
THE HERETIC

Beyond the shadow of the porch 
I hear the wind among the trees,
The river babbling in the clove,
And that great sound that is the sea’s.

Let me have brook and flower and bird 
For counsellors, that I may learn 
The very accent of their tongue,
And its least syllable discern.

For I, my brother, so would live 
That I may keep the elder law 
Of beauty and of certitude,
Of daring love and blameless awe.

Be others worthy to receive 
The naked messages of God ;
I am content to find their trace 
Among the people of the sod.
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