
PROFUNDIS.

PROFUNDIS:
rWO GREETINGS.

I.

eep, my child, out of the

was to be, in all that was,

nillion a;ons thro' the vas*

of multitudinous-eddying

ep, my child, out of the

hanging world of change-

e of ever-heightening life,

lonths of antenatal gloom,
moon, this crescent—her

irth's light—thou comest,

)oy;

be in lineament and limb
)phet of the perfect man ;

form are hers and mine

fried like our love
;

ppy in thyself, and serve

thy kin so well, thrtmen
LS we bless thee, O young

laughter from the dark;

el where thy motion lives

^ shaped, and sway thy

3 of haste and random

en full-current thro' full

!ly curves, with gentlest

. slowly-dying power,
,

) where we nnrl flir.n nrp i
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Out of the deep, my child, out of the
deep,

From that great deep, before our world
begins,

Out of His whole World-self and all in
all

—

Live thou
! and of the grain and husk,

the grape
And ivyberry, choose ; and still depart
From death to death thro' life and life

and find
'

Whereon the Spirit of God moves as he Nearer 'Tnd'"'will— MJMearer and ever nearer Him, who
Out of the deep, my child, out of the No . M^n'"'^^' .

deep,
.

ui 01 tne Not Matter, nor the finite- infinite,
But this main-miracle, that thou art thou,From that true world within the world

we see,

Whereof our world is but the boundinjr
shore

—

Out of the deep. Spirit, out of the deep,
With this ninth moon, that sends the

hidden sun

• '^ y°" '^^•k sea, thou comest, darlinu
boy. **

II.

For in the world, which is not ours. They
said

'Let us make man' and that which
should be man,

From that one light no man can look upon.
Drew to this shore lit by the suns and

moons
And all the shadows. O dear Spirit

half-lost

In thine own shadow and this fleshlvsign
That thou art thou-who wailest being

born *'

And banishVl into mystery, and the pain
Of this divisible-indivisible world
Among the numerable-innumerable
Sun, sun, and sim, thro' finite-infinite

space

In f-nite-infinite Time -our mortal veil
And shatter'd phantom

With power on thine own act and on the
world.

THE HUMAN CRY.

I.

Hallowed be Thy name-Halleluiahl-
Infinite Ideality !

Immeasurable Reality !

infinite Personality

!

Hallowed be Thy name-Halleluiah !

IL
We feel we are nothing- for all is Thou

and in Thee
;

We feel we are something-//,a^ also has
come from Thee

;

We know we are nothing-but Thou wilt
help us to be.

Hallowed be Thy name-Halleluiah
!

PREFATORY SONNET
TO THE 'NINETEENTH CENTURY.'

Wi
One

that infinite

Those that of late had fleeted far and fast
10 touch all shores, now leaving to the

skill

Of others their old craft seaworthy still.
Have chaiter'd this ; where, mindful of

10 made thee unconceivably Thyself

Our t

the pn=

i-ue co-mates regather round the
mast


