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Witfi two c-Nccptions. all the following Poems have

appeared in "The Daily Chronicle" or " The Graphic,"

and the Author's thanks are due to the Editors for

their kind permission to reprint them.

The Poem appearing on pag^ 38 has this year

gained the Liverpool University '• Hemans F'rize " for

lyrical poetry.
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Songs in Time's Despite
U\

I

The Ferry

Beneath, the sombre river rolls,

Above, the stal)le stars look down,
Around me are a thousand souls.
Before them are a tli msand poals

In yonder glimmerinjr town.

I fjaze upon the dawninrr shore,
I move amid the phantom throntr

;

A cadence of the days of yore
Comes floating through the cabin door-

It is too sad a song !

Bear me, brave Boat, upon the Tide,
Thy Heart will soon its throbbing cease

;

In questioning I must abide
Till I shall gain the other side.

My Home is there—my peace.

If

-if

: (I
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The Island of the Dead

Borne on a sombre barge, array'd in white,
Upon a sea as 'twere of molten lead,

Beneath a sky charged with a mystic light,

They brought her to the Island of the Dead.

Gaunt granite cliffs rose sheer from out the deep,
Shoreless, far based in adamant below

;

The air was hush'd, like as a house asleep-
Sleep that had smooth'd the aching brow of woe.

They came unto a low and open place.

And gently brought their lucent freight to land :

Each with a sigh gazed on her dreaming face,

Each ycarn'd to speak, but none could speech com-
mand.

All reverently they bore her to a glade

Amid immortal poplar trees and yew,
And there w^ithin a cave their hope thev laid,

Ai\d knelt around and wept— but not with rue.

Then back toward the island's stonv mar^e
They turned and left her. glaneitig oft behind,

And entering slow into the empty barge,

Launch'd their lithe oars and ^ped as on the wind.

10
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The Dead Leader

(On the occasion of the death of Sir Henry Campbell-
Lannerman.)

Peace ! Ye noisy factions, peace !

Let your wordy clamour cease
;

Turn and see a leader low,
Do him honour, friend or foe.

Honour him, a soldier true,

Standing firm when friends were few
;

Sinjrle-eyed, and brave, and good,
Clad in mail of rectitude.

Death alone could make him yield
;

Bear him slowly from the field
;

Now for him the fight is done,
'

And his long repose is won.

ti
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In Manus Tuas

Dark thouph it be,

Let it be true !

Give thou to me
The naked view !

Fearless I rjo

Into the nijrht.

Heedless of woe
Or Death's affright !

Out of the Past.

With all its woes,

Unto this last,

With all its foes.

On to the fore.

Into the ijloorn,

On to the shore.

Into the tomb !

Sternly I tread

The invious road
;

Nothing I dread—
My end is God !

12
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After Rain

I thought the sun would never shine again,
But that the world was given o'er to rain.
And that the drooping flowers in their beds
Would never, never raise their smitten heads

And so I laid me down to sigh and weep,
And, weary of my life, I fell asleep :

I slept -a long eternity it seem'd •

I dreanvd-ah
! who ean 'ell me what I dream'd ?

I woke at morn, with -sunlight in my eyes.
And through the casement laugh'd the azure skies !

The forest rang with one triumphant voice,
And all the hills and valleys did rejoice !

Then to my little garden did I haste,
Dreading to find it all a dreary waste

;

But soon to joy was turned rny anxious fear,
For in each flower there gleam'd a happy tear '

13
f
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The Sea

There's forjriveness and forpetfulncss in thee,

Thou solemn surj^injT sea !

The myriad music of thy rythmic roar

As thou dost break in foam upon the shore

Doth strangely comfort me :

For thou art part of yon immensity,

As I of the immortal Soui of All,

Born out of suffering like thy mighty moan,

As on the strand of Time I fall,

A moment known.

Then backward roll into eternity.

The Loom

To and fro the shuttle goes

On the Loom of London town.

Warp and woof of joys aiid woes,

Gold and silver, black and rose ;

But the pattern no one knows,

For 'tis woven upside down !

14



The Web

Thi.-i wcJ, of life so finely spun.
These jrolden saruls how'fast they run'

Ah! Soul, why dost thou jrrieve ''

Ihe sorest trial in thy way
Will liist hut for a lloetin^r day.

Time ever did deeeive:
These things that so endurincr seem

These ills that haunt thv brain,
Jjhall \anish even as a dream.

And nothing shall remain.

Nor trouble thou thv little mind
Oer dea:h, for Death is verv kind-

Sweet Birth and Death are twilis •

One sets thy feet upon life's road,
Ihe other bears thee back to God,

And buries but thy sins.
Thy refutre is Eternity,

Fear not Time's false alarms;
i^or thou hast always under thee

The Everlasting Arms.

I

if
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Under the Snow

Over the wall I look, aiul lo !

All the {rraves are under the snow :

A more appropriate pall, I ween.

Than Sunuucr's enihroider'd ^arb of j.'reen ;

For Death is white, and eold, and dumb,

And on its waste there's ne'er a erumb

For the birds fuflorn of yester-year.

That wait to see the Sprnig appear ;

That wait and starve in peri)lex'd despair.

And dream of a world that once was fair.

16
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The Deserted Harbour

{To (I Toxin -ahich on<r nr/.v a Port, hut nhich (he receding
sea ha.s lill : it i.s n Port no longer.)

Tliou ()l(l-limc Mistress of tlu- amorous Sea.
Whose loviiiLT nriiis he once did round Ihec lling

;Who l)ore from distant lands his jrifts to thee,
'I her} Icit tliec to irnniorlal sorrovvin" !

»

f,i

1 i

How oft th( white-winjr'd jralleons from afar
Have hailed thy sun-ht turrets o'er the main !

Th\ shores liave echoed witli the shoek of war,
']"he victor's shout, tlie cries of valiant slain !

Tliese nioss-<rro\vn wharves, and wide deserted ways
;

These crumlilin-r fanes and liaunts of merchandise,
Seem wrapij'd ii dreams of unreturnini,' days:

Here one miyht ponder and <rrow sad -l)ut wise.

How many stories mij^ht these stones recall,

Stories of love and sorrow— all fortjot !

Here did the sordid merchant rise and fall;

The luckless |)oet mused upon his lot.

Here did the wild reformer weave his dreams
Of earth-bound satisfaction for the race

;

The [)ious priest expounded heavenly themes,
And talked with the Eternal face to face.

I'TI
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The poinpous monarch with his gaudy train
Strutted his little hour in tinsel state;

The toiler si)ciit his fiowers of hand and brain —
And all have yielded to a kindred fate.

How mean the vaunted sovcrei<»nty of man !

Tliis earth has l)uried myriads of his kind
;

The most triumphant empire in the van
Shall tire and fall, and soom be left behind.

Dream on. Old Love ! hark to the murnnjrinfr Sea

!

The wild fill's ery, the voiees from the shore!
Dream of a day when he'll return to thee —

Alas ! thou shalt be dreaming evcrinorc !

18



My Friend

He sail'd away hy the nii(lni<rht tide
Across the Western ,ei)

;

All dark .ind still his eraft did ^lide,

He look'd not hack on me.

He look'd not hack, he pave no sifrn

That he was loth to po
;

He fix'd his eyes on the far sea-line

Where the golden stars did glow.

I eall'd, and eall'd with stifled breath,
I wept upon the shore

;

IJut he sail'd away on the ship of Death
To the land of Nevermore !

.. f
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Omar

Fain would I life's perplexities lesirjn,

And cease o'er fickle Fortune to repine.

Ignore this mora! mentor in my breast,

And drow.. my sorrows in thy wanton wine:

But Tor this Something in ,iiy being's core.

Which lingers in the l';ist and looks Before,
Which, though 'tis coax'd and pamper'd— worries

yet ;

And, though it gluts, still craves a. d calls for more I

Alas ! f'>r :r,c. my Omar Khayyani sweet.
There grows no vine with fruitage so complete
On earth to yield thy pcate-im])artiiig wine—

Thou knowcsi that thine own is counterfeit.

Much as I'd love thy vintage to c(,nsume,
I must away, though it l>e to my doon)—

I have a mortal tjuarrel with my Fate !

I envy not thy rose-hesj)rinkrd tomb.

Farewell ! sweet Omar— and my thanks to thee,
For thou hast Jung my sorrows charmingly

;

But thou dost dwell in shclter'd gardens fair —
And I must put me out upon the Sea.

20
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Here is a Day

!

Here is a day, and here is a man—
Muscle and brain, and heart and soul

;

Here is a world for to scheme and plan,

There is night and the stars for goal !

Whether it all be a fleeting dream,
Or be it solid and fix'd and real,

Heed not at all, but follow the gleam.
The beckoning star of your ideal !

Fate is a word that the Devil made ;

Luck is the lie of the man who shirks
;

Set your hand to your j^roper trade—
All things come to the man who works !

Seek no rest from the world of care,

Stay not long in the house of tears ;

Work ! and the world will be glad and fair-

Rest is sure at the end of the years !

'>f

M

I ,

^1

21



The Prophet

A thrush sanj? on a leafless tree,

He sang but * i hinaself and me :

" A fool-sii bird to sing," I said,
" When all the world is cold and dead !

"

His answer, in ,i bolder note,

Came bubbling from his vibrant throat :

" I sing about the world to be !

"

II.

Amid the summer's fragrant bowers
A thrush san.T to my Love and me ;

I look'd ujion the mortal flowers :

" Ah ! Love," I said, " this life of ours
At best is nought but vanity !

Deluded bird, so blithe to sing

When death must come to every thing !
"

He answer'd in a sweeter strain :

" Who gave me life can give again—
I sing Love's immortalitv !

"

22



Paradise Lost

Christmas days in visions rise,

Days before my years were seven,

Ere I grew so worldly wise.

When I saw with other eyes,

And this earth was heaven.

I have grown into a man,
And discarded every toy,

Yet the child I never can.

He is there like Peter Pan—
An immortal boy !

Still he hangs on Christmas Eve
His wee stockings on the bed.

Falls asleep in make-believe.

While the happy fairies weave
Dreams about his head.

v,t
>^
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Though I've studied Nature's laws,

Probed the world unto the heart
;

Trac'd life to its primal cause—
That old mystic Santa Claus

Smiles at all mv art !

' I

All our fine philosophy,

All the wisdom of the wise.

Is but that old fatal tree
;

And our early infancy—
Our lost Paradise !

Vi
^
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SMictrary

Source of my soul, unci Father of my bcin*,'.

Whose will ordaiiiM these years of vanity;
Whose ample eye through distant spaces sceinjr,

T'-rns from the vast and looks in love on me

To chet. I come, like as a bird returning
Swift homeward to its mate at close of day

;

My weary sou' for rest and comfort ycarnin<r,

Sure of my end I cannot miss the way.

Here for a while I tread the path of sorrow.
Alone, and yet I wander not alone :

For even here in fleetinjr hours I borrow
The radiance and the rapture of Thy Throne.

These chafing cares, these evils which surround me,
This fleshy veil that blinds my inward eye,

audy v.orld whose narrow ju\s would bound
me—

Are all forgot when home to Thee 1 fly

This
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Pre-cxistence

Men wonder if they've lived before,

To me the thinjf is plain ;

I've lived a thousand lives of yore,

And I shall live asjnin !

)i

I've lived a lifetime in i^ day,

An aeon in an hour ;

Unnumber'd blooms have fled away,
Yet life is still in flower.

I know not how^ my life l)cgan,

Nor how I'll cease to be ;

But this I kiiow. I never can

Recall non-entitv !

1 i

What though 1 wither in the earth,

And stem and root shall die :

My driven seed shall come to birth

Beneath another skv.
I

25



Liverpool Cathedral

Stone by stone the huiklinfj jjrows,

Each one hewn and fix'd in pain
;

Yet no workman fully knows
What is in the builder's brain.

So this life of ours may be,

With its clamour, toil, and care,

But the l)uildin(T time, and we
Shall at last behold it fair !

26



Two Ships

Two ships of war met on the sea,

And they each had sailors brave and free ;

And the sun on high was shining.

But it was plain they were enemies,

For a shot from each hoom'd on the breeze
;

While the sun on high was shining.

u
! !

They roar'd, and charg'd, and back'd and swerv'd,

Each gave the other what he deserv'd
;

Ana the sua on high was shiniim. n I

They shell' d each other an hour or so
;

And then they suddenly went below !

Yet the sun on high was shining !

And no one knew which ship had won !

And neither knew where the other had gone !

But the sun on high was shining.

1
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God's Library

God has a library,

Wondrous and vast,

V-'here l)ooks arc st(»rcd on the
Shelves of the Past :

Tragedies, comedies.

Dramas of vore.

Dead worlds' lotijr histories—
Infinite lore !

God has His favourite

Volumes, and these

Bound are in vellum white—
Biographies.

I
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The Carpenter

When Jcsiis jiausM uiiiiil His lahour. leaiiinj,'

Upon His plane to take a inonuiit's breath;
Did He. like ine, thus ponder o'er the meaning
Of birth, and hfe, and death ?

Or, when His work nas done and in the ^loaniinjr

He put His tools back in tlie wooden chest,

I wonder if, hke mine, when He was homing,
Deep sadness filled His breast ?

If in the red defeat of dav retrcatintr.

He saw a symbol of His Calvary—
O" if, like me. He felt how life was fleeting.

And wept that it must be ?

If when He laid His body, limp and aching
With duteous toil, upon His humble bed,

He closed His eyes, nor thought upon the waking,
And lost, like me, the dread ?

')

» \

:|!
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The End of It

{To Julia Monion-'' n poor old woman of eighty, who
iva,i carried from a miserable room to a I'ari.s hospital •

sfie had been the finest horsewoman at the Imperial
Circus, and the ' Emperor's friend' '\)

fair in form and face was she,

Lonf^ atjo

(Sinir it low)
;

Built in perfect symmetry,
Loved by all the world was she

(SinfT it low),

Long afjo !

Full of life as grape of wine.
Sorrow free,

Merrily

Squander'd she her charms divine,
Till life's sweetness turned to brine

;

Gentle be,

Fair was she !

All her sins are wash'd away,
Wash'd in tears

Through the years,

Unto time and slow decay
Every farthing did she pay

;

Sorrow clears

All arrears !

30



Fair in form and face was she,
Lonp a^jo

(vSinjf it low)
;

Built in perfect symmetry,
Loved hy all the world was she

(Siiiir it low),

Long ago

!

»•

i

i
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The Cr;:rt of Poesy

Ye |i(>cts ulio have never lionic

Tlu- l)ur'icii iiiul tlic luat of tlay.

Will). v\h(ii \c iiKiurn, can (»nl\- nuiurii

With buobits of ii byyone ilay ;

Co burn \()ur va]Md verses all.

And pliinL'e into the present strife;

Go (lire t 'rrojaii to the wall.

And learn yovir poetry fron. ''fe '

Here to your hands are lisui*- llieines,

Had ye the I'oel's eyes to see ;

Here's stuff of which to build >our dreams,

Knew ve the craft of pixsy !

32
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'I lie I.iMig I{vcniugs

Whon T <r('t my pipe a-jroirif.'.

Scafcd in riiy innJc chajr.

With the siii()k<- around me llowing,
And f()ri,'('l niy cvcrv care

;

With tny eyes upon the fire.

And tny mind in rcahns of (|ff>ani,

I ()l)taiii the world's desire.

And of life I taste the cream.

Oh how sweet 'tis to he (piiet.

When the work of day is done.
Free from all the rant and riot

Of the world beneath the sun !

Thou^'h four solid walls surround inc,

And my world seems ver\ small,
There is nothiiifjr that can hound me.

For in thought 1 compass all !

'<
A.
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A Sleep and a Forgetting

We had a tilT last night,

My wile ami I ;

We both thought we were right,

We'd rather die

Than give in, so unhicst,

In anger deep.

We laid iis down to rest,

And fell asleep.

Smiling we w(jke at morn,

As if had l)een

No diseoneerting thorn

Our hearts l)otween ;

In sleep we had forgot

Our differenec.

So we reealled it not

Again from thcnee.

And may it not he so

When we awake.

From that whereto we go.

When morn shall break,

And we shall meet with those

Whom now we fight —

Forget that we were foes

The other night ?

34



Love's Egotism

'Tis straiiifc we met,
How strarifre ! and yet.

It had been strange indeed
If I ha' I <xone

Throuifli Hfe alone,

Nor found my deepest need !

For well I knew
That one like vou

Dwelt somewhere in the earth
;

That we should meet
And he complete.

For this God (rave us birth.

Yea, it may be

For you and me
Alone He made the world,

That all the past

Led to this last

Fair flower of love unfurl'd !
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Time and 1

When tlic woild was younii and fair,

Time and 1 lived well to<,'ether ;

Gilts he fjave nic rich and rare,

Woiidrons j)alaces of air.

Hoi)es that knew ni) tether !

Then old Time «>re\v mean and tjueer ;

All the preeious things he'd given,

Which I'd come to hold so dear.

He took irom me year by year.

Till my heart was riven !

Now o'ld Time a [id 1 are foes,

And I fiulit hnn every hour
;

But the old deceiver knows

He will eotujuer at the close

By his staying power.

Yet I'll fight him to the end

With })ersisteney diurnal :

For I must my heart defend,

Lest I lose my only friend—
Hope in the EterTial.
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The Black Country

Along the eastern sky the hisjffard dawn
Had hung her rosy signal when we eame
Into that eouiitry which they eall "the black"—
A name well-litting. I had been asleep.

And as I looked u[)on the sombre seene,

I wonder'd if it were a dream of hell !

And if the shape that stood beside me were
Another Virgil, and the tl\ ing train

Old Charon's boat ! Now heavy clouds of smoke
Marr'd all the delicate promise of the east :

Drear fields of hapeless structures lay around,
Gaunt chinnieys, belching forth sid|)hurous fume
And flame— a sight which to describe would tax
The pen of Daiite. Y;.t this was no dream,
But {)al[)able as it was ghastly ! There,

Amid that hopeless and infernal zone.

Men pass long years of unavailing toil.

And die with faith in neither earth nor heaven !

O God ! And nuist we pay this cruel price

For transitory Empire ? Shall men's souls

Be lethargis'd in myriads, that we
May boast our motors and our ironclads ?
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Nightfall on the Mersey

The stubborn rearguard of the day

Still chalk'ii^es the van of nitjht ;

The tide, full sated, ebbs away.

The last gull takes its seaward flight.

Spectral against the waning West,

The boats at ane>ior rock to sleep ;

The city lulls itself to rest-

Out yonder is the homeless deep.

Along the river's dusky edge.

The lani])s in far perspective merge,

Slow tapering like i starry wedge,

At Ihe horizon's dying verge.

From out the portal of the Knst

The pilgrim stars come silent on—
The great, the less, and then the least,

Till all the dome of night is won.

I stand in thought amid the years,

Cloth'd with a frail mortality :

And. like this harbour, life appears

An Inlet of Immensity :

At which the passing souls of men

Put in for short or longer stay,

Discharge their freight, load up, and then

Slip from their moorings and—away !
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All Souls' Day
{From the (icnixiu <>i Ferdinand von Snar.)

The ovcniiiLr mist, u.re\ . damp and fokl,

IIaii<>s like a \cil across t}if wold,

Enshroiidiiiu all in yloom ;

And in the <,nave-yard on the slope

Of yonder moimtain. lamps of liope

Burn on each silent tomb.

There amaranths, whieh never die.

And loyal aNters ^low :

P'ond tribute tn the dead who lie

In eold repose below.

This is the day when every one

Thinks on the loved ones who are gone,

And (leeks the plaee of rest.

Wh'M'e they to <hi.st in seeret fall.

Heyond recall, beyond recall !

Deep in earth's quiet breast.

The nienioi'ies of the living twine

Round gravestones old and new
;

Fragrant and tender and divine,

Garlands of love and rue

Ihit who remembers those unnam'd.

Unloved, whom none has ever eluimcd,

Who perished far away

Far from their land of home and birth.

Uimiiss'd. UiUnourn"(1 : and back to earth

Have yielded up tlieir clay ?

Yes, one remembers, who has fought,

Who all their woes has known ;

Who oft has shudder'd whei> he thought

Their fate might be hi:; own.
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Late at Night

[From the (k'niuin by Fritz iJcnhord.)

Docs someone knock at my f()r;n()ttt ii door?
The iii^'ht is wild, () come inside to mc !

The nut-tree wails, tiie storm with anary roar

Sweeps throniih tlic tields, the rain drones drearily :

O come to me, lor 1 am all alone !

Art thou an exile rull of woe and pain ?

Art thou a man whom (iod has ceas'd to bless ?

O if thou in the storm and drivinj.' rain,

Wilt put awa\ thy pride and l)itterness—
Come in to me, ! am thv comforter.

I hear a rustling— 'lis a fri<rliten'd child

Beside the l)r()ok there— little outcast, come!
If man's rouyh word hath driv'n thee on the wiu'.

And thou art scekinir for a warmer home —
O come to me, for I have all you seek

But no one comes, not e'en a child doth mind
INIy friendly call, none hrinps to mc his pain

;

On desert hills wanders the gloomy wind.
The nut-tree wails, down [)ours the cold, cold rain.

The night is wild, and I am all alone.
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Rllnd

Like as a l)lind man knocks his way,
Unconscious of the jilowint) daj',

Guided l)y toucli and sound :

E'en so the streets of Tliout^ht I tread,

BUnd to the Sun above my head,

The spirits thronging round.

Though God has will'd my ryes to seal,

He gave me sense to hear and fee!
;

1 will not mourn mv loss :

For when at danger's point I stand,

I know some kind, though unseen hand
Will lead me safe across.
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Amoiif^ the Shadows

I move amoiifr them day l)y day,
I talk with them familiarly ;

But when the daylight flies away,
I know luit them -they know not me.

To-nijiht I wateh"d the sun <,>o down
Heyond the eily's towers atul domes ;

Till twilight, in his dusky ijown.

Bestirr'd the hearths in scjualid homes.

I saw trhost-ehilflren at their plav.

And heard weird voices »hrou<ih the frloom ;

I turiTd and went my <rhoslly wav.
And enler'd my warm, li<fhted room,

I seami'd the patres of I past,

The flat earth rounded to a star !

I wander'd through tlie iilowin<f vast,

And brought strange tidiii<js from afar.

I tot.k my pen to set in rhyme
The wondrous things I'd seen and heard

;

But somethinfj whisper'd, '' 'Tis a crime
;

You must not utter e'en a word !

"

42



Down There

Heic did they bury men lotiir npo,

Saint and siniur. and lii^h and low.

Side by side in immortal sleep.

Each in his little cot, ten foot deep !

I wonder if. down in that solid <,rloom.

They hold eonnnunion, tomb with tomb,
As live folks talk in their beds at niuht
Of Ihinjis that hap])cn'd in broad daylij,dit ?

It may be they talk of their children's pranks,
And kick their eofUns with erumblin},^ shanks,
As they giygle with price at our knowinc; ways.
And compare the new with the olden davs \'
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The (iard

I, too, b e chcer'd ihc f,,II,.„ ,,i the liirht,

^

And otuT d straws „f [...pc t„ drowninjr men
;

I've held my candle in the windy ni;,'ht,

I've given and expected not a^ainf

I've harterd with the aj^es for tluir jrold.

And boarded np their riches m mvhrain
;And every oaud and homely treasure sold.

That I the precious pearloC truth niioht gain :

And what's my profit ? Penury .-^.nd care !

A servile sulfemnce of clever churls,
Who do not know the value of my ware,

Hut, like the swine, would spurn my lucent pearls.

I riuist not urieve o'er irrcmedial wrongs

—

Such ever was the f)orlion jf the liaid
;My duty is to write inmiortal soi^s

;

Hope is my food-a tablet my reward!
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(jivc me a Pen

Give mo a ]ycn, a pen of steel,

DippM ill tuy bosom's blood ;

Tti;a I may set down all I feel.

And fix tbis morbid mood !

Nay, ijive me a pen of ijoid,

Dipp'd in my soul's pure lire ;

And I will tell wbat ne'er was told,

And prove old Death a liar !
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la tnc

lie fell ill love with l'';inic.

And sought h(M- sinik' for years
;

IJiit slif i^riiorM his claim.

Though it was nuule with tears.

He toilM both day and ni<,'ht.

Yet searee eon Id make his l)rea(l

At last, one mornint,' hrii^'ht

Revcal'd him lyinif dead.

Then (hd the ^^trumpet Fame
Fly swiftly to his side.

And, eallini,' loud his name,
BewailM the death he died !
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Captive

liike as a hini, conliiiM uilhiu a rase.

That has iin roum lo spread its wiiiLjs ;iii(l llv
;

Hut, just Id |c(t! (luth all it^ lioiiis tiioa<.'e.

So ill this iinrrow s|ilHrc nt sense ,1111 I

1 try to siii^f, liiit ('\('r llnnuuli llic strniu

The note of soirou all iiiiiiiddcn rings;

My soiitrs arc Iml the proncnv of jiaiii.

Sad laniciitatioiis o'er tlic llii\ df tliiiiirs.

How can I sini,' the jo\(<us songs of honic,

Or stay the urijciit nielodv of tears,

When in this Hahyloii of 'J'inie I roam.
Aye husll'd l)y the chanLnnt,' of the years ?

And so. upf)i) the water's lonely strand,

I sit and weep for my far native land.
'f
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Love and Time

Grieve not that heartless Time ; .lould take away
The gift of youth and beauty which he gave

;

For that was but the model in rough clay

Of the immortal image Love did grave.

Yea. I have rear'd a palace in my heart,

Where thou dost dwell pcreimially fair
;

Its halls arc hung with memory's finest art,

And all Love's tender lore is treasur'd there.

Time or decay its beauty cannot mar,
For it is buildcd in eternity,

And hangs on nothing, wondrous as a star,

Self-pois'd in perfect equanimity :

Who l)uilds obedient to the laws of Love,
Builds what nor Time nor stress can ever move.
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Time, the Vandal

Old Time has played the vandal with my dreams,
And crumbl'd all my palaces to dust

;

And yet I build and or^fanise new schemes
From out the sorry ruin atid the rust.

And these I know will share an e(|ual fate.
And last hut for a brief and brilliant day

;

For Time doth like a thief in ambush wait,

'

And in the night shall steal my hopes away

But thoufrh J his fell treachery foreknow,
I'll build no less securely or less fair

;

For, like a happy child doth bubbles blow—
I'll send my bubbles float uig on the air,

And count myself a conqueror of Time
That I can make such beauty out of slime.
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Heart—Winter

I know that Spriiip; will soon be here ajTain,

Her vital breath pervades the morninir air ;

Old \Vii>ter soon shall end his ruthless reipn,

And all the world, as ever, shall be fair :

But what avails the eoniinji of the Spring ?

Can she the Winter's ravages repay ?

What thoufjh the sun shall aarnish everything,

And Summer robe the world in raiment gay ?

Still in my heart shall Winter reign supreme.

Bleak winds of woe shall wail about n.iy soul
;

Fast loek'd in ice shall be joy's laughing stream.

And I shall huddle o'er hojie's meagre coal !

For Death has hid thy glory from my sight,

Who wert my only source of warmth and light !
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Recognition

Ah ! surely somewhere in the vast unknown
Thy outeast soul hath found a dwelling place

;

To some n.ore perfect planet thou hast flown,

Where I one day shall look into thy face.

I wonder if thou wilt ajjain have birth.

And slowly to a perfect ancel crow ?

If those whom thou hust loved while here on er.xth,

Thou shalt by intuition come to know ?

'Tis strano-e, when first I looked into thine eyes,

A phantom recollection cross'd my mind
;

It may be that my soul did recognise

A kindred spirit in some life behind !

And if r thus shall know thee when we meet—
How glad the recognition, how complete !
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The Play

Two doors there are to Time's revolvinjr stage,

An entrance and an exit, and they swing
For evei' on their hinges, age to age,

While to and fro men's souls are trafFickins.

Two doors there are— the portal is but one,

Where mingle they who eonie and they who go ;

There meets the father his imstluimous son,

And there the soldier elasps his fallen foe.

W^e play in life our Ileavcn-appointed parts.

We fight our mimic battles day by day ;

For baubles vain we strive and break our hearts,

And each man's life is but a passion play.

A play ? Then there are watchers all unseen,
And we are blinded bv the glare between.
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The Truant

When I remember I am on a star,

And thuik of all the unknown stars there be ;

How many a speck that shines in night afar,

Blooms like a flower throughout eternity :

Then doth my mind o'erleap its sensual bound.

My sold escapes the dull confines of clay,

And wanders through the fields of space profound,

Picking fair planets for a sweet nosegay !

But back to school my truant soul again

Full soon is brought to chastisement and tears,

And set to learn the history of pain

And solve the knotted problem of the years.

Thus to my fellow-scholars I'm the fool ;

This sheet's my cap, and poverty's my stool !
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Apologia

I've dar'd the dark, ransacked the haunted room,
And laid the stalking spectres of the mind;

I've scarch'd the in/nost secrets of the tomb,
And trod the vale of shadow lone and blind.

There are no doubts which I have not detain'd,
I've fraternised with Sorrow and Despair

Till not a spark of faith or hope remain'd.
And Love herself refus'd my couch to share.

'Twas not that age or death were drawing nigh,
Or an auiemic youth's morbidity—

My blood is red, and clear my outer eve,
My brain and limbs are shackleless and free :

I dar'd the cheerless avenues of shade
Because I saw so many were afraid.
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"The Second Man"

Two nieii tiicrc- are in nie ; tho first man deals

With mundane matters, and would be content

To pass his days in eonmion service pent,

So lonfi as he is sure of sleep and meals.

He ponders not the passing of the years.

Or dreams of askin*: whither he is bound.

For he is formed out of his bed — the ground,

Where he at last will lie in tired tears.

But there's a second man within my breast,

WHio never can be satisfied with time :

He wanders round the world and finds no rest,

But seeks some cause for grief in every clime.

He rises to empyrean heights sublime.

And makes the very Throne of God his quest

!

i'li
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Psyche

Led by the Spirit throufrh the wilderness,
I sat me down upon a fallen tree,

And musinc upon man's mortality.
Unto the wind I wail'd my heart's'distrcss :

When, as I wept, one came— all loveliness,
I knew not whence, and sweetly spake to me :

" Fair youth," she said, •' what spirit trouhleth thee ?"
And my hot brow she fondly did caress.

Asham'd thus to be taken by surprise
IW one so fair, I bow'd my head full low

;

When round my neck she slid her velvet arm.
And throuph my hewp like a mystic charm

There sjjread a sweet immortalisinj^' alow :

I rose, and lo ! she'd vanish'd-from mine eyes !

.Sfi

I,
I



Circe

Her brows are black, and yet her hair

Is of a fiery hue ;

Her face is strong and strangely fair,

Her eyes are deep sea blue :

And should they look in yours, beware !

They'll search you through and through !

She was not made for wifely bliss,

To rear a laughing i)rood :

Her lips are far too firm to kiss.

She never shall be woo'ed
;

But whom she woos beware of this—
There's tiger in her blood !

Beware ! Beware i Go seek a maid

With all believing eyes.

Who, though of simpler fashion made,

Is not so seeming wise :

And leave the stern and saucy jade

To her vain sorceries.



Death's Bride

Too like the lily is that clieck of thine,
Too chaste and delicate for fondlinj;

;'

Thine eyes arc lit with lustre too divine,
Thou art too frail a thiiii,'.

Thou sccmcst not of ordinary clay—
Hut an illusion, an evasive breath

Of heavenly fragrance, a dear beam of day
Throu;^h the blind chink of death.

Thou art too nnich a soul lor this coarse hand,
I fear to touch thee, lest thou shouldst depart

;

Afar in raptur'd reverence I stand,
Holding my eager heart !

I
'
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Love and I

Love clasp'd iiic with a swift cmt)rjice,

And look'd iih- closely in the eyes,

Pour'd kisses on my hlushinjj faee,

Kre i could question if 'twere wise.

She held my ear witli silv'ry sotij,',

x\nd charin'd to ecstasy my shame ;

All words were music on her tonjfue,

Hut LToUlen music was my name.

Then hand in hand did Love and I

Roam throujih the «lewy meaiis of morn,

\Vearin<f the rose of chastity —
The lily rose that has no thorn.

She led me to her palace crand,

And there we liv'd a {)urf)l(' noon :

She laid her wealth at my command.
Nor lack'd my heart life's sweetest boon.

But Love prew sad at set of sun,

And dofl'd her rich embroider'd vest,

Put on the garment of a nun,

And cross'd her hands upon her breast.
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G<jmc Away

Wake ! my love, for it is day
;

Rise, my Fair Otu-, coriic away !

All the shadows now are flown.

And the sun is on his throne;
llill and dale are drericli'd with dew.
All the world is made anew '

Ilurk ! the sonys of happy f)irds,

Sontrs IIkv sinu; too sweet for words!
Shall I tell thee what they sintr v

'Tis a soiiir of love and sprin<r !

Winter with its wind and rain

Now is past, and Sprinrr aijain

Lif,'htly treads the virj^Mii meads,
Waking all the buried seeds.

Daffodils their trumpets blow
O'er the barren world, and. lo !

All the dead in beauty rise.

And tlie lau<^hin<j azure skies

Bid us through the valleys stray—
Rise, my Fair One, eome away !
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Thi Thrush's Sonj*

The wind is (old, Imt its frosty stinij

Is (hawii. for the ;iir is sweet aiui ficsJi ;

And ill my luislrils I scent the spriiii;.

My spiiit rejoijes in the lU'sh !

Not one s[prin^' only. I»ut all the s[)rint;s—
N'ca. eliiclly those lliaf are farthest Hed

—

Are ill and about me, the thnisli that sin^js

III \on naked tree is a llirusli lonj,' dead.

Lons ''fad ah, this is no monrnfn' rhyme,

I Miiu. like the thrush, a soni; cf hoj)e
;

I!e knows th-.t death is a trick of time.

That a planet is (iod's kaleidoscope !

Sin<r, feather'd hard, till I learn your lay,

Your son}.' of the past and the fair to he;

Spin on, l)ri^ht planet, and hrinjr that day—
The summer dav that is calliiifj me !
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iMay the Seventh, 1910

(Liverpool's " May-Day ").*

Last night the west was weird ; stupendous clouds,

Like a loiiil raiirre of luna'' mountains, stood

Aj^ainst a trajfic sky of ghostly <ircy ;

While overhead hun<^ airy continents,

Dread prcsagers of tempest, whene^ there came
I?ri<^ht, stinginjf darts of icy rain. The air

Secm'd all jjossess'd with howlin<i wraiths, as I

Headed my wav. half blinded, toward the town.

I saw the city's lights like fallen stars.

And men, like ants, creep through its olinimering ways
;

And, as I join'd them, to my ears there came

The solemn tidings of a stricke- King.

Throughout the niuht, as on my bed I lav.

Fitful I slept ; the furies of the north

Went waihng through the streets, as they did sing

A canticle of hell ! At last I rose

And drew aside my casement blind, and lo !

Adown the west there blaz'd the morning star-

Fair Venus ! Daughter of the Sun ! Methought,

Had I ne'er lived for anything but this.—

Through all these stormy years, — 'twere uA in vain!

When on my raptur'd sight the comet gleamed,

That fiery Absalom, which boded ill

To Emperors of old—and from my heart

I breath'd a fearful prayer for Britain's King.

(* Saturday, May 7th, 1910, ivas the day fixed by the

Liverpool Corporation for their May-Dry procession.)
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How tranquil is the morn ! Now scarce a breath
Bestirs the huddiiig twites : blue heaven smiles

In the clear, shallow pools ; the l)ircis rejoice

As if this were the happiest of days !

And is it Jiot ? This is the children's day !

To-day their cherub faces line the streets,

To view the gay ])roccssion. and their hearts

Leap to their eyes for joy, while dulcet cheers

Shall rinj: like music on the sui.lit air !

Then, when the glitterinir pajreantry is passed,

They one and all shall sinjf— " God save

•TIIK KING
IS DEAD !

"

Thus fell the bolt.— Lay by \ our jfauds.

Be silent now. ye streets, for death has turnVi

Our songs of spring to winter's dirge of woe.

He was a noble King. He stopp'd the mouths
Of lions, put to flight the hungry wolves

Of war, and made e'en peace heroic ! Stood

Serene amid the clash of jarring creeds :

And, as a genial sire calmly surveys

The quarrels of his children, he beheld

His people's feuds, and smiled on each and all 1

But if his people feel so keen the loss.

Alas ! sweet Queen, what poignant grief is thine !

Thou fairest flower of Denmark, whom he cull'd

In that glad springtime when his Mother bore

.io womanly the sceptre of our land.

Halcyon those days that greeted thee, O Queen !

When Albert Edward brought thee like a rose

To England— those sweet days are now no more.
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Now Drath, that l)lack enchanter, hath uprais'd

His hand against the sun, and lo ! heaven's orbs

Appear ot noonday ! And the hfe of men
And nations, with their biatant vanities,

Is but an Arab's talc beneath the stars !

THE KM).
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