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MADRIGAL

My Love! in her attire doth
show her wit,
1t doth so well become her;
For every season she hath dres-
sings fit,
For Winter, Spring and Sum-
mer.
No beautv she doth miss

1. vae——-swcetheart; lov.rgZ A 5 HiA o
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When all her robes are
on';
But Beauty's self? she is,
When all her robes are

gone.

LOVE ME........

Tove me not for comely graces
For my pleasing eye or face,
Nor for any outward part,
No, nor for my constant heart,—
For those may fail or turn to
ill,
So thou and 1 shall sever:
Keep therefore a true woman’s

exg,
And love me gtill®, bhut know
not why—

l.on ——attache 1 to a body3% (L & |-.
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So haz" ' gu the same reason
still
To dua ever!
0 duat upon me ever!

THE WAKENING

On a time the e ~rous Silvy

Said to her shopherd, * Sweet?,
how do ye?

Kiss me this oncz and then God
be with ye,

My sweetost dear!

Kiss me this once and then God
be with ye.

For now the morning draweth
near.’

With that, her fairest bosom
showing,

Op’ ning her lips, rich perfumes
blowing,

She said, ‘Now kiss me and e
going,

1.sweet——sweetheartF N\ 5L »
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My sweetest dear!
Kiss me this once and then be
going,
For now the morning draweth
near.

With that the shepherd waked
from sleeping,

And spying whers the day was
peeping,

He said, ‘Now take my soul in
keeping,

My sweetest dear!

Kiss me and take my soul in
keening. _

Since I must go, now day is
near.’

CHLORIS IN TITIE SNOW

1 saw fair Chloris walk alone,
When feather’ d rain' came
softly down,

LiiHIE o
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As Jove' descending from his
Tower

To court her in a silver shower:

The wanten snow flew to her
breast,

Like pretty birds into their nest,

But, overcome with whiteness
there,

For grief it thaw’d into a tear:
Thence falling on her gar-

ments’ hem,

To deck her, froze into a gem.
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Sir Philip Sidney (1554 ——1586)

WOOING STUFF

Faint Amorist,* what! dost thou
think ’

To taste love's honey, and not
drink

One dram of gail? or to devour

A world of sweet and taste no
sour?

Dost thou ever think to enter

1 amorist——a gallantfii A\ > A EH =K o
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The Elysian® fields, that dar’st
not venture

In Charon’s® barge? a lover's
mind

Must use® to sail with every
wind.

He that loves, ard fears to try,

Learnst .his -mistress $o deny.

Doth she chide thee? ‘tis to
show it

That thy coldness makes her do
it.

Is she silent? is she mute?

Silence fully grants thy suit,

Doth she pout, and leave the
room?

Then she goes to bid thee come.

Is she sick? Why then be sure

She invites thee to the eure.

Doth she cross thy suit with

1 Elysian——of Elysium(abode of the biess-
el after deathFEfk b K & BIA T E BT )
2 Charon ferryman taking souls to
Hadesjli &30 B R Z: 09y &
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4 learns ~—— This verb was commorly em-
ployed with a personal object in Elizalethan

English.



No?
Tush, she loves to hear thee woo.
Doth she call the faith-ef-man
In question? Nay, she loves thee
than;!
And if ere she makes a blot,
She's lost if that thou hit'st her
not.
He that after ten denials
Dares attempt no_further trials,
Hath no warrant to acquire
The dainties of his elraste desire.

1.than——theniZ 7l §ii ik ‘learns’ A% i 13
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Michael Drayton (1563—1618)

The Parting

Since there 's no help, come, let
us kiss and part—

Nay, T have done,* you get no
more of me;

And I am glad, yea, glad with
all my heart,

That thus ¢» cleanly I myself

1 to have done ——t5 have made an end
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can free,

Shake hands for ever,' cancel
all our vow,

And when we mest at any fime
again,

Be it not seen in either .of
our brows

That we-ene jot.of fermer love
retain.

Now at the last gesp of Love s
latest breath,

When, his pulse failing, Pas-
sion®speechless lies,

When Iaith is kneeling by his
bed of death,?

And Innocence i8 closing up
his eyes,*
—Now if thou wouldst, when

all have given him over, °

1
2
3

for ever——eternall y jKig ©
Passion——BI 4T84 Love’ o
bed of death —— bed on which one

diesti AME L T 6.5 2 0K o
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From death to life thou
might’st him yet recover.
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William Shakespeare (1564—1616)

When in the chronicle of
wasted® time

T see descriptions of the fairest
wights,

And beauty making beautiful
old rime,*

In praise of ladies dead and
lovely knights,

Then, in the blazon® of sweet
beauty’s best,

Of hand, of foot, of lip, of eye,
of brow,

I see their antique pen would
have express’d

Even such a beauty as you mas-

1 wasted——past B8,

9 rime——rhyme o
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ter' now.
So all their praises are but

prophecies

Of this our time, all you prefi-
guring;

And, for they look’d but with
divining eyes,

They had not skill enough your
worth to sing:
For we, which now behold
these present days,
Have eyes to wonder, but
lack tongues to praise.
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Thomas Camqion (1567—1619)
I

Blame not my cheeks, though
pale with love they be;

The kindly heat unto my heart
is flown,

To cherish i1t that is dismayed
by thee,

1 to master — to be the master of Bf,

— 98 —



I

AERERDEH > HERMMBE

BWMBAT ; TEOHRTRIRKGD

oL B RS MGBAET o0 W [ BER

— 99 —



Who art so cruel and unstead-
fast' grown:

For Nature, called for® by
distressed hearts,

Neglects and quite forsakes the
outward parts.

11

But they whose cheeks with
careless blood are stained,

Nurse not one spark of love
within their hearts;

And, when they woo, they speak
with passion feigned,

For their fat love lies in their
outward parts:

But in their breasts, where love
his court should hold,

Poor Cupid sits and blows his
nails for cold.

1 unstea’fast —-- not constant 4 B,
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Sleep, angry beauty,® sleep, and
fear not me.
For who a sleeping lion dares
provoke?
It shall suffice me* here to sit
and see
Those lips shut up, that never
kindly spoke.
What sight can more content a
lover’s mind
Than beauty seeming harmless,
if not kind?

My words have. charmed her,
for secure she sleeps;
Though guilty much of wrong
done to my love;
And in her slumber ,see! she,
close -eyed, weeps!
Dreams often. more than

1 Leauty ——beautiful lady FEA ,
92 to suff.ce me—— to meet my reeds



AR AR BN BER Y
ghR o BUE LMW ? &%
of EAEAR R BB A M MR B
MR ERREEST o HEREE
BEE—BEAMD » HBRENTR

BEE S EBFATRSD ?

RMEHRBEREBEDIT > B
SRR ES » ERRERTR
RER TRHER > E > BAER

R PR | PR SR 3R B W I o BE W o

ERTRE



waking pagsions move.

Plead, Sleep, my cause, and
make her soft like thee,

That she in peace may wake
and pity me,

11l

O sweet delight, O more than
human bliss,

With her to live that ever
loving 1is;

T'o hear her speak, whose words
are so well placed,

That she by them, as they in
her are graced:

Those looks to view, that feast
the viewer's eye,

How Dblest is he that may so
live and die!

Such love as this the golden
times did know,

When all did reap, yet none
took care to sow;

— 34 —
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Such love as this an endless
summer makes,

And all distaste from frail
affeetion takes.

Se leved, so blessed: in my
belaxed am I:

‘Whieh tit then eyes ache let
iron men envy!
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John Donne (15%8—1631)

The Ecstasy

Where, like a pillow on a
bed.
A pregnant' bank-swelled up
to rest
The wiolet’'s reclining head, ,
Sat we two, one another’s
best.

1 pregnart——fertile =
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Our hands were firinly cement-
ed

By a fost balm which thence
did spring;

Our eye-beams twisted, and
did thread
Our eyes upon one double

string.

So to engraft our hands, as
yet
Was all the means to make
us one;
And pictures in our eyes to
get
‘Was all our propagation.

As ’'twixt two equal armies,
Fate
Suspends uneertain victory,
Our souls—which te advance
their state
Were gone out—hung ’twixt
her and me.
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And whilst our souls negotiate

there.
We like sepulchral® statues

lies;
All day the same our postures
were,
And we said nothing all
the day.

29 sepu!chral—of the grave YEARY.,
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Robe:t Heriick (1591—1674)

To Electra

I dare not ask a kiss,
1 dare not beg a smile,
Lest having that, or this,

I might grow proud the
while.

No, no, the utmost share

Of my desire shall be
Only to kiss that air
That lately kissed thze.

= i
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The Primrose

Ask me why I send you here

This sweet Infanta® of the
year?

Ask me why I send to you

This primrose, thus bepearl'd:
with dew?

I will whisper to your ears:—

The sweets of love are mix’d
with tears.

Ask me why this flower does
show ‘ '
So yellow-green, and sickly

too ?
Ask me why the stalk is weak

And bending (yet it doth not
break)?

1 Infanta —— daughter of a king cr
queen of Spain or Portugal PHEF %
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I will answer:—T'hese-discover
What fainting hopes are in a
lover.

The Bracelet: To Julia

Why I tie about thy wrist,

Julia, this silken twist;

For what other reason 18’t

But to show thee how, in part,

Thou my pretty captive art?

But thy bond-slave is my heart:

"T'is but silk that bindeth thee,

Knap the thread and thou art
free;

But 'tis otherwise with me:

—I am bound and fast bound,
S0

That from thee I cannot ge;

If I could, I would not so.

To Daisies

Shut not so soan; the dull-eyed
night
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Has not as yet begun
To make a seizure on the light,
Or to seal up the sun.

No marigelds yet closed are,
No shadows great appear;
Nor doth the early shepherd’s
star
Shine like a spangle here.

Stay but till my Julia close

Her life bemebting eye,

And let the whole world then
dispose '
Itself to live or die.

s I wm
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Robeit Burng (1759—1796)

Mary Morison

O Mary, at thy window be,
It is the wish’d, the trysted:®
hour!
Those smiles and glances let
me Sce
That make the miser’'s treas-
sure poor:

How blythely* wad* I bide*

1 trysed

b lrig 3.0

¢ blythely —happ ly $eséhy,
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Mary Morison
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the stoure,!
A weary slave frae® sun to sun,
Could I the rich reward
secure,
The lovely Mary Morison.

Yestreen,® when to the trembl-
ing string
The dance gaed* thro' the
l'ghted ha’,
To ther my fancy took its

wing,—

I sat, but neither heard nor
SAW: '

Tho' this was fair, and that
was brew,*

And yon the toast™ of a’ the
town,

w 0 o o~

stoure ——dust J& &,

frae ——from,
yestreen-—1last nizht B¢,
gaed——waent,
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T sigh'd, and said amang
them a’
Ye arena® Mary Morison.’

O Mary, canst thou wreck his
peace
Wha for thy sake wad gladly
dee??
Or canst thou break that heart
of his,
Whasz2* only faut® is loving
thee?
If love fox lave thou wiltna
gie, '
At least be pity to me shown:

A thought ungentl: canna
be

The thought o’ Mary Morison.

amang——among,
na——not,

to dee——t1 die H,
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Bonniet Lesley

O saw ye bonnie Lesley
As she gaed o’er the border?
She’s gane, like Alexander,
To spread her conquests far-
ther.

To 822 her is to love her,
And love but her for ever:®
Ifor nature made her what she
18,

1  bonnie pretty FEE,
2 EREBurns B fi BRI NT 0 M

)
.__{,,3_..



GHERY  Lesley
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And never made anither.?

Thou art a queen, fair Lesley,
Thy subjects we before thee;

Thou art divine, fair L-sley,
The hearts o’ men adore thee.

The deil® he couldna scaith?
thee,
Or aught that wad belang

thee,
He'd look into thy bonnie face.
And say ‘Il canna wrang*

thea!
The Powers aboon® will tent*
thee;
Misfortune sha'na sbeer’
thee;
Thou'rt like themselves sae
lovely,
That ill they’ll ne’er let near
thee.
1 anither another,
2 deil devil,
3 to 8caith to harm,

e [ oen
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Return again, fair Lesley,
Return to Caledonie!
That we may brag we haea
lass
There's mnane again sae
bonnie.

Highland Mary

Ye banks and braes® and stre-
ams around

The castle o’ Montgomery,
Green be your woods, and fair

your flowers,

Your waters never drum! e!®
There simmer first unfauld.

her robes.

And there the langest tarry;
For there I took the last fare-

weel*

O’ my sweet Highland Mary.

1 brae—uhill.side,
2 drumlie——muddy H#&,
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How sweetly bloom'd the gay
green birk,
How rich the hawthorn's
blossom,
As underneath their fragrant,
shade
I clasp’d her to my bosom!
The golden hours on angel
wings
Flew o'er me and my dear-
For dear to me as light and
life
Was my sweet Highland,
Mary.

‘Wi mony a vow and lock'd
embrace
Our parting was fu’ tender;
And pledging aft® to meet
again,
We tore oursels asunder;

1 dearie——dear J I ie HRFPIEZE .
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But, oh! fell Death’s untimely
frost,
That nipt my flower sae’
early!
Now green’s the sod, and cauld’s
* the clay.
That wraps my Highland
Mary!

O pale, pale now, those rosy
lips,
I aft hae kiss'd sae fondly!
And closed for ay® the sparkl-
ing glance
That dwelt on me sae kindly:
And mouldering now in silent
dust
That heart that lo'ed me

dearly!
But still within my bosom’s
core
Shall live my Highland
Mary.

1 sae——s0,
2 cauld—cold,
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Samuel Taylor Coleridge (1772—1834)

Recollections Of Love:

How warm this woodland wild
recess!

Love surely hath been breath-
ing here:
And this sweet bed of heath,
my dear!
Swells up, then sinks with fair
caress,

As if to have you yet more
near.
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Eight ¢prings have flown since
last I lay

On sea-ward Quantock’s hea-
thy hills,

‘Where quiet. sounds from

hidden rills
Float here and there, like
things astray,

And high o'er head the sky-
lark shrills.
No voice as yet had made the
air
Be music with your name;
yet why
That asking. look? that
yearning sigh?
That sense of promise every
where?
Beloved! flew your spirit by?

Water Ballad

Come hither, gently rowing,
Come, bear me quickly o'er
This stream so brightly flowing
To yonder woodland shore.
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But vain were my endeavour
To pay thee, courteous guide;
Row on, row on, for ever
I'd have thee by my side.

‘Good boatman, prithee haste

thee,

I seek my father-land.'—
‘Say, when I there have placed

thee?’

Dare I demand thy hand?’?
‘A maiden’s head can never

So hard a point decide;
Row on, row on, for ever,

I'd have thee by my side.’
The happy bridal over

The wanderer ceased to roam,
Ifor, seated by her lover,

The boat became her home.
And still they sang together

As steering o'er the tide:
‘Row on through wind and

weather

For ever by my side.’

1 to demand one’s hand —— to ask the
—_— gy -
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To Lesbia

My Lesbia, let us love and
live,

And to the winds, my Lesbia,
give '

Bach cold restraint, each bod-
ing fear

Of age and all her saws* severe.

Yon sun now posting® to the
main

Will set,—but ‘tis to rise a-
gain; —

1 saws——maxims %3,
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But we, when once our mortal
light

Is set, must sleep in endless
night.

Then come, with whom alone
I'll live,

A thousand kisses take and
give!

Another thousand!—to the store

Add hundreds—then a thou-
sand more!

And when they to a million
mount,

Let confusion take the ac-
count,— ‘

That you, the number never
knowing,

May continue still bestow-
ing— ‘

That I for joys may never pine,

Which never can again be
mine!

— e —
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When thou to my true-love
com'st
Greet her from me kindly;
When she agks thee how I
fare?
Say, folks in Heaven fare
finely.

When she asks, ‘“What! Is he
sick?’
Say, dead!—and when for
SOITOW
She begins to sob and cry,
Say, I conme to-morrow.

— 1§ —
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Leigh Hunt (1784—1859)

Jenny kiss'd me when we met,
Jumping from the chair she
sat in;
Time, you thief, who love to
get
Sweet into your list, put
that in!® :
Say I'm weary, say I'm sad
Say that health and wealth

1 SER G RBT O > SAREGE » 4F(%R
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have miss'd me,
Say I'm growing old, but add,
Jenny kiss'd me.



MERRKIESD > ARWWET ~ME
Mk >JeonyET AR ©

~ 83 —



George Gordon Byron (1788—1824)
So, we'll go no more a-roving
So late into the night.
Though the heart be still as
loving, '
And the moom be still as
bright.

For the sword outwears® its
sheath,

And the soul wears out® the
breast

1 to outwear to congume by wearing

JE4R o
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And the heart must pause to
breathe,
And love itself have rest.

Though the night was made
for loving.
And the day returns too
coon,
Yet we'll go no more a-roving
By the light of the moon.

s ) v
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Peroy Bysshe Shelley (1793—1829)

True Leove in this differs
from geld and clay,

That to divide is not to take
away.!'

Love is like understanding,
that grows bright,

Gazing on wmany truths; 'tis
like thy light,

1 Sh-lley EaRAEMZE » B DR N
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Imagination! which from earth
and sky,

And from the depths of human
fantasy,

As from a thousand prisms and
mirrors, fills

The Universe with glorious
beams, and kills

Error, the worm, with many a
sun-like arrow

Of its reverberated lightning.
Narrow"

The heart that loves, the brain
that contemplates.

The life that wears, the spirit
that creates

One objzct, and one form and
builds thereby

A sepulchre for its eternity.

1 narrow——narrow (is) the heart........
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John Keats (1795—1821)

Bright star, would I were stead--
fast as thou art—
Not in lone splendour hung
aloft the night,
And watching, with eternal
lids apart,
Liike nature’s patient, sleepless
KEremite?
The moving waters at their

1 Ervewite—— hermit .[&H:,
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priestlike task
Of pure ablution round ear-
th’s human shores,
Or gazing on the new soft-
fallen mask
Of snow upon the mountains
and the moors—
No—yet still steadfast, still
unchangeable,
Pillow’d upon my fair love's
ripening breast,
To feel for ever its soft fall
and swell,
Awake for ever in a sweet
unrest,
Still, still to hear her tender-
taken breath,
And so live ever—or else swoon
to death.
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Alfred Tennsson (1809—1892)

Ksk me no more: the moon may
draw _the sea;
The cloud may stoop from
heaven and take the shape,
With fold to fold, of moun-
tain or of cape;
But O too fond,” when have I
answer'd thee?
Ask me no more.

1 fond —foolish A o 3¢ R FIEMR
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Ask me mo more: what answer
should I give?
I love not hollo:7 cheek or
faded eye;
Yet, O my friend,I will not
have thae die!
Ask me no more, lest I shall bid
thee live:
Ask me no more.

Ask me no mor : thy fate and
mine are seal’d:
I strove agair t the stream
and all in vai :
Let the great river take me
to the main:
No more: dear love, for at a
touch I yield;
Ask me no more.
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Robert Browning (1819—1889)

You'll lové me yet!—and I can
tarry
Your love's protracted grow-
ing:
June rear’d that bunch of flo-
Wers you carry,
From seeds of April’s sow-
ing.

—-— 169 —
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T vplant a heartful now: some
seed

At least is sure to strike?,
And yield—what you’ll not plu-
ck indeed,

Not love, but, may be, like.

You’ll look at least on love's
remains.
A grave's one violet:®
Your look?—that pays a thou-
sand pains.
What's death? You'll love me
yet! '

1 to strike——to thrust in its roots/f:4},
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Christina Georgina Rossetti (1830--1894)

A Birthday

My heart is like a singing bird
‘Whose nest is in a watered
shoot;?
My heart is like an apple-tree
‘Whose boughs are bent with
thickset® fruit;
My heart is like a rainbow shell

1 a watered shoot the rocks fringing

a waterfall BB EA,
— 104 —
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That paddles in a haleyon®
seay

My heart is gladder than all
these

Because my love is come to
me.

Raigz me a dais* of silk and
down;
Hang it with vair® and purple
dyes;
‘Carve it in doves, and pome-
granates,
And peacocks with a hundred
eyes;
Work it in gold and silver
grapes,
In leaves, and silver fleurs-de-
lys;
B:cause the birthday of my life
Is come, my love is come to
me.

3 halecyou-—calm Zp#
4. dais——a s2at on a platform at the end

of a hall KYEFIMZEH LABEL o
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Echo

Come to me in the silence of
the night;
Come 1n the speaking silence
of a dream:
Come with soft rounded cheeks
and eyes as bright
As sunlight on a stream;
Come back in tears,
O memory, hope, love of finish-
ed years.

= 108 =~
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Oh dream how sweet, too sweet,
too bitter sweet,
‘Whose wakening should have
been in Paradise,
Where souls brimful of love
abide and meet;
‘Where thirsting longing eyes
‘Watch the slow door
That opening, letting in, lets out
1.0 more.’

Y et come to me in dreams, that
T may live
My very life sgain though
cold ip death
Come back to me in drsams,
that I may give
Pulsz for pulss, breath for
breath:
Speak low, lean low,
As long ago, my love, hav long
ago!

1 KB Ao
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The Poor Ghost

“Oh whence do you come, my
dear friend, to me,

With your golden hair all falley
below your knee,

And your face as white
snowdrops on the lea,

And your voice as hollow as
the hollow sea?"

“From the other world I come
back'to you,

My locks are uncurled W1'ch
drlppmg drenching dew,

You know the old, whilst I
know the new:

But to-morrow you shall know
this too,”

"“Oh not to-morrow into the,
dark, I pray;

Oh not to-morrow, too soon te
go away:

— 113 —
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tiere T feel warm and well
content and gay:

Giive me another year, anoth.)
day.”

“Am I so charged in a day anc
a night

That mine own only love sh
rinks from me with fright,

Is fain to turn away to left or
right

And cover up his eycs from the
sight?”

“Indeed I loved you, my chose
friend, '

I loved you for life,* but life
has an end:

Through sickniss 1 was ready
to tend:

But death mars all, which we
cannot mend.

“Indeed I loved you; I love you
yet,

1 for life —— for the period of earth]_y"
— 114 —
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If you will stay where your
bed is set,

‘Where I have planted a violet,

Which the wind waves, which
the dew makes wet.”

“Life 18 gone, then love too is
gone,

It was a reed that I leant upon:

Never doubt I will leave you
alone

And not wake you rattling bone
with bone.

“I go home alone to my bed,

Dug desp at the foot and deep
at the head,

Roofed in with a load of lead,

‘Warm enough for the forgotten
dead.

“But why did your tears soak
through the clay,
And why did your sobs wake
me where I lay?
— 116 —
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1 was away, far enough away:
Let me sleep now till the Judg-
ment Day.”

— 114 —
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Thomas Hardy (1840—1928)

Without Ceremony

Tt wes your way, my dear,
To vanish without a word
‘When callers, friends, or kin
Bad left, and T hastened in
To rejoin you, a8 I inferred.

— 120 —
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And when you'd a nind lo
career

Off anywhere—say* to towwvn—

You were all on a suld:wn
gone

Before I had thought thereon,

Or noticed your trunks iere
down.

So, now that you disappear

For ever in that swiit style,
Your meaning szems to me
Just as it used to be:
“Good-bye is not worth whilel”

The Haunter

He does not think that I haunt
here nightly:
How shall I let him know
That whither his fancy sets him
wandering,
I, too, alertly go?—

1 say

select as cxample Ml o
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Hover and hover a few feet
from him
Just as I used to do,
But cannot answer the words
he lifts me—
Only listen thereto!

‘When T could answer he did

not say them:
When I could let him know

How I would like to join in
his journeys
Seldom he wished to go.
Now that he goss and wants
me with him
More than he used to do.
Never he sees my faithful phan-
tom
Though he speaks therato.

Yes, T companion him to places
Only dreamers know,
Where the shy hares print long
paces,

— 124 —
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Where the night rooks go;
Into old aisles where the past
is all to him,
Close as his shade can do,
Always lacking the power to
call to him,
Near as I reach thereto!

What agood haunter I am, O
tell him!
Quickly make him know
If he but sigh since my loss
befell him
Straight to hs sidz T go.
Tell him a faithful one is doing
All that love can do
Still that his path may bz worth

pursuing.
And to bring peac: thereto.

— 126 —
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A Dream Or No

Why go to Saint-Juliot? What's
Juliot to me?
Some strange necromancy
But charmed me to fancy
That much of my life claims
the spot as its key.

Yes, I have had dreams of that
place in the West,
And a maiden abiding;
Thereat as in hiding
Fair-eyed and white-shoulder-
ed, broad-browed and brown-
tressed.

— 198~
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And of how, coastward bound
on a night long ago,
There lonely I found her,
The sea-birds around her.
And other than nigh things
uncaring to know.

So sweet her life there (in my
thought has it se2med)
That quickly she drew me
To take her unto me,
And lodge her long years with
me. Such have I dreamed.

But nought of that maid from
Saint-Juliot I see;
Can she ever have been
here,
And shed her life’'s sheen

here,
The woman I thought a long
housemate with me?

== 130 ==
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Does there even a place like
Saint-Juliot exist?
Or a Valency Valley
With stream and leafed
alley,
Or Beeny, or Bos with its
flounce flinging mist?

After A Journey

Hereto I come to view a voice-
less ghost;
Whither, O whither will its
whim now draw me?
Up the cliff, down, till I'm
lonely, lost,
And the unseen waters' -eja-
culations awe me.
Where you will next be there'’s
no knowing,
Facing round about me every-
where,
With your nut-coloured
hair,
—- 138 —
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And gray eyes, and rose-flush
coming and going.

Yes: 1 have re-entered your
olden haunts at last;
Through the years, throuch
the dead scencs I have
tracked you.
What have you now found to
say of our past—
Scanned seross the di rk space
wherein I have lacked yonu,
Summer gave us  sweets, but
autumn wrought division?
Things were not lastly as
firstly well
With us twain, you tell?
But all's closed now, despite
Time’s derision.

I see what you are doing: you
are leading me on
To the spots we knew when
we haunted here together,

The waterfall, above which the
— 134 —
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mist-bow shone
At the then fair hour in the
then fair weather,
And the cave just under, with a
voice still so hollow
That it seems to call out to
me from forty years ago
‘When you were all aglow,
And not the thin ghost that I
now frailly follow!

Ignorant of what there is flit-
ting here to see,
The waked birds preen and
the seals flop lazily,
Soon you will have, Dear, to
vanish from me,
For the stars close their shut-
ters and the dawn whitens
hazily.
Trust me, I mind not, though
Life lours,?
The bringing me here; nay,

1 to lour ——to lower 3K,
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bring me here again!
I am just the same as when
Our days were a joy, and our
paths through flowers.
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Beeny Cliff
March 1870—Mareh 1913

I

O the opal and the sapphire of
that wandering western sea,

And the woman riding high
above with bright hair flap-

ping free—

The woman whom I loved so,

and who loyally loved me.
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11
The pale mews® plained below
us, and the waves seemed far
away
In a nether sky, engrossed in
saying thoir ceagsless babbl-
ng say.
As we laughed light-heartedly
aloft on that dear—sunned
March day.

111

A little cloud then cloaked us,

and there flew an irised rain.

And the Atlantic dyed its levels

with a dull misfeatured stain,

And then the sun burst out

again, and purples prinked
the main,

1 mew——gulls F&,
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1V
—Still in all its chasmal® beauty
bulks old Beeny to the sky,
And shall she and I not go there
once again now March is nigh,
And the sweet things said in
that March say anew there by
and by?®
What if still in chasmal beauty
looms that wild weird western
shore.
The woman now is—elsewhere—
whom the ambling pony bore.
And nor knows nor cares for
Beeny, and will laugh there
nevermore.

1 chasmal — of chasm 2Zs{fay 5 ZLpE
: 9
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The Phantom Horsewoman

I
Queer are the ways of a man I
know:
He comes and stands
In a careworn craze.
And looks at the sands
And the seaward haze
With moveless hands
And face and gaze,
Then turns to go—
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And what does he see when he
gazes so?

i
They say he sees as an instant
thing

More clear than to-day,

A sweet soft scene

That once was in play;

By that bring green;

Yes, notes alway

‘Warm, real, and keen,

‘What his back years bring—
A phantom of his own figuring.

11T
Of this vision of his they might:
say more:
Not only there

Does he see this sight,
But everywhere

In his brain—day, night,
As if on the air
It were draw rose bright—
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Yea, far from that shore
Does he carry this vision of
heretofore:

1V
A ghost-girl-rider. And though,
toil-tried,
He withers daily,
Time touches her not,
But she still rides gaily
In his rapt thought
On that shagged and shaly
Atlantic spot,
And as when first eyed
Draws rein and sings to the
swing of the tide.
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Her Father

I met her, as we had privily
planned,

‘Where passing feet beat busily:

She whispered:"” Father is at
hand!

He wished to walk with me.”

His presence as he joined us
there
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Banished our words of warnth
away;

We felt, with cloudings of de-
spair,

‘What Love must lose that
day.

Her crimson lips remained un-
kissed,

Our fingers kept no tender hold,

His lack of feeling made the
tryst
Embarrassed, stiff, and cold.

A cynic ghost then rose and
said

**But is his love for her so smu.}

That, nigh to yours,it may be
read?
As of no worth at all?

1 read ——counted &S ; B,
— 154 =



FEEET SHRAMEEZD >R
FEBEEBKX—2ABRS BAXOR

g o

MEBAMWEENEREEAT T »
RTPMFIHELEARITHBAEX > M
AR b B R I 0 1 00 BT A 1 o

BEA A > KRR o

— 0 30 R O BY SRR A B
Ak ST o o b R B R R 0 0 — B B

TRy 0 MR R B R — RS ¢

— 155 —



““You love her for her pink and
white;
But what when their fresh
splendours close?
His love will last her in despite
Of Time, and wrack, and
foes.”

At Waking

When night was lifting,
And dawn had crept under its
shade,
Amid cold clouds drifting
Dead-white as a corpse outlaid,
‘With a sudden scare
I seemed to behold
My Love in bare
Hard lines unfold.
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Yea, in 2 moment,
An insight that would not die
Killed her old endowment
Of charm that had capped all
night,
‘Which vanished to none
Like the gilt of a cloud
And showed her but one
Of the common crowd.

She seemed but a sample
Of earth’s poor average kind,
Lit up by no ample
Enrichments of mien or mind.
I covered my eyes
As to cover the thought,
And unrecognize
‘What the morn had taught

O vision appalling
When the one believed-in thing
Is seen falling, falling,
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Off: it is not true;
For it cannot be

That the prize I drew
Is a biank to me!
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Laurence Hope

The Net Of Memory

I cast the Net of Memory,

Man’s torment and delight,

Over the level Sands of Youth

That lay serenely bright,

Their tranquil gold at times
submerged

In the Spring Tides of Love's
Delight.
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The Net brought up, in silver
gleams,

Forgotten truth and fancies fair:

Like opal shells, small happy
facts |

Within the Net entangled were

‘With the red coral of his lips,

The waving seaweed of his hair.

We were so young: he was so
fair.

Song of Ramesram
Temple Gird

Now is the season of my youth,
Not thus shall T always be,
Listen, dear Lord, thou too art

young,

Take thy pleasure with me.
My hair is straight as the fall-

ing rain

And fine as morning mist,
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[ am a rose awaiting thee
That none have touched or
kissed.

Do as thou wilt with
mine and me,
Beloved, I only pray,
Follow the promptings
of thy youth,
Let there be no delay!

A leaf that flutters upon the
bough,
A moment, and it is gone,—
A bubble amid the fountain
spray,—
Ah, pause and think thereon;

For such is youth and its pass-
ing bloom
That wait for thee this hour,
If aught in thy heart incline to
me
Ah, stoop and pluck thy
flower!
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Come, my lord, to the
temple shade,
Whers ¢ooling foun-
taing play,
If cught in thy heart in-
cline to love
Let there be no delay!

Many shall faint with love of
me
And T shall shake their thirst,

But Fats has brought thee hit-
her to-day
That thou shouldst be the

first.

0Old, so old, are the temple-walls,
Love is older than they;

But I am the short-lived temple
rose

Blooming for thee to-day.

Thine am I, Prince, and
only thine,
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What is there more to
say?
If aught in thy heart in-
cline to love,
Let there be no delay!

On Pilgrimage

Oh, youthful bearer of my palan-
quin,

Thy glossy hair lies loosened
on thy neck,
The ‘‘tears of labour

velvet skin
‘Whose event exture knows no
other fleck.

1"

gem thy

1 toar of labour— &k,
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Thy slonder sheoulder strains
beneath my weight;
Too fair thou art, for work,
sweet slave of mine,
Would that this idle breast,
reversing fate,
A willing serf to love, sup-
ported thine!

I smell the savage scent of sun-
warmed fur
Close in the Jungle, musky,
hot and sweat —
The air comes from thy shoulder,
even as myrrh,
Would we were as the pan-
thers, free to meet.

The Temple road is steep; I
grieve to see
Thy slender ankles bruised
among the clods.
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Oh, my Beloved, if I might wor-
ship thee!
Beauty is greater far than
all the Gods.

Disappointment

Oh, come, Beloved, before my
beauty fades.
Pity the sorrow of my lone-
liness.

I am a Roseb ush that the Cy-
press shades,
No sunbeams find or lighten

my distress.
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Daily 1T watch the waning of
my bloom.
Ah, piteous fading of a thing
so fair!
While Fate, remorseless, weav-
ing at her lcom,®
Twines furtive silver in my
twisted hair.

This noon I watched a tremu-
lous fading ros:
Rise on the wind to courta
butterfly.
“‘One speck of pollen, ere my
petals close,
Bring me one touch of love
before I die!”

But the gay butterfly, who had
the power
To grant, refused, flew far
across the dell,

1 FMRwaE R g2 KKE > STA
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And, as he fertilised a younger
flower,
The petals of the rose, de-
franded, fell,

Such was my fate, thou not
come to me,
Thine eyes are absent, and
thy voice is mute,
Though I am slim, as this Pa-
paya tree,
With breasts out-pointing,
even as its fruit.

Beauty was mine, it brought me
no caress,

My lips were red, yet there
were none to taste,

I saw my youth consume in
loneliness,
And all the fervour of my
heart ran waste.

While I still hoped that Thou
would’st come to me,
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I &énd the garden waited for
their Lord.
Here Ile will rest, Loneath this
Champs tree;
Hence, all ye spike-set grasses
from the sward!

In this cool rillet I shall bathe
His feet,

Come, rounded pebbles, from
a smoother shore;
This is the honey that Iis lips
will eat,
Hasten, O bees, enhance the
amber store!

Ripen ye, Custard Apples, round
and fair,
Practise your songs, O Bul-
buls, on the bough,
Surely some sweeter sweetness
haunts the air:
Maybe His feet draw near us,
even now!
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Disperse, ye fireflies, clustered
on the palm,
Love heeds no lamp, he wel-
comes moonless skies,
Soon shall ye find,O stars, serene
and calm,
Your sparkling rivals in my
lover's eyes!

Closely I wove my leafy Jasmin
bowers,
Hoping to hide my pleasure
and my shame,
Where the Lantana’s indecisive
flowers
Vary from palest rose to
range flame.

Ay, there were lovely hours,
'neath fern and palm
Almost my aching longing I
forgot.
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White nights of silence, noons
of golden calm,
All past, all wasted, since
Thou camest not!

Night after night the Champa
trees distilled
Their eruel sweetness on the
carelegs air.
Noon after noon I watched the
Bulbuls build,
And saw with hungry eyes
the Sun-birds pair.

None came, and none will come;
no us: to wait—
Youth's fragrance dies, its
tender light dies down
I will arise, before it grows too
late,
And seek the no:sy brilliance
of the town.
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Bafore many waiting years I
longed for gold,
Now must I neads console me
with alloy.
Before this beauty fades, this
pulse grows cold,
I may not love, I will at least
enjoy!

Farawell my Solituds of scanted
flowers,
Across whose glades the eme-
rald parrots gleam,
Haunt of false hope, and hom
of wastad hours,
I am awake, at last—Guard
thou the dream!
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