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And the waves evermore will be lapt amid light,
And the flowers amid light in their languor will
sway.

She.

| will cleave to thee fast, | will stand at thy side,
| will lie in thine arms like a bird in its nest.

He.

O lean but thy brow on my shoulder, my bride,
There is none that will heed how-so-near it is
pressed;

As they wheel in the noise and the light of the
room,

The rest they are dead, they are blind to our bliss.
Here as we sweep in the canopy’s gloom,

Lift up thy lips for a kiss.

Onward, and onward, my dove, let us speed,

For loud is the clang of the trumpets clear,

And wildering the note of the flute and the reed.

She.

O love, | can nought of their jubilee hear,
But only the ring of thy voice in my mind.

He.
O sweet, how the breath of the gardens anear

Comes borne through the lattice on wings of the
wind!
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She.

O darling, | know not of aught save the glow

Of thine eyes looking down into mine, and the
taste

Of thy lips on my lip, and thy murmurings low,

And the warmth of thine arm lying close on my
waist.

He.

O soul of my soul, shall our lives not be blest,

When | hold thee and fold thee so fast to my heart,
That thou’lt lie like the shell on the rock in thy rest,
And angel nor devil shall rend us apart?

And we’ll fly to the lands of the palm and the pine,
Where the eyes of the peoples are wild in their
love,

And the clusters are purple and black on the vine,
And the heavens are lurid in splendours above;

And we’ll sit in the cool of the branches by day,
And we’ll hide in the leaves from the wrath of the
noon,

And at night in a bark on the tides of the bay,
Wander with melodies under the moon,

While the months to eternity laughingly roll,

And the fervour and fire of the heart is increased,
And the love ever springs in the deeps of the soul

... ‘Sdeath, why has the music ceased?
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LOVE’'S COWARDICE.

Not courage to stop in the street and give

A kindly glance or a kindly word?

And | that through love of you hope, breathe, live,
Have passed like a stranger, unheeded, unheard.
What do you fear, then? — Friend and foe

Gliding about in the shifting crowd,

What if they knew (as | fain would know) —
What if they whispered it, talked it aloud —

That love had made brave the heart in your breast,
That love had made stronger a soul not weak,
And meeting the man you loved, you prest

His hand, spoke to him, and heard him speak?

... To pass and feel the rippling air,

Moved by us, kissing the lips, the eyes,

And soul thrill soul, so light, so rare,

And a gush of sweet joy in the heart uprise!

And then the sorrow, the pang, the shame;

The flush of pride that leaps to the face;

The low-tongued murmurs of mutual blame;

The doubts that torture us, render us base;

The long, long yearning unsatisfied,;

The quenching of hopes that had flamed anew —
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And to you the remorse for a grace denied,
And to me, ah God! — the distrust of you!

s it kind, is it just, to leave a sting

In a heart that throbs for you? ... Ah well, well,
What strength can the glance of a moment bring
To nourish a life in its toil? What spell

Can the flash of a ribbon, lilac or brown,

The gleam of the hair of rippling gold,

The rustle or touch of a silken gown,

The waft of a mantle’s velvet fold,

Breathe o’er a soul that is sick to speak

The thought that it lives with, sick to see

The love-light dawn once more on your cheek,
And to work as of old, with a love set free?

You do your love a grievous wrong

Thus to belie it through shame or fear,

Who have smiled ere this in the midmost throng,
Looked in my eyes, and drawn anear,

And told the truth with your whole free heart

In love’s clear language, felt no pain

Nor trembled, nor shrank. Why stand apart
Now, and fling down betwixt us twain

A barrier not to be overpassed

Till many a tear of sorrow be shed.

Till the old love out of our lives is cast

And a new love springs from a love that’s dead?
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What need to dread that any should learn

The priceless truth you hide in your soul? —

You have won what the best have striven to earn,
And which to lose is life’s worst dole.

We have cried to Heav’n with uplifted palms,
That our love might grow more true, more deep;
Told it all out in its storms and calms;

Pray’d for long dreams of it blessing our sleep:
And | ask, what cause for an hour’s distress

In a world by kindred footsteps trod

If sister or brother should hear or guess

The sweetest thing we have sigh’d to God?

IN THE TEMPEST.

Stand by my side,
Cleave to me fast

(My love, my bride,
Who art mine at last) —
Cover thine eyes

Close in my breast,

Till the thunder dies,

Till the wind’s at rest.



89

| have fought, | have won,
| have trod on the world;
My task is done,

My banner is furled.

Hath Christ not spoken,
Hath God not willed? —
Our bonds are broken,
Our dream’s fulfilled!

THE CONFESSOR.

(NINETEENTH CENTURY.)

‘For he had power of confession,
As said himselfe, more than a curat,
For of his ordre he was licenciat.’
Chaucer.

Tina [at a window]. | cannot sing — | can but sigh,
and sigh.
What stays him? | must needs look out once more

Not yet, nor yet ... there is a soldier now
Moving this way — pah, that Giovanni! oh,
Giovanni’s taller by two inches: he

Walks not so drake-like, | do rather think.
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Now doth that fellow stop, and bend his neck

To kiss the little maiden yonder — ha,

That my Giovanni! fie upon you, Tina!

Belike the fat priest coming up this way

Is your Giovanni! ... nay, but who is he?

Fra Stefano? — too plump: ‘tis — Padre — Padre —
Nicolo ... Cristo, how | hate his eye,

When he leers up into one’s face, old pig,

At the Confessional — ugh, see, now, see

His twisted mouth and horrible turned brows

As he goes by yon lady ... O, | hate him,

| hate him ... Holy Mother, pardon me,

Here comes he ... now I'll hide me from him — So.
Nicolo [putting in his head]. Good even, Tina. O, |
see you there!

Showing your pretty rose cheeks to the crowd?
What? — and when Padre Nicolo comes by,

Steal in behind the window? eh?

Tina. NoO —no —
No, Padre Nicolo; | but looked out

To see if one | knew came up the street;

And when none came | knew, | then drew back
Thus.

Nicolo. O ay, ay — if one | knew — ay,

Whose lips | know the taste of — eh? — whose
arms

Know what the measure of my waist is — whose ...
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Ho, ho, you’re weeping, pretty mistress Tina!
Now | know all ... there, weep not, little chick:
Fast — dry your eyes: these lovers like not much
To kiss wet cheeks, you know — poor little pet!
Tina. | hate you, Padre Nicolo, | hate you.

Nicolo. Is this the story? Padre Nicolo

Must needs go in and chide you now for this.
Tina. O, | will run and hide me from him ...
Nicolo [coming in at the door.] Ha!

Tina. O Padre, | have sinned; forgive my sin.

I’m but a headlong child. I'll tell you all:

‘Tis no ill tale.

Nicolo. ‘Tis very ill in you

So to have spoken: Tina, can you hope

The holy Church’s blessing, being thus
Rebellious, Tina — so rebellious? ... Here,

Sit by my side, and tell your evil thought ...
Tellit ... sit here ... nay, wherefore do you shrink?
Do you not trust me?

Tina. O | do indeed:
Yea, yea, good Padre Nicolo,
Nicolo. ‘Good Padre’ —

Well, she is not the worst of maidens, Tina.
Tina. O prythee loose me, take your arms away.
Nicolo. Why do you cry out so? What a wild bird
You've grown.

Tina. O, I'will cry aloud; indeed,
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Indeed I shall cry out.

Nicolo. You little fool,

What mean you now by this.

Tina. O help, help.

Nicolo. Peace:

Did you not say that you would now confess
Your whole sin, Tina?

Tina. Yea, | will, [ will ...
But ... take your hands away, | pray you.
Nicolo. There:

See with what willing ears | listen to you.
Now, tell me, Tina, do you love?

Tina. | know not.
Nicolo. You know not what is love?
Tina. | do, good Padre.

Nicolo. Hide not your face; you cannot hide your
heart;

What need to curtain up the cheek, then? — Well,
What is this love?

Tina. O Padre, | know not.

| cannot find me words to tell you that.

It makes life happy like an endless dream;

It lifts me up into the blue, blue heaven ...

Like the winged angels in the pictures, Padre,
That hang within the churches.

Nicolo. Ha, ha, hal
Who do you wait for?
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Tina. Padre, | would sit
Yonder, if so you willed it?

Nicolo. Now, nay, nay:
Who do you wait for?

Tina. Padre, | amill.
Nicolo. Who do you wait for?

Tina. Oh! Giovanni Salvi.

Nicolo. How long, my little Tina, have you known
him?
Tina. Padre, three months.

Nicolo. He comes to see you,
too,

Ofttimes? — to sit with you?

Tina. Yea, Padre.

Nicolo. Ah?
And tells you that he loves you?

Tina. Yea, he doth.
Nicolo. How doth he tell it?

Tina. O | know not, Padre.
Nicolo. You know not! Doth he lay his arms,
perhaps,

About you ... thus ... or thus ... or kiss your lips ...
Press cheek to cheek ... hold you beside his heart
Or...
Tina. No, no — loose me, Padre, loose me ...
Giovanni [suddenly entering].

How!
What means this? Villain, lay your vile hands off.



What? Padre Nicolo? How came you here?

What are you doing? ... Speak, or by my soul

I'll run you through the body, and think no sin of't.
Nicolo. Eh, eh? What’s all this fume for?

Giovanni. Do you scoff?

You are of all base men the vilest ... You,

You are more black than any devil in hell.

I’'ve marked you long, you Padre Nicolo:

There’s ne’er an honest thought in all your brain ...
Ay, leer ... you cannot hide yourself from me

By any look like that ... and, by my head,

If you do leer at me, you damned priest,

I'll shake your life out —

Tina. Love, love, touch him not:
He hath not done me any hurt.

Giovanni. Speak then,
What hath he done to you?

Nicolo. Yea, even so:

You should have asked ere this, friend.

Tina. O Giovanni,

A little while since, as | waited for you,

| loosed the window and looked down the street:
Seeing you not, | drew back: then came by

The Padre: then he stopt, and leaned his face

In through the window, lightly jesting: |

Grew vexed and spoke ill words; and so he came
To talk with me — to chide me for my sin;
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And moved me to confession. | liked not

To tell all he would know of me and you —

Could not tell all: so he to various means
Resorted, saying, ‘doth he speak like this?’

Or ... ‘doth he lay his arms about you thus’ —
And ... |, fool, grew affrighted and cried out.
Nicolo. And now you have repented of your haste,
Young Boanerges.

Giovanni. Priest, | trust you not:

That | have spoken words too high, too fierce,
And with the occasion out of time, full freely

| do confess; and, pray you, pardon that;

And, pray you, go now hence. | trust in Heaven
That your good deeds hereafter, and my heart
Subdued to reverence, may move me yet

To true repentance, sorrowful remorse.

Nicolo. Youth, itis ill to cross the Church’s servants
In their most holy work. Be slow to judge ...

You'll float the smoother for it. Here’s my hand.
Good even, little Tina. [Goes.
Tina. Poor Padre Nicolo! perchance indeed

We do unfairly judge him.

Giovanni. Tina, Tina,

Be not too swift to trust: the whole earth’s thick
With snares for feet unwary. Nicolo
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Is a false man: | read it in his eye, —

A hard, small eye, that cowers even in frowning;
Dreadeth to meet the glance of honest eyes,

Yet braves it; and doth ever rest on you

When otherwhere you gaze, most eagerly
Questioning how much of the man is known.

‘Tis the true priest’s-eye, worthy of their Church ...
Now, may the Good Christ rid us of all priests!

A DIFFICULTY.

As in Heaven no hate can be,

Or scorn that worketh dole,

And my hate of thee and my scorn of thee
Never can leave my soul,

It followeth sure that one of us twain
Into the flame must go;

And since thy conscience hath no stain
And all thy face doth glow

With a greasy gleaming righteousness
And an archangelic dye,

If either be damned, thou wilt confess,
Belike it must be I:
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So there cometh a question of interest, —
Where were it good to dwell?

Which would the rest consider the best,
Thy Heaven or my Hell?

IN THE PASS.

Ay, night is coming down once more
With ruin round my path;

The swollen torrents rave and roar,
The lake’s a foaming bath;

They turn me from the hostel-porch,
And not a home is nigh,

And wolves within the pinewood lurch,
And eagles swoop on high;

Dear friends that with me gaily roved
Have perished, and this morn

The best, the trusted, the beloved,
Slipt from my side in scorn;

There’s danger in the wild, | know,
And night is thickening fast;

More black the inky vapours grow
Outswept before the blast;



98

The rain spirts down as here | pause,
And hist, the thunder’s crash!

Ho, out of yonder cloud’s grim jaws
There leapeth flash on flash!

And echoes round the mountain’s crest
Roll forth a wild alarm:

But I'll wrap my cloak about my breast,
And walk into the storm.

IN MEDITATION.

This is the picture? Then, | take

The free-gift from the free.

‘Like?” — O most like: ‘but flattering?’ — no,
Too true for flattery.

That hair is just such doubtful gold,
Those eyes the same blue-grey,

As that which round your forehead falls,
As yours that shift and play;

That upper lip’s faint, prideful curve;
That full lip’s fire and fear;

That tightened nostril’s lurking scorn —
(How pitiless! how drear!) —

That fair smooth circle of the head;
That white, unwrinkled brow —
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(Just where the woven tresses part,

A shade, perhaps, too low) —

That languid eyelash; that pale cheek,

A trifle straight and thin,

Strong in its coldness, strangely weak
There sloping towards the chin;

Those eyelids lightly lined with thought
But seldom worn with tears;

And those inexorable curls

Behind the jewelled ears —

They live — it breathes — your soul is here,
Ay, madam, clear and plain;

And gaining from your slender hand

This image bright, | gain

Indeed your heart’s true love? ... clink! clash!
Ah! there amid my weal

| have cast it from me — thus, thus, thus
To grind it with my heel.

A VALEDICTION.

Then go — forsake me if thou wilt,
| ask thee not to stay;

| would not vex thee with my love,
Or thwart thee one brief day.



| have sinned; there’s many a poison-thought
That works within my breast;

With such high dreams as good men praise
My life hath not been blest;

| have lived long years of doubt and hate,
And scorn of ways divine,

But Heaven! — my heart is pure as dew
Beside that heart of thine.

GAIN.

Ay, sooth thy sin hath saved me years
Of bitterest blight and shame,

Thy stained honour left indeed

With me a stainless name.

What is the triumph, what the bliss,
And what the gain to me? —

| who had held it honour’s crown
Just to have died for thee!
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FOLLOW NOT— FOLLOW!

Follow me not, thou blue-eyed child,
For only a will-o’-the-wisp am I;
Go back, go back; the night is wild;
Hide that sweet face from the stormful sky.
| would lead thee far, | would lead thee far
From the tracts where those who cherish thee are.
Thou hast lived a life of simple days,
Thou hast moved in populous easeful ways,
Never hast loved the billows’ clash,
Nor sought in the rocks the thunder-crash.
Poor little lamb of the world’s true fold,
Planting thy foot in the footprints old,
Orthodox creeds were fair for thee,
And a life that is neither strange nor free —
Afternoon rides in park and in street;
Dances at night with careful feet;
A lord with gold in bank and in purse;
Babes that a hireling arm may nurse;
Calls at houses of rich and great ...

And prayers in the Church of the State!

Follow me, follow me, follow me free —
Ay, for, little one, so it were best;
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I'll lead thee a chase in mirth and glee
Far over moor and mountain-crest;
Thou shalt push through fern and scramble through
brake,
Hurry by shore of fen and of lake,
Flounder in marsh and oozy loam,
Dip thy feet in the rivulet’s foam;
The brier will tear thy mantle’s bands,
And the bramble scratch thy lily-like hands;
The rain will beat on thy temples bare,
The wind will tumble thy braided hair,
Over thy brow will the lightnings whirl,
And the torrents about thee sweep and swirl,
And the eagle flap his wing at thine ear,
And up in thy face the storm-sprite leer,
Till we’ve come at the last to the ocean’s brim,
And thy strength is gone and thine eyes are dim,;
Then I'll waft thee away in a magic bark
To God, through the wind and the dark.

THREE SINNERS.

So soon as the breath of his godlike love

Had fanned her life into flower,

And her eyes in their lustrous depths ‘gan rove
With a magical winsome power;
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When his grand love-gaze and his lips’ low praise,
In her memory lingering, breathed

The sweet rose-hue ever new to her face

And her mouth in a love-smile wreathed,

And the dreams flowing out of his mind’s full
springs

Filled her with ravishing bliss,

And her step was soft as the waving of wings

At the thought of his earnest kiss,

She turned and flashed the borrowed light

Of her glories manifold

In the face of a Prince, and, blinding his sight,
Snared him — him and his gold.

For the sin of each | would name a word: —
For one, love’s lethargy;

For one, love’s madness; for the third —
Simple adultery.

A DEMONSTRATION.

Fair lady in the satin suit,

Step here with me, | pray,

For | would speak a word with you
This goodly gala-day.



You have married your husband for his gold,
You have loved him never a whit;

For the coin he gives and the food he brings
You at his table sit.

See you yonder thing that moves
Stealthily through the street,

With bloodshot eye and tangled hair,
And tottering languid feet? ...

Why do you start, my lady fair?
Where is the need to shrink?

She has given her body night by night
To gain but meat and drink:

She is a harlot ... nay, but hear:

The name is just and true ...

She is a harlot — well, what then? —
You are a harlot too.

AJILT.

Once in lovesome mood he said,

‘Ah love, thy face is fair,

Pure thine eyes, and sweet thy mien,
And bright thy golden hair.’
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In @ month or twain away she slipt
Into the throngs of men:

‘A loftier lover I'll bring,” thought she,
‘When | come back again:

‘My face is fair, and bright my hair,
And sweet and pure mine eyes;
Haply, then, in a world of men
They’ll gain me a goodly prize.’

To and fro in the world she went —
She followed the clink of gold —
Lavishing smiles and weaving wiles,
And showering glances bold.

One drew nigh and kissed her mouth,
And half a playful hour

Sucked love-honey, and flitted away,
To sip from a fuller flower.

And one came buzzing down, of bees
And wasps and flies a lord,

Lit for a moment at her side,

And boomed across the sward.

Then moths with wings of gold and blue,
Brushing her light dust off,

Went whirling round in circlets gay,

And made of her life a scoff.
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She is drooping, drooping hour by hour,
And the fresh young life is fled:

None will come to woo her now,

For none will care to wed,;

And if back she fly to the one true friend
And lover of olden days,

Grovel before his feet in the dust,

And curse her faithless ways,

What will be laid on him to do,

Finding her his once more?

Shall he make her a wife, a mother of souls —
Or spurn her from his door?

AT THE DESK.
(A DEDICATION.)

Since all the woe, and all the wrong
These passionate lays enshrine,

In one long bitter tide have rolled
From that one crime of thine,

| fling to thee what praise they’ll earn,
What curse, what blame they’ll win,
And dedicate my life’s whole fruit

To the memory of thy sin.



TRAPT.

But what were you dreaming of, poor little bird,
When | trapt you and caged you all at a breath?
You lay so still not a down was stirred.
Was it fear of love, or terror of death?

| had baited my trap for none like you,
Nay, but for men and the praise of men,
And lay hard by in the grass and dew,

A panther crouched in a lonely den,

When down you came in a sudden flight,

You coy bright thing with the mischievous eye;
Poised your head to left and to right,

And peeped and cheeped and strutted nigh.

| knew your tribe and its tricks and ways,

For you come to us flaunting bright blue wings,
And curving sheeny necks for praise,

You beautiful, paltry, traitorous things,

And hover about us, and snare our loves,

And draw us away in a wild pursuit,

Through thicket and thorn and tangled groves,
The lair of the lizard, the slime of the newt;

107



And we hold you never nor win your hearts;
For ye have no love for a lover’s delight,
But vain dead souls full of loveless arts,

And claws that scratch like a cat’s for spite.

So | watched you half in disdain, and smiled,
Nor cared to have you nor cared to lose —
Let her rest or go; the eyes are mild,

But it is not a bird for a man to choose.

And there you stay’d, and peer’d and spied,
And drew anear and anear, and stopt,

Like a weak starved thing in the winter-tide
Seeking its food, and lightly hopt

Right to the snares in your sight outspread,
And sprang, and stood inside at last:

Then a sudden resolve shot into my head —
| drew my strings and | made you fast.

For now that | hold you mine in sooth,
My cageling caught by my noblest lures,
You shall be my slave in deed and truth;

You shall serve my will while the freak endures;

You shall come as I call; you shall perch and stand

On my finger’s tip, and peck your grain
One by one from your master’s hand,;
Your claws I'll clip that they give no pain;
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You shall pipe the set tune | whistle for you;
You shall give no sound till | bid you sing;

And flaunt never more, for I'll cut clean through
The bright blue feathers that fringe your wing.

ACITY IDYL.

You remember, when dinner was over at last,
And we — you and | and maidens two —
Upstairs in staid procession past,

| stopt at a landing, and asked of you,

‘These are your flowers?’ and you bowed in bliss
With a ‘yes’ that showed me no pretence —
(Ah the days that were, that were ... but this
Sigh is of little consequence);

And as we stood in the window close,
Suddenly lifting eyes, | saw

Houses, chimneys, roofs, and rows

Ragged and jagged like teeth in a jaw;
Attic-lattices leering wide

Up in the face of a drizzling sky;
Weathercocks leaning all to one side;

Jumble and tumble below and on high;
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A pear-tree tricked in watery white;

A chestnut flaunting in grimy green;

Smoke flying out to left and to right;

Stable and coach-house grand and mean;

A maid behind a casement dim,

Dressing a lady’s hair, beneath;

And up in a chamber above at his whim,

A whiskered dandy dressing his teeth;

And a kite flying over a garden wall;

And the spikes of a paling, newly tarred;
Lads at a gable playing at ball;

Cocks and hens hopping up in a yard;

And a row of sparrows along the leads,
Jabbering, out in the mist and rain,

Pecking their bosoms and nodding their heads,
In violent wrath at the dearth of grain;

A spout hung out with a watery mouth;

A gargoyle’s head with a drivelling nose;

An arrow-head pointing west-by-south;

A waterman walking in waterproof clothes:
A vista through a terrace’s chink

Of a square somewhere with budding trees;
And a thousand fiery dragons of zinc

On chimneys wheeling about in the breeze?
And a tank of water over-full

Up on the roof of a ‘back return,’

Slushy and frothy with feathers and wool,
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And thick like buttermilk splashed in a churn,
And a sweeping-brush stuck out of it — which
Would have enhanced my simile much

If only a lass had been there to twitch

And pitch and dash its head in the slush;
And a parapet-wall with weeds and moss,
And stones that of old were grey, but then
Were black as Mephistopheles was

In the blissful days he visited men

Not in the shape of sin as now,

But a merry devil with tail and hoofs

And a horn at either side of his brow:

Then a mountain-land of stately roofs;

A lamplighter’s hat running up a lamp,

Dimly manifest through the fog;

And, whining out in the cold and damp,

Blind Bartimeus and his dog;

And a flag-staff flying a Union Jack
Triumphant over a patch of grass,

Than the slates perhaps a little less black,
However the difference came to pass;

And a fire-escape in a dark recess —

An infinite ghost in waterproof coat;

And a factory-chimney in factory-dress,

With a lightning-conductor stuck in its throat;
And a telegraph-wire high up in air,

Running to France or America,
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Poland and no land or Heaven-knows-where,
With messages crossing it night and day;
And, with messages crossing them day and night,
A whole brigade of telegraph-wire,

Curled and coiled and slackened and tight,
Rushing about from a roof to a spire,

And down to a post, and under the street —
Twelve for Cologne and two for Cork,

And a score for the Mediterranean Fleet,
And one via Bagdad for New York,

And all the rest for east and west,

And west and east, and south and north,
And nor’-nor’-west, and Boulogne and Brest,
And Paris and Pesth, and the Nile and the Forth;
The which beholding, in my soul

| sighed to myself to think, while |

Went roaming all day where breakers roll,
And under the leaves and under the sky,

And up in the mountain’s glory, she

Whom | in my heart revered and — ah, well,
Deemed so true and good — should be

In Babylon ever induced to dwell;

And | turned the sigh to a dismal jest,

Said, ‘Lo, what a dreamy scene we’ve there
Of river, and field, and mountain-crest,’

And sent you laughing up the stair,
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Only to turn with a cynical brow,

And say, ‘for that you must penance do:

Write one of their “Idyls” upon it’ — which now,
There, there | dedicate unto you.

A MISGIVING.

Your mother was false to her lord, they say,
When you were a babe at the breast,
Plucked sudden darkness over his day,

To his heart a snake’s fang prest.

She was kissing his cheek one morn, they aver,
Both arms his neck about,

While she watched her gallant beckoning her
From the shrubbery-walks without;

In half an hour she had fled and gone,
With her smiles and light love-lures:

| marvel if your mother, madam,

Had just that face of yours?
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LOVE-LABOUR.

Then, go | out at once, love, to the fight:

Since God through that deep craving of our souls
Hath spoken, and | read in thine eyes’ light

Trust in this love of mine, and in His might
Sweet faith, | fear not how the battle rolls,

But go forth dauntless in love’s armour dight.

For, in a brief space back | come once more,
Laden with spoil of conquest, — ivory,

Pearl, gems, and gold — and, entering at thy door,
Down at thy feet my whole rich burthen pour,
And claim thee wife, and crown and honour thee,
Finding life blest upon this beaten shore.

Else | fall slain; and then | feel, | know

Our God-awakened yearnings, dying not,

In the free gardens of our God will grow
Fulfilled, and life will need no more this woe
Of battle to keep ours. Behold our lot

Now, darling, kiss me once more, and | go.
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Can the cankered bud blow?
Can the dead come to life?
Can time backward flow?
Canst thou be my wife?

Thou art lost, thou art slain,
As a corpse thou art cold.
May God pity us twain!
May He love as of old!

A YOUNG FUGITIVE.

“Twill be a lonely journey: no, not so,

Not so; it will be sweet to feel that never

We shall part more. But oh, ‘tis sad to leave

All that | love in Padua: my kinsfolk

Will grieve for me: not long, methinks: ah well,
But they will grieve — heigho! Now, if my father
And my dear mother lived, would | thus fly

To Ludovic? — ‘tis too, too sad to think on:

Yes, | might leave them to be made a bride,

And they would weep some tears, and then grow
gay

Anon: and even so my kinsfolk will:

Then, | shall not keep thinking of it more.
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| must needs bind this hair up: see how thick
It falls about me: which way best to bind it?
Thus? — ‘tis too clumsy: nay, I'll roll it close
Like a ball — so; nay, that is not it neither:
Methinks I’ll cut it off and fling’t away
Into the river — what would Ludovic
Think of me then? — I'll tie it in a knot
Twisted and coiled thus: well, is that well, now?
Now must | shape my mouth aright, that men
May deem me a true pilgrim — ha, ha, ha! ...
Nay, child, you must not laugh so; pilgrim maids
Smile never ... there ‘tis — down at either end —
O you’re a very pilgrim.

Where’s your staff?
O me, where is my staff, my staff ... here ... no ...
Ah, there ‘tis by the window. O indeed
‘Tis very sad to fly away thus: who
Will sit beside my window now? Will any
Dream my sweet dreams here, gazing out at night
On the blue starlit heaven? ... if Ludovic
Should come ... ha, Ludovic will come not here,
Be sure of that, my little maid: | go
To Ludovic — yes, love, | come, | come.

| think | may try now: ah, there are voices
Down at the doorway: hist! — gone now again:
All silent. | may venture now: poor pilgrim,



God keep me safe from hurt! — Goodbye, sweet
room,

Goodbye, you dear old window — goodbye, all;

I'll never see you more: but | care not:

I'll not weep after them: nay, that | will not:

Indeed now not a tear: tush, little fool!

GAINED IN LOSING.

Thou hast left me strong, in thy sin;

In thy pride thou hast left me proud;
Thou hast dower’d my being within
With favour above the crowd,;

With memories fresh as the morn,
With doubts that are dim as the night,
With treasure of love and of scorn,
With treasure of bloom and of blight,
With dreams from a mind that was great,
With gleams from a soul that is cursed,
With flashes of hope and of hate,

With a heart for its God athirst,

With a loathing of love-lit smiles,

With contempt of the sighs of a maid,
With disdain of womanly wiles,

With joy in the low dust laid,
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With pangs at the dawn and even,
With griefs for a broken spell,

With a sweet foretasting of Heaven,
A rich foreknowledge of Hell.

IN THE STUDIO.

Little maid, little maid,

My bliss and my blight,
Why will you keep hovering
Thus in my sight

By gloom and by glimmer,
By noon and by night?

Fly away, fly away —

| am lost in my art,

| can paint but one saint
(Ah light of my heart!) —
Were it fair if the hair

Of an angel were curled?
Eh, what would they say,
The world, the world,

If Madonna should laugh,
And the Magdalen’s cheek
Be dimpled and pink

Like yours when you speak,



And the little winged cherubs
Have mischievous eyes

As they swoop in a troop
Through the violet skies,
And the red beard of Judas
Hang down at its ease

From tiny rose lips

Such as these, such as these,
And every nymph’s mouth
Be as tempting as this?

Kiss, love, and begone:

Nay, come back, love, and kiss!
A LOVE’S LOSS.

| had a friend, of women whom | knew

The noblest — that is scarce a month ago —

And it was sweet to speak with her, and grow
Closer in friendship as time onward flew;

And she had known high thoughts and golden

dreams,

Strayed where | too had wandered, in lone ways
Wherethrough the mind goes journeying, drunk

from streams
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That oft had quenched my thirst on weary days,
And learned to praise the most what most | loved
to praise.

And | grew proud in trusting | indeed

Might call her ‘friend’ through many years to come,
‘For friends were few enough in life, and some —
Ay, most — could give but little that we need;

But diverse notes that harmonize with one,

Two billows bounding shoreward from the main,
Two rills that through the selfsame valley run,
Could move not more together than we twain:’

| sought her friendship, then, nor seemed to seek in
vain.

Whene’er we talked together, | would drink

Her words in wonder, watch her earnest eyes
Dilate, the tender passionate flush uprise

In her fair face, and smilingly would think

How great and true she was, in such a mood

How grandly beautiful; and wish her well;

And marvel that no man’s soul, strong and good,
Had drawn her life to it, nor yet love’s spell

Had changed her with that change of which her
poets tell.
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But once, while thus | mused, her eyes met mine,
And downward looked in doubt, then once again
Met mine, with more of softness, more of pain;
And | who watched her thought, ‘my soul and thine
In love, wild love, could never meet, and |

Am all unworthy of thee’; and that night

We parted as of old: but why, O why

Did her eyes, gazing thus so sad, so bright,

Thrill, through the long dark hours, my life with
such fierce might?

How have we come to love each other so,

Thou dearest? — How the world’s renewed to me!
With how much larger hope, with heart how free
Live | and work | now! A month ago

| was a weak thing, living without aim,

And now there is no deed | would not dare,

To clothe myself with honour, win bright fame,
Snatch from the spoil of the world a victor’s share,
That through my life thine own might grow more
blest and fair.

And yet, in clasping what | dreamed not of,
| have let slip what | had longed for most:
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For where is she whose friendship was my boast?
Yea, | have lost sweet friendship, gained sweet
love.

| find her not, though seeking near and far:

Fled is the face that gave me joy of yore,

Gone, like a trackless ever-wandering star:

A new soul’s here, but she will come no more,
Passed like the dear ones dead unto the unknown
shore.

WORK-SONG.

Who murmurs that his heart is sick
With toil from day to day,

That brows are wrinkled ere their time,
And locks of youth are grey?

‘Twas not in such a craven mood
Our fathers won the lands,

But by the might of toiling brain,
The stroke of resolute hands:

For hard work is strength, boy;
And, whether in house or field,

Ho! for the men that mind and arm
In righteous labour wield!
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If trouble clings about thy path,
Ere yet thy days are old;

If dear friends sink in death, and leave
Thy world all void and cold;

Wilt thou lie down in aimless woe
And waste thy life away?

Nay, grieving’s but a sluggish game
That coward spirits play;

But hard work is strength, boy,
And when the stout heart bleeds,
There’s ne’er a balm that heals it
Like the doing of great deeds.

Ah! — |ovest thou a bonnie lass?
Then, scorn to dream and sigh,

For true love’s fruits are noble acts,
And fruitless love must die;

And if thy fervency be spurned,

Go, set to work again —

“Twill help to quench the burning woe,
To ease the bitter pain;

For hard work is strength, boy,
Whatever the fiend may say,

And after storm and cloud and rain
Comes up the cheerier day.

And is a true, true wife thine own? —
Let never a murmur rise



To draw one doubt across her brow,
Or a tear into her eyes:

And if thy children round her knees
Look up and cry for bread,

O kiss their fears away, and turn

And work with heart and head,;

For hard work is strength, boy,

And with the setting sun

Come dearer peace and sweeter rest
The more of it that’s done.

And if thou have nor child, nor wife,

Nor bosom friend, what then?

Toil on with might through day, through night,
To help thy fellow men;

And though thou earn but little thanks,
Forbear to fret and pine;

There’s One that drank of deadlier woes,
And holds thee dear for thine:

And hard work is strength, boy,

And love is the end of life,

Music that fires the blood of the brave
In the midst of battle and strife.

And when thy power is ebbed and gone,
Lay down thy head to rest,

And the great God will stretch His hands,
And draw thee to His breast:
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Nay, talk no more of sickening heart,
Grey hairs or wrinkled brow;

Up, up, and gird thy loins for toail;
There’s good to do enow;

And hard work is strength, boy,

And life’s a rapture still

That loses no whit of its joyousness
To the men of unwavering will.

ST. ANDRIAN IN THE ROCK.

Ay me, the little chapel in the rocky banks of Seine,
Rudely hewn by hands that mouldering for many a
year have lain,

With its poor neglected altar and its pictures
blurred and dim,

Where seldom rolls the solemn chant or swells the
joyful hymn.

We came along the river beneath the orchard
trees,

And round us lightly floated snow and blossoms in
the breeze,

The snow like blossoms falling and the blossoms
like the snow,

While through the April woodlands the birds were
warbling low.



We entered in unheeded, and all at once his voice
Rolled out in mournful cadence, and to me was left
no choice

But just to fling the deep notes in, while weird and
wild the chant

Rang round the rocky walls like wail of weary
suppliant.

Ah, silent is that voice to-day, and all that’s left
with me

Is the life that with the nobler life made blissful
harmony.

What use is my low strain where breathes no
melody sublime?

A broken sheath that hath no sword, a word that
hath no rhyme.

A DAY’S BLISS.

Beautiful face, how comest thou here
With timorous eye and earnest smile,
Stirring the blood with blithesome cheer,
And quelling all pain for a little while?
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Art thou brought from the world to me,
Or born of the mystic inward mind,

Or memory, o’er the troubled sea
Wafted back by a wanton wind?

(Eyes of violet softly fringed,

Dusk hair rippling left and right,

And cheek with delicate rose-light tinged,
And pensive brows of virgin white!)

Ah! to-day my heart s high;

Sweet flowers breathe their life in the breeze,
Airs from under the fathomless sky

Flutter and laugh in the leafy trees;

With gladsome song the rivulets run;
Music of birds is awake in the groves,
Meadows toss in a kindly sun,

White waves dance in the grey sea-coves;

And eyes of men have less of sin

Lurking under the brows of care,

And noise of toil is a cheerier din,

And the ways of life are pleasant and fair.

Go not hence, O beautiful face,
Live thou still in my lonely soul;
Little is here of love or grace,

Little is here but care and dole;
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Smile thou thus nor fade away,

Stirring the life with blithesome cheer;
Light and peace are mine to-day —

Let not the dawn of the morrow be drear.

A FALLEN LIFE.

| would that the winter were back

With the snow and the wind and the rain,
With its fierce denials of God in the black
Clouds that stifle and stain

The sun and the sky; with dearth

And famine abroad in the world,

And doubt and dread at the hearth,

And death out of darkness hurled;

That the summer that’s come were gone —
Ay, never had dawned — and the sun
Never had broken the fog, nor shone

On the ice-bound streams that run

Giddy and glad to-day,

And the flowers were hid in the sleet

| prayed might dwindle away

For the coming of health and heat:
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For then did our loves upspring,

And her eyes were earnest and true,
And a sudden word or a look could bring
A flush to her cheek, and we grew
Nobler each through each,

And pure of heart, and rose

Closer to God in our speech,

In despite of the rains and snows:

And now with the roses of June,

And the blowing gardens, and seas
Calm under sun and stars and moon,
And laughter in ripples and trees,
And bliss with man and with child,
And love let loose in the air —
When her eyes are merry and mild,
And her face tenfold more fair —

She is changed, and is false and bold,

And smiles to the base with the sweet
Love smile | had deemed mine only of old,
Mine when our lives would meet,

Soul with soul in the gaze

Of our eyes and the clasp of our hands,

In the sorrowful sunless days,

When pain was rife in the lands.



| would | were drowned in the deep,

Or burnt to dust in the flame,

If only her eyes for an hour might weep,

And sorrow come, and shame;

And her false, false heart, with fears

Smitten, break like a clod

That is bruised, made meek through her tears,
Thinking of death and of God!

O God, that the light and bliss

Were gone, and | sat ‘mid the roar

Of wintry storms in the boughs, and the hiss
Of hail at lattice and door,

With her who made misery light,

With her who made suffering blest,

Ere | found her fickle and slight,

And the love was accurst in her breast!

EN VOYAGE.

I’'ve met you east and met you west,
By sands of breathing seas,
By groves of odorous trees,
Aloft on mountain’s breast,
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By dales of pine, by leas

Hung high in Alpine hollow;
You seem to track my feet.

And | your feet to follow,

By bridle-path and street,

By carven cloisters olden,

By regal gallery golden,

Two eyes by twain beholden,
As round the world we fleet;
And yet we dare not speak, but shun
All save the glance that lightens
In — friendship, is it, little one,
Across the face that brightens?

And must it bear you hence to-day,
The skiff with shining oar,
Along the mountain shore,
And far and far away?

And | shall lose once more,
Alone and sorrow-laden

And under alien skies,

My little English maiden,

Her lips and laughing eyes,
And look that love confesses,
And brown abandoned tresses,
And sunny smile that blesses
The heart that in me dies
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(Alack!) to see the ripple blue

About the shallop breaking

That bears you hence to regions new,
The olive-lands forsaking.

I've pushed aside the tendril-twines
That hid me in their shade

Lest joy should die betrayed —

I've pushed aside the vines,

And peering half-dismayed

Above the lake enfolding

All hues of earth and air,

| scan you unbeholding

And watch you unaware;

O bliss, to breathe anear you!

O light, to see and hear you!

O blight, that I should fear you

Nor once my bliss declare,

Nor press your hand, nor sigh adieu
Before the mountains sever

Your path from mine and me from you,
Ah, shall it be for ever?

And whither, whither speeds she now?
And shall | straight pursue,

Across the waters blue,

With sail and prattling prow
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Or stroke of oarsmen true,

And wander where she wendeth,
By lake, or lawn, or bay,

Or wood, or stream that rendeth
The splintered rocks away? —
Farewell, farewell a season!

To follow now were treason;

I'll trust in spite of reason

There’ll come indeed a day

That | may hold your hand and tell
How chilled of heart you left me
When those light sails that nor’ward swell
Of two brown eyes bereft me.

Ah, where will that day dawn for me?
In tracts of northern ice,

In lands of myrrh and spice,

By stream or wold or sea —

Or field of Paradise?

Will death come first or after?
Will hair be dusk or white?

Will tears be sweet, or laughter?
Will love be wrong or right?

Will you be maid or mother?
Shall I be lord or brother?

Shall we be one another

At all, or other quite?
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Will morning breaking blue and gay
Bring in an age of sorrow? —

Or will our paths that part to-day
Unite again to-morrow?

SUMMER RHYME.

Leaf on the bough and fly on the wing,
Birds that sing, winds that swing

Roses thickly clustering,
Woodbine-blooms that clamber and cling,
Ferns that fresh in the woodland spring,
Flowers that sweets to the breezes fling,
Babble of streams and drip of wells,
Golden gleams and balmy smells,

Bees a-buzz in odorous bells, —

What is the word their gladness tells,
What the bliss they bring?

Summer is loose and Spring’s away;
Hearts be gay; pipe and play,

Revel and laugh the livelong day,

Bind the brow with bloom o’ the May,
Lave the limbs I’ the foam and spray,
Whirl i’ the dance at evening grey,
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Beat the moss with lightsome feet,
Tumble and toss the hay in the heat,
Stray in the grass, stray in the wheat —
This the bliss of their burden sweet,
These the words they say.

A MAN’S DEVOTION.

Thou dear, false-hearted, beautiful, frail child.
Though when thine eyes go wandering o’er my
face,

Searching for true love-tokens, | can trace

Sweet fraud in all their glances free and mild,

And in thy lips’ light smile | find not truth,

Nor stedfast love in pressure of thy hand,

Nor in thy love-words music meet to soothe

A man’s strong soul, clear as they run and bland;

Though | have read thy soul, child, through and
through,

And firm | am of will that no eye’s glance

Could lull me into any amorous trance;

Yet doth my love spring evermore anew;



| dare not cast thee from me — thou, so frail

Who so hast trusted me, whom | so long

Have wrought and toiled for — lest thy foot should
fail,

And thou be trodden by the brute-heart throng.
God loves the worst of us, His book declares:
Perchance ‘tis godlike thus for men to cleave

To weak things He hath fashioned, — not to leave
The gem to perish for the crust it bears.

Howe’er it be, come, dear one, to my arms:

My summer glory in high Heaven is gained,

If only through the rough seas and the storms
Thou art borne back to God unscathed, unstained.

CHEMIN DETOURNE.
BRITTANY.

Sweet was the little flowery lane,

And planned to tempt away

A wandering foot, by fields of grass,

And rippling fields of hay:

The honeysuckles through the hedge
Made rich the air of e’en,

The brier-rose snowed its blooms on banks
Of ferns and mosses green.
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It led me round the haymakers,
And through the shining wheat,
And all at once with woven leaves
Screened out the light and heat,
And winding on by gnarled roots
Of oaks, o’ercrossed arill,

And swerved away, and curving clomb
A tiny, bowery hill,

And down a hollow dusk and cool
Of orchard gardens fell,

And lured me past a wayside cross,
And past a wayside well,

And right before a cottage door
Beneath a chestnut tree,

Into the light of two blue eyes
God’s love had framed for me.

MISUNDERSTANDINGS.

And you had wrongly read me, friend,
And | had read you wrongly,

And so the hearts grew cold, and dead
The souls that loved so strongly.
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How blest we lived in olden days!
How glad the moments flew!

One gush of merry laughter, friend,
And life begins anew!

Old lad, old lad, thou art with me to-day
As sure as the lark doth sing:

Thine eyes are here, thy voice is near,
Thine arm to mine doth cling.

Let’s wander out to the dear bright hills
And gambol awhile and play;

And watch the brooks in ferny nooks,
And climb the cliflets grey;

And I'll tell thee, lad, a tale of love

Will make thy glad eye shine,

And thou’lt shape for me the youngest dream
Of that wondrous brain of thine;

We'll talk, too, of many memories,
Of boyhood bright of blee,

And the half-forgotten fervid hopes
That never fulfilled may be.



Old lad, old lad ... nay, lift thy face,
That | may learn indeed

If thou hast ever left our Earth,

Or | of Earth am freed.

THE SINGER.

Ah, my life has grown a song, a song,

And the throat may not be still,

It is music, music faint and strong,

And God must have His will.

Alack! — the rest of His singers gay

He hath given them wings for mirth,

To soar and sing, to whirl and play,

Over earth and the ways of earth.

O to flit through leaves, to swing on the bough,
To do as an eagle dare,

To feel the cool flood catch the brow

Diving adown the air,

To leap from the nest in the crag’s high crest,
And drift through shower and shine,

To make of the billow a moonlight pillow,

To dance and duck in the brine,
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In Autumn days through fathomless ways
Fly to a sunbright south!

O to cross the plains of the ice and the rains
And the realms of death and of drouth;

To beat the cloud with pinion proud

High over the stormy lands! —

s it meet to walk on bruised feet,

To clamber with bleeding hands?

Alack, why cannot my soul made free

To the fields of its God upclimb?

Rest thee, rest thee: shall it not be
In a little, a little time?

A LOVE’S THEOLOGY.

Is’t well that | with such heart’s-jubilee

Should love thee, hold thy face before my sight
Waking and sleeping, mould myself for thee,
Thee only, searching for the truth and light
Just to draw from them thoughts and impulses
That may upraise my soul into a life

More noble, lifting me by quick degrees

Till I grow great enough to claim thee wife?
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Well so to cloud my heavens with this care

That God is all unsought full many a time,

And quite forgot, and earth alone is fair,

Nor dawns within me any dream sublime

Of worlds far off, or purer life to come,

But here I live a joyous life, and drink

Deep draughts of love, and with free footsteps
roam,

Yet shirk no toil and from no danger shrink?

Well to forget God’s love for thine alone?

| know what thou wouldst answer from thy soul
Half-shuddering; but | more bold have grown,

For | have seen the narrowing mist uproll,

And seen the smile of God, and learned this truth
Man working out his destiny on earth,

Fulfils man’s love to God in very sooth,

Matched with which praise and prayer are little
worth.

And what is man’s high destiny? — nay, say,
What, dearest, on this earth is thine and mine?
Not to sit sighing for new heavens, not pray
With lips and hands, but let this love divine

And heaven-born grow within us hour by hour,
As God hath made our souls to love, and given
High tasks to work out here — a glorious dower,
The very foretaste of the wished-for heaven!
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He would not have us stand with upward eyes,
Gazing, with saddened souls, through night and day
Searching for the Invisible in His skies,

Disdainful of the mirth and innocent play

Which He permits His children in His fields,

Among the joyous flowers which He hath set —
Nay, their shrill laughter to the Father yields

A very bliss, be sure, and not regret.

THE RIDER.

| have been a bold rider my whole life through,
By river, by mountain, by mead, —

Foot fast in the stirrup, fist firm to the bit,

And ever a gallant good steed;

Never last in the race, ever first in the chase,
Undaunted by dike or by drain;

Taken leaps in the night o’er flood, o’er fell;
Ridden through tempest and rain;

Swum through torrents, trampled in foam,
On the crust of a crater stept;

Traversed the desert in darkness drear;
Fleetly galloping slept;
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Sped at the head of a troop to fight

Through the guns of the foe updrawn,

Riding out from the smoke in the end unscratched,
With falchion red as the dawn;

And so sure is it now that a hand of love
Ever about me is wound,

| will plunge in the sea and dash into flame
Lief as through open ground;

| will bound through the lair of the tiger free;
| will trample the battle-dust;

To the volleying rifles bare my breast,

And laugh at the sabre’s thrust;

And when at the last to the utmost strait,
The venturous life is driven,

I’ll slacken the bridle, bend to the steed,
Clear death, and leap into heaven!

A WAVERING.

Love, let loose;
Set me free:

Ah, | choose
Only thee,
Only thee;



Yet | wis
It were meet
Maiden feet,
Light with bliss,
Far should fleet,
Maiden eyes
Watch and wander,
Under skies
Alien ponder.
| would, lonely,
Yet one year
Roam, — one only;
Loose me, dear.

No, no, no —
Take thy will;

Clasp me so;
Hold me still,
Hold me still;

Be my king;
Make me blest;
On thy breast

| will cling,
| will rest;

Though ‘twere sweet
Many faces

Fair to greet,
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Mystic places
Tread, ah, dreary

Mirth would be,
Beauty weary,

Save through thee.

A LATTER-DAY PSALM.

Yea, we know Thou, Lord, hast created
Earth and the stars and the sun, —

A work, though a thought over-rated,
A god might rejoice to have done:

Ay, ay, but see in the doing

Are manifold flaws and mistakes,

For sorrow is ever renewing,

And the whirlwind shatters and breaks
The branches with endless breaking,
Which things we should not allow

Had we, Lord, the world’s re-making,
We who are wiser than Thou.



Thou hast fashioned the bird and the flower
And body of man and of beast:

They are weak, and the lightning, the shower
Of the dawn, or the sword of the east

May touch like a light-flying finger,

And lo, they are shrivelled and die:

Why may they not flourish and linger?

Lord, we cannot descry.

What joy is in giving and taking?

We would claim not the life we endow

Had we, Lord, the world’s re-making,

We who are wiser than Thou.

Thou hast filled up a chalice with poison,
And forbiddest the lips to drink,

And if men in disdain of Thee moisten
The mouth with the sweets of the brink,
Lo, death leapeth down like an arrow!

s it righteous the doing of this,

Or to make full of darkness, and narrow
And thorny the path to Thy bliss?

O, we would give poison for slaking
Sweet, mild as the milk of the cow,

Had we, Lord, the world’s re-making,
We who are wiser than Thou.

The sins of the flesh are forbidden:
Thou givest us eyes to see
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The sin and the doom that is hidden:

But why, if we will not to flee,

Claiming the help Thou bestowest,

Why wilt Thou slay us for sin?

Thou hast made for the highest and lowest
Thy blessings too hard to win!

We would give men sleeping or waking
Passions and pleasures enow,

Had we, Lord, the world’s re-making,

We who are wiser than Thou.

If Thou lovest man as Thou sayest.

Why sins he, or why wilt Thou slay?

If Thy sword is unsheathed and Thou slayest,
Why sorrowest Thou for Thy prey?

If Thou givest him thirst for a dower,
Why lifteth he death to the lip?

If Thou girdest his feet with power,
Why doth he falter and slip?

Thou art weak, and Thy tyranny shaking
Tottereth: why shall we bow,

We, at a throne that is quaking,

We who are wiser than Thou?

Maim art Thou surely, and blinded,
Yea, Thou art blinder than we —
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Yea, we are infinite-minded,

Yea, we are whole and can see;

Thou art weak and Thy ways are a blunder,
Folly the role of Thy deeds —

Come down from Thy chariot of thunder,
And fling us the rein of Thy steeds!

For we, we would teach Thee a fashion
None should be found to distrust.

In our hearts are love and compassion,
We are pitiful, Lord, we are just;

We would grieve for all sorrow and sighing,
And lament with the souls that lament;
And the living should laugh, and the dying
Go down to their darkness content;

And tears should be wiped from all faces,
And pain should be painless, and sin
Sinless, O Lord, and sad spaces

Ring through the night with the din

Of music and laughter and revel;

We would thirst not for tears or for blood;
We would right the opprest, and the Devil
Should come back and stand as he stood
Ere pride flung him down to abysses

Of flame for his ruin — what crime

s in pride, O Thou weak one? What bliss is
In wrath? He was true and sublime —
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We would go to his lair and restore him,

Our brother down-trod and opprest:

We would drive all his torments before him
(Poor Devil!) and fall on his breast,

Bring forth the best robe for his raiment,
And the fatted calf kill for his feast:

We would give, and demand not repayment
In love or in blood of slain beast;

We would stoop not to punish with scourges
The sons and the daughters of earth;

We would stifle the wailing of dirges,

We would stay all the havoc of dearth;

We would send down the rain in due season;
We would keep back the frost and the fly;
We would loose not the storm without reason;
We would temper the sun in the sky;

We would govern the thunders with system;
We would bind up the tides with a cord;

For we are the people, and wisdom —
Wisdom will die with us, Lord.



THE MOST HIGHEST.

What mean they standing aloof, the people who
watch us and weep,

Tearing the hair in sorrow, and wailing and beating
the breast?

s it aught if the stream roll wide, is it aught if the
waters leap

Swollen by snows, by the storm lash’d white
without pity or rest?

Have we not crossed many worse in our march, O
God, as we follow

Leader or lord who has led for a time and has fallen
asleep,

Seeking to see Thee and feel thee anear, going
forth by the hollow

White glens cut aloft in the hills, by the sands of
the shores of the deep?

Would they bid us halt in our path? would they
turn and go back in the night,

And abide with the beasts of the field and herd in
the dens of the rocks?

Nay, for our hearts are strong to the end, and we
fear no might
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Of waters, or loud storm blowing, or horror of
thunder-shocks.

We will on through the night and the storm, we

will march to the bountiful land.

We laugh at the lightning’s glare, we scoff at the
torrent’s roar,

As we plunge in the hurrying tide, and beat with a
buffeting hand

Foam and eddying flood, and stem to the further
shore.

For, ever thou drawest us on in the track of
invisible feet,

Through the crisp white mountain snows, through
the pathless desert ways,

By the grisly wastes of wood, by the blossomy
gardens sweet,

By the dry sea-wolds of sand, by the curves of the
tideless bays,

High over the spears of crag a-drip with the
sunset’s blood,

By the shores of the desolate lakes that slumber in
tracts of death,

‘Mid the flakes of splintering rock where the great
snow-cataracts flood,

In the fame of the watery flats, in the sulphurous
craters’ breath.
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Through sorrowful spaces and sweet we march
with resolute heart,

Nearer and nearer to Thee as ever the years roll by;
And more and more as we move in the wandering
paths, outstart

Signs that quicken the pulse, that brighten the
languid eye:

For lo, in the tremulous flowers we have found a
shadow of Thee,

In the purpled banners of day that flutter about the
west,

In the droves of the flaming clouds blown nor’'ward
over the sea,

In the hues of shining plumes, in the gloss of the
leopard’s breast.

We have wrung from the clenched crags the tale of
Thy deeds of old,

We have heard the hurrying spheres in music
whisper praise,

And the leaves of Thy love have prattled, the birds
of Thy love have told,

And the streams that flash, and the deer that leaps,
and the lamb that plays.

And we grow with the vision’s growth, with the
dawn of Thy love and power,

Clearer of eye, and keener of ear, and stronger of
soul,
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And pain is lightlier borne, and light the driving
shower

As we push through storm and sun, and strain to
the utmost goal.

And sometimes, fair in sight, will flash in a tide of
light

A symbol of peace to be, a promise of power to
attain;

For sometimes resting mute on a mountain’s lonely
height,

Out of the stretching sea, behold, without shadow
or stain,

A thousand marble spires, a cluster of domes of
gold,

Will arise and fire our blood; or a land of loveliest
dyes,

Bowery plots and streams and mountains fold on
fold,

In the sheen of the moon or sun, breaks sudden
under the skies;

Or a rushing music sings from far through the
waves and trees;

Or odour of mystic boundless gardens floats anear.
Yea, we are strong in trust, we are strong in the
faith that sees,
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And the love that yearns and clings, and the hope
that conquereth fear;

And dear, though rough, is the march, and sweet is
the sound of our feet

Treading in tune together, and gay are the voices
blent,

As we sing in the lonely ways, and a mirthful
measure beat,

Brethren marching foot to foot ever on with the
one intent.

O ‘“tis good to strive and strain, and pain but turns
to mirth,

And we hail the worst with smiling lips as we march
along to Thee;

For doing the deeds of men, we taste of the blisses
of earth,

We attain to the ampler life, we grow as the angels
free;

And ever Thou drawest us on, and ever we follow
sure,

And Thou waitest our coming, we know, afar in
invisible lands,

In the crowd of the spirits of light, in the realms
that ever endure,

To enrol us, born of Thee, at the last in the
deathless bands.
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To clothe us anew with strength and the fervour
that shall not die,

For the glorious deeds of gods, for the doing of
works untold,

So soon as the years have run their span, O God
Most High,

And the season of man is spent, and the cloud into
darkness rolled.

THE END.

London: Swift & Co., King Street, Regent Street.
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“The opening meeting of the Session 1864-65 of the Undergraduate
Philosophical Society was held last evening in the dining-hall of the
Dublin University, Mr. Whiteside, M.P., in the chair ... . [The]
President paid a warm tribute to the memory of his predecessor,
Mr. Edmund John Armstrong, now deceased, hoping that the spirit
which animated him and lived in his poems might still guide and
elevate members. Mr. Napier moved that the address be printed ... .
He could not himself, without much emotion, listen to the affecting
and beautiful tribute which the President had paid to the memory of
his predecessor. He had had the privilege of moving a like resolution
the previous year, when Edmund John Armstrong delivered that
remarkable address to which the President alluded ... And he trusted
that that beautiful volume which, through the exertions of the
Undergraduate Philosophical Society and of the Historical Society,
had now been published, would adorn the literature of his country
and tend to keep alive in their hearts the memory of one of model
earnestness, of model sobriety, and of true genius. (Applause).” —
TiMES, Nov. 18, 1865.

“There is another gentleman, a member of this University, whose
name should be maintained in eulogistic terms, and received with
that profound respect which is due to his genius, his worth, and his
virtues. | mean Edmund John Armstrong. (Applause). He was a man
of uncommon ability and undoubted talent, which



(ii)

gained for him the esteem, the respect, and the love of all who had
the honour of knowing him. His brethren of the Historical Society
have paid him the best tribute that could be paid to such an
ornament of their College; they have contributed to publish his
writings to the world ... . Who will not say that the poems of
Edmund John Armstrong are characterised by merit and excellence?
Critics have acknowledged this ... . Though his life was short, yet his
time was so spent and his abilities were so distinguished that he has
entitled himself to the respect and gratitude of posterity.
(Applause).” — Speech of the Right Hon. James Whiteside, M.P., at
the opening of the twenty-third Session of the Historical Society of
Trinity College, Dublin.

“At the opening of the Session of the Undergraduate Philosophical
Society of Dublin University, the President pronounced a glowing
panegyric on his lamented predecessor, Mr. Armstrong, whose early
death has been a serious loss to literature ... . The volume of Mr.
Armstrong’s poems, just published by Messrs. Moxon, amply
justifies the eulogium pronounced on that occasion. The brief
memoir of a life full of promise gives us glimpses of an original and
powerful character, and of very curious phases of mental struggles
and discipline ... . A few extracts from an Essay on Shelley afford
tantalising evidences of his powers as a prose-writer ... . The memaoir
and the poems produce an impression of striking originality on the
part, of the subject of the one and the writer of the others — true
genius, and an earnest, candid, hard-working mind.” — STAR, Nov.
20, 1865.

“A volume of the compositions of a lamented young man, Mr.
Edmund J. Armstrong, has been recently given to the world by a
friend who, in an interesting preface, sketches his brilliant college
career, and the struggles of his spirit through scepticism to a
confirmed Christianity. His poems ... are full of the evidences of
elevated thought and keen sensibility, and moreover exhibit a
faculty of refined and forcible expression, and a feeling for poetic
harmony, that breathe a prophecy (not here to be fulfilled) of
maturer excellence. We believe our readers will thank us for quoting
as a specimen the following description of the music of the Dead
March in ‘Saul’ ... . With this mournful but elevating music
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in our ears, we pass to two other memorial notices.” —
CONTEMPORARY REVIEW, March, 1866.

“This posthumous book should be prized as a memorial of the
earnest labours of a singularly able thinker and writer.”— PUBLIC
OPINION.

“Elegant and judicious poems ... . The preface is virtually an
interesting biography of the author.” — ATHENZAUM.

“Such very early flowering does not look safe; Keats was older when
he began ‘Endymion;’ Byron was only nineteen when he published
his ‘Hours of Idleness,” but then they are dreadfully stupid. Such
verse as Armstrong’s at twenty too much resembles Bidder’s
calculations and Master Betty’s acting ... . The two principal poems
in the volume are ‘The Prisoner of Mount Saint Michael’ and
‘Ovoca.’ In both the fluent music of the blank verse is marvellous for
one so young ... . Some of the lyrical interludes in this poem
[‘Ovoca’] are very beautiful ... . The strongest poem which Mr.
Armstrong has written is entitled ‘By Gaslight.” It is too long to
extract, and a few lines would give no idea of its power ... . In lieu
thereof we quote a trifle which shows that the young poet had some
humour.” — PRESS.

“Throughout we can recognise the true spirit of poetry and the
impress of a vivid imagination ... . The principal piece contains
beautiful and even thrilling passages ... . All are pervaded by the
same vein of melancholy, here and there lightened by a stedfast
faith in a higher power and another and a happier world.” — DUBLIN
EVENING MALL.

“Those who knew the man will find pleasure in his descriptions of
struggles with infidelity; and others, who knew him not, but who
have had an experience similar to his own, may find a gratification in
the poems in which he describes the happy faith to which, after hard
contest, he at length attained.”— READER.

“There is an originality and a boldness about them which indicate
that they are the work of one who, had he lived, would have
occupied a high position ... . From the brief notice we have given of
the man, it may be supposed that his writings oftentimes gave
evidence of the views he so strongly held from time to time upon
questions of a religious character. But this is so faint a
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colouring that it imbues the poetry with a mystic spirit which much
enhances its value, Armstrong was a true poet and forcible withal.
His ‘Prisoner of Mount Saint Michael’ is full of strong dramatic effect
... . Space will only permit us to make one other quotation ... . While
it seems likewise to evidence the power of the author, it points to a
faculty of expression which is very marked throughout the entire
volume.” — COURT CIRCULAR.

“The shorter poems ... are of a varied character; some light and
sportive, some intellectual exercises, some the agonies of a
struggling soul, poured from the very depths of the writer’s nature.
A large number of extracts would be necessary, to give by specimen
any fair notion of the collection. It will be better to recommend the
whole to the attention of intelligent readers.” — GUARDIAN.

“Mr. Armstrong’s posthumous poems, the works of a talented young
Irishman who was cut off in the infancy of success, exhibit in places
considerable powers of writing. ‘The Prisoner of Mount Saint
Michael,” with which the volume opens, is the passionate history of
a Breton prisoner,” &c., &C. — JOHN BULL.

“There are some sweet and pretty things in his poetry, and a general
tone of elegance.” — LONDON REVIEW.

“The young poet’s friends have done well in placing this wreath of
immortelles on the tomb of the dead. It can scarcely fail to make
known the name of Armstrong far and wide.” — ART JOURNAL.

“There are abundant traces of careful polishing and repolishing. His
poems, as to their manner, are finely modulated and truly
melodious. They are also serious and earnest. He abhorred all
persiflage, and looked upon his powers and profession as a sacred
trust ... . Few men at so early an age attain a style at once so well-
balanced, pungent, and elegant; and the whole of his writings,
whether poetical or prose, are inspired by a love of truth and a
horror of wrong and wrong-doing, of a healthy and honest-hearted
puritanical vehemence ... . In such works one must generally be
content if signs of promise rather than of performance are
discovered. In this case we can testify to something more. These
‘remains’ are on their own merits a sensible and substantial addition
to the noble corpus of English poetic literature.



(v)
We are, on grounds identified with the interests of the
commonwealth of letters, indebted to the pious care which dictated
the posthumous publication of these remains of a worthy writer and
a worthy man.” — ATLAS.

“During the few months in which this volume has been before the
public it has steadily advanced in the opinion of men of the finest
culture and most educated taste. At first the great promise of its
lamented author drew attention to the book; now it is the book
which fully reveals the greatness of the author’s promise. The story
has become familiar to hundreds which records his college
successes, his lingering illness, his long and successful struggle for
spiritual enlightenment. But neither the interest of his noble life nor
the sadness of his premature removal will explain the popularity
which his posthumous poems have obtained ... . Inexhaustible
command of brilliant language; boldness of metaphor, which was
redeemed from extravagance by the vigilance of a fine taste; quick
and lively sympathy with many and various feelings; an ear that was
equally at home with the richest cadences of music and of verse; an
eye that rested with a lover’s fervour on the shifting colours and
changing shapes of beauty, alike on the face of nature and in the
depths of the human soul; and a lofty moral tone which never
suffered the pure stream of meditation to be polluted —are his
claims to a place among the true poets of Great Britain.” — DAILY
EXPRESS.

“The principal poem of the volume is ‘The Prisoner of Mount Saint
Michael.” We accept it rather as a psychological poem than one
which for its plot or subject can command entire sympathy, or be
considered a complete success; but looking at it as an exposition of
the workings of a human soul in all its deep, passionate thoughts —
love, hate, anger, tenderness, despair, terror, and finally forgiveness,
resignation, hope, and joy — it has high merit. Throughout there is a
masterly appreciation of the heart of man — a fine analytical power
of detecting and delineating the subtle influences that sway the soul
from one feeling to another; and the progress of the mind through
its various emotions, during the three days that precede the
execution of the autobiographer, is wrought out with a power that
proves the writer was a profound moralist and
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metaphysician. The poem abounds with fine passages, vigorous in
thought, nervous in expression, and very finished in language and
rhythm ... . It would be difficult to find anything more affecting in
pathos, more highly wrought in its expression of intense grief, more
exquisite in poetic feeling, than the verses in which Blanch bewails
the death of her lover ... . The shorter pieces ... are chiefly lyrics ... .
Mr. Armstrong’s genius was eminently lyrical, and in this species of
composition he has been very successful.” — CHRISTIAN EXAMINER.

“His poetry speaks to the hearts of all who read it. Tender,
passionate, thoughtful, pious, these poems are destined to live, and
to hold a very high place in the literature of the age.” — IRISH TIMES.

“Armstrong’s poems are among the best specimens of youthful
genius that have appeared in our times, and had he lived until his
thought became more compact, and time brought his exuberant
imagination more under the control of reflection, there could be
little doubt of his position ... . The story of the Prisoner’s last three
days is worked out with remarkable power in monologue, which
would be tedious were it not for the affluence of thought and subtle
knowledge of the human heart which everywhere pervade it ... . The
two chief poems are in blank verse, of which there are few finer
specimens in modern poetry. The minor poems in almost every page
invite selection. They abound in lyrical beauty ... . Nor was the young
poet deficient in observation of character and humorous expression
... . Though a ripe scholar, there is not the slightest trace of pedantry
in his poetry.” — FREEMAN’S JOURNAL.

“If we were to express the chief characteristic of Mr. Armstrong’s
mind in a single word, we should choose the word ardour. In this
ardour we think may be discovered the source of his strength and of
his weakness. By virtue of it he was enabled to lay hold of a subject
so passionately that the details could seldom fail to be worked out
with vigour and sureness of touch, and we have no doubt frequently
with great — perhaps too great — rapidity. By virtue of it he was
borne over the formal and technical difficulties of poetry. The
mastery over versification is remarkable throughout



(vii)

the volume from first to last — especially remarkable in a writer so
young: there is no feebleness, no flatness here; the verse is always
energetic and full, while at the same time there is little of that subtle
and inexplicable melody — not sweet to satiate, nor opiate to
drowse — which makes some poems (as, for instance, many of Mr.
Matthew Arnold’s) more ‘delicate to drink’ than ‘hidden well-water’

. Ardour, vigour of imagination, mastery over versification,
considerable dramatic power, and sometimes a striking absence of
that power; some ability in representing and interpreting character:
an earnest love of nature ... much tumult of heart and deep longings
for repose; a sense of weakness and human sinfulness before God,
and always a loving yearning upwards towards Him and dependence
on Him ... . These are what the reader will find in this volume ... . The
arrangement of the shorter poems is much to be commended.” —
CONTEMPORARY REVIEW, February, 1867.

“Jai pris un douloureux plaisir a voir vivre devant moi cette jeune
figure de poéte si délicate, si distinguée, si précocement douéee en
toutes choses ... . Il aura sa place a part, ce me semble, dans ce
groupe immortel et touchant des Kirke White, des Keats; et son
jeune astre continuera de briller aux yeux de quiconque étudiera la
Poésie anglaise, cette Poésie (autant que j'en puis juger) la plus riche
de 'Europe moderne.” — LETTER FROM M STE-BEUVE.



