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I looked on Sorrow, tragical and dread;
Beheld the anguish in her sunken eyes,
Which yearned no longer upward to the skies,—

As dumbly pleading to be comforted,—

But bent their blinded vision on the dead:
The dead removed—how far!—from human sighs,
Lying majestic, as a conqueror lies,

Indifferent to tears, so costly shed.




But as I pondered, seeking, soul-oppressed,
To read the riddle of a world like this—
Where Nature still seems waiting to destroy,
I saw immortal Love descend and kiss,

With timid wonder, reverent and blest,
The quivering eyelids and the lips of Joy!
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He came to us with dreams to sell—
Ah, long ago it seems!

From regions where enchantments dwell,

He came to us with dreams to sell,—
And we had need of dreams.




Our thought had planned with artful care,
Our patient toil had wrought,

The roomy treasure-houses where

Were heaped the costly and the rare,—
But dreams we had not bought:




Nay; we had felt no need of these,
Until with dulcet strain,

Alluring as the melodies

That mock the lonely on the seas,
He made all else seem vain;




Bringing an aching sense of dearth,
A troubled, vague unrest,

A fear that we, whose care on Earth

Had been to garner things of worth,
Had somehow missed the best.



 ​Then, as had been our wont before,—
Unused in vain to sigh,—

We turned our treasure o'er and o'er,

But found in all our vaunted store
No coin that dreams would buy.




We stood with empty hands: but gay
As though upborne on wings,

He left us; and at set of day

We heard him singing, far away,
The joy of simple things!




He left us, and with apathy
We gazed upon our gold;

But to the world's ascendancy

Submissive, soon we came to be
Much as we were of old.




Yet sometimes when the fragrant dawn
In early splendor beams,

And sometimes when, the twilight gone,

The moon o'er-silvers wood and lawn,
An echo of his dreams




Brings to the heart a swift regret
That is not wholly pain,

And, grieving, we would not forget

The vision, hallowed to us yet,—
The hope that seemed so vain.



 ​And then we envy not the throng
That careless passes by,

With no remembrance of the song,

Though we must listen still, and long
To hear it till we die!
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In the heart of the forest arising,
Slim, ghostly, and fair,

Ethereal offspring of moisture,
Of earth and of air;

With slender stems anchored together
Where first they uncurl,

Each tipped with its exquisite lily
Of mother-of-pearl;

'Mid the pine-needles, closely enwoven
Its roots to embale,—

The Indian-pipe of the woodland,
Thrice lovely and frail!




Is this but an earth-springing fungus—
This darling of Fate

Which out of the mouldering darkness
Such light can create?

Or is it the spirit of Beauty,
Here drawn by love's lure

To give to the forest a something
Unearthy and pure:

To crystallize dewdrop and balsam
And dryad-lisped words

And starbeam and moonrise and rapture
And song of wild birds?
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Love, dost thou smile—believing thou shalt cheat

The triform Fates, because thou art so sweet?

Thy beauty, which delights and makes afraid,

Shall surely as the rose of autumn fade,

And pain and grief shall find thee, and slow scorn;
And thou shalt know neglect, and friendship hollow;

And at the last, pale hope, thy light of morn,
Shall bring thee to a goal where none will follow.




Love, dost thou weep—in all the sorrowing earth,

Thou the one only thing of perfect worth?

Midnight and morn alike to thee belong;

Poor, thou art rich; defenceless, thou art strong;

Upon thy altar burns perpetual fire
That mounts and flames aloft to heaven's high portal;

Thou quickenest, from evil, pure desire,—
Triumphant in defeat, in death immortal!
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There is a legend somewhere told

Of how the skylark came of old
To the dying Saviour's cross,

And circling round that form of pain

Poured forth a wild, lamenting strain,
As if for human loss.




Pierced by those accents of despair,

Upon the little mourner there
Turning his fading eyes,

The Saviour said, "Dost thou so mourn,

And is thy fragile breast so torn,
That Man, thy brother, dies?



"O'er all the world uplifted high,

We are alone here, thou and I;
And near to heaven and thee

I bless thy pity-guided wings!

I bless thy voice—the last that sings
Love's requiem for me!



"Sorrow shall cease to fill thy song;

These frail and fluttering wings grown strong,
Thou shalt no longer fly
Earth's captive—nay, but boldly dare

The azure vault, and upward bear
Thy transports to the sky!"




Soon passed the Saviour; but the lark,

Close hovering near Him in the dark,
Could not his grief abate;

And nigh the watchers at the tomb,

Still mourned through days of grief and gloom,
With note disconsolate.




But when to those sad mourners came,

In rose and amethyst and flame,
The Dawn Miraculous,

Song in which sorrow had no part

Burst from the lark's triumphant heart—
Sweet and tumultuous!




An instant, as with rapture blind,

He faltered; then, his Lord to find,
Straight to the ether flew,—

Rising where falls no human tear,

Singing where still his song we hear
Piercing the upper blue!
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Hast thou for honor laid ambition down?
Honor, itself, shall be thy sure reward,
A guard more certain than a flaming sword,—

A crown—above a crown.




Since it is honor stays thy lofty quest,
Welcome the high defeat thy spirit dares!
Aye, wear it proudly as a victor wears

The star upon his breast!
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↑ Motto of Sir Richard Burton.
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Sweet is the birth of love, and the awaking,
The bashful dream, the faltering desire,

The vision fair—of all fair things partaking—
The wonder, the communicable fire:

Sweet is the need to give and to obtain,—
And sweet love's pain!
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