THE HERETIC

Let not tradition fill my ears

With prate of evil and of good,
Nor superstition cloak my sight
Of beauty with a bigot’s hood.

Give me the freedom of the earth,
The leisure of the light and air,
That this enduring soul some part

Of their serenity may share !

The word that lifts the purple shaft
Of crocus and of hyacinth
Is more to me than platitudes

Rethundering from groin and plinth.

And at the first clear, careless strain
Poured from a woodbird’s silver throat,
I have forgotten all the lore

The preacher bade me get by rote.
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