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[1878]



I




 	 A year ago I breathed the Italian air —

 	And yet, methinks this northern Spring is fair —

 	These fields made golden with the flower of March,

 	The throstle singing on the fathered larch,

 	The cawing rooks, the wood-doves fluttering by,

 	The little clouds that race across the sky;

 	And fair the violet’s gentle drooping head,

 	The primrose, pale for love uncomforted,

 

 	The rose that burgeons on the climbing briar,

 	The crocus-bed, (that seems a moon of fire

 	Round-girdled with a purple marriage-ring);

 	And all the flowers of oar English Spring,

 	Fond snow-drops, and the bright-starred daffodil.

 	Up starts the lark beside the murmuring mill,

 	And breaks the gossamer-threads of early dew;

 	And down the river, like a flame of blue,

 	Keene as an arrow flies the water-king,

 	While the brown linnets in the greenwood sing.

 	A year ago! — it seems a little time

 	Since last I saw that lordly southern clime,

 	Where flower and fruit to purple radiance blow,

 	And like bright lamps the fabled apples grow.

 	Full Spring it was — and by rich flowing vines,

 	Dark olive-groves and noble forest-pines,

 	I rode at will; the moist glad air was sweet,

 	The white road rang beneath my horse’s feet,

 	And musing on Ravenna’s ancient name,

 	I watched the day till, marked with wounds of flame,

 	The turquoise sky to burnished gold was turned.

 	 O how my heart with boyish passion burned,

 	When far away across the sedge and mere

 	I saw that Holy City rising clear,

 	Crowned with her crown of towers! — On and on

 	I galloped, racing with the setting sun,

 	And ere the crimson after-glow was passed,

 	I stood within Ravenna’s walls at last!

 







II






 	 How strangely still! no sound of life or joy

 	Startles the air! no laughing shepherd-boy

 	Pipes on his reed, nor ever through the day

 	Comes the glad sound of children at their play:

 	O sad, and sweet, and silent! surely here

 	A man might dwell apart from troublous fear,

 	Watching the tide of seasons as they flow

 	From amorous Spring to Winter’s rain and snow,

 	And have no thought of sorrow; — here, indeed,

 	Are Lethe’s waters, and that fatal weed

	Which makes a man forget his fatherland.

	 Ay! amid lotus-meadows dost thou stand,

	Like Proserpine, with poppy-laden head,

	Guarding the holy ashes of the dead.

	For though thy brood of warrior sons hath ceased,

	Thy noble dead are with thee! — they at least

 

 	Are faithful to thine honour:— guard them well,

	O childless city! for a mighty spell,

	To wake men’s hearts to dream of things sublime,

	Are the lone tombs where rest the Great of Time.

 







 III







 	 Yon lonely pillar, rising on the plain,

	Marks where the bravest knight of France was slain —

	The Prince of chivalry, the Lord of war,

 	Gaston de Foix: for some untimely star

	Led him against thy city, and he fell,

	As falls some forest-lion fighting well.

 	Taken from life while life and love were new,

 	He lies beneath God’s seamless veil of blue;

 	Tall lance-like reeds wave sadly o’er his head,

 	And oleanders bloom to deeper red,

 	Where his bright youth flowed crimson on the ground.

 	 Look farther north unto that broken mound —

 	There, prisoned now within a lordly tomb

 	Raised by a daughter’s hand, in lonely gloom,

 	Huge-limbed Theodoric, the Gothic king,

 	Sleeps after all his weary conquering.

 	Time hath not spared his ruin — wind and rain

 	Have broken down his stronghold; and again

 	We see that Death is mighty lord of all,

 	And king and clown to ashen dust must fall.

 	 Mighty indeed their glory! yet to me

 	Barbaric king, or knight of chivalry,

 	Or the great queen herself, were poor and vain

 	Beside the grave where Dante rests from pain.

 	His gilded shrine lies open to the air;

 	And cunning sculptor’s hands have carven there

 	The calm white brow, as calm as earliest morn,

 	The eyes that flashed with passionate love and scorn,

 	The lips that sang of Heaven and of Hell,

 	The almond-face which Giotto drew so well,

 	The weary face of Dante; — to this day,

 	Here in his place of resting, far away

 	From Arno’s yellow waters, rushing down

 	Through the wide bridges of that fairy town,

 	Where the tall tower of Giotto seems to rise

 	A marble lily under sapphire skies!

 	Alas! my Dante! thou hast known the pain

 	Of meaner lives — the exile’s — galling chain,

 	How steep the stairs within king’s houses are,

 	And all the petty miseries which mar

 	Man’s nobler nature with the sense of wrong.

 	Yet this dull world is grateful for thy song;

 	Our nations do thee homage — even she,

 	That cruel queen of vine-clad Tuscany,

 	Who bound with crown of thorns thy living brow,

 	Hath decked thine empty tomb with laurels now,

 	And begs in vain the ashes of her son.

 	 O mightiest exile! all thy grief is done:

 	Thy soul walks now beside thy Beatrice;

 	Ravenna guards thine ashes: sleep in peace.

 







 IV







 	 How lone this palace is; how grey the walls!

 	No minstrel now wakes echoes in these halls.

 	The broken chain lies rusting on the door,

 	And noisome weeds have split the marble floor:

 	Here lurks the snake, and here the lizards run

 	By the stone lions blinking in the sun.

 	Byron dwelt here in love and revelry

 	For two long years — a second Anthony,

 	Who of world another Actium made! —

 	Yet suffered not his royal soul to fade,

 	Or lyre to break, or lance to grow less keen,

 	‘Neath any wiles of an Egyptian queen.

 	For from the East there came a mighty cry,

 	And Greece stood up to fight for Liberty,

 	And called him from Ravenna: never knight

 	Rode forth more nobly to wild scenes of fight!

 	None fell more bravely on ensanguined field,

 	Borne like a Spartan back upon his shield!

 	O Hellas! Hellas! in thine hour of pride,

 	Thy day of might, remember him who died

 	To wrest from off thy limbs the trammelling chain:

 	O Salamis! O lone Plataean plain!

 	O tossing waves of wild Euboean sea!

 	O wind-swept heights of lone Thermopylae!

 	He loved you well — ay, not alone in word,

 	Who freely gave to thee his lyre and sword

 	Like Aeschylus at well-fought Marathon:

 	 And England, too, shall glory in her son,

 	Her warrior-poet, first in song and fight.

 	No longer now, shall Slander’s venomed spite

 	Crawl like a snake across his perfect name,

 	Or mar the lordly scutcheon of his fame.

 	 For as the olive-garland of the race

 	Which lights with joy each eager runner’s face,

 	As the red cross which saveth men in war,

 

 	As a flame-bearded beacon seen from far

 	By mariners upon a storm-tossed sea —

 	Such was his love for Greece and Liberty!

 	 Byron, thy crowns are ever fresh and green:

 	Red leaves of rose from Sapphic Mitylene

 	Shall bind thy brows; the myrtle blooms for thee,

 	In hidden glades by lonely Castaly;

 	The laurels wait thy coming: all are thine,

 	And round thy head one perfect wreath will twine.

 







 V







 	 The pine-tops rocked before the evening breeze

 	With the hoarse murmur of the wintry seas,

 	And the tall stems were streaked with amber bright; —

 	I wandered through the wood in wild delight,

 	Some startled bird, with fluttering wings and fleet,

 	Made snow of all the blossoms: at my feet,

 	Like silver crowns, the pale narcissi lay,

 	And small birds sang on every twining spray.

 	O waving trees, O forest liberty!

 	Within your haunts at least a man is free,

 	And half forgets the weary world of strife:

 	The blood flows hotter, and a sense of life

 	Wakes i’ the quickening veins, while once again

 	The woods are filled with gods we fancied slain.

 	Long time I watched, and surely hoped to see

 	Some goat-foot Pan make merry minstrelsy

 	Amid the reed! some startled Dryad-maid

 	In girlish flight! or lurking in the glade,

 	The soft brown limbs, the wanton treacherous face

 	Of woodland god! Queen Dian in the chase,

 	White-limbed and terrible, with look of pride,

 	And leash of boar-hounds leaping at her side!

 	Or Hylas mirrored in the perfect stream.

 	 O idle heart! O fond Hellenic dream!

 	Ere long, with melancholy rise and swell,

 	The evening chimes, the convent’s vesper-bell

 	Struck on mine ears amid the amorous flowers.

 	Alas! alas! these sweet and honied hours

 	Had ‘whelmed my heart like some encroaching sea,

 	And drowned all thoughts of black Gethsemane.

 







 VI







 	 O lone Ravenna! many a tale is told

 	Of thy great glories in the days of old:

 	Two thousand years have passed since thou didst see

 

 	Caesar ride forth in royal victory.

 	Mighty thy name when Rome’s lean eagles flew

 	From Britain’s isles to far Euphrates blue;

 	And of the peoples thou wast noble queen,

 	Till in thy streets the Goth and Hun were seen.

 	Discrowned by man, deserted by the sea,

 	Thou sleepest, rocked in lonely misery!

 	No longer now upon thy swelling tide,

 	Pine-forest like, thy myriad galleys ride!

 	For where the brass-beaked ships were wont to float,

 	The weary shepherd pipes his mourning note;

 	And the white sheep are free to come and go

 	Where Adria’s purple waters used to flow.

 	 O fair! O sad! O Queen uncomforted!

 	In ruined loveliness thou liest dead,

 	Alone of all thy sisters; for at last

 	Italia’s royal warrior hath passed

 	Rome’s lordliest entrance, and hath worn his crown

 	In the high temples of the Eternal Town!

 	The Palatine hath welcomed back her king,

 	And with his name the seven mountains ring!

 	 And Naples hath outlived her dream of pain,

 	And mocks her tyrant! Venice lives again,

 	New risen from the waters! and the cry

 	Of Light and Truth, of Love and Liberty,

 	Is heard in lordly Genoa, and where

 	The marble spires of Milan wound the air,

 	Rings from the Alps to the Sicilian shore,

 	And Dante’s dream is now a dream no more.

 	 But thou, Ravenna, better loved than all,

 	Thy ruined palaces are but a pall

 	That hides thy fallen greatness! and thy name

 	Burns like a grey and flickering candle-flame,

 	Beneath the noon-day splendour of the sun

 	Of new Italia! for the night is done,

 	The night of dark oppression, and the day

 	Hath dawned in passionate splendour: far away

 	The Austrian hounds are hunted from the land,

 	Beyond those ice-crowned citadels which stand

 	Girdling the plain of royal Lombardy,

 	From the far West unto the Eastern sea.

 	 I know, indeed, that sons of thine have died

 	In Lissa’s waters, by the mountain-side

 	Of Aspromonte, on Novara’s plain —

 	Nor have thy children died for thee in vain:

 	And yet, methinks, thou hast not drunk this wine

	From grapes new-crushed of Liberty divine,

 	Thou hast not followed that immortal Star

 	Which leads the people forth to deeds of war.

 	Weary of life, thou liest in silent sleep,

 	As one who marks the lengthening shadows creep,

 	Careless of all the hurrying hours that run,

 	Mourning some day of glory, for the sun

 	Of freedom hath not shown to thee his face,

 	And thou hast caught no flambeau in the race.

 	 Yet wake not from thy slumbers — rest thee well,

 	Amidst thy fields of amber asphodel,

 	Thy lily-sprinkled meadows — rest thee there,

 	To mock all human greatness: who would dare

 	To vent the paltry sorrows of his life

 	Before thy ruins, or to praise the strife

 	Of kings’ ambition, and the barren pride

 	Of warrior nations! wert not thou the Bride

 	Of the wild Lord of Adria’s stormy sea!

 	The Queen of double Empires! and to thee

 	Were not the nations given as thy prey!

 	And now — thy gates lie open night and day,

 	The grass grows green on every tower and hall,

 	The ghastly fig hath cleft thy bastioned wall;

 	And where thy mailed warriors stood at rest

 	The midnight owl hath made her secret nest.

 	O fallen! fallen! from thy high estate,

 	O city trammelled in the toils of Fate,

 	Doth nought remain of all thy glorious days,

 	But a dull shield, a crown of withered bays!

 	 Yet who beneath this night of wars and fears,

 	From tranquil tower can watch the coming years;

 	Who can fortell what joys the day shall bring,

 	Or why before the dawn the linnets sing?

 	Thou, even thou, mayst wake, as wakes the rose

 	To crimson splendour from its grave of snows;

 	As the rich corn-fields rise to red and gold

 	From these brown lands, now stiff with Winter’s cold

 	As from the storm-rack comes a perfect star!

 	 O much-loved city! I have wandered far

 	From the wave-circled islands of my home,

 	Have seen the gloomy mystery of the Dome

 	Rise slowly from the drear Campagna’s way,

 	Clothed in the royal purple of the day

 	I from the city of the violet crown

 	Have watched the sun by Corinth’s hill go down,

 	And marked the “myriad laughter”

 	From the hills of flower-starred Arkady;

 	Yet back to thee returns my perfect love,

 	As to its forest-nest the evening dove.

 	 O poet’s city! one who scarce has seen

 	Some twenty summers cast their doublets green,

 	For Autumn’s livery, would seek in vain

 	To wake his lyre to sing a louder strain,

 	Or tell thy days of glory; — poor indeed

 	Is the low murmur of the shepherd’s reed,

 	Where the loud clarion’s blast should shake the sky,

 	And flame across the heavens! and to try

 	Such lofty themes were folly: yet I know

 	That never felt my heart yet nobler glow

 	That when felt my the silence of thy street

 	With clamorous trampling of my horse’s feet,

 	And saw the city which now I try to sing,

 	After long days of weary travelling.

 







 VII







 	 Adieu, Ravenna! but a year ago,

 	I stood and watched the crimson sunset glow

 	From the lone chapel on thy marshy plain:

 	The sky was as a shield that caught the stain

 	Of blood and battle from the dying sun,

 	And in the west the circling clouds had spun

 	A royal robe, which some great God might wear,

 	While into ocean-seas of purple air

 	Sank the gold galley of the Lord of Light.

 	 Yet here the gentle stillness of the night

 	Brings back the swelling tide of memory,

 	And wakes again my passionate love for thee:

 	Now is the Spring of Love, yet soon will come

 	On meadow and tree the Summer’s lordly bloom:

 	And soon the grass with brighter flowers will blow,

 	And send up lilies for some boy to mow.

 	Then before long the Summer’s conqueror,

 	Rich Autumn-time, the season’s usurer,

 	Will lend his hoarded gold to all the trees,

 	And see it scattered by the spend-thrift breeze;

 	And after that the Winter cold and drear.

 	So runs the perfect cycle of the year.

 	And so from youth to manhood do we go,

 	And fall to weary days and locks of snow.

 	Love only knows no winter; never dies:

 	Nor cares for frowning storms or leaden skies.

 	And mine for thee shall never pass away,

 	Though my weak lips may falter in my lay.

 	 Adieu! Adieu! yon silent evening star,

 	The night’s ambassador, doth gleam afar,

 	And bid the shepherd bring his flocks to fold.

 	Perchance before our inland seas of gold

 	Are garnered by, the reapers into sheaves,

 	Perchance before I see the Autumn leaves,

 	I may behold thy city; and lay down

 	Low at thy feet the poet’s laurel crown.

 	 Adieu! Adieu! yon silver lamp, the moon,

 	Which turns our midnight into perfect noon,

 	Doth surely light thy towers, guarding well

 	Where Dante sleeps, where Byron loved to dwell.

  









 Miscellaneous Poems
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 The True Knowledge







 	Thou knowest all — I seek in vain

 	 What lands to till or sow with seed —

 	 The land is black with briar and weed,

 	Nor cares for falling tears or rain.

 	Thou knowest all — I sit and wait

 	 With blinded eyes and hands that fail,

 	 Till the last lifting of the veil,

 	And the first opening of the gate.

 	Thou knowest all — I cannot see.

 	 I trust I shall not live in vain,

 	 I know that we shall meet again,

 	In some divine eternity.

 







 A Lament







 	O well for him who lives at ease

 	 With garnered gold in wide domain,

 	 Nor heeds the splashing of the rain,

 	The crashing down of forest trees.

 	O well for him who ne’er hath known

 	 The travail of the hungry years,

 	 A father grey with grief and tears,

 	A mother weeping all alone.

 	But well for him whose feet hath trod

 	 The weary road of toil and strife,

 	 Yet from the sorrows of his life

 	Builds ladders to be nearer God.

 






 Wasted Days




 

 	A fair slim boy not made for this world’s pain.

 	 With hair of gold thick clustering round his ears,

 	 And longing eyes half veiled by foolish tears

 	Like bluest water seen through mists of rain:

 	Pale cheeks whereon no kiss hath left its stain,

 	 Red under lip drawn for fear of Love,

 	 And white throat whiter than the breast of dove.

 	Alas! alas! if all should be in vain.

 	Behind, wide fields, and reapers all a-row

 	 In heat and labour toiling wearily,

 	To no sweet sound of laughter or of lute.

 	The sun is shooting wide its crimson glow,

 	Still the boy dreams: nor knows that night is nigh,

 	And in the night-time no man gathers fruit.

 







 Lotus Leaves








 I







 	There is no peace beneath the moon —

 	 Ah! in those meadows is there peace

 	 Where, girdled with a silver fleece,

 	As a bright shepherd, strays the moon?

 	Queen of the gardens of the sky,

 	 Where stars like lilies, white and fair,

 	 Shine through the mists of frosty air,

 	Oh, tarry, for the dawn is nigh!

 	Oh, tarry, for the envious day

 	 Stretches long hands to catch thy feet.

 	 Alas! but thou art overfleet,

 	Alas! I know thou wilt not stay.

 







 II







 	Eastward the dawn has broken red,

 	 The circling mists and shadows flee;

 	 Aurora rises from the sea,

 	And leaves the crocus-flowered bed.

 	Eastward the silver arrows fall,

 	 Splintering the veil of holy night:

 	 And a long wave of yellow light

 	Breaks silently on tower and hall.

 	And speeding wide across the wold

 	 Wakes into flight some fluttering bird;

 	 And all the chestnut tops are stirred,

 	And all the branches streaked with gold.

 







 III







 	To outer senses there is peace,

 	 A dream-like peace on either hand,

 	 Deep silence in the shadowy land,

 	Deep silence where the shadows cease,

 	Save for a cry that echoes shrill

 	 From some lone bird disconsolate;

 	 A curlew calling to its mate;

 	The answer from the distant hill.

 	And, herald of my love to Him

 	 Who, waiting for the dawn, doth lie,

 	 The orbed maiden leaves the sky,

 	And the white firs grow more dim.

 







 IV







 	Up sprang the sun to run his race,

 	 The breeze blew fair on meadow and lea,

 	But in the west I seemed to see

 	The likeness of a human face.

 	A linnet on the hawthorn spray

 	 Sang of the glories of the spring,

 	 And made the flow’ring copses ring

 	With gladness for the new-born day.

 	A lark from out the grass I trod

 	 Flew wildly, and was lost to view

 	 In the great seamless veil of blue

 	That hangs before the face of God.

 	The willow whispered overhead

 	 That death is but a newer life

 	 And that with idle words of strife

 	We bring dishonour on the dead.

 	I took a branch from off the tree,

 	 And hawthorn branches drenched with dew,

 	 I bound them with a sprig of yew,

 	And made a garland fair to see.

 	I laid the flowers where He lies

 	 (Warm leaves and flowers on the stones):

 	 What joy I had to sit alone

 	Till evening broke on tired eyes:

 	Till all the shifting clouds had spun

 	 A robe of gold for God to wear

 	 And into seas of purple air

 	Sank the bright galley of the sun.

 







 V







 	Shall I be gladdened for the day,

 	 And let my inner heart be stirred

 	 By murmuring tree or song of bird,

 	And sorrow at the wild winds’ play?

 	Not so, such idle dreams belong

 	 To souls of lesser depth than mine;

 	 I feel that I am half divine;

 	I that I am great and strong.

 	I know that every forest tree

 	 By labour rises from the root

 	 I know that none shall gather fruit

 	By sailing on the barren sea.

 









 Impressions







 I
 Le Jardin




 	The lily’s withered chalice falls

 	 Around its rod of dusty gold,

 	 And from the beeeh trees on the wold

 	The last wood-pigeon coos and calls.

 	The gaudy leonine sunflower

 	 Hangs black and barren on its stalk,

 	 And down the windy garden walk

 	The dead leaves scatter — hour by hour.

 	Pale privet-petals white as milk

 	 Are blown into a snowy mass;

 	 The roses lie upon the grass,

 	Like little shreds of crimson silk.

 






 II
 La Mer




 	A white mist drifts across the shrouds,

 	 A wild moon in this wintry sky

 	 Gleams like an angry lion’s eye

 	Out of a mane of tawny clouds.

 	The muffled steersman at the wheel

 	 Is but a shadow in the gloom; —

 	 And in the throbbing engine room

 	Leap the long rods of polished steel.

 	The shattered storm has left its trace

 	 Upon this huge and heaving dome,

 	 For the thin threads of yellow foam

 	Float on the waves like ravelled lace.

 









 Under the Balcony







 	O beautiful star with the crimson mouth!

 	 O moon with the brows of gold!

 	Rise up, rise up, from the odorous south!

 	  And light for my love her way,

 	  Lest her feet should stray

 	 On the windy hill and the wold!

 	O beautiful star with the crimson mouth!

 	 O moon with the brows of gold!

 	O ship that shakes on the desolate sea!

 	 O ship with the wet, white sail!

 	Put in, put in, to the port to me!

 	  For my love and I would go

 	  To the land where the daffodils blow

 	 In the heart of a violet dale!

 	O ship that shakes on the desolate sea!

 	 O ship with the wet, white sail!

 	O rapturous bird with the low, sweet note!

 	 O bird that sits on the spray!

 	Sing on, sing on, from your soft brown throat!

 	  And my love in her little bed

 	  Will listen, and lift her head

 	 From the pillow, and come my way!

 	O rapturous bird with the low, sweet note!

 	 O bird that sits on the spray!

 	O blossom that hangs in the tremulous air!

 	 O blossom with lips of snow!

 	Come down, Come down, for my love to wear!

 	  You will die in her head in a crown,

 	  You will die in a fold of her gown,

 	 To her little light heart you will go!

 	O blossom that hangs in the tremulous air!

 	 O blossom with lips of snow!

 







 A Fragment







 	Beautiful star with the crimson lips

 	 And flagrant daffodil hair,

 	Come back, come back, in the shaking ships

 	  O’er the much-overrated sea,

 	  To the hearts that are sick for thee

 	 With a woe worse than mal de mer —

 	O beautiful stars with the crimson lips

 	 And the flagrant daffodil hair.

 	O ship that shakes on the desolate sea,

 	 Neath the flag of the wan White Star,

 	Thou bringest a brighter star with thee

 	  From the land of the Philistine,

 	  Where Niagara’s reckoned fine

 	 And Tupper is popular —

 	O ship that shakes on the desolate sea,

 	 Neath the flag of the wan White Star.

 







 Le Jardin Des Tuileries







 	This winter air is keen and cold,

 	 And keen and cold this winter sun,

 	 But round my chair the children run

 	Like little things of dancing gold.

 	Sometimes about the painted kiosk

 	 The mimic soldiers strut and stride,

 	 Sometimes the blue-eyed brigands hide

 	In the bleak tangles of the bosk.

 	And sometimes, while the old nurse cons

 	 Her book, they steal across the square

 	 And launch their paper navies where

 	Huge Triton writhes in greenish bronze.

 	And now in mimic flight they flee,

 	 And now they rush, a boisterous band —

 	 And, tiny hand on tiny hand,

 	Climb up the black and leafless tree.

 	Ah! cruel tree! if I were you,

 	 And children climbed me, for their sake

 	 Though it be winter I would break

 	Into spring blossoms white and blue!









 Sonnet







 On the Sale by Auction of Keats’ Love Letters




 	These are the letters which Endymion wrote

 	 To one he loved in secret and apart,

 	 And now the brawlers of the auction-mart

 	Bargain and bid for each tear-blotted note,

 	Aye! for each separate pulse of passion quote

 	 The merchant’s price! I think they love not art

 	 Who break the crystal of a poet’s heart,

 	That small and sickly eyes may glare or gloat.

 	Is it not said, that many years ago,

 	 In a far Eastern town some soldiers ran

	 With torches through the midnight, and began

 	To wrangle for mean raiment, and to throw

 	 Dice for the garments of a wretched Man,

 	Not knowing the God’s wonder, or His woe?

 









 The New Remorse







 	The sin was mine; I did not understand.

 	 So now is music prisoned in her cave,

 	 Save where some ebbing desultory wave

 	Frets with its restless whirls this meagre strand.

 	And in the withered hollow of this land

 	 Hath Summer dug herself so deep a grave,

 	 That hardly can the leaden willow crave

 	One silver blossom from keen Winter’s hand.

 	But who is this that cometh by the shore?

 	(Nay, love, look up and wonder!) Who is this

 	 Who cometh in dyed garments from the South?

 	It is thy new-found Lord, and he shall kiss

 	 The yet unravished roses of thy mouth,

 	And I shall weep and worship, as before.

 







 An Inscription







 	 Go, little book,

 	To him who, on a lute with horns of pearl,

 	Sang of the white feet of the Golden Girl:

 	 And bid him look

 	Into thy pages: it may hap that he

 	May find that golden maidens dance through thee.

 







 The Harlot’s House







 	 We caught the tread of dancing feet,

 	 We loitered down the moonlit street,

 	And stopped beneath the Harlot’s House.

 	 Inside, above the din and fray,

 	 We heard the loud musicians play

 	The “Treues Liebes,” of Strauss.

 	 Like strange mechanical grotesques,

 	 Making fantastic arabesques,

 	The shadows raced across the blind.

 	 We watched the ghostly dancers spin,

 	 To sound of horn and violin,

 	Like black leaves wheeling in the wind.

 	 Like wire-pulled Automatons,

 	 Slim silhouetted skeletons

 	Went sidling through the slow quadrille,

 	 Then took each other by the hand,

 	 And danced a stately saraband;

 	Their laughter echoed thin and shrill.

 	 Sometimes a clock-work puppet pressed

 	 A phantom lover to her breast,

 

 	Sometimes they seemed to try and sing.

 	 Sometimes a horrible Marionette

 	 Came out, and smoked its cigarette

 	Upon the steps like a live thing.

 	 Then turning to my love I said,

 	 “The dead are dancing with the dead,

 	The dust is whirling with the dust.”

 	 But she, she heard the violin,

 	 And left my side and entered in:

 	Love passed into the House of Lust.

 	 Then suddenly the tune went false,

 	 The dancers wearied of the waltz,

 	The shadows ceased to wheel and whirl,

 	 And down the long and silent street,

 	 The dawn with silver-sandalled feet,

 	Crept like a frightened girl.
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 	This English Thames is holier far than Rome,

 	 Those harebells like a sudden flush of sea

 	Breaking across the woodland, with the foam

 	 Of meadow-sweet and white anemone

 	To fleck their blue waves — God is likelier there,

 	Than hidden in that crystal-hearted star the pale monks bear!

 	Those violet-gleaming butterflies that take

 	 Yon creamy lily for their pavilion

 	Are monsignores, and where the rushes shake

 	 A lazy pike lies basking in the sun

 	His eyes half-shut — He is some mitred old

 	Bishop in partibus! look at those gaudy scales all green and gold!

 	The wind the restless prisoner of the trees

 	 Does well for Palaestrina, one would say

 	The mighty master’s hands were on the keys

 	 Of the Maria organ, which they play

 	When early on some sapphire Easter morn

 	In a high litter red as blood or sin the Pope is borne

 	From his dark house out to the balcony

 	 Above the bronze gates and the crowded square,

 	Whose very fountains seem for ecstasy

 	 To toss their silver lances in the air,

 	And stretching out weak hands to East and West

 	In vain sends peace to peaceless lands, to restless nations rest.

 	Is not yon lingering orange afterglow

 	 That stays to vex moon more fair than all

 	Rome’s lordliest pageants! strange, a year ago

 	 I knelt before some crimson Cardinal

 	Who bare the Host across the Esquiline,

 	And now — those common poppies in the wheat seem twice as fine.

 	The blue-green beanfields yonder, tremulous

 	 With the last shower, sweeter perfume bring

 	Through this cool evening than the odorous

 	 Flame-jewelled censers the young deacons swing,

 	When the gray priest unlocks the curtained shrine,

 	And makes God’s body from the common fruit of corn and vine.

 	Poor Fra Giovanni bawling at the mass

 	 Were out of tune now, for a small brown bird

 	Sings overhead, and through the long cool grass

 	 I see that throbbing throat which once I heard

 	On starlit hills of flower-starred Arcady,

 	Once where the white and crescent sand of Salamis meets the sea.

 	Sweet is the swallow twittering on the eaves

 	 At daybreak, when the mower whets his scythe,

 	And stock-doves murmur, and the milkmaid leaves

 	 Her little lonely bed, and carols blithe

 	To see the heavy-lowing cattle wait

 	Stretching their huge and dripping mouths across the farmyard gate.

 	And sweet the hops upon the Kentish leas,

 	 And sweet the wind that lifts the new-mown hay,

 	And sweet the fretful swarms of grumbling bees

 	 That round and round the linden blossoms play;

 	And sweet the heifer breathing in the stall,

 	And the green bursting figs that hang upon the red-brick wall.




 	And sweet to hear the cuckoo mock the spring

 	 While the last violet loiters by the well,

 	And sweet to hear the shepherd Daphnis sing

 	 The song of Linus through a sunny dell




 	Of warm Arcadia where the corn is gold

 	And the slight lithe-limbed reapers dance about the wattled fold

 	And sweet with young Lycoris to recline

 	 In some Illyrian valley far away,

 	Where canopied on herbs amaracine

 	 We too might waste the summer-tranced day

 	Matching our reeds in sportive rivalry,

 	While far beneath us frets the troubled purple of the sea.

 	But sweeter far if silver-sandalled foot

 	 Of some long-hidden God should ever tread

 	The Nuneham meadows, if with reeded flute

 	 Pressed to his lips some Faun might raise his head

 	By the green water-flags, ah! sweet indeed

 	To see the heavenly herdsman call his white-fleeced flock to feed.

 

 	Then sing to me thou tuneful chorister,

 	 Though what thou sing’st be thine own requiem!

 	Tell me thy tale thou hapless chronicler

 	 Of thine own tragedies! do not contemn

 	These unfamiliar haunts, this English field,

 	For many a lovely coronal our northern isle can yield,

 	Which Grecian meadows know not, many a rose,

 	 Which all day long in vales Aeolian

 	A lad might seek in vain for, overgrows

 	 Our hedges like a wanton courtesan

 	Unthrifty of her beauty, lilies too

 	Ilissus never mirrored star our streams, and cockles blue

	Dot the green wheat which, though they are the signs

 	 For swallows going south, would never spread

 	Their azure tints between the Attic vines;

 	 Even that little weed of ragged red,

 	Which bids the robin pipe, in Arcady

 	Would be a trespasser, and many an unsung elegy.

 	Sleeps in the reeds that fringe our winding Thames

 	 Which to awake were sweeter ravishment

 	Than ever Syrinx wept for, diadems

 	 Of brown be-studded orchids which were meant

 	For Cytheraea’s brows are hidden here

 	Unknown to Cytheraea, and by yonder pasturing steer

 	There is a tiny yellow daffodil,

 	 The butterfly can see it from afar,

 	Although one summer evening’s dew could fill

 	 Its little cup twice over ere the star

 	Had called the lazy shepherd to his fold

 	And be no prodigal, each leaf is flecked with spotted gold

 	As if Jove’s gorgeous leman Danae

 	 Hot from his gilded arms had stooped to kiss

 	The trembling petals, or young Mercury

 	 Low-flying to the dusky ford of Dis

 	Had with one feather of his pinions

 	Just brushed them! — the slight stem which bears the burdens of its suns

 	Is hardly thicker than the gossamer,

 	 Or poor Arachne’s silver tapestry —

 	Men say it bloomed upon the sepulchre

 	 Of One I sometime worshipped, but to me

 	It seems to bring diviner memories

 	Of faun-loved Heliconian glades and blue nymph-haunted seas,

 	Of an untrodden vale at Tempe where

 	 On the clear river’s marge Narcissus lies,

 	The tangle of the forest in his hair,

 	 The silence of the woodland in his eyes,

 	Wooing that drifting imagery which is

 	No sooner kissed than broken, memories of Salmacis.

 	Who is not boy or girl and yet is both,

 	 Fed by two fires and unsatisfied

 	Through their excess, each passion being loath

 	 For love’s own sake to leave the other’s side,

 	Yet killing love by staying, memories

 	Of Oreads peeping through the leaves of silent moonlit trees.

 	Of lonely Ariadne on the wharf

 	 At Naxos, when she saw the treacherous crew

 	Far out at sea, and waved her crimson scarf

 	 And called the false Theseus back again nor knew

 	That Dionysos on an amber pard

 	Was close behind her: memories of what Maeonia’s bard

 	With sightless eyes beheld, the wall of Troy,

 	 Queen Helen lying in the carven room,

 	And at her side an amorous red-lipped boy

 	 Trimming with dainty hand his helmet’s plume,

 	And far away the moil, the shout, the groan,

 	As Hector shielded off the spear and Ajax hurled the stone;

 	Of winged Perseus with his flawless sword

 	 Cleaving the snaky tresses of the witch,

 	And all those tales imperishably stored

 	 In little Grecian urns, freightage more rich

 	Than any gaudy galleon of Spain

 	Bare from the Indies ever! these at least bring back again,

 	For well I know they are not dead at all,

 	 The ancient Gods of Grecian poesy,

 	They are asleep, and when they hear thee call

 	 Will wake and think ’tis very Thessaly,

 	This Thames the Daulian waters, this cool glade

 	The yellow-irised mead where once young Itys laughed and played.

 	If it was thou dear jasmine-cradled bird

 	 Who from the leafy stillness of thy throne

 	Sang to the wondrous boy, until he heard

 	 The horn of Atalanta faintly blown

 	Across the Cumnor hills, and wandering

 	Through Bagley wood at evening found the Attic poet’s spring —

 	Ah! tiny sober-suited advocate

 	 That pleadest for the moon against the day!

 	If thou didst make the shepherd seek his mate

 	 On that sweet questing, when Proserpina

 	Forgot it was not Sicily and leant

 	Across the mossy Sandford stile in ravished wonderment —

 	Light-winged and bright-eyed miracle of the wood!

 	 If ever thou didst soothe with melody

 	One of that little clan, that brotherhood

 	 Which loved the morning-star of Tuscany

 	More than the perfect sun of Raphael,

 	And is immortal, sing to me! for I too love thee well,

 	Sing on! sing on! let the dull world grow young,

 	 Let elemental things take form again,

 	And the old shapes of Beauty walk among

 	 The simple garths and open crofts, as when

 	The son of Leto bare the willow rod,

 	And the soft sheep and shaggy goats followed the boyish God.

 	Sing on! sing on! and Bacchus will be here

 	 Astride upon his gorgeous Indian throne,

 	And over whimpering tigers shake the spear

 	 With yellow ivy crowned and gummy cone,

 	While at his side the wanton Bassarid

 	Will throw the lion by the mane and catch the mountain kid!

 	Sing on! and I will wear the leopard skin,

 	 And steal the mooned wings of Ashtaroth,

 	Upon whose icy chariot we could win

 	 Cithaeron in an hour e’er the froth

 	Has overbrimmed the wine-vat or the Faun

 	Ceased from the treading! ay, before the flickering lamp of dawn

 	Has scared the hooting owlet to its nest,

 	 And warned the bat to close its filmy vans,

 	Some Maenad girl with vine-leaves on her breast

 	 Will filch their beechnuts from the sleeping Pans

 	So softly that the little nested thrush

 	Will never wake, and then with shrilly laugh and leap will rush

 	Down the green valley where the fallen dew

 	 Lies thick beneath the elm and count her store,

 	Till the brown Satyrs in a jolly crew

 	 Trample the loosestrife down along the shore,

 	And where their horned master sits in state

 	Bring strawberries and bloomy plums upon a wicker crate!

 	Sing on! and soon with passion-wearied face

 	 Through the cool leaves Apollo’s lad will come,

 	The Tyrian prince his bristled boar will chase

 	 Adown the chestnut copses all a-bloom,

 	And ivory-limbed, gray-eyed, with look of pride,

 	After yon velvet-coated deer the virgin maid will ride.

 	Sing on! and I the dying boy will, see

 	 Stain with his purple blood the waxen bell

 	That overweighs the jacinth, and to me

 	 The wretched Cyprian her woe will tell,

 	And I will kiss her mouth and streaming eyes,

 	And lead her to the myrtle-hidden grove where Adon lies!

 	Cry out aloud on Itys! memory

 	 That foster-brother of remorse and pain

 	Drops poison in mine ear — O to be free,

 	 To burn one’s old ships! and to launch again

 	Into the white-plumed battle of the waves

 	And fight old Proteus for the spoil of coral-flowered caves?

 	O for Medea with her poppied spell!

 	 O for the secret of the Colchian shrine!

 	O for one leaf of that pale asphodel

 	 Which binds the tired brows of Proserpine,

 	And sheds such wondrous dews at eve that she

 	Dreams of the fields of Enna, by the far Sicilian sea,

 	Where oft the golden-girdled bee she chased

 	 From lily to lily on the level mead,

 	Ere yet her sombre Lord had bid her taste

 	 The deadly fruit of that pomegranate seed,

 	Ere the black steeds had harried her away

 	Down to the faint and flowerless land, the sick and sunless day.

 	O for one midnight and as paramour

 	 The Venus of the little Melian farm!

 	O that some antique statue for one hour

 	 Might wake to passion, and that I could charm

 	The Dawn at Florence from its dumb despair,

 	Mix with those mighty limbs and make that giant breast my lair!

 	Sing on! sing on! I would be drunk with life,

 	 Drunk with the trampled vintage of my youth,

 	I would forget the wearying wasted strife,

 	 The riven vale, the Gorgon eyes of Truth,

 	The prayerless vigil and the cry for prayer,

 	The barren gifts, the lifted arms, the dull insensate air!

 	Sing on! sing on! O feathered Niobe,

 	 Thou canst make sorrow beautiful, and steal

 	From joy its sweetest music, not as we

 	 Who by dead voiceless silence strive to heal

 	Our too untented wounds, and do but keep

 	Pain barricaded in our hearts, and murder pillowed sleep.

 	Sing louder yet, why must I still behold

 	 The wan white face of that deserted Christ,

 	Whose bleeding hands my hands did once infold.

 	 Whose smitten lips my lips so oft have kissed,

 	And now in mute and marble misery

 	Sirs in His lone dishonored House and weeps, perchance for me.

 	O memory cast down thy wreathed shell!

 	 Break thy hoarse lute O sad Melpomene!

 	O sorrow, sorrow keep thy cloistered cell

 	 Nor dim with tears this limpid Castaly!

 	Cease, cease, sad bird, thou dost the forest wrong

 	To vex its sylvan quiet with such wild impassioned song!

 	Cease, cease, or if ’tis anguish to be dumb

 	 Take from the pastoral thrush her simpler air,

 	Whose jocund carelessness doth more become

 	 This English woodland than thy keen despair,

 	Ah! cease and let the north wind bear thy lay

 	Back to the rocky hills of Thrace, the stormy Daulian bay.

 	A moment more, the startled leaves had stirred,

 	 Endymion would have passed across the mead

 	Moonstruck with love, and this still Thames had heard

 	 Pan plash and paddle groping for some reed

 	To lure from her blue cave that Naiad maid

 	Who for such piping listens half in joy and half afraid.

 	A moment more, the waking dove had cooed,

 	 The silver daughter of the silver sea

 	With the fond gyves of clinging hands had wooed

 	 Her wanton from the chase, the Dryope

 	Had thrust aside the branches of her oak

 	To see the he lusty gold-haired lad rein in his snorting yoke.

 	A moment more, the trees had stooped to kiss

 	 Pale Daphne just awakening from the swoon

 	Of tremulous laurels, lonely Salmacis

 	 Had bared his barren beauty to the moon,

 	And through the vale with sad voluptuous smile

 	Antinous had wandered, the red lotus of the Nile.

 	Down leaning the from his black and clustering hair

 	 To shade those slumberous eyelids’ caverned bliss,

 	Or else on yonder grassy slope with bare

 	 High-tuniced limbs unravished Artemis

 	Had bade her hounds give tongue, and roused the deer

 	From his green ambuscade with shrill hallo and pricking spear.

 	Lie still, lie still, O passionate heart, lie still!

 	 O Melancholy, fold thy raven wing!

 	O sobbing Dryad, from thy hollow hill

 	 Come not with such desponded answering!

 	No more thou winged Marsyas complain,

 	Apollo loveth not to hear such troubled songs of pain!

 	It was a dream, the glade is tenantless,

 	 No soft Ionian laughter moves the air,

 	The Thames creeps on in sluggish leadenness,

 	 And from the copse left desolate and bare

 	Fled is young Bacchus with his revelry,

 	Yet still from Nuneham wood there comes that thrilling melody

 	So sad, that one might think a human heart

 	 Brake in each separate note, a quality

 	Which music sometimes has, being the Art

 	 Which is most nigh to tears and memory,

 	Poor mourning Philomel, what dost thou fear?

 	Thy sister doth not haunt these fields, Pandion is not here,

 	Here is no cruel Lord with murderous blade,

 	 No woven web of bloody heraldries,

 	But mossy dells for roving comrades made,

 	 Warm valleys where the tired student lies

 	With half-shut book, and many a winding walk

 	Where rustic lovers stray at eve in happy simple talk.

 	The harmless rabbit gambols with its young

 	 Across the trampled towing-path, where late

 	A troop of laughing boys in jostling throng

 	 Cheered with their noisy cries the racing eight;

 	The gossamer, with ravelled silver threads,

 	Works at its little loom, and from the dusky red-caved sheds

 	Of the lone Farm a flickering light shines out

 	 Where the swinked shepherd drives his bleating flock,

 	Back to their wattled sheep-cotes, a faint shout

 	 Comes from some Oxford boat at Sandford lock,

 	And starts the moor-hen from the sedgy rill,

 	And the dim lengthening shadows flit like swallows up the hill.

 	The heron passes homeward to the mere,

 	 The blue mist creeps among the shivering trees,

 	Gold world by world the silent stars appear,

 	 And like a blossom blown before the breeze,

 	A white moon drifts across the shimmering sky,

 	Mute arbitress of all thy sad, thy rapturous threnody.

 	She does not heed thee, wherefore should she heed,

 	 She knows Endymion is not far away,

 	’Tis I, ’tis I, whose soul is as the reed

 	 Which has no message of its own to play,

 	So pipes another’s bidding, it is I,

 	Drifting with every wind on the wide sea of misery.

 	Ah! the brown bird has ceased: one exquisite trill

 	 About the sombre woodland seems to cling,

 	Dying in music, else the air is still,

 	 So still that one might hear the bat’s small wing

 	Wander and wheel above the pines, or tell

 	Each tiny dewdrop dripping from the, bluebell’s brimming cell.

 	And far across the lengthening wold,

 	 Across the willowy flats and thickets brown,

 	Magdalen’s tall tower tipped with tremulous gold

 	 Marks the long High Street of the little town,

 	And warns me to return; I must not wait,

 	Hark! ’tis the curfew booming from the bell of Christ Church Gate.
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