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INTRODUCTION

Simplicity and directness are essential to the highest
class of verse. In the judgment of poetry this principle
must never be lost sight of.

Q<«the, perhaps the greatest literary mind since
Shakespeare, is noted for his simpUcity and directness
of manner. The effort to dwarf the writing of verse into
an obscure cult wiU fail so long a« the people keep them-
selves familiar with the verse of the great poets of the
past—whose work is true and beautiful because of its
very character of direct simple naturalness.

It may be difficult to explain to the layman the con-
ditions which produce poetry. But no one of a poetical
temperament (and I believe that the greater mass of
readers have such an inclination) can fail to appreciate
a true poem. The failure to appreciate verse to-day is
not owing so much to the inability of the public to
recognize a poem, as to the attempt of certain critics
to force upon the world as poetry what is after aU at
the most only clever verse. The result is a confusion in
the mind of the ordinary reader who in the past was
accustomed to judge by his own feelings.

There is no doubt that poetry is first and last a high



VI INTRODUCTION

emotion. It is a sort of instrument which thrills the
soul not only by what it reveals but what it snggeste.
For this reason, a mere esthetic word-picture, no matter
how carefully wrought, is not in the true sense poetry.

It may emulate the careful photograph, which seem-
ingly loses nothing yet fails to catch the one necessary
insight which the painter who is a genius puts into his
picture—that light that uerer was on sea or land, yet
which all men see sometime or other in what the average
world may call the dull and commonplace. There may
be a danger, however, that a cult to see beauty in the
commonplace will grow from the affectation to seem
artistic and poetical. After all, the beauty we see in a
special verse is in ourselves. There is the universal
beauty which all see. That is the real, the lasting
beauty. There is the greatness of life as life, the great-
ness inherent in noble actions and noble aims; the
pathos of a great love, a great self-denial or a great
despair. There is the greatness of a struggle for a lost

cause (how mankind loves a lost cause!) There is a
majesty of life and death; the majesty of ocean and
shore and lofty hills. All of this is universal, and of
this poetry is made.

After all, the real root of all poetry from Shaliespeare
to the latest singer is in the human heart. The mind
is cold and critical. It plans and plots. It examines
and sifts. Man with the mind alone were but a mean
creature. Man the planner and plotter, the schemer
and builder, may move mountains and yet be little

better than the ape. It is man the hoper, man the
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dreamer, the eternal chUd of delight and despair whoee
idealB and desires are ever a lifetime ahead of his
greatest accomplishments, who is the hero of nature and
the darling of the ages. Because of this, true poetry
will always be to him a language, speaking to him from
the highest levels of his being and a translation from
a more divine tongue emanating from the mysterv and
will of God.

Poetry may have many messages; but above aU
stands the eternal appeal from life and nature. All
description of water and land, sky and earth, summer
and winter, is not necessarUy poetry, any more than
are all verses on life and death and love and despair
But the greatest poetry is that dealing with the human
soul. The highest class of poetry, that of Shakespeare,
that of the Old Testament, of Goethe, is that dealing
with the eternal tragedy of life in the universe The
eternal theme of man is man. But all poetry may not
stand on this high level. There are lesser degrees of
the dmne emotion, and much that is true, beautiful
and majestic in the verse of the eighteenth and nine-
teenth centuries.

In ttie work of the great nature poets, the very
strength and beauty of the verse is owing to the fact that
the thought and imagination dwell upon the human
and nature as affecting the human, rather than upon
the mere objective nature, as solely an esthetic aspect.Ihe greatness of such verse consists in its lofty emotion
whereby it conveys to the soul an impressive sense ofthe majesty of life and death. It is not merely the work
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of the Uterary artist, who painU in words on a sort of

season, the mood is a creation of a soul strongly imbuedwith a feeling of the sublimity of life InS Z!

power to create.
^^^ "** **'

highest standards in the selection or rejection of1.^
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B 8>e5fc«tton

h the MnigilBit, dukaed hoide

Of thii wiiikrt wide noui.

Dnuner of the golden lewi.

Thou BMal thiive lioae.

Too buy in ib fevered muM,
Too eager in ih mife.

When iD would tenh, end few
would leini,

Wekaethelugerlife.

We pea die fiddi of migic by,

To reach the favored place;

And ladly find our godi have gone
With far averted face.

Eager to clutch the golden "then,"

Or flee from out the fear.

Too late we learn, too late, alai.

We nuMed the gloried " here."
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$otm 0f milfxtt Campbell

Poetry

EiBTH's dream of poetry will never die.
It lingers while we linger, base or true-
Apart of all this being. Life may change,
Old customs wither, creeds become as nought.
Like autumn husks in rainwinds; men may kill
All memoiy of the greatness of the past,
Kingdoms may melt, republics wane and die,
New dreams arise and shake this jaded world

;

But that rare spirit of song will breathe and live
While beauty, sorrow, greatness hold for men
A kinship with the eternal; until all
That earth holds noble wastes and fades away.
Wrong cannot kill it. Man's material dream
May scorn its uses, worship baser hope
Of life's high purpose, build about the world
A brazen rampart: through it all will come
The iron moan of life's unresting sea

;

And through its floors, as filtered blooms of dawn
Those flowers of dream will spring, eternal, sweet

'

Speakmg for God and mai.; the infinite mystery
Will ever fold life round; the mighty heart
Of earth's humanity ceaseless throb and beat
As round this globe the vasty deeps of sky
And round earth's shores the wide, encompassing sea.
Outside this rind of hardened human strife
^ere lies this mantle of mighty majesty,
Thought's cunning cannot probe, its science plumb
ijarth 8 schools of wisdom, in their darkness, spell

'

Ihe common runes of knowledge; but there lies
a 19



20 POEMS OF WILFRED CAMPBELL
A greatness, vast, behind this taper gleam.
That stands for somewhat lore hath never weighedin all Its pondenngs of thought-pulsing brain
Shakespeare, the Mighty, touched it as he passed,
i he Man in TTz did feel it, shook the folds
Of some great garment's hem of One who passed
rhe vasty gates of Orion at one stride.
All earth's high sou have felt it in their time.Have risen to this mighty deep in thought
Or worshipped in the blackness and the gleam.

Dream not because life's taper flame grows dim,Man s soul grows wasted gazing on dull gold
ills spirit shrunk with canker of life's ill

'

Town
^^** °'^''*^ '"^ ^"''*'' **" »P'e°'lo"

Her dawns will fail to rise, this mighty world
Will cease to roll its vast appointed way
And beauty and love, and all that man holds sweetFor youth and age, the effort glad, the joy.
The memory of old greatness gone before.
Not hold their magic 'neath the Almighty Will.

Yea, 'tis eternal as the wave, the sky,
Changing forever, never wholly passing
A part of all this dream that will not die,
It lives forever. Years may fade and pass,
Youth s dream decline to age and death's decay.
Ills and sharp griefs, despairs and agonies come:W hile earth remains her spirit will not faU
That greatness back of aU will still console.
Man s life will still be sweet, its purpose glad.
The morn will still be morning, and the night
Star splendors arched above the eternal peace
The eternal yearning and the eternal dream.

'



LINES ON A SKELETON

My Library

Yon ask me where I get these thoughts,
These dreams melodious, mystic5,

I read them in God's book of lore.

Wide open, splendid, by my door.

Its pages are the magic sky.

The wonder of the iron earth.
And all those dreams that time let fly

Since being's earliest birth.

I read them in those curious runes.
Those tragedies of love and strife.

That chart of memory-haunted dunes.
That demon angel-book that man calls life.

21

lines on a Skeleton

This was the mightiest house that God e'er made.
This roofless mansion of the incorruptible.
Thes" joists and bastions once bore walls as fair
As Solomon's palace of white ivory.

Here majesty and love and beauty dwelt,
Shakespeare's wit from these lorn walls looked down.
Sadness like the autumn made it bare.
Passion like a tempest shook its base.
And joy filled all its halls with ecstasy.

This was the home wherein all dreams of earth
And air and ocean, all supreme delights.

Made mirth and madness: wisdom pored alone;
And power dominion held : and splendid hope

:

And fancy like the delicate sunrise woke
To burgeoning thought and form and melody.



TVnH. r'"*^™'je8ty. and o'er its towenTruth from fa,, windows made his ighUook down.

But came a weird and eyil demon host

^l"^^^^-^^""^ ^ ^«^ ">»* tenant rare



THE SOUL'S BATH

(^w "i ''1' '"" '"»°"°° ''''<'"» in lightOf vaster beauty, vaster scope and dream;
Where weariness and gladness satiate not

And enl greeds and envyings work no wrong

S3

Tie Soul's Bath

At even when the roseate deeps
Of daylight dim from heaven's bars,

The Km! her earth-worn garment slips.
And naked stands beneath the stars;

And there unto that river vast,

Witti splendid planets, brimming past?
Doth wash the ancient rim of earth.

She comes and plunges in; and laves
Her weariness in that vast tide,

That life-renewing deep, whose waves
Are wide as night is wide.

'^r^4 'f" *® P"^ translucent flow
Of that nnplumbed, invigorate sea.

Godlike m truth's white spirit-glow
She stands unshamed and free.
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The Oiscoverert

who';^C"'g'o'„X'^h,",S5 srjfi*" ">- «~' •"••
on tho then tt»okIei .bm ofTh. ^'^T ' *"«»«'y «utur»d out
New World which tteTunLinl.3tir.:<r.'.''.k'V"'!:''''

""•
for „„. boon ,o th. r«, «.„"". MeJ^Sg" m'^ffi"

"-" »"

They feared no unknown, saw no horizon darfcCounted no danger; dreamed all sea^ SrtadTo possible futures: struck no craven s^
'^

* or sloth or indblent cowardice • steered tLi, i, i

Wule Hope firm kept the tiller. Faith, in dreams

IZnT^'
"f, gleaming continents loomingSBeyond the ultimate of the sea's .,r rim

^
Thus was It ever. Souls too great for sloth

m,Tw '^',T^'
«:!«' yeanling restlessness;Which would not sit at home on servile shorwAnd take the good their fathers wrough? in lavsLong-ancient time-ward,-reap what Sthe™ soi^-But, nobler, sought to win a world their o^ '

Not conquered by others, but a virgin sho^'

^r "'«''»>«" build the future; rear iew realms
? YT^. 'n""^ '

*'»"^««»1 "' the pa^t,
^'

And all Its 111 and failure; raising anew
The godlike dreams of genius, knowing only
Immortal possibility of man
To grow to larger vastness, holier dreams.
Made certain in straight laws of human lifeAnd national vision; lived in lofty lives
Of manhood strong and noblest womanhood.

So thus it was, and is, and e'er will be I

Ihe ill we do we leave behind us as
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The phantom cloak of yesterday's gleep, thrown off
At newer waking to life's splendid dawn.
So dreamed they, eager, in those olden days.
Saw visions in the future, round the west
Of Europe's fading sunsets ; held a hope
Of some new paradise for poor men's cure
From despotisms of old dynasties
And cruel iron creeds of warped despairs.
Hungering for light and truth and righteousness.
So launched they, setting sail toward sunset verge
Of lonely, inhospitable Ocean hurling back
From his grey mane sad wrecks of their desires.

We know their story, read the truth where they
Knew only in man's hope and loftier soul
Which strove and dared and greatly overcame.
Conquering scorn of man and veils of doubt.
Wresting from nature half her secret, cruel,
Wherewith she darkens down in glooms apart
The mystery of this planet, where we sleep
And wake and toil, redeeming high resolves,
Chaining the future to the present act.

We ponder on their daring, their vast hope.
That compassed all a planet in its dream.
We marvel at that stem defiance, where
A single man, in a degenerate age.
Would throw the gauntlet down ; linst a world.
Defying narrow custom, small beliefs.
Strangled in lies; and staking all on one
Swift certainty of reason, based on thought,
Which read from nature, not from childish tomes
Of baseless superstitions, and dared all.

Left the kind land behind, and ventured out
On what men deemed a hideous demon waste.

ih

' II
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And loom to somewhat nf »»,«* TT ^^'

Watching Hii .tan .«.i „ l.. *^ ""S""? «>nlg.

Dm ages of this world have Urd s^d Un.



THE DISCOVERERS ff

Tea, we are witnetwee that they who hoped,
And greatly planned, and greatly dreamed and dared.
Were greater and more godlike, truer bouIi
And wiser in their day than those who sat
With shaking head and shallow platitude.
Made foolish vulgar prophecy of defeat;
Yea, we are witnesses that one true man
With faith in nature, his own heart and brain
And daring, fearless, caring nought for aught.
Save his own trust in some high godlike vision.
Is greater far than all a world of men
Who are but shadows of a worn-out age
Which they have long outlived; as rotten trunks
Uo mark the place where some huge oak went down.

We are the dream which they did dream; but we
If we are great as they were, likewise know
That man is ever onward, outward bound
To some far port of his own soul's desire.
Knowing the present ever incomplete.
In love's reflection of the heart's high goal.

And now no more this western world is deemedA home for liberty and hope'i desire.
Men learn in wisdom, as the years glide on,
And life is ever the same in east or west.
And human nature, lost in its own toils
Of earthly strivings, loses that gold thread
Of life 8 sincerity, repeating o'er again
The grim despotic tyrannies of old.
On newer shores to freedom dedicate
By loftier souls who won this worid in vain.

So is it ever. Human grief and ill

And human tvranny know no special strand.
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Jwm 111. of Mce no continent ig immnneHen c«mot flee old evil, though thT^l
*ve Dear with ng the despot in our blood-It ..the race that .peak, forever kOur strivings and our weaknew Nem fl.A newer Rome in each new tyTanny

""""*
Which waken. . wctem worfd to"/eed. of blood.

Nol.h'IlI^ ^V "° """"nent, new to find

We, too, a. they, are earth', diwoverers.We kewise can be fixed in our regard
'

We hkew.se can be brave, sincere and trueDreammg far peak, of greatness on ah«?d

Set«L „* '*"•," '?''>•* °"^ weaknesHolvn-

B^li^?T "''"' '"^"'iWe, for those porbT'Beyond the common, sheltered shoais of sdf •

OuT^r'^f' f«rinK keel those open seaf '

Of larger life, those heaving floors of hope-Marking our course by tho« flxed «ta« ^oneForever steadfast, witnesses of Ood
'

Pcnting to continents vast of holiei- dream.



THE HILLS AND THE SEA

The Hilli and the Sea

OivB me the hilli and wide water,
Qive me the heights and the sea;

And take all else, 'tis living

And heaven enough for me.
For my fathers of old they were hillsmen,
My sires they were sons of the sea.

Qive me the uplands of purple.
The sweep of the vast world's Km,

Where the sun dips down, or the dawnings
Over the earth's edge swim

;

With the days that are dead, and the old earth-tales.
Human, and haunting, and grim.

Give me where the great surfs landward
Break on the iron-rimmed shore,

V\Tiere Winter and Spring are eternal.

And the miles of sea-sand their floor;
AMiere Wind and Vastness, forever.

Walk by the red dawn's door.

Back from this grime of the present,
This slavery worse than all death,

Ijct me stand out alone on the highlands,
Whei-e there's life in the brave wind's breath

;

Where the one wise word and the strong word
Is the word that the great hush saith.
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The Vanguaid

(Te At TwHiili Cmamj)

poT of the gm light.
Into the deyligit. *

^

We are His bettlemen
Biding along;

Centuiy-laden,
To (orne dim aidenn,
•Hope in our vanguard

Connige, our wng. '

^Checknpthecnrb, there !»

"Hiding along 1"

Out of the grim light,
Into the dim light.
Under the morning aire.
Where the pale atan

Fade with the dying
Murk of night flying.
Into the smoke-miate
Over earth's bars—

Where the dim Borrows
Of long-dead to-morrows
Smk into ashes.

Crumble to night
Cheerfully, gravely.
Manfully, bravely,
Hide we, ride we.

Into His light.
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Then wu tn Inn, we
Reng to begin, we
Thundered ito niftefi

With generoiu long—
There • low monnd, we
left a brave comrade,
Worn of the jonmey,

Riding along.

There wu a battle fought.
Fiercely the blade* rang,
Horaemsn and charger

Grappled the foe-
Hard ipent and hard hit.
Teeth clenched and foaming bit.
Out of the battle-emoke.
Forward we go.

Bravely faced, bravely won.
Nobly died, nobly done.
Lifting the firm face.

Riding along

:

Always to hillward,

Truth and God-will ward,
Never toward darkness,

Never toward wrong;
Not dumb cattle I men.
We are God's battlemen,
Waging His fierce fighU
Under the night.

Under the smr <e-mist8,

Through the dim centuries.
Ride we, ride we.

Into His light.

Hold up the head, there I

Quicker the tread, there!
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Eyes on the mountain heig.:t.!

^
ijiit the old song

!

„ Bravely the right goes,
Down with the dread foes,
^vil and sorrow,

w^'^.**® """^ °M wrong!

..^""JV^nt the battle-smoke,

i^are and despairing but

^KoU the grey mists up!

^
Drain deep the dawn-cup I
Kide we, ride we.
" Into His light !"

Old men and young men.
Cheering the faint ones.
Bearing the weak ones.

Chiding the strong;
Over the dead past,
lee-cold, furnace-blast,
Elding along;

We are His valiant hearts,
Wending His journey drekd
Eyes to the hills aheid, '

^^
Hearken our song:—
Watch for His dawning! mark
Sorrow but the ahriveUed b^.Love the white kernel sap; '

« D
^**''^^ and wrong,

«D L*''^
'^'"'=^' ="'Jden haa.

Wattling our iron mail.
Elding along."

Yea, as we thunder, we
Know earth's old wonder, we



THE VANGUARD

Feel all about us
Her splendor and tears;

Her might and her glory,
Her centuried story.

Her weird, blind caravan
Down the dead years.

Her grief and her wisdom.
Her heart-breaks and yearning.
Her legends of iron-eaten.

Blood-crusted wars:

—

Her loves and despairings.
Wrecks of old dynasties,
Barbarous; splendid and

Old as the stars :

—

They who look down on us.
Cold in their far-light.

Orient, mystical,

Under the night;
Weird in their silence,

Grim, fixed witnesses.
Long, of earth's struggles.
Her great grim graveyards.
Of passion and might.

But >mder we thunder,
Charge, battle, and blunder.
Out of the night-mists,
Fnto the day.

Led by an impulse,
A fierce joy and heart-hope.
Older and stronger
And greater than they.
Sound the clear bugle, there!
Wide, let the summons blare I

Challenge the centuries.

Fearless of wrong!

S8
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Burjr that dead facet
Strong heart, fill his place |Tenderly, manfuUy,
Biding along I

Gnm be the way we tread,
Sound down the silence, murt.Hope's golden horn I

^;^*?''«T«etI silver clear!

Close up amain, there!
Curb on that rein, there!
Eyes hiUward and Godward.
Forging ahead I

^
Down the dread journey.
Flashing the stern eye.
Out on dim iron-peaks
wretimes ahead

!

Searching the night-line,
MurVs fading white linL.
ior the dawn's message.

For the day's red;
SinJnng old sorrows
In nobler to-morrows,
Emging the levin
With earth's battle-song-

Hugging the after
*

Tears of old laughter,
Hopeward and Godward.
Hiding along.



COMMEMORATION ODE
Eyes to the front, there I

Iron 'gainst the brunt, there 1Jamng the battle-shock.
Under the night;

rVom earth's weird wonder,
we thunder, we thunder.
Out from the centuries'

Battle and blight;

^'*"' clear, our bugles, clear,
Challenging despair and fear,
iude we, ride we.

Into His light.

G>Limemorat<on Ode
(CuBiridgi^ June. 1905)

Bhothees ia action, aspiration, aim,
Co-hentors of that old breed, old blf^od.
That ancient speech, that ancient faith and wne •-
Once more we stimd in these memorial halls,

^'
And meet in kind communion, as of voreThose sun-flUed hours of youtt'shSu mornWhen life's great future blinded eaiTr eyS '

^^^^L °^ ^"^^ "ctievement lay before.
*

Iii€^J°^^\''^^^^^''B °^ to fame

iJeyond the mist* of aspiration's dream.

nr'l^r "'^^^ ''*" '^^ <"^ «*e of lore.Or dearly earned experience of this world.And all its mystery of blinded ways ;—And here we face the future; nearer now
3
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That last dread culmination of our days.
That solemn gate of earth's departing scene.

Here at life's midday mile-stone do we stand.Knowing our vision greater than our act.
Our possibility vaster than our dream.

I
Greater than all earth's woven creeds is that

I eternal possibility of man
To rise to nobler futures, loftier peaks
Of golden sunrise visions, climbing on
To those vast vistas of the ideal man.

Learning is nature's kindred spirit. She
Holds up the torch to reason, seeking ever
That holy, immortal, changeless face of Truth
Language may falter, palter, lose her old
Plain utterance, simple, pure and nndefiled —
But upward still is upward, straight is straight.
And narrow the way and hard the paths to God.

I Not all the weight of vast material power,
' The brazen frown, the iron hand of wealth.
Can make the ill less evil; or the good
A part of evil. Still midway will stand
That sword of Eden flaming in between.
Whence man came naked, naked wUl return
Clothed only in the truth of heart and brain.

There is no complex where the spirit rules.
The truth is simple as the perfect curve
Of elemental beauty. Life no lie.

Till man did build a fence to shut out God,
And hide with hideous tapestries the stars.

H'
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Those endless, gobelin questionings shut in
Man 8 soul from the eternal. Out beyond
Where night and vasts anticipate the dawn',
No muffled doubt goes groping, where those hosts,
Immortal, radiant, wheel their mystic fires,
Orion, and the ancient Pleiades.

f

Think not because we lose the road, that we
Are lost eternal. Still the road shines on,

_

Through murky mists of this grim modem dream,

I «
'^^ smokes, material, shrouding His vast plan.

And still a child-face teaches beauty's truth;
\ A wayside blossom still remains a flower;
\And love, and hate of evil rule the worid.
This shining roadway holds no cul-de-sac.
Though close the gorges seem to hem us in,
With human finality, reason's narrow bounds.
Within these hopeless mountains of the mind.

And often 'mid the anguish and turmoil
Of all this fevered being, I have felt
A sudden flame of some large knowledge, flashed.
And then withdrawn from out my spirit's ken •

As though God opened His vast doors of light

'

And outward being. Then my soul hath felt
Some mystic glimpse of far infinity.
As though there flamed a world outside our worid,
Beyond this prison house of all our tears,
This finite cell that we inhabit here.

And in that sudden light it seemed as if
This house of sadness, these grim narrow streets
This blinded seirch from shrivelled day to day,

'

And all that past which momoiy intervenes,

37
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Th »
^1"' ^ "'""'^ °' «"">'g experience

A^d months and yean, h«l all been liW beforeAnd thu grim present but old dreams 7^^^
So moves life's mystery, as though fold in fold

And mined stairways leading to the sta"

Thhw^^/^l'? ^l T^^Se: Let us keepIhe olden faith in glad sincerity,
^

RpS„ '"^ ^^''' "?PlWty is the truth;

?h^T reyerence; wisdom but to keep
'

Those dread eternal laws which guide the world.

Forgetting not our duty to the race,
*rom which our sires and our im><if\n.o«j
That mighty stock, that Iron hS^^f'"^""^ ^P""'^;

Uncompromising, stem, which plant^ deepThe holy roots of that wide tr«e which C*^Ihis blossom of liberty which wo pluck to-day.

Which taught us, what we all too soon forget.No earthly generation stands alone,
^^

Extending downward from the ancient days



THE DREAMERS ^

^m?^""* l*"**
allegiance which we owe

?™m „^*r '^'' *\tongue our father, forged^m out the rude and barbarous dreams of tholT

Thnirr PVi""' "f'"^-
This our work

'

To build, to weld, replenish, and subdue.

\^H ™.l-'S? ^""'f-
''^'''^ *™'"'' 'his earth like iron.And makes the continents tremble; not by greed.Or gnm political craft; but by that power,

^ '

That sad sincerity of the Perfect Man.

Yea. this, my message! Life is short and stem.And ours at best a feeble, cabined will
Our mmd is finite:—But the soul of man,
Which hopes and trembles, suffers and aspires,
Hebukes his pettier moments; its vast dreams
Proclaim our origin high, our destiny great.
And possibilities limitless like the sea

The Dreamera

(A Panble.)

Thbt lingered on the middle heights
Betwixt the brown earth and the heaven:

They whispered, "We are not the nighfs
But pallid children of the even."

They muttered, «We are not the day's.
For the old struggle and endeavor.

The rugged and unquiet ways.
Are dead and driven past forever."

They dreamed upon the cricket's tune.
The winds that stirred the withered' grasses:
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inat lit the spectre mountain-paMefc

They eat and marked the brooklet .teal

nnf
""°^""»t "'T its silvered suree •

But marked not. with ita peal on ^df
"

The atonn that swept the grani?e g^rge^
They dreamed the shimmer and the shade

^tt"°T^^ ••° P*^'" '»' haunted W'A or heard again the cannonade
In dreams from earth's old battle-placea.

They spake "The ages all are dead,

We -I'i" ''•,*'•* "^'Hggle and the glory;we are the silences that wed
^'

BetWHt the story and the story.

"npfr^'lt""'*"^'"'^' that moanBetween the woodlands and the meadowaWe are the ghosted leaves, wind-blo^
^'

Across the gust-light and the shadows."

Thra came a soul across those lands,

Anrsrke"re''l-°°' «'«!!• ™P' -""der;

n/fll ., r
^^^ "" "hbed with bands

^^

Of fire, and heaven all racked with thunder.

"Climb up and see the glory spread
High over cliff and 'scarpLeSt ya;ning •

« S'f^^i" ???* *« -J""^ i« dead, ^•
iJehold the triumph of the dawning I"

Then laughed they with a wistful scorn.

rnn V"" !fK* ^'"^*' * '""g-dead vision;ron passed by ages ere was bom
Ihis twilight of the days elysian.
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" There ii no hope, there ii no strife.
But only haunted hearts that hunger.

About a dead, scarce dreamed-of life.

Old age* when the earth was younger."

Then came by one in mad distress

:

" Haste, haste below, where strong arms weaken,
The fighting ones grow less and less!

Great cities of the world are taken I

" Dread evil rolls by like a flood.

Men's bones beneath his surges whiten.
Go where the ages mark in blood
The footsteps that their days enlighten."

Still they but heard, discordant mirth,
The thin winds through the dead stalks rattle;

While out from far-off haunts of earth
There smote the mighty sound of battle.

Now there was heard an awful cry.
Despair that reddened heaven asunder.

White pauses when a cause would die.
Where love was lost and souls went under.

The while these feebly dreamed and talked
Betwiit the brown earth and the heaven.

Faint ghosts of men who breathed and walked.
But deader than the dead ones even.

And out there on the middle height
They sought in pools for haunted faces.

Nor heard the cry across the night.
That swept from earth's dread battle-places.
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The Lyre Degenerate

I» i> tin* thai mm o( Ihouvkt m/h ViLi i?" " '"^•T '• "iWrMiim.

«l«rtd.l oull of SoJJSwtoT^"' '"*' *'* '•• "oiiwqS^

Vanished the golden Homer,
Vanished the great god Pan,

vanwhed the mighty mind of Greece.
1 he ancient viaions of man.

Ctone are the mighty modems.
Hands that swept the keys,

That nm the splendid gamut of dream,
or life's deep harmonies.

DMd are the lofty dreamers.
The true and the wise of earth.

Who stirred the spirits of yearning menAnd gave new impulse birth.

^« "ore those ladders to heaven,
Golden rung upon rung

Of the lofly dee^ and the splendid dream
in the song of singere is sung;—

For now in the shrunken pages
Of helot dreamers of song

The idiot children of primal earth.
Brute and insect, throng.

And this the end of beauty.
The ultimate dreaming of man.



THB LYKS DEGBNBRATB
To ihrink to thi. hideoM. mewiingle* cultAi«i, for the great god PanI

^ ™"-

Alai, for the lore of ugei I

Ala», for the Parthenon t

AIM, for the yearning Israelite
Hi» mountains of woe upon I

After the mind of Shakespeare.
After the soul of Christ,

To sink to the level of hoof and paw.
To keep this hideous tiyst;

Lost to that higher, holier thought
Under this latter-day gleam,Limg again in the mind of the beastAn earlier, dreader dream.

Sunk to the law of the jungle and fen
From the dream of the godlike man.To learn m the lore of reptile and bruti
The cunning of Caliban.

And this the end of the ages' art
Tbe world's high yearning pain,

To trace the trail of the serpent and effsOn the monster earth again.

To know eternity howl and yelp.
The primal instinct's dream

;

'

To task in the sun or curl in the dusk
Of an arctic moonlight's gleam.

Ym, better than all this age can give
Rather our lowest our least;

'

Better to sin as men and women
Than sink to the best of the beast
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Bettor IhM lire in thu hideouf round
Of claw and beak and wing,

Better the dread eternal black
Of death'i eternal ring.

And Thou who art of all things Lord.% whom all perish or droam,
Who wakcst the flower, the star, the love.
The mighty world or the gleam;

Who after ead winter wakest the rose.
After midnight the dawn,

By whMe dread word the children of earthUp thy mountains have gone;

Teach me the lesson that Mother Earth
Teacheth her children each hour.

When she keeps in her deeps the basic root.
And wears on her breast the flower.

And as the brute to the basic root
In the infinite cosmic plan,

nl?
*® P'"" °' *® infinite mind

The flower of the brute is man;—

Man who blossoms in beauty and love
And wisdom's wondrous bloom.

And climbs by spiral stairways dread
To the dawn of the world's great doom.

^I^'^hen doth come that marvelous change
Thou Master of being and death,

'

let me die as the great dead died,
Not passing of instinct's breath;—



Let m« lie down with a loftier thought

Th.f^
Pow'ng 0/ bea»t and leaf,mat the cry of human mouI for «oul

1» greater than nature's grief;

''^Th.^'" 'Ju""""""
*•"' "«»'"«»''" of GodThan in thore ages when

He slept the sleep of the tiger and fox.And woke to the strife of the den

And when from the winter of thy wild deathThme angels of sunlight call •

Waken me unto my highest, my best.
Or waken me not at all.

Work

To % work, heart that achea.
To thy soul's best work.

let not the bitter hour
Stab with its grim dirk.

Unto thy toil; and if the world
Want not thy voice to-duy

Grieve not, thine hour will come
Love is not waste alway.

'

Art that grows from love
Of beauty, life's high dream.

Will not utterly vanish out,
As weed-drift on a stream.

Not one sunbeam is lost,

'Though it vanish in a cave.

"S n ' ^™"' *^"8ter of Mystery.
Will redeem the gift He gave
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The Blind Caravan

1 AK a slave, both dumb and blind.
Upon a journey dread;

The iron hills lie far behind,
i he seas of mist ahead.

Amid a mighty caravan
I toil a sombre track.

The strangest road since time began.
Where no foot tumeth back.

Here rosy youth at morning's primeAnd weary man at noon
Are crooked shapes at eventime
Beneath the haggard moon.

Piunt elfin songs from out the past
or some lost sunset land

Haunt this grim pageant drifting, vast.
Across the trackless sand.

And often for some nightward windWe stay a space and hark.
Then leave the sunset lands behind.
And plunge into the dark.

Somewhere, somewhere, far on in front.
Ihere strides a lonely man

*^° '\"U ftrength. who bears the brunt.
The battle and the ban.

^

I taow not of his face or form.
His voice or battle-scars.
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Or how he fronte the haunted storm
™neath the wintry stars;

I •EO" not of his wisdom great
That leads this sightiess host

»gjond the barren hUIs of fate
Unto some kindlier coast

B"t often 'mid the eerie black
Through this sad caravan

i^e, sweet thrill is whispered back.iJome on from man to man.

A strange, glad joy that fills the nieht
lake some far marriage horn,

TiU every heart is filled with Ueht
Of some belated mom.

The way is long, and rough the road.
And bitter the night, and dread.

And each poor slave is but a goad
To lash the one ahead.

Evil the foes that lie in wait
To slay us in the pass.

Bloody the slaughter at the gate.
And bleak the wild morass;

And I am but a shriveled thing
Beneath the midnight sky;

A wasted, wan remembering

'

Of days long wandered by.

And yet I lift my sightless faoe
Toward the eerie light.

And tread the lonely way we trace
Across the haunted night.

47
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Ode to the Laurenliaii Hilk

Blue hills, elusive, far and dim.
You lift 80 high beyond our care;

Where wrth's horizon seems to swim.
You dream in loftier air.

Here where our world wends day by day
Its sad, material round,

We know not of that purer ray
By which your heights are bound.

Ignoble thoughts, ignoble aims
Shut us from that high heaven;

Th^e dawning dreams, those sunset flames.
With which your peaks are riven.

Y(ra seem so lone and bleak, so vast
Beneath your dome of sky,

So patient to the heat or blast
That smites or hurtUa by;

So vague, withdrawn in mists, remote.
Shut out in glories wide;

The very fleecy clouds that float,
Your dreamings seem to hide.

We in our plots of circumstance
Are prisoners of a grim despair-

While your far shining shoulders' glance
From heighU where all things dare.

^"m/* ''^ *""" ""* *' <='<^ 0* glooms
That prisons and oppresses,

But reach those large, sl^-bounded room*
Of your divine recesses;



THE ART DIVINE

Then might we find that godlike calm.
That peace that holdeth you,

That soars like wordless prayer or psalmTo heaven with your bine.

Then might we know that silent power.
That patience, that supreme

Indifference to day and hour
Of your eternal dream.

Then might we lose, in fire and dew
Of your pellucid airs,

This diffidence to dare and do.
That grovels and despairs.

And dream once more that high desire,
That greatness dead and gone.

When earth's winged eagles eyed the fire
Your sunrise peaks upon.

That power serene, life's vasts to scan
Beyond earth's futile tears;

H«r hopes, her curse, the bliss, the ban
Of all her anguished years.

m

The Art Divine

That Artist of the Universe
Behind the wind and rain

Hath drawn a dream of splendid death
Across my window pane.

And in the lonely, haunted day,
My luminous maple tree

Hath now assumed the magic pomp
Of some weird pageantry.
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And 'mid the common day and thought.
My casement to me brings

A picture rarer than all art
Of man's imaginings.

Not all the wondrous hues of Watte,
Not Turner's wizard R-heme,

With all its mastery, haunts my heart
Like this autumnal dream

;

For o'er my «ii\ all life, all death.
All moods life, death can name.

Press on me from that magic frieze
Of earth's funereal flame.

Day and ^ '<^

Two dreams forever _ js my door,
One gaudy, one in 'sombre dress:

The Day, one weird and endless roar;
The Night, a million silences.

To one I give, the slave I am.
My curse of being, fevered breath;

The other, 'mid her godiike calm,
Lifts me to dwell with Death.

My Creed

This is my creed in face of cynic sneer.
The cavilling doubt, the pessimistic fear;
We come from some far greatness, and we go
Back to a greatness, spite of all our woe.
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Retponsibifity

^U^tT^ ''^''' ^' «t««l8 alone.

An^ f M* f?gregate he loses truth

That shut, th« world fro« freedon. and God's truth.

Sleep

Sweet brief condition of oblivion,
Baser of care-worn mind and sorrowed .onl.Yea. next to death, God's mosr^Xa ^j.
Thou art that short mortaUty wherein m-nGive over their spirits to oi^^S

ABd float on opiate airs and favoriuR ialesOut to some land beyond these realmf of wrth.Afld all .« sad dominion, aching c^ ^^^
That gnaws men's vitals festen^ d^b^ day.

^e king, the galley-slave are equal hereThe smner and the saint alike SvepS
The n? °'^**'°8 "^ ^^' '^^^^ ho^Ihe poisoned memory, or the woe to b&
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Within thy mighty halU of phantasy
Thuie opiate silence hangs its curtain black.And ever the hideous dream is but a dream.

'Tis sweet to rise to greet the kindling mom.H hen all is happiness, holy, glad and well :—
But to the agonized spirit, life's remorse,
limes prisoners of failure, earth's defeat,
Tis agony to wake, to meet the sun.
For these, kind Magician, thou most tme.
Give these, life s weaiy woe's poor suffering ones.
Earths mightiest blessing, dream-compelliig step.

Sleq>

Dim Sleep, that keep'st the soul in awe.By gates that lead to the unknown •—
All life sways to thy magic law.
All portals open toward thy throne:—
Thou arbiter in ebon stone,
A mist about thee ever thrown.

Thou peoplest the dark with visions filled.
Thou breathest with thy poppied breath.Md all the loves of life are stilled
Unto similitude of death.



THE QVeSTJOM

The Question

To find It but iron after all,A horrible gaol of the soul,A prison whose walls are a shardOf cold, implacable fact;

T^'^!''™"!'' *' •'^ ««'t"ri«' gone,^e poor weak eons of men
'

Have circled in bubbles of jov
To find but a shroud of despair.
Cabined and crushed at the last?

And this: Is this but the end?
Hare we fathomed the secret in vain'Was man but a last blind coil
Of the brute evolution of time.
Unwinding itself in the dark?
Or the full-blown rose of a race,mose scent and whose petals are gone?Was the law: Aspire till ye die,
*or yedie when ye cease to aspire?

Pml^I' 7 ^"! '"^'""^ the dark,

^ it .n, *^1 *°'^^' "^« »« done?

Doth there glimmer the thread of a dawn?
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u.
OodI
We utter the round of a word,
And power dissolves into nought,
And vanity crumbles in dust;
We, who have reached the bare wall.
Have fathomed this prison of dark.
Stand naked in awe of a name.
We, who have balanced the " all,"
Weighed the dreamp of the part in a scale.
And found them but vanishing dust;
Here in the end of the days;
In this last high poise of a stair,
Built out of the quarries of thought.
Wrought slow in the workhouse of truth.
Our knowledge and wisdom all gone;
Like children all frighted and shamed.
Stand in awe at the sound of a name;
As hosts, that huddled at night,
From the rude cruel riot of rout.
Stay, fearful and doubting, dismayed,
'Mid the grim, unknowable dark.
For the glad, kind trumpet that calls
From the far, white comfort of dawn.

So we, who di'eamed that we scaled
The high white mountains of thought;
From our ruined Babel of pride.
In the knowledge of self and of God;
Turn back from the jargon of tongues.
That scoff and clamor and cry,

To the wonder and awe of the child

;

And plead in our weakness and doubt,
At the barriers, mufSed, of dark.
That reach through the spaces of thought
To the far-off vastness of Qod.



THE QUESTION

III.

To tte end? Have we really began?Have we yet even entered thit gate.
3S^'/'?«T'«k«t«ateofthe«,ul^
WTuch leada to the city of life?
l*8t we My, we have come to the wall

;

Tlluit we grope 1 ke the blind, in the dark.For the slow closing in of the wallsW this grim <»rtnre.prison of life.Where casement on casement fades out,^Ittie iMt narrow pane disappearsOn the coffined despair of the^s^l.And the narrow iron shard echoes backThe unseen eiecntioner's stroke?

Is this but the end and the all,
ihe blind, grim climax of time?UUod but necessities' will,
Where chance for an eon pursues
Ihe rhythmic returns of a force?
Or a flame that flickers one way?
Or • huge j^ hammer that beats
All out on the anvil of time;
All out, till the echoes repeat
Each cavemed black edge of the void?

And this trembling flame of the soul.

That flashes, then flickers and dies?

What of it? So fickle, so dim,
A candle^p spark in the space;
inat It measures the infinite void
That it yottns to fill all with its hope.
Its love. Its desire, and its dream.
That would grow to the stature of God»
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WlittititP Somyiticiaiyniull;
So infinite, vast in its aim

;

So great in it< yearning and growth;
It would leap to the light of the stan.
Would sound the abyiiei of space,
And measure the span of the worlds?

Those magical windows it throws
Open wide to the wonders of Ufe,
That sympathy subtjer than thought.
This subconscious dreaming that doubts
If waking be nightmare to sleep.

That leads to the real hidden world.
That world whose wonder pursues
Even here in this prison of time.
When the walls of this earth crumble down.
And the veils of the senses grow thin.
That shut from the realms beyond.

This hearing so delicate, fine>

This exquisite sense of the chords
Beaten out from the fibres of sound.

The magical world of the eye.

That catches all colors, all blends
Of mystical morning and night

Weird memory, wove of all hints

Of the marvelous dreams of the past.

Strange thought, that probes ocean and land,
Man's Boul, and the infinite void.

Builds the future, illumines the past,

Measures, weighs, judges, pardons, and damns.
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GoTwiu heuing, sight, memory, tU;
Ix>rd-8eer of aU gates of delight;
Standing out on the mountains of dream.

Then, greater than all, even love,
That yearns through the eons of time,
That throbs through the hates and despairs.
Built out of the passions of men

;

Yea, this above all, leavens all,

Filters down through the rooU of the world,
To the dry, hidden heart of all things.
Waters all deserts of drought,
Speata million meadows with green,
Up-bnrgeons all blossom and fruit

The House of Dreamt

'Mid all earth's mighty builders.
That ancient builder. Time,

Laughs at the art that crumblea
And the airy arts of rhyme.

But the story of godlike passion.
The mighty hate or desire.

Lives, when the hand that penned it
Is ruin with Sidon and Tyre.

Greater than all earth's temples.
Glories of arfs high goal.

Is the mystical, magical temple
That God built for the soul.
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Not in a day or hour,
Not in • thousand yean,

He hath fuhioned. for love to dwell in.A temple of prayen and tean.

"K« the dream and not the deed
That doth, eternal, endore:

The »pirlt, and not the form.
That makee earth's litwatnre.

^^°5.^* ^^ "*"''*'• ""ntled thonriit.
About the vague vast blowing; ^ ^

That being hath more doors than thought.And life IS more than knowing.

That creeds of darknoss or of mind
Are but the scaly bark^t slips from off the centuried rind.

While mward works the impulse blind.
Amid the otannied dark.

And deeper than the bnilded theme
Of pnest or book or seer,

^ere lies that life, that subtle dream
That rules the sunny warmth and gleam
That wakes the upward year.

And greater than all thoughts that fall
From wisdom's page or poefs song.

That dim impulse behind it all.
Flame from the ages' granite wall.
That finds no written tongue.



SOUL

Orpje. to one poor ploughman «m^
"^

TlMt usg the whole world'i heartT

Thii impul* in each being rife.
Deep hidden in each man;

Behind he pa«ion or the .tri/e,
Iheblesamgorthe ban.

Behind the ego denie,
^

Bev'ilS'^ii"!,"""''
''''" •*" »fl«»e.

A part of the immense.

The wheeling stars and snn,
This mystic, veilM flame behind

•^^J^' *v°'' ""^ •»<»«' WindThan winda of night that mn

;

And MMtih the hollow hills of sleep.
And beat with phantom hands;

Or of^hr.,°°* t- '
\'^"'*"" ««t c^P.

a1 J^fu"^"* ohosto that sweep
Athwart the haggard lands.

It is the master of all thought.
AH impulse and all dream,

And bmlds or ruins, base or not,
The labnc of the common lot.
The blackness or the gleam.

•II
i

'(
•<
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It gives through some weird inward need

Xfte centuries' impulse birth •

And weaves in subtle dream or deed,
Of those who bum or those who bleed.

All tragedies of earth.

^ii°^m*'!* "V8''*y
"''"* »' Greece,

The Titan force of Home,
It bade earth's battles rage or cease.
And reared those splendid dreams of peace.In column, plinth and dome.

Behind the artist when he wrought
£arth s beauty's rarest dream.

Or nature's poet when he caught
The nelodies of morning fraught
With summer's azure gleam.

It kindled Homer's golden song
Of elemental man.

And lurks behind the fateful throng.
That stairway dread, of earth's weird wrong
Prom Christ to Caliban.

^
It is that greater self behind

All earth's confusM gleam,
That leads men up by stairways blind
Of blackness, where they grope to find
The heaven of their dream.

At all earth's altars it hath knelt.
Sought God 'mid stars and dew.

Wherever life by plain or veldt
Hath down the craving ages felt
The agony of the few.



SOUL

All 8om)W8, pagsions, all delights,AH hopingB, all despairs, ^ ^
All earth's old splendor, all her blightsHer agony of wrongs and rights. ^ ^•

Her mined starward stairs;

°Fo^'- ^1 '"'"'«'' »'«'• g^i™ blades

TjlZ^^t^^" ""^^ °' dream,

W« /,l/'.°"^' »" *•>»* fades.Was cradled in its gleam.

And eveiy hero-heart who stood
Alone m some dread hour

(Wien man faced man for ill or goodAnd history wrote her page in bl^)'Was governed by its ^er ^

Gmter than mightiest thought of mindThat measures life by rule,
'

t1TL''J '*".".'" ""^'^ Wind.

"'^e'^iKtxr/^''-^'"^

i
'!'

^aL"? /h*
'''^^ ''"''^'^ ""^"^d thoughtAbout the vague vast blowing;

*
Beyond our little "is" and "not,"
Beyond the curtains of our thought.

Life's mighty Hdes are flowing

In every common hour of life
In every flame that glows,

'



62 POEMS OF WILFRED CAMPBELL
In every breath of being rife
With aspiration or of strife
Man feels more than he knows.

Earth's child of science counts the staia
Upon God's garment's hem;

He plumbs the seas, the heavens' bare.
Chains Jove's fierce thunders to her cars.
itebmlds her rarest gem.

Bnt blind as night to that within.
That demon, god, or elf,^t weird impulse to soar or sin.

That universe of dreams that spin.
That heaven or hell in " self."

That something subtle that :utweighg
The mightiest lore of man;

That master of his dreams and days.
Invisible in some weird haze
Behind his bliss or ban.

Which lifted Shakespeare from the clod,
Yet f->"ike in Caliban

;

That got in man, or man in god.
That dreamed all music from the sod

Since melody began.

That outsoared Shelley's lark in flight,
Beyond all dreams we know;

That knew with Milton music's might.
Or that exquisite dream delight
Of Paganini's bow.

That same dim impolse Saxon, Celt,
Mohawk or Tartar knew;



SOUL

Earth;8 mightiest power to move or melt.
That in old Shylock's agony felt
The tragedy of the Jew.

This demon force that moves a world.
Hath breathed a simple flower,

With tendrils milky-white npcurledAM with demoniac power hath hurled,
fiarths might in one short hour.

Hath burgeoned beauty from the blind
Deep earthy woodland's heart;

This inward flame that wings the wind
Great m comparison to mind
As nature unto art.

Wind of the wide world's winnowed dream.
About the vague vast blowing;

Beyond our futile taper-gleam
Of priestly creed and poefs theme,

God's tides of might are flowing.

Man feels the present, feels the past.
As one bom blind may know

The sun, the earth, the rain or blast,
Or those dread phantom shadows cast.
His brother men who go.

But round about the dreams we are.
In caves of wind and fire,

Where mind is cabined ; soul afar.
Doth rise eternal, star to star.

To heighto of God's desire.
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Life-Spent

Out of the strife of conflict.

Out of the nightmate wild,
Thou bringest me, spent and broken.

Like the life of a little child.

Like the spume of a far-spent wave.
Or a wreck cast uj) from the sea.

Out from the pride of being.
My soul returns to thee.

Thou, who only art master.
Lord of the weak and the strong

;

Who makest the kings of earth's struggles
As the far refrain of a song.

And thou teachest me all is as nothing
Save to follow the fate love willed.

And dree life's weird to the final port,
Where the tumult of being is stilled:

Where the woe that wrecked me is vanished
And the pride that stayed me is gone:

And only the feeling of eventime,
When the toil of the world is done:

0, Master of being and slumber.
When the pageant aud paean have passed:

Take me where thy great silence
Is vaster than all that is vast



TRUTH

A Present-Day Creed

What matters down here in the darkness?
lis only the rat that squeals.

Crashed down under the iron hoof
Tis only the fool that feels.

For the death of a love or a rose:
^Vhile grim in its grinding, soulless mask.

Iron, the iron world goes.

God is an artist, mind is the all.
Only the art survives.

Just for a curve, a tint, a fancy.
Millions on millions of lives 1

If this be your creed, late-world poet.
Fass, with your puerile pose;

For I am the fool, the child that suffers.
That weeps and sleeps with the rose.

Tmth

^7^ ^tt]^ ,'° ^***"' Piping* lonely,
And felt for God, in crude impassioned youth:

I longed to know Thee and Thy spirit only
Thou great, clear-orbM Truth

!

For Thee alone I sought 'mid earth's confusions.By Thee, and Thee alone, I measured life,Mwhty or petty; drew its deep conclusions.
Plumbed Its abysses, felt its ebb or strife.



<6 POEMS OF WILFRED CAMPBELL

i

r iorrow o'w myself, for I have wronsed

w deeper channeU where earth's passioiSbnmed.

IWV!^ ^v °i^*° '" ""d Wtter moan.
*

^ite ttf fi'^fl'^r^^^y ««** "'bit flamii«.

And murky masts of.those who work Thee ilL

The Singer

liira is too bitter,

Strife too strong;
Lackaday! lackadayt
Dead is poor Song.

There in the mart
Of the thronging, teeming;

Dead in the dust.
His goldlooks gleaming.

Killed in the fray.
With his glad heart broken:

Never a sigh for him.
Never a token



THE HEART OF SONG

'''^t|>« ill world cared;

8h!il«
"jth clamor and wrouRShe hfta the brute victors

Uf Mammon along.

De»d in the dust.
With never a care for him:

Save some day the green wi«ath
That the world's heart will wear

lor him.

When there 'mid her hours

Sfc T *™*** ""d latest.
She recalls, with dumb grie;ing,

Ihe voice of her greateat

The Heart of Song
Too much of sameness dulls our sense.

!• send those arrows swift and cleaT^To cleave the ether of the sphere

1:^?*^« the living heartKg,And from the electric centre thrill theliBtemng throng.

Too little of the love we feel
Too little of the hate weW;
And all the real life foregoi

MTli?LT r^ "^ *™« «d loud.And lifted to the morning cloud
Across the fields of s^t dew?

hi
'f!

J' i
V 'if

:ijl
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How can we itrike the lyre of life,

And toond the fatnre's battle^trife,

Unlew our hearts be Tibrant, too?

0, would that poets' Bongs might fling.

Like dews from off the rosebud's wing.
Odors of life's awakening:

And never on the heart's best harpstringi
cloy

The splendor of the world's great lyric

joy I

Geniut

I BUILT a house one wondrous night.
From splendid ruins of my soul,

And filled it with the sound and light

That girdles earth from pole to pole.

Its walls of whitest marble there,

A frozen, clustered splendor grew.
And all things beauteous and rare
Gladdened its perfect chambers through.

Strange relics of gone olden days,

Of ancient peoples, times and kings.

In those rare chambers met my gaze.

And gave me vast imaginings.

All glories of earth's richest art.

The painter's thought, the sculptor's dream.
Belie of all the wide world's mart

Blazoned beneath the moonlight's gleam.



GMffJUS

The iweeteat songi old poets rang.
And life's dread, grimmest tragedies

About these haunted galleries hung,
Enriched with elfln melodies.

For by some magic to me known
I stole of music's saddest art,

From Pan's wUd note, Boetian blown.
To Paganini's haunted heart

Yea, mine alone, all this was mine,
"To dwell with splendid dreams alone.

And own a majesty divine,
Amid a marvelous world of stone.

When one strange night I entered in
And found a wondrous spirit there.

That smote the moonlight pale and thin.
With silvern magic sad and rare.

So radiantly beautiful.

It filled my mansion with new light,
And bloomed a warmth across the cool.

Pale, lonely hauntings of the night

So mystical, it stayed unstirred,
And gazed with awful eyes divine,

Across the human dreams that blurred,
Into this trancM soul of mine.

And ever since with inborn sight,
Like opening of love's inward rose.

Or vast uncurtaining of night,
My heart a mighty sorrow knows:
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A Titan udnen, like the lee,
That moant and beata for eremore

To break ita manaclei, and free
Ita (pirit from the iron ihore.

Prom night to night the years go on.
The ruined leasons link and riie

;

And still that spirit, never flown.
Looks at me from ita wondroos eye*.

And I must drink, undying pain.
The loTO, the hate, the joy, the smart:

And feel forever, like a chain,
Earth's agony in ^my haunted heart

The Last Prayer

Mabteb of life, the day is done

;

My eun of life is sinking low;
I watch the hours slip one by one
And hark the night-wind and the snow.

And must thou shut the morning out.
And dim the eye that loved to see;

Silence the melody and rout.
And seal the joys of earth for me?

And must thou banish all the hope.
The large horizon's eagle-swim.

The splendor of the far-off slope
That ran about the world's great rim.

That rose with morning's crimson rays
And grew to noonday's gloried dome,

Melting to even's purple haze
When all the hopes of earth went home?



THB LAST PKAYKK

Tm, nutfter of thif mined hooie,
The mortgage clowd, outmnt the lewe;

Long lince it hnihed them etronie,
And now the windowed light* miut oeue.

The doow all barred, the ihntten up,
Diimantlcd, empty, wall and floor.

And now for one grim ere to rap
With death, the bailiiT, at the door.

Tea, I will take the gloomward road
Where fait the arctic nighti let in.

To reach the bonme of that abode
Which thou halt kept for all my kin.

And all life's iplendid joy« forego.
Walled in with night and senteleag itone.

If at the lait my heart might know
Through all the dark one joy alone.

Yea, thou mayat quench the latest spark
Of life'a weird day's expectancy.

Boll down the thunders of the dark
And close the light of life for me.

Melt all the splendid blue above
And let these magic wonders di^

If thou wilt only leave me. Love,
And Lov % heart-brother, Memory.

Though all the hopes of every race
Cnuibled in one red crucible.

And melted mingled into space.

Yet, Master, thou wert merciful.

n

1
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Uubsolvec]

PATHEB hear my tale, then pity me,

0°5ir °°^ H'« pity h«th withdra^.O death was dread and a,wful in those day, I

I^S V^^ °^''*" ""^ P»ni«hment to 00™^
sS^^ri^

torm^U made for those who ,in.

I^f™ P»t down your cro« and hearken me;-laee forever a white glinting plain.
From night to night across the twinkling dark

AJ"^ 1 f^ ""* ^" •"'' dread and Cth,'And poor lost ones who starve and pinch wd die—I coul.d have saved them-I_,ea, even I
'

Yon talk of hell 1 Is hell to sT^^rTnunesWan, leathery cheeks, and dull, d«^W eVesFrom whence a low-fl«„ed madnessVebbiKi
Goes slowly deathward through the elirie hofrs ?

'

To hear forever pitiless, icy winds
™1.™ ™ »'"^*"°8 canvas of the tent.
With Idle, brute curiosity nature hath,
While out around, one universe c' death
Stretches the loveless, hearthless, arctic night?

Thw is my doom, it sitteth by my side.
And never leaves me through the desolate years.Go, take your hell to men who never lived
Save as the slow world wendeth, sluggish, dull



VNABSOLVRD

Ewn they mnit luffer alw, poor bleak oiml
ITien w your feeble comfort nothing worth.
You tell me to have hope, Ood will forgive.
O priflut, «n Ood forgive a lin like mine?
"' »« • He II all-loving, did Ho lie
Wiih m.' hat night amid the eyeleaa dark,
.Vud T.r.

1 with me, and whUper, ''Ssve thywlf,
' .flt wfl 1 J north lies cold and age and death,
Ai.,1 vji 1 failure on men's awM tonguon,
\_. liPgf • years hereafter; Southward lies
Ilome, hpat and love, and sweet, blood-pulsing life—
1.1 .-. ;.vith Its moms and eves and glad to-morrows,
AiiJ jov and hope for many days to be?"

Did He, I say, lie with me there that night.
And know that awful tragedy beyond.
And my poor tragedy enacted there?
Then must He feel Him since as I have felt.
And live that hideous misery in His heart

'

^d, knowing this, I say unto thee, priest.
He could not be a God and say, forgive.
You plead my soul's salvation the one vtA
And aim of all my thought; then hearken, priest.
For this my sin hath made roe more than wise:—
That seems to me the one great sin I sinned
In selling all to save mine evil self.

Stay, hearken, priest, and haunt me not with hopes
As futile as tho«e icy-flngered winds
That stirred the canvas there that arctic night
I bid thee hark and mumble not thy prayers
Like August bees heard in a summer room.
That drone afar, but keep them for the dead.
The dull-eared dead who sleep and heed them not

.^J
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Tie f«.to tte reasons, and hath weighed them too-There is but one absolver, the absolved
'

H^™\ii°"*,*'"'*.^"'
'"*"' "=«« night,Haye been alone in some dread, shadoiJy conrt

Words, words are empty; were life built on words

ThTw / ^\ '^' ^°"'^ 8^°^' the weak be sta^i«rThe hateful lovmg, and the scornful weak I- ^'
The king would be a pea,ant, and the poorA tang m his own right; the murderer, redFrom his foul guilt, would pass to Gc^'s own biewtAnd all damned tilings, long Samned of^rthreoS'And some dread law much older far than we,

^
Would blossom righteous under heaven's face.

n^if'r^ ^^ °°^'; """^ *"t fros^en wasteOf icy horror ringed with awful night.
To seek the living in a world of deith-
And as we fared a terror grew and grew

lT^\ •"^."iS" T*^"*"' «" I dreamed

By steel-blue, windless plain and ha,mted woodAnd wirened shore and headland, once moreg^uth
There, as we went, the days gre^ wan and shrank"

Wafw'^Jl^,.^ "^* ?"^ ''«''<» ""d beautifd.
Walled witii flame-glories of auroral light
Hinpng the frozen world with myriad sManOf awful splendor tiiere across the night
And ever anon a shadowy, spectral pack
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Hanft^ 7** and panting, Inrfd tongue.Haunted the lone homon toward the southW day by day a desolation went
Wiere our wan faces fared, o'er all that waste-

1«H J/"/°™ff ?"d filled with love of 1«" '

i^d fear of ugly death as some weird black!The enemy of love and youth an,^ joy • '

Fading in blackness at the outer end

mn ^rtr"*,^'*^' "^ "«" I ^ent ^th thereWho held their lives as men do hold a eiftNot worth the keeping; men who told Cd talesThat made a madness in me of that wasteAnd all Its helliah, lonely solitude

n^Hllw^
heart abeating for the south.

Until that awful desolation ringed

vITf^ round, and shrunk my fearful heart
^' A-fT' ^ '"^ '"^•^ *«'» !>»* for this;-Why did they send me on alone, ahead^r me, the only weak one of that bandWho WM t<x> much of coward to show my fear?WTiy did life give me that mad fear of death"To make me selfish at the very last ?Why did God give those men int» my handAnd leave them victim to a craven fear
That walked those lonely wastes in form of man?

No, Father, take your cross, mine is a pain
Ihat only distant ages can out-bum
Forgiveness! No, you Jmow not what you sayYou churchmen mumble words as charmers do.'And talk of God and love so glib and pat.
And think you reach men's souls and give them light

n
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When all the time my spirit is to yon
A land unfound, a region far-removed,
Where wallc dim ghosts of thoughts and fears and painsYou never dreamed of. What know you of souls
Ijike this of mine that hath girt misery's sum
And found the black with which God veils His face?

Then hearken, priest, and learn thee of my woe.
For I have lain afar on northern nights.
By star-filled wastes, and conned it o'er and o'er
And thought on God, and life, and many things,'
And all the baffling mystery of the dark.
And I have held that awful rendezvous
Of naked self with self afcne and bare.
And knew myself as men have never known •—
Have fought the duel, flashing hilt to hilt.
And blade to blade, of flesh and spirit there.
Until I lay a weak and wounded thing.
Like some poor, mangled bird the sportsman leaves
Wnthmg and twistmg there amid the dark.

You talk of ladders leading up to light.
Of windows bursting on the perfect day.
Of dawns grown ruddy on the blackest night.
Yea, I have groped about the muffled walls,
And beat my spirit's prison all in vain.
Only to find them shrouded fold on fold;
And still the cruel, icy stars look down.
And my dread memory stayeth with me still.

It was a strange, mad quest we went upon,
To seek the living in the lifeless north.
For days, and days, and long, lone, loveless nights.
We set our faces toward the arotic sky.
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And threaded wastes of that lone wilderness,
Beyond the lands of summer and glad spring,
Bqrond the regions kind of flower and bird,
fast ghnt horizons of auroral gleams,
Ahannted world of winter's wizened sleep,
Where death, a giant, aged, and stark and wan.
Kept fast the entrance of those sunless caves
Where hides the day beyond the icy seas.

Then life ebbed lower in the bravest heart.
And spake the leader, " If in ten more days
We chance on nothing, then will we return,
And set our faces once more to the south."
For that dread land began to close us in.
With cold and hunger, bit at our poor limbs,
1 111 life ^Kv there a feeble, flickering flame.
Amid the snows and ice-floes of that land
Then ten days crept out shrunk and grey and wan.
With nothing but the lonely, haunted waste.
T^en spake the leader, "If in flve more days'"
Then parcelled out those five grey, haggard days,
ftTiile life to me grew like an ebbing tide.
That surged far out from some dread death-like strandAnd horror came upon me like the night.
That seemed to gird the world in desolate walls
Then spake the leader, « If in three more days !"

But when the third day waned we came, at last.
Unto the shores of some dread, lonely sea,^t gloomed to north and night, and far beyond,mere rumed straits and headlands loomed and sank.
There seemed the awful endings of the world.

Then spake the leader, " Let us go not yet.
But stay a little ere we turn us south,

n
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iT^ \^^ 1?^'' ^'^ ™'«''* •» somewhere he».»And then to me, "You go, for you are youngAnd strong, and life throbs quickest in your veins.And yon have eyes more strong to see, for oursAre dimmed by the dread frost-mists of this land

:

And creep out there beyond yon gleaming ledge.And bring me word of what you there mtyTSTAnd if you meet no sign of mast or sail,
Or hull or wreck, or mark of living soul,
1 hen we will turn our faces to the south;
* or this great ocean's vastness hems us in
And death here nightly creeps from strand to strand.And bmds with girth of, black the gleaming world"
Then, whispering "Madness, madness," to the darkI crept me fearful o'er that gleaming ledge.
And saw but night and awful gulfs of dark
And weird ice-mountains looming desolate there.And far beyond the vastness of that sea.
And then— God, why died I not that hour?—
Amid the gleaming floes far up that shore
So far it seemed that man's foot scarce could eoIhe certain, tapering outline of a mast,

'

And one small patch of rag; and then I feltNo man could ever live to reach that place
And horror seized me of that haunted world
That I should die there and be froze for aye'
Amid the ice-core of its awful heart.

'

Then crept I back, the weak ghost of a lifeA miserable, shaking, coffined fear.
And spake, " I saw but ice and winds and dark
And the dread vastness of that desolate sea " '

Again he spake, " Creep out once more and look •

Perehance your sight was misled by the gleam"'
And then once more I crept out on that ledge



UNABSOLVED m

A^H fw '«'*"*''? »i«h' «nd awfnl dark,

And aa I lay those moments seemed to^w ^ '

As m«^ have felt in looking down long^T^
^, ?Ti '''°'«' 't'^^t «"1 and theS »
And took the evil; then began my hd?,* '

And back I crept with that black lie on lipsAnd spake again. "I only saw the night
/^

'

A°Va^Tpr"^T™.*»'°^ ""^ *e a^nl deep."

And came a wondrous shock Loss tte^orM^

fid T /^i
thundered back mine awful lie.

^
And I fell m a heap where all was black.

r^fLi*\* \ *"*^' ^« '^ew full three davs southAnd two had died upon that dieXlXr*'Then memory came, and I went laughing madBut kept mine awful secret to this ho.^ '

No. priest, you can do nothing; pain like mineMust smoulder out in its own%ony.
'

Wl there be nought but ashes at the last.Bu sometiung mid the pauses of the darkDoth teach me that I am not all alone

;

For I have dreamed m my dread, maddest hourAn awful shadow, blacker than my black
'

r^v.rr,r'*K"''.-
Hearken to 4 Zv':

1 never felt a hand or saw a face
I never knew a comfort more than sleep.The winters thqr are only barren snowj^^And age u hard, and death waits at the last

i I
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But r have felt in M>me dim, shapelcw wavA, momone, lonR remember;,! afterTouT'That back of all there is some might/willBeyond the little dreama that we are h^n.Beyond the misery of our day, and yea™

Where wrinkled suna in awful blackne«« hw,™A wondrous mercy that is workinSr '

Return No More!

Bctdbn no more, splendid snn.
Sweet days come back no more:

Bnng back no more the budding hours,
i he springtime to my door.

The calling bird, the wakening brook
Make mock upon mine ear

:

For she who loved them with me then
Went out with yesteryear.

FoM, fold the year for aye in snows,
Howl, Winter, by my door:

For she, my rose, my bloom of life,
Is snow for evermore.
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Tlw Lyre of the Godi

Mid all the world's loud fray.
*^

'

It holds ril chord, of those forgotten tunes

^Tn^'^1 ^' ?°™^'' """Kht this place

In saddest „oroVaLSli'r;:ro'^'

*^^»!rj ^i'8"'
honey in his mouth,

ur with /Eneas wrecked the world airainDymg anew in dart of Dido'sS *'""'
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Stem Dante came and smote its chords in woe,
So deep and dark, high heaven and hell between.

That nature shuddered, hell from deeps below
leaped up in anguish of her lurid sheen.

Here rang his song immortal, to the air.
Bemoaned dead Beatrice on its silvern strings.

That splendid woe beyond all woe's compare.
In sonorous dirge of death's imaginings.

Shakespeare the mighty, loftiest of our days.
Here ran the subtle gamut of all things.

Uttering the human hea^t and its weird maze
Of love and hate and hope and dread despair.

Those woes all hearts have sighed unto the air.
Until from out its molten notes there ran
The godlike, golden melody of man.
And Song, enfranchised, from her wintry ban,
Boae larklike, heavenward on ethereal wings.

Milton, epic splendor of our tongue.
The dew of poesy on great heart and lips.

Smote here his lofty notes in Titan song
Of mighty Lucifer in dark eclipse

Of high ambition's failure headlong flung.

And he of Ayr, old earth's immortal child.
Found its rare chords attuned to his hot heart.

And smote a note across the world's bleak wild.
Ennobling amid its frenzied smart.

Here later came in mad or holy mirth,

A motley crew attuned to earth's old song;
High Coleridge, subtlest spirit of his kind,
Shelley, child of heaven, like the wind,

In joy or passion, kissing, spuming earth

;



THB SOUL'S HOUSE

Ke«t», ltd Greek of fated alien birth;
Wordtworth, gentle ihepherd of the mind:

And raiwt of all thi« r»re beUted throng,
S»A Byron, mighty child of music's uddeat wrong,

^°Z, '** 8™** chords are silent ; seldom now
The lonely wanderer touches its dead strings.

He of the honeyed mouth and fated brow.
Waking anew the world's imaginings;

For gold and grim ambition hold men's hearts.
All life is sordid, and a maddened cry^ »P ''ke »"oke from its great throngM marts,

Where Truth lies slain of Mammon's deadly darts,
And Love and Beauty, clip of their rare wings.'

Only the winds of Autumn, sonorous, sad,
Thunder in discords strange ite strings among,

Ringing the vibrant note of some old mad
Forgotten chord or surgent battle song:

Some weird lost passion, hatred, love or woe.
Wherewith the dead world loved, or slew its foe.
Or thrilled to tplendor when its heart was young.

The SouT* House

Liris, one by one, you sealed to me
Each room in this weird house of mine.

Sacred to love's glad sanctity.

Filled with youth's memories divine.

First you did seal those chambers glad
That opened on a garden wild.

When all the winds of heaven were mad
About the vague mind of the child.
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Ye«, ages now it ieen» ago,

I left the magic of those rooms,
Turning those ponderous hinges slow,
To deeper mysteries, stranger dooms.

Till time's grey corridors outgrew.
To marble sculpture, mighty glow

Of all earth's genius fretted through^
With earth's old tragedy of woe.

Then I traveniod dim, ancient halls.

Ruins of time's rememberings.
That rusted on their mighty walls
The memories of a thousand kings.

Chaldea, Egypt, here looked down
From hideous heads and shadowed wings,

Till all the drowsed air seemed to drown
In sense of awful whisperings.

Athens, austere, of snowy dome
And frieze of marble, seemed to wait;

And all the eagled spears of Bome
Did clang their bronzed arms at the gate.

And then I went and left that past,

Dread vision of heads and columns and
spears,

And awful hush and tumult vast

That haunt me down the bannting yean.



OKPHEUS

Orpheuf

LOKO igD a iwcet musician,
On a Thracian plain at noon,

In the golden drowiie of nunoier
Played lo heavenly a tune:

That the very hills and forests
To its chords their audience lent.

And the streams were hushed to listen
To this wondrous instmment.

And stilled was all the murmnr
Of sweetest winds at noon.

And babbling brooks along their beda
Hashed their melodious tune.

The gales that from the ocean camo
To kiss the summer lands.

Fell dying at the harmony
That floated from his hands.

And youth forgot its passion,
And age forgot its woe.

And life forgot that there was death
Before such music's flow.

And there was hush of laughter,
Where sported youth and maid.

And those who wept forgot their tears
While such sweet notes were played.
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Yea, life was stayed a season,
Ambition, Greed and Crime,

And Hate and Lust crept shuddering, 'neath
The curtain folds of time.

And war in its 'mid battle hushed
Upon the 'sanguined plain,

The sword and spear uplifted 'mid
The slayer and the sliin.

While even the gods of heaven sank
From their divine abode.

Drawn downward by the magic dreams
That from his fingers flowed.

Glen E3a

(A H^hUnd Bdhd)

Ceadled in loneliness, splendor and clouds
Where the grim mountains lift up their headlands.
Hushed in its rain-mists, walled from the world
Dreams the glad vale of Glen Eila.

Lone are its hills to the edge of the world.
With their brows flame-tipped with the heather
Till down the hushed noonday are heard the dead feetOf the clansmen who once trod the heather.

But ifs far, far the day, and it's long the long weeks
Looking back down the years with their sorrow
Since love lingered here and gleamed on the cheeks
Of Mahn, the dream of Glen Eila.
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The touch of the morning, the sound of the brook
In her face and her voice set me dreaming-

R,'^ '*'^f i*"'
"^[^ «""^«" °f gloos'de and peak-But existed to frame her eyes' gleaming.

She comes once again when the night winds sob inHoimd the sad, wintiy curve of the mountains.
And I know her sweet ghost like a dream from the past,Wellmg up from out the heart's fountains.

Two little clasped hands, two pleading soft eyes
Looking up to me, true, in the twilight.
And the stir of a leaf, where the shy, watchful wind
Went past—God help and forgive me.

the evil of youth and the madness of youth,
And the curse of this world with its dragon
Of callous grim form and its mock of a heart.
That crushed my sweet flower of Glen Eila

!

1 saw my proud mother, my father so grim.
With his twenty grim lord-lines behind him :—
And I put by her hand, and lost what this world
Hath sweetest of gift in its giving.

I could not tell all, how could I explain
To so pure and so trusting a spirit?
But I put her love by with a poor shifty lie,
And fled from my heart and Glen Eila.

she dreamed on the slopes, and she gazed far to sea,
And she looked long to mountainward waiting.
Till the wistful eyes dimmed, and the trusting heart

broke

In the tryst of the years in Glen Eila!

; t

II

I* -t.

!^



88 POEMS OF WILFRED CAMPBELL

Till 8 slumber more kind than the heart of a manlook her peaceful at last to its keeping-
And the stars peep at night, and the mountains look

down
On the grave where my dead love is sleeping.

My henchmen are many, my castle walls old.
And my station the pride of my people-—
But I put it all by, with this world and its lie,
And I long for the slopes of Glen Eila.

I long for the brachen, the blue slopes of heather
The purphng peaks in the twilight

;

And a far away voice, and a long vanished face,
that gleams from the slopes of Glen Eila.

And oft when I weary of statecraft and rout.
And the simper of dame and court-lady;
I wander, in dreams, to the heatherhill gleams.
And the glen that I trod with my Mahri.

And I see her sweet face, and I touch her soft hand
And the years roll back with their shadow
Of dim dreary days to those God-given hours
When I wandered the slopes of Glen Eila.

the grim, heavy years, the sad, thievish years.
That steal all our youth and our gladness 1

Would they but bring to me, through their dream and
their dree

Nepenthe to life and its madness :

—

rai I stand once again, 'mid the sun and the rain.
Where the mountains slope down with their heather-—
While the long years they pass, like the wind in the

grass.

With Mahri and love in Glen Eila.



THE BETRAYED SINGER

The Betrayed Singer

There came a singer through the world.
The world of grim to-day.

The fire of iife was on his lips

And in his heart the May.

He sang a golden gong of love,

Of truth and truth's desire,

And flung a majesty of might
From his alluring lyre.

He came to where the cliques of song.
Life's grim Sanhedrim dwelt

;

They hated him because of all

The truth he sang and felt.

They hated him and cried him down,
Becanse they saw in him

The lark in heaven, sweet and clear.

That made their singing dim.

They slew him with their evil tongues.
Their artful, false disdain.

And life lost all that joy and hope
That should have been its gain.

They drove him from the doors of hope.
The gates of human fame,

Until in dusk of evil spite

He died without a name.

il
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Hig melody went fading out,
Till under heaven's bare

His mighty music sobbed and sank.
And melted to the stars.

Then in his place they set them up
False gods of tinsel show.

Poor helot, soulless, mumming mock
Of mighty long ago.

And built them te^iples bom of art
Upon an evil time.

When gold and power and pelf were prized.And rhyme was only rhyme.

And starved the yearning sons of God
Of beauty, love and truth.

And gave them stones who asked for bread
In dread and shameless ruth.

'

How long, Life, this mighty ill.

This reign of hate? How long
Permit to dree their evil weird,

Earth's murderers of song?'
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Nature

NATnBE, the dream that wraps us round.
One comforting and saving whole •

And as the clothes to the body of min
The mantle of the soul.

Nature, the door that opens wide
Prom this close, fetid house of ill

;

That lifts from curse of street to vast
Ifoceding hill on hill.

Nature, the mood, now sweet of night.
Now grand and splendid, large of day •

From vast skyline and cloudy towers.
To stars in heaven that stray.

Nature, the hope, the truth, the gleam.
Beyond this bitter cark and dole;

Whose walls the infinite weft of dream.
Whose gift is to console.

The Home of Song

Here in northern solitudes.
Sounding shorelands, glooming woods.

Where the pines their dreams rehearse.
Is the home of haunting verse.
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Dreams of beautj here inspire
All the summer's radiant fire.

In the gleam of leaf and bird,
Ere the Autumn's voice is heard.

Fluting, soft, her woodland tune
Down the golden afternoon.

Where the seaward ships go down.
By some ancient Norman town

;

Where the northern marshes lie.

Golden under azure sky;

Where the northern woodland glooms
Luminous in leafy rooms,

'

With its ancient, sunlit wine.
Under smoke of dusky pine

:

Here the soul of silence broods.
Under haunted solitudes

;

Here that spirit rare and pui«,
Of the muses who endure,

Dreams with Wisdom's quiet eye.
While the phantom years go by.

Where far sunlands shine and drowse,
And great leafy, golden boughs,

Swaying, pendulous, within
A sleep, diaphanous and thin.



HIGHER KINSHIP

Answer to the drowsy mind.
And loiterings of the thoughtful wind

:

Here in tessons lone and long,

The spirit rare of northern song

Keeps in dreams, remote, apart.
The cadences of her own heart.

Higher Kinship

There is a time at middle summer when.
In weariness of all this saddening world.
The simple nature aspects seem to me
As a close kindred, sweet and kind and true.
Giving me peace and comfort, and a joy
Not of the senses, but of the inward soul.

The restful day, the sunny leaf and wind,
The patch of blue like windows shinip*; down.
Do give to life a beauty and a calm
And a sweet sadness, that this mighty world
And all its myriad triumphs cannot give.

let me live with Nature at her door.

And taste her home-brewed pleasures, simple, glad;
The beauty of day, the splendor of the night

;

Not in great palace halls, great cloister domes.
The smoke of cities and the thronging din

;

But out with air and woodlands, shining sun;
These my companions, this my roof, my home

!

\ ;i
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Wind

I AM Wind, the doatl>lt.«„ da-amcr
"r the Kumnicr world-

On a cloud scarp curlwl.
'

Fluting throusl, the argent HhadowAnd the molten shine
Of the golden, lonesome summer
Ana Its dreams divine.

"

All UHHcen I walk the meadow.,
Or I wake the wheat,

Spcejling o'er the tawny billows
With my phantom feet.

"Kkrr^TrSnr '"' ^'"^^'

lurning snnshiiic into shadow,
iShadow into sun.

Stirring soft the breast of waters
With my winnowing wings,

wakmg the grey ancient wood
*rom hushed imaginings.

Where the blossoms drowse in languorsOr a vagrant sips,
"Jfuors,

Lifting nodding blade or petal
To my cooling lips;

^"snlT Z''^'".'?^
''""''""«^ mountain.

Surge of sounding sea,



*lockg,,„ herds of snow;-

Not a sorrow do I l,orrow
*rom the golden day.

Not a shadow holds the meadowWhere my footsteps stray"

Light and cool, my kiss is welcomeUnder sun and moon,
*

To the weary vagrant wending
Under parchM noon;

*

To toe languid nodding blossom
In Its moonlit dell,

All earth's children sad and ycamin,.Know and love me well
^"^^""S

Halting woodlands, lakes and forestsSeas and clouds impearled
'

I am Wmd, the deathC dreamer^t the summer world.

97
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Earth

UtSTiCAL ash of all being.
Tomb and womb of all time.
Healing, destroying, upbuilding,
Heceiving, riving apart;
Cool and warm for rest,

Or hot for burgeoning life;

Clod; yet pulsate with being;
Infinite, ever recurring,

Dark, sad house of all joy.

Night that dawns in the bud
Whose perfect day is the flower;
Earth, red mantle of ruin.

Beautiful shroud of decay.

Marriage bed of the cosmos.
Love that gives and receives,

Nubian nurse of all beauty.
Swart, ultimate fondler of joy;
Out of thy bosom all come.
Back to thy bosom return.

Where, in thy mystical chambers,
Purified, sifted, restored.

All life, dismantled, out-worn.
Obeys the inevitable law.

Bed Egypt rose from thy dust;
Greece, thine ineffable bloom.
Child of thy magical beauty.
Woke like a lotus at dawn.
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All the mad might of the ages,
Their sad fated beauty, their joy.
Their passionate hopes and despairs,
Arose from thy bosom, and back
To thy yearning bosom return.

And thou. Swart Mother, Wise I

Thou to thy children wert kind.
Thou smoothedst the saddest of brows.
Held to thy breast all lovers.

Folded their beauty of limb,
As thou dost fold to thy rest

Thy rarest and fairest of bloom.

And never undaunted spirit

Trod like a god thy rime.
But thou gavest him splendid rest.

Where in thy sepulchered chambers.
Thy great imperishable sleep.

Those kings of thy heart's best joy.

&10W

Down out of heaven.

Frost-kissed

And wind-driven,

Flake upon flake,

Over forest and lake,

Cometh the snow.

Folding the forest.

Folding the farms.

In a mantle of white;

And the river's great arms.

99
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Kissed by the chill night
From clamor to rest,

Lie all white and shrouded
Upon the world's breast.

Falling so slowly

Down from above,
So white, hushed, and holy,

Folding the city

Like the great pity

Of Qod in His love

;

Sent down out of heaven
On its sorrow and crime,

Blotting them, folding them
Under its ripe.

Fluttering, rustling.

Soft as a breath,

The whisper of leaves,

The low pinions of death,
Or the voice of the dawning,
When day has its birth.

Is the music of silence

It makes to the earth.

Thus down out of heaven.
Frost-kissed

And wind-driven,

Flake upon ilake,

Over forest and lake,

Cometh the snow.
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Snowfall

Down drops the enow, the fleecy hooding snow.

An^\^r '^t ^'^ ""'' '"'«^"''' wind-blown space,

Xon"t wo:.d*.S7i""
'^^''^ ^'"^^ '•"*' "-

Like the great rest that coineth after pain

Thf» ?n?H!;r
*^*

f"""'''
1'°™' *" g^eat'surcease, '

ihis folding slumber comforts wood and plain
In one white mantling peace.

So when His winter comes. His folding dream.
His calm for tempest-tost and Autumn-lorn;

Twill gently fall, as falls by wood and stream
His snows this winter morn.

The Dryad's House

This cool and glooming summer wood
Is wise and silent in its mood,

Forever moving in its dream
Of breathing leaf and sunny gleam.

Whatever voice within is heard.
Of stir of leaf or whir of bird;



102 POEMS OF WILFRED CAMPBELL

Without, its trance is ever one
Of breathing sleeping shade and sun.

The gleaming gold of summer fields

Dreams through its green of leafy shields.

And windows of the shining wind.
With grey trunks looming dim behind,

Grotesque and ancient ; all their peace
The dreams of gods of olden Greece;

—

As though in ages long ago.
Before their dreams began to grow.

Some startled, fleeing dryad hid
Within this leafy coverlid.

Enmeshed her silvern reveries here.
And filled its shadows with her fear.

And all the woodland mind inwrought
With golden filagree of thought

And maiden fancies, pensive spun.
Prom piirpled skeinings of the sun.

Woven on sunbeam-shuttled looms,
Dim, luminous, of these leafy rooms.



CAPE ETERNITY

August

103

A BPiEiT of one rare mood, of one high dream.
She stands with finger on lip in this great hush

Of distant hill and wood and field and stream,
As one who harkens to the hermit thrush

By some grave gateway, large, of evening dream

;

And barkening, lingers, hearing in the sound
The beauty and grief of all the great dead years;

So hushed and rapt is all the world around
In that sweet sadness too remote for tears.

But felt in all this beauty of summer swound.

Par out, earth's mighty waters, down the day
Are strung to mystic cadence; dim, removed

The wind's low litanies ; and far away
The softest sounds of summer, mute, reproved

By this rare silence of the enraptured day.

Only the inward breathings of the leaves
In woodlands ; sigh of subtlest summer sleep

;

That magic charm which earth's high dream achieves,
As those great eyes in mystic trance drink deep.

And that great breast alternate joys and grieves. i! 1

Cape Eternity

(A Ciam Promontdiy on dw Stgueujr Rwer. Quebec)

Aboot thy head where dawning wakes and dies.
Sublimity, betwixt thine awful rifts,

—

'Mid mists and gloom and shattered light, uplifts
Hiding in height the measure of the skies.
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Here pallid Awe forever lifts her eyes,
Through veiling haze across thy rugged clefts,
Where far and faint the sombre sunlight sifts,
'Mid loneliness and doom and dread surmise.

'

Here nature to this ancient silence froze,
When from the deeps thy mighty shoulders rose.
And hid the sun and moon and starry light ;

Where based in shadow of thy sunless floods.
And iron bastions, vast, forever broods.
Winter, eternal stillness, death and night.

The Nfystery

What is this glory nature makes us feel.
And riots so sweet within us? Can it be
That there with man is kindred mystery
Of being, old heredity
Of bud and leaf, of pulsing plant and tree,
And earth and air; that in some olden speech,-
Ere words had being—doth our spirits reach:'
Some essence akin to music, subtle, deep.
That plumbs our souls as dreams melt through

our sleep?

Tea, it must be : for often unto me
A fallen leaf hath greater power to stir
Than mighty volumes of earth's history.
Or all the tragedy of life's great blur.
What is it? that so little; plant or flower,
A sunset or a sunrise, gives us wings.
Or opens doors of glory every hour,

'

To godlike thoughts—and life's imaginings.
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Yea, 'tis a greatness that about us lies;

Within our touch—pervading air and sod,

That bounds our licing—hidden from our eyes

—

But inward, subtle,—^guiding men to God.

Spring

Season of life's renewal, love's rebirth.

And all hope's young espousals, in your dream
I feel once more the ancient stirrings of earth

!

Now in your moods benign of sun and wind.
The worn and aged, winter-wrinkled earth.

Forgetting sorrow, sleep and icM snows.
Turns joyful to the glad sun bland and kind.
And in his kiss forgets her ancient woes.

Men scorn thy name in song in these late days.
When life is sordid, crude, material, grim.
And love a laughter unto brutish minds,
Song a weariness or an idle whim.
The scoff of herds of this world's soulless hinds,
Deaf to the melody of your brooks and winds.
Blind to the beauty of your splendid dream.

Because earth's hounds and jackals bay the moon.
Must then poor Philomel forbear to sing,

Or that life's bamfowl croak in dismal tune,

Love's lark in heaven fail to lift her wing?

And even I, who feel thine ancient dreams,
Do hail thee, wondrous Spring;
Ijove's rare magician of this waking world,

:!

'''! 1
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And buildct beauty out of each bleak thinir
in being, where thy roseate dreams are furled.

In thee old age once more renews his youthAnd turns him kindling to his memoried past,Keviymg golden moments now no more,

Wh«i't!;!?i°^
^°^ """^ "'•'* sun-winnowed shore;While youth by some supreme, divine intent.

Some spirit beneath all moods that breathe and moveBuilds o'er all earth a luminous, tremulous tentin which to dream and love.

AU elements and spirits stir and wake
Prom haunts of dream and death.
Loosened, the waters from thair icM chains
Go roaring by loud ways, from fen and lake;
While all the world is filled with voice of rains.And tender droppings toward the unborn flowersAnd rosy shoots in sunward blossoming bowers.

Loosened, the snows of winter, cerements
From off the corpse of Autumn, waste and flee-
Loosened the gyves of slumber; plain and stream.And all the spirits of life who build and dream.
Enfranchised, glad and free!

Far out around the world by woods and meres.
Kises, like morn from night, a magic haze.
Filled with dim pearly hints of unborn days
Of April's smiles and tears.

'

Far in the misty woodlands, myriad buds,
Shut leaves and petals, peeping one by one.
As in a night, leafy infinitudes.



SPRWG

?y wme kind inward magic of the «nn:

Wkfl^^r^^'*
the sad-voiced, lonesome wind

Vo^ 1
,^^ uu'^^y "' "^^ '^"ter-" mind,Now clothed with tremulous glories of the spring.

Or in low meadows where some chattering brookBut last eve silent, or in slumbrous tune
Whispering sad melodies to the wan-faced moonLike ife slow ebbing; now with .11 H^fdowTwGoes loudly shouting down the joyous hours

Wan weeds and clovers, tiny spires of green
Kising from myriad meadows and far fieldsDrmkmg within the warm rains sweet and clearPut on the infinite glory of the year.

wl^fK'°°f
™°°ths of waiting, months of woe,

M^n k' * r,'*''^^
'«* "^^ ''"'P '«'<' death,

Months of bleak cerements of icM snow,

Of n.i?T**"'"'''?u''y'
""^ iong-drawn nightsOf pallid storm and haunted northern lighU-

Wakens the song, the bud, the brook, the thrill.Ihc glory of being and the petalled breath
1 he newer wakening of a magic will.
Of life reetirring to its infinite deeps.
By wave and shore and hooded mere and hill •_And I, too, blind and dumb, and filled with fearLife-^ved and frozen, like a prisoned thing. '

Feel all this glory of the waking year.
And my heart, fluttering like a young bird's winir
Doth tune itself in joyful guise to sing

°^'

The splendor and hope of all the splendid year
Ine magic dream of spring.

'

m
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In the Spnng Fiddi

Thebe dwells a spirit in the budding year
A« motherhood doth beautify the face

—

That even lendH these barren glebes a grace,
And fills grey hours with beauty that were drear
And bleak when the loud, storming March was here

:

A glamor that the thrilled heart dimly traces
In swelling boughs and soft, wet, windy spaces.
And sunlands where the chattering birds make cheer.

I thread the uplands where the wind's footfalls

Stir leaves in gusty hollows, autumn's urns.

Seaward the river's shining breast expands.
High in the windy pines a lone crow calls,

And far below some patient ploughman turns
Hie great black furrow over steaming lands.

Renewal

Onob more the sweet glad springtime
Comes over the lonely land,

And hearts long worn and sorrow-frayed

Are glad for the breezes bland.

Once more the warm sun smites the earth
With kindly touch and smile.

And the budding loves are filling the woods
For many a gladdening mile.

Age and death and sorrow

Go when the torch warms in.

And youth and joy and love and hoi-e

The lone worn spaces win.



THE DRYAD

And man, the tired wayfarer.
Turns from his grief and toil.

To greet the tender buds, nnd sweet,
That peep from the burgeoning hoII.

Forgot are the ills that smite us.
In hours both lone and lorn,

For the joys of earth have seized the world
In the moodii of love rclram.

How long, mighty Mother,
With thy returning power.

How oft with magic of thy dream
Wilt thou bring back the hour,

Before the great sleep claims ns,
Snrcease from mcmor3r'B ill,

When the joy no more with the crocus-bud
And Spring, flames over the hill?

1»

The Diyad

Heb soul was sown with the seed of the tree
Of old when the earth was young;

And glad with the light of its majesty
The light of her beautiful being npgrew.

And the winds that swept over land and sea.
And like a harper the great boughs strung,
WhispcTBd her all things new.

The tree reached forth to the sun and the wind
And towered to heaven above.

But she was the soul that under its rind
Whispered its joy through the whole wood's

span.

u
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8«wt and gltd and tender and kind;
For her love for the free wai a holier Ion
Than the love of woman for man.

The Maront came and the waiong wont
And the woodland mu»ic ranjf;

And undnr her wide umbrnReom tent.
Hidden forcvor from mortal eye,

She lang curtli'i. boauty and wondennent
But men never knew the spirit that lanii
Thii music too wondroiw to die.

Only nature, forever young,
And her children forever true.

Knew the beauty of her who aunu
And her tender, glad love for the tree:

Tin on her music the wild hawk hunp
From hi^ eyrie high in the blue
To drink her melody free.

And the creatures of earth would creep from
their haunts

To stare with their wilding eyes,
To hearken those rhythms of earth's romance.

Tin ft "?r **•"• ^\ °' """'«' hath heard;

i'^.u'l^f"",""'» r"'"* "'P*' "nd dance,And the hedgehog's sleepy and shy surprise
Would grow to the thought of a bird.

And the pale wood-flowers from their cradles
of dew

Where they rocked them the whole night long,
While the dark wheeled round and the stars

looked through
Into the great wood's slumbrous breast,



THE DKYAD

HjB»rkened tho piercing joy of her lotis
That nnk like • lUr in their ret.

^"' •" ">'"«« come to an end at lant
When the wing, of being are furled.

And there blew one night a maddening bla«t
ifrom those waaten whore nhipR dismantle

and drown,
That ravaged the forct and thundered past.And in the wreck of that ruined world

The dryad'i tree wont down.

When the pale Htare dimmed their taperg of
gold,

^
And over the night's rou d rim

The day rose sullen and ragged and cold,
Over that wind-swept, desolate wild.

Where the huge trunks lay like giants of old.
Prone, slam on some battlefield, silent and

gnm.
The wood-creatures, curious, mild.

Searching their solitudes, found her there
Like a snowdrift out in the mom

;

One Illy arm round the beech-trunk bare
One curved cold, under her elfin head,'

With the beechen shine in her nut-brown hair,And the pallor of dawn on her face, love-lorn.
Beautiful, passionless, dead.

Ill
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J I
J ' ^

A Northern River

^fir f^}T '»"«<»• dusk and dim

'M^ .f'^"''."'^
""=*'= «««« along; '

M ^«'
i^"*!'

°f the world abrimMy swift tides sparkle into son^'

By craggy waste, by haunted verge

Wherein rude autumn's iron surge
^ '

Thundered afar, and smote the wild.

By regions where the night-wind grievesDown sunsets red and^ruinous, ^ '

JVeath crocus dawns and purpli^e evesAnd midnights lorn and luii^i'!!!'

My winding waters swell their tidesHocked 'mid the fo^^fs rude nSest

Sw'atn ^'""'"^ -"^'sidesBmg, bird-hke, bnmmmg to my breast.

By craggy scarp and sheering rockMy smning music curves iid coolsThen leaps with lightning roar aid shockInto a hundred thunder pools.

%w^' !° T""* """d's recess,

To far-off breath and smoke of town :_



^ NORTHERN RIVER
To furnace blast of dty-g roar.
Where life goes madd'ning to and froIn ceaseless murmurs everrSore;- '

My swift tides eddy in their flow.

Betwixt the lily and the rose

When Its'
";?''* """l P«Wled mom,When hfes dim wonder-gates unclose,

Ifew glories on my breast are born.

In quiet borders where I sweep,
Housed in their roofs of bloom and sod

ThTr ^''?^f«,"'"°'^
their sTeep

'

The dead he looking up to God

;

The daisies blooming round their p^ace.The dust of sleep upon their eyeT

^^l^'^^^r^ ""^ '"''^ ^"^^ dumbin shades of summer sanctity;
And often here glad lovers comeOn summer nights, and know with me,-

The under-dreams that throng and blessThe unspoken, swift imagifings ; '

The sweetness tongue cannot expre^.
The happiness at heart of things.

And often little children race
With sunny laughter where I pass.And kneel and mirror in my face
iheir innocence, as in a glass.

113
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Curved, sunny-breasted, where I dream,
Here in and out, then far away.

By snowy surge and amber gleam.

My waters silver into spray.

By lowlands when the noons are still.

And all the world enmeshed in sleep

;

Now by a bridge, a ruined mill,

I wake with murmurs, ere I leap

In thunders o'er a craggy ledge,

To chum in surge, then sparkle, free,

In gold, across the world's dim edge.

With wimpling music to the sea.

The Humming Bee

Glad music of the summer's heart,

Jargoning from flower to flower,

A part of each unconscious hour

Until the happy days depart I

Thou dream-like toiler of the fields I

Each honeyed spot thou knowest well

Where Nature's heart her sweetness yields.

Some ruined trunk thy citadel;

There buildest a home for Winter's hour
In some lone, sunlight-haunted place.

When all the year is at its power,

And June's high-tide on bank and bower
Mirrors in blossoms Nature's face.



THE HUMMING BEE

At early moni by breathing wood.
Or in some dewy clover dell.

Tuning the young day's solitude,

—

Or down the slumbrous afternoon
Eich-freighted, wingest thy tuneful way.

Self-musing, murmurous, musical.
Amid the whole world's dreamy swoon;

Sole voice of all the drowsed day,
Until the gradual shadows fall:

—

Then, by some lonely pasture-fell

At ruddy eve when homeward come
Past deepening shade or fading ray
The weary children of the day,

I hear thy joyous, drowsy hum,
Till stars peep out and woods breathe low,

And sounds of human toil grow dumb.
And Night, the blessed, comes apace.

Bending to Earth's her cooling face.

While airs across the dark outblow:
Then rocked on some glad blossom's breast.

Thou dreamest to rest.

lU

When Summer wanes to Autumn's age.

And come the days of fate and rage,

happy Humming Bee

!

Then wilt thou sink to wintry sleep.

When storms are hoarse along the deep.

In hushed tranquillity.

No more wilt wind thy subtle horn
By dreamy eve or misty mom,
When trees are leafless, pastures shorn.

Ah me ! ah me

!

Could we, like thee, go down the days
Of summer hush to autumn haze,

8

i;i



116 POEMS OF WILFRED CAMPBELL

Housing, with what we built before,

The gold of all our memory's store

And garnered thought

;

So when the bleak December's hate

Beat round the bastions of our fate,

We, wrapt in wealth of honeyed dreams

Of kindlier visions, far-oS streams,

Might heed it not.

i5

ri %

A Wood Lyric

Into the stilly woods I gp.

Where the shades are deep and the wind-flowers

blow.

And the hours are dreamy and lone and long,

And the power of silence is greater than song.

Into the stilly woods I go.

Where the leaves are cool and the wind-flowers blow.

When I go into the stilly woods.

And know all the flowers in their sweet, shy hoods.

The tender leaves in their shimmer and sheen

Of darkling shadow, diaphanous green.

In those haunted halls where my footstep falls,

Like one who enters cathedral walls,

A spirit of beauty floods over me.

As over a swimmer the waves of the sea,

That strengil ens and glories, refreshens and fills.

Till all mine inner heart wakens and thrills

With a new and a glad and a sweet delight.

And a sense of the infinite out of sight,

Of the gi iat unknown that we may not know.

But only feel with an inward glow

When into the great, glad woods we go.
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O life-worn brothers, come with me
Into the wood's hushed sanctity.

Where the great, cool branches are heavy with June,
And the voices of summer are strung in tune;
Come with me, O heart out-worn,

Or spirit whom life's brute-struggles have torn.

Come, tired and broken and wounded feet,

Where the walls are greening, the floors are sweet,

The roofs are breathing and heaven's airs meet.

An August Reverie

These is an autumn sense subdues the air.

Though it is August and the season still

A part of summer, and the woodlands fair.

I hear it in the humming of the mill,

I feel it in the rustling of the trees.

That scarcely shiver in the passing breeze.

Tis but a touch of Winter ere his time,

A presaging of sleep and icy death.

When skies are rich and fields are in their prime,
And heaven and earth commingle in a breath :

—

When hazy airs are stirred with gossamer wings.
And in shorn fields the shrill cicada sings.

So comes the slow revolving of the year.

The glory of nature ripening to decay.

When in those paths, by which, through loves austere.

All men and beasts and blossoms find their way,
By steady easings of the Spirit's dream.
From sunlight piist the pallid starlight's beam.
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Nor ihould the spirit sorrow as it passes.

Declining slowly by the heights it came;
We are but brothers to the birds and grasses.

In our brief coming and our end the same:
And though we glory, godlike in our day,

Perchance some kindred law their lives obey.

There are a thousand beauties gathered round

:

The sound of waters falling over-night,

The morning scents that steam from the fresh
ground,

The hair-like streaming of the morning light
Through early mists and dim, wet woods where

brooks '

Chatter, half-seen, down under mossy nooks.

The ragged daisy starring all the fields.

The buttercup abrim with pallid gold.
The thistle and burr-flowers hedged with prickly

shields,

All common weeds the draggled pastures hold.
With shriveled pods and leaves, are kin to me.
Like-heirs of earth and her maturity.

They speak a silent speech that is their own.
These wise and gentle teachers of the grass

;

And when their brief and common days are flown,
A certain beauty from the year doth pass :

—

A beauty of whose light no eye can tell,

Save that it went; and my heart knew it well.

I may not know each plant as some men know them,
As children gather beasts and birds to tame

;

But I went 'mid them as the winds that blow them.
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From childhood's hour, and loved without a name
There ig more beauty in a field of weeds
rhan m all blooms the hothouse garden breeds.

For they are nature's children; in their faces
1 see that sweet obedience to the sky

That marks these dwellers of the wilding places.Who with the season's being live and die
Knowing no love but of the wind and sun '

Who still are nature's when their life is done.

They are a part of all the haze-filled hours.
The happy, happy world all drenched with light,

Ihe far-off, chiming click-clack of the mowers,

A J 1^°" ^'"* ^"' ^^°^ raist" elude my sight:And they to me will ever bring in dreams
Far mist-clad heights and brimming rain-fed streami

In this dream August air, whose ripened leaf
Pausing before it puts death's glories on

Deepens its ^n, and the half-garnered sheaf
Gladdens the haze-filled sunlight, love hath gone

Beyond the material, trembling like a star.
To those sure heights where all thought^s glories are.

And Though;, that is the greatness of this earth.And mans most inmost being, soars and soars,
Beyond the eye's horizon's outmost girth,
Gamers all beauty, on all mystery pores •—

Like some ethereal fountain in its flow.
Finds heavens where the senses may not go.

f!

If

1

1
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To die Ottawa

Out of the northern wastes, lands of winter and death.
Regions of ruin and age, spaces of solitude lost;
You wash and thunder and sweep.
And dream and sparkle and creep.

Turbulent, luminous, large.

Scion of thunder and frost.

Down past woodland and waste, lone as the haunting of
even.

Of shriveled and wind-moaning night when Winter
hath wizened the world

;

Down past hamlet and town,
By marshes, by forests that frown,

Brimming their desolate banks.
Tour tides to the ocean are hurled.

Gloiy of the Dying Day

0U)BY of the dying day I

That into darkness fades away.
violet splendor ! melting down

By river bend o'er tower and town;
gloiy of the dying day I

That into darkness fades away.

O majesty of dying light I

splendor of the gates of night I

If



GLORY OF THE DYING DAY
That all a molten glory glows.
Till purple-crimson fades to rose,
And dying, melting, outward goes
In atUes on the even's rim
When all the worid grows faint and dim.

silvern sound of far-off bells I

Ringing, ringing miles away,
Over river fields and fells.

Round the crimson and the grey:
Pealing softly evening out
As the dewy dusk comes down.

And the great night folds about
River, woodlands, hills, and town.

O glory of the fading hills,

Splendor of the river's breast,
O silence that the whole worid fills.

Sanctity of peaceful rest!
Alien from the care of day,
Now a petalled star peeps in.
Now nighfs choruses begin.

Musical and far away.

glory of the dying day.
When my life's evening fades away.
May it in splendid peace go down
Like yours o'er river-bend and town;
Not into silence blind and stark.
Not into wintry muffled dark,
But heralded by stars divine.

May my life's latest evening ray
Melt into such a night as thine.

\n

I
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Walk o( Green

Wall* of green where the wind and the sunlight itir,

Rippling windows of light where the sun lookB through,

And spaces of day that widen and blur beyond,

Out to the haze-timmed, purpled edge of the world.

Aisles whose pavements are etcht-d with ghosts of moving
LetTM and phantom branches raftered above

;

Wind-ewayed arches rocking under the blue.

Breathing under the dim, stirred peace of the world.

Walls of green skirting the high-built heaven.

Dusky pines, poplars clapping their hands.

Arching elms holding the spaces aloft.

Under the wind-swept, argosied dome of sky.

Walls of green. Under their luminous glooms,

Dim and sweet, the fancies 'oi summer lie,

Sylvan murmurs of sun and leafy shadow.

Music of bird and swaying of tenuous bough.

Under here the haunted heart of summer
Hides in its pensive veilings of tremulous green.

Where the slqr peers through and the ruddy eye of the

sun.

Letting the world, remote, and its roar go by.

Here is the realm of fancy, the poet's land,

This house of breathing leaves and summer and sun

;

Where the eye is keen for beauty, the ear intuned.

And the hashed heart glad for silence and slumber and
dreams.



ODB TO S/LEJVCS 1»

And here, chance now and anon when the world is
tilled.

And life ii afar, and earth of her care iwept clean,
Do the godg come back as of old in the gold of the world.
And the elfin creatures dance in their aunbeam dreama •

And the high thoughts wake, and the great onei tread i>s

of yore,

In olden majesty under these lofty aisles.

Where the woodshade glooms, or the gossamer sunlight
smiles.

In the strength of the trees or the wide, blue lift of the
sky.

Yea, here they come to the children of earth as of yore,
Bringing their god-gifts, vision and beauty and lore.
Brimming the world with the old-time effort and joy,
And Titan moods of the old world's golden desire.

Ode to Silence

Thine are the inaudible harmonies that keep
The brooding breathings of the nighfs glad lute.

When in those pauses 'twixt her sleep and sleep
All holy tunes be mute.

All beauteous seasons thou dost guard and bless.

The tremulous dawn, hushed noon and cooling night.
Earth, air and ocean thy dim palaces

Filled with divine delight.

The fathomless wells of heaven's deeps are thine.
Thou watchest over nighfs infinitudes.

I : I

I
I
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The tUny vut, within whoie chant dirine

No diitonant chord intrade*.

Thine are thoee ocean*, dim, untenanted,

The unprewient homei of pregnancie* to be.

Pilling the lonely realnti of mighty dread
With formlcM majeity.

Thou keepest the dewy cavemi of the night
About majestic rising* of the moon.

When over the breathing wood* her phosphor light

Rises to (ilvem noon.

Thou loveiit those lonely avenues of light

In the *un-kindled woods at early mom.
Upon the rosy rim of fading night

And cloudy meadow* shorn

;

Filling the joyous airs with summer fraught,
And morning's slopes with dewy odors bland

;

Here with glad Fancy and slow-wingid Thought
Thou wanderest hand in hand.

Thou boldest those intervals of peace that dwell
About the cavemed shore* of ocean furled,

When the long midnight hush or noonday swell

Slumber* about the world.

But dearest of all thou lovest that pensive hour.
That holy hour about the fringe of eve,

When sunset dreams in lonely woods have power
Imaginings to weave;

—

When all the sunset world seems ages old
In sad romance and achings of dead wrong.

And all the beauty of life 'a poignant gold
In the hermit thrush's song.



0D£ TO THUNDER CAPE ItS

Then down tho long, dim memorict of old wood*
Facing forever the far-wntering ron,

I'd dream for aye through hallowc<l aolitudca

Where magic ochoen run ;

—

Seeking the majtf<ty of pence wherein thou hidont,

Those golden rivcra of being without alloy

;

Knowing the infinite of dream ii where thou bide«t,

Thou and that calm joy.

Ode to Thunder Cape*

Storm-beatkn cliff, thou mighty cape of thunder

;

Rock-Titan of the north, whose feet the wavea beat

under

;

Cloud-reared, miat-veilcd, to all the world a wonder,
Shut out ir ili_^ ild ioliturlo asunder,

Thunder Cape, thou mighty Cape of Storms

!

About thy base, like woe that naught assuages.

Throughout the years the wild lake raves and rages

;

One after one, time closes up weird pages

;

But firm thou standest, unchanged, through the ages,

O Thunder Cape, thou awful Cape of Storms I

Upon thy ragged front the storm's black anger
Like eagle clings, amid the elements' clangor:

About thee feels the lake's soft sensuous languor;

But dead alike to loving and to anger.

Thou towercst bleak, mighty Capo of Storms

!

Year in, year out, the summer rain's soft beating.

Thy front hath loiown, the winter's snow and sleeting

;

' Thunder Cape, ui immenieclilTof bawltic rock, ihirtMn hundred feet high,

uurd« the entrance to Thunder Bay, Lake Superior.

^ I
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But unto each thou givest contemptuous greeting.
These hurt thee not through seasons fast and fleeting;

proud, imperious, rock-ribbed Cape of Storms I

In August nights, when on thine under beaches
The lake to caTems time-weird legend teaches,
And moon-pearled waves to shadowed shores send

speeches

;

Far into heaven thine awful darkness reaches,
O'ershadowing night; thou ghostly Cape of Storms!

In wild October, when the lake is booming
Its madness at thee, and the north is dooming
The season to fiercest hate, still unconsuming,
Over the strife, thine awful front is looming;

Like death in life, thou awful Cape of Storms

!

Across thy rest the wild bee's noonday humming.
And sound of martial hosts to battle drumming.
Are one to thee—no date knows thine incoming;
The earliest years belong to thy life's summing,

ancient rock, thou agW Cape of Storms I

thou so old, within thy sage discerning.

What sorrows, hates, whit dead past loves still-burning,

Couldst thou relate, thine ancient pages turning;
O thou, who seemest ever new lores learning,

unforgetting, wondrous Cape of Storms ?

tell me what wild past lies here enchanted

:

What borders thou dost guard, what regions haunted?
What type of man a little era flaunted.

Then passed and slept? tell me thou undaunted.
Thou aged as eld, mighty Cape of Storms

!

speak, if thou canst speak, what cities sleeping?
What busy streets? what laughing and wfiat weeping?
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What vanished deeds and hopes like dust npheaping,
Hast thou long held within thy silent keeping?

wise old cape, thou rugged Cape of Storms I

These all have passed, as all that's living passes

;

Our thoughts they wither as the centuries' grasses,

That bloom and rot in bleak, wild lake morasses

:

But still thou loomest where Supeiior glasses

Himself in surge and sleep, Cape of Storms

!

And thou wilt stay when we and all our dreaming
Lie low in dust. The age's last moon-beaming
Will shed on thy wild front its final gleaming

;

For last of all that's real and all tha?s seeming,
Thou still wilt linger, mighty Cape of Storms

!

To the Rideau River

AOBOSS the peace of all the night's great healing.

Beneath the silence of the dark's hushed deep,

A phosphorescent, ghostly spirit stealing.

You softly slide, a sleep within a sleep.

You slip and shine by boughs that bend to kiss you,
You dream by curved banks of shimmering green;

And where you swerve the alien meadows miss you.
But happy are the banks you glide between.

You drift, a solace to the great woods under,

Wimpling wide in many a watery moon;
And when you sing, the hours, in soft-eyed wonder.

Lean, finger on lip, entranced by your tune.

Out by dim, b^zy shores, in reedy shallows.

The drowsy cattl' sun them in the heat;
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And, far from woody slopes and ragged fallows,

A lazy wind goes loitering in the wheat.

You fill the summer with your magic, chanting
Your sleepy music out by field and fell

;

And spirits elusive in your bosom haunting
Sleep like the genie in the Arabian well.

In low green capes, by country ways descending,

Where your tides wind by many a braided shore,

The great cool elms, the heaven and water blending.

Mirror their ghosts within thy shimmering floor.

By pebbly shoals whereon your tides are driven

In silvery surge and far-heard slumbrous song.

Your sleeping shores and the white hosts of heaven
Hearken your tender droppings all night long.

Where out along the dusk, all white-mist laden.

You cradle deep in wells of azure light,

—

Like to the virgin dreams of some sweet maiden,

—

In your glad breast the million stars of night.

Across your silver bars whereby you glisten.

Oblivious of the throes of earth's wild mart.

You leap and sing, and then you lie and listen.

As if to hear the throbbing of your heart.

Unfettered child of nature's mirth and gladness.

Sing, sing and drift by field and country way

;

Pill earth and men with thy divine, sweet madness.

With glad contentment gird both night and day

:

Till care and pain one troublous dream dissolving.

Across the splendor of thy misty bars;

We only know the glorious day revolving,

Nighfs majesty, and her eternal stars.
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The Wind Dancer

When ripened Summer dreams and sleeps,

And her hushed silence teems

With golden gleam of mystic drowse

And silvern trance of dreams

;

And all the woods are held in moods
Of slumber sunbeam spun,

There is an elfin dancer, light,

Who dances in the sun.

And stands and claps his shining hands
And bids the mirth move on

Of somp invisible, mystic rout

The slumbrous day upon.

And they, the revellers, dim, unseen.

Who chase his phantom mood

;

Perchance the naiads of the stream.

The dryads of the wood.

For when a wind-breath wakes the world

And stirs each drowsed tree,

Like magic silver works his bow
In fiddlings merrily.

And all his elfin revellers dance

By glint of wood and stream,

Till all the drowsM day about

Goes dancing in his dream.

And when in shrouded moonlight glooms

The woodland sighs and frets.
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Along the snowy dream he shakes
His silvern castanets.

Till phantom creatures of the night,
Shy satyrs, gnomes and fauns

Foot to his music mad and sweet
Along the mossy lawns.

He is the master of the mirth
Of field and stream and tree;

And of the dreamers of the wood.
The lord of revels, he.

Till Summer and her dream depart
And leaf and gleam be done,

He holds the whole world's laughing heart,
ihis dancer in the sun.

Winter

OvjB these wastes, these endless wastes of white
Hounding about far, lonely regions of sky.

Winter the wild-tongued cometh with clamorous might:Deep-soMdmg and surgent, his armies of storm sweep

Wracking the skeleton woods and opens that lie^r to the seaward reaches that thunder and moan,mere barrens and mists and beaches forever are lone.

Morning shrinks closer to night, and nebulous noon

A„^°ff'
'
^""

J*"*?™, over the windings of snows;

Outtf Z'^^h'o^^"''"?"""""^ "P^*^> the moon
Out of the short day wakens and blossoms and grows.
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And bnilds her wan beauty like to the ghost of a rose

Over the eoundlees silences, shranken, that dream
Their prisoned deathliness under the gold of her beam.

Wide is the arch of the night, blue spangled with fire.

From wizened edge to edge of the shriveled-up earth,

Where the chords of the dark are as tenso as the strings

of a lyre

Strung by the fingers of silence ere sound had birth.

With far-off, alien echoes of morning and mirth

;

That reach the tuned ear of the spirit, beaten upon
By the soundless tides of the wonder and glory of dawn.

The stars have faded and blurred in the spaces of night.

And over the snow-fringed edges wakens the mom.
Pallid and heatless, lifting its lustreless light

Over the skeleton woodlands and stretohes forlorn

;

Touching with pallor the forests, storm-haggard and
torn:

Till out of the earth's edge the winter-god rises acold.

And strikes on the iron of the month with finger of gold.

Then down the whole harp of the morning a vibration
rings.

Thrilling the heart of the dull earth with tbrobbings
and dreams

Of far-blown odors and music of long-vanished Springs;
Till the lean, stalled cattle low for the lapping of

streams.

And the clamorous cock, to the south, where his dung-
hill steams.

Looks the sun in the eye, and prophesies, hopeful and
clear,

The stir in the breast of the wrinkled, bleak rime of the
year.

1,1

:is
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The Spring Spirit

I, POOR Satyr in the glade,
Saw a wonder, half afraid,

When the year at leafy time
Held all essences at prime

;

Knew a miracle of dream
By wide sward and azure gleam.
Soft upon a breathing day.
When all earth, expectant, lay.
Worn of Winter, uuswering
To the vast awakening.
Where the woodland yearned afar
To a dream of drifting star.

When the lonely days were done,
And those magic ones had spun
All the woodland in a lace
Over coy earth's hidden face;
Knew a presence like a wind.
Soft at Summer, or a kind
Dream of dawning round the sky.
Rosy over hillroofs high.

Saw a vision, half a mist.
Pearl and glowing, cloudland kissed,
Saw a vision, heard a voice.
Bidding all earth's kin rejoice,
Like as leaves are lightly stirred
By a passing wind or bird.

Held a vision of a face
Peering out of purple lace.
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Subtle weft of moms and eves,
Fair aa Summer when she grieves
O'er her tender deaths of love,
Bending burgeoning earth above;
Lips of beauty, eyes of dream.
In whose opalescent gleam
All the hopes of earth and sky
And visions sweet of life did lie.

In this wonder-joy I grew -''

Swift to mood of bird and blue.
Sweet, this dream of life to scan.
Love, immortal—baptized, man.

In the Strength of the Trees

Lorn, hooded woodlands, wintry, bare.
Against the wild November sky;

With what hushed patience, in your care.
You let the biting blast go by.

It roars like madness round the world.
And strikes you like a shoreward sea.

Soon far its pinions rude are hurled.
And you, erect and free.

Beneath the comfort of your sere.
Bleak dream of loud November woe.

The frail, fair children of the year
Are cradled in your heart's warm glow.

There sheltered 'neath your iron might,
That fronts the icy wolfiiound's breath

The hopes of all the year lie light.
In frosty dream of death.

i' I 'B

li:
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I, too, hare felt the wintry rase

w ij .^"* "' "«1«' unkindW fate-Would that I might it, bl«,t.'e5a1;.I^e you, poMew my soul and wait!—

^OfD.^'*"T5 "«" *»« "term.

Strong 'g^nrtito ill of iroralarmV, '

Tender toward its great helplessness.

T ,. XV
^'*»'" o' f™'! futurity

Ordained that it should be.

Autumn

^ m? 1} '?"f
o™"" «oW «md hazy drouth

hands. ^^ "'* '"* '«>^e« » thy

^''iji*
"1 Autumn, siren of all the year

Is gloried by some crimson, clinirinffri^e.
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MS

"nl.il'S '»,«*••«". 'fell taw a.n,

*"

wfnii^''^,''
'*'"?*' 'fr«»t. Wll-cradled streamWinding along in simious blue fop mil

™
By tented elms in fields that sleep ^d drSmW ma«h-lands where the wSrm .^^^ „,

Wh^i
«?;'''''»-«^ flames in the smZ ithtWhile far. blue fading hills in mis'SS my .ight.

°
o7.*„™k""'!;1! T*^' '^^^ companies

A J r.T''" *'™''» "ft the soft light betweenAnd little sunbeams steal with ruddy «^r'

JJown tented avenues where the long light liesProm mom till even, through the silent hoursWhere over aU the day freS through inZl^y eIiower«.

On silent nights, grey mists creep near the groundAnd airs are keen and stars g^w sharp aKaV,
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And phantom froits ateal in and make no lotind

Down the long, haunted river, bleak and drear.

Biting with death the sedges dank and sere.

And ever the wan moon rises large and round
Over the woodlands, flooding with ic4d dream
The far-hushed, ghostly face of wood and field and

stream.

On frosty mornings in the crimsoning woods;
Or where the long, low grassy meadows shine,

Wimpling and steaming out through hazy moods
Of dewy glories to the far sky-line

;

And pearly brooks, a company divine.

Go, softly chattering, under smoky hoods

;

I love to walk abroad and con with you
Dream thoughts that are most sad and beautifid and

true.

TT»e Journey

The wind of the day blows downward
Prom the moor and the far lone height;

And sinks to rest on the brooding breast

Of the hushed and mothering night.

The river sweeps from the mountain
To find its peace in the sea;

But 0, my heart, thou must yearn on
To all eternity.

Bestless, unsatisfied, longing,

Evermore doomed to roam

;

For thou hast gone on a journey long
To those hills of the soul's far home.
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The Metiage of Night

I STAND beneath the night's wide vast,

The awful curtains, dim, out-rolled

;

And know time but a tempest blast.

And life a thing the hand may hold

—

A thing the Nubian, Dark, may shut

In hiscloscd palm-grasp, black and rude.

Like dust in a kernel of a nut

']\[id vasts of night's infinitude.

And Bcason whispers : Why debate

A moment's thought, why breathe this breath ?

For all are gone, the low, the great

;

And mighty lord of all is Death.

Yea, Egypt built her ruined dream.
And Greece knew beauty's perfect bliss.

Then Science fanned her taper gleam

—

And all for this, and all for this

:

That when the fires of time burned out,

The earth a barren ball should roll.

With wrinkled winter wrapt about,

And night eteme from pole to pole.

And all the dreams of seers and kings,

The pomps and pageants of the pas^
The loves and vain imaginings,

Ground into glacial dust at last.

\v\

\ ! J
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Ah I no raoh creed, my soul, for thee,

Af, undwneath the nighf• wide but.
They ipeak with love', iliflnih—

Qod'e wondroM angelt of the itwi.

And ometiiiiw in my hetrt-wme light.
Some eplendor, acience cannot weiBh—

Beau round the .hore. of thii dim nightThe lurgee of a mightier day.

Though all the loves of thoee who loved
iJe vanuhed into emjity air.

Though all the dreams of ages proved
aut wrecks of beautiful despair.

Though all the dust of those who foughtBe Bcattered to the midnight's maiiLNo noble life was lived for naught-
No martyr death was died in vain

The Dream Divine

T?,«l»*^°° ^'^ for beauty doth not know^e inward greatness of this moving worldMy heart wag troubled with the care of lifeAnd mine own driven nature, when I came
Out to a place where 'mid the roofs of treesA single gleam, the evening sky shone through
in simple beauty, and it seemed as though^e more as in the child-like olden daysWhen earth's folk dreamed God's windows

opened wide
And let in heaven. Thus it seemed to me,



TITAN

Whi i^"
• n>"ntle; „d the joy of one

fl^o hearken, to inward music; all the worldSeemed .n an instant changed : the garf.h UrtuWere no more common; eyen the wL of menAuumed a grcat«c«,, and mine own dr^ c^«Grew d.m, remote, a part of yesterday.« « a marvel how this mapc works.

To ra,se them from the common, and redeemThe soul from sordid evils, lift to beauty.Bmld oer our life a splendid weft of dreamBy one smaU nft of dawn or night divine

vat

Titan

TiTAK—he loves a breezy hill
Away above us in the clouds.

Where sun and wind are never still.
And fold It round with misty shrouds.

He loves the great world stretching out
Into dun sky; he loves the flowers

And trees the brooks that laugh and shout-And often he will sit for hours
'

And gaze into the distent rim
Of all things made of earth and air.

Ihat rounds the horizon vague and dim.
Until his great, deep eyes do wear

A look of awe, in thoughts of One,
Invisible, Eternal, Great,

ii <
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Who bvilt from out the bnnimg sun
This glorioug world with all its etate.

And through the clouds, that like a crown
Of gnow encircle his hill's great head.

Sometimes the sun in peering down
Will find him sleeping on his bed

Of clover lawn, with blossoms that strew

Themselves like love, and round him wave

;

And all the night ^e winds blow through
His dreams as through a cave.

Brawny, huge-limbed, in frame and mind
True type of man, in heart a boy.

Who loves the music of the wind.

Who yet is innocent in joy.

Whose heart is not a cavern of doubt
And dark foul hates, with passions rife;

His dreams are all of flowers about.

His life is part of nature's life.

Though great in strength of manly form.
His heart is truest tenderness;

Strong as the spirit of the storm.

Soft as the rain-drops when they press

With cooling lips the parchM flowers

That peer like young birds from their nest,

Kouths gaping for the much-loved showers.

That cool and nourish Nature's breast.
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And there I know he sits at daini.
Fresh from his cave of sleep, with eyes

Clear as the sky above, the lawn
Resplendent with a thousand dyes.

A line of red that lights the east
And widens over sky and sea

In purple and gold, and snowy fleeced.

Where mountain peaks loom high and free.

And when pale May with tears the earth
Has watered, and the rosier June

To balm and bloom has given birth.

And strung the world to rarest tune.

Then I shaU hie to Titan's hill

Where far above among the clouds
The sun and wind are never still.

But fold it round with misty shrouds.

And there 'mid lawns and grassy nooks,
The great world stretching far below,

Here, far from men and care and books.

Where only streams of nature flow.

And he shall teach me, he who drinks
Where nature's fountains brimming run,

Who forged in thought the burning links

That bind the great zones of the sun.

Whose nightly torches are the stars

That look with ever-trusting ejres

Across the midnight's gloomy bars,

And he will make me strong and wise.

I
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Morning

Whbn I behold how out of ruined night
Filled with all weirds of haunted ancientnesg,
And dreams and phantasies of pale distress,
Is builded, beam by beam, the splendid light.
The opalescent glory, gem bedight,
Of dew-emblazoned morning; when I know
Such wondrous hopes, such luminous beauties

grow
From out earth's shadA of sadness and affright;

0, then, my heart, amid thy questioning fear.
Dost thou not whisper: He who buildeth thus
From wrecks of dark such wonders at his will.
Can re-create from oui death's night for us
The marvels of a morning gladder still

Than ever trembled into beauty here?

The Eaith-Spiiit

Down these golden uplands, I
Move with sunny winds and sky.

Where the ghosts of waters are.

To the gates of dusk and star.

And I know that as I go.
She whose bosom is the snow
Of the birch and aspen tree.

Dreams these sunny dreams with me.

She whose glance and gleam of hair
Are the ruddy spinning, rare.
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Of the gold glint of the sun
In the wood when day is done

;

She whose inner speech is heard
In the hush of wind and bird.
And whose sotU is as a star

Cradled where the hill-lakes are.

Rododactulos

The night blows outward in a mist.
And all the world the sun has kissed.

Along the golden rim of sky,
A thousand snow-piled vapors lie.

And by the wood and mist-clad stream.
The Maiden Mom stands still to dream.

14S

if
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The End of the Funow

Whbit we come to the end of the furrow.
When our last day's work is done,

We will drink of the long red shaft of light
That slants from the westering sun.

We will turn from the field of our labor.
From the warm earth glad and brown,

And wend our feet up that village street.

And with our folk lie down.

Tea, after the long toil, surcease.

Best to the hearts that roam.
When we join in the mystic silence of eve.

The glad procession home.
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The Pageantiy of Death

Oncb more, once more, with fateful sombre tread.
The wheeling year brings splendid Autumn in,

Hushed with sad dreams of memory and the dead.
And icy touch of Winter sere and thin

:

Slowly with thoughtful pace the hours go round
While, leaf by leaf, the year slips faltering to the

ground.

With what a glory lifts the morning light
O'er mists and dreams beyond the dripping woods,

Where ambering brooks steal under wakening night.
Mirroring in mists the year's bright moods

Of morning, peace and life and leafy glow

;

Soon, soon, too sadly soon, ghost-wound in ghostly snow.

Down past the rich, ripe splendors of the year.
The glad days pale and sadden to the Fall,

Loosening, as memory lets go tear by tear.

The sweet old thoughts, the dreams beyond recall;
The splendid hopes, the joys, the golden gleam.
That now fade out in mists beyond the hills of dream.

And now when nights grow old and days decline.
And veiled September glories all the world

With those glad lights of Autumn's hues divine.
By hill and stream in azure vapors furled,

Over the earth a solemn rapture flows

Of death's sad doomful march where all thafs mortal
goes.

To him who, wandering o'er the upland fields.

Or by some noonday shrunken slumbering stream.
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Where reverie her sweetest visions yields
In realms of inward thought and reverent dream,

There comes a sense of sadness undefined,
That speaks in each dead leaf, or whispers down the

wind.

All day far out across the azure hills,

The splendid ruined woods all wrecked with rains.
Or river reaches, where the distance fills,

With wine of softness, all the haze-lit plains

;

And lonely uplands where some garrulous jay
Reverberates his note along the lonesome day;

Here 'mid these austere glories of the year,
The spirit of lofty sadness dwells alone;

Where, hushed, the lorn heart grieves without i tear.
In this high house where winds like ocean • oan;

Or wild-blown sunsets, where bleak woodlan ivay
About the dying borders of the splendid dcsi - day.

So fddes September. Down each country lane.
Where withered the summer in the late August days,

And weeds, once radiant, drenched of wind and rain,
Now bronzed and ragged, linger along the ways;

Here aster and gentian lift their fringM blue.
Like some sweet second summer, the haze-filled bunlight

through.

Near and afar by wood and field and stream.
There sleeps an eerie mantle of misty light,

Transforming all, building this raid-day dream.
Like some ghost-phantom of the pale moonlight;

Where all the distance islanded in a breath,
Seems some illusion built from out the fogs of death
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Soon, loon, too soon, ibis pageantry will pan

;

And all the gaudy garments the world puts on.

Of crimsoning leaf, and mists and bronzM grass,

Like some magician's dream, be vanished and gone;

Leaving the year a hollow iron urn,

Wherein no more love's fires do glimmer and leap and

bum.

Nor should we sorrow more than sadness ought.

Nor grieve to tread this abbey of life's years;

Is there not splendid beauty in the thought

That we have such great endings of our tears;

—

That very Nature puts her glories on.

In these sad haunted days, for all her bright ones gone.

Even as we dream, in maddening rage doth rouse

Old lorn October, storm bloused, Autumn blown;

Boaring like ocean upon this ruined house,

Shalang in thunders its desolate splendors down;
Till not one leaf goes shuddering in its flight.

Where build in icy caverns the windy fires of night.

An October Evening

Thi woods are haggard and lonely.

The skies are hooded for snow.

The moon is cold in heaven.

And the grasses are sere below.

The bearded swamps are breathing

A mist from meres afar,

And grimly the Great Bear circles

Under the pale Pole Star.
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There is nerer a voice in heaven.
Nor ever a sonnd on earth.

Where the spectres of winter are rising

Over the night's wan girth.

There is slumber and death in the silence,

There is hate in the winds so keen

;

And the flash of the north's great sword-blade
Circles its cruel sheen.

The world grows agM and wintry.

Love's face peakM and white;

And death is kind to the tired ones
Who sleep in the north to-night.

To the Blackbeny

I FIND thee by the country-side.

With angiy mailM thorn;

When first with dreamy woods and skies

The summer time is bom.

By every fence and woodland path
Thy milk-white blossom blows

;

In lonely haunts of mist and dream.
The summer airs enclose.

And when the freighted August dajrs

Far into autumn lean,

Sweet, luscious, on the laden branch.

Thy ripened fruit is seen.

10
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Dark gypsy of the glowing year.
Child of the «un and rain.

While dreaming by thy tangled path
There cornea to me again

The memory of a happy boy,
Barefooted, freed from school.

Who plucked your rich lip-staining fruit.
By road-ways green and cool.

And tossed in glee his ragged cap.
With laughter' to the sky;

Oblivious in the glow of youth
How the mad world went by;

Nor cared in realms of summer time,
By haunts of bough and vine.

If Nicholas lost the Volga,
Or Bismarck held the Rhine.

time when shade with sun was blent.
So like an April shower.

Life has its flower and thorn and fruit.
But thou wert all its flower.

When every day Nepenthe lent.

To drown its deepest sorrow,
And evening skies but prophesied
A glorious skied to-morrow.

0, long gone days of sunlit youth,
I'd live through years of pain,

Once more life's fate of thorn and fruit
To dream your flower again.



A WMTES'S NIGHT

Before the Dawn

0«« hour before the flush of dawn
That aU the rosy dayUght weaves.

Here m my bed, far overhead
I hear the swallows in the eaves.

I cannot see, but well I know
That out around the dusky grey

^"rj?"/??'"^
^"^^ «"d voicM streams,

ihe blind, dumb vapors feel their way.

And here and there a star looks down
Out of the fog that holds the sea

In its embrace, while up the lands
Some cock makes music lustily.

And out within the dreamy woods
Or in some clover blossomed lawn.

The blinking robin pipes his mate
To wake the music of the dawn.

14«

r
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A Winter's Night

Shadowt white.
Over the fields are the sleeping fences,

SUent and still in the fading light
As the wintry night commences.

The forest lies

On the edge of the heavens, bearded and brown •

He pulls still closer his cloak, and siehs
As the evening winds come down.

'
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Ths inowi are wound
Ai > winding sheet on the river'i breast,

And the shiTering blast goes wailing round.
As a spirit that cannot rest.

Calm sleeping night t

Whose jewelled couch reflects the million stars

That murmur silent music in their flight

—

O, naught thy fair sleep mars.

And all a dream— i

Thy spangled forest in its frosty sleep,

Thy pallid moon that sheds its misty beam
O'er waters dead and deep.

Dawn in die June Woods

Whik over the edge of night
The stars pale one by one,

And out of his streams of light

Rising, the great red sun

Lifteth his splendors up
Over the hush of the world.

And draining nigbfs ebon cup,

Leaveth some stars impearled,

Still on its crystal rim.

Fading like bubbles away.

As out of their cloud-meadows dim.
The dawn winds blow in this way:
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Then btthed in oool dewy wdli.
Old longinn of life renew,

Till here in theee morning delli
The dreaming! of earth come true:

A» up each »un-jewelled slope,
Over the night-hallowed Und,

Wonder and Beauty and Hope
Walk lilently hand in hand.

Sqjtember in dw Laurentian HiDt

Alhkabt Winter in hia tombre round.
Before hig time, hath touched these hillg anitere

With lonely flame. Laat night, without a sound
The ghostly frost walked out by wood and mereAnd now the sumach curls his frond of fire.
The aspen-tree reluctant drops his gold.

And down the gullies the North's wild vibrant lyre
Bouses the bitter armies of the cold.

O'er this short afternoon the night draws down.
With ominous chill, across these regions bleak-

Wind-beaten gold, the sunset fades around
'

The purple loneliness of crag and peak.
Leaving the world an iron house wherein
Nor love nor life nor hope hath ever been.

*'
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Along the line of imokjr hill*

The crimion forwt itandi,
And all the day the blue-jay calla
Thronghont the autumn land*.

Now by the brook the maple leana
With all his glpry spread,

And all the sumachs on the hills

Have turned their green to red.

Now by great marshes wrapt in mist,
Or past some river's mouth,

Throughout the long, still autumn day
Wild birds are flying south.

Whun the morning lifts in light
Over misty wood and stream.

And from heaven's azure height
Falls the silence like a dream ;

Then the joy-bird on his tree
Pipes of love and hope to me:

(Wake up rose of morning.)

When the noonday lies in light
Over woodland hill and deep,

Fleecy doudlands furled in flight.
Over flelds enmeshed in sleep

:
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Then the Md-bird pipM to me
«»«» of dayi that uwd to be:

(Bed my rose of dreaming.)

Wh«» the evening diei in light
Down the purple mile* of dream,

Lort in jewelled ihoali of night,
Where a myriad glorie. gleam :—

Then the death-bird pipes to me
*rom the shadow of hig tree:—

(Fold my flower for sleeping.)

U»

Autumn Leaves

Bmoht gloried children of the year's late splendor.By the wild night-wind strew;-
'P'*"""".

Not hke mere hues of some poor painter's color.Upon a palette thrown:—
"

^ R.Tf'i'"*'/"'^'
«'*^d"' «««ter, fashionedBy that dread, unseen hand

""'onea

bwls*^"*
^''' '*"""*' ""'°'^' ^"

The might of 'sea and land.

^itm-o^rndTn-s utr"^ ^•^°-'

Yon give to me a glad ecstatic vision,A high exquisite pain.

°'5^i!f^*'
*" V^^^y-J^'^U green and golden.

Across my pathway hurled,
'

You bring a dream of nature's rarest beauty
Into this barren world.

'
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And fhrough my heart there glows a seiue of greatneM,
Of TisioiiB,—splendid, vast;

Given by you, glad children of the woodland,
Upon my spirit cast.

Winnowed by winds of night, far-blown and shaken.
Storm-lashed, where great boughs swayed ;

—

As I walk here, yon seem a magic pavement
By the wild midnight laid.

And with an inward sense bf mystic beauty
That stirs and thrills my blood.

You lift me to a higher, truer kinship,
Bright brothers of the wood.
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Victoria

Boll out ««^'. muffled drums, let sable streamer.

'^^-.'^u??''*?^"'* "'«'»* a^sime her panoply of woe ILove's holiest star is gone;
i-"""?'? oi woe I

For she. our mightiesSh'^1 tn
'"""' '"^'*''

'

Roll forth the notes of woeT'*^
"''"*''•

Let the baleful trumpets blow
A titan nation's titan, heartfelt throe:

Mid age and storm and night and blinding

Death, the pale tyrant, lays our loftiest low.

Like some fair mask of queenly sleep she lies,
the mists of centuries in her sightless eyes.
This aMust woman; greatest of earth's great;Who ruled this splen r, held this Empire's fate.
And built this purity und white of love's supreme estate.

Low, like a lily broken on ita stem.
Passed all her glory, filched her diadem,
She sleeps at His weird bidding who saith, Pt-ice!
And all the loud world's mighty roar is hushed in love's

surcease.
Song is an echo ; lore an idle tale

;

love but the yearning of white lips that wail;
Woe but the weeping of wild autumn rain;
Power but the transient gust of angered main
Thus fades all glory. But her lofty life.
That long gold summer as mother, monarch, wife;

v:
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W 1

T.vese bide and gtey, 'mid wre^a that pass awarflfyond the mntability of our poor da^
^'

1 o hve when power is swept,

n„ i xt ^""^ P^^P """t clay in day.
Greater than greatn^s. stronger than iron poWir,

Here was the gift to girdle isles of peace
With woman's nobleness and love's increase.

The century rang with mi^ht of sword and flameAnd coarser moods. AmiS its blight she came.And love grew purer, life a holier name

:

Kehgion graver, deeper; happiness,
A part of character to aid and bless •

And softer grew life's heart of bitte^iess.
Man 8 faith grew godlier, chivaLy arose.
With virtue white as winter's winnowed snows:And art and song awoke from sorrow's long repose.

From heart of suffering life and conscience wentOn higher dreams of lo and action bent:
Self-sacrifice from her pure convents came.
And sweetened life of half its bitter blame;
lill cynic scorn crept out in love's

White banishment of shame.

So calm she sleeps in her great southern isle.
Wrapt round in silence drear of stormy deathNo more for her wide earth or heaven will smile.
Or southern ocean breathe his balmy breath-
No more for her the love of child and friend'
Memory of old happiness gone befow,

'

The calm, serene, of life's long peaceful end •

Sweet day, glad night, for her, no more I no mont
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The ro«e of England, red, will burst in bloom

;

Th!
'*'*,"» ?>eadow8 rise as she hath risen;

T^A
?«•«"*. spriogtime break ita wintry gloom.And life its iron prison; * '

And far in Scotland, loved of her and him.
Her nearest, dearest; laverocks will sing;

With joy of leaf and wing—

p!!n °i'^u°*u
"'^

'i"
'"''"™ •'«' 'warriors dead.

Roll forth the muffled drum! The mighty willmt worked for others, brain and heart are still;
1 he august spirit, queenly soul is fled!
Death, king of monarchs as of meaner men,

i'-l"uff'f^ ^"^ P*''"=*' "'"^ *•>« drawbridge crept.
Filched hfes rare coffer, stole earth's peirl; and then.She gravely smiled and slept.

'

For ns remains the grief, the pain, the woe,
1 he anguish, sorrow and the boding heart;
For her, the mighty peace of those who go
forth from a nobler part.

B^m aU earth's shores one mighty grief is heard

;

Each zone remote, m tiyst of sorrow wed

;

The Briton s love, the alien spirit stirred—
Earth s great heart bleeding for earth's mighty dead.

Far hid from us, in veils of love, supreme.
She knows now, gloried, what she prayed before;
Storming love's fortress, for that one star-beam,
^-given to mortals wandering on this shore.
Where earth-mists thicken into perilous night
She greets her august line of long and kindly ^ght
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Wise, lofty Alfred, first of her jfrcat line
To bnild those laws by which she riil«l so well:
"""'c Richard; and, like some Undino.
I he fated Mary, both of heaven and hell •

Oreat Edward
: Honry ; Charles of fateful death:

And greatest of all her high and storied line.

_, Rare, great Elizabeth

!

I hese greet her, ghostly, on that shadowed beach,
Keyond our human tears and woe of human speech.

Above all praise of ours, undying fame.
Like sun on mountain, aurroles her white brow.
We cry in darkness, creep to whence we came.
Our little sorrows and our fleeting show.
With all that crumbles whereunto men go

;

But hers a splendor will endure when time
And age have wrinkled up to shriveled scroll.
The fame of fames above all fame sublime,
The fair white memory of a woman's soul.

flreat Cnsars, Alexanders, spoil a world,
Enslave whole coasts, crush mighty peoples down

;

But greater greatness where love's flags are furled,
Than wreck of earth's renown :

—

Her woman's kindness lightened all earth's seas,
And drew to her by silken cord of love.
What tyrants dread, in grim old centuries.
Could not compel by might of iron glove.

Not Shakespeare's art such majesty might wear;
Not Cromwell's spirit linked to loify cause;
Not Bonaparte could with her might compare;
Her greatness lay in being what she was.
Higher than genius, might or kingly bays
The queenliest queen, the noblest woman-soul

Of all earth's mighty days I
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Yea, ehe is gone who ruled but yesterday,
Her pomp, her power, her glory, but a namet
Not for it8 greatest will this mad world stay.
New dreams arise, now gods for love's acclaim,
New fames, new prophets. Kings, as lesser clay.
Are but the dead, gone, faded dreams

Of dead, gone yesterday.
Life feeds on life, earth's glories wane and die.
Her mighty Sidons and her vaunted Tyres

!

Her far-ilamed beacons and her baleful flres

;

Only her noble actions never die.

These bide and stay when names of seers and kings
Are but the ashes of forgotten things.
Hid 'mid the moth and rust of earth's imaginings.

But she will live when we and all our time
Are gathered to the dread and blinding past,
A n ighty dream for mighty-builded rhyme.
The golden age of Britain's splendid prime,
Remembered when old glories, long that last.

Are blown as shriveled autumn wreck
Upon the age's blast.

Yea, she will live, and tales of her pure life.

Her toil for others, her wise woman's love,
Her heart of sorrow 'mid the jar and strife.

Her noble wifehood, faith in heaven above.
Her simple trust in love from day to day

;

Yea, these will bide, while peoples pass away
With all that puts its trust

In pomp of human clay.

Soon, with majestic rite, and earth's wide sorrow
(Great lady of the pure and lofty crown !)
Will Britain, weeping, lay her sadly down.
To wait a brighter dmvn, a happier morrow.
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In awt wre tomb with that ran loul to deep.
In God'g gUd rest for aU who wait and weep.

And days will paw, and men will come and go,
And loTe and hate and sorrow dream, alaa!
And all thii world and ito wild wraith of woe
unto the wrack of all the ages pass;
And greatness be forgot and dreams decay,^d empires fade, and great sonls pass away:
But she will linger in her people's love,
As autumn lingers gilding winter's snows.
Or sunset, fading purpled peaks above.
Leaves golden trails of glory as he goes.

So will she fade not, nor her honor pass.
But burgeon on and grow to one white'fame,
WhUe lark m heaven lifts from England's grass.
And heart of England leaps to nobler flame.

The Dead Poet

(LamU)

DiUD he lies at Elmwood,
Who sang of human fortitude;
Who voiced the higher, clearer way
By which all nobler spirits may
Bise to the rims of God's pure light
Over the edges of earth's night;
Who sang of manhood's highest best.
Like some sweet Arnold of the West,
With more of kinship in his blood
With the great struggling human brood.
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With more of lyric in hit note.
More of the clarion in hie throat,
TunM to the brawnier West,
He sang the aonga our men love beei

He woke new longings in the heart
For that love-hungered, better part;
He stripped religion of her creeds,
And showed beneath the withered reeds
And dead old grass husks, bleached and sere.The streams of God's love running clear
In humor's ink he dipped his pen.
And mirth stirred in his fellowmen;
That arger, healthier, kindlier mirth,
Ihat kindles in great souls of earth.
His was the miud of reverence.
Too great to give the soul offence.

IThis was the poet, simple, true.
Who all things glad for brothers knew
With clear eyes knew the kings of earth
BMeath the husks of common worth:
Who never grew too learned to know
The hope of earth in heaven's bow •

Who never grew too old to feel '

ITbe sap of springtime upward steal;
Who never grew too worldly wise
To see with purer, childward eyes;
Too human to be merely good.
This great soul dead at Elmwood.
The song of life was on his lips.
True human to the finger tips.
With heart that pulsed and pulsed again,A man, he loved his fellowmen,

U

in
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This linger of all singers, who
To the young, strong repablic true,

Voicing earth's people in the van,

Most manly, strong, American I

Yes, he is dead, as men know death,
Who count our living by the breath
That ebbs or flows. Yes, he is denil.

With morning's blush, or evening's red.
No more upon t^s earth will walk

;

Xo more in human page, or talk.

Will he delight, or teach his kind.

Who love the glad lore of the mind.
But till the last despair is fled.

The last weird coll untenanted.
The last sweet hope athwart the dark
Vanishes in meteor spark

;

While love of earth and man lives on.
And Ood and hope ahead are gone
To lead the way to loftier truth.

And earth rejuvenates her youth

;

Till earth her latest bloeaom gives.

The heart of Lowell breathes and lives;

His Lannfal learns the godlier way.
His dandelion casts its dusty ray,

His " Zekle " knows eternal youth

;

As long as love, and hope, and truth.
As long as bloom, and pulse of blood,

He lives in earth's eternal good
Who now lies dead at Elmwood.

OlTAVA, Angoit, 1881.
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Summer Death

(A Niiv. Mcody-i. Mo.,,, .1 di. Hod. AitW R«pM Oid»y}

I.

Splendob on splendor moves the summer world
Its days of beauty and its hours of thought
And lofty vision. Over fields unfurled
And thrae huHhed woods with sunlit dreams inwrouitht
Comes life s far promise. He alone is not.
No more he comes, the grave, the wise, the kind,
To share as once of yore love's treasures of the mind.

How fills the silence with the year's great love
This golden precinct of her liberties

;

'

There is no breath in earth or heaven above.
Save stir of winds or whispering lisp of trees.
Or chirp of bird or murmurous drone of bees

:

In spirit might he stands alone with us.
To hark her under-song, so hushed, so tremulous I

This is the world he loved, this home of tree
And grass and flower and far unsounded sky:
His joy and quiet passion alone to be
Abroad with nature in her tranquillity.
When she nor all her train gave care a sigh :

Far, far from life's loud thunder or its grief,
To stray in thought, alone, with flower and bud and

leaf.

This was his world, his leafy summer home.
The woods he prized with quiet student eye.
But where is he who gazed upon the dome
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Of unfleckcd heaven and let man'i world go by;
lU atrident note tumultuoui, ihrill and high,

And left the dreamt of ermined Senate hall.

To note her lunbeami dance, her lilvern waten fall?

Where hath he loared, to what far heights of dream?
Grave Summer aobg hii name among her boughi;
And grieves him far by ocean loud, or stream,
Quiet of woodlands; where the shimmering browa
Of aspens fleck the waters with their snows,

Happy and laughing ; of the vagrant wind
Haunts the high darkling wood like some unquiet mind.

So grieves or laughs the Summer; me alone,

Sadinees unending and misty grief attends,

By sunny field and where his pine-trees moan.
Or soft conferring of his woodland friends :

—

For me alone grey Sorrow her brow unbends.

And shows her eyes, those orbs whose haunted glooms
Hold ever in their depths the year's eternal doom*.

II.

day of thought ! day of splendid dreams I

Where through these sunny glades the ghost winds walk.

Making a melody of the leafy gleams:

And overhead the ravens call and flock

To incantations, where the pine-trees rock ;

—

While far above from golden moorings high,

The sun's white ancient barges drift down the azure sky.

But he is gone. No more, no more, alas!

Will he revisit these familiar scenes

By peaceful haunts of waters or of grass;
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No more amid the »ummer'« gold and greeiM.A (hadow with the lilent ghadows paas,
BerolTing inward thoughts of days to be,
Aa one who reada life's book of God's futurity.

III.

Wide walls of elm trees, etohcd against the skies!
Far lofty aisles of summer majesty I

Where cool at morn the wandering winds arise-—
Lean low your sighings to moan his death with me.
Whose life, high-reaching like a skyward tree
Cut in the forenoon of its splendid prime, '

Fell thundering on the slopes of shuddering time;—

Lean low and teach me of your summer peace,
A peace of heart that nature alone receives
From out the treasures of her love's increase

:

Give me your balm of dreams and whispering leaves;
And all that magic mighty summer weaves
From out her shimmer and shade and inward dreams
Of deep embosomed woods and sunward glinting

streams

!

In thunders of trade the loud world moves along,
By granite avenues of its iron roar :

—

And men, unmoved by melody of song,
Toil like poor ants to pile the world's great store
Of largesse rich by wave and sounding shore;-
Beauty and thought, unheeded, 'reft, alone,
Dream here unmindful of the world's far moan.

But he hath vanished, only yesterday,
'Mid rude alarm of earth's loud battle-drum.
And all the century's latest hours astray.

#

1
t

1 i

\A
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to donbt and mntterings of dread wars to come;
Wow he, the strong, the wise, ig stricken dumb.
At time's iron gates, while friend or foeman weeps,
Unmmdful of our woe and strife of life, he sleeps.

IV.

Grey gates of memory and the mournful mind

!

Dun aisles of sadness and of pensive thought I

Like touch of winter in the summer wind.
Your dream of life with,dreams of death is fraught!
I feel your sadness though you murmur not,
Where flute your reveries in love's woodland tune,
Down hollow, golden slopes of haunted afternoon.

Here in your glades whers sunbeams interlace.
My dreams are all for him who dreameth not.
Whose sleep is hidden in some sacred place.
Some solemn, lonely, love-devoted spoc.
Dedicate ti tears and saddened thought.
Where sleep the dead who rest remote alone,
Where Pund/s thuudering surges beat their mighty

monotone.

Here bide no sorrows, those grim shadowed glooms.
Those sleepless torturers of the human mind.
Alien to these luminous leafy rooms,
Whose only tenant is the laughing wind
Mindless of the days ard hours behind.
Wandering 'mid boughs and blossoms tremulous.
Dead to all earth's ills and griefs that torture us.

This cool, sweet, summer-breathing Sabbath mom,
The very winds of heaven are filled with peace;
Such restfulness upon their wings is borne
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Of motion wherein action aeems to cewe-—And life breaftei on its slow-drawn meainied lease

-

Low sighing airs, cool skies, uid lispingleaTCe '

A summer lute whereon the stately ^aLn^lfeVes.

On such a morn, enisled in summer dreams,

rLZ^T- ""•« to P««<» ; a peace that holdsThe spirit in a trance as fields and streams
Are held within the day's dim shining folds:

sJ^T.^^ t^""^""*" '° ^^" 8™«°» "nd goldsStand hushed m trance of wind and leaf and bird-So we, too, stand and hark for nature's larger woi-d.

AM. it is meet that here in such an hourmen all the world is tuned to love's low psalm,

mL^'tli^J«°^"^^1 ""^ ''"»« spirits ^wer.Whose whole true strength was islanded in cJm^e some reef-island of far summered palm, '

Hidden in peace from out those ruder sms
Where rage the baser hates of life's mad destinies.

So wropt in strength he garnered from within
So isolate m peace he stood apart,
A solitary headland in the din
And maddened roar of all our angered mart.
Alien from the mob and mad upstart,
Serene and reticent, from all the world
Of party-strife and ita loud passions hurled :—

A hater of that sordid horde who sneak
And cringe and crawl to favor's lap unclean-
A silent patriot not afraid to speak

'

The saner word amid the mobs of spleen.
He stood alone, and chose that golden mean
Of wisdom's place 'twixt each extremity
Of brutal bigot spite and blind anlipafty.
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So like this limpid morning grew his life,

So calm and temperate, kindly, grave, contained.

It cannot be that all this peace is rife,

And he alone in vintry silence chained

;

Who ne'er perforce a single spirit pained,

Whose quaint grave wisdom gladdened in his look.

Should now be blind and dumb like wintry, prisoned

brook!

Peace ! peace ! my spirit ! let not misery rave.

That he who left us holds untimely tryst

With shrouded death in June's untimely grave;

Though Love he* bright wings darkens into mist.

With hope's eternal radiance death is kissed :

—

Peace I peace I he lives yet in our highest dreams.

In every leafy, upward life, in every bud that

VI.

He sleeps alone by Pund/s thundering shore.

He sleeps, though heedless, unforgotten he.

Who loved earth's mystery ever more and more.

And yearned to pierce her veiled infinity

;

He sleeps to-day unshackled, franchised, free.

To wander where she wills him, she who gave

And took to her again by sedge and sounding wave.

He sleeps, and dreaming, chance in dreams he may;

—

If nature builds anew or holds unchanged

That fragile mystery clothed erstwhile in clay,

The human mind; whose wondrous vision ranged

The universe of life and thought unchanged ;

—

Soar to some mom, beyond these veiUd skies,

And dusks of our poor night, and nil its vague surmise.
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I fe-rieye, but not alone, the whole earth grieve*
For him and all hushed souls who fare alone,
Beaped and bound as autumn-garnered sheaves.
Unto that harvest of the dim unknown :

—

I grieve, but not in vain, as clouds are blown.
By sun and wind aside till heaven looks through;—
So some far shining hope illumines griefs dim dew.

From here by lone Ottawa's* dreaming bank.
To where he sleeps by his loved Fund/s tide.

Unheeding, where the seabirds, rank on rank.
Circle forever where the sea-winds ride :

—

A thread of memory doth forever bide
Of those who knew and loved him in his prime.
Till memory fades and fails in som3 dim after-time;

—

Then men may question, gazing on his tomb.
Who was this spirit of an earlier day?
And chance, still lingering in the aftergloom.
This sombre verse revivify his clay

:

And teach men of his worthiness to stay

In memory and honor as of one
Who passed, untimely, ere his weird was spun.

This lover of earth's grave wisdom ; in the man
He prized it dearer than in lore of page;
And dwelt in spirit with that rarer clan,

The seer, the bard, the prophet and the sage.

Who dream the purer dreams of each new age.
And build anew hope's citadels of time,

In granite of grim thought, or mists of airy rhyme.

Still dreams Ottawa,* 'twixt his country ways.
The roar of cities and the haste of men ;

—

And far-off Fundy thunders through his haze

* Prononnod Ot-t*w-w*—with acoant on Mcond lyllibla.
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A grief more sad than woe of poefs pen,
And wakes the sea-wolf in his craggy den,
And lifts his mists and brims his tides afar.
To lave the shining wastes of haunted Tantramar!

I grieve, but sorrow lightens ; Love, all-wise,

Hath ne'er made earth a charnel-house for tears:

—

Even as I dream, the morning drapes his skies
In glories far by golden woods and meres.
And buiUs a wondrous ibastion round my fears;
While loosen the winds, their shining wings unfurled,
And God's great purpose compasses the world.

Sebastian Cabot

I DREAK his name, and there doth come to me
A vision of league-long breakers landward hurled;
Of olden ships far-beating out to sea

;

Of splendid shining wast^ of heaving green
Far-stretching round the world;
Of many voices heard from many lands,

Torrid and arctic, orient and the Line;
Of heaving of vast anchors, vanishing strands.

And over all the wonder and thunder and wash
Of the loud, world-conquering brine.

Of sky-rimmed waste, or fog-enshrouded reef.

Where some mad siren ever sings the grief

Of all the mighty wrecks in that weird span
Since ocean and time began.
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II.

lis

Venice and England cradled,
Could this seaman be
Other than ocean's child.

With heart less restless than that vast and wild
Great heart of the thrilling sea?
Wakened to her long thunders,
Cradled in her soft voice.

Could other voice of all earth's voices sweet
Make his stem heart rejoice?
Yea, this was better than all, greater than all

to him.
Truer than youth's mad whim.
The only love of his youth, the only lore of his

age,

To gaze on her vast tumultuous scroll,

To pore on her wrinkled page :

—

For he was very soul of her soul.

And she meet mother for him.

III.

Over the hazy distance.

Beyond the sunsefs rim.
Forever and forever

Those voices called to him,
AVestward! westward! westward!
The sea sang in hia head,

At mom in the busy harbor,

At nightfall on his bed

—

Westward I westward ! westward

!

Over the line of breakers,

Out of the distance dim.
Forever the foam-white fingers

Beckoning, beckoning him.

V

!i

. I
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IV.

Thii was no common epirit,
Thig sailor of old Bristowe;
Not one of the mart-made helota
Such aa the world doth know;
But a bronzed and rugged veteran,
Adnft in the vanguard's flow;
A son of the world's great highway
Where the mighty storm-winds blow.

iV.

^ honor to this grand old Pilot,
Whose flag is struck, whose sails are furled.
Whose ship 18 beached, whose voyage ended-
Who sleeps somewhere in sod unknown.
Without a slab, without a stone.
Li that great Island, sea-impearled.
Yea, reverence with honor blended.
For this old seaman of the past,
Who braved the leagues of ocean hurled.
Who out of danger knowledge rended.
And built the bastions, sure and fast,
Of that great bridgeway grand and vast
Of golden commerce round the world.
All honor I yea, a day shall come,
If glory lives in human rhyme,
When our poor faltering lips are dumb;
A greater and more splendid time.
When larger men of mightier aim
Shall do meet honor to hie name.
Yea, honor ! only greatness keeps
Its sanctuary where this seaman sleeps •

This old Venetian, Briton-bom,
Who held of fear a hero's scorn.
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Who Miled his colore to the mast.
Who Bought in reverence for the true.
And fonnd it in the rifting bluew those broad furrows of the vast.
Who knew no honors, held no state.
But in his ruggedness was great.
Who, like some sea-shell, in him felt
1 he universe of ocean dwelt.
Whose whole true being nature cast
Like his own ocean-spaces, vast I

VI.

Yea, he is dead, this mighty seaman!
Jour long centuries ago.
Beating westward, ever westward.
Beating out from old Bristowe,
Saw he far in visions lifted,
Down the golden sunset's glow.
Through the bars of twilight rifted.
All the glories that we know.
Beating westward, ever westward.
Over heaving leagues of brine.
Buffeted by arctic scurries.
Languid trade-winds from the Line;
With a courage heaven-gifted.
And a fortitude divine.
Yea, he is dead ; but who shall say
That all the splendid deeds he wrought.
That all the lofty truths he taught
(If truth be knowledge nobly sought).
Are dead and vanished quite away.
Nay, nay, he lives; and such as he,
In every lofty human dream.
In every true sublimity

176
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That splendors earth and makes it teem
With inward might and majesty;
This grand old Pilot of Bristowe,
Incarnate, oomes to earth again,
As when, four hundred years ago.
He swept in storm and shine and snow,
Athwart the thunders of the main.

vir.

Greater far than shaft or storied fane.
Than bronze and marble blent.
Greater than all the 'honors he could gain
From a nation's high intent.

He sleeps alone, in his great isle, unknown.
With the chalk-cliffs all around him for hii

mighty graveyard stone.
And the league-long, sounding roar
Of old ocean, for evermore
Beating, beating, about his rest,

For fane and monument.

Bereavement of the Fields

(hi MeoMxy ot Aichibald Umpmu, who cbd Fehiiiuy rOlli, 1899)

Soft fall the February snows, and soft
Falls on my heart the snow of wintry pain;
For never more, by wood or field or croft.
Will he we knew walk with his loved again;
No more, with eyes adream and soul aloft,
In those high moods where love and beauty reign
Greet his familiar fields, his skies without a stain.



BEREAVEMENT OF THE FIELDS 177

Soft fall the February snows, and deep,
Like downy pinions from the moulting breast
Of all the mothering sky, round his hushed sleep.
Flutter a million loves upon his rest,

Where once his well-loved flowers were fain to peep.
With adder-tongue and waxen petals prest.
In young spring evenings reddening down the west.

Soft fall the February snows, and hushed
Seems life's loud action, all its strife removed.
Afar, remote, where grief itself seems crushed.
And even hope and sorrow are reproved

;

For he whose cheek erstwhile with hope was flushed,
And by the gentle haunts of being moved,
Hath gone the way of all he dreamed and loved.

Soft fall the February snows, and lost.

This tender spirit gone with scarce a tear.
Ere, loosened from the dungeons of the frost,
Wakens with yearnings new the enfranchised year,
Late winter-wizened, gloomed, and tempest-tost;
And Hesper's gentle, delicate veils appear.
When dream anew the days of hope and fear.

And Mother Nature, she whose heart is fain.
Yea, she who grieves not, neither faints nor fails,

Building the seasons, she will bring again
March with rudening madness of wild gales,
April and her wraiths of tender rain,

And all he loved,—this soul whom memory veils,

Beyond the burden of our strife and pain.

Not his to wake the strident note of song.
Nor pierce the deep recesses of the heart.
Those tragic wells, remote, of might and wrong;
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But nther, with thoae gentler aouU apart,
He dreamed like hig own summer days along.
Filled with the beauty bom of his own heart,
SufBcient in the sweetness of his song.

Outside this prison-house of all our tetirs,

Knfranchised from our sorrow and our wrong.
Beyond the failure of our days and years,
Beyond the burden of our saddest eong,
He moves with those whose music filled his ears.
And claimed hig gentle spirit from the throng,

—

Wordsworth, Arnold, Keats, high masters of his song.

Like some rare Pan of those old Grecian days,
Here in our hours of deeper stress reborn.
Unfortunate thrown upon life's evil ways,
His inward ear heard ever that satyr horn
From Nature'g lips reverberate night and mom.
And fled from men and all their troubled maze,
Standing apart, with sad, incurious gaze.

And now, untimely cut, like some sweet flower
Plucked in the early summer of its prime.
Before it reached the fullness of its dower,
He withers in the morning of our time;
Leaving behind him, like a summer shower,
A fragrance of earth's beauty, and the chime
Of gentle and imperishable rhyme.

Songs in our ears of winds and flowers and buds
And gentle loves and tender memories
Of Nature's sweetest aspects, her pure moods.
Wrought from the inward truth of intimate eyes
And delicate ears of him who harks and broods.
And, nightly pondering, daily grows more wise>

And dreams and sees in mighty solitudes.



NICHOLAS FLOOD DAVIN
Soft fall the Febnuuy inows, and softHe ileepa in peace upon the brea«t of her

ThV^tff
t*"- troeat; where, by wood and croft,

1 he wintry ailence folds in fleecy blur
About hia aUenco, while in gloorna aloft
The mi^ty forest father., without .tir.
Uuard well the reet of him, their raw tweet

worshipper.
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t;

NkhoUf Flood Davm

Natubb the mother hath her seas.
Her lakes, her vales, her mountain

rifts.

And to her rarions sons she givet
Her varioos gifts.

To one the power of mighty mind.
To sway, to forge a people's chain,

And to another but to bear
A life-long pain.

To one rare soul her magic lore
Of will, keen insight, prophecy

;

To do, to dare, and change all things
Beneath the sky.

Unto another to console.
To raise and succor, aid and heal

Those wounded ones who blindly drive
Fate's grinding wheel.

18
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Not singly gifted was this man,
No simple furrow his to plow;

iJut with a burden of gifts the Mother
kind

Did him endow.

The piercing wit, the splendid form,

J ,
P"** "P' the flashing eye.

And all that magic power of soul
That will not die.

Not his to rule with subtle skill
To plot, to plan with fertile brain;

But with rare charm of mind and voice
1 hold and chain.

Here where he sleeps we rear this stone,
Memorial of his spirit's force;

This valiant knight whom death alone
tould dare unhorse.

Alone he moved amid our clan,
A genial alien in our waste,

'

The courtly relic of an age
Of finer taste;

Wlf" kindly satire forged her darts.
And wit and learning leaned to rhyme

;

And polished sentences were more in
vogue.

And less a crime.

Courteous and manly, child of that
,„.™''^,?''«'™ old Erin grants her sons;
With all that humorous touch with

which she dowers
Her rarer ones.



HENRY A. HARPER

Not hia to raise prophetic voice.

He ^t^V^' ^^} '^'^ fla'ning brand:He stood for culture, genial, kind.In our new land:

In ruder garments than is meet,
IJoth in g.ave senate halls parade.As m the street.

'

^
WJ,*"^ V?,°*' departed hence,
When shall our halls another find •

His kmdly satire, scintillating wi"His classic mind.
'

And o'er his grave Canadian love
Canadian grief a garland throws:

Aho^u-^hWor"''^'"""^"'-'^^

^';i''f!';«f'"|lt«.h« virtues rare,

Wnfj?
•*'"'"';«' ''opes, to gentle heaven-Forgiving his weakness, *as we do also

To be forgiven.

18i
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Hemy A. Harper
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I

1

But his was greatness not of common mould,
And yet so human in its simple worth,
That any spirit plodding its slow round
Of social commonplace and daily moil,
Might blunder on such greatness, did he hold
In him the kernel sap from which it sprung.

Men in rare hours great actions may perform.
Heroic, lofty, whereof earth will ring,

A world onlooking, and the spirit strung
To high achievement, at the cannon's mouth.
Or where fierce ranks of maddened men go down.

But this was godlier. In the common round
Of life's slow action, stumbling on the brink
Of sudden opportunity, he chose
The only noble, godlike, splendid way.
And made his exit, as earth's great have gone.
By that vast doorway looking out on death.

No poet this of winged, immortal pen

;

No hero of an himdred victories;

Nor iron moulder of unwieldy states.

Grave counsellor of parliaments, gold-tongued.
Standing in shadow of a centuried fame,
Drinking the splendid plaudits of a world.

But simple, unrecorded in his days.

Unostentatious, like the average man
Of average du^, walker! the t ^mmon earth.
And when fate flung her challenge in his face.

Took all his spirit in his blinded eyes.
And showed in action why God made the world.

He passes as all pass, both small and great.
Oblivion-clouded, to the common goal ;

—

And all unmindful moves the dull world round

•-



THE DEAD LEADER igs

With baser dreams of this material day,

n?J 1.^* makes man petty, the slow paceOf small accomplishment that mocks the soul.

But he hath tenght us by this splendid deed,
That under all the brutish mask of life
Ajid dulled intention of ignoble ends,
Man 8 soul is not all sordid; that behind
This tragedy of ills and hates that seem.
There lurks a godlike impulse in the worldAnd men are greater than they idly dream.

'

The Dead Leader
(Wntto. <« d» d.y rf Sir John A. NUcdoaJd'. Fub«1

Jum lOSi, 1891)
^™*

Let the sad drums mutter low.
And the serried ranks move slow

And the thousand hearts beat hush^ along the street •

For a mighty heart is still,
^ **'*

'

And a great, unconquered will
Hath passed to meet the conqueror all must meet
Outworn without assoil
Prom a great life's lengthened toil,

Laurelle.1 with a half a century's fame;
From the care and adulation
To the heart-throb of the nation

He hath passed to be a memory and a name.

Witli banners draped and furled,
'Mid the sorrow of a world

^^^l ^i^ t"^
with fitting pomp and state;

With slumber in his breast,
To his long, eternal rest

We lay him down, this man who made us great.



I.-

4

4

184 POEJIfS OF WILFRED CAMPBELL
Him of the wider vigion.
Who jad one hope, elysian,

m?I? *
'"i^?.*^ ^P"^ *°''»'^ *e west:

,7/}° through the hostile years,

qfinl *!J™?«"°g ''ords, like spears.
Stall bore this titan vision in his breast.

God gave this highest honor
To the nation, that upon her

Thff Tr^ !° ^"y *" """gi" °f '•« hand

;

n, u-^ 'T? *° '^ *he greatness
Uf his noble work's completeness.

Then to pass to vest beloved by his land.

We stand at death's dim gates
Where his mighty soul awaits

Somewhere the long, long silence of the years.And the marble of his lips
Doth all our woe eclipse.

Death's awful peace rolls back upon our tears.

Greater than all sorrow
That our hearts can borrow.

Loftier ftan our fleeting, human praise;
He hath calmness, great and grim.
That death hath granted him,

1 he wisest and the mightiest of our days.

Let the sad drums mutter low.
And the serried ranks move slow.

And the thousand hearts beat hushed along the street •

For a mighty heart is still,
^ ^'

'

And a great, nnconquered will
Hath passed to meet the conqueror all must meet.

k.
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Alexander Lunudi

A Scsttuh-Cuwdiu

len

^f^f *" H'de"". 'neath its elme.
Still stands the home he loved so well •

But silence eternal overwhelms
The kindly master 'neath its spell.

Beneath its rooftree hushed he lies
In deaths cold truce of mortal pain,

Whjle outside under August skies
His loved flowers glisten in the rain,

TJneonecious in their lack of grief
Uf those who come or those who go,

Innrx^nt in their beauty brief
Of human heart-break, human woe.

A man he was of simple moods,
Of strong keen action, kindly thought,A friend of life's beatitudes.
Beneath the rough mail grimly wrought.

Time's busy battlers of the street
In strife for earth's material thingsKnow not the souls they daily meetf

'

Disguised ,n trade's grim armored rings.

'Tisnot the outward presence, bland.
Whose honied accents plaudits win.The favored idol of a land,
That holds the noblest heart within.

4v •
-^'1
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Tjras not the high or lowly birth.
The worldly culture, made this man,—

But somewUt in him, more than earth,
That bleated him ere his life began.

Some kind, intuitive knowledge sent.
Some wisdom of the heart and brain-

Borne essence in his nature blent,
As throughout heaven dissolves the rain;

That 'mid the grime of worldly strife.
Of toil's rude struggle, hard and grim.

Still near to Aature all his life
There walked the unsullied heart of him.

A spirit joying in tender moods
Of bud and blossom, sun and rain

;

Who read the wisdom of wide woods,'
A poet with all the poefs pain.

The bough into the blast is bent.
The shaft from out the bow is sped

;

The fire that flamed the wick is spent
The wind that whirled the dust is dwd.

Pair Stanley Avenue, once so full
Of life's achievement, power and will INow only silence beautiful

!

The very vagrant hours are still.

Niw BsnnuBOR, Anguit 6, 1904.
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BEYOND THS HIU^ OF .-^gSAM IW

Beyond the HilU of Dream

OvEB the mountains of sleep, my Love
Over the hills of dream. ^ '

«e^d the walls of care and fate
Where the loves and memoriea teem:

wT"® *° " "^"'''^ °' ^«ncy free,
Where hearts forget to weep:—

Over the mountains of dream, mv Love
Over the hills of sleep.

^ '

Over the hille of care, my Love,
Over the mountains of dread.

We come to a valley, glad and vast,

A V"^ "* "*«* the long-lost dead:And there the gods in splendor dwell.
In a land where all is fair.

Over the mountains of dread, mv Love
Over the hills of care.

^ '

Over th. -ountains of dream, mv Love
Over the hills of sleep;- ^ '

Co)Jd we but come to that heart's desire
Where the harvests of fancy reap.

Then we would know the old joys and honesThe longings of youth's bright glea™;'^'
Over the mountains of sleep, mv fijve

Over the hills of dream.

Yea, there the sweet old years have rest.And there my heart would be.
Amid the glad ones loved of yore,
At the sign of the Fancy Free;

I

.III

^1 I '1
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And there the old lipi would repeat

i!.«rth « memoriei o'er and o'er,

"""if^^'lTi'r/iT'^'-y^-'

""ff'^K-n" "l?"?t*™ of heart's deapair,
fhe hills of winter and snow,

Then we would come to those happy isles.
Those shores of blossom and wini.

'Xe^rhK'sp^rinr-'^''"^^---

And Uiere where the woods are scarlet and eoldAnd the apples are red on the tree, "^ '

i he heart of autumn is never old
In that country where we would be

VmI r"''^.r.'=?™« to that land, my Love?*ollow the midnight stars,
That swim and gleam in a milk-white streamOver the night's white bars.

'

Or follow the trail of the sunset red
rhat beacons the dying deeps

nW ''"'* ^^A^n down the edge
Uf silence, where evening sleeps;

Or take the road that the morning wakes,
Wh«ai he whitens his first rosebeam.

Over the mountains of glory, my Love,
Over the hills of dream.

Sometime, sometime, we will go, my LoveWhen winter loosens to spring
'

And all the spirits of Joy are Sjog.
After the wild-bird's wing,



BEYOND THB HILLS OF DREAM Itl

'^o" Ji"]*"'
.""^ """' '"'^"' °P«ned their doomTo let loTe'» pruonerg free,

Over the mountaing of woe, my Love
Over the hills of dree.

'"''""'*•

And when we reach there we will know
1 ne faces we knew of yore

The lip, that kissed, the hand's that claspc.1,
When memory loosens her store;

And we will drink to the long dead year,,
In that inn o: the golden gleam.

Over the mountains of sleep, mv Love
Over the hills of dream.

'

And all the joys we missed, my Love,
And all the hopes we knew.

The dreams of life we dreamed in vain.
When youth's red blossoms blew

And all the hearts that throbbed for us
In the past so sunny and fair

'

We will meet and greet in that ^Iden land.
Over the hills of care.

Over the mountains of sleep, my Love
Over the hills of dream. ^ '

Beyond the walls of care and fate.
Where the loves and memories teem

We come to a land of fancy free, '

Where hearts forget to weep.
Over the mountains of dream, my Love.
Over the hills of sleep.

ill
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Love

rx»ra came at dawn when all the world was fairWhen crimson glories, Woom, and song were rife-Love came at dawn when hope's wings finned the airAnd murmured, " I am life."

LoTO came at even wh^n the day was done.
When heart and brain were tired, and slumber

Love came at eve, shut out the sinking sun
And whispered, « I am rest."

'

Afterglow

Aftee the clangor of battle
There comes a moment of rest,
And the simple hrpes and the simple joysAnd the simple thoughts are best.

After the victor's paean,
*-fter the thunder of gun.
There comes a lull that must come to aU
Before the set of the sun.

Then what is the happiest memory?
Is it the foe's defeat?
Is it the splendid praise of a world
That thunders by at your feet ?



OUT OF POMPEII

Nay, nay, to the life-wom spirit
The happiest thoughts are those
That carry us back to the simple joys
And the sweetness of life's repose.

A simple love and a simple trust
And a simple duty done.
Are truer torches to light to death
Than a whole world's victories won.

193

Out of Pompeii

She lay, face downward, on her bended arm,
In this her new, sweet dream of human bliss.

Hot heart within her fearful, fluttering, warm.
Her hps yet pained with love's first timorous kiss.

She did not note the darkening afternoon,
She did not mark the lowering of the sky
CT that great city. Earth had given its boon
Unto her lips, love touched her and passed by.

In one dread moment all the sky grew dark
The hideous rain, the panic, the red rout'

Where love lost love, and all the world might mark
Ihe city overwhelmed, blotted out

Without one cry, so quick oblivion came
And life passed to the black where all forget;

But she—we know not of her house or nam^
In love's sweet musings doth lie dreaming yet

The dr^ hell passed, the ramed world grew stUl.And the great city passed tc nothingness

:

^Il*ges went and mankind worked its will
Then men stood still amid the centuries' press
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And in the ash-hid ruins opened bare,
As she lay down in her shamed loveliness.

Sculptured and frozen, late they found her there.
Image of love 'mid all that hideousness.

Hot head, face downward, on her bended arm
Hot single robe that showed her shapely form

Hot wondrous fat« love keeps divinely warn
Over the centuries, past the slaying storm;

rSv ...
*"" "*^ '" writings time hath left.

That Imger still through death's oblivion:
And m this waste of life and light bereft,
She brings again a beauty that had gone.

And if there be a day when all shall wake,
As dreams the hoping, doubting human heart.The dim forgetfulness of death will break
For her as one who sleeps with lips apart:

And did God call her suddenly, I know
She'd wake as morning wakened by the thrush.

*eel that red kiss across the centuries glow
And make all heaven rosier by her blush

'

Harvest Sluinbet Song

Sleep, little baby, sleep, sleep, sleep.
Bed is the moon in the nighfs still deep.
White are the stars with their silver wings
Folded in dreamings of beautiful things
And over their cradle the night wind sings.
Sleep, little baby, sleep, sleep, sleep.

Soft in the lap of the mother night
The wee baby stars, all glowing and bright,



IWTHE MOTHER

Flutter their Bilyer wings and crow
To the watchful winds that kiss as they blow

Down m the lap of the mothernight.

Step, little baby, sleep, sleep, sleep.
Bed IS the moon in the nighfs still deep,And the wee baby stars are all folded and kissedIn a luminous cradle of silver mist •

And If ever they waken the winds cry Whist
Sleep, little baby, sleep, sleep, sleepf

'

The Mother

^7. be known by thelolk* p«„ed downVS.e'w *,h^5
motlier'e
on Mrth

I'

h i

It was April, blossoming spring
They buried me, when the birds did sing;

Earth, in clammy wedging earth
They banked my bed with a black, damp girth.

Under the damp and under the mould
1 kenned my breasts were clammy and cold.

Out from the red beams, slanting and bright
1 kenned my cheeks were sunken and white.

'

I was a dream, and the world was a dream.And yet I kenned all thir-s that seem
IS
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I was a dream, and the world waa a dream.
But you cannot bury a red sunbeam.

For though in the under-grave's doom-nijrht
I lay all silent and stark and white,

Yet over my head I seemed to know
The murmurous moods of wind and snow.

The snows that wasted, the winds that blew,
i he rays that slanted, the clouds that drew

The water-ghosts up from lakes below.
And the little flower-souls in earth that grow.

Under earth, in the grave's stark night,
I felt the stars and the moon's pale light.

I felt the winds of ocean and land
That whispered the blossoms soft and bland.

^ough they had buried me dark and low.My soul with the season's seemed to grow.'

II.

Prom throes of pain they buried me low
For death had finished a mother's woe.

But under the sod, in the grave's dread doom.
1 dreamed of my baby in glimmer and gloom.

I dr^ed of my babe, and I kenned that his restWas broken in wailmgs on my dead breast

I dreamed that a rose-leaf hand did cline-
Oh, you cannot bury a mother in sprii^

"



THE MOTHER W
When the winds are soft and the blossom, are redShe could not sleep in her cold earth-bed.

4^f,""-'^T°^
""y. •'"'^ for a day and a night.And then I rose m my graveclothes white

lo the world of sorrowing overhead.

Men would have called me a thing of harm,But dreams of my babe made me rosy and ;arm.

I felt my breasts swell under my shroud:No star shone white, r-. winds were loud;

But I stole me past the graveyard wall,
J* or the voice of my baby seemed to call;

And I kenned me a voice, though my lips weredumb

;

Hush, baby, hush! for mother is come.

I passed the streets to my husband's home:
Ihe chamber stairs in a dream I clomb;

I heard the sound of each sleeper's breath
Liight waves that break on the shores of death.

I listened a space at my chamber door,
Ihen stole like a moon-ray over its floor.

My babe was asleep on a stranger arm,
baby, my baby, the grave is so warm,

"Though dark and so deep, for mother is there IO come with me from the pain and C8i«!
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"0 come Witt me from the anguish of earth,
Where the bed ig banked with a blossoming girth,

"mere the pillow is soft and the rest is long.
And mother will croon you a slumber-song—

"A slumber-song that will charm your eyes
To a sleep that never in earth-song lies

!

"The lov3s of earth your being can spare,
But never the grave, for mother is there."

I nestled him soft to my throbbing breast.
And stole me back to my long, long rest.

And here I lie with him under the stars.
Dead to earth, its peace and its wars;

Dead to its hates, its hopes, and its harms.
So long as he cradles up soft in my arms.

And heaven may open its shimmering doors.
And samte make .ausie on pearly floors.

And hell may yawn to its infinite sea.
But they never can take my baby from me.

For so much a part of my soul he hath grown
That God doth know of it high on His throne.

And here I lie with him under the flowers
That sun-winds rock through the billowy hours.

With thd night-airs that steal from the murmur-
ing sea,

Bringing sweet peace to my baby and me.



ON A SUMMER SHORE

On a Smnmer Shore

Long years have gone, and yet it eeems
But scanie an honr ago,

I lay upon a moss-grown rock.
And watched the ebb and flow

"' 7»*»rg, where cool shades above
Glassed in cool depths below.

Yon stood beside me sweet and fair,
A basket on your arm.

Red-heaped with luscious fruit we'd picked
Down at the old shore-farm

;

You stood and in the shore-wood madeA picture glad and warm.

Like heaving pearl the blue bay rocked
Against its limestone wall.

Far off in reeling dreams of blue
The heavens seemed to fall

About the world, and tliere you stood.
Unconscious, queen of all.

From far-off fields the low of kine.
Soft bird-notes, airy streams.

That stole in here, far, broken notes
Of all the day's hushed dreams;

And you, one slender shaft of light.
In all the world's wide gleams.

We spoke no love, for I was shy.
And you were shyer then;

Mine was a boy's faint heart, and yours
Still outside of love's ken;

But such sweet moments are full rare
In barren years of men.

IM

-itil
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^^ "'"" **• •'«*'* " *«»
And life ^ows sorrow-wiBe,

I dream again a blue, north bay,
A gleam of rammer skies

;

And by my side a young girl standi
With heaven in her eyes.

Yoa are a dream, a face, a wraith,
i ou drift across my pain,

I lock you in my sacred past
Where all love's ghosts remain;

But life hath nought for me so sweet
A« you can bring again.

Belated

Thb year drifts sadly back this way.
With autumn's grief and pain;

But with the red leaf and the g(Jld
She ne'er will come again.

"^-j^?"'^*!!** '** ""'^ beanteousness,
inat youth m music stirs

;

rjL*'r.'l" "«'«r bring back to earth
The beauty that was hers.

Tou could not call a red leaf God'.
If she were not God's too;

A light fell on such eyes and lips
Man never more will woo.

When her smile went the day's went too,
JSight, when she closed her eyes,



BELATED

Lort half it» glory. When ihe woke
-Kann changed to paradiie.

Sheloolced ao peaceful in her ileep
When they laid her to her rest.

I could not help but think upon
Aa infant at the breast.

She looked so like to one who'd wake
This side the break of dawn,

I ^dged the very earth they heaped
Her snow-like breast upon.

I hear her low voice calling soft,
Her footstep at the doors

;

I wake up in the dead of night,
And walk the wintry floors.

I see her croon her babe to sleep.
Athwart the moonlight now,

Her wealth of golden hair that fell
Across her gentle brow.

I often walk at death of day.
Amid the sunset firs,

And dream the world will no more know
The beauty that was hers.

I wonder in some far-off stato^
If love can conquer death,

Will I know her and she know me.
As when she drew life's breath?

And will she stand at some flame-gate.
And wait and watch for me.

101
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with joy my face to mm?

And bring the little one* around
To chmb to father's arms;

While her .weet face, the face of yore.To mother-beauty wanna P '^
And we go laughing, weeping, thronxhSome gate of crystal dome,

*

^o^ T"' «?^'''«' »»« "d rnor*.
-10 greet the wanderer home.

Departure

° Hn^T*
"""^ '?'?'^' '^ked and grey.Home once enshnued of love's deli/htAnd ail glad promiM of the May,Now hushea in shades of wintry night,—

Once garment of a thousand loves.Now but a shroud of glooming stone—
Old house, old house, we are alone I

Wewe alone; yea, you and I,
Who dreamed old summers in their nrime-Now sad and late, to see them die

^ '

Along this ruined verge of time.

Old rooms now empty, once so bright.—
Staircases climbed of gladdening f^t,Daricwmdows erstwhile filled with light
Where now but rains of autumn b4t:—



DEPARTVRB

^^ now bnt lorn monthi mil ud o«lI

With „K * *^ ?"" ""* "'Kl^' compldn

'

n f''°!'-'»"«r'>« "ludowing on the wSlOr dead vine, knocking .t the p«. '

BtUl redolent of lore nnd May.
Once more, once more I leave your doonInto the night I take my way.

'

Huge yawning heartha, once flaming briehtW gathered out unto the night
10 meet the vaatnew and the atorm^

Into the night; where I. too, go.
Beyond your sheltering walls Lid doo«.Where death'. October dfiveS^W. woe

""'
Over a thonwnd midnight moor..

Beyond your .heltering, where I beat

n, K ''*fP7'* "t«" of dark o'ergleamedOr breaat the night of moan and .feet '

To meet that mom a world hath dreamed.

Hath dreamed? Hope-hungering heart hath re.dAnd caroled morning-lift^ lark!
^^'

Tea, back of all this muffled dread
l-erchance some splendor rift, the dark.

Ym, though no magic reach its gleam..

Oldhouse, beloved of my dead dreamt.
While I go forth from love and yon.

SOS
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Her Look

TiMi Duiy Mt bin flngen then,
Fix the tmilM that curre tbont

Her wiiuome month, and touch her h«lr,
Put the currw of youth to rout;

Bnt the "Mmethiiig" Qod put there,
Th«t which drew me to her fint.

Not the impi of pain and care^
Not all aorrow^i flenda accnrat.

Can kill the look that God put there.

Something beautiful and rare,
Nothing common can destroy;

Not all the leaden load of csra.
Not all the dro8« of earth'i alloy;

Better tlian all fame or gold.
True as only God'» own truth,

It ii aomething all hearta hold
Who have loved once in their youth.

That eweet look her face doth hold
Thua will ever be to me;

Joy may all her pinioni fold,

Care may come and miseiy;
Through the days of murk and ihine,
Though the roadg he foul or fair,

I will see through love's glad eyne
That sweet look that God put there.
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The Lwt Scene from "Mordred"

Another paH of the field. Enter Abthdh surrounded
by knights.

Arthur. Now where is he, that monster, foul

:

deformed
In shape and spirit. Nature calls my son?

„ Enter Mordbed.
Mordred. Here

!

Arthur. Ah, Blot on all this sunlight. Creature direSpawn of mine incest. There standest thou mv sin
'

Incarnate now before me, mine old doom

:

rhou that wast stronger in thine iii'uences
lo work dread evil in this hideous world
Than all the glory all my good might win.
Mordred. Father

!

^w"k • .J^' '^^^ *"y ^**«'
'

Parent I this ill
That hath enrent my kingdom all in twain.
In that dread night of my licentious youth.
When I in darkness thy foul shape begot,
I worked a web of blackness round my fate
And thine, distorted phantom of my sin.
Not all the tolling of sweet abbey-bells,'
And murmur of masses sung these thousand years.
Can sweep from this doomed kingdom. Father ' vea
There ^ no truce betwixt us. Thou art Death' '

lo all that I hold dearest on this earth^ou stood'st betwixt me and my gladder fate
The one black spot on all my glor/s sun. '

In thee once more mine evil blackens in
Reddens mine eyesight. Have at thee, foul Curse I
Mordred. Father 1

I
i

i f l|

11
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Arthur. Have at you I

(They fight. Arthur munds Mordred. He falls

i,n t, ?^^ "'"'" ^''t'^'"' from behind.)

MvXJS u"",''T"sht blackens 1 Slordred! Oh'My glorjr darkens! Curtain not yon sunt (dL)Mordred. Yea this is all and I wie made fop tWs'
M T^*? ^^^^^ """^ desolation round

'

Vl 1 t"y,''i°e'^<""' '•"'" t'lis sweet land.And level all the pride of Arthur's riory
As men might level some great castle wallsAnd sow with salt the field , of his desire.

Turn all his great joy mto bitterness.
^ea, 1 his blood, and I were made for this
Oh, ancient, cruel Laws of human life,
Oh, deep, mysterious, unfathomable SourceOf man s poor being, we are ringed about
With such hard rinds of hellish circumstance,
1 hat we can never walk or breathe or hopeOr eye the sun, or ponder on the green
Of tented plain, or glorious blue of heaven.Or know love's joy, or knotted thews of strengthBut imps of evil thoughts creep in between, '

Like lizards in the chinks of some fair wallAnd mar life's splendor and its fairness all

Th-fT.^K™"'^
birtWoom blended in the bloodThat prophesies our end in our poor actsOh

!
we are but blind children of the dark

Wending a way we neither make nor ken
'

Yea, Arthur, I had loved thee sweet and wellAnd made mine arm a bulwark to thy realm,

'

Had I been but as fair as Lancelot.
What evil germ, false quickening of the blood.Did breed me foul, distorted as I am
That I should mar this earth and thy great realmWith my wry, knotted sorrows ? LancS's We
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Was manly, kind, and
,A Boul encased in such r.-r—"-" x-""

The kingly trees well turn them to the
And gl

generous as became
propitious

I their
"Ti- " ^ - ' "P'*°dor with the mom.
lis natun that noble souls should dwell
Twixt noble features, but the maimid soul
Should ever be found in the distorted shape.
But I had loved as never man hath loved
Did nature only plant me sweet at first.

*defth'^*'*'^
^"^ """^

^
'^'*' *°^ ^^^^^ ^ "y

More blessed far that I had never breathed.
Murder and Treason were my midwives dire
Kapme and Carnage, priests that shrive me now.

Enter Vivien, disguised as a Squire.
F«t)ten. Mordred ! thou dicst

!

Uordred. Who art thou?
Vivien. I am Vivien.
Mordred. Hence, hence. Viper, incarnate Fiend!
Wot natural woman, but Ambition framed.
And all lust's envy. Thou wert unto me
A blacker blackness. Did an angel come.
And whisper sweeter counsel in mine ears'.

And trumpet hopes that all were not in vain;
And thou wouldst wool mine ears with malice dire
And play upon the black chords of my heart.
Hence, Devil ! Mar not these my closing hours
Vivien. 0, Woel Woe\ (SteaU out.)
Mordred. (To the Knights.) Sow bear me slowly to

great Arthur's side
And let me place my hands upon his breast.
For he was mine own father I Alas ! Alas

!

So hideous is this nature we endure!
(The Soldiers place him by Arthur.)

How calm he sleeps, AUencthon, as those should
Who die m glorious battle. Dost thou know



^
i
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mighty Father, that thine ill-got son.
Ill-got of nature and mysterious night.
To mar thy splendor and enwreck this world.
Now crawls to thy dead body near his death.
As would some wounded dog of faithful days.
To lick his master's hand? Blame not, King,
If thou somewhere may know what I here feel.
Thy poor, misshapen Mordred. Blame him not
The turbulent, treacherous currents of his blood
Which were a part of thine, nor let one thought
Of his past evil mar thy mighty rest

;

He would have loved thee; but remember that
Now past 18 all this splendor, new worlds come:
But nevermore will Britain know such grace,
Such lofty glory and such splendid days.
Back of the clang of battle, back of all
The mists of life, the clamor and the fall
Of ruined kingdoms built on human days •

Arthur! Merlin I Mighty dead, I cornel

rr 1 TT . m T.
{Springs to his feei.)

Ho! Horse! To Horse! My sword! A trumpet
calls!

"^

A Mordred!
(Dies.)

Pan die Fallen

Hb wandered into the market
With pipes and goatish hoof;

He wandered in a grotesque shape.
And no one stood aloof.

For the children crowded round him.
The wives and greybeards, too,

To crack their jokes and have their mirth.
And see what Pan would do.



PAN THE FALLEN

The Pan he was they knew him,
I'art man, but mostly beast,

Who drank, and lied, and snatched what bonesMen threw him from their feast:
Who seemed in sin so merry.
So careless in his woe.

That men despised, scarce pitied him.
And still would have it so.

He swelled his pipes and thrilled them.
And drew the silent tear;

He made the gravest clack with mirth
By his sardonic leer.

He blew his pipes full sweetly
At their amuspj demands,

^rlTln ?' ^^^i< earth-flung pence
That fell from careless hands.

He saw the mob's derision,
And took it kindly, too.

And when an epithet was flung,
A coarser back he threw;

But under all the masking
Of a brute, unseemly part,

I looked, and saw a wounded soul.
And a godlike, breaking heart.

'

And back of the elfin music,
The burlesque, clownish play,

I knew a wail that the weird pipes madeA look that was far away,

—

'

A gaze into some far heaven
Whence a soul had fallen down

;

But the mob only saw the grotesque beast
And the antics of the clown.
U

nt

\ A

\\
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For scant-flung pence he paid them
With mirth and elfin play.

Till, tired for a time of his antics queer,
They passed and went their way;

Then there in the empty market
He ate his scanty crust.

And, tired face turned to heaven, down
He laid him in the dust.

And over his wild, strange features
A softer light there fell.

And on his worn, earth-driven heart
A peace ineffable.

And the moon rose over the market,
But Pan the bcnst was dead;

While Pan the god lay silent there,
With his strange, distorted head.

And the people, when they found him,
Stood still with awesome fear.

No more they saw the beast's rude hoof.
The furtive, clownish leer;

But the lightest spirit in that strong
Went silent from the place.

For they knew the look of a god released
That shone from his dead face.

Phaethon

I Phabthon : dwelling in that golden house.
Which Hephaistos did build for my great sire,
Old Helios, king of glowing heaven and day;
Knowing this life but mortal in its span.
Hedged in by puling youth and palsied age.
Where poor men crawl like insects, knowing pain



«/

PffAETHON

And mighty sorrow to the iratna o* J«.*i.
Be«.ught the god my fathefSfhtff

'

To grant «e that which I didW for most

1° T* ??
''«"«'"; for one round golden dav

speaking to me in sorrow: « mv son

For ot^"'*
*""'' '"*° °"« '-^f^ day.

mfi ?^T' "nP«'"o°8 in thy pride.WTio would be as the gods and a^pe ttetr way,And sacrilegious leave thy mortll bounds^
'W thou must die upon that baleful day

S rid^'S« 1"^°^ •''^^ *°» aountest up
1 o nde that chariot never mortal rode

Thfn r'«MW1"^'^"* "«^*' "-^'hath driven."

Better tem^? ?**'' "^"^ •"«' *ine own son.Better to me to live one day a godGomg out w some great flame of death.Than live this weary life of common men
Misunderstood, misunderstanding still,

'

r^f
''^

^^u' """^'"K dimly in a dream,
Confused, phantasmie, men call history:
Chasing the circles of the perishing sunsihe summers and dim winters, hating MHeart-eaten for a longing ne'er attamed

S13

I
i
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DeipUing all thingB named of earth or heayen.Or mortal birth that they should ever be •

Knowing within thig mystery of my beinir.
This curbed heredity, lies a latent drtam
Of some old vanished, banished, lease of beinif.When life was life and man's soul lived its hour.
Uncurbed, uncabined, like the mighty eods
Vast, splendid, capable, and heraclean,
To dram the golden beaker of his davs."
Thus I-«My father, I am over weary.
Chained^m this summer-plot of circumstance.
Beaten by fearfm custom, childish, chidden.
Hounded of cruel wolves of superstition.
And rounded by a petty wall of time.
Plodding the dreary years that wend their round.
Aping the sleeping, sensual life of beasts.
Fearful of all things, dreading mostly death.
Past pain and age and all their miseried end,
Wheie all must rot, who smile and weep and sleep
And be a part of all this grim corruption.
Nay better to me than the long-measured draught
I nckling out through many anxious years,
Iron-^aten, haggard, to the place of death—
To drain my flagon of life in one glad draught-
To live, to love, aspire, and dare all things:
Be all I am and others ought to be.
Real man or demi-god, to blossom my rose.
To scale my heights, to live my vastest dream,
To climb, to be, and then, if chance mv fate
To greatly fall." ' '

m-*u J- «'S™ ™y K^* ^"^er, laden
With woe divine. My son, take thou thy way •

As thou hast chosen, thus 'twill be to thee;"
And passing, darkened down his godlike face
And shadowed splendor thence for evermore.
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,J5

WhT.?.'*'''! t""*""".'"'
^""^ *•>« orient meads,

Andfn ?ii °? *•'', *''""''""8 ^eurt of night;^d in the east a glowing sapphire gloom^When I awoke and lifted up mine eyesT '

And saw through rose and gold and vemeil dve..

Haff I'^'r^'f.'""*'
"' "^"'^ hung wi™ri?'^

As /n^ iliwT"' "' "'*' '^ould appreh^d,'

An^ *
sleep the presence of dim deathAnd fate and terrible gods, the car of day.

Like morn within the morning, glad, it hunirLight hid in light, swift blindkilall who^w
Dazzled Its presence; motionless though vibrateWhere It did swing athwart the deep-willed nTght.The heart of morning in the folds of dark, * '

l-ulsatmg sleep, and conquering death with life-So glowed its glory, fold'ed, cloud in cC, '

Oold within azure, purple shut in gold.
The bud of morning pulsing ere it break,
And spill Its splendors many vermeil-dyed.
Beddemng Ocean t» his outmost rim.

Here charmM dreams and drowsM magic hunirAnd wmgM hopes and rosy joys afloat
Filled all the air, and I was short aware
That this was life, and this mine hour supreme
To seize and act and be one with the gods '

So dreamed I reckless when to think, to act.
And moved, elate, with quick life-flaming step
Athwart the meadow's budding asphodels.
Song on my lip, and life at heart and eye'
Exultant, breathing flame of pride and power.
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Jqr rose and lang, . bird. acroM the fleldi,Hopes rosy wings shot trembling to the blueAna courage with dauntle*. step, before me went^^^ ^^^r^'' °' "««« ^bwebby flres

'

A ^M '^u?"^ T- 'P«»l«l jrrim ancient PowerA hideous Ethiop, huge in sodden sleep,
'

T f[ ? ,"'''",''"'"'"^ '" •>'» «t«n hands.
I snatched, leaped, shouted; morning rose in flameAnd ashweed paled to lily, lily blushed

'

lo ruddy crocus, crocus flamed to rose.
And out of all, borne on the floors of light.
I floated, gloried, up the orient walls,
And all things woke, and sang of conquering day.

Higher, yet higher, out of flcry mists.
Filling those meadows of the dew-built dawn,

w!^!^^ u*
°y.'"^' P"''" '''»*<=''ed ™ my hand,

Wreathed about m terrible spenders, I dwe
Glowing, the dawn's gold coursers, champing steamOf snow and pearly foam from golden bridles.
Forged in blue eidolon forges of the night.
Beaten on steely anvils of the stars.

flarn"^'"^'
^"^ **'"' ^'^'^'^^' breathing

}^^' .d^^-^raJning lances, thundered on.
Whelming night, as golden stair by stair
They climbed the glimmering bridgcway of the day.

Far under, wreathed in mists, old ocean swayed-
And, cyclops-like, the bearded mountains himg

'

Vast shining rivers with their brimming floors
And broad curved courses gleamed and glanced and

shone.

And loneliness and gloom and grey despair
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WM*5-IIT'*"' '»»»*in8» «ed to hnddering night.Hidden in mtm tnd coral gloomi of leM.

sSJw i^'^J?* t*"*.""
""'"''' ambi'o.ial mead.

orM-l • ' •P!™'^»"- Sphering out below,

SS-f ""T'T ""'""""^ the patient earth,Mountam and valley, o^ean and wi.le plain.
Opwiing to dawn's young footsteps where we wheeledAnd blossomed wide the rosebud of the day
Glory was mine, but greater, sense of power.Aor marred by fear, as loftier we climbBd,

Thlt t^^^S ^'^^l'
*'' •* ''*"'^ *« ^^"^ bridgeThat arched from dawning up to flaming noon.

Dauntless my soul and fiery-glad my heart.

b^fn"**"
*»«»"«»»." sang through all my

As gloved with adamant I guided on
The day's red coursers up their flaming hill.To reach the mighty keystone of the day.

All things conspired to build my upward road:
The fitful winds of morning, the soft clouds,
Ihat fleece-hke swept my cheek, the azure glintOf ocean swaying, restless, on his rim.
Where slept the continents like a serpent curledIn sleep, leviathan, huge, about the world.

Then sudden all my waking turned to dream.A madneM wherein, hideous, all things hung.
Thought fled confused, and awful apprehension
Shadowed my spirit, power and reason fled •

And, maddening day's red coursers thundered on,Uncurbed, unguided by my palsied hand
Then with loud ruin, blundering from the brideeThrough space went swaying, now high up, now

down,
'^
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SMttering confltgrttion and fierce death

-.Sll^"'""*
''"^ -"•"• ^*' •corching.

Time fled in terror, foreeti .hrivelcd np.Ocean drew back in .huddcring, to hi. civea.Huge mountain, .hoolc and rumbleS to tidr baa.

San nr* 1"^,"P'. "''' "''•» -mow ^d WJ'And all life met confusion and despair.
'

And dread annihilation. ^ '

a-. .
'^hen thp gods,

P'tymg wrecked nature, in their sudden venecanceMe, impious, hurled from out mv dizzvinrh^^thf'Time vanished, reason -wooned tin iTft her tt*LAnd darkness wrapt me as I shuddering feU
'

Obl.vion^louded, to the plunging seai
* '

Ocean received me. folding in hifdZ.

Filled with one splendor, fumbling in a dreamAa waves do fumble all about a cave
'

For one clear memory of that one high day.

I failed, was mortal; where I climbed I fell.Bnt all else little matters; life was mine

Anr?"*^!' \
^''^' ^ ^'W'ed with, I fell;And here I live it over in my dreams.

Wh wHr'' f*""""' ""^ •»"" to naught.Death whelm life as day engulfed in dark ; *^
But I have greatly lived, have greatly daredAnd death will never wholly wS^ „^e roundAnd blMk me miU terrors. I i/m madeOne with the future, dwelling in the dr^miAnd memories dread of en^us ,Sls .Tmen.
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Sir Lancelot

Bwirt like the lightning, wa8 hia eagle Blan~

Or n„ V ''°""'' "' ''™'"" "' *on,an'« faceOr noble pacing godlines, of mood,
"

In man toward man, but garnered in his eve

iwixt man and man upon this glowing earth.

So passed those days of splendor and of peace

r^r.."'],!"'"
^"-"^ his majesty and str^SAnd kindliness of spirit, which the king ^

Great Arthur, with his lofty coldness licked

U9

1 ll

}'
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7nTK^'^2*l°''«!'* *« mightiest in the lists,And beat with thunders back the brazen shieldsAnd stomed the fastness of the farthest isles,
^laying the grizzly warriors of the merea.
And winning all men's fealty and love,
And worship of fair women in the towers,
Who laid their distaffs down to watch him pass;And made the hot blood mantle each fair cheek.
With sweet sense of his presence, till all men
Called Arthur half a god, and Lancelot
I he greatest heart that beat in his great realm.

Then came that fatal day that brake his life,
ft hen he, being sent of Arthur, all unknowing.
Saw Guinevere, like some fair flower of heaven
As men may only see in dreams the gods
Do send to kill the common ways of earth,
And make all else but drear and dull and bleak-
hiioh magic she did work upon his soul.
Till Arthur, God, and all the Table Round,
Were but a nebulous mist before his eyes
In which the splendor of her beauty shone.

Henceforth the years would rise and wane and dieAnd glory come and glory pass away.
And battles pass as in a troubled dream
And Arthur be a ghost, and his knight^ ghosts:—
The castles and the lists and the mad fights.
Sacking of cities, scourging of countiy-sidcK,'
All dreams before his eyes;—all, save her love.

So girded she her magic round his heart.
And meshed him in a golden mesh of love.
And marred his sense of all earth's splendor there.

But in the after-days when brake the end.
And she had fled to Glastonbury's cells,
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With all the world one clamor at l.er sin •

And Arthur like a storra-smit pine-treo stood.Alone amid his kingdom's blackened ruins;-!Then Lancelot knew his life an evil dream,

k^A »W*/""..°^ *\' friendship of their youth,

A ^ « Vil^
^'y' *»* '•'^y '•ad been together;

And Arthur, Arthur," moaned from days afar.And Lancelot grieved him of his woeful sin:—

TW hi t {! ^f^ *'"'* ™°*« '"''>« Arthur down,
1 hat brake his glory, rumed his great hopeUf one vast kingdom built on noble deeds.
And truth and peace for many days to be
Ihig hand that should have been his truest strength,
^ext to that high honor which he held."
And all the torrents of his sorrow brake
For his own Arthur—Arthur standing lone.
Like some unriven pine that towers alone
Amid the awful ruins of a world.
And then a woeful longing smote him there.
To nde by murk and moon, by mere and waste,
lo where the king made battle with his foes
And look, unknown, upon his face, and die.

So thinking this he fled, and the queen's wraithA memory, in the moonlight fled with him
But sb^onger with him fled his gladder youth
And all the memories of the splendid past.
Until his heart yearned for the days that were
And that great, noble soul *ho fought alone.

Then coming by cock-crow and the glimmering dawn.He reached the grey-walled castle of the land.
Where the king tarried ere he went to fight
The last dread battle of the Table Bound
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TMn? ^'? ^}^^^ who guarded there.
Thinking only of him as Arthur's friend,And knowing not the Lancelot scandal mined.And judging by the sorrow of his face,

^it^T" """!
'il!'^''*

^'«' "=•"»« t° "id the king,And pointing past the waning beacon fires,
^

Said, There he sleeps as one who hath no woes."

And Lancelot passing silent left them there.And entering the old abbey, ('twas some r^inOf piety and worship of past days,)
Saw in the flicker of a dying hearth.
Mingled with faint glimmering of the dawn.
The great king sleeping, where a mighty cr<4i
Ihrew Its dread shadow o'er his moving breast

i^^^tl'*"^!''' ^^^^. *" """'* «*™°ft godlike face
Ihat he had worshipped in the days no more:
And all their olden gladness smote him now.
And he had wept but that his awful sin
That made a wall of flame betwixt them there,Had seared the very fountains of his soul.W hereat he moaned, « noble, saintly heart.
Couldst thou tat know amidst thine innocent sleep.
Save for the awful sin that flames between.
That here doth stand the Lancelot of old davg
The one of all the worid who loved thee most.'
The joyous friend of all thy glorious youth-

noble! godlike! Lancelot, who hath sinned
As none hath sinned against thee, now hath come
lo gaze upon thy majesty and die.
Arthur

! thou great Arthur of my youth.My sun, my joy, my glory !"

Here the king
Stirred in his sleep, and murmured, « Guinevere !"
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And Lancelot, feeling that an age of aires

&T'"' '[ ".^''h "^ "W crime ^ '

And hideous bloodshed, were now bnilded ud

sKke sll \"'''\^''P?*""«« "^ his sha;;,e,

To wi- L ^•'"'"ken ghost-life from that ^laceTo look no more upon great Arthur's face.

Then it did smite upon him he must die;And m him the old ghost of honor wokeThat he must die m battle, and go outWhere no dread sorrow could gnaw at his heartBut all forgetting and eternal sleep
'

Whereat the madness of old battle woke

t^^ flt^ kindliness of the Table Round,A^d left him, shorn of all the Christian knUtITie gentle lord who only smote to save, ^ '

And flamed his heart there with the lust t» slayAnd slaying be slain as his grim sires went out!

Then some far trumpet startled all the mornTrembling westward from its dewy sleep '

And with the day new battle woke the meres.And as a wood-wolf scents the prey afar
The noise of coming battle smote his earsAnd woke in him the fierceness of his race'And the old pagan, joyous lust of fight
And crying, "Farewell, Arthur, mine old youth
Farewell, Lancelot, mine old kinder self

'

Lancelot, Arthur's brother, lie there low'
Slam with the glory wherewithal you fell
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R.'ji™^''
"*"' I^ncelot, new-bred of old time

Before the reign of mercy and glad law.
Ihunders in old madness forth to war."

And as in some bleak ruin of a houseWhere all the sweet, home joys are ravaged out

To tearT./""',"'" ^^^ ^"^ ^^'-^^^
10 tsar and snarl, so the old Lancelot naaw-HAnd where he closed the battle'sSSM hem h.m round, till as a mighty surf.

?owlrfrrf,"?"''« ™"'«' -™« -»^a'd tower

L.ke some red, flaming wheel. 4ere>er he went •

AnS d^r^Vv
^^"'^/^ ^~' «° *•«" he sUw

Tm thn \ * ""Pu°^ '"'"*"«^ t° the deathT.11 those he fought with dreamed a giant earl

?o TZ "^^ ^T 'l"^
™'"'' ""oe moreTearihTo fight anew the battles of his youth.

'

But some huge islesmen of the west were there •

W^hW 'Vr ^ "«* that one man fightWith that dread host of wildine warriW. fWo
Whirled he its bloody flamings in the sun^And men went down as in October woodT'Do crash the mighty trunks before Kast.
Bu ?^. Tf^Tu^"* °"« K^"" iBlesman "ft.

0?n^ * *'y *•« »»« >" one streamOf ruddy wounds, and like some fire his bnun.
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And, wth one awful shout of battle joy.He sent hiR sword-blade wheeling in the sunAnd cleft that mighty islesman to the neck

'

And cymg, " Arthu/-" smote the "t'd died.

Then spread such terror over all the foe,

InS ^?
.!''."'''«'" *'**> *''™ there, thi^t they AHAnd all that day the battle moved afar, ^

Till died the tumult, and the eight came nWith mighty hush far over all that waste
'

And one by one the lonely stars came out,

ITnli^H?, ,""'"%*'"' '''"'7 moon looked down,Unmmdfu of poor Lancelot and his wounds,His dead lost youth, the stillness of his faceAnd all that awful carnage silent there
'

The Wayfarer

He woke with the dawning.
Met eyes with the sun,

And drank the wild rapture
Of living begun.

But he went with the moment
To follow the clue.

Ere the first red of dawning
Had drunk the blue dew.

Follow him, follow him.
Where the world will.

Under the sunlight
By meadow and hill.
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Down the blue digtance,
Round the world's rim.

Where the host* of the future
Are horning for him.

Follow him, call to him.
i ray to him, Sweet,

iell him the morninif
Is fresh for his feet;

S'njf him the rnptnre.
The glamor, the gloam,

Ui pearly dew-azure
That curtains the stream;

Sing the glad thrush-note
1 hat never knew pain,

But sing him and call him
And pray him in vain.

For ere the red dewdrop
In sunlight was pearled,

^« heard that mad ocean
That whelms the world.

Yea, heard that voice calling
Past sunlight and dew,

Ihat rarest, alluringest.
Ever heart knew.

That siren of sunrise,

mn1.u*
"^^^^^ of songs,

A A ,^?i* °' "«» hearkens
And gladdens and longs,
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Till o'er the blue distance.
As opens the rose,

The yearning impulsion
Of all his life goes.

And many a dragon
Chimera so grim,

Down the dream of the morning
Is vanquished by him.

Yea, sing to him, call him through
Heartache in vain •

But the gladdest day'wakened
ioglory, must wane.

And the noonday he longed for

A ^tT '«''* '''" burn.
And the battles he wages
Grow bitter and stern.

And the surge of life sink
To the moan of a bar

And the hopes of the morning
Grow hollow and far;

And the road that he follows.
Less Innng and true,

1 ill he longs for a whiff
Of the morning he knew.

For he hears thy far singing.
That lures not in vain,

^
iiU he comes to thy beauty
Of morning again.

vn
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But the roadi of ratnnung
Are never the lame

Ab the sweet dewy meadowi
Of morning we came.

But the song of alluring
I« ever as true,

To lead the heart back
To the beauty it knew.

, And vain the mad magic
Where life's glories bum,

For the heart of the yeamer
Who longs to return.

For he hears that voice calling,

Voiced never in vain.
To world-heart aweary
For all dreamings fain.

And he hears the low grasses
The green tents of sod,

From rooftrees of slumber
As voices of God.

And the spinning and turning.
Of madness amain.

Fade out from his dreaming
As night from the pane;

When the rosy-red splendor
In dew-dreams impearled.

From ashes of slumber,

Lifts over the world.
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Ye», back tc those echo«t
Of buKl«« timt blew,

Heart-weary, life-broken.
He wanderg to you

;

Yea, back to his truest.
Those far broken gleams

Of that rosy-red, morning-lit
House of his dreams.

Where all hours were splendid,
And all hearts held true.

In those glory-lit visions
Of beauty and you.

Yea, call to him, cry to him.
Mother of all;

You lit his youth's torches.
You saw thoir flames fall.

You loved him, upheld him.
This child of your breast;

And now give him surcease
In dreamings and rest.

Your note was the one note
He heard in the fray.

That bore him far out
In the heat of the day;

Your call is the one call

That beckons him home.
When day-fires darken
By forest and foam.

n»
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When o'er all the heartache,
The Tiiiona untme.

Love draws her dim cnrtaini
Of dugkfire and dew.

While the belli ring for dnmber
As out of the deep,

Come pleading those velvet-winged
Spirits of sleep.

And there at your doorways
Of slumber he stands,

Like hini of old Horeb,
Aiid sees his heart's lands;

While under the white awe
Of planets that swim,

Knor-B dawning and even
As one world to him.

Penid

Iir a place of the mountains of Edom,
And a waste of the midnight shore.

When the evil winds of the desolate hills
Beat with an iron roar;

With the pitiless black of the desert behind.
And the wrath of a brother before

:

In a place of the ancient mountains.
And the time of the midnight dead.

Where the great wide skies of his father's land
Loomed vastly overhead;

Jacob, the son of the ancient of days.
Stood out alone with his dread.
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A^there in that place of darknem.
When the murk of the night grew dim-

Under the wide rooftree of the world
An unknown stood with him,—

Whether • devil or angel of Ood,—
With presence hidden and grim.

And spake, " Thou son of Isaac,
On mountain and stream and tree,

And this wide ruined world of night.
Take thy last look with me

:

For out of the darkness have I come,
To die, or conquer thee."

Then Jacob made stem answer,
" Until thy face I see.

Though I strive with life or wrestle with
death.

Yet will I strive with thee:
For better it were to die this hour
Than from my fate to flee.

" Tea, speak thy name or show thy face.
Else shall I conquer thy will."

But the other closed with an iron shock
Till it seemed the stars so still,

'

With the lonely night, in a wheeling mist.
Went round by river and hill.

And Jacob strove as the dying strive.
In the woe of that awful place.

^^''® '°"^'** '"^ ** desperate soul of one
Who fights in evil case:

And he called aloud in the pauses dread,
" give me sight of thy face.

SSI

1

1
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Orin«n, orderil, orQodP

wJTt!'*''^
"""."'" B»t no TOJc ctme.

Jfrom bearen or deep or lod*
And the spirit of Jacob cUve t^ hii fle*h
Ai the dewa in a dried-np clod.

Then they rocked and iwayed aa Autumn
tormg

Do rock the centuried trees

:

a'
j^'^*^

'J"*
"^^^^ that other stroveu

And dravo him to his knees •

And Jacob felt the wide world's gleam
And the roar of unknown seas.

LUce to a mighty storm, it seemed,
There thundered in his ears

:

And a mighty rushing water teemed,
Ijike brooks of human tears-

And opened the channels of his spent heart.And washed away his fears.

And he swore by the blood of man in him.
And God's eternity,

""^i" J7 '".'"'..""y ""^ "*"• ho wants;
inat he shall not have of me."

Then his heart grew strong and he felt the
eartli

Grow iron beneath his feet,
And he drank the balmy airs of night

Like rose-blooms rare and sweet:

^. ..f"^
rose up as a welling brook.

His life or death to meet

J
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And he ipnlcc to that nnknown enemy then,—
"Bt yon white lUn I vow,

Th«t be thou devil or angel or men.
Thou canst not conquer me now

:

For I feel new lease of life and itrenffth
In thif sweat that beads my brow."

Thjy locked once more; the stars, it seemed.
Went round in dance* dim.

Where the great white watchers over each hill.
With the black night, seemed to swim

;

But Jacob knew his enemy now
Could nevermore conquer him.

Yw, still with grip of death they strove.
In iron might, until.

Planet by planet, the great stars dropped
Down over the westward hill

:

And Jacob stood like one who stands
In the strength of a mighty will.

Then at that late, last midnight hour.
When the little birds rejoice,

And out of the lands of sleep life looms
With the rustle of day's annoys,

That other spake as one who speaks
With a sad despairing voice,

And cried aloud, " I have met my fate,
Loosen, and let me go

:

For I have striven with thee in vain,
Till my heart is water and woe "

" Xay, nay," cried Jacob, « we strive, we twain
Till the mists of dawning blow."

'
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Then spake that other, " I hate thee not.My spirit IS spent, alas.

^
rtou art a very lion of men,
Belease, and let me pass;

*or thou hast my heart and sinews groundAs ocean grinds his grass."

Then answered Jacob, " ir»v nov fi,™ i-

This is the lock of death?
^' *^'"' ^''

°^***-.1'' "^ " •"«* be thus,
Ihe will of my being saith,

C°??"f?''^'''^''"'d thee here
Unto thy latest breath.

"For I do feel in thee I hold
My life's supremest hour-

I would as lief let all life slip
As thee from out my power.

Until I gaze on thy hid face,
And read my spirifs dower.

"Tea, show thy face or who thou art.Or man or angel or fiend,
I rend thy being fold from fold.
And scatter thee to the wind."

mint*!"'" ^^"^ " P»««'°»« "»k.When madness wrecks the mind.

For each now knew this was the end.And one of them must die,

With a last great sobbing cryAnd gripped that other in a grin
I-ike the grip of those who die.
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And hu strong knees qnake beneath

A„-^V **'""'« <•' •"» breath:

"^Hi^KiKe^aereanow

And Jacob stood there 'neath the dawn

Port T%°'''i"'"8«^ to "tone; '

Hf^" V "^ °* *•'* P™°« ""« thereae read his very own.

In the dim crowds that passNoras a soul may know himself.
Who looks within a glass •

But as God sees who kneads' the elar.And parts it from the mass.

And over his head the great day rose
.
And gloried leaf and wing,

^

And «ie bttle birds to sing:

Like ^. r^ ^''T
*°"« « 't^'-gthLike the power of a new-crowned king.

S36
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Cain

My hand u red with brother blood.
My heart is bleak with woe,

'Mid dark despairs a bitter brood.
Forth, forth alone I go.

By mists of dread fierce hate I grope
Forth over a wide, wide sea;

For out from love and light and hope
My sin hath driven me.

Dread, dread the portals that 1 face.
The foes that front me there,

And evermore back, back I trace
Old roads of death's despair.

And by the crowded demon mart.
Or by the haunted sea.

Manacled, close heart to heart,
My bmte sin stalks with me.

And often in my middle sleep
I dream I see its face.

As one looks down into a deep
And sees an evil place

Of hideous holes, where slimy things
Of horror and strange woe

Bound, round forever in weird rings
Of endless motion go.

And ever round me closes in
A wall both black and dread.
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'*^n"y "in, mine evil gin
That binds me to the dead.

The deserts bleak and wide:
For the great God. a shadow b ack.Moves ever by my side.

I feel Him 'mid the momiuK dewsA^ at the dread midnight; '

For He alone will never loie
I he murderer from His sight.

Nor brings He peace. I could not stealA sense of happiness

;

Th?r.rr ^r' *'«'* "•"te* me feel
1 ne manacles' caress.

A sense of One who ever goes
And bears my load with me,

rd'fe'4J^-^'^^—oes

>t^n^Sifte°^^°<"°-^^-
And ever, ever as I flee,

'

That shadow by my side.

And dread, more dread than all, hath beenThat sense of woe in me,
"" "e™

To know His greatness, and my sin
ITiat parts us like a sea;

^ MvTJrii!? '"''^^ "' t""'" and blightMy tortured way I trace.
^^

And ever before me blinded night
That smites the murderer's face



M8 POBMS OF WILFRED CAMPBELL

Lazarus

O Pathkb Abbam, I can never rest
Here in thy bowm in the whitest heayen,
Where loTe blooms on through days without an

even

;

For up through all the paradises seven,
Ihere comes a cry from some fierce, anguished

breast.

A cry that comes from out of heU's dark niirht.A piercing cry of one in agony.
That reaches me here in heaven white and hiirh •

A (aU of anguish that doth never die,
'

Like dream-waked infant wailing for the light.

PatiiCT Abram, heaven is love and peace.
And God is good ; eternity is rest.
Sweet would it be to lie upon thy breast

q.™ ? ^w"" *^^"8''* •""' '"'^ t° be West,
Save for that ciy that nevermoremll cease.

It comes to me above the angel-lyres,
The chanting praises of the cherubim:

« n it}}T^ ^"'S ^ ^"'^'^ '"» the vague dim,Lazams. come and ease me of these firu!

" LoMTW I have called thee all these years
It M SO long for me to reach to thee
Across the ages of this mighty sea
That loometh dark, dense, like eternity

Which I have bridged by anguished prayers and
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"

^^rtl *""*
*'*'f'"' *» ^^^^»^S» of God's hve.That even penetrates this anguished glare;A gleaming ray, a tremulous star-huHt stair,

P«7/^ ^yf^*^\}o^'-'^'^ngered souU may farePast hate and doubt, to heaven and God above."

So calleth it ever upward unto me
It creepeth in through heaven's golden doors.
It echoes all along the sapphire floors,

Tf filI^^''''^°*
""?*"' " «>"« "^^ ^oars.

It fills the vastness of eternity.

Until my sense of love is waned and dimmed.
The music-rounded spheres do clash and jarNo more those spiritKJalls from star to star.
The harmonies that float and melt afar.

The helts of light by which all heaven is rimmed.

Nomore I \ear the beat of heavenly wings
Theaer 'i chanting in my rest-tuned ear •

I only .ir a cry, a prayer, a tear.
That ri from the depths up to me here;A soul that to me suppliant leans and clings.

Father Abram. thou must bid me go
Into the spaces of the deep abyss;
Where far from us and our God-given bliss
Do dwell those souls that have done Christ amiss:

For through my rest I hear that upward woe.

1 how it crying through the heavenly night,
When curvM, hung in space, the million moons
Lean planet-ward, and infinite space attunes
Itself to silence, as from drear grey dunesA ciy is heard along the shuddering light

139
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Of wild duBk-bird, a sad, heart^nrdliM err
So comes to me that call from out hell'/ coasts •

I see an infinite shore with gaping ghosts

;

This IS no heaven, with all its shinuig hoits;
This IS no heaven until that hell dottdie.

^Mtt^l!? flf^"L? u?^';""''
""^ '™™ thence,

n™„t 'w?^ ••"? '""" "« "nn-jeweled nest,Dnmk with the music of the young year's questHe sank out into heaven's gloriedbr^. ^ '

Spaceward turned, toward darkness dim, iiJunense.

Wellward he moved like a radiant star shot outFrom heaven's blue with rain of gold at even.When .Orion's tram and that mysterious seven

Hpn^I%°"i.'°
mystic range from heaven to heaven.

Hellward he sank, followed by radiant rout.

The liquid floor of heaven bore him up
Witt unseen arms, as in his feathery flightHe floated down toward the infinite night-
But each way downward, on the left a£d rightHe saw each moon of heaven like a cup

Of liquid, misty fire that shone afar
From sentinel towers of heaven's battlements;
But onward, winged by love's desire intense,

wvi ^"'^'.»P«*^^aUowed, into the immeni.
While with him ever widened heaven's bar.

'TIS ages now long-gone since he went out
Christ-urged, love-driven, across the iasjir walla.But hellward still he ever floats Mid falk

ktitt 'IIl°^T\"'™' *°^ anguished c&U,;And far behind he hears a glorious shout



AHMET

Ahmet

Ml

SrStST q" Hl3ibS.SL"h?ll2r[s*^ ^'^ *"<« -"•trf
•ntUtkn th« iBd.wTiSrrf'NiiJw^ •thnolofn.t. Ao«»ding to

i<iMiir<l«rwirh Ih. iMt PlliJd
"^ """^ •«'"'> »wrior, which to

Aim atiU the mighty river drifted on,

llfl^J^^''^ "'«''* "'1 "noW mists,And towered the iron motintaiM, dark and stem

Ajd ont of the far horizon's sullen edge

^d Ahmet raised him from the battle-fieldWhere stmmed he lay, beneath a Tartar hwscHuge, stiff and dead, transfixM by a spew •

^5 '!!!*''« «'^''' plateau of the dead''^'

R^nJJ^k"P°?-.**'
Wgh-raised river bank.Beneath the white stars of the wintry hea^nAnd moved himself, and beat the lifZhlZl u ' .

t^^
''^''^ed abroad where all the night lay stillAnd dim with murk far over that iSne wi^feLeagues to the north, under the mightySFolded in fog, a fleeting silver dream,

^ '

nSL7^ T^^ ""? *»"« ^^ *« dark.Under the frosty splendor of the stars.

A^d it^S*!-"*^
""^ «'^ "to the night.And lifted his face up to those watchful lights
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Thmt looked from ont their lonely hom« on
him;

And MW the Pleiadea, a tangled miit
Of moTeleH jewel* in the sky'g blue deep.
Or pale grape-duiter in gome great god's hand.

And felt the old religion of his race,

—

A nomad people on the northern steppes.
Who wandered from place to place tracking their

gods—
The stem, white wanderers of the trackless

heaven

—

Beat in the stirring poises of his blood.
And Ahmet prayed in his heart's agony.
Unto the fathers of his race, the gods.
For his own people in their distant home.
And for himself on this lone, desolate waste.
And the great dead, who battling through that

day.

Went to the gods from off their foemen's spears.
Then rang his song of triumph to the night.
Of those his blade loosed to the land of death,
Treading the carnage on that awful field;
Then ceased, nor ever echo answered there.
Save the far moaning of some mountain beast
Haunting the jungle by some night-ward shore.
And never a sound came over that lone waste.
Where the far mountains raised their iron heads.
And the great river sang its sleep below.
Then strode he past the pallor of the night.
Like some huge shadow 'mid the shadows there.
Unto the unwaked slumber of that plain;
And moved amid the hushed and sombre dead.
Awful and stem in their last, silent sleep.
With clotted blood congealed on shield and helm,
And stony faces staring at the stars,
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Aad c«me to' where the young boy^hieftain UvThe iMt grim prmce of hi. rude wutherTrLe
^'

With whom he rode to battle yester mora, '

With t/Vr.** r"""'^ '^'"'*h theTtkr,.With h» hfe'g foeman, silent, face to face I

T^ n'^'"^-* 'u*^ "P ^ '""bre faceTo the white heaven and the stars, his godsAnd moaned, " awful rulers of my raT^

'

Looking from out the mighty deeps^S^e,Ye who on radiant thrones of spleSdid light,

And k""!^"" 1" '"'"» eaze u^ this elirth;And know^ perchance, her motions through the

?hl f^^^^ "^
•
\^^ '^^'^' ""^ PerehanceThe strange, weird agony and joy of man,

-^^^n "'t ^J"™
''*' '•^«'"*' « •ome dim mistThen sinks forever on her meres again •

Know ye that unto me this night is gi;enThe woeful part to answer for the deadUnto you gods, who rule the afterworld.My part It is to bury this great King,
The mighty son of a once mighty race.

fnJi *^'uT *" ••°"<"' •>*« last bed,And lay the holy earth upon his face.
His brewt^and limbs, and shut him from the

So that ye gods, in looking from your thrones.May see no part of what is shape of him ^
And curse him, banished from your halls forever.

« Yea, more; in keeping with that ancient lawStem and relentless, given to my race,
'

And handed down the generations XmaM ^

MS

i !|
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And kept by iu with lolemn rarerence,
I must thii night find wren of our kin,
Who went out here upon this battle-field,
And lay their ihape* of them with decent care,
Stark, aide by aide, in thia young prince'a grave,
Ere the white god of dawning palee yon east;
Or else this prince, belored, noble, brave.
Who hath gone out in hig old foe's embrace.
Must ever, doomM, wander the trackless way.
Shut out from all the homes of your white

splendor

And searching forever,—like some lonesome wind
Beating about the hollow halls of night."

Then wresting a blade from some grim foeman's
hand.

Strode once more outward to the river's bank,
Where the great waters moved beneath the mist •

And never a night-bird called from bank to bank.
But the cold river mists encircled him.
And there he toiled with quick, despairing will.
And made an opening in the wind-swept sands,'
Bed, desert-blown, adown the centuries.
The solemn night-winds crept about his toil.

Loosening the mists along the lonesome shores.
And now a slinking jackal wandered past,
Then stole to some far shadow of the field
To his weird feast upon the nnburied dead.

Then with stem face, across the lonely field.
Like some great hero of the olden days
Working by night some splendid titan deed,
Or, as the shadow of some olden god.
Paying by night the last, sad, hallowed rites.

Over the form of some great chieftain slain;
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g

With revcrunt duty to the npirit fled.

Un7n fL
<J«''d young king with awful toilUnto the grave that he had hollowed there,With BIZ men more, and laid them in that eraveWith faces nxed, limba rigidly compoj^,

*""•
And mute dull eyes, dumb, staringVtthi stars.Then went again with agonizing tread.
As a young lioness might hunt her cub

A°T"* i*^"*
slaughter of huge jungle beasts.And circle dumb, yet never find him there

:

So he in vain, amid the silent dead,
Searching the heaps, went through the haunted

aaric.

Praying the gods in his great, dread despair.

^^*'"8 •"«*' «me to the high-raised

And saw the lonely river and the night.
The iron mountains, and those dead men there I

And now it seemed to Ahmet, standing by.
That out of the sombre shadow of that pit
Those silent faces pleaded with him there.
And well he knew that somewhere of! afar
In outer space, this side Valhalla's gates.

1^^!^^ ™"'' "''"•'ed heaven's doom!
With that a bitter sorrow filled his soul
For those, his warrior-comrades lying deadAnd that young prince whom he had loved 'so

well:

That they should never see Valhalla's doors
Wide-open to the welcome din within.
Of mighty warriors at eternal feasts.
And glorious songs if titan battle-joy,

^
Of lofty heroes, told unto the gods

' Nor could I enter there myself," he dreamed.
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" And know their joy, if that I die not hew.
And did I now wend backwtrd to my home.
And lire mine after dayt in earthly peace,

And torn mine aged face upward by my hearth,
Snrrounded by my loved, in daya to come:
Could I a warrior, to the Warrior-godi
Qo in, nor answer for tho«e dead onea there.

And meet their hero facet without ihame.
And know thcue poor one« wandering in the dark,
Despairing ever through the endless yean."

Whereat he rose and looked up to the stan,
And spake: " Mighty Ones, it is well seen
That I must know mine olden home no more,
But I must end me here on this dread plain.

Loosening my soul, even that these poor men
May know the golden glory of the gods

;

Returning never to the ones I love."

Whereat a great sob rent his anguished frame.
And all his face, across the shadowed light.

Showed with a bitter woe, for he was young.
Scarce yet a man, and this his first of battles.

Where he had come in his fierce warrior-joy.

For that glad love wherewith he loved the king.
And far at home his agM father sat,

And his old mother, mourning for their son;
And in the dark he saw his betrothM's eyes
Soften to tears at memory of his name.
Whereat deep anguish smote his strong young

breast.

And looking to the sky, cried out :
" Gods I

Is there no way ? A sign I great Gods, a sign I"

Whers^at a splendid meteor blazed and fell

Across the silent wonder of the night.

Girding the horizon to the iron hills.
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f-or now he knew for certain he must die.And looking on the dead /ace of the prince

oLTh'"'= r.".
""''''' «•"' ""'• brave .nTC;i

K^ w""' M "' r^"' ""^ '«"» human face.Nor yet would go back from lome wondrous
doom,

?h^^
"

if ''''^i'°
'hy loved comrade here!

That .uch dread woe« arc fallen from the god.,

But I will follow whithcrsoe'cr thou iroest

Orte thVh^
-hadow-stced oVr trackl^, h'eaven,Or to the brink of floorle«8 night and hell.

H LT^ '
^"*°'^' ^"'K'''* *''ine Ahmet here,Jf he finds woman's grief for what he leaves.

M. K f'
'^

"*''*' '"°"' "'" '^ my home,

Th« >,?nn°°1.'
^"""7 in it" golden prime :-

Ihe happy hearths and plains we loved of yoreNo more must see the parents of my youth,
JNor guard their age, nor close their sightlesn

eyes,
"

Nor know the joys of husband or of sire.
Of children's prattle, glad about the kne;»,

l„j '°^«^ home comforts, and the wintry fireAnd all the glories of this splendid world.
All these must I forego, nor know old age.And the last peace at golden life's decline.

C^TJ^'T ""'"^ '*'~'" *hat hath been mine.Given of old. from out the mighty gods "
Then ceased, and, with soft hands of loWng care.Took earth and laid it on the dead young kine •_Upon his face and his still, rigid limbs .*

"

And said
:

I now commend thee to the eods "
Likewise, in turn, he did unto the others

'

Aa was the ancient custom of his race

U7

J

iljllll
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Then Ahmet rose and stood in his own grave,
And bearing in his hand the naked blade.
Spake :

" Now am I resolved with conquering
hand

To cleave this murky curtain of my flesh.

And hew a doorway past these walls of life

Unto the outer splendor of the gods.
And ye, white watchers of the wheeling world,

ancient makers of my doom, Behold I

lonesome desert, wintry to the south,
luminous stream and desolate iron hills

;

Your glory will fall on Ahmet's eye no morel
And thou, my love, whose holy love was mine,
Snatched by the fates from my too passionate

grasp.

Thou wilt know sorrow when thine Ahmefs gone.
Yea, thou wilt sit across the wintry years,
Turning thy wheel by mom or sunset door.
Brooding upon a face that comes no more I

And ye my parents ! One will hobbling go
Past the familiar haunts and quarrel with death
Who claimed the wrong one first. The other, she.
Will croon, with grief-filled face, the fire beside,'
Peopling in vain the home with olden dreams.
And all the joyous sounds that should have been.
Farewell, glorious stars, and sun and moon.
Now I go out upon this journey dread,
I hear my charger, slain this early mom.
Neighing beyond the gates of out^r dark.
Watching for the master who should come."
Then lifting up his strong face to the skies.
Took one last look on all the wheeling worlds,
And with glad challenge to the foeman dark.
Struck home the thirsting blade to his proud

heart.

And with one mighty shout there backward felll



tH£ ELF-LOVER ^«
Then there was heard a thunder of shadowr

hoofe '

That ont of the deep wells of the night awept

And as they went a riderless steed there neighed
Joyously, to him who leaped to saddle,
With splendid mien of conqueror just returnedi>om some far titan battle of the gods:
Then aU swept up the steep, sheer depths of

heaven,
Thwidering up the glorious slopes of blue.
Striking fire-hoofs upon the flinty nir.
Onward to the ran-tiarts of the skies.
Where some day t ..ugh long ages they will

scale.

And clang the golden gates and enter in.

But still the mighty river drifted on
Beyond the night to meet the coming day
Beyond the iron mountains and the dark.
And out of the wintry radiance of the stars
There grew a beauty of the lonely night.
That clothed those mighty dead, and came and

fell.

Like on some peak that fronts the far-off dawn.
On Ahmet's face, a silent majesty.

The Elf-Lover

It was a haunted youth; he spake
Beneath the beechen shade

:

" An' hast thou seen my love go past,
A sunny, winsome maid ?

I
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" An' hut thou seen my love fare pact,
Her face with life aflame ?

The leaves astir her footsteps tell,

The soft winds blow her name.

" 'Twas when the autumn days were still,—
It seemeth but an hour,

I met her on the gold hillside
When elfin loves had power.

" Hct voice was like the sound of brooks.
Her face like some wild bloom;

And in the beauty of her look
I read mine ancient doom.

" And when the world in mist died out
Down toward some evening land.

Betwixt the glinting golden-rod
We two went hand in hand.

" And when the moon a golden disk
Above the night hills came,

Down in a world of midnight haze
I kissed her lips aflame.

" But when the moon was hidden low
Behind each spectre tree;

She loosed from my sad arms and bentA itartled look on me.

" (While wound from out some haunted duskA far-off elfln horn,)
Like one on sudden woke from sleep
And fled into the mom.

"I follow her, I follow her.
But never more may see.



THE WERE-WOLVES

The crimson dawn, the stars of nijfht
JSnow what she is to me.

"I ne'er can rest, I ne'er can stay,
But speed from place to place;

w?,i ^7 ''*"' " flamed with that
Wild glamor of her face.

" I laiow her soft arms in my dreams.
All wound about my sleep;

I seem to hear her silvern voice
In all the winds that creep.

" saw you not her come this way.
By boughs in waters glassed?

So slight her form, so soft her step
You d think a moon ray passed.

" tell me did you see her wend?
And whence to hill or sea?

The ruddy dawn, the stars of night.
Know what she is to me."

251

The Wcre-Wolves

They hasten, still the/ hasten.
Prom the even to the dawn;

And their tired eyes gleam and glisten
TJndsr north skies white and wan

Jiach panter in the darkness
Is £. demon-haunted soul,

^* '•'•^dowy. phantom were-wolves.
Who circle round the Pole.



«68 rOEUS OF WILFRED CAMPBELL

Their tongues are crimMn flaming,
Their haunted blue eyes gleam,

And they strain them to the utmost
O'er frozen lake and stream;

Their cry one note of agony,
That is neither yelp nor bark.

These panters of the northern waste,
Who hound them to the dark.

You may hear their hurried breathing,
You may see their fleeting forms.

At the pallid polar midnight.
When the north is gathering storms

;

When the arctic frosts ar*- flaming,

t And the ice-fle d thunae:> loU;
These demon-haunted were-wolves,
Who circle round the Pole.

They hasten, still they hasten.
Across the northern night.

Filled with a frighted madness,
A horror of the light;

Forever and forever.

Like leaves before the wind,
They leave the wan, white gleaming
Of the dawning far behind.

Their only peace is darkness.
Their rest to hasten on

Into the heart of midnight.
Forever from the dawn.

Across far phantom ice-floes

The eye of night may mark
Th^e horror-haunted were-wolves
Who hound them to the dark.



THE WERE-WOLVES

All throngh this hideons jonmej
Th^ are the bouIb of men

Who in the far dark-ageg
Made Europe one black fen.

They fled from courts and convents.
And bound their mortal dust

With demon, wolfish girdles
Of human hate and lust.

These, who could have been godlike,
Chose, each a loathsome beast,

Amid the heart's foul graveyards.
On putrid thoughts to feast

;

But the great God who made them
Gave each a human soul,

And so 'mid night forever
They circle round the Pole.

A-praying for the blackness,

A-longing for the night,
For each is doomed forever
By a horror of the light;

And far in the heart of midnight,
Where their shadowy flight is hurled.

They feel with pain the dawning
That creeps in round the world.

Under the northern midnight,
The white, glint ice upon,

They hasten, still they hasten,
With their horror of the dawn;

Forever and forever.

Into the night away
They hasten, still they hasten
Unto the judgment day.

S68
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The Vengeance of Stki

When the moon is red in the heaven, and under the
night

Is heard on the wind', the thunder of shadowy horses.
Then out of the night I arise, and again am a woman;
And leap to the back of an ebon steed that knows me.
And hound him on in the weke of hoofs that thunder.
Of smoking nostrils, and gleaming eyes, and foam-

flecked

Flanks that glow and flash in the flow of the moon-
light;

While under the mirk and the moon, out into the
blac^ess,

Round the world's edge with an eerie, mad, echoing
laughter.

Leaps the long cry of the hate of the wild snake-woman.
Ha! Ha! it is joy for the hearts that we crush as we

thunder I

Ho! Ho! for the hate of the winds that laugh to my
laughter

!

Ha! Ha! it is well for the shriekings that pass into
silence

!

As under the night, out into the blackness forever.
Bides the wild hate of Saki, the mad snake-woman I

I was a girl of the South, with eyes as tender
And dreamy and soft and rue as the skies of my people.
But I was a slave and an a ien captured in battle.
And brought to the Nor h by a people ruder and

stronger.

Who held me as naught but a toy, to be played with and
broken.

Then thrown aside like a bow that is snapped asunder.
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Lithe and rapple my limbs aa the sinuous serpent,
And quick as the eye and the tongue of the serpent

mine anger
That flashed out the fire of my hate on the scom of my

scomers.
But hate soon softened to love, as fire into sunlight,
When my eyes met the eyes of the chieftain, my lord,

and my master.

Sweet as the flowers that bloom on the blossoming
prairie,

Gladder than voices of fountains that dance in the
sunlight.

Were the new and tremulous fancies that dwelt in my
bosom;

For he was my king and my sun, and the power of his
glance

To me as at springtime the returning sun to the land-
scape.

And his touch and the sound of his voice that set my
heart throbbing.

Sweet were the days of the summer I dwelt in his tent
And glad and loving the nights that I lay on his bosom!
But woe, woe, woe, to the summer that fades into

autumn.
And woe upon woe is the love that dwindles and dies,
And ere my hot heart was abrim with its summer of

loving

I knew that its autumn had come, that his love was
another's

—

A blue-eyed haughty captive they brought from the
East,

Her hair like moving sunlight that rippled and ran
With the golden flow of a brook from her brow to her

girdle.

Ill
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He saw hor, he looked on her face, and 1 wu for-
gotten

—

Yea, I and the love that fed on my soul in iU angniih.

Ha! Ha! it is joy for the hearts that we crush a* we
thunder

!

Ho! Ho! for the hate of the winds that laneh to my
laughter! " '

"*'
"sn'eiire'

**" '""" '''^ «''"«''''>8» th*! pan into

As under the night, out into the darkness forever.
Rides the wild hate of Saki, the mad snake-womanl

I bow^ my head with its woe to him in my amniish-

And I pled with him there by the love that was trueand forgiving:

Oh! my lord and my love, by the days that are past ofour loving,
*^

Oh! slay thy poor Saki, but send her not forth in her
anguish

!

And I fell to the earth with my face, like the moon hid
in heaven.

In the folds of my hair. But he sate there and uttered
no answer;

And the white woman sate there, and scorned at the
woe of my sorrow.

Then I bit my tongue through that pled for the nitv
ungiven, '' '

And I rose with my hate in my eyes, like the lightnine
in heaven * »

That leaps red to kill, with a hiss like the snake that
they called me;

And I looked on them there, and I cursed them, theman and the woman

—
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The man whose lipi had kUsed my love inlo beinit
And the woman whoM beauty had withered that love

into ashca

—

With curecg so dread and so deep tliat ho rose up and
smote me,

And hounded me forth like a dog to die in the desert.

Hal Ha! it is joy for the hearU that we crush as wc
thunder

!

Hoi Ho! for the hate of the winds that laueh to mv
laughter!

•'

Ha! Ha! it is well for the shriekings that pass into
suence

!

As under the night, out into the blackness forever,
Bides the wild hate of Saki, the mad snake-woman!

Then wandered I forth an outcast hounded and beaten •

Careless whither I went or living or dying,
'

With that load of despair at my heartstrings wearing \o
madness.

Long and loud I laughed at the heaven that mocked me
With its beautiful sounds and its sights and the joy of

its being.

For I longed but to die and to go to that region of
darkness

Where 1 might shroud me and curse in my madness
forever.

Par, oh, far I fled till my feet were wounded
And bruised and cut by the ways unkindly and cruel.
Then all the world grew red and the sun as a furnace.
And I raved till I knew no more for a horrible season.
Then I arose, and stood like one in a dream
Who, after long years of forgetting, sudden remembers
The dread wild cry of a wrong that clamors for

righting.
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Then lending a cnrae to the heart of the nieht ikv I
turned me o /•

And fled like fhe wind of the winter, the nund of whom
footstep is vengi-unce.

Ute, when the moon had lowerwl, \ entored his villnce.
And threading the siUmt streets came to the well-known

tent-door.

And dragging aside the skins with serpentine motion
I'.ntered now m a thief where once I hud entered as

mistress.

And there in the Rleam of the moon, with the flame of
her hair on his hosom,

Lay the -^omsn I hated as hell hntcs, the man r lovcl
clasped to her heart.

Ha! Hat it is joy for the hearts that we crush as we
thunder

!

Ho! Ho! for the hate of the winds that laueh to mv
laughter!

" '

Ha! Hal it is well for the shriokings that pass into
silence

!

As under the night, out into the blackness forever.
Rides the wild hnto of Saki, the mod snake-woman

!

If hate could have slain they'd have shriveled up there
in the moonlight

;

But theirs was a sin too deep for the kiss of a knife-
blade.

Long did I stand like a poisoned wind in a desert,
Orey and sad and despairing, and nursing my hate-
When out of the night, like one voice that calls to

another.

Came the far-off neigh of a horse, and a mad joy leaned
to my veins, •' ^

And a thought curled into my heart as a serpent coils
into a flower;
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And I turned mc, and left them then in their fooliih
love and tlioir ulumbcr

That my hot benrt liiwtod wan their laat.

Then hurryinjf out of the door that flapped in the
night-wind I fled,

With a pent-up hunger of hate that maddened to burst
from its iiluicoi,

Anil came to a place on the plain far up and out from
tho rillngu,

Where tethered in rowB of hurdles, champing and reat-
leHn and neighing,

Half a thounand honeH were herded under the night

Hal Hal I live it anew, I dream it again in my
modncHs.

I see that moving ocean of ahimmcring flanki in the
moonlight.

I snatch a brand from a watchfire that amoulders and
dwindles;

I creep around to the side of the herd remote from the
village,

I cry a low call, that is answered by a neigh and a
whinny.

Then I leap to the back of an ebon stallion that knows
me.

'Tis but the cut of a thong, a cry in the night,
A fiery waving brand like lightning to thunder,
A terrified moaning and neighing, a heaving of necks

and of haunches

;

A bound, a rush, a crack of a thong, then a whirlwind
of hoofs

!

Like a sweep of a wave on a beach we are thundering
onwards,

Neck and neck in the wake of my hate, that ever before
us

Clamors from heaven to hell in ita terrible vengeance!
17 M



I i

»«0 POEMS OF WILFRED CAMPBELL

With neck outitretched and mad eyet tglMun in the
gloaming,

I lee on aliead the ileeping hut* in the moonlight.

Hal Hal they will mt <rell under the deep that we
bring them I

See, Me, we are noBring them now; the first wild
thundering hoof-brats

Hare ridden them down, 'mid the shrickingB and
groanings of anguish.

Blotting them out with their loves and their hates into
blackness.

Hal Hal ride, ride, n,y beauties, my terrible tramplers!
Pound, pound into dust the mother, the child, and the

husband

!

Pound, pound to the pulse of my hate that exults in
ytur thunders

!

Ha
!
over the little ones nestled to suckle the l»o8om,

Over the man that I loved, we thunder, we thunder!
Over the woman I hate with the finmc of her hair on

his bosom;
Trampling, treading them down out into silence and

blackness.

Like the swirl of a merciless storm we sweep on to
darkness forever!

And now, when the moon is in heaven, and under the
night

Is heard on the winds the thunder of shadowy horses.
Then out of the dark I arise, and again am a woman

;

And leap to the back of an ebon steed that knows me,'
And hound him on in the wake of hoofs that thunder';
While under the mirk and the moon, out into the

blackness.

Bound the world's edge with an eerie, mad, echoing
lanphter.

Leaps the long cry of the hate of the wild snake-woman.
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I KMBW 0/ it B^es he/ore,

That I jhonld come to that sh.r
Where the foam and the wild wate™ fle„_

bleww ""•' "'" "'*'' "'Kht

And the name of that place, Ifo More.

I laiew of it ages ago,
That I should thunder that ride.

With her and death by my side-Her and her pitiful pride;-
And the long hours whose ehudd'ring flow

Grew, while the black grew thick

r ^t, ° •'°®' ••*" ^^ 0^ ft cave
In Ebhs, where death-watches tick,
i^ike the moving of worms in a erave-—
^\.'^\ ^^ ^''*» outdrave^ '

The black night, shudd'ring and sick.
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Who were the mimei in the sir

That wept for the woe of otir flight,

That chanted a bitter despair.

To the dark, haunted heart of the night—
That knew not of wrong or of right,
Save but of the moments that were?

The ruins of sunsets that hung
On the far, reeling edge of the world;

—

The long-uttered thoughts that upsprung
Like the ghosts of a past that was furled,
Where the dreams of a life were impearled.
In a morning for evermore young

!

> And she ; she knew even as I,

Of the phantoms that haunted us there

;

Of the demons that never could die.
While the world's heart pulsed our despair;
And out where the mad waters fare.
The ghostly, wan shorelands should lie.

0, that night, and that terrible ride—
With the bitter, sharp wind in the face,
And the hoarse, great tongues of the tide,
As it beat on the black of that place;
Till all hell joined in the race.
With death and despair for a guide I

Many the foes that I slew.
With the sword of my guilt, red as blood-
Many the demons that blew
Their mad flame-horns through my mood
As I thundered that horrible wood.
To the place where a world went through.
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THE LAST RIDE M3
White, meagre, the days yet to come
Heemed wintry and hateful to me:
Wonld mornings wake, pitiless, dumb,
witn horror and dread agony^
And the moan of that terrible sea
Beat the dead-march of life like a drum

In the hands of some hideous mime—
Sonie strange, inextinguishable flame
That would bum at my heart for all time-Some horror too dread to have name.
As of one who had played for a game
Ihen slipped and was lost in the slime?

(I am but the poor wreck of a man,)
When I came to that horrible place
(W was never a part of God's plan,)
And looked her and death in the face.
And knew me unworthy and base.
And the shores where the black waters

ran;

—

When we came to that lone outer shoretbt outar dion „„ ;
"' """ •""" "uvor miure,

•nd look web wnere the world sundered, parting us two •

Ml Moh throaih (Ood and the dread nevermore I)

'

lilli'^.SLi VT "^ '^.'?* "'^'^ *« *'«•' '"*«*« blew,
aumom, 0° fMe could scarce on face, through.

Read the woe-rune of earth's ancient
lore;

—

udlMltha
dnwl fooy of

pArtiaf. Thiir

Mull (aal far

on* aoothar as

tiMaaaafor

When hand stretched longing for hand.
And that strange, wild cry of the soul;
As the feeble sea feels for the land.
Or a racer far, far from the goal;—
So we, ere we drank of death's dole,
Knew the black night that hope never

spanned.
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L'll^ir Then I knew M I looked on her face, ,

,MHh (Black, black is the night and the tain,)
Sweet as a flower in that place.
And heard the hoarse roar of the main;
That this was the hour for ns twain.
The last, bitter end of the race.

:rth*;.3'* And I gripped her as man only grips
The last gift that God has for him,
And lived with my lips on her lips
An age that was anguished and dim;
And time was as bubbles that swim.
Or the hailing of out-faring ships.

I
We pleaded and haggled with time,
With time who was haggard and hoar;
And met the dread hell of our crime.
While fate stood theve at the door;—
With our doom in his hand he upbore.
Till I heard each second's beat chime.

And I know now we died in that hour:-
I am all but the ghost of a man,
A mariner stranded ashore
On some continent out of God's plan.
Made before misery began.
Or evil got men in its power.

In dreams my imaginings trace,

I feel I lived somewhere before.

Ere life was, in some phantom place,
Some land of the haunted No More;—
But, God, that night and that shore.
And that ride, and the woe of her face I

Th«r plead in

nin with time
wUla their

flooamiti.

He bde that

therdlid then.
He • but • loet

wierk OB the

ooeetfllthtf

ices ere the

erll hed power.

And dreunt e

de«l life with

hut one thing

reel for him
which he lireth

over and orer

forever, that

night and the

woe that her

face held.
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The Violin

Yea, take all else, my life, or what yon will,
But leave me this. What is it unto you?
A few thin shriveled bits of carven wood,
Time^tained and polished, curved to curious form.
With stnngs to scrape on that a man might buy
For 8 few farthings. You say 'tis a Ciemona?
Tis naught to you or others, but to me
My joy, my life ! Once more my hand grows strong
To clasp its curves and feel its soul vibrate
Throughout my being; for, believe me true.
It 18 mine other self. Yea, sit and hearken,
.Vnd I will make it speak, yea, sing and sob.
And weep and laugh and throb its strings along
The gamut of the passions of this life.

For here dwell melodies that Mozart played.
When he would call the angels of heaven down
Along the golden ladders of his dreams.
Here sleep those notes vibrate wherewith Beethoven
Did open up those tragic wells of music.
And loose the prisoned ministers of sound

;

Wedding them to harmonies such as never
Before or after, save God or angel, heard.
Here pulse those magic dances that throb through
The sensate universe, keeping it in tune,
Warming the sunlight, bluing the azure of heaven.
Swaying the tides to harmonies of the moon:—
That stir those demon revellers of the deep.
And charm the rages of those ruined souls
'Mid horrored wakings of their eternal sleep.
Hark now the tender melodies of this song.
It is a charm-song stolen from faeryland.
Pilled brim with spicM melodies of sleep.

m

i
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T^r^^^l* "T* ?* »«", the breathing wood^The dM7 hMh of dawn, the peace of ^en,Or 8lMiber of noon-day, 'tis an infant's bmth.

ThJ J'8\"'
*nller, ,t strikes the notes of woe,ihe harsh, discordant clangor of human strife:—

rhen, louder, stronger, to the strident note.
iTie echoing, vibratant clarion horn.
Or bmen trumpets, with their blatant throats.
Bugling along the battlements of the world.—
Ah, Qod

!
it breaks in discord,—I have done.

iif" tV?^^' °'^' I ^ •" rogs ;-
The children ciy at me along the streets

;

Your lords and ladies shudder and scorn me by;Your glittering palaces are barred against me:
Your power and splendor alien to my life —
But what IS wealth to him who holds my riches,What splendor to the splendors that I draw
From out this shriveled universe of sound?

Tis nothing but a bit of withered wood.
CuMingly built, and welded into shape,
With some few strings a groat or so might buy.-

Within my coffin, close here to my heart-
That through the long, lone autumn night of death,My spirit may vibrate to its living strings.
Immortal with the chords that Mozart struck.
That Paganim played, Beethoven rang.

And when I wake, if ever there be waking,
Beyond that awful sleep that follows life—My soul will wing to heaven on its string
For did I know, how could I plead with God
Without its melodies to voice my love.
And heaven no heaven without my violin.
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Songs from "Moidred"

"And Who'd be Wibe?"

Daffonet—
And who'd be wise
And full of sighB,
And care and evil borrow:
When to be a fool
Is to go to school
To Happy-go-luck-to-morrow?

Who'd tread the road,
And feel the goad,
And bear the sweatsomo burden:
When loves are light.
And paths are bright
Of folly's pleasant guerdon?

Sigh while we may,
We cannot stay
The snn. nor hold its shininif.
So joy the nonce,
We live but once.
And die for all our pining.

Who'd be a king
And wear a ring
A^d age his youth with sorrow;
Wlien to be a fool
Is to go to school
To Happy-go-luck-to-morrow?
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"Blui 18 THi Suitxn HoRNiNo'g Skt."

Bine ii the rammer morning'i iky.
And birds arc glad and merry.
And Anna's eyes are sweet and sly.
Her cheeks like any cherry;—
Her lips like dewy rosebuds are
Upon the gladsome morning.
She is my love, my heart's glad star,
In spite of all her scorning.

So fill the cup of gladness up
And drink to youth and morning.
Let sadness go with evening sup,
I\n hers for all her scorning.

" MOBNINO Hbb Faob Ib "

Morning her face is,

Blue seas her eyes.

All of earth's sweetness
In their light lies.

Coral her lips are.

Bed reefs of doom.
There do Love's ships drive
Down to their doom.

There would 1 shipwreck.
Swooning to death,

Passing to darkness,

On the winds of her breath.



SOJVGS FROM "AfOKDJiEV

"LOVB."

Love, th«t light, thig world.
Yet leaves us i' the dark;—
1 led thee to my couch
A grave-cloth wag thy sark!
O Love, we would be clothed.
And thou hagt left ug stark.

Lanctloi (crazed) lingi,—

Once there wm a cagtle hall.
Fair, fair to gee,

Allied with shout o' revelry

Tr^'^/™"' °' '"« ""d rage
Thundered on itg walls amain^
Sunken now like ruined age.
Never laughs its light again.

I lov^ a Queen and she loved me.
Aye, that were long ago

!

Come now wrack, come now woe.
Strike now lightning, beat now snow IMemory, I'll ha' none o' thee

!

Dagonet rings—

There may be poison in the cup
But still the foam must cling
To keep the strong world's courage upPoor fools must Uugh and sing;

^
With sobs below and smiles ab^ve
A-magking day by day.
On trampled, bleeding hopes of love.
So whirla the world away 1
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There may be breaking of the heart.
Though meny Isughi the eye.

Still we poor fools mutt act our part,

And laugh, and weep, and die.

Still muit we iportive battles wage.
With foam of lightsome breath.
While underneath the currents rage
And wrecks are churned to death.

Dagon$t singt—
It rose upon the month o' May,
When woods were filled with laughter;
Came Margery tripping up the way.
And Jock a-stealing after.

It rose in Autumn's afternoon.

When love was dead and laughter;
That Jock went striding 'neath the moon.
And Marger/ pining after.
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N^! Jw if^ i*"*'^ •V™"' «*» 0' Knox.

Of ml.^ L'^'""' '••'* •»»""« life on ook.

Nor M?^L.^i?"'' ^«»°'* •»»>««* thought.

v„* ?,• I^'^.'"" •nblimely wrought,Not genUe Word»worth 'mid Ui flel^ „d fl«.k.
Jor my.tio Coleridge of the wiLrdteto.

'

Hath power to raiie ai to our loftjert lot:

T^wt hes behind this geniu. at its core,

It w^l'l^,-fV'
''"°°! ""erance; evermore,

FteL^i K-^,^^'",*''"*
't*" that gleam

Eterna^, h.d behmd the light, of dayfA people's best, that may not pa«i away.

TheBuilden

Each fane we build ia part of God's <nv>.» fi, i.*
One atone in Hia rareTmple thunS* doS^*''*'In wme old wreck of wisdom's past .^o^^

l^ri^i"''^' '^ '^^ «»'•' '"'^ "'bought

^Tth ft^Hl'""^.'""^''
°' '°"y '"""d «id fraught

Ph.^ /'
. ^' '''*™ "" '•«'• «»»«1 thrown *

m^}^'i^3'"^'' ^°^^ '""6'' »» effort downWhile Nature's eremites toil and heed her not

^°
T?.'^'""'"^'

*•"' "> «>n»e afterday.
Mid dreams confused this temple rears its dom.To point to men a fairer, gladder wav

'

An? *T ?J'''^
'^'°« ^^ ^ if '^K home^d make life greater for those weary i«n

'

Who toil in trade's mad mart or caS^^ fe„.
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The Higher Kinship

LlFB is too grim with anxiouE, eating care
To cherish what is best. Our souls are scarred
By daily agonies, and our conscience marred

By petty tyrannies that waste and wear.
Why is this human fate so hard to bear ?

Could we but live with hill-lakes silver-starred,
Or where the eternal silence leaneth toward

The awful front of nature, waste and bare:

Then might we, brothers to the lofty thought
And inward self-communion of her dream.

Into that closer kin with love be brought,
Where mighty hills and woods and waters, wan.
Moon-paved at midnight or godlike at dawn.
Hold all earth's aspirations in their gleam.

Nature the Benign

Natceb, the terrible, cruel, deaf, malign I

So men have named her in their vague alarm,
Who know her outward only. Never harm

Came to the soul that read her secret sign.
Lived her pure laws, and dreamed her dream benign.

That broodeth eternal ever kind and warm
With rare imagination's ancient charm,

Where all her lores and kindred loves entwine.

Not hers the working of blind woes and ills.

Unanswered hunger and the futile breath
Of wasted suffering and unneeded death ;—

Behind the formless mask, the seeming strife.

Bound by a law as old as her own hills,

She is a spirit, and her joy is life.



My REUGION

The Soul

276

What bears me up? 'Tis not this eurthly frame.
These vigorous limbs, this solid teeming earth.
Ihat bore me patient ever since my birth

;

But something inward, some fierce mystic flame,
ior which our language hath no subtler name

Than spirit: some dread hidden lamp of life.
Behind the ego dense, the passions rife,

Ihat looks far out and dreams from whence it came.

Those others weaken. Fever, sin, disease,
Ihe shock of mountains and great toppling seas

Shatter their being: this that dwells within
^nows other base of power more secret, dread,
Drawn forth eternal, from some fountain-head

Of power and life, where sense hath never been.

My Religion

Let other men to other faiths defer.
This is my creed, I live by it alone:
Not unto gods of self or carven stone

Do I bow down 'mid mists of mind that blur:
let myriad schools their myriad truths aver.

Place Superstition on her ancient throne,'
Or callous Reason to reign in ice alone

;

Earth's truth was never taught by her, or her.

This is my creed, where each man hath his own,
God 18 a spint, love with insight blends.
Make to thyself earth's rarest, highest friends,

Truth, wisdom, beauty: let all else alone;—
Beyond all doubts and dread dogmatic fears
These speak for God along His ancient years.
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w \

Toleration

ToLBBATiON for the alien soul,

Who thinketh different i'rom thy special dream
Of how earth's freedom widens its pure stream

To this world's splendid, ultimate, mighty whole:
Yea, toleration for the one whose goal

Is equal, though 'tis reached by other ways

:

For other dreams of other hopes and days

:

While over all the same wide heavens roll.—

But for the tyrant, he who would enslave

:

Wouldst tolerate the wolf thy child would clutch.
The eating flame, the rude engulfing wave
That would destroy thee? Nay, nay, unto such

The barrier walls, the iron gates that gird.
The dread denial, the hate, the sanguine sword.

September

As ONE who lieth on a bed of death.
And knowing in truth that he hath soon to die,
For months and months in silent dream doth lie.

And mind grown clear, his whole life pondereth,
And sees it fade before him like a breath
That smokes a plass; so thou, hushed month, dost

dream
The whole year's i 'emories in thy quiet gleam

Of inward thought that no speech uttereth.

Here, haply, musing by thy silent fields.

Thy ripened woods, thy brown, shorn harvest floors,
And hazy hillsides, he who seeks may find
The sort of soul he is, and at thy doors

Of inward contemplation lend his mind
To those high reveries nature's heart reveals.



THE TRUTH

Nature's Tnith

«77

wT' ^J* "l"
'•'y *'»*' f"'' I am worn

M^n 1^ T;? ^°'''*lS'= "* t"^" «"rface world.Men know thy trees, thy hills, thy clouds upcurled.Thy dreams at eren and t ly dews at mom, ^ *

Thy great sky-temples, domed or thunder-torn;

Thv fe K^
"vers hushed or seaward hurled,

And «11 Zl T*",'-
^^'^ ^'^'^ ^«^ impearled.And all thy beauty love or wonder bom.

But that rare glory, that invisible,
Undreamed-of vision of thine under deeps,

Th»?lr '"^"'^ ^"*^! ^"'^ *"* never sleeps,

^"? ^'^ ""^^^ °^^ ^s^o™ fails to spell
Which man calls genius, that sincerity,
That magic seeing heart, give, give to me.

The Truth

Not what is tme in this place or in yon
But what is tmest for the whole world''s ill
Kollmg its stone eternal up its hill

Or Inon-like, stretched fate's grim wheel upon.
Hungering long o'er opportunity gone;

r^n iL"'"! f^.?'°°' e""<ii''g his grim mill.
Crippled and futile; yet with one sweet thrill

JJor some old springtime or unriseu dawn;

'^'^!^"T''"^'
'°'^'^^^' through the fateful years,iMirth 8 disappointment and her urgent strifeMan 8 soul might reach some outer door of lifeAnd stripped of folly's garb and time's poor fearf'

rT r^-^°f ^'^^^' "' t*""^ cloud-dreams furledAnd splendid deeps that drift about the worii
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ill

life's Inferno

I STOOD last night on Dante's bridge of woe,
And saw that awful host of those who pass.
Like phantom shadows on a wizard's glass,

In all dread miseries of the stygian throe.
I saw the fated lovers come and go

In agony of love's despair, alas,
Ixion's wheel ; and Sisyphus' taunting glass

Escape his lips amid the hellish glow.

But nowhere saw I ill so great as here
Goes grinding sadly, patient day by day.
Jealousy, hate, yon miser aged and grey

Gripping his gold with mocking death anear

;

Or that dread dart of all dread woes above.
Earth's agony of unrequited love.

Death

When He who built this magic wizardry
Of sky and earth and sea and human heart.
And planning brain and all that holdeth part

In fleeting joy and quick mortality.
From azure peak to purpled rim of sea.

Shall come again, and by His wizard art
Dissolve the pearl, and bid the guest depart

From this high house of being's majesty:—

May He not come as summons shrill at mom.
Or sudden tempest shaking life's frail tower.
Or angry black when storms and tempests lower-

But soft at even ere the stars be bom,
'

And love lets down her gradual veils of sleep.
So my soul pass from splendid deep to deep.



TRUB INSIGHT

The Consolation of the Stan

Where white Orion rules the hosts of night

teTel;rv"""1 r*"^'"
•"» --entfou'n.].

Let him^? ^ '""' ^^ """f'h-weight bound.Let him here come, and if he hath a blight

pit ent „^" "^-^f^
.'«"''"-'^^' ^'*out sound

1 atient, orderly, m their mystic swoundWheelmg forever eternal hills of light
'

Let him here pause; and if he hath a caroA poisoned arrow rankling in hs heart
'

Tnie Insight

They never know who only know alone.Who deeply knows must also deeply feelLife is a knife ground on a grinders wheel

K^^TT" r^' " "^«'-PoIi8l.«l stone
'

wb1^/T/'"!7"« ^°'^ '" '°ve atone.

A„!5 / wu'''/°* *° ^™ experience kneel

To kn
'^' *^ ''."* "^ ^"^^'^ «™rted heel

'

To know in truth the great world's nnder-moan.

'^

Rlt'","!!^
^""geoM where her weird mimes flitBehind the curtains of her phantoms~ '

With grim reality for aye to sit,
'

Whotm'id tt*r/"T*-""'''^''" ''"'"e and go,

OrnL iw «i''^°''-dreams that rise and f^lGrotesque, distorted, on life's sombre walT *

t7»

P
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The Houic Divine

Not in the cavprntnl aisl™ of cloistered gloom,
Or chanccllcd splendors built in carvon stone,
Where censer smoke goes up and clioirs intone

Those sad dread litanies of human doom,
'I'liat lend an addetl horror to tlie tomb

;

Nor where the modem dervish maketh moan.
And smites his forehead with impenitent jjronn.

Doth faith's rare flower of reverence wake and
bloom

:

But out in hallowed halls of dawn or night,
Where overhead the censer stars outswing,
Eternity and night in one vast ring,

Or hid impulses of inmoving light;
Behind him all the mystery of his race.
Doth man with Deity come close face to face.

"Not Unto Endless Dark"

Not unto endless dark do wo go down.
Though all the wisdom of wide earth said yea.
Yet my fond heart would throb eternal nay.

Night, prophet of morning, wears her starry crown.
And jewels with hope her murkiest shades that frown.

Death's doubt is kemelled in each prayer we pray.
Eternity but night in some vast day

Of God's far-off red flame of love's renown.

Not unto endless dark. We may not know
The distant deeps to which our hopings go.
The tidal shores whfre ebbs our fleeting breath •

But over ill and dread and doubt's fell dart.
Sweet hope, eternal, holds the human heart.
And love laughs down the desolate dusks of death



NATURES SINCERITY agj

The Wind's Royalty

Buildcd by architecU of life unseen,
In elfin hours the sun and moon hetwnon,Up out of ,|Uttrric« of tho nen and air.And earth s fine csscnccH. Aladdin's wer..
But tinsel sheen beside this gloried dream.

An 1 f- .f"?"^'*'"'''"''"''
^""'"1 ("y wood »n( streamAnd high, dome-.oofed. blue bumiKhed, beyond

'

compare. •'

Who rnv« V '""T.
'"•""'""',' ""''*"'« '^•'" tho wind,Who roves h.s galler.es «ide in vagrant mirth,Ih» courtier clouds obedient to his mind

;

W^^r ?v,-
"'"^P" '"".sentinel stars are still

With eth.op guards o'ertopping some grave hill.

Nature's Sincerity

Not by fine straining above our natural powersOr standing tiptoe over greater heads,
'

Do we beget that greatness nature wedsTo her sure actions and her patient hours.Nor yet by building arrogant Babel towers,

or°it^'"^ ^?'"'' ^^^ "P'" t*'™" thread"Of ^ave existence, which the world besteadsWhen fortune fails and life's horizon lowers.

Not thus doth Nature tread her patient roundsIn gloom of darkness or in wine of lightFlaming the wheel of her slow fixM bounds,
Bevivifying day in womb of night :

Plodding her dream in mists of mightiest nower..Working her miracles in her natural houre
'

i
ll
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The SouT* Cloister

Amto the mighty atrugglai of the day,
fhe burdened armies of huge toil enlocked,
In trades grim bat( 'o-grounds ambition-rocked.

And busy marts of all the world's loud fray
The truer moods of being flee away,
With all the gentler dreams of life that flockp<l
From love s hyperion fields, now cursed and mockedBy iron mouths and brazen throats that bray.

^"mu° *''* *'"'*' °^ *'">™ diviner hours,
The meditative silences of night

When Nature reasserts her holier ^wers.

Th„„ „
dreams and garish take their flight.Those rarer moods of dream return to dwellMid these white towers of truth invisible.

Earth's Innocence

Wbap me, kind Nature, in thy fold of dreams.
Out from this life and its brute-selfishness,

Tb, h.!f^'K-.^
'*""> '•" *'«' ^"^ that bless.

Ito base ambitions and its bauble gleams
That lure poor souls, like foolish fish in streams,

* rom sunbeam into sunbeam
; profitless.

Wifl, l^^ !uP"' °^ *'"« ""^ happiness,
With which thy realm, honey-nurtured, teems.

Give me once more thine olden innocence
Of bird and bee; the sunshine-built romance

c^l
ho" to hour, by wood and field and deep;

Co-heir with those blithe wanderers of thy fieldsTo whom alone life's open-sesame yields,
l^ike little children, morning, flowers and sleep



F0"\')ATl01fS
(

i^ove

T^ traest ig the simplest. Why entail

10 probe life's flower and analyze its fruit?

WhT;?/'"^-""!' r^''"'''^''
«P«tre.p8le,

ny,5«at 8Ba'n«t the granite of thy giol,
S.lf.built; or kill the flower to search the root?
I)oth lore make mankind any less the brute?Or knowledge alone for godlike fl.ght avail ?

S ir^K^"""" "", '™'" «*'"' *° hes^en's heightsNot all thy weary lore of sleepless nights

IJS love, not ore whatever come to pass.

Ann'^* k'"''^-'''''
*° ^^'^ birds andVass,-And he who yearns, life's heir, and kin to God.

FoundatioiM

We are what nature made us : sorn or late
Life's art that fadeth passeth slow aw^.With iron eatings of our sordid day, ^'

Leaving behind those influeneos, innat^
Immuteble, divine. As round some ^'at,

llttLTTvf^! *••" '""-^ »""•''« "ven ng fray

Lea^nlT ""
'I'-l

'" 'P"""" "^ tliundered 9pra7leaving huge cliffs, scarred, grim, in naked'^Se:

So life and all its idols hath its hour,
Its fleet, ephemeral dream, its passing show

Then ^tT^ "i ^f"^ '"'P''^ that come andTo-Then stripped of vanity and folly's power
L>ke some wide water bared to moon and starWe know ourselves in truth for what we are m
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I

The Port

Hb «ingi and sings
; ye cannot stop his lute:—

Sorrow .Lk '^'^"'^ ""'' «"'™ P~' """^'o ?«*".

ilrnlhlrV'TT"'T '"""<" •"«''« him mute.
Ilrother to days that gather little fruit,
Hhunnod by the mob, and »,.orn«l of rordid gain.He walks bi8 way for love and music fain,

l-oving poor life that song be at its root.

And when spring eres are red or ozicr-pale.He wanders where earth's children lisp their taloro tender skieg whose misty stars look down;-And all loves realms are his, the budding hours

A kinrwhor.'^'r'^,
'''°'^' ""'' «""' -" fl°*«".-A king whom death alone may dare uncrown.

The Politician

Carven in leathern mask or brazen face.
Were I time's sculptor, I would set this man.

The iwr'"*^ 'T t!"'
*?"•• h« hawk^yes scanThe platforms of all public thought for place,

there wriggling with insinuating grace.
He takes poor hope and effort by the hand.

Tin »i T '"]'' •"'"t">ths and accents blind.
Till even zeal and earnest love grow base.

Kr^wing no right, save power's grim right-of-wayNo nobleness, save life's ignoble praise!
^

'

No future, save this sordid day to day;
He 18 the curse of these material days •

Juggling with mighty wrongs and mightier lies.
This worshipper of Dagon and his flies I



THB PATRIOT ^
Sublimity

That rarer (-.scnce. that which liog behind

Back ^ .n ^
™*''

"""r:
'""' "f '"»'''""'" "f".

\t lifoi J^„ r"";,","'
"j"""'" heart and mind,

Fumble for IVity round their cavcrno,! tI,M,rAs aome groat water feelinR for his ,lo„r,Azuid of ocean, whore seaH-nvoms wind

:

So in our nature's far recesaional deeps

VVh 1 ; ^J""
?•""?««. »t the heart of thin«

And all those hid impulses of earth's youth.

nnii »K 7 this presence sometime 'mi,! life's wavsOnly he few who follow love and truth
^''

Ft«l earth's sublimity all their human days.

The Patriot

BoBN with a love for truth and liberty.
And earnest for the public right, he stands
t,ike solitary pme in wasted lands—

Or some paladin of old legends, he
Would live that other souls like his be free
Not caring for self or polf or pandering powerHe thunders incessant, earnest, hour by hourTih some old despot shackle cease to 1h>.

Nothis the gaudy title, nor the place
Where hungry fingers cFutch his country's eold-But where the trodden crouch in evil case ^
His cause is theirs, to lighten or to hold •

And title high, a love more great than fame

li:
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Night

Home of the pure in heart and tranquil mind,
Temple of love's white silence, holy Night;
Greater than splendid thought or iron might.

Thy lofty peace unswept by any wind
Of hum»n sorrow, leaves all care behind.

Uplifted to the zenith of thy height.
My world-worn spirit drinks thy calm delight.

And, chrysalis-like, lets slip its earthly rind.

The blinded feuds, base passions and fierce guilt.
Vain pride and falseness that enslaved the day'
Here dwindle and fade with all that mocks
and mars;

Where wisdom, awed, walks hushed with lips
that pray,

'Neath this high minster, dim, invisible, built.
Vast, walled with deeps of space and roofed

with stars.

Job

In all that olden Israelitish lore
Whose lofty beauty fills the ages' span,

'Mid all those mighty souls who being bore.
There was one man, a king, who lived a man.

Smitten of heaven, scourged of all earth's woes.
With love and kinship, wealth forsworn and lied •

Stung by those friends, worse ills to men than foes'
Tormenting where they might have comforted •—



ON A PICTURE OF COLUMBUS 887

SWpped of all hopes that common men hold dear

Hp »tjn •"! •
^'! 1°.^*' *^'™ fro™ his race,

An^ 1-^"°*^""^ ^"^ '^'"K '^tl"»'t fear.And lifting agonized eyeballs to the sta™.
Did question Deity, naked, face to face

On a Picture of Columbu*

Not for one age was it given thee to be:
Ont-hving all in Uiine immortal span.

Earth 8 httle lives comparable to thee
As mwdow tarns unto the mighty sea;

Mid few great souls, create since time began,

<»tl^
'^ »* ever seems to brood and scan.

Strong, selfKiontamed, time's lone immensity.

^SroiTn^
Atlantic did thy purpose daunt:

Scorning the trackless paths toward ocean's vereeThine eyes sought ever where Hesperides hauLT^Thy spirit rode above all weak dSr '~
Seeing in visions gleaming coasts emerge
Out of the Wild and 4niUess. wast^and bare.
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Shdley

Spirit of fire and snow and heart all dew.
Child of the midnight's glory and the stars,
Whose mad, sweet chanting smote to heaven's bars •

Hrother, ethereal, to that glorious few
Who from earth's beauty song's high triumphs drew:
Beyond the earthy, like some paler Mars,
Winging above thine age's petty jars.

Thy song to heaven meteor-like out-flew.

First c^e one great in love's majestic calm.
The wizard singer of all singing men

;

Then he who sang in high immortal psalm
That greatest of all love's great, sad rebels. Then

Thou camest, angel of the starry lyre!
Raining the dusk with melody of fire.
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CANADA

Britain

Camula

Thod land for gods, or those of oldWhom men deemed gods, of loftier mould.

Sons of the vast, the hills, the sea-Masters of earth's humanityT

I stand here where this autumn momAutumnal garbs thy hills ad^.

And aU thy woodlands flame with <!«.And glorjr of the world'sZLT* ^'
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Par northward lie thy purple hills.

Far vasts between, thy great stream fills,

Ottawa, his fleet tides impearled,
From deep to deep, adown the world.

land, by every gift of God
Brave home of freemen, let thy sod,

Sacred with blood of hero sires.

Spurn from its breast ignobler fires.

Keep on these shores where beauty reigns.
And vastness folds from peak to plains.

With room for all from hills to sea.

No shackled, helot tyranny.

Spurn from thy breast the bigot lie.

The smallness not of earth or sky.

Breed all thy sons brave stalwart men.
To meet the world as one to ten.

Breed ail thy daughters mothers true,
Magic of that glad joy of you,

Till liberties thy hills adorn
As wide as thy wide fields of com.

Let that brave soul of Britain's race
That peopled all this vastness, trace

Its freedoms foujrht, ideals won,
Strength built on strength from sire to son.



^O THE CA^ADUr,
J^^rj^^oT

Till from thy esrth-wide hill. ,„^Thy manhoods thy atrenSf^'?^^.

^^fjj^'^.^lone compare
^•ththyw,dewin.„.^d"«ou.tainair

To the Canadian Patriot

Vast nvers moving seaTarf tw ^J?* ' ^^^
Majestic mnsic: these sZhnT7"*« ^oo^s.
And heaven-toppim.aS "'^!? P'"""
Facing towardtt oL^n*''^''

*'«« '•«>" chores.
For the indomitable .nTn°oblfsSg!

'"''°^'

W^'tWC,°i«J^^-5enthy,a^^
And all looks daiS Jrif""°"^ ^^'^ Wgotnr

^}^jio.^.:,t\^,^''Si^-l poo/

A

Go forth alone and view th^ » w?*"" ••« martsj
And those eternal wIJ!™^ ^'^ "^ «ky. •
In endless dn^vlr t'!;,"?™^^' ^"^t'

Those mUd or an^'af"^^^"^ P«e
fifviving, changS7;;'^;;*',?^''^,^«°'"g«»n,

Of blindS feKd *°i"' P"^"! creeds
T^t natureSwTL'Sr^r S" '^^ ^^

greater and more sure,

sas
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More calm, more patient, wite and tolerant,

Than these poor futile efforta of oar dream

;

That human life is itronger in its yearning
Than those blind walls our impotence builds between

;

And underneath this callonsed rind we see,

As the obedient tides the swaying moon,
A mightier law tiie whole wide world obeys.

And far beyond these mists of human vision

God's great horizon stands out fixed and sure.

To die United State*

ill I

ill 'I i

TR0C8AND years of Britain's pride.

One hundred of your own.
Of throbbing fires of liberty

Bred in your blood and bone;
stalwart 'mid the nations

To-day alone you stand.

The fate and being of a world
Within your puissant hand.

And shall the scale say bloodshed.

Or shall the word be peace?
Shall brute and blind and cruel Force
Bule, or his thunders cease?

Shall man go back a century.

And dream an alien dream.
Of clashing arms, of sabre stroke.

Of leaguered shore agleam?
Or shall the world go forward
To wisdom and surcease

Of brutal strife, to the higher life

Of brotherhood and peace?

ill



f^SPO/tSIBlUTY

One hundred o/:^^ "Z^"*-^'"
pride.

RejpoMibifity

The glamg toUer withWM t^"^''*'"
""""n-

" '-^doTn and Ood's trnth.
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ii

The Race

This mighty drMun of the race I

When, when will it die?

When the magic of being barm from the blood.

When the violet fades from the sky,

When the mother turns from her child.

When the son his father spurns:

—

And the blood of the mightiest race on earth

To bloodless water turns.

1i

The Answer

Thbt whisper that you are dying.

Mother of mine and me

:

Like a sick old eagle crying

Ont of the nor^em sea

:

But we answer, mother, mother,
Back to thy breast we come,

We of thy breed and seed and none other
From the beat of the alien dram.

Loud was the new world song
That wooed and beckoned and won

;

Long was the day, and long
The roads of water and sun

;

But after the alien dream.
After the alien tongue ;

—

Sweet to creep to the true, to the old,

To the loTe that ever is young.



ENGLAND

EagUnd

T« the name that the world f^^f.

Of the centtiry-sculptared
piles

&*"' ill"""" ^h^Sr^ town

r\*i *«.»P'«"lid thousand vean.Of Britain's mieht anrt Tit;* • , •

And the bi^fof Briifsh^"" '
"«''*

Are England's hert^^Z **""<? °' '"^<'.
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Boot and CeU anH «.,-_'

0/theK.«%tS:e'Sd.

Or J""^ "' """'"«'* holdg'the earthOr commerce sweeps the «m ^By onent jungle or w«fa™^'.
Will fho a. western plain



T"i the wor/d".il f ""* ^-ad,
Till the Wl^llr""""' ^^.
„ Tiil faith a. j'<w,''°P«« dart.

feces «--l.e.t«d.
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And far out 'mid the mad turmoil.

Or where the desert-places keep

Their lonely hush, her children toil.

Or wrapt in wide-world honor sleep.

By Egypt's sands or western wave,

She kens her latest heroes rest.

With Scotland's honor o'er each grave.

And Britain's flag above each breast.

And some at home.—^Her mother love

Keeps crooning windsongs o'er their graves.

Where Arthur's castle looms above.

Or Strathy storms or Solway ravea.

Or Lomond unto Nevis bends

In olden love of clouds and dew

;

Where Trosach unto Stirling sends

Greetings that build the years anew.

Out where her miles of heather sweep.

Her dust of legend in bi^breast,

'Neath agM Dryburgh's aisle and keep.

Her Wizard Walter takes his rest.

And her loved ploughman, he of Ayr,

More loved than any singer loved

By heart of man amid those rare.

High souls the world hath tried and proved.

Whose songs are first to heart and tongue.

Wherever Scotsmen greet together.

And, far-out alien scenes among.

Go mad at the glint of a sprig of heather.



THE WORLD-MOTHER
And he her Utest wayward child.Her Louis of the magic pen.Who sleeps by tropic crater piled,
Far, far, alas, from misted glen;

Who loved her, knew her, drew her soBeyond all common pcifs whim •--'
In dreams the whaups Tre calSg ,owIn sooth her heart is woe for him

^Evi'T'
'V.T°«' Sweater noneE er drew the blade of daring forth •

Her Cohn* under Indian sun
'

Her Donaldt of the fighting North.

^'t^' ^V greatest hero, he,
Who sleeps somewhere by Nilus' Bnn<ic

Ki?- ™«i'*r'
of thoirfr™:"''

Great captains of her fife htiug band;.

6>he calls m vam, she calls in v^in.

By pnrphng peak or reeling foamFrom western ridge or orient^side'
She calls tliem home, she calls them home.

And far, from east to western seaThe answering word comes back to her,

"^"j^Pl*". Hero of Laoknow.

'>'^^^t^^^l\^'''^^^;:^^^ M«k.y Dutch

301
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" Our hands were slack, our hopes were free.We answered to the blood asfe;

'

" '^
m. '*'* ^y ^«'P'e loch WES dull
The homeward, slothful work , done.We followed where the world was lull,
lo dree the weird our fates had spun.

" We built the brig, we reared the town.
We spanned the ea/ th with lightninir deam

yt:f'^ir '"Vf^'^id smile affiwA.Where all the world's four comers teem.

" But under all the surge of life,

rrJK"?d race-fght for mastery,
1 hough foremost in the surgent strife.
Our hearts went back, went back to thee."

^°ll)i\^^T^^ T^'^ " ^'se and slow,

B«V^h,i\'^^T°' *°"8'>* " " hard to ken.But through all the yearnings of men that goHis heart is the heart of the northern gl^.

^'a '°°S '° *e song of the windy moor,

An^ V 1
''^'»« P'P«8 of the squirting din:And his love is the love of the shielikg door.And the smell of the smoking peat within.

And nohap how much of the alien blood

'M^^r ^^^ ^^ '*™*'' that ''Olds him fast

go^°
'^'^^ *" ""* the world's great

He yearns to the Mother of men at last.



THE LAZARUS OF EMPIRE ^
And something great infl^/^

« heather is blown;

"^HeS hls'tSirfht '"^ •^- '-.
For there's nevTr a l^J^T^ "'«*'

-"t.Scots.L."tri.UXnilL

And making of lawsTSn^nr" *^^''

. °^«^-'^"'^'«the"lSrn'C"f

"^ThSottSVa?/ '»''°?''«' standi,

And out offTe^e^rt 0? TK' ^"^^ ™«".

She^llsherSLnhte'S^'"'''^

^-. woe. for the great U^Le'haThTc:!"

The LazanB of Empire*

''The^sL''t''P"'"^ « his protest

Onhe empire t°hi^!!rhi^f-f<ioom
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And the Englishman, dogged and grim,
Lookg the world in the face as he goes,

And he holds a proud lip, for he sails hii own
ship.

And he cares not for rivals nor foes •

But lowest and last, with his areas vast,
And horizon so servile and tame,

Sits the poor beggar Colonial
Who feeds on the crumbs of her fame.

He knows no place in her councils.
He holds no part in the word

That girdles the world with its thunders
When the fiat of Britain is heard;

He beats no drums to her battles.
He gives no triumphs her name.

But lowest and last, with his areas vast.
He feeds on the crumbs of her fame.

How long, how long, the dishonor.
The servile and suppliant place?

Are we Britons who batten upon her.
Or degenerate sons of the race?

It is souls that make nations, not numbers
As our forefathers proved in the past,

Let us take up the burden of empire.
Or nail our own flag to the mast.

'

Doth she care for us, value ns, want us.
Or are we but pawns in the game;

Where lowest and last, with our areas vast.
We feed on the crumbs of her fame?



SmiV THE WAY, BNGLANo
906

Show the Way. England*

Show the way, England 1We are your children.
Pass us not by;_
Full five million
Children of Canada
True as of yore :

Blood of your blood and
tore of your core;
Speak not the treason.
Write not the lie

Bred of the blood of you,We are not alien.

Pass us not by.

Show the way, England I

Aot in your ignorance,
i'assmg your children
Over in silence,

Oblivion hurled;—
Buying the traitor,
l«uding the alien,
W?ll you build Empire,
Wide as the world;—
But by showing your
Children you love them,
^now them as kindred.
Blood of the one blood,
Wiere the wide wheelings
Uf Jimpire are whirled.
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Show the way, England I

We will follow you.

We, whose fathers were
Victors with Wellington,
Masters with Nelson,
XToder the old flag

That flapped at the Nile;
We late children

'j Of those intrepid,

Who, scaling the vast-heights,
', Won you, with Wolfe,

\ Canada's glorious

> Mile upon mile.

They, too, our brothers.

Loyal Canadian,
Valorous, chivalrous.

Sons of Montcalm;

—

They are not alien.

Speak not the lie.

They, too, for Britain
Have died and will die;

—

They are not alien.

Helot, outcast.

But blood of the old blood,
Norman of William,
Victors at Hastings,
Builders of England,
Heirs of your wonderful,

Qlorious past.

Ocean or land, for you
They, too, will stand for you—
Show the way, England

!

'
•!:!



SlfOHT THE WAY, ENGLAND

\

Show the way, England J

t ^onwrd to justice,

freedom and right,

f

Onward to glory and
,

Wisdom's increase,

; J^e will follow yon,

\ fZ, "!f
""'Kht of vo«.

( Smokeward to battle
"

Or sunward to peace.

Show the way, England !Not in the bright hour,
But m the dark hour,
When the world threatens.We are your sons;—

|^°*/»'*'>f might of you.

|^f^"-«?'i right of you.Not f„. the paidKioin,
^ot for your guns ;_
But that we love you.
Suckled at breast of you.Yw are our Mother!
We are your sons I

f^7.*e''ay. England!
And m the fated
Dm of the battle.
Stand you alone:
Loyal Canadian,
Sons of the sons of you.
Back of the guns of yoi,
Boneof your bone;_
We will stand four-square,

90
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Hook of the rock of you,

Ribs of the steel of you ;

—

Darkness or light.

Let the world thunder;—
Ere you go under.

We will follow you,

Might of your might I

Not of the alien,

We of old Scotland,

We of old England,

We of old Ireland,

We of old Normandy,
We are your tons ;

—

We are Canadian,

Helot to no one,

Freedom enfranchised

Heirs of this strand ;

—

We of old England,

We of old Ireland,

We of old Scotland.

We of old Normandy

—

Britons, the sons of you.

Brand of your brand.

Show the way, England

!

We are your children.

In peace or in battle

To conquer or die;

—

We ire not alien.

Speak not the insult.

Write not the lie;

—

We whose fathers were
Thanes with Great Alfred,



jLoyal at Runnymeade,
Norman at Haatings,
OrilcotchatLncknow;-
Spc8,c not the treason,
Write not the lie,

Blood of the blood of youI^aps in reply;—
^

Only be true to ns.
Open your heart to us.
Ifad you to danger,
J^o glory or night;-
^e will follow you
Blood of the blood of youM.|ht of your might ,il°"'
Show the way, England!

StTh«t'"^"^'^"«''""J!ijet that grim master
Of earth's dread disaster,^t the war shadow
«ut darken your sun:—

ShTlTr/ "''"'*' Canada,

Ih m" ^ ^"^ yon, '

Shoulder to shoulder,
Uun to your gun:—

?&hSr^^5;'^*''^-.
Die with you.
So wide to the world,

^s*«°W flag unfurled!
Show the way, England!

300
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The Children

Oct of the vasts of the world.

From the beat of the alien drum.
Back from the wanderings far,

Do the ancient children come.

Back from the isles of the east,

Back from the sunset wall

:

Calling Mother, soul of our soul,

Do the ancient children call.

Back from the visions of toiling,

Out from the dreams of gold.

From the endless striving and yearning
The children return to the fold.

Back from the alien roads,

Of ignis fatuus gleam.
Back to the mother, back to the home.
Do the hearts of the children dream.

There is cry that the race is sinking.
Breed of the Albion isle.

That the strong arm sinks, that the sinew
shrinks.

And the lie and the cheat beguile

;

But we are your children. Mother,
We at your breasts have fed,

We will not leave you, life of our life,

Dead of our olden dead.



THE CHlLDRBft

W^f~°°i finite and dew:we yet will drink of the Hi«.„
brink, "" 0" your

Hills of the heather bine.

R«kon thy dead, O Albion,
Reckon thy latest blood,

"^•It-Si's -Cffi-,
Beckon on us, Albion,

We^n L""''^'* ^'^^'^ but spring

While earth and the earth-roots ciing

au

i
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But u uhei the vast achierement,

And weary the hearta that pray,

When the old blood drcami and the old lore

gleam*

In the hearts of the Far-away.

Back 'mid the world's wide seething,

Its witch-pot brew that boils

:

Back from the buying and selling of earth

From the chaos of battles and toils.

The hearts of the far-swept children

To the ancient mother turn.

When the day breaks, when the hour comes.
The world will waken and learn.

Not the one flag, not the two flags.

But the blood that wakens auJ stirs:

The world may claim them, the world may
name them.

But the hearts of the race are Hers.

Briton to Briton: An Appeal

We have come to the ways, Brothers,

To the grim considering place

;

And is it to be together,

Or chaos, and end of the race?

We of the ancient people.

We of the lion line;

Will a shoulder of earthhills hold us apart.

Or billowy leagues of brine?



""'^'^ TO B^,TON.. A^ AP,-^^,.

Who of old in C8rth'« ,tcrn battl«Conqncred m one to te™

I» It trade forever Md ever,And never a thought of kin?

^7i\*°
northward and 8outhwnl^^ntment. ea.t and we,t,

'

Where alien peoples are bleat I

Are we to acatter and scatter

AnT'n?'""°'''«'"Jieam;

Ant^:.7Jr,tr"'""'"''^'™'^'''

That men may aay the Briton,

Andwhoarethec?nq"eSp™"?"*'"'

^frtK^ro-foZ^"-

Lost to our ancient manhood,
The freedom our fathers had won •

ffi''*^ ''r''y *«"''«" vote! '

Under an alien sun.

913
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Ib it evermore business, business.
On to the end of time?

Are the markets our only Empire bonds ?
Is sentiment worse than a crime?

Is the freedom, the faith of Britain,
To be sold and bartered away.

That our rulers may hold a spectre of power
Over millions of acres of clay?

Are the centuried dreams of a people.
Co-heirs of high dreaming and worth,

To be crushed and stifled for harbors
On alien coasts of the earth?

Will it ever be business, business.
Eternal markets to win;

Trade, and its curse forever, a
And never a thought of kin^

While the sons of the race are drifting
Slowly and surely apart;

And the giant soul of a people is crushed^^^
In the greed of the world's wide martf;

Canada*

Abe there none to speak and save?
Canada, my own, my ownj

Prom western peak to eastern wave?
Canada, my own, my owni

Are there none to lift and save.
Must you sink in helot grave.
Crushed in gyve of thief and knave?

Canada, my own, my owni
• Written at % time when the Pren of both pwtiea wm filled withxxxmnti of gruH (xilitical corruption.

^^



ladvith

Are there n,,it to wAketne dead
people unto grossne.» wed?

'

Mn.f .b"^^' "ny own, my own'
^?r, i-" v""'^'^

*™de go onPranchse but a bartered pawn

ioCanada, myown, myown.'

Must the hideouB tale be told V

W a greater people gone?
Canada, my shamed, dishonored own.'

Canada, my own, myown*

1-e.nt^e^.ustandml^etuS--
Poor Canada, my own, my o^n!

fa JI?™ '"^ ''r^^'- ^hen our lifeJBaU one shrunken party striie.

3U
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''A

f i

ri;;

When every question of the hour
Betrayed to greed of party power,

When every voice for truth is stilled,

Save that which party spake or willed.

With pandering pulpits, venial press,

God send redress, God send redress

To this poor human wilderness,

A people for high dreamings meant.
But damned by too much government.

O dream in vain your future power.

And build in vain your heart's high tower

;

Canada, my own, my own!
When you have sold the olden truth.

That greatness which inspired thy youth.

And bartered for a sordid gleam
The light of all yuur highest dream.
With all the gross, material strife

Of godless, money-hungered life,

Canada, my own, my own}
Your children, they have dragged you down
And trampled all your old renown,

As some base harlot of the town,

Canada, my own, my own.'

splendid dream of plain and lake.

When will you from this curse awake.
And with new-kindled honor take

Your place with those who guide the helm
Of Britain's mighty neoplp^Teity^ ? . ^L
When will you, raised to that regard '^

^^
Of self, above the market yard
Of life's low levels, hold your share

In Britain's mighty world-wide care?

Canada, my own, my own I



VICTORIA

wide thy lands and wide thy sky,
.j^anada,myown,myown!

B^t wider yet the living lie
Ihat we have lived, my own, my own

'

Let us arise from onr old graves
Of self and 111, as o'er the waves
God s dawn from night, to that which saves,

Canada, my own, my own

;

Hise and strike the shackles free
That bind us lip and heart and knee.And be what God dreamed we should be

Canada, my own, my own.
Loved Canada, my own

!

317

Victoria

OuImIm CJde. A.D. 1897)

With thunder of cannon and far-off roll of dnimAnd martial music blaring forth her glory,
'

^Jt^,t "^5'°? '"'"''"« -J"^ eaJh streetWhere a 1 the earth is bound in one heart-heat

Bo™rnf " P-^l* ^"Pi-^'' greatest Queen doth comeBorne on one mighty, rocking, earthquake voiceWherein all peoples of wide etrth rejoice-1
She comes, she comes, to beat of martial drums

ThfT^^ ''n'°°'"«
^"S'-'^d's ancient sto^-The good,^ay Queen whose majesty and worthHave lent their radiance to remotest ear"h™

tmffldter'"*^^'*
""^ ^'^^^ "^ »>- «'«%

srsteX-sji^Sd ht-
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She comes, she comes, encircled by her people.
While praise to Heaven peals out from tower and

steeple.

Into the great cathedral, hushed and dim.
With thankful heart and humble, queenly head
Over the sleep of England's mighty dead,
To render up her heart's best thoughts to Him,
The King of kings—'mid hush of priestly tread,
And gloried anthem's solemn pealing hymn.
The mighty millions, awed, now bow the head.
Thank Heaven for her simple, noble life.

Karth's queenliest Empress, mother, daughter, wife I

Thank Heaven for all she held her dearest own I

Forgiveness for tlie weakness she hath known 1

Blessings on her wise, old widowed head.
For what her life is now, and what her life hath been.
Noble mother, wife and Queen

!

Let the mighty organs roll, and the mighty thrcng
disperse 1

She is ours, and we are hers.

And both are Britain's. Both to Britain's God
Lift up the heart-felt praise for the might of splendid

days, '

For the glory that hath been.

Let the cannon thunder out, and the miles of voices
shout :—Victoria

!

Let the bells peal out afar, till the rocket tells the starAnd the ocean shouts its pean to the thunder-answer-
ing bar

:

England's glory, Britain's pride.
Revered of half a world beside,

good, gray Queen, Victoria I



su
VICTORIA

^\t^ "' ™onarchs. mother of kines-

f\
her Mrrows we have shared.

^

'

V n5*« ""'"P''" ^'•^y are ours.

Be wifhl"""'
*•"" ^''*"« «ti" endowers

£ w h hfr''
""^

i"'
p"*'' •'« fl°*'"^r

n^,Th 1 ,' "".'^ ^^^ "^Vs be spared!Death aloof with shadowing wCfTJnto nature's latest hours

'

^ '

Daughter of monarchs, mother of icingsO frood, gray Queen, Victoria I
^

Let all feuds of faction die,

L^t ?nii
"°^ Pf'y '»'S'«« ceose to blow

J fhiro^'::p4meXt™^^^^ ^- ^-P^-^ ^'-^ters, iow.

All bitterness be swept away,
Hemembermg only the glory of our InfIn ths centnry-honoring d^yf

"'

CeU and Scot and Saxon, let „s only know
Hp?£.^i ?T" '=°'"«^ *° her own at ™stHer people s love and revcrence-as the LwOf some splendid western heaven ^^
Deepening into richer even
Ere It purples to the vast.

Past the mailM gates of fears,
ihe hooded menace of the yearsmere rang the iron voices rolling on her ears

Z.T'^t 1T!"'
*''*' ^^l"'*-" and pall ""'

And awful fates of thrones foredoomed to fall

«#
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Our agM Queen, on this glad day she stands,
Amid the throbbings of her land's great love.
Firm in her rule, her faith in Qod aborc.
Karth's golden keys of happiness on her hands

splendid life of Britain's splendid days

!

noble soul, above all blame or praise

!

fame that will outlast our little fame

!

long-enduring honor greater than time or death

'

name that will outlive even that immortal name
England s more ancient glory, the great Elizabeth

!

And we, thy loyal subjects far away,
tn thes<? new lands that own thy sceptre's sway.
Betwixt thy Hoyal Isle and far Cathay—
Across the thunder of the western foam,

good, gray Queen, our hearts go home, go home,
lo thine and thee!
We are thine own while empires rise and wane.
We are thine own for blessing or for bane.
And, come the shock of thundering war again
For death or victory

!

'

Not that we hate our brothers to the south.
They are our fellows in the speech of mouth,
1 hey are our wedded kindred, our own blood
The same world-evils we and they withstood,'
Our aims are theirs, one common future good—
Not that we hate them, but that there doth lie
Withm our hearts a golden fealty
To Britain, Britain, Britain, till the world doth die.

And him we send thee as our greatest son.
The people's choice, to whose firm hand is given
The welfare of our country under heaven
No truer son hast thou in all thy coasts,

'



VICTORIA

But truS Br tn„
'' u"™"" '" his blood,

Heceive him, 'mid those, greatest fhn„ j .

Greatn^ more great than all her' greatness that hath

&aer'ra„^Vhrd:rortir^^

glory, "'*'"^ '''''° -"^^d such resplendent

Jlfth^sTKi'drtf"" '['"^^°- -s;
Out-splendoHnJL'lr^iJj;.^^^^^^^^^

SZSKhSTeTt''"* ^''^^ -hose base
The lowering hate of Frnn""*^'

^"" '^thstands

That throne to^E ^'^
'!1*T^* ^» ^ ««•.

A^th^o^Aiir^^^^^^^^

3S1
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The Lament for the Chief

(Oi dw Uui Duke of Aigyll)

O HONE a rie ! hone a rie

!

Alas, great Cailen lieth now
Like stricken pine in Inveriel
The galley waits by lone Lochow
To bear where Kilmun's sleep beguilc!i
The mighty chieftain of the isles.

He sleeps where glen and mountain blur.
And Caledonia rocks her pine;
Who, long and faithful, leal to her,
Great daughter of his royal line.

And true to Empire's noblest cause.
Moulded her wisdom in her laws.

And o'er the doorways of his rest
The sign of lineal glory stands.

The galley of his ancient West,
To bear his soul to loftier lands.
Those isles of Scotland's mighty soul
And splendors of her spirit's goal.

There he will sleep in lordly dream
Until the last dread pibroch wakes
The centuried hush of glen and stream.
And far by misted hills and lakes.

Each plaided warrior grimly stands
At God's dread gathering of the dans.



THB LAMENT FOR THE CHIEF
There let him dieam, as thronifh his .iMnLJte m«ts that sweep by Ben £Si,

^'

Or surge of Jura', mighty deep, '

rhe armies of the years go by.
In myriad visions of that vast
Of Scotland's splendor, Scotland's past.

Old sounds of far-heard battle call.Or mountein-misted shieling song,

nJ '^"t*'^?.'""
^f"™ c«tle wall

Or t"hft'l''f.f''''"™^^
^'o -^O"?;

nJ /« i f^^^«;"y' man to man,
*'

Of feudal chief and faithful clan.

^T^^ V"^
"""•* *•'« 'n^hty years

Of Cnli?'*" ""^ ri«ging%hield.
Of Scotland's sorrow, Scotland's tears.For those of fatal Flodden's field; '

When mid mad wreck of Lord and CrownAH else save honor thundered down.

Or those old struggles for the right,

WhenTc^ZS*'*':*'' "^^ "•"«"* ^™"g>wnen Scotland, m her iron miehtLed forth her bannered hostrabng.
In that nnconquered spirit, stem.Of Douglas, Bruce and Bannockbum.

Ohonearie! Ohoneariel
Like mountain mist or drifted snow,f"' °^ ^"'"""^'' dream and

The glories'of her great dead go :-And gnef's sad pibroch moans full soreThe memories of McCailen More
SI
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Aye, itilled for aye the mighty brain,
And hushed for aye the magic tongue,
Who«e lofty accent* ne'er again
Will thrill We8tmin«ter'» Halls among-
When, first of Britain's barons, he
Spoke brave for truth and liberty.

O hone a rie ! hone a rie I

No more the chieftain's eye shall glow.
Hushed is his spirit's minstrelsy;
The mighty fighter licth low.
Who served his country, served his clan,
And f-»nifht to free his brother man.

And we his kinsmen severed wide,
Proud heirs of mighty O'Duin's fame.
By every zone and wind and tide.
Who bear the ancient, storied name;
In heart respond to Argyll's woe
For lofty Cailen lying low.

We, children of the royal house.
True to the blood whate'er befall,
In lineal dreams our hearts arouse,
Eesponsive to that ancient call,
By glen and misted mounlain brow,
Of Campbell; and the dread Lochow!



MAFSKmc ^
Mafdung

M^«««eM.re.i„,. the pride oHhewoHd^
'"'

'"S.l'^S- "' '^y^ to -ne. .„a honor of

Sot^ ;e/.S,rS„^th:/
thine Afne ..«.„,

»orld', great dream? "' 'f^«' "'''^ the

SriXX"t&zVha"^'-'--p
storied st^p- "' '^"^^ "P "ome world-

SrveTSeTSrr* '"
'^^

-'''''« -own;
town! •

*""' ™"™«« than held thee, little

^ot thine^the splendid onslaught, the victo^ .„dden
The deed^of valor done in.nigh, or under one glorious
But tWne^e long, long waiting, the d.ing h, slow

irtfrSdnrssr^r^ ^'--=
disguise, y waiting, devils in men's

7ru^rsScsiir'"'^''"«"''-aththe

thine!
^Biewng, truer and greater than

Town oMhy towns, O Britain, which is th^greatestP

" '* %«7''' ^^ I-ndon, gloried and stori«J and
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It it thy mighty iMMport, crown of thy wMlth'i grMt
crown,

Whence unto the many porti of the world thy myriad
•hips (fo down ?

Id it thy northern Atheni, city of chiTalroui fame,
With hor great learned dead, her (tainted tomba, her

mnnarchg of deathleu name?
Are Ihpxe thy glory, Britain? Thy splendon of

peace are these

—

.Marta of thy wonderful wealth of the world, thou mil-
trcBg of widespread seas I

But nearer than these and dearer to the heart of the
Empire's pride

Is the little town of the splendid few where Britons for
Britain died

—

Yea, greater by far and higher, for story and glory to
come,

When the mighty names of the world are writ in the
books of the thunder of drum.

Dust, in thy great world 3ity, the dead of thy great past
sleep

:

Storied and gloried in marble column, and honored of
those who weep.

Names of a centuried honor, lives of a world's renown
But none of them greater or truer than thoce who sleep'

in thy little town I

Men and women and children, England, these were
thine

;

Hearts that knew one duty, to die but never repine!
To fight and to sutler for England, for the glory of

England's name!
To fight and suUer and struggle, but never that one

great shame,
To yield old England's honor unto the world's wide

blame

!



MAFEKING ^

3° '"Tdlr "'*' "'""'"• '^ -^•' '" the thund„

^''"•"lerr^SV^ """""' '^-'"'"^ -'«•"». or

'^''
dLr?'"« »"^ "-'^^ •»- with . b«ve

Bodie. di..^,^,,,
-^-'h-d. lip. fl,™. fl,^ ,„ ,,^

""^

"°th„ideri:,^i;'o°r
"«-"<^-" •"« Briton'.

'"rrtS^td!'''-*''^'-— *-•'«'•-,„«..

«e"p;-S%--;£ator«^^^^^^
honor them, thine! * ^"^ ^'"" *''«'"•

Month.^ «..t eked out .W.y. a. long^rawn .i^rie.
In..de h^ger and care and pain, outside the angering
With gnn^death treading daily the street, of the little

^>a7:;ardTwn:-— -—
•^

"frS '^l'^
"'""""'^ '-^^^ the children's grave-

Headstone^after headstone, till the toddling feet .e.

watched their loved one°X^ '"^' "^^^

f
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This for aiine honor, England; and may thy heroes
be few

To suffer the sorrows for thy great sake thy heroes of
Mafeking knew I

Bravely, as brave men ever, they bore up day by day.
Toiling to hold the city's might and the evil foe at bay.
With the minute gun at morning their sole, dread matin

bell.

And the hideous hum of the maiming shot their only
funeral knell

;

^

Till after months of slaughter, and famine, hnnger and
pain.

There broke on their cars the ringing shout of British
cheers again

;

When bursting through the circling lines in the early
morning's glow.

They beat the grim leagnerer back in defeat and con-
quered the conquering foe.

Never such mad, wild cheering had the leaguered citv
known; •'

Never such laughing and shaking of hands in the streets
of the little town

;

Never such solemn prayers to God as rose to Heaven
that day

From lips of men who pray and fight as Britons fleht
and pray.

°

These be thy heroes, England, these be thy brave
sons, these.

Greater than bulwarks of granite or iron, thou mistress
of world-wide seas

;

These be thy sons who come at thy call where the ends
of the ^^de earth meet;

These be thy sons to conquer and save, but never to
know defeat.



OUR BIT OF .. THE THIN RED Lim S29

Tow. ^f^thy towne, O Brit«n, which i, thy greatest?

Is it t^g^t, grim I^ndon, gloried and storied «.d
Is it thy^mighty seaport, crown of thy werith's great

"^"si^lr^ ^^ 0' *-« -d thy myriad

A«. .'»''"!r''»
of deathless iame? '^^ *"''

" ""^TacIMSL" ^^"^^"^ ^^y •P'o-^ors Of

"' "Z;iXMT "°' '^"- *° ^'"^ •>-* of the

'^ *"'

a^rd^**^ "P'^"^'^ '- -''- Bnu.ns for

Yea. g^jter by far and higher, for story and glory to

^"
l!^AtSe°/o?kr^ •- -" ^ ^

Our Bit of"The Thin Red Line"

Thett have gone with a people's hopes and
prayers.

Out over the eastern brine

4'^}l^\^^^'^^^ °^ ^"tain's right,This bit of « the thin red line."

A^ over our loyal land to-night.
Where the stars of our fre^om shine,
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From aU true hearts the prayer goes up
For our bit of « the thSi 4lW™

They have gone to fight the freeman's fight.
For our far-off kith and kin

;

Brothers of our own blood and breed.
In the fight where the right must win:

For the sacred cause of freedom's laws,
lo win the glad release

Of those who tread 'neath tyrannies dread.And widen the gates of peace.

We send them forth from our " True North »
ror sacred bond and sign

'

That well or ill, to the great brave end.We are Britons from brine to brine;

And whenever the Lion's hunters are out.And danger threatens his lair.
Be the world on this side, he on that.

Canadian hearts are there;—

And stuid or fall, though we go to the wall,
Canadian hearts are true.

Not only to stand for our own birthland.
But to die for the Empire too.

^*''
''N^h

**'" '°^' '""° °" " '^^

Sons of the Empire's might;A^ alien the heart that will not pray
For our soldier-boys to-night

Ym, traitor the heart that takes our bread.And drinks our free sunshine.
That will not throb when the battle joins.
For our bit of "the thin red line."



MTVBN OF THE TROOPs
SO.

Return of the Troops

(Oitain. No«iiib», 1900)

Caj^awan heroes hailing home

To hold the earth for Britfin;

When rose War's red and angry wraithDuty and death before you^ '

Our pledge to Empire ofCr' faithYon went and boldly bore yo"'
When late October, loath to die,

V„ f .''"1,*'7 strain had sung us •

Went"^a/T' 'T """1 •'""""^'BlyWent marchmg from among us.W moment came; in letters large

Ynf,'!:^^'^'
''"'"°'^'" chargelou wrote our name in glory

^?s !:l^"'«'n^''8 grief doth throwHis autumn weird upon 'js

Of'^frf.r^"™'"^ ^'* th« glowOf all the fame you've won us

We hear old Britain praise your name.The voice of Empire calling;
*'"*^

ote'^'P'^P-'^he flameOf red leaves lately falling;
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But 1 the ones whose breaetg are stilled,

Past all our strife and yearning;
Whose hero hearts in earth are hilled.
For whom is no returning;

For whom no morrow hath its birth.
Or chapter of life's story;

Who sleep far off in alien earth.
Who died for Britain's glory;

Who heard the call and bravely mshed
Where shot and shell were flaming;

We think of them, and hearts are hushed,
Amid the wild acclaiming;

We think of them, those voiceless ones.
Whose absence speaks more loudly

Than all these gleaming ranks of guns
Of victors marching proudly.

We think of them, and up along
The miles of shouting madness.

The wild, glad surging, jubilant throng,
A silence goes of sadness.

Yea, sadness, but exultantly;
For though in earth beneath m,

In far-off, alien graves they lie.

Our dead go marching with us.

Far, far in London's mighty heart.
Where life goes blindly thronging.

Leagues from the homes they loved, apart
The land of all their longing.

In marbled columns, side by side,

Britain—the glory-giver.



!d,

ed,

CROWNING OF EMPIRE

Unto her great dead caU^
Her noble and her gallant sons,

rrri^y'"?f
»" »ad to-„,orrow!'

Enshnned m our high sorro^ '

^'t *''.^,'*''n'^«haft above,

Ent f^^ P"""?'* acclaiming,

^T,"^,'? a people's love, ^'
Past all heroic naming.

Crowning of Empire

(Od. «fe, fo. A, Co««do.. i, j^ ,5o,j

Thou splendid pinnacle of human daT^'

S3t
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One common dream of liberty and rule.
Do come together, one imperial whole.
In world-wide common amity of blood,
And equal vision, nursing one high resolve
Not to be crushed by this ignoble day.
Where many voices jargon many tongues.
And hatreds foiled, and superstitions dire.
Cloaked in poor freedom's many-chequered garb
Do crouch and snari and wait to strike thee down.

In this auspicious, high imperial June,
This month of summer yearning to his tide.
And all divine emotions of the year,
'Tis meet that in that centre of world-force.
Ihat arbiter of destinies obscure,
mere all the glowing, blossoming Junes do meet.Uf world-ambitions, on whose golden reefs
Do break the mighty beatings of the world,
Ihat there from whence her myriad sons went out.
10 build, to fight, to conquer or repel.
Back to her strength her conquering sons return.

From all those lands of alien summers and suns
Of winters and despairings nobly met.
Her hosts of children now return once more
Her wide imperial hosts, with symbols dear'
Of silvern links of blood and golden speech,'
To crown her empire when she crowns her'king
Not mine to praise whe-e many falsely laud.
And in high-sounding numbers ape the stra'in
Of some divine Apollo; rather my task
Of admonition to those, loyal, who read
Impending danger yet are wisely strong;
Who in the sunlight know the black'ning storm
And build the safety 'gainst the coming ill

'



CXOWf/lNG OF SMPIJis

^t tranced iTt^Z offer eaTC^?*'
'^°<»".

rter veiy vastneiM irij. • . f^'^'n-circluiir rule

°enng on the miseries of this world.

Not to besSS^ '*.':"""'»». •"a'teWul.

Sucked down"%ort^, of oM '^^\^'^-

AndaV£r^;---.er4st„,h,

DenonndngTver thfoM^'^.^ "^ -J"*.

aw
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To mighty vasts of lone Australian wilds
And bleak Canadian woods, the cradles erim
Of Saxon iron and of Celtic gold

;

Out round the world where'er blue ocean breaks,
Mid temperate climes or fevered tropic lands.
Or Arctic wsf "s, her strong, indomitable sons
Do crush defeat and make this earth their own.
Determining all, moulding the world's best dream
Of strife and life and liberty of man.

From where soft-lipped, blue Jlediterranean laves
In summer ripples Mediterranean strandB,
To where iron-bound, fog-mantled Labrador
Juts out to lonely, lost Atlantean glooms.
The iron glove of empire, tempered, firm.
Doth hold in grasp the welfare of the world.
Quebec, Gibraltar, herculean gates.
Grim portals each of old and new world power
Anchors of that vastness of her dream,

'

Reaching round the wide-ribbed, shouldered earth.
The shmmg ocean and the deserfs span,
A power peace-yearning, glad, beneficent.
This younger Rome of this imperial day.
Beaconing lilwrty, conquering to redeem.

This her sole dream, look that she lose it not.
As tranced in toil, heavily-wheeled, she turns
Like some vast planet on its cloudward wing.
Callous of danger, strong in high resolve.
Half conscious of her might, fulfilling good.
Unto the conquering ultimate of her end.
Yea, not to praise, but rather to arraign.
Lest she in folly let her dream lie down.
And all her ancient, mighty power depart.
And all her majesty of light become
A ruined furnace from whose smouldering gleam



^''OH'JVfJVC Ojr SMPIJiE

Of national ardor, 'i^-^*""*'*'"* «"«

Hm truth, her lieht f™^ * ?'"P''°'"'«e

^rar.=S^^5S.!^-i^^^^^

With blood of thos? wCri!,' ?""*'«- »t'"''ed

Her one lu^h dtam P^ri^'''''' ^•"•^"

And East greet/ West fn 1 J™ ^f''' ««et.
And all thfTorldS" ^„^'*°8^high, <" P^^er,m tribute .eet to liftSaTS^g"''-.
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T«« thii my note, remembering empire', boundiNot larger than the loyalty that upholdi;
Not wider than the speech that makes ni one:
Not greater than the pride of olden dreami,
Of common blood, of common faith and song.

Fop vain the splendor and the freedom vast.
And vam the iron power that makes it sure,^d vam the mighty toil that would endure
If love be not the anchor that withstands.

For earth is worn of conquest-sanguined states.
And bloody wars for base, material ends,
Of blatant voices calling unto strife

:

Only the calm and patient will remain.
Only the noble effort will endure.

And he, Imperial Edward, august son
Of her who, gracious, noble, held so long
Her people's fealty: he who stands for all
This vast, earth-circling rule, beneficent.
This power that makes for freedom round the world
WTiose rule is one with those wise, ancient laws '

Of mighty Alfred ; that rare golden speech
Of Shakespeare made immortal, liberty
Loved of Scot and Saxon where'er wide
Love's golden bonds of kinship gird the world:—
Yea, he, our august monarch, may his rule
Be splendid, fruitful, may his days be spared
To golden out to mellowed olden age
To rale us happy, with his noble Queen.

And we, true steadfast Britons, severed wide,
Where ever Orient skies, hyperion star
Shine on the mighty pulsings of the world.
Keep we the loyalty to our speech and blood.
Brother with brother, kindred peoples set
About the base of one imperial throne.
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VAPOR AND BLUB
841

Vapor and Blue

Domed ,rith the azure of heaven

Girt with a magical girdle,

TH^""^'"!" •vapor of re.t_

tT^T '\\'»'«"'1 water,.
The* are the laltes of theVert.

^sSti?'
»'"'».»*""«' music,

Spinta of nugt and of flame
M^nlit memories left here '

By god. who long ago came,

IwJlataymeandreatmeawhilf:

Aad store in my heart old mwic
Melodie. gathered and 8,Sg'

When the heart of the world w2 young
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The aiiUren of the Fown

Oct forever and forever.
Where onr tresses glint and shiver
On the icy moonlit air;

Come we from a land of gloaming.
Children lost, forever hoiing.

Never, never reaching there:
Bide we, ride we, ever faster.
Driven by our demon master.
The wild wind in his despair.

Bide we, ride we, ever home.
Wan, white children of the foam.

In the wild October dawning
When the heaven's angry awning
Leans to lakeward, bleak and drear-And along the black, wet ledges.

Under icy, cavemed edges.
Breaks the lake in maddened fear;And the woods m shore are moaning

Thai you hear our weird intoning.
Mad, late children of the year.'

Bide we, nde we, ever home.
Lost, white children of the foam.

AU grey day, the black sky under,
WhCTe the beaches moan and thunder.
Where tte breakers spume and comb.You may hear our riding, riding

You may hear onr voices chiding
Under glimmer, under gloam.-

Like a far-off infant wailiig,



T»B CHILDREN OF THE FOAM

For the voice, of OUT h5me:
^'

S'^fJ«'"de we. ever home,'
Haunted children of the foam.

Of°lt'
'"'•^''^''t' 'hen the glimmer

On» ™^ 1. ? ™'*8 "nns tosjins

Under gloor .,f lake and skieT-
'

Jou may hear onr moniSulStW

Ji.tedi^Se-^Komr'"^'-^^^
Wild, white chUdren of the foam.

THiere, forever and forever,
WiU no demon-hate dissevw

The^, Tp-fif''*?
""^ "^* «»d dream;inere is neither fear nor fret thereWhen the tired children get there

p
O-Jy dews and pallid bfam'

Sj^lr-ttif.'-:Of the children of the foam.
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Balm of peacefulness inglidinit.
Dream we through our riding ridinirAs we homeward, homeward fare^'
R'duigridmg, ever home,
Wild, white children of the foam.

^nder pallid moonlight beaming,

t\ !{'".*'' midnight gleamhJg,
And the ebon arch of night

:

Bound the rosy edge of morning.
Yon may hear our distant homing.

Hiding, riding, ever faster,
'

i>men by our demon master.
Under darkness, under light;

ftde we, ride we, ever home.
Wild, white children of the foam.

How One Winter Canw in the Lake Region

^ riTi" ."'I''*'"
the autumn world stood stiUClothed in tb^ shadow of a smoky C- '

Sd !n trt^i""^' *« ^^ ^^ lostl^ willAnd aU the lands were hushed by wood Md hil'l
'

In those grey, withered days.
'""'

Tht fi i^ *^ ""^^ ''°'^d nestle in a cloud-The fisherman, a ghost, did cast his net; '

A.d h V^^ ^•"8°' *° '">«fe "^d fret.And hushed its caverns loud.

^*q»« ^v,%"?°'^ rr*' *•"« Wrds were mute.



ON THE SHORE

^-^*° -IV ««11 hnshed the season's moodThe^« ,t.yed in theirnS"Kluid

In weiri e^^'l* '"""«"«' ««»-. "tood

When one^tr«,ge night the sm. like blood went

Flooding the heavens in a ruddy hue-
'^™!^"''^'*'«"^«fi«"'«P«-h«d«.d

^«?::ve*\rsrrh.*^ "-" ^'^ ^-.

Fast feU tte^vtojrow!'^ '"^ ""* !""'«.

On the Shore

(Ar)

^"IL^^^^ "P'"*^ ^'*«»"> Wows in the dawnAbont the cool bine bosom of the"ake ^
Th! w.?''

'"' "'* *°'« »ild voieeTwlkeThe watery curves and windy reeds upol.

And wingM creatures haunts ofS fo«:i.And dreams and silence the" dL wLttRound the grey edge where lidded nig^haS^X

Stf



On haggard f«iwuS o f"!""""
Wirn.".' •J^r 'If*'"'''

*h« rude h^doorWith palsied hsnda, chin bending to hhfcn«-Mendmg dead youth in mesh^ of a net^

The Winter Lakes

'^-^^^SSrS^he
Under the^^Wer of stars «.d the purple of eunseta

W«.„^d waste «.d white, stretch the great lakes

But oVtSnrit^d wJ?^%K''''l'
chiller and dumber ' '*'""* *"' ««>''

^T,;"i^" ^'»^'«"'. -<J the griefs of winter

'"*'fo:L?nr"""'"'*°"*°'*'>«^^"^
ITnder the^unsef. flush and the pallid, faint ,^^^

""''"'Solr^-
'''°-' '«- -idnight surfs are

Thunders of wintry woe over the spaces wan.

Land* that loom like snectres vW,t^
W.H- of deflate Sl'e^StfwlK^^;



^ tAKE MEMORY
,^.

\''°^t°Jr'«-'"^ ^-'".Within the. ^on. WHO

Shadow sha^s tH.t CX^^''^-^^:^^

""ri/^nrr'^"^ ««'«' '"- the .i^hty .„rf

wA'?ol""
'""^ -'-' " -^ward and ^^.

A Uke Memory

The lake comes throbbinir in with „ • .
AcioM aese flats atW^tr '^°"* °' P««»

Ite eyes the^n!-^^^™^^Pha"om fills her place;
This rain of sdmv th.f w f'' '*= ^^^

'P"y ™t Wows about my face.
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The Fligfat of die Gdlt

Out over the spaces.
The sunny, bine places.
Of water and sky;

Where day on day merges
In nights that reel byj

Through calms and through surges.
Through storminga and lulls,
O, follow,

, Follow,
The flight of the gulls.

With wheeling and reeling.
With skimming and stealing
We wing with the wind.

Out over the heaving
Of grey waters, leaving
The lands far behind.

And dipping ships' hulls.
0, follow.

Follow,
The flight of the gulls.

TTp over the thunder
Of leefs tha lie under.
And dead .^ailors' graves;

Like snowflakes in summer,'
Like blossoms in winter.
We float on the waves.

And the shore-tide that pulls.
0, follow,

^

Follow,
The flight of the gulls.



»01V SPRING CAMS

Mf°»k?<"' the wild vMto«Of «ie lakes m their faatnesfcTheir heaven', blue man?'
Th^cometothiaregioi, '

From the dwellingi of man
!*•!« the lifes^are ^LiZ.

_,. ^ Follow,
ihe flight of the gulla.

340

How Spring Came

(To die Ub RegiM)

But dawns .nd^sn^ft,T^r% '«^,«d;
And noon and nieht ZfS """h^ead faces,

«trand ^^* ''""'"' "'^Pt '»m strand to

'^^^l^^Z^r -«*«i ««ches.
And woke'^S^'^"^/"^' fr<»»

f.-^olate deeps;

-ndflam^ltoriferKr^-eSsI;,.,

JfJtrs oTr^::f„?~tj?*^ ^-"<"^"..
And faces white from I^rL °of^^t l''^^

"'.'» ""«-
Now rosier g.«w to ««et the kSg ;r''"'^'
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Lake Huron

(Oeaohr)

MiLM and miles of lake and forest,
MUes and miles of sky and mist,

Marsh and shoreland where the rushes
Rustle, wind and water kissed;

Where the lake's great face is driving,
Dnvmg, drifting into mist.

Miles and miles of crimson glories,
Autumn's wondrous fires ablaze;

Miles of shoreland red and golden.
Drifting into dream and haze;

'

Dreaming where the woods and vapors
Melt in myriad misty ways.

Miles and miles of lake and forest.
Miles and miles of sky and mist;

Wild birds calling where the rushes
Bustle, wind and water kissed

;

Where the lake's great face is driving.
Driving, drifting into mist

Sunset, Lake Huron
(SeptailM.)

The sunbeams fall in golden flakes.
Like snow-banks flamed the clouds are furled-

The soft light shakes
'

On wave that breaks
On wave, far round the gleaming world.



SUATSSr. LAKE HURON
OrMt broTO bare rocki, wet. purple dved

Bleak sweep of tide,
Orejr. towed, scaree-plowed by keel or helm.

In^:?ed"^S;.£«"""^-'^»d-e.
^^e grey night slips
The cerements of her shronded grave.

And buildeth np her arches dark.

Tifcu™™ °' *« dim dead diy.Till earth may mark ^'

Bach Inminoug spark
Of stars that far L heaven stray.

^bC/1'' '^^ '"'' ?•"«'»<'» hands

From Eblis lands)
A shrond for the great lake beneath;

That beats and moans, a prisoned thin^
Bock-mamicled beneath the night,

'^'

And teUs each shore, " '

Foierer more
Its sorrow in the pallid light.

8S1
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Nama.W.y.Qj«.Donk-The Bay <rf ShiTBeon.
(WriBn Boirlioad)

Cold in the autumn night-
Sleeping upth ito waters bright,
Qililed by the moon's pale light.
Stretching to the northward white-
Bests the Bay of Sturgeons.

Huddled ronnd it, sleeping soft.
Looming their great forms aloft
In the moonlight;

Bearded, grey, the great rocks stand
Silent, hushed, on either hand,
As if some dusky warrior band.
To-night, hushed, from the spirit land.
Came back once more.

Gliding here on either shore,
Lingering near the haunts of yore.
But to hear the waves once more
As in nights long, long before.
Whisper: Medwayosh.

Towering stem, each blanket round.
Have the silent ages wound.
As they watched above each mound,



THE BAY OF STURGEONS

^ the grtve or Uttla-ground,
Whew «tch warrior ileept.

Once by thwe shore, thew warrior, played

An7«T ^'""^ "" '»"^«° .trayodf'And a. they parted coyly stayed
To plight their troth.

^d oft when .nmmer moons were younff,When .waying branches murmuring hun^
J^hispered their love, in unknown toSOft in the autumn harvest fea4
Through purple mists from out 'the cast

Kise o'er the forest.

Hero many a warrior sleops below,
Hi. place of rest full well they know,

But m these dreamy walls of fern.
Swathed m deep rest, they never turn.

Through the dim age. soft they sleep.
Wrapt ,n calm slumber, long and deep,
While Nepenthean dews their eyelids steep.

Awild, strange banquet long am
Y^rte '° ""^* "' festive glowAnd mirthful sounds, burnt sudden low.

sunset, old long wandered down:O ancient Indian shore and town.
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Time*! ttnwge dark roll hath wrapt arannd
Thy dreamlesB ilcep.

aaddest picture of a race

—

A wild and passionate broken race

—

That melting nightward leaves no trace,
No camp-fire on the iweet, loved face
Of their own land

;

As shades that wander to their rest,

Toward those dim regions of the west
And setting sun.

No wonder that in sternest close
The last wild war-ciy weirdly rose,

To break the settler's short repose
In midnight hour.

Sleep, sleep, by dreamy bank and stream;
Sleep through the dim year's afternoon

;

Let no strange babblers break thy dream,
No softer, weaker voices wean
Thee from thy rest.

Sleep, sleep, by dreamy shore and glen;
Sleep on through murk, and mist, and moon.
Through the mad years of modem men.
While only dreams of cave and fen
Fill each wild breast.

^/
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