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THE MADNESS OF ISHTAR

Hearing the call and the summons,
Heeding the hint and the sign,
Rapt in the flush and the vision,

Shall we demur or repine ?

Dare you deny one impulse,
Dare I one joy suppress ?
Knowing the might and dominion,

The lure and the loveliness,

Delirium, glamour, bewitchment,
Bidding earth blossom and sing,
Shall we falter or fail to follow

The voice of our mother in spring ?

For Love shall be clothed with beauty,
And walk through the world again,
Hearing the haunted cadence

Of an immortal strain ;
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