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  Beyond the Hills of Dream




  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 world of fancy free,




  Where hearts forget to weep;—




  Over the mountains of dream, my Love,




  Over the hills of sleep.




  Over the hills of care, my Love,




  Over the mountains of dread,




  We come to a valley glad and vast,




  Where we meet the long-lost dead:




  And there the gods in splendor dwell,




  In a land where all is fair,




  Over the mountains of dread, my Love,




  Over the hills of care.




  Over the mountains of dream, my Love,




  Over the hills of sleep;—




  Could we but come to that heart’s desire,




  Where the harvests of fancy reap,




  




  Then we would know the old joys and hopes,




  The longings of youth’s bright gleam,




  Over the mountains of sleep, my Love,




  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;




  And there the old lips would repeat




  Earth’s memories o’er and o’er,




  Over the mountains of might-have-been,




  Over the hills of yore.




  Unto that valley of dreams, my Love,




  If we could only go,




  Beyond the mountains of heart’s despair,




  The hills of winter and snow,




  Then we would come to those happy isles,




  Those shores of blossom and wing,




  Over the mountains of waiting, my Love,




  Over the hills of spring.




  And there where the woods are scarlet and gold,




  And the apples are red on the tree,




  The heart of Autumn is never old




  In that country where we would be.




  




  And how would we come to that land, my Love?




  Follow the midnight stars,




  That swim and gleam in a milk-white stream,




  Over the night’s white bars.




  Or follow the trail of the sunset red




  That beacons the dying deeps




  Of day’s wild borders down the edge




  Of silence, where evening sleeps;




  Or take the road that the morning wakes,




  When he whitens his first rosebeam,




  Over the mountains of glory, my Love,




  Over the hills of dream.




  Sometime, sometime, we will go, my Love,




  When winter loosens to spring,




  And all the spirits of Joy are ajog,




  After the wild-bird’s wing,—




  When winter and sorrow have opened their doors




  To set love’s prisoners free,




  Over the mountains of woe, my Love,




  Over the hills of dree.




  And when we reach there we will know




  The faces we knew of yore,




  The lips that kissed, the hands that clasped,




  When memory loosens her store,




  




  And we will drink to the long dead years,




  In that inn of the golden gleam,




  Over the mountains of sleep, my 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 golden 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.




  




  




  Morning




  When I behold how out of ruined night




  Filled with all weirds of haunted ancientness,




  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 shades of sadness and affright;




  O, 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 out death’s night for us




  The marvels of a morning gladder still




  Than ever trembled into beauty here?”




  




   




  




  Out of Pompeii




  She lay, face downward, on her bended arm,




  In this her new, sweet dream of human bliss,




  Her heart within her fearful, fluttering, warm,




  Her lips yet pained with love’s first timorous kiss.




  She did not note the darkening afternoon,




  She did not mark the lowering of the sky




  O’er 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




  The city overwhelmèd, 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 name—




  In love’s sweet musings doth lie dreaming yet.




  The dread hell passed, the ruined world grew still,




  And the great city passed to nothingness:




  




  The ages went and mankind worked its will.




  Then men stood still amid the centuries’ press,




  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.




  Her head, face downward, on her bended arm,




  Her single robe that showed her shapely form,




  Her wondrous fate love keeps divinely warm




  Over the centuries, past the slaying storm.




  The heart can read in writings time hath left,




  That linger still through death’s oblivion;




  And in 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,




  Feel that red kiss across the centuries glow,




  And make all heaven rosier by her blush.




  




  




  Morning on the Shore




  The lake is blue with morning; and the sky




  Sweet, clear, and burnished as an orient pearl.




  High in its vastness scream and skim and whirl




  White gull-flocks where the gleaming beaches die




  Into dim distance, where great marshes lie.




  Far in ashore the woods are warm with dreams,




  The dew-wet road in ruddy sunlight gleams,




  The sweet, cool earth, the clear blue heaven on high.




  Across the morn a carolling school-boy goes,




  Filling the world with youth to heaven’s stair;




  Some chattering squirrel answers from his tree;




  But down beyond the headland, where ice-floes




  Are great in winter, pleading in mute prayer,




  A dead, drowned face stares up immutably.




  




  




  Bereavement of the Fields




  IN MEMORY OF ARCHIBALD LAMPMAN, WHO DIED FEBRUARY 10, 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.




  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;




  But rather, with those gentler souls apart,




  




  He dreamed like his own summer days along,




  Filled with the beauty born of his own heart,




  Sufficient in the sweetness of his song.




  Outside this prison-house of all our tears,




  Enfranchised from our sorrow and our wrong,




  Beyond the failure of our days and years,




  Beyond the burden of our saddest song,




  He moves with those whose music filled his ears,




  And claimed his 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,
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