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LOVE

Lo, my beloved, the One who fashion lent
To all the world our earth from tears did raise;
Mid tears delight, mid tears he mingled praise,
And with tears blended he each heart’s content.
Contending, men cross sea and continent;
Aye, cross and leave no memory or trace.
Through tears men seek on Science mute to gaze
And die grey-grown, yet know not what Life meant.
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Man’s yearnings dim adown dark Chaos sail. )¢
He harbours hopes, but they untimely fail. 4\
He seeks winged shadows that from him e’er move.
Yet, to his view, the rays of one still star
Down gleam, borne gently through the gloom afar;
One smile alone assuages him : ’tis Love.
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