
Technical and Bibliographic Notes/Notes techniques et bibliographiques

The Institute has attempted to obtain the best
original copy available for filming Features of this
copy which may be bibliographically unique
which may alter any of the images in the
reproduction, or which may significantly change
the usual method of filming, are checked below

j Coloured covers/
Couverture de couleur

D Covers damaged/
Couverture endommagée

D Covers restored and/or laminated/
Couverture restaurée et/ou pellculée

D Cover title missing/
Le titre de couverture manque

D Coloured maps/
Cartes géographiques en couleur

D Coloured ink (i e other than blue or black)/
Encre de couleur (i e autre que bleue ou noire)

D Coloured plates and/or illustrations/
Planches et/ou illustrations en couleur

Bound with other material/
Relié avec d autres documents

Tight binding may cause shadows or distortion
along interior margîn/
La reliure serrée peut causer de l'ombre ou de la
distortion le long de la marge intérieure

O Blank leaves added during restoration may
appear within the text Whenever possible, these
have been omitted from filming/
Il se peut que certaines pages blanches ajoutées
lors d une restauration apparaissent dans le texte
mais lorsque cela était possible ces pages n ont
pas été filmées

f Additional comments
lJCommentaires supplémentaires

L Institut a microfilmé le meilleur exemplaire
qu il lui a été possible de se procurer Les détails
de cet exemplaire qui sont peut-étre uniques du
point de vue bibliographique, qui peuvent modifier
une image reproduite, ou qui peuvent exiger une
modification dans la méthode normale de filmage
sont indiqués ci-dessous

Coloured pages/
Pages de couleur

Pages damaged/
Pages endommagées

Pages restored and/or lamnated/
lPages restaurées et/ou pelliculées

Pages discoloured, stained or foxed/
Pages décolorées, tachetées ou piquées

Pages detached/
Pages détachées

Showthrough/
Transparence

Quality of print varies/
Qualité inégale de l'impression

Includes supplementary materîal/
Comprend du matériel supplémentaire

Only edition available/
Seule édition disponible

Pages wholly or partially obscured by errata
slips tissues, etc , have been refîlmed to
ensure the best possible image/
Les pages totalement ou partiellement
obscurcies par un feuillet d'errata, une pelure
etc , ont été filmées é nouveau de façon à
obtenir la meilleure image possible

This item is filmed at the reduction ratio checked below/
Ce document est filmé au taux de réduction indiqué ci-dessous

loX 14X 18X 22X 26X 30X

12X 16X 20X 24X 28X 32X



~~;

-33 -' - -



THE D)ESERTED -CITY
Stray Sonnets written by F. S.b
and Rescued for the Jeew w-ho
Love 'them by H. D.9-

M D C CC XCI1X

9,

e -

J-J

, 1 f



le 
%

le

z;

do 
'f

te

er 
9-

f'- Yj
eV

O> AI

ir.

wf el
'or

4-f

le

c' Ji x
AL

17 el -4

4]e

k - - 'N,

te

J., - r Ire 4



Ç~



i

i

i



THE DESERTED CITY
Stray Sonnets written by F. S.
and Rescued for the Few who
Love them by H. D.

Privately Printed

M D CCC XCIX





THE DESERTED CITY
THE HOUSE OF NIGHT

T HOUGH all the light were lifted frorn the land,
And a great darkness lay upon the sea ;

Though, groping each for some not-careless hand,
1 felt sad men pass over wearily ;

Though it were certain dawn would not come in
With the next hour ; that after many days
Would no moon rîse where the grey clouds grew thin,

Nor any stars resume their ancient ways
Though ali my world was thus., and I more blind
Than the dead, blundering planets raining past,

1 know 1 should not fancy Time unkind ;
For you, as once of old you came, at last

Would surely come, and with unfaltering faith
Lead me beyond the dominance of death.

THE HOUSE OF DOUeT

W HY should we fear ? The sun will surely rise,
If we but wait, to light us on our way.

Think you none hearkeneth to us who pray, '
That no God"s heart is softened by our cries >

Did we not learn that He was kind and wise
And loved our souls ? And shall your bodies say
cc There is no light. The tales they told us, they

Were only dreams, dreamed in the House of Lies.""
Nay, listen not to what your body saith, Ir

But by the memory of those antique years
When it was evil and of little faith
And led the soul along a way of tears,
Let your soul chant - as one that hath no fears
4& We know that Thou art stronger, God, than death



THE HOUSE OF MERCY
QUESTION not, Belovèd, nor deny
That you had God's own right of punishment
Yet now my sins and days are over and spent

Find you the hours so pleasant that go by ?
Would not the colour of the fields and sky,

The odour of the woods, bring more content
Now, if a little pity had been lent

Then, unto love, to judge a life awry P
Upon a day the young June grasses seem
Quite still that keep the edge of the still stream

1 think you go down close to them, and say
£,ç 0 little grasses, waiting patiently,
1 come to tell you this is God's decree:
, 1 conifort hi 1,;z who suffered yesterday.

THE HOUSE OF EARTH

0 YE disconsolate and heavy-souled,
That evening cometh when ye too shall learn

The pangs of one who may no more return,
To live again the uneven days of old.
Ye too shall weary of the myrrh and gold.

(Seeing the gods and their great unconcern),
And, as I yearn to-day, your feet shall yeam
To touch that Earth which ye afar behold.
Think now upon your grievous things to bear,

Some goal unwon, some old sin's lurid stain,
Your vistaed paths, - are they not fair as hope

But 1 between dead suns must peer, and grope
Ainong forsaken worlds, one glimpse to gain

Of my old place -the heaviest shadow there.

4



THE HOUSE OF FAITH
WOULD not have thee, dear, in darkness sit,
On days like this, hand clasped in quiet hand,

Remembering mournfully that fragrant land
Each day therein, the joy we had of it

Rather, while still the lamps are trimmed and lit,
Bid strangers; to the féasts that once we planned,
Merry the whilel Until the dust's demand

My soul, not thine, shall separately submit.
So, when thou comest (for 1 at last will call

And thou shalt hear, and linger not at all),
Still to thy throat, thine arms, thy loosened hair

Will cling the savour of the World*s fresh kiss,
So sweet to met and doubl)P sweef for this -
That thou for mine shouldst leave a place so fair!

THE HOUSE OF TEARS

W HEN in the old years I had dreams of thee
Thy dark walls stood in a m ost barren place

And he within (was his wan face niy face?)
Wandered alone and wept continually.

There was no bird to hear, nor sun to see,
Nor green thing growing ; nor for his release
Came sleep ; neither forgetfulness nor peace -

Whereby 1 knew that none had sinned as he.
To-day 1 met him where white Illies gleam ;;

Acro.ss our path we watched the sparrows flit
Until -the sunlight strong in our dry eyes -
He paused with me beside a green-edged stream,
Moaning, 1,1 1 know, where its young waters rise,

Remembering, one leaneth over it."Ib



THE HOUSE OF LOVE

0 FTEN between the midnight and the morn
I wake and see the angels round my bed

Then fall asleep again, well-comforted.
I wait not now till that clear dawn be born
Shall lead my feet (0 Love, thine eyes are worn

With watching) where her feet have late been led
Nor lie awake, saying the words she said

(Her yellow hair. - Have ye seen yellow corn
I fall asleep and dream and quite forge,
For here in heaven I know a new love's birth

Which casteth out all memory And yet
(As I had loved her more, 0 Christ, on earth,
Hadst Thou not been so long unsought, unmet)
Some morrow Thou shalt learn my worship«s worth.

THE HOUSE OF BEAUTY

S HE pauseth ; and as each great mirror swings
(0 ruined Helen, 0 once golden hair)

1 see CEnone"s ashes scattered there.
Another,, and, behold, the shadowed things

Are violated tombs of shrunken kings.
And yet another (0, how thou wert fair
And I see one., black-clad.1, who prayeth where
No sound of sword on cloven helmet rings.

Yet, were I Paris, once more should I see
Troy's seaward gates for us swung open wide.

Or old Nile"s glory, were I Anthony.
Or. were I Launcelot, the garden-bide
At Joyous Gard. Surely ; for even to me,

Where Love hath lived hath Beauty never died.
6
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THE HOUSE OF CONTENT

W ERE once again the immortal moment mine
How should I choose my path? The path I chose

(How long ago I wonder if Time knows)
Even now 1 see. 1 see the old sun shine

Upon the moss, thick strewn with fir and pine
The open fiild; the orchard"s even rows;
The wood again ; then, where the hills unclose,
Far off at first., now near, the long-sought shrine.
0 Time, how impotent thou art 1 Though thou
Hast taken me from, all things, and all things
Froin me, - although the wind of thy swift wings

Hath swept at last. the shadow frorn her brow
Of my last kiss, yet do I triumph now
Who, choosing, paused to hear Loves counsellin.-s.

THE HOUSE OF CHANGE

W AS it last Autumn only, when I stood
At the field's edge, and watched the redý glow creep

Among the leaves, and saw the swift flame sweep
From spruce to hemlock, till the living wood

Became a devastated solitude ?
For now, behold, old seeds, long years asleep,

Wake ; and a legion of young birches leap
To life, and tell the ashes life is good.

0 Love of long ago, when this madfire
Is over, and the ruins of my ý;ouI

With the Spring wind the old quest would resurne,
When age knocks at the inn of youth"s desire,

Shall the new growth, now worthier of the goal,
Find still untenanted the chosen room ?



THE HOUSE OF REGRET
T is not that I now were happier
If with the dawn my tireless feet were led

Along her path, till I saw her fair head
Thrown back to make the sunshine goldener

For it is well, sometimes, the things that were
Are over, ere their perfectness hath fled ;
Lest the old love of thern should fade instead,
And lie like ruins round the throne of her.

Now with the wisdoni of increasing year%
I know each ancient joy a cup for tears ;
Yet had I drunk, while they were draughts to praise,
Deeper, I were not now as men that grow
Old, and sit gazing out across the snow

To dream sad dreams of wasted suminer days.

THE HOUSE OF WISDOM
HAD not thought (ah, God 1 had I but known 1)

That this sad hour should ever me befall,
When thou 1 judged the holiest of all
Should come to be the thing I must disown.

Was it not true P that April morn ? thy blown
Gold hair around my hair for coronal ?

Or is this truer ? - thou at the outer wall,
Unroyal, and with unrepentant moan ý
Yet prize I now this wisdom, I have won,

Who must always remember? Nayl My tears
Must close mine eyes -as thou wouldst hide thy face
If some great meteor, kindred to the sun,

Should haunt the undying stars ten million years
To fall, some noon, dead in thy market place.
8



THE HOUSE OF SIN

W HEN Time is done at last, and the last. Spring
Fadeth on earth, and thyg-aze seeketh mine,

Watch well for one whose face beareth for sign.
The legend of a soul's refashioning
As I shall watch for one whose pale hands bring
The first faint violet, and know therri thine

Grown pitiful and come to build Love"s shrine
Where the old Aprils wait, unfaltering.
Then the great floods between us will retire,

And the long path I follow down will grow
To be the path. thy climbing feet desire ;

Until we meet at last, made glad, and know
The cleansing hands that made my soul as snow
Have kept alive in thine the ancient fire.

THE HOUSE OF MUSIC

S UCH space there is, such endless breadth of time
Between me and my world of yesterday,

I half forget what sounds these be that stray
About my chamber, and grow and fall and climb.
Listen 1 - that sweet reiterated chiine,
Doth it not mark soi-ne body changed to clay?

That last. great chord, some anguish far away ?
Hark 1 harmony ever now and faultless rhyme.

0 Soul of mine, among these lutes and lyres,
These reeds, these golden pipes, and quivering strings,

Thou knowest now that in the oldj, old years
We who knew only one of all desires

Came often even to music's furthest springs
To pass, because their waters gleamed like tears.



THE HOUSE OF COLOUR

M INE gold is here; yea, heavy yellow gold,
Gathered ere Earth' s first days and nights were fled,

And all the walls are hung with scarfs of red,
Broidered in fallen cities, fold on fold ;
The stainéd windows saints are aureoled
And all the textures of the East are spread
On the pavéd floor, whereon I lay my head,
And sleep, and count the coloured things of old.
Once, when the hills and I were all aflame

With envy of the pageant in the West
(Except the sombre pine-trees - whence there came,
Continually, the sigh of their unrest),
A lonely crow sailed past me, black as shame,
Hugging some ancient sorrow to his breast.

THE FOURTH DAY

A S when the tideless, barren waters lay
About the borders of the early earth

And small, unopened buds dreamt not the worth
Of their incomparable gold array ;
And tall young hemlocks were not set a-sway

By any wind ; and orchards knew no mirth
At Autumn time' nor plenteousness from dearth
And night and morning, then, were the first day,

Even so was 1. Yet, as I slept last night,
My soul surged towards thy loves controlling power;
And, quickened now with the sun"s splendid might,
Breaks into unimaginable flower,

Knowing thy soul knows this for beacon-light
The culmination of the harvest hour.

Io



VICTORY

B ECAUSE your strifé and labour have been vain,
Ye who have striven, shall I forego, forget

The far-off goal where to my feet were set
In the old days when life was first made plain >

UpWî;î4 in April, who, meeting witL the rain,
Did turn, the first shy mayflowers still af"%'-et?

1 who have sought, yea, who am seeking yet,
What pain have 1 like unto your sore pain?

So let me go as one yearning, that braves,
With shipmen that have knowledge of the sea,

The wind disastrous and the ponderous waves
(Because his love dwells in some fàr countree),

Crying, " Not one of all your million graves
Is deep enough to keep my love from, me!

THE LAST STORM

F ROM north, from. east, the strongwind hurries down
Against the window-pane the sleet rings fast

The moon hath hid her face away, aghast,
And darkness keeps each corner of the town.
The garden hedges wear a heavy crown,
And the old poplars shriek, as night drifts past,
That, leagues on desolate leagues away, at last
One comes to know he too must surely drown.
And yet at noon, to-morrow, when I go
Out to the white, white edgeb of the plain,
I shall not grieve for this night's hurricane,

Seeing how, in a little'hollow, sinks the snow
Around the southmost tree., where a lean crow

Sits noisily impatient for the rain.
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A LAST WORD
ND if it be I shall not sing again,7
AAnd thou have wonder at my silent ways,

I pray thee think my days not weary days,
Or that my heart is dumb for some new pain.

Seeing that words are nought, nor may remain,
Why should I strive with Time P Corne blame, come prais(

I am but one of them his might betrays
At last, when all men learn that all was vain.
And yet one thing Time cannot wrest from me.

Therefore,, cry out, yea, even to the throng
That pauseth not for echo of a song,

ci 0, your red gold is very fair. But he
Is glad as heaven to loiter and dream along
His Lady Beautys path continually.""
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