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GREEN is the plane-tree in the square,
 The other trees are brown;
 They droop and pine for country air;
 The plane-tree loves the town.




Here from my garret-pane, I mark
 The plane-tree bud and blow,
 Shed her recuperative bark,
 And spread her shade below.




Among her branches, in and out,
 The city breezes play;
 The dun fog wraps her round about;
 Above, the smoke curls grey.




Others the country take for choice,
 And hold the town in scorn;
 But she has listened to the voice
 On city breezes borne.
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WHAT ails my senses thus to cheat?
 What is it ails the place,
 That all the people in the street
 Should wear one woman’s face?




The London trees are dusty-brown
 Beneath the summer sky;
 My love, she dwells in London town,
 Nor leaves it in July.




O various and intricate maze,
 Wide waste of square and street;
 Where, missing through unnumbered days,
 We twain at last may meet!




And who cries out on crowd and mart?
 Who prates of stream and sea?
 The summer in the city’s heart—
 That is enough for me.
 





A March Day in London.


Table of Contents



[image: ]




THE east wind blows in the street to-day;
 The sky is blue, yet the town looks grey.
 ’Tis the wind of ice, the wind of fire,
 Of cold despair and of hot desire,
 Which chills the flesh to aches and pains,
 And sends a fever through all the veins.




From end to end, with aimless feet,
 All day long have I paced the street.
 My limbs are weary, but in my breast
 Stirs the goad of a mad unrest.
 I would give anything to stay
 The little wheel that turns in my brain;
 The little wheel that turns all day,
 That turns all night with might and main.




What is the thing I fear, and why?
 Nay, but the world is all awry—
 The wind’s in the east, the sun’s in the sky
 The gas-lamps gleam in a golden line;
 The ruby lights of the hansoms shine,
 Glance, and flicker like fire-flies bright;
 The wind has fallen with the night,
 And once again the town seems fair
 Thwart the mist that hangs i’ the air.




And o’er, at last, my spirit steals
 A weary peace; peace that conceals
 Within its inner depths the grain
 Of hopes that yet shall flower again.
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To see my love suffices me.
 —Ballades in Blue China.












SOME men to carriages aspire;
 On some the costly hansoms wait;
 Some seek a fly, on job or hire;
 Some mount the trotting steed, elate.
 I envy not the rich and great,
 A wandering minstrel, poor and free,
 I am contented with my fate—
 An omnibus suffices me.




In winter days of rain and mire
 I find within a corner strait;
 The ’busmen know me and my lyre
 From Brompton to the Bull-and-Gate.
 When summer comes, I mount in state
 The topmost summit, whence I see
 Crœsus look up, compassionate—
 An omnibus suffices me.




I mark, untroubled by desire,
 Lucullus’ phaeton and its freight.
 The scene whereof I cannot tire,
 The human tale of love and hate,
 The city pageant, early and late
 Unfolds itself, rolls by, to be
 A pleasure deep and delicate.
 An omnibus suffices me.
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