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3,8 POSTHUMOUS POEMS

And then upon the offerings again
;

And so, by turns, till sad Moneta cried :

«' The sacrifice is done, but not the less

Will I be kind to thee for thy good will.

My power, which to me is still a curse,

Shall be to thee a wonder, for the scenes »«>

Still swooning vivid through my globed brain,

With an electral changing misery.

Thou shalt with these dull mortal eyes behold

Free from all pain, if wonder pain thee not."

As near as an immortal's sphered words

Could to a i.iothers soften were these last

:

And yet I had a terror of her robes.

And chiefly of the veils that from her brow

Hung pale, and curtain'd her in mysteries.

That made my heart too small to hold its blood. 230

This saw that Goddess, and with sacred hand

Parted the veils. Then saw I a wan face.

Not pined by human sorrows, but bright-blanch'd

By an immortal sickness which kills not

;

It works a constant change, which happy death

Can put no end to ; deathwards progressing

To no death was that visage ; it had past

The lily and the snow ; and beyond these

I must not think now, though I saw that face.

But for her eyes I should have fled away ;
34°

They held me back with a benignant light,

Soft, mitigated by divinest lids

Half-closed, and visionless entire they seem'd

Of all external things ; they saw me not.

But in blank splendour beam'd, like the mild moon.

Who comforts those she sees not, who knows not

What eyes are upward cast. As I had found

A grain of gold upon a mountain's side,

And, twinged with avarice, strain'd out my eyes

To search its sullen entrails rich with ore, 350

So, at the view of sad Moneta's brow,

I ask'd to see what things the hollow brow


