
8o4 DRAMATIS I'ERSON/K

Ketlcclour lifi;,al)sorl)ancaitlilyllaiii',-,

Niir (ioiilit tli.il, wcic iiiaiikih 1

inert and niiinli.

Its Cure had ncwi crim^. .luil all tlii.

satnt',

Niir, luishiti}; ouis, ii 4 niu.sic f.ilkii

(lunil)?

()1>, dread siici\>-,i(jii to a dizzy jn -.1.

Sa<i sway ul sceptre whose- mete
loiiidi appall,

(lha-.ily dtllironeiueni, cursed by
those the iiU'-l

On wliose re|ui!4iiaiit hrovv the

crown next fill^ I

1 KlKIi >ii:ak[',k

1

Witless ahke of will and way divine,

How heaven's hJLjh with earth's low
should intertwine !

Frieniis, I have seen throu};h your
eyes : now use mine !

II

Take the leait man of all mankind,
as I ;

Look at his head and heart, find huw
and why

He differs from his fellows utterly:

III

Then, like mtu watch when nature by
dei^rees

( Irows aliveround him, as in Arctic seas

(They said of old) the instinctive water

(lees

i\'

Toward some elected point of central

rock.

As thoujjh, for its sake only, roamed
the flock

Of waves alxjut the waste: awhile

they mock
V

With radiance caught lor the occasion,

-hues
Of blackest hell no« , now such reds

and bines

As only heaven coiild filly interfuse,

—

\ 1

The mimic monarch of the whirlpool,

kin-
O' the current for a minute : tlien they

wrint;

Up by the roots and oversweep tlie

thini;,

VII

And hasten oft, to playagain elsewliere

The same part, choose another peak as

bare.

They find and flatter, feast and finish

there.

\in

When you see what I tell y(ju,

—

nature dance
.\bout each man of us, retire, advance.
As though tiie pageant's end were to

enhance

IX

His worth, and—once the life, his

product, gained

—

Roll away elsewhere, keep the strife

sustained,

And show thus real, a thing the North
but feigned

—

X

When you acknowledge that one world
could do

All the diverse work, old yet ever new,
Divide us, each from other, me from

you,

—

XI

Why, Where's the need of Temple,
when the walls

O' the world are that? What use of
swells and falls

P'roni Levites' choir, Priests' cries, and
trumpet-calls ?

XII

That one Face, far from vanish, rather

grows,

Or decomposes but to recompose,

Become my universe that feels and
'.llOWS.

THK END


