seeking Heaven and Hell;
And searched the furthest stars where souls might dwell

To find God’s justice : and in vain he sought.

Then, looking on the dusk-eyed girl who brought

His dream-filled wine beside his garden-well,
He said : * Her kiss ; the wine-jug’s drowsy spell ;

Bulbul ; the roses; death; . . . all else 1s nought:

So drink till that.””—What, drink, because the abyss

Of Nothing waits ? because there is for man

But one swift hour of consciousness and light ?

No,—just because we have no life but this,

Turn it to use ; be noble while you can ;

Search, help, create ; then pass into the night.
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The music of the scythes that glide and leap,
The young men whistling as their great arms sweep,
And all the perfume and sweet sense of sleep,

The weary butterflies that droop their wings,
The dreamy nightingale that hardly sings,
And all the lassitude of happy things,

Is mingling with the warm and pulsing blood
That gushes through my veins a languid flood,
And feeds my spirit as the sap a bud.

Behind the mowers, on the amber air,
A dark-green beech-wood rises, still and fair,
A white path winding up 1t like a stair.

And see that girl, with pitcher on her head,
And clean white apron on her gown of red,—
Her even-song of love is but half-said :

She waits the youngest mower. Now he goes :
Her cheeks are redder than the wild blush-rose :
They climb up where the deepest shadows close.

But though they pass, and vanish, I am there,
I watch his rough hands meet beneath her hair,
Their broken speech sounds sweet to me like prayer.

Ah ! now the rosy children come to play,
And romp and struggle with the new-mown hay ;
Their clear high voices sound from far away.

They know so little why the world 1s sad,
They dig themselves warm graves and yet are glad ;
Their muftled screams and laughter make me mad !

I long to go and play among them there ;
Unseen, like wind, to take them by the hair,
And gently make their rosy cheeks more fair.
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The happy children ! full of frank surprise,

And sudden whims and innocent ecstasies ;

What godhead sparkles from their liquid eyes !

No wonder round those urns of mingled clays
That Tuscan potters fashion’d in old days,
And colour’d like the torrid earth ablaze,

We find the little gods and loves portray’d,
Through ancient forests wandering undismay’d,
And fluting hymns of pleasure unafraid.

They knew, as I do now, what keen delight,
A strong man feels to watch the tender flight
Of little children playing in his sight ;

What pure sweet pleasure, and what sacred love,
Comes drifting down upon us from above,
In watching how their limbs and features move.

I do not hunger for a well-stored mind,
I only wish to live my life and find
My heart in unison with all mankind.

My life is like the single dewy star
That trembles on the horizon’s primrose-bar,—
A microcosm where all things living are.

And if, among the noiseless grasses, Death
Should come behind and take away my breath,
I should not rise as one who sorroweth ;

For I should pass; but all the world would be
Full of desire and young delight and glee,
And why should men be sad through loss of me ?

The light is flying ; in the silver blue
'The young moon shines from her bright window through :
‘The mowers are all gone, and I go too.
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WILLIAM ERNEST HENLEY

R ————————————————

INVICTUS

Out of the night that covers me,
Black as the pit from pole to pole,
I thank whatever gods may be
For my unconquerable soul.

In the fell clutch of circumstance

I have not winced nor cried aloud ;
Under the bludgeonings of chance

My head 1s bloody, but unbow’d.

Beyond this place of wrath and tears
Looms but the Horror of the shade,

And yet the menace of the years
Finds and shall find me unafraid.

It matters not how strait the gate,

How charged with punishments the scroll,
I am the master of my fate:

I am the captain of my soul.

MARGARITZA SORORI

A late lark twitters from the quiet skies ;
And from the west, ‘
Where the sun, his day’s work ended,
Lingers as in content,

There falls on the old, gray city

An 1nfluence luminous and serene,

A shining peace.

The smoke ascends

In a rosy-and-golden haze. The spires
Shine, and are changed. In the valley
Shadows rise. 'The lark sings on. The sun,
Closing his benediction,
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Sinks, and the darkening air

Thrills with a sense of the triumphing night—
Night with her train of stars

And her great gift of sleep.

So be my passing !

My task accomplish’d and the long day done,
My wages taken, and in my heart

Some late lark singing,

Let me be gather’d to the quiet west,

The sundown splendid and serene,

Death.

ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON

e —

THE VAGABOND

(TO AN AIR OF SCHUBERT)

Give to me the life I love,
Let the lave go by me,
Give the jolly heaven above
And the byway nigh me.
Bed in the bush with stars to see,
Bread I dip in the river—
There’s the life for a man like me,
There’s the life for ever.

Let the blow fall soon or late,
Let what will be o’er me ;

Give the face of earth around
And the road before me.

Wealth I seek not, hope nor love,
Nor a friend to know me ;

All I seek, the heaven above
And the road below me.

Or let autumn fall on me
Where afield I linger,
Silencing the bird on tree,
Biting the blue finger.
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White as meal the frosty field—
Warm the fireside haven—

Not to autumn will I y1eld,
Not to winter even !

Let the blow fall soon or late,
Let what will be o’er me ;
Give the face of earth around
And the road before me.
Wealth I ask not, hope nor love,
Nor a friend to know me ;
All I ask, the heaven above
And the road below me.

THE ROADSIDE FIRE

I will make you brooches and toys for your delight
Of bird-song at morning and star-shine at night.

I will make a palace fit for you and me,

Of green days in forests and blue days at sea.

I will make my kitchen, and you shall keep your room,
Where white flows the river and bright blows the broom ;
And you shall wash your linen and keep your body white
In rainfall at morning and dewfall at night.

And this shall be for music when no one else 1s near,
The fine song for singing, the rare song to hear! -
That only I remember, that only you admire,

Of the broad road that stretches and the roadside fire.

BLOWS THE WIND TO-DAY

Blows the wind to-day, and the sun and the rain are flying,
Blows the wind on the moors to-day and now,
Where about the graves of the martyrs the whaups are
crying,
My heart remembers how !
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Grey recumbent tombs of the dead in desert places,
Standing stones on the vacant wine-red moor,
Hills of sheep, and the homes of the silent vanished races,

And winds austere and pure:

Be it granted to me to behold you again in dying,
Hills of home ! and to hear again the call ;

Hear about the graves of the martyrs the peewees crying,
And hear no more at all.

IN THE HIGHLANDS

In the highlands, in the country places,
Where the old plain men have rosy faces,
And the young fair maidens
Quiet eyes ;
Where essential silence chills and blesses,
And for ever in the hill-recesses
Her more lovely music
Broods and dies—

O to mount again where erst I haunted ;
Where the old red hills are bird-enchanted,
And the low green meadows
Bright with sward ;
And when even dies, the million-tinted,
And the night has come, and planets glinted,
Lo, the valley hollow
Lamp-bestarr’d !

O to dream, O to awake and wander
There, and with delight to take and render,
Through the trance of silence,
Quiet breath ! |
Lo ! for there, among the flowers and grasses,
Only the mightier movement sounds and passes ;
Only winds and rivers,

Life and death.
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REQUI/EM

Under the wide and starry sky

Dig the grave and let me lie:
Glad did I live and gladly die,

And I laid me down with a will.

This be the verse you grave for me:
Here be lies where be long’d to be ;
Home 15 the sailor, home from sea,

And the bunter home from the hill.

PHILIP BOURKE MARSTON

THE ROSE AND THE WIND

DawN

THE ROSE

When think you comes the Wind,

'The Wind that kisses me and is so kind ?
Lo, how the Lily sleeps ! her sleep is light ;
Would I were like the Lily, pale and white !
Will the Wind come ¢

THE BEECH
Perchance for thee too soon.

THE ROSE
If not, how could I live until the noon ?

What, think you, Beech-tree, makes the Wind delay i
Why comes he not at breaking of the day ?

THE BEECH

Hush, child, and, like the Lily, go to sleep.

THE ROSE
You know I cannot.
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THE ROSE

My buds are blind with leaves, they cannot see.
O Love, O Wind, wilt thou not pity me 2

EvENING

THE BEECH

O Wind ! a word with you before you pass :
What did you to the Rose, that on the grass
Broken she lies; and pale, who loved you so ?

THE WIND
Roses must live and love, and winds must blow.

ALICE MEVNELL

THE SHEPHERDESS

She walks—the lady of my delight—
A shepherdess of sheep.

Her flocks are thoughts. She keeps them white;
She guards them from the steep.

She feeds them on the fragrant height,
And folds them in for sleep.

She roams maternal hills and bright,
Dark valleys soft and deep.

Into that tender breast at night
The chastest stars may peep.

She walks—the lady of my delight—
A shepherdess of sheep.

She holds her little thoughts in sight,
Though gay they run and leap.

She 1s so circumspect and right ;
She has her soul to keep.

She walks—the lady of my delight—
A shepherdess of sheep.
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CHRIST IN THE UNIVERSE

With this ambiguous earth
His dealings have been told us.

These abide :
The signal to a maid, the human birth,

The lesson, and the young Man crucified.

But not a star of all
The innumerable host of stars has heard
How He administered this terrestrial ball.
Our race have kept their Lord’s entrusted Word.

Of His earth-visiting feet
None knows the secret—cherished, perilous ;

The terrible, shamefast, frightened, whispered, sweet,
Heart-shattering secret of His way with us.

No planet knows that this
Our wayside planet, carrying land and wave,
Love and life multiplied, and pain and bliss,
Bears, as chief treasure, one forsaken grave.

Nor, in our little day,
May His devices with the heavens be guessed ;
His pilgrimage to thread the Milky Way,

Or His bestowals there, be manifest.

But 1n the eternities
Doubtless we shall compare together, hear
A million alien Gospels, in what guise
He trod the Pleiades, the Lyre, the Bear.

O, be prepared, my soul,
'To read the inconceivable, to scan

The million forms of God those stars unroll
When, 1n our turn, we show to them a Man.
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ALICE MEYNELL

RENOUNCEMENT

I must not think of thee ; and, tired yet strong,

I shun the thought that lurks in all delight—
The thought of thee—and in the blue Heaven’s héight,

And in the sweetest passage of a song.

Oh, just beyond the fairest thoughts that throng

This breast, the thought of thee waits, hidden yet

bright ;

But 1t must never, never come in sight ;

I must stop short of thee the whole day long.

But when sleep comes to close each difficult day,

When night gives pause to the long watch I keep,
And all my bonds I needs must loose apart,

Must dofft my will as raiment laid away,—

With the first dream that comes with the first sleep
I run, I run, I am gathered to thy heart.

IN EARLY SPRING

O Spring, I know thee! Seek for sweet surprise

In the young children’s eyes.

But I have learnt the years, and know the yet
Leaf-folded violet.

Mine ear, awake to silence, can foretell
The cuckoo’s fitful bell.

I wander 1n a grey time that encloses
June and the wild hedge-roses.

A year’s procession of the flowers doth pass
My feet, along the grass.

And all you sweet birds silent yet, I know
The notes that stir you so,

Your songs yet half devised in the dim dear
Beginnings of the year.

In these young days you meditate your part ;
I have 1t all by heart.
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I know the secrets of the seeds of flowers
Hidden and warm with showers,
And how, 1n kindling Spring, the cuckoo shall
Alter his interval.
But not a flower or song I ponder i1s
My own, but memory’s.
I shall be silent in those days desired
Before a world inspired.
O dear brown birds, compose your old song-phrases,
Earth, thy familiar daisies.

The poet mused upon the dusky height,
Between two stars towards night,

His purpose in his heart. I watched, a space,
The meaning of his face:

There was the secret, fled from earth and skies,
Hid in his grey young eyes.

My heart and all the Summer wait his choice,
And wonder for his voice.

Who shall foretell his songs, and who aspire
But to divine his lyre ?

Sweet earth, we know thy dimmest mysteries,

But he 1s lord of his.

A LETTER FROM A GIRL TO HER OWN OLD AGE
Listen, and when thy hand this paper presses,

O time-worn woman, think of her who blesses
What thy thin fingers touch, with her caresses.

O mother, for the weight of years that break thee !
O daughter, for slow time must yet awake thee,
And from the changes of my heart must make thee.

O fainting traveller, morn 1s grey in heaven.
Dost thou remember how the clouds were driven ?
And are they calm about the fall of even ?

Pause near the ending of thy long migration,
For this one sudden hour of desolation

Appeals to one hour of thy meditation.
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Suffer, O silent one, that I remind thee
Of the great hills that stormed the sky behind thee,

Of the wild winds of power that have resigned thee.

Know that the mournful plain where thou must wander
Is but a grey and silent world, but ponder
‘The misty mountains of the morning yonder.

Listen :—the mountain winds with rain were fretting,
And sudden gleams the mountain-tops besetting.
I cannot let thee fade to death, forgetting.

What part of this wild heart of mine I know not
Will follow with thee where the great winds blow not,
And where the young flowers of the mountain grow not.

Yet let my letter with thy lost thoughts in it
Tell what the way was when thou didst begin it,
And win with thee the goal when thou shalt win it.

Oh, in some hour of thine my thoughts shall guide thee.
Suddenly, though time, darkness, silence hide thee,
This wind from thy lost country flits beside thee,—

Telling thee: all thy memories moved the maiden,
With thy regrets was morning over-shaden,
With sorrow thou hast left, her life was laden.

But whither shall my thoughts turn to pursue thee.
Life changes, and the years and days renew thee.
Oh, Nature brings my straying heart unto thee.

Her winds will join us, with their constant kisses
Upon the evening as the morning tresses,
Her summers breathe the same unchanging blisses.

And we, so altered in our shifting phases,
Track one another ’mid the many mazes

By the eternal child-breath of the daisies.
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I have not writ this letter of divining
To make a glory of thy silent pining,
A triumph of thy mute and strange declining.

Only one youth, and the bright life was shrouded.
Only one morning, and the day was clouded.
And one old age with all regrets is crowded.

Oh, hush; oh, hush! Thy tears my words are steeping.
Oh, hush, hush, hush! So full, the fount of weeping ?
Poor eyes, so quickly moved, so near to sleeping ?

Pardon the girl ; such strange desires beset her.
Poor woman, lay aside the mournful letter
That breaks thy heart; the one who wrote, forget her.

The one who now thy faded features guesses,
With filial fingers thy grey hair caresses,
With morning tears thy mournful twilight blesses.

AT NIGHT
To W. M.

Home, home from the horizon far and clear,
Hither the soft wings sweep ;

Flocks of the memories of the day draw near
The dovecote doors of sleep.

O which are they that come through sweetest light
Of all these homing birds ?

Which with the straightest and the swiftest flight ?
Your words to me, your words !

FRANCIS WILLIAM BOURDILLON

e /B

THE NIGHT HAS A THOUSAND EYES

The night has a thousand eyes,
And the day but one ;

Yet the light of the bright world dies
With the dying sun.
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The mind has a thousand eyes,
And the heart but one;

Yet the light of a whole life dies
When love 1s done.

EDWARD CRACROFT LEFROY

- THE FLUTE OF DAPHNIS

(AN EcHo rroM THEOCRITUS)

I am the flute of Daphnis. On this wall
He nail’d his tribute to the great god Pan,
What time he grew from boyhood, shapely, tall,
And felt the first deep ardours of a man.
Through adult veins more swift the song-tide ran,—
A vernal stream whose swollen torrents call
For instant ease in utterance. Then began
That course of triumph reverenced by all.

Him the gods loved, and more than other men
Blessed with the flower of beauty, and endow’d
His soul of music with the strength of ten.
Now on a festal day I see the crowd
Look fondly at my resting-place, and when
I think whose lips have press’d me, I am proud.

WILLIAM SHARP
(Fioma Macleod)

SHULE, SHULE, SHULE, AGRAH !1

His face was glad as dawn to me,
His breath was sweet as dusk to me,
His eyes were burning flames to me,

Shule, Shule, Shule, agrah !

11 do not give the correct spelling of the Gaelic. The line signifies
‘* Move, move, move to.me, my Heart’s Love.”—dAwuthor's Note.
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Give me music, give me rapture,
Youth that’s fled can none recapture ;
Not with thought

Wisdom’s bought.
Out on pride and scorn and sadness !

Give me laughter, give me gladness.

Sweetest Earth, I love and love thee,
Seas about thee, skies above thee,
Sun and storms,
Hues and forms
Of the clouds with floating shadows
On thy mountains and thy meadows.

Earth, there’s none that can enslave thee,
Not thy lords it 1s that have thee ;
Not for gold

Art thou sold,
But thy lovers at their pleasure

Take thy beauty and thy treasure.

While sweet fancies meet me singing,
While the April blood is springing

In my breast,

While a jest |
And my youth thou yet must leave me,
Fortune, ’tis not thou canst grieve me.

When at length the grasses cover
Me, the world’s unwearied lover,
If regret
Haunt me yet,
It shall be for joys untasted,
Nature lent and folly wasted.

Youth and jests and summer weather,
Goods that kings and clowns together
Waste or use
As they choose,
These, the best, we miss pursuing
Sullen shades that mock our wooing.
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Feigning Age will not delay it—

When the reckoning comes we’ll pay it.
Our own mirth
Has been worth

All the forfeit light or heavy

Wintry Time and Fortune levy.

Feigning grief will not escape it,

What though ne’er so well you ape 1t—
Age and care
All must share,

All alike must pay hereafter,

Some for sighs and some for laughter.

Know, ye sons of Melancholy,
To be young and wise 1s folly.
"I'1s the weak
Fear to wreak
On this clay of life their fancies,
Shaping battles, shaping dances.

While ye scorn our names unspoken,
Roses dead and garlands broken,

O ye wise,

We arise,
Out of failures, dreams, disasters,
We arise to be your masters.

MARCH THOUGHTS FROM ENGLAND

O that I were lying under the olives,

Lying alone among the anemones !

Shell-colour’d blossoms they bloom there and scarlet,
Far under stretches of silver woodland,

Flame in the delicate shade of the olives.

O that I were lying under the olives !
Grey grows the thyme on the shadowless headland,
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The long low headland, where white in the sunshine
The rocks run seaward. It seems suspended
Lone in an infinite gulf of azure.

There, were I lying under the olives,

Might I behold come following seaward,

Clear brown shapes 1n a world of sunshine,

A russet shepherd, his sheep too, russet.

Watch them wander the long grey headland

Out to the edge of the burning azure.

O that I were lying under the olives !

So should I see the far-off cities

Glittering low by the purple water,

Gleaming high on the purple mountain ;

See where the road goes winding southward.

It passes the valleys of almond blossom,

Curves round the crag o’er the steep-hanging orchards,
Where almond and peach are aflush ’mid the olives—
Hardly the amethyst sea shines through them—
Over it cypress on solemn cypress

Lead to the lonely pilgrimage places.

O that I were dreaming under the olives !
Hearing alone on the sun-steeped headland
A crystalline wave, almost inaudible,

Steal round the shore ; and thin, far off,
The shepherd’s music. So did 1t sound

In fields Sicilian : Theocritus heard 1t,
Moschus and Bion piped it at noontide.

O that I were listening under the olives !

So should I hear behind in the woodland

The peasants talking., Either a woman,

A wrinkled grandame, stands in the sunshine,
Stirs the brown soil in an acre of violets—
Large odorous violets—and answers slowly

A child’s swift babble ; or else at noon

The labourers come. They rest in the shadow,
Eating their dinner of herbs, and are merry.
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Now sleeps the Lord secure from human sorrow.
The sorrowing women sometimes fall asleep
Wrapped 1n their hair,
Which while they slumber yet warm tears will steep,
Because their hearts mourn in them ceaselessly.
Uprising, half aware,
They myrrh and spices and rich balms put by
For their own burials, gather hastily,
Dreaming it is that morrow
When they the precious body may prepare.
Now sleeps the Lord secure from human sorrow.

Now sleeps the Lord unhurt by Love’s betrayal.
Peter sleeps not,

He lies yet on his face and has not stirred

Since the iron entered in his soul red-hot.

The disciples trembling mourn their disillusion,
That He whose word

Could raise the dead, on whom God had conferred

Power, as they trusted, to redeem Israel,

Had been that bitter day put to confusion,
Crucified and interred.

Now sleeps the Lord unhurt by Love’s betrayal.

Now rests the Lord, crowned with ineffable peace.

Have they not peace to-night who feared Him, hated
And hounded to His doom,

The red thirst of their vengeance being sated:?
No, they still run about and bite the beard,
Confer, nor cease |
To tease the contemptuous Pilate, are affeared
Still of Him tortured, crushed, humiliated,
Cold 1n a blood-stained tomb.
Now rests the Lord, crowned with ineffable peace.

Now lies the Lord serene, august, apart,

That mortal life His mother gave Him ended.
No word save one

Of Mary more, but gently as a cloud
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On her perdurable silence has descended.
Hush! In her heart

Which first felt the faint life stir in her son,
Perchance 1s apprehended

Even now new mystery, grief less loud

Clamours, the Resurrection has begun.

Now lies the Lord serene, august, apart.,

THOMAS WILLIAM ROLLESTON

THE DEAD AT CLONMACNOIS

FROM THE IRISH OF ANGUS O’GILLAN

In a quiet water’d land, a land of roses,
Stands Saint Kieran’s city fair ;

And the warriors of Erin in their famous generations
Slumber there.

There beneath the dewy hillside sleep the noblest
Of the clan of Conn,

Each below his stone with name in branching Ogham
And the sacred knot thereon.

There they laid to rest the seven Kings of Tara,
There the sons of Cairbra sleep—

Battle-banners of the Gael that in Kieran’s plam of crosses
Now their final hosting keep.

And in Clonmacnois they laid the men of Teffra,
And right many a lord of Breagh ;

Deep the sod above Clan Creide and Clan Conaill,
Kind in hall and fierce in fray.

Many and many a son of Conn the Hundred-Fighter
In the red earth lies at rest;

Many a blue eye of Clan Colman the turf covers,
Many a swan-white breast.
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THE HARLOT’S HOUSE

We caught the tread of dancing feet,
We loitered down the moonlit street,

And stopped beneath the harlot’s house.

Inside, above the din and fray,
We heard the loud musicians play

The ¢ Treues Liebes Herz >’ of Strauss.

Like strange mechanical grotesques,
Making fantastic arabesques,
The shadows raced across the blind.

We watched the ghostly dancers spin
To sound of horn and violin,
Like black leaves wheeling in the wind.

Like wire-pulled automatons,
Slim silhouetted skeletons
Went sidling through the slow quadrille.

They took each other by the hand,
And danced a stately saraband ;
Their laughter echoed thin and shrill.

Sometimes a clockwork puppet pressed
A phantom lover to her breast,
Sometimes they seemed to try to sing.

Sometimes a horrible marionette
Came out, and smoked its cigarette

Upon the steps like a live thing.

Then, turning to my love, I said,
The dead are dancing with the dead,
The dust 1s whirling with the dust.

But she—she heard the violin,
She left my side and entered in :
Love passed into the house of lust.
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ALL HALLOWS’ EVE

BasiL MENZzIES Brian Percy
Brian. Tearfully sinks the pallid sun.
MENzies. Bring in the lamps: Autumn is done.

Percy. Nay, twilight silvers the flashing drops ;
And a whiter fall 1s behind.

Brian. And the wild east mouths the chimney-tops,
'The Pandean pipes of the wind.

MEenzies. The dripping ivy drapes the walls ;
The drenched red creepers flare ;

And the draggled chestnut plumage falls
In every park and square.

Percy. Nay, golden garlands strew the way
For the old triumph of decay.

BasiL. And I know, 1n a living land of spells—
In an excellent land of rest,

Where a crimson fount of sunset wells
Out of the darkling west—

That the poplar, the willow, the scented lime,
Full-leaved in the shining air,
Tarry as if the enchanter time

Had fixed them deathless there.

In arbours and noble palaces
A gallant people live,

With every manner of happiness
The amplest life can give.

Percy. Where ? where ? In Elfland ?

MEenzies. No; oh no!
In Elfland 1s no rest,
But rumour and stir and endless woe
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Of the unfulfilled behest—
The doleful yoke of the Elfin folk

Since first the sun went west.

The cates they eat and the wine they drink,
Savourless nothings are ;

The hopes they cherish, the thoughts they think
Are neither near nor far;

And well they know they cannot go
Even to a desert star:

One planet 1s all their poor estate,
Though a million systems roll ;

They are dogged and worried, early and late,
As the demons nag a soul,

By the moon and the sun, for they never can shun
Time’s tyrannous control.

‘The haughty delicate style they keep
Only the blind can see ;

On holynights in the forest deep,
When they make high revelry

Under the moon, the dancing tune
Is the wind in a cypress tree.

They burn the elfin midnight oil
Over their tedious lore ;

They spin the sand ; and still they toil
Though their inmost hearts are sore—

The doleful yoke of the restless folk
For ever and ever more.

But could you capture the elfin queen
Who once was Caesar’s prize,

Daunt and gyve her with glances keen
Of unimpassioned eyes,

And hear unstirred her magic word,
And scorn her tears and sighs,

Lean would she seem at once, and old ;
Her rosy mouth decayed ;
Her heavy tresses of living gold
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All withered in the braid ;

In your very sight the dew and the light
Of her eyes would parch and fade;

And she, the immortal phantom dame,
Would vanish from your ken ;

For the fate of the elves is nearly the same
As the terrible fate of men :

To love; torue: to be and pursue
A flickering wisp of the fen.

We must play the game with a careless smile,
Though there’s nothing in the hand ;

We must toll as if it were worth our while
Spinning our ropes of sand ;

And laugh and cry, and live and die

At the waft of an unseen wand.

But the elves, besides the endless woe
Of the unfulfilled behest,

Have only a phantom life, and so
They neither can die nor rest—

Have no real being at all, and know
That therefore they never can rest—

The doleful yoke of the deathless folk

Since first the sun went west.

Percy. Then where 1s the wonderful land of spells,
Where a crimson fount of sunset wells,

And the poplar, the willow, the scented lime

Tarry, full-leaved, till the winter-time,

Where endless happiness life can give,

And only heroic people live ?

BasiL. We know, we know, we spinners of sand !
In the heart of the world 1s that gracious land ;
And it never can fade while the sap returns,

While the sun gives light, and the red blood burns.
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And neither hope, nor fear, nor hate.
With placid breath on pain and death,

My certain alms, alone I wait.

And daily, nightly comes the call,
The pale, unechoing note,
The faint “ Aha!”” sent from the wall
Of heaven, but from no ruddy throat
Of human breed or seraph’s seed,
A phantom voice that cries by rote.

LONDON
Athwart the sky a lowly sigh

From west to east the sweet wind carried ;
The sun stood still on Primrose Hill ;

His light in all the city tarried :
The clouds on viewless columns bloomed
Like smouldering lilies unconsumed.

¢ Oh, sweetheart, see ! how shadowy,
Of some occult magician’s rearing,

Or swung 1n space of heaven’s grace
Dissolving, dimly reappearing,

Afloat upon ethereal tides

St Paul’s above the city rides !

A rumour broke through the thin smoke
Enwreathing abbey, tower, and palace,.

The parks, the squares, the thoroughfares,
The million-peopled lanes and alleys,

An ever-muttering prisoned storm,

The heart of London beating warm.

A BALLAD OF HEAVEN

He wrought at one great work for years;
The world passed by with lofty look :

Sometimes his eyes were dashed with tears ;
Sometimes his lips with laughter shook.
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His wife and child went clothed in rags,
And in a windy garret starved :

He trod his measures on the flags,
And high on heaven his music carved.

Wistful he grew but never feared ;
For always on the midnight skies

His rich orchestral score appeared
In stars and zones and galaxies.

He thought to copy down his score :
Thne moonlight was his lamp : he said,
¢ Listen, my love ; ”” but on the floor

His wife and child were lying dead.

Her hollow eyes were open wide ;

He deemed she heard with special zest :

Her death’s-head infant coldly eyed
The desert of her shrunken breast.

¢ Listen, my love: my work is done ;
I tremble as I touch the page

To sign the sentence of the sun
And crown the great eternal age.

“ The slow adagio begins ;
The winding-sheets are ravelled out
That swathe the minds of men, the sins
That wrap their rotting souls about.

““'The dead are heralded along ;

With silver trumps and golden drums,
And flutes and oboes, keen and strong,
My brave andante singing comes.

““ Then like a python’s sumptuous dress
The frame of things 1s cast away,

And out of Time’s obscure distress
The thundering scherzo crashes Day.
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“ For three great orchestras I hope
My mighty music shall be scored :
On three high hills they shall have scope

With heaven’s vault for a sounding-board.

““ Sleep well, love ; let your eyelids fall ;
Cover the child ; good-night, and if .

What ? Speak . . . the traitorous end of all |
Both . . . cold and hungry . . . cold and stiff!

‘“ But no, God means us well, I trust :
Dear ones, be happy, hope 1s nigh :
We are too young to fall to dust,
And too unsatisfied to die.”

He lifted up against his breast
The woman’s body stark and wan ;.
And to her withered bosom pressed

The little skin-clad skeleton.

““You see you are alive,” he cried.
He rocked them gently to and fro.

““ No, no, my love, you have not died ;
Nor you, my little fellow ; no.”

Long in his arms he strained his dead
And crooned an antique lullaby ;

Then laid them on the lowly bed,
And broke down with a doleful cry.

‘ The love, the hope, the blood, the brain,
Of her and me, the budding life,

And my great music—all in vain !

My unscored work, my child, my wife !

“ We drop into oblivion,
And nourish some suburban sod :
My work, this woman, this my son,
Are now no more : there is no God.
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He doubted ; but God said * Even so ;

Nothing 1s lost that’s wrought with tears:
‘The music that you made below
Is now the music of the spheres.”

A RUNNABLE STAG

When the pods went pop on the broom, green broom,
And apples began to be golden-skinn’d,
We harbour’d a stag in the Priory coomb,
And we feather’d his tail up-wind, up-wind,
We feather’d his tail up-wind—
A stag of warrant, a stag, a stag,
A runnable stag, a kingly crop,
Brow, bay and tray and three on top,
A stag, a runnable stag.

Then the huntsman’s horn rang yap, yap, yap,
And ¢ Forwards >’ we heard the harbourer shout ;
But ’twas only a brocket that broke a gap
In the beechen underwood, driven out,
From the underwood antler’d out
By warrant and might of the stag, the stag,
The runnable stag, whose lordly mind
Was bent on sleep, though beam’d and tined
He stood, a runnable stag.

So we tufted the covert till afternoon
With Tinkerman’s Pup and Bell-of-the-North ;
And hunters were sulky and hounds out of tune
Before we tufted the right stag forth,
Before we tufted him forth,
The stag of warrant, the wily stag,
The runnable stag with his kingly crop,
Brow, bay and tray and three on top,
The royal and runnable stag.

It was Bell-of-the-North and Tinkerman’s Pup
‘That stuck to the scent till the copse was drawn.
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““Tally ho! Tally ho!” and the hunt was up,
The tufters whipp’d, and the pack laid on,
The resolute pack laid on,

And the stag of warrant away at last,
The runnable stag, the same, the same,
His hoofs on fire, his horns like flame,
A stag, a runnable stag.

“ Let your gelding be : if you check or chide
He stumbles at once and you’re out of the hunt ;
For three hundred gentlemen, able to ride,
On hunters accustom’d to bear the brunt,
Accustom’d to bear the brunt,
Are after the runnable stag, the stag,
The runnable stag with his kingly crop,
Brow, bay and tray and three on top,
The right, the runnable stag.”

By perilous paths in coomb and dell,
The heather, the rocks, and the river-bed,
The pace grew hot, for the scent lay well,
And a runnable stag goes right ahead,
The quarry went right ahead—
Ahead, ahead, and fast and far;
His antler’d crest, his cloven hoof,
Brow, bay and tray and three aloof,
The stag, the runnable stag.

For a matter of twenty miles and more
By the densest hedge and the highest wall,
Through herds of bullocks he baffled the lore
Of harbourer, huntsman, hounds and all,
Of harbourer, hounds and all—
The stag of warrant, the wily stag,
For twenty miles, and five and five,
He ran, and never was caught alive,
This stag, this runnable stag.

When he turn’d at bay in the leafy gloom,
In the emerald gloom where the brooks ran deep,

83



84 FJOHN DAVIDSON

He heard in the distance the rollers boom,
And he saw 1n a vision of peaceful sleep,
In a wonderful vision of sleep,

A stag of warrant, a stag, a stag,
A runnable stag in a jewell’d bed,
Under the sheltering ocean dead,
A stag, a runnable stag.

So a fateful hope lit up his eye,
And he open’d his nostrils wide again,
And he toss’d his branching antlers high
As he headed the hunt down the Charlock glen,
As he raced down the echoing glen—
For five miles more, the stag, the stag,
For twenty miles, and five and five,
Not to be caught now, dead or alive,
The stag, the runnable stag.

Three hundred gentlemen, able to ride,
Three hundred horses as gallant and free,
Beheld him escape on the evening tide,
Far out till he sank 1n the Severn Sea,
T1ll he sank in the depths of the sea—
The stag, the buoyant stag, the stag
That slept at last in a jewell’d bed
Under the sheltering ocean spread,
The stag, the runnable stag.

AGNES MARY FRANCES DUCLAUX

(RoBINSON-DARMESTETER)

ETRUSCAN TOMBS

I

To think the face we love shall ever die,

And be the indifferent earth, and know us not !
To think that one of us shall live to cry

On one long buried in a distant spot !
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With sleeping lids and rosy lips he lay,

Among the wreaths and gems that mark the king,
One moment ; then a little dust and clay

Fell shrivelled over wreath and urn and ring.

A carven slab recalls his name and deeds,
Writ 1n a language no man living reads.

1V

Here lies the tablet graven in the past,
Clear-charactered and firm and fresh of line.

See, not a word 1s gone ; and yet how fast
The secret no man living may divine !

What did he choose for witness in the grave ?
A record of his glory on the earth ?

The wail of friends ! ‘The paans of the brave ?
The sacred promise of the second birth ?

The tombs of ancient Greeks in Sicily
Are sown with slender discs of graven gold
Filled with the praise of death : thrice happy he
Who sleeps the milk-soft sleep of dreams untold.

They sleep their patient sleep 1n altered lands,
T