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Eolaus


  A Lyrical Dramatic Poem





   




  Dramatis Personae




  

    Eolaus.




    The Prophet.




    Earth.




    Heaven.




    Cosmos.




    Voices of Nature.




    Voices of Truth.




    Echoes.




     




    Scene: — A beautiful Island, wooded. Eolaus sitting on a fallen tree near the sea-shore.




     




    Eolaus. Unto this lonely Island I repair




    To search for peace. After long, days and nights




    Upon the waters, storm-tossed and fatigued,




    My skiff Touched thy fair harbour, blessed Isle.




    Now on thy fragrant bosom I will rest,




    And in thy spiritual ecstasy




    Sweetly participate: thy loveliness




    Entrances me; thy restfulness enweaves




    My thoughts with peace imperishable; thou




    Art silent, solitary, beautiful,




    And I am lonely; yet thy solitude




    Perchance will comfort me, and take away




    My loneliness and pain. O Solitude!




    Thou habitation of aspiring hearts;




    Thou light and beacon of the pure; thou guide




    Of them that cry in darkness; thou sweet friend




    Of sorrow stricken wanderers; thou staff




    And stay of the strong climber up the hills,




    Trackless and strange, of Truth; instructor thou,




    And teacher of the teachable and true,




    Beloved of the lowly, wise and good,




    Be my companion now, and take away




    The world’s ache from my bosom! I am tired




    Of the vain Highways, where the noise and din




    Drowns all but sad remembrance; tired of all




    The tumult and the terror and the tears




    That rule discordant in the House of Life,




    Shaking but not destroying, as the storms,




    Confederate with the oceans, shake the shores




    And rock-bo’und margins of the continents.




    I seek the peace that does not change; the calm




    That knows no storm; the Silence that remains.




    Pleasure disturbs, and does not satisfy:




    When the excitements of the senses fade,




    Sorrow and pain return, and leave the heart




    Remorseful, desolate. As o’er the waste




    And barren moor the lonely curlew cries.




    So wails the bird of anguish o’er the mind




    Sated with pleasure; Woe and Want repair




    To the abode of Selfishness, and take




    Legions of miseries with them. I would find




    Where Wisdom is, where Peace abides, where Truth,




    Majestic, Changeless, and eternal, stands




    Untouched by the illusions of the world:




    For surely there is Knowledge, Truth, and Peace




    For him who seeks, seeing that ignorance




    And error and affliction are; these prove




    The unseen truths obversely: darkness makes




    Light sure and certain, though we see it not.




    We sleep and wake, and, waking, know the dream




    That troubled us in sleep; how it arose,




    Phantasmal and chaotic, in the mind




    Left all ungoverned; even so perchance




    This life of passion and of wild desire




    (Troubled, chaotic, and not understood),




    May be, as ‘twere, a dream; and if a dream




    Of the unmastered mind, we shall awake




    Out of the nightmare of our miseries,




    And know the gladness of Reality.




    But how shall one awake? How, if not by




    Bridling his passions, curbing his desires




    By masterful dominion of the will?




    If passions be the troubled dreams of life,




    And not its substance and reality,




    Then he who shakes off passion shall awake




    And know the Truth; surely this must be so!




    Therefore unto this unfrequented place




    Have I addressed myself, that I may gain,




    By purity and strong self-mastery,




    Th’ awakened vision that doth set men free




    From painful slumber and the night of grief.




    Here unobserved and solitary, I




    Will purify my heart and train my mind




    In the true ways of sweet unselfishness,




    Subduing self and passion; so perchance




    The changeless Truth will be revealed to me,




    And I shall move, wherever Duty calls,




    Serene and sorrowless.




     




    Moreover, here




    An aged Prophet dwells, so I am told,




    Who will instruct me in the Silent Way




    Which winds through the morasses of the mind




    Unto the firm heights of accomplished Truth.




    Him will I seek when I have slept awhile,




    For weariness now urges me to rest.




     




    Lies down.




     




    Thou Zephyrus! thou sweet and cooling breath




    That tempercst the broiling mid-day rays




    Of June’s extremest heat, blow o’er me now,




    And fan me into sweet forgetfulness!




    I am a wearied, battling with the waves.




    Now will I sleep: after my long, long search




    Upon the waters, I am spent with toil.




    Watch o’er me. Nature, I am safe with thee.




     




    Sleeps.




     




    Voices of Nature.




    First Voice. Listen, O Eolaus!




    





    Woven of passion is the Universe;




    Vain is thy puny strength to break its web.




    Submit thyself to that which in thee cries;




    Gratify nature; do not fly delight.




     




    Eolaus, come!




    Let me lead thee, Eolaus!




    Let me guide thee, Eolaus!




     




    Come, Eolaus! Eolaus, come!




     




    Echo. Eolaus, come!




     




    Second Voice. There is sweet intoxication




    In the Pleasure — house of Earth;




    Aye — renewed exhilaration,




    Love and happiness and mirth.




     




    First Voice. Come, Eolaus! Eolaus, come!




     




    Echo. Eolaus, come!




     




    Third Voice. What is seen is sure;




    What is felt is known




    Pleasure is secure;




    Joy is life alone.




     




    First Voice. Come, Eolaus! Eolaus, come!




     




    Echo. Eolaus, come!




     




    Second Voice. Come and drink the wine of life;




    Pleasure’s vintage come and taste;




    Leave thy fruitless search and strife;




    Holy vigils wear and waste




    Youth, for love and revels framed:




    Nature thus is blindly blamed.




     




    First Voice. Come, Eolaus! Eolaus, come!




     




    Echo. Eolaus, come!




     




    Third Voice. Think no more of low and high;




    Leave thy climbings, and forget




    Aim and struggle, doubt and sigh;




    Level is the pathway set




    Of enjoyment: seek no more;




    Rest thou here, thy woe is o’er




     




    First Voice. Eolaus come!




    Let me lead thee, Eolaus!




    Let me guide thee, Eolaus!




     




    Come, Eolaus! Eolaus, come!




     




    Echo. Eolaus, come!




     




    Earth. Unnumbered ages have I rolled




    Through the abysmal spaces;And eons new from eons old




    Th’ Eternal Finger traces;And I must follow where it moves;




    No rest! no rest!




    With hopes and fears and hates and loves




    Unblest! unblest!




     




    Fourth Voice. Listen, O Eolaus!




     




    Sorrow doth darken all the universe;




    Its creatures are involved in pain and woe;




    Helpless they cry, and no one hears or aids;




    Dark, dark is life, and none its meaning know.




     




    Eolaus, hear!




    None can lead thee, Eolaus!




    None can guide thee, Eolaus!




     




    Hear, Eolaus! Eolaus, hear!




     




    Echo. Eolaus, hear!




     




    Fifth Voice. There is pain and woe and sorrow




    In the hospital of Earth;




    Every night and morn and morrow




    Bringeth drought and death and dearth.




     




    Fourth Voice. Hear, Eolaus! Eolaus, hear!
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