
Here Amiel in sadness,
And Burns in pure delight,
Sought for the hidden import 
Of man’s eternal plight.

No Xenophon nor Caesar 
This master had for guide,
Yet here are well recorded 
The marches of the tide.

Here are the marks of greatness 
Accomplished without noise,
The Elizabethan vigour,
And the Landorian poise;

The sweet Chaucerian temper, 
Smiling at all defeats;
The gusty moods of Shelley,
The autumn calms of Keats.

Here were derived the gospels 
Of Emerson and John;
’Twas with this revelation 
The face of Moses shone.

Here Blake and Job and Omar 
The author’s meaning traced; 
Here Virgil got his sweetness, 
And Arnold his unhaste.

Here Horace learned to question, 
And Browning to reply,
When Soul stood up on trial 
For her mortality.

And all these lovely spirits 
Who read in the great book, 
Then went away in silence 
With their illumined look,

Left comment, as time furnished 
A margin for their skill,—
Their guesses at the secret 
Whose gist eludes us still.
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