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THE vault of purple that I strove P S IR
To pierce, and find unchanging love, '
Or some vast countenance above A . /4 .
All glory of the soul of man,
Baffled my blind aspiring gaze
With sunlight’s melancholy rays,
And closed with iron hand the ways

That sunder space, divide the days with fiery fan.

Thine was the forehead mild and grave
That shone throughout the azure nave
Where Monte Rosa’s silence gave
The starry organ’s measured sound.
Where for an altar stood the bare
Mass of Mont Cervin, towering there
And angels dwelt upon the stair,
And all the mountains were aware that stood

around.
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Thine was the passionless divine
High hope, and the pure purpose thine,
Higher and purer than stars shine,
And thine the unexpressed delight
To hold high commune with the wind
That sings, in midnight black and blind,
Strange chants, the murmurs of the mind,
To grasp the hands of heaven and find the lords of
light.

Mine was the holy fire that drew

Its perfect passion from the dew,

And all the flowers that blushed and blew
On sunny slopes by little brooks.

Mine the desire that brushed aside

The thorns, and would not be denied,

And sought, more eager than a bride,

The cold grey secrets wan and wide of sacred books.

Thine was the hand that guided me
By moor and mountain, vale and lea,
And led me to the sudden sea

That lies superb, remote, and deep,
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Google



Showed me things wonderful, unbound
The fetters that beset me round,
Opened my waking ear to sound

That may not by a man be found, except in sleep.

Thy presence was as subtle flame
Burning in dawny groves ; thy name
Like dew upon the hills became,
And all thy mind a star most bright ;
And, following with wakeful eyes,
My feet tread under stars and skies ;
My spirit soars and seeks and flies, a child of light.

Thus eager, may my purpose stand
Firm as the faith of honest hand,
Nor change like castles built of sand
Until the sweet unchanging end.
Happy not only that my eye
Single and strong may win the sky,
But that one day the birds that fly
Heard your fair friendship call me by the name of

friend.
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T e

IN MEMORIAM A. J. B.

THE life by angels’ touch divinely lifted
From our dim space-bounds to a vaster sphere,
The spirit, through the vision of clouds rifted,

Soars quick and clear.

We know the dance that hails the golden pinions
The sun waves over an awakening earth ;

We know the joy that floods the heart’s dominions
At true love’s birth.

Even so, the mists that roll o’er earth are riven,
The spirit flashes forth from mortal sight,

And, flaming through the viewless space, is given
A robe of light.

As when the conqueror Christ burst forth of prison,

And triumph woke the thunder of the spheres,
3
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So brake the soul, as newly re-arisen

Beyond the years.

Far above Space and Time, that earth environ
With bands and bars we strive against in vain,
Far o’er the world, and all its triple iron

And brazen chain,

Far from the change that men call life fled higher
Into the world immutable of sleep,
We see our loved one, and vain eyes desire

In vain to weep.

Woeful our gaze, if on lone Earth descendent,
To view the absence of yon flame afar—

Yet in the Heavens, anew, divine, resplendent,
Behold a star!

One light the less, that steady flamed and even
Amid the dusk of Earth’s uncertain shore ;
One light the less, but in Jehovah’s Heaven

One star the more !



Amsterdam, December 23rd, 1897.

LET me pass out beyond the city gate.
All day I loitered in the little streets
Of black worn houses tottering, like the fate
That hangs above my head even now, and meets
Prayer and defiance as not hearing it.
They lean, these old black streets, a little sky
Peeps through the gap, the rough stone path is lit
Just for a little by the sun, and I
Watched his red face pass over, fade away
To other streets, and other passengers,
Saw him take pleasure where the heathen pray,
Saw him relieve the hunter of his furs,
All the wide world awaiting him, all folk
Glad at his coming, only I must weep:

Rise he or sink, my weary eyes invoke

5
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Only the respite of a little sleep ;
Sleep, just a little space of sleep, to rest
The fevered head and cool the aching eyes ;
Sleep for a space, to fall upon the breast
Of the dear God, that He may sympathize.
Long has the day drawn out ; a bitter frost
Sparkles along the streets ; the shipping heaves
With the slow murmur of the sea, half lost
In the last rustle of forgotten leaves.
Over the bridges pass the throngs ; the sound,
Deep and insistent, penetrates the mist—
I hear it not, I contemplate the wound
Stabbed in the flanks of my dear silver Christ.
He hangs in anguish there ; the crown of thorns
Pierces that palest brow ; the nails drip blood ;
There is the wound ; no Mary by Him mourns,
There is no John beside the cruel wood ;
I am alone to kiss the silver lips ;
I rend my clothing for the temple veil ;
My heart’s black night must act the sun’s eclipse ;
My groans must play the earthquake, till I quail
At my own dark imagining ; and now
The wind is bitterer ; the air breeds snow ;
6
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I put my Christ away ; and turn my brow
Towards the south stedfastly ; my feet must go
Some journey of despair, I dare not turn
To meet the sun; I will not follow him :
Better to pass where sand and sulphur burn,
And days are hazed with heat, and nights are
dim
With some malarial poison. Better lie
Far and forgotten on some desert isle,
Where I may watch the silent ships go by,
And let them share my burden for awhile.
Let me pass out beyond the city gate
Where I may wander by the water still,
And see the faint few stars immaculate
Watch their own beauty in its depth, and chill
Their own desire within its icy stream.
Let me move on with vacant eyes, as one
Lost in the labyrinth of some ill dream,
Move and move on, and never see the sun
Lap all the mist with orange and red gold,
Throw some lank windmill into iron shade,
And stir the chill canal with manifold

Rays of clear morning ; never grow afraid
7
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When he dips down beyond the far flat land,
Know never more the day and night apart,
Know not where frost has laid his iron hand,
Save only that it fastens on my heart ;
Save only that it grips with icy fire
These veins no fire of hell could satiate
Save only that it quenches this desire.

Let me pass out beyond the city gate.
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THE QUEST.

APART, immutable, unseen,

Being, before itself had been,

Became. Like dew a triple queen
Shone as the void uncovered :

The silence of deep height was drawn

A veil across the silver dawn

On holy wings that hovered.

The music of three thoughts became
The beauty, that is one white flame,
The justice that surpasses shame,

The victory, the splendour,
The sacred fountain that is whirled
From depths beyond that older world

A new world to engender.

The kingdom is extended. Night
Dwells, and I contemplate the sight

9
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That is not seeing, but the light
That secretly is kindled,

Though oft time its most holy fire

Lacks oil, whene’er my own Desire

Before desire has dwindled.

I see the thin web binding me

With thirteen cords of unity

Toward the calm centre of the sea.
(O thou supernal mother !)

The triple light my path divides

To twain and fifty sudden sides

Each perfect as each other.

Now backwards, inwards still my mind

Must track the intangible and blind,

And seeking, shall securely find
Hidden in secret places

Fresh feasts for every soul that strives,

New life for many mystic lives,

And strange new forms and faces.

My mind still searches, and attains
By many days and many pains
10



To That which Is and Was and reigns
Shadowed in four and ten,

And loses self in sacred lands,

And cries and quickens, and understands
Beyond the first Amen.
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THE ALCHEMIST.

THIS POEM WAS INTENDED AS THE PROLOGUE TO
A PLAY—AT PRESENT UNFINISHED.

An old tower, very lofty, on a small and rocky islet,
In the highest chamber a man of some forty
years, but silver-kaired, looks out of the window.
Clear starry night, no moon. Chamber furnisked
with books, alchemic instruments, etc. He gazes

some minutes, sighs deeply, but at last speaks.

Pk. The world moves not. I gaze upon the
abyss,
Look down into the black unfathomed vault
Of starland and behold—myself.
The sea
To give a sense of motion or of sound
Washes the walls of this grey tower in vain ;
12
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I contemplate myself in that dim sphere

Whose hollow centre I am standing at

With burning eyes intent to penetrate

The black circumference and find out God—

And only see myself. The walls of Space

Mock me with silence. What is Life? The stars

Are silent. O ye matchless ministers

That daily pass in your appointed ways

To reach—we know not what ! How meaningless

Your bright assemblage and your steady task

Of doubtful motion. And the soul of man

Grapples in death-pangs with your mystery,

And fails to wrestle down the hard embrace

That grips the thighs of thought. And so he dies

To pass beyond ye—whither? To find God?

All my life long I have gazed, and dreamed, and
thought,

Unless my thought itself were but a dream,

A little, troubled dream, a dream of death

Whence I may wake—ah, where? In some new
world

Where Consciousness doth touch the Infinite,

And all the strivings of the soul be found

13
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Sufficient to beat back the waves of doubt,
And pierce the void, and grasp the glorious,
To find out Truth. Would God it might be so,
Since here is nothing for the soul to love
Or cling to beyond self. My chamberlain
Once showed me a pet slave, dwarf, savage, black,
A vile, lewd creature, who would cast a staff
Far wheeling through the air, and suddenly
Break its swift course, and curving rapidly
Come hard upon himself who threw. Even so
These vile deformities—our souls—cast forth
Missiles of thought, and seek to reach some end
With swift imagining—and end in self.
What sage called God the image of man’s self
He sees cast dimly on a bank of cloud,
Thrice his own size? And I whose life has been
[Cry without.]
One bitter fight with nature and myself
To find Him out, turn, terrible, to-night
[Cry without.]
To see myself—myself—myself. [Cry without. )
Hush! Hark!
Methought I heard a cry. The seamew wails

14
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Less humanly than that—I will go down
And seek thestranger. [Making as toleave yoom.]
E’en this rocky isle
Shall prove a friend——
A Voice. Stand still.
Ph. Again! Is this
The warning of a mind o’er-strained ?
[(Moving towards door.]
Voice. _ Stand still
And see salvation in Jehovah’s hands.
Pk, TIs this the end of life ?
Voice. Thy Life begins.
Ph, Strange Voice, I hear thee, and obey.
Perchance
I have not lived so far. Perchance to-day,
Like a spring-flower that slowly opens out
Its willing petals to the tender dawn,

My soul may open to the knowledge of

A dawn of new thought that may lead
Voice. To God.
Pk. Hope hardly dared to name it !

I5
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Enter Messenger.

Mess. My lord, the king’s command !
Ph. I heed it not.
See thou disturb not my high meditation.
Away !
Voice. With meditations centred in thyself.
Mess. Who spoke?
Ph. Speak thou. I obey the king.
Mess. My lord,
He bids thee to his court, to hold the reins
Tight on the fretful horses of the state
Whose weary burden makes them slip—nay, fall
On the stern hill of war. Thou art appointed
Being the wisest man in all the realm,
(So spake the king) the second to himself——
Ph. Thy vessel waits?
Mess. For dawn.
Ph. Then hasten thee
To tell them I am ready. The meanwhile
I will devote to prayer.
Mess. At dawn, my lord.
[£x:¢ Messenger. ]
16

Google



Ph. [Turns to window.] O Maker and O Ruler
of all worlds,
Illimitable power, immortal God,
Vague, vast, unknown, dim-looking, scarcely spied
Through doubtful crannies of the Universe,
Unseen, intangible, eluding sense
And poor conception, halting for a phrase
Of weak mind-language, O Eternity,
Hear thou the feeble word, the lame desire,
The dubious crying of the pinioned dove,
The wordless eloquent emotion
That speaks within a man, despite his mind !
Hear, who can pray for naught, unknowing aught
Whereof, for what to pray. But hear me, thou !
Hear me, thou God, who fettered the bleak winds
Of North and East, and held in silken rein
The golden steeds of West and South, who bade
The tireless sea respect its narrow bounds,
And fixed the mountains, that eternal ice
Might be thy chiefest witness, and who wove
The myriad atoms of Infinitude
Into the solid tapestry of night,
And gave the sun his heat, and bade him kiss
17 c
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The lips of Death upon the moon’s dark face,

So that her silver lustre might rejoice

The fiery lover, the sharp nightingale,

And those pale mortals whom the day beholds

Asleep, because the many bid them slave

From dusk to dawn, being poor ; and braided up

The loose hair of all trees and flowers, and made

Their one white light divide to red and green

And violet and the hues innumerable

Lesser than these, and gave man hope at last

With the invariable law of death

Abundant in new life, and having filled

The world with music, dost demand of us

¢“Is my work meaningless?” O thou, supreme,

Thou, First and Last, most inconceivable

All-radiating Unity, thou sphere

All-comprehensive, all-mysterious,

Spirit of Life and Death, bow down and hear!

[Bends deeper and prays silently. The

Sflame grows duller, and finally
leaves the yoom in absolute darkness.

Curtain.

18
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SONNETS TO NIGHT.

O NIGHT ! the very mother of us all,

For from thy hollow womb we children came,

A little space to flicker as a flame,

And then within thy tender arms to fall

Tired, fain of nothing but to lie at last

Upon thy bosom, and gaze in thine eyes

Clear, calm, dispassionate, supremely wise,

And pass with thee the gates that must be passed.

O Night, on thee is set our only hope,

Because our eyes, too tender for the day,

Are dazed with sunlight, and poor fingers grope

For those far truths that mock our vague en-
deavour,

Whilst we may find in thee the secrets grey

Of all things God would fain have hid for ever.

19
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ALL things grow still before thine awful face.
Now fails the lover’s sigh ; Sleep’s angel clings
About the children with her dreamy wings,
And all the world is silent for a space.

The waving of thy dusky plumes in heaven
Alone breathes gentle music to mine ears

So that despair is fain to flee, and fear

Cowers far away amid the shades of even.

‘“ Hope,” is thy whisper, “‘hope, and trust in
Night ;

My realm is the eternal, and my power

The absolute. My child, gird on thy strength ;

Clothe limbs with lustiness, and mind with might,

That, communing with me, though for an how,

Thou mayest conquer when day comes at length.”

20
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THE PHILOSOPHER’S PROGRESS.

That whick is above is like that whick is below ;
and that whick is below, is ltke that which is above.

HERMES TRISMEGISTUS.

THAT which is highest as the deep
Is fixed, the depth as that above :
Death’s face is as the face of Sleep ;
And Lust is likest Love.

So stand the angels one by one
Higher and higher with lamps of gold :
So stand the shining devils ; none

Their brightness may behold.

I took my life, as one who takes
Young gold to ruin and to spend ;
I sought their gulfs and fiery lakes,
And sought no happy end.

21
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I said : the height is as the deep,
Twin breasts of one white dove ;
Death’s face is as the face of Sleep,
And Lust is likest Love.

And with my blood I forced the door
That guards the palaces of sin ;
I reached the lake’s cinereous shore ;

I passed those groves within.

My blood was wasted in her veins,

To freshen them, who stood like death,
Our Lady of ten thousand Pains

With heavy kissing breath.

I said: Our Lady is as God,

Her hell of pain as heaven above ;

Death’s feet, like Sleep’s, with fire are shod,
And Lust is likest Love.

Our Lady crushed me in her bed,
Between her breasts my life was wet ;
My lips from that sweet death were fed ;
I died, and would forget.

22
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But so God would not have me die ;
Her deadly lips relax and fade,

Her body slackens with a sigh
Reluctant, like a maid.

I said : O vampire Lover, weep,

Who cannot follow me above,

Though Death may masquerade as Sleep,
And Lust laugh out like Love.

But God'’s strong arms set under me
Lifted my spirit through the air
Beyond the wide supernal sea,

Beyond the veil of vair.

God said : My ways are sweet and deep ;
The sceptres and the swords thereof
Change : for Death’s face is fair as Sleep ;
And Lust is clean as Love.

I slept upon His breast ; and Death
Came like Sleep’s angel, and I died,
And tasted the Lethean breath,

There was a voice that cried :
23
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Behold, I stand above His head

With feet made white with whitest fire,
Above His forehead, that is red

As blood with His Desire.

I knew that Voice was more than God,

And echo trembled for its trust ;

Sleep’s feet, like Death’s, with fire are shod,
And Love is likest Lust.

So I returned and sought her breast,
Our Lady of ten thousand Pains;
I drank her kisses, and possessed

Her pale maternal veins.

I said : Drain hard my sudden breath,
Be cruel for the vampire thrust !
Let Sleep’s desire be sweet as Death,

And Love be clean as Lust !

I died amid her kisses : so

This last time I would not forget—
So I attained The Life ; and know
Her lips and God’s have met.

24
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For in Those Hands above His head
The Depth is one with That Above,
And Sleep and Death and Life are dead,
And Lust is One with Love.

25
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SONNET.

THE woods are very quiet, and the stream
Hardly awakes the stilled ear with its word ;
The voice of wind above like dawn is heard,
And all the air moves up, a sultry steam,

Here in the flower-land, where I lie and dream
And understand the silence of the bird ;

My sorrow and my weakness are interred

In the deep water where the pebbles gleam.

I rouse the force persistent of my will

To compel matter to the soul’s desire,

To make Heaven aid the mind that would aspire
To touch its borders, and to drink their fill

At those far fountains whence one drop of dew

Descends upon my head from yonder blue.

26
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AN ILL DREAM.

IN the grim woods when all the bare black
branches
Creak out their curses like a gallows-tree,
When the miasmal pestilence-light dances,
A spectre-flame, through midnight’s infamy,
My blood grows chill and stagnant with my shame,
O Love, to speak thy name !

O life! O Heaven! O dreams long dead! Ye
Spirits
Rising unbidden from Hope’s cobwebbed door,
Ye quick desires that every soul inherits,
Leave me to weep, and torture me no more !
My face grows grey with sheer despair ; I shrink

From dreams ; I dare not think.

I had a poet’s dreams. My soul was yearning

To grasp the firmament and hold it fast,
27
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To reach toward God, and, from His shrine
returning,
To sing in magic melodies the vast
Desires of God towards man—O dreams ! O years

Drowned in these bitter tears !

I felt the springs of youth within me leaping,
Let loose my pleasure, never guessed that pain
Was worth the holding—now, my life is weeping
Itself away, those agonies to gain
Which are my one last hope, that by some cross

Eld may avenge youth’s loss !

Yet still youth burns! The hours its pleasure
wasted
Compel their bitter memories to grow sweet ;
Like some warm-perfumed poison if I tasted,
Felt its fierce savour pulse, and burn, and beat,
Yet in my veins a sleepy fire might bring

Strange dreams of some sweet thing.
Half a regret and half a shuddering terror

The past lies desolate and yet is here,
28
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Half guide, half tempter toward the stream of error,
On whose fresh bosom many a mariner
Puts out with silken sail—to find his grave

In its voluptuous wave.

Here are few rocks whereon a ship hath peril ;
No storms may ruffle its insidious stream ;
Only, no fish invade its waters sterile,
Nowhite-winged birds above it glanceand gleam,
Only, it hath no shore, no wave, but gloom

Wraps it within her womb.

No sun is mirrored in its treacherous water,
Only the false moon flickers and flits by

Like to the bloodless phantom shape of slaughter
Laughing a lipless laugh—a mockery,

A ghastly memory to wake and weep

—Should Sorrow let me sleep.

No current draws a man, to his fair seeming,
Yet all the while he whirls a stealthy sweep
Narrower, nearer, where the wave is steaming

With the slight spray tossed from that funnel deep
29
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Which dips, one wide black shaft, most horrible,
Down to the nether Hell.

Yet there seems time. God’s grief has not
forgotten
His mighty arm, and with His pitying breath
A strong wind woke me ere my boat grew rotten
With venom of the stream, that quivereth
Now as He blew upon it—fish and bird

Live at that silent word !

And I arose to seek the oars of Lying
Wherewith I had embarked—the wind had torn
Their wood to splinters—*‘ Jesus! I am dying !
Send me Thy cross to fashion some unborn
)9

Oarage of Truth to quit this stream of Death
O vain, O wasted breath !

I have no strength. Upright I kneel, lamenting
The days when Love seemed fair, the bitter years
When pain might have found truth, ere unrelenting
I shipwrecked Life! O agony of tears!
Vain tears! In silence, with abated breath
I drift, drift on to Death!

30
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THE STUDENT.

THERE is a gate of brass, within whose clang
Gold and fair stones abide. But I essayed
The path. I thundered with assaulting blade
On that grim fortress, whose hard iron rang
At my strong summons. As their fury sprang
Open at last I crossed their threshold, prayed
Reward for courage. To my soul dismayed

These voices their loud chant of terror sang :

““Thou hast not kept thy trust. To storm the
gates

Were to have found out God and all delight,

Conquered for all thy fellow-men the fates,

And found out Paradise in Hell’s despite.”

I heard them laugh, the Harpiesand the Hates . . .

Then fell, like death, the intolerable night.

31
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THE PRIEST SPEAKS.
(Boccaccio. Day IV. Tale VIII)

LAy them together for the sake of Love

Within a little plot of piteous earth,

When life’s last flower is faded in the sun.

Lay them together in the tender ground

That summer showers may shed a trembling tear,
And summer breezes whisper melodies

Of pity. Lay them there, and when the sky
Opens a lingering eyelash of deep cloud,

And the sea sparkles out from under it

To kiss the earth into awakening

From the dream-slumbers that its fancies weave—
Fancies of starlight on the lucent sea

Gleaming from wide horizon to the feet

Of Cynthia’s bow, all silver-shot with fire,

That virgin flame that lingers evermore
32
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In the sweet phantasies of subtle sleep—
Fancies of lonely shadows darkly strewn
About the leaves of autumn in the woods,
Where the small floweret, hidden by the maze
O’ th’ dying children o’ the copper-beech,
Lifts a blue forehead to the sun to kiss—
Fancies of old romance too pitiful

For any delicate quill to light upon—

Yes, when the sky from stainless ebony
Merges in azure, like as if the light

Of stars had melted into all the black

To gladden it, O then the solemn hush

Of morning shall behold the silent grave,
And wait a moment in rich worshipping

Of Love, creator of the world’s delight,

Till the full chorus of the spirits of fire,
Whose mighty shoulders and wide-flashing wings
Bear the proud sun from his luxurious bed

Of rosy fleeces in the West low lying

Into the staircase of the jealous day,

Burst on the silence of the world beyond

And bid the listening poet catch the strain
Of their half-echoed hymn. But come, my friends,

33 D
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Lay them together, breast to maiden breast,

Limb linked with limb, and lips to pallid lips,

So beautiful in death—the moth o’ th’ mind

Tells the grief-numbeéd senses ’tis but sleep—

See ! the pale glimmer of a ghostly arm

Flashes a spot of light—Ah ! weary day!

"Tis but the flickering of the candle-light

And the unmanning sorrow of the heart

That lends the reins to fancy’s charioteer.

Lay them together, let us leave them there !

There comes a vision to my mortal eyes

Of things immortal. Hark ! the growing swell

Of some wild clarion through the dazzling night,

Whose fairy eether suddenly illumes

With silver meteors innumerable

And golden showers of stars—lost worlds of
thought

And poets’ dreams, and jewels of virgin sighs.

Hark ! the broad rings of sound go wavering on

Eddying and rippling through the desart sky

That now is peopled with the diamond wings

That float through all the palaces of God.

O now to join them rise the armies vast
34
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Of the lone spirits of the empty tomb,

And there I see the lovers piteous

Splendidly flash within the silver sphere

Of light, and there I lose them at the last
Most wonderfully passed within the veil

Of Time ; caught up into the Infinite.

Lay them together. And the hollow hill
Shall echo me ‘“ together,” and the sky,

And the wide sea, and all the fragrant air,
Shall linger in the tumult of the dawn.

Lay them together. And the still small voice
Shall whisper ¢ Peace,” and in the evening

¢ Peace.”
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PASSOVER.

BLoOD on the lintel ! On the outer side

Death stood with wing implacable, with sword
Steeped in the furnace cruel and abhorred

Of Hell, in Styx well tempered. Far and wide
Its adamant smote out, a full fierce tide

Of vengeance and destruction from the Lord,
While past yon door with blood well overscored

Safety and Peace and Passover abide.

Blood on the lintel ! But within our gates
Spilt our own blood lies curdling on the ground,
Crying to God from each envenomed wound
While the fierce combat yet no whit abates,
And though protected, confident, unspent,

Sighs for relief with battle-cries are blent.

36

Google



THE VIOLET'S LOVE-STORY.

AMONG the lilies of the sacred stream
There grew a violet, like a maiden’s dream,
And when the wind passed over them, it stirred

Their white soft petals with its quiet word.

The sun looked on them and their leaves were
glad ;

Only the purple blossom there, that had

No kindred by the stream, let fall a tear,

Half wishing for the autumn of the year.

But when the summer came, the violet guessed,

By some slow dream that thrilled her gentle breast,

That some sweet thing might come to her ; she
thought

Through the long days of how her dream was
wrought :
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She guessed it woven of the spider’s thread,
And coloured like the river’s changing bed
Where polished pebbles shine ; she guessed it frail

And perfect, with pure wings, like silver pale,

So there, behind the leaves and stems, her lids
Grew deep with veins of love, and Bassarids
Racing the dim woods through, beheld her face,
Whispered together, and desired the place.

The gray was blushing in the Eastern sky
When there drew near a child of poesy
With full lips very tender, and grave eyes

Where deep thoughts dwelt in some delicious wise.

He looked upon the lilies, and a tear
Dropped on their blossom ; but a little fear
Came to the bosom of the violet

Lest he see not, or see her, and forget.

But he did see her, and drew close, and said :

““ O perfect passion of my soul, O dead

Living desire, O sweet unspoken sin,

Leave thou the lilies ; they are not thy kin.
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‘¢ Within my heart one slow sweet whisper stole
Consuming and destroying all my soul
Lest, if the pure cold mind should conquer it,

I might not know, although it still were sweet.

¢“ My pure desires arose and cast out love
That flew away, most like a wounded dove,
Only the drops were mine its bosom bled,

Now the last time it hovers by my head :

“ Now the last time I turn and go to her.”
The violet smiled at him ; his fingers fair
Plucked the sweet blossom to his breast, his eyes

Mused like delight, and like desire were wise.

There was a maiden like the sun, to whom
His footsteps turned amid the myriad bloom
Of flowers and leafy pathways of the wood,

Where, in a dell of roses white, she stood.

He came to her and looked so dear and deep
Into her eyes, the wells and woods of sleep,
And took the violet from his breast, and stood

A glad young god within the golden wood.
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