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Ik saw thrV life r.ntl aealh, mro' Rood
and ill,

^

He saw Ihro' liis own soul.
Ihe marvel of the everlasting will,

An open scroll,

Before him lay
; v i,h echoing feet he

threaded
The secretest walks of fame :

The wewlcss arrows of his thoughts were
headed

An<l wing'd with Hame,

Like Indian rce.ls blown from his silver
toni^ite.

And of so tierce* flijiht,
'

From Caipe unto Caucasus tlioy sunc
Killing with light

And vagrant melodies the winds which
bore

_, '';.';'" earthv.ard till they lit

,

Then, hke the arrow-seeds of ,he field
nowcr,

The fruitful wi-

^r,d f teedom reared in that august suiiri«

,,r.
"" '«^'«'fi'l bold brow,

,

-iVhen ntes and forms before his burnino
eyes ^

;
Melted like snow.

bunn d by those orient skies j.iu. round al«ut the circles of the globes
Of her keen eyes

And in her raiment's hem was traced in
name

Wisdom, a name t- shake
All ev,l dreams of powcr-a sacred name.

"Vud when she spake.

Cleaving, took root, and springing forth
anew

Where'er tl ey fell, tehoW,
l-ike to the tr.other plant in semblance

grew
A Hower all gold.

And bravely furnish'd all abrottd to fling
i.i"; winged sh.afls of truth,

1
o throng with stately blooms the breath i

i"g spring

Of lIo|)e and \'oulh.
I

So many minds di.l gi,d their orbs with
i

beams, '

Tho' one did fling the hre
Heaven flow'd upon the soul i„ many

'•

'-'fhigh dcsifr.

Thus truth was multiplied on truth, the
world

And ^l!'"'.T
^""' K"''''™ *'^«''''.And thro the wreath, of fl„a,i„

'

,|,rk
upcurl'd, ^

Kare sunrise Ih.w'd.

,

"" words d,d gather thunder .as they ran

' Which ft,"'
•' ''?'""'"B '° ""^ "-""'Icr

,

^^''"^li follows tt, riving the spirit of man,

j

.Making earth wonder,

j

So w.as their meaning to her « ords N„
I

sword

I

Of wrath her right arm whiri'd,

j

Hut one poor poet's scroll, and with /,/•

j
word

i
She shook the world

I

THE POET'S MIND.

Ve.x not thou Mic poet's mind
^ _

With ih- shallow wit

;

I

Vex not iliou the poet's mind
;

I

for thou canst not fathom itL ear and bright it should be ever
i

H'Wng hke a cystal river;

j

"right as light, and cleat .as wtnd

ri,

Dark.brow d sophist, come not anear ;All he idace is holy ground
;Hollow smile and frozen sneer

Come not here.
Hoi- water will I pour
Into every sptcy flower

OMhe laurel.shrubs that he,lge it .around,

cheer."" '™' "• >""" "'"^1
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