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III.

HEART'S HOPE.

L O V E ' S T E S T A M E N T.

O THOU who at Love's hour ecstatically

Unto my heart dost evermore present,
Clothed with his fire, thy heart his testament;
Whom I have neared and felt thy breath to be
The inmost incense of his sanctuary;

Who without speech hast owned him, and, intent
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Rv what word's power, the key of paths untrod.

Shall I the diflicult deeps of Love explore.

Til Darted waves of Song yield up the shore

E
v™ r.Ss=a whcih Israc.lcrosd
j dryshod 7
For lo I in some poor rhythmic perio ,
M T fain would tell how evermore

Upon his will, thy life with mine hast blent.

And murmured, " I am thine, thou'rt one with me I"
O what from thee the grace, to me the prize.
And what to Love the glory,—when the whole
Of the deep stair thou tread'st to the dim shoal

And weary water of the place of sighs.
And there dost work deliverance, as thine eyes
Draw up my prisoned spirit to thy soul 1
S O N N E T I V.

sonnet VI.

L O V E S I G H T.

the kiss.

When do I see thee most, beloved one ?
When in the light the spirits of mine eyes
Before thy face, their altar, solemnize

WOr
HAseizure
Tamoa
d
lcrn
igsensesn
i deaths' scikdea
ly
of malign vicissitude

Or when in the dusk hours, (we two alone,)

For lo I even now my lag interlude

The worship of that Love through thee made known ?
Close-kissed and eloquent of still replies

Can rob this bo-ly
This soul of wedding-raimen

'

With these my hps snch
As laurelled Orpheus lo g

Thy twilight-hidden glimmering visage lies,
And my soul only sees thy soul its own ?

The half-drawn hungering face w

O love, my love 1 if I no more should see

I was a child even"and she-

Thyself, nor on the earth the shadow of thee.

Nor image of thine eyes in any spring,—_

How then should sound upon Life's darkening slope

The ground-whirl of the perished leaves of Hope,
The wind of Death's imperishable wing ?

When breast to breas w
A

spirit

met

to

fan

A god when all o „i„us ardours ran,
desire in deity.
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S O N N E T x i i r.

XI.

YOUTH'S ANTIPHONY.

THE LOVE-LETTER.

Warmed by her hand and shadowed by her hair
As close she leaned and poured her heart through

" I LOVE you, sweet: how can you ever learn
How much I love you ? " " You I love even so.
And so I learn it." " Sweet, you cannot know

thee,
Whereof the articulate throbs accompany
The smooth black stream that makes thy whiteness
fair,—

How fair you are." " If fair enough to earn
Your love, so much is all my love s concern.

Oh let thy silent song disclose to me
That soul wherewith her lips and eyes agree
Like married music in Love's answering air.

Yet love seemed full so many hours ago 1
Thus lovers speak, till kisses claim their turn.

Sweet fluttering sheet, even of her breath aware,—

Fain had I watched her when, at some fond thought.
Her bosom to the writing closelier press'd.
And her breast's secrets peered into her breast;
When, through eyes raised an instant, her soul sought
My soul, and from the sudden confluence caught
The words that made her love the loveliest.

"My love grows hourly, sweet." "Mine too doth
grow,

,

,,,

Ah I happy they to whom such words as these
In youth have served for speech the whole day long.
Hour after hour, remote from the world's throng.

Work, contest, fame, all life's confederate pleas,What while Love breathed in sighs and silences

Through two blent souls one rapturous undersong.
S O N N C T X I V.

SONNET

THE

XII.

LOVERS'

WALK.

Sweet twining hedgeflowers wind-stirred in no wise
On this June day; and hand that clings in hand :Still glades; and meeting faces scarcely fann'd :—
An osier-odoured stream that draws the skies

Deep to its heart; and mirrored eyes in eyes ;—
Fresh hourly wonder o'er the Summer land
Of light and cloud ; and two souls softly spann'd

With one o'erarching heaven of smiles and sighs :—
Even such their path, whose bodies lean unto
Each other's visible sweetness amorously,—

Whose passionate hearts lean by Love's high decree
Together on his heart for ever true.
As the cloud-foaming firmamental blue
Rests on the blue line of a foamless sea,

YOUTH'S SPRING-TRIBUTE.

On this sweet bank your head thrice sweet and dear

I lay, and spread your hair on either side,

And see the newborn woodflowers bashful-eyed

T nnk fbroueh the golden tresses here and there.

OntheseSaSabfebordersoftheyear

Spring's foot half falters ^scarce she yet may know

The leafless blacktllOm-blOSSOm from the snow ; _

AndTthrough" her "bowers the wind's way still is c ear.

But April's sun strikes down the glades to-day;
So shut your eyes upturned, and feel my kiss
Creep, as the Spring now thrills through every spray,

Up your warm throat to your warm hps : tor this
Is even the hour of Love's sworn suitservice,
With whom cold hearts are counted castaway.

)
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SONNET XVII.

BEAUTY'S PAGEANT.

BIRTH-BOND.

Have you not noted, in some family
Where two were born of a first marriage-bed,
How still they own their gracious bond, though fed

What dawn-pulse at the heart of heaven, or last
Incarnate flower of culminating day.
What marshalled marvels on the skirts of May,
Or song full-quired, sweet June s encomiast,

And nursed on the forgotten breast and Imee ?—
How to their father's children they shall be
In act and thought of one goodwill; but each

What go
l ry of change by Nature s hand am^s d
Can vie with all those moods

Shall for the other have, in silence speech,

Which o'er one loveliest woman s form and

And in a word complete community ?

Within this hour, within this room, have passd f

Even so, when first I saw you, seemed it, love,

Love's very vesture and elect disguise
Was each fine movement,—wonder new-beg

That among souls allied to mine was yet
One nearer kindred than life hinted of.

Of lily or swan or swan-stemmed gahot,

O born with me somewhere that men forget.
And though in years of sight and sound unmet.

Joy to his sight who now the sadlier sighs.
Parted again; and sorrow yet for eyes

Known for my soul's birth-partner well enough I
SONNET

A
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OF
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Unbo?n, that read these words and saw her not

XVI.

SONNET XVIII.

LOVE.

GENIUS IN BEAUTY.

Those envied places which do know her well,
And are so scornful of this lonely place.
Even now for once are emptied of her grace:
Nowhere but here she is : and while Love's spell
From his predominant presence doth compel

Is more with sweet footfall

Nay, not in Spring's or Summer s swee^ ^^^^^^

All alien hours, an outworn populace.

More gathered gifts love-spell breathes

The hours of Love fill full the echoing space

Than

doth

this

th«

With sweet confederate music favourable.

Even from its shadowed contour on tn

Now many memories make solicitous

As many men ^oul th°e wires prolong

The delicate love-lines of her mouth, till, lit
With quivering fire, the words take wing from it;

But for °ne swe o indomitable song;

Even through all chang^^^

As here between our kisses we sit thus

So in hhew'S^ mth,

Speaking of things remembered, and so sit
Speechless while things forgotten call to us,

uo
fe
tf beauVs?»»<'»■
}

b
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SONNET

XXI.

LOVE-SWEETNESS.

SILENT NOON.

Sweet dimness of her loosened hair's downfall

Your hands lie open in the long fresh grass,—
The finger-points look through like rosy blooms;
Your eyes smile peace. The pasture gleams and glooms

About thy face; her sweet hands round thy head

In gracious fostering union garlanded;
Her tremulous smiles ; her glances' sweet recall

'Neath billowing skies that scatter and amass.

Of love : her murmuring sighs memonal;

All round our nest, far as the eye can pass,

Her mouth's culled sweetness by thy kisses shed

Are golden kingcup-fields with silver edge
Where the cow-parsley skirts the hawthorn-hedge.

On cheeks and neck and eyelids, and so led ^

'Tis visible silence, still as the hour-glass.

Back to her mouth which answers there tor all.

Deep in the sun-searched growths the dragon-fly

What sweeter than these things, except the thing

In lacking which all these would lose their sweet.

Hangs like a blue thread loosened from the sky :—
So this wing'd hour is dropt to us from above.

The confident heart's still fervour: the swift beat

Oh 1 clasp we to our hearts, for deathless dower,
This close-companioned inarticulate hour

And soft subsidence of the spirit's wing.

Then when it feels, in cloud-girt wayfaring.

The breath of kindred plumes against its leet {

When twofold silence was the song of love.

SONNET

SONNET XXII.

XX.

HEART'S HAVEN.

G R A C I O U S M O O N L I G H T.

Even as the moon grows queenlier in mid-space
When the sky darkens, and her cloud-rapt car
Thrills with intenser radiance from afar,—

So lambent, lady, beams thy sovereign grace
When the drear soul desires thee. Of that face

What shall be said,—which, like a governing star,
Gathers and garners from all things that are
Their silent penetrative loveliness ?
O'er water-daisies and wild waifs of Spring,

There where the iris rears its gold-crowned sheaf
With flowering rush and sceptred arrow-leaf,

So have I marked Queen Dian, in bright ring
Of cloud above and wave below, take wing

And chase night's gloom, as thou the spirit's grief.

187

c .......re «;hp is a child within mine arms.
r

Coring beneath dark wings that love must chase,-

With stil tears showering and averted face,
And oft from mine own spirit's hurthng h^ms
Tnpvnlirablv filled with faint alarms :

I crave the refuge of her deep embrace
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Slight wanton flowers and foolish toys of fruit:

OF

LIFE.
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X X V.

WINGED HOURS.

LOVE'S BAUBLES.

I STOOD where Love in brimming armfuls bore

HOUSE

Each hour until we meet is as a bird
That wings from far his gradual way along

And from one hand the petal and the core

The rustling covert of my soul,—his song
Still loudlier trilled through leaves more deeply stirr'd;
But at the hour of meeting, a clear word

Seemed from another hand like shame's salute,—
Gifts that I felt my cheek was blushing for.

Full oft through our contending joys unheard.

And round him ladies thronged in warm pursuit,

Fingered and lipped and proffered the strange store.
Savoured of sleep; and cluster and curled shoot

At last Love bade my Lady give the same :

And as I looked, the dew was light thereon;
And as I took them, at her touch they shone

heaven-hue
heart
flame.
^With
And inmost
then Love
said ; " Loof1the
when
theofhand
is hers,
Follies of love are love's true ministers."

Is every note he sings, in Love's own tongue ;
Yet, Love, thou know'st the sweet strain suffers wrong,

What of that hour at last, when for her sake
No wing may fly to me nor song may flow;
When, wandering round my life unleaved, I know
The bloodied feathers scattered in the brake.
And think how she, far from me, with like eyes
Sees through the untuneful bough the wingless skies ?
sonnet

XXVI.

S O N N E T X X I V.

PRIDE OF YOUTH.

Even as a child, of sorrow that we

The dead, but little in his heart can find.

Since without need of thought to his clear mmd

Their turn it is to die and his to live;—

Even so the winged New Love smiles to receive

Along his eddying plumes the auroral wind
Nor, forward glorying, casts one look behind

Where night-rack shrouds the Old Love fugitive.
There is a change in every hour's recall.
And the last cowslip in the fields we see

On the same day with the first corn-poppy.
Alas for hourly change! Alas for all
The loves that from his hand proud Youth lets la ,
Even as the beads of a told rosary I

MID-RAPTURE.

ThoO lovely and beloved, thou my love;

W^jiose kiss seems still the first; whose summoning
eyes,

Even now, as for our love-world's new sunrise.
Shed very dawn; whose voice, attuned above
All modulation of the deep-bowered dove.
Is like a hand laid softly on the soul;

Whose hand is like a sweet voice to control
Those worn tired brows it hath the keeping of

What word can answer to thy word,—what gaze

To thine, which now absorbs within its sphere

My worshiping face, till I am mirrored there

Light-circled in a heaven of deep-drawn rays ?

What clasp, what kiss mine inmost heart can prove,
O lovely and beloved, 0 my love ? •
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SONNET XXIX.

XXVII.

T H E M O O N S TA R .

H E A R T ' S C O M PA S S .

Lady, I thank thee for thy loveliness.

Sometimes thou secm'st not as thyself alone,
But as the meaning of all things that are;
A breathless wonder, shadowing forth afar
Some heavenly solstice hushed and halcyon ;

Because my lady is more lovely still.

Glorying I gaze, and yield with glad goodwill
To thee thy tribute j by whose sweet-spun dress
Of delicate life Love labours to assess

Whose unstirred lips are music's visible tone ;

My lady's absolute queendom; saying, " Lo 1
How high this beauty is, which yet doth show
But as that beauty's sovereign votaress."

Whose eyes the sun-gate of the soul unbar.
Being of its furthest fires oracular;—
The evident heart of all life sown and mown.

Even such Love is; and is not thy name Love ?
Yea, by thy hand the Love-god rends apart
All gathering clouds of Night's ambiguous art;

Lady, I saw thee with her, side by side ;

And as, when night's fair fires their queen surround.
An emulous star too near the moon will ride,—
Even so thy rays within her luminous bound
Were traced no more; and by the light so drowu'd.

Flings them far down, and sets thine eyes above;

And simply, as some gage of flower or glove,
Stakes with a smile the world against thy heart.

Lady, not thou but she was glorified.
SONNET

SONNET
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xxviir.

LAST

FIRE.

S O U L - L I G H T.

What other woman could be loved like you.
Or how of you should love possess his fill ?
After the fulness of all rapture, still,—
As at the end of some deep avenue
A tender glamour of day,—there comes to view
Far in your eyes a yet more hungering thrill,—
Such fire as Love's soul-winnowing hands distil
Even from his inmost arc of light and dew.

And as the traveller triumphs with the sun.
Glorying in heat's mid-height, yet startide brings

Wonder new-born, and still fresh transport springs
From limpid lambent hours of day begun ;—
Even so, through eyes and voice, your soul doth move
My soul with changeful light of infinite love.

t Love, through your spirit and mine what summer eve
Now glows with glory of all things possess'd.
Since this day's sun of rapture filled the west
And the light sweetened as the fire took leave ?

, Aw h i l e n o w s o f t l i e r l e t y o u r b o s o m h e a v e ,

I As in Love's harbour, even that loving breast.
All care takes refuge while we sink to rest,

I And mutual dreams the bygone bliss retrieve.

I Many the days that Winter keeps in store,
I Sunless throughout, or whose brief sun-glimpses

I Scarce shed the heaped snow through the naked trees.

This day at least was Summer's paramour,

I Sun-coloured to the imperishable core
With sweet well-being of love and full heart's ease.
I
I
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XLI.

SLEEPLESS DREAMS.

T H R O U G H D E AT H T O L O V E .

Girt in dark growths, yet glimmering with one star,
O night desirous as the nights of youth I

Like labour-laden moonclouds faint to flee
From winds that sweep the winter-bitten wold,—
Like multiform circumfluence manifold

Why should my heart within thy spell, forsooth.

Now beat, as the bride's finger-pulses are

Of night's flood-tide,—like terrors that agree

Quickened within the girdling golden bar ?

Of hoarse-tongued fire and inarticulate sea,—

Tread softly round and gaze at me from far ?

Our hearts discern wild images of Death,
Shadows and shoals that edge eternity.

Nay, night deep-leaved I And would Love feign in thee

Howbeit athwart Death's imminent shade doth soar

O lonely night! art thou not known to me,
A thicket hung with masks of mockery

Tell me, my heart,—what angel-greeted door
Or threshold of wing-winnowed threshing-floor

What wings are these that fan my pillow smooth ?
And why does Sleep, waved back by Joy and Rutli,

Some shadowy palpitating grove that bears
Rest for man's eyes and music for his ears?

And watered with the wasteful warmth of tears ?
SONNET XL.

SEVERED SELVES.

Two separate divided silences.

Which, brought together, would find loving voice
Two glances which together would rejoice

In love, now lost like stars beyond dark trees;
Two hands apart whose touch alone gives ease;

Two bosoms which, heart-shrined with mutual flame,
Would, meeting in one clasp, be made the same;

Two souls, the shores wave-mocked of sundering seas:
Such are we now. Ah I may our hope forecast
Indeed one hour again, when on this stream

Of darkened love once more the light shall gleam
An hour how slow to come, how quickly past.

Which blooms and fades, and only leaves at last.
Faint as shed flowers, the attenuated dream.

Even such, within some glass dimmed by our breath.

One Power, than flow of stream or flight of dove
Sweeter to glide around, to brood above.

I-Iath guest fire-fledged as thine, whose lord is Love ?
SONNET

XLII.

H O P E O V E RTA K E N .

I DEEMED thy garments, O my Hope,, were grey.
So far I viewed thee. Now the space between

Is passed at length; and garmented in green

Even as in days of yore thou stand'st to-day.
Ah God ! and but for lingering dull dismay.

On all that road our footsteps erst had been

Even thus commingled, and our shadows seen
Blent on the hedgerows and the water-way.

O Hope of mine whose eyes are living love,

No eyes but hers,—O Love and Plope the same !—

Lean close to me, for now the sinking sun
That warmed our feet scarce gilds our hair above.
O hers thy voice,and very hers thy name 1

Alas, cling round me, for the day is done 1
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LOVE AND HOPE.

Bless love and hope. Full many a withered year

Whirled past us, eddying to its chill doomsday;
And clasped together where the blown leaves lay

We long have knelt and wept full many a tear.

Yet lo! one hour at last, the Spring's compeer.

Flutes softly to us from some green byeway :

Those years, those tears are dead, but only they -
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X LV.

PA RT I N G .

Because our talk was of the cloud-control
And moon-track of the journeying face of Fate,
Her tremulous kisses faltered at love's gate

And her eyes dreamed against a distant goal:
But soon, remembering her how brief the whole
Of joy, which its own hours annihilate.
Her set gaze gathered, thirstier than of late.

Bless love and hope, true soul; for we are here.

And as she kissed, her mouth became her soul.

Cling heart to heart; nor of this hour demand

Thence in what ways we wandered, and how strove
To build with fire-tried vows the piteous home
Which memory haunts and whither sleep may roam,-

Whether in very truth, when we are dead.

Our hearts shall wake to know Love's golden head
Sole sunshine of the imperishable land ;

Or but discern, through night's unfeatured scope,
Scorn-fired at length the illusive eyes of Hope.
S O N N E T X L I V.

CLOUD AND WIND.

They only know for whom the roof of Love
Is the still-seated secret of the grove,

Nor spire may rise nor bell be heard therefrom.
SONNET

PA RT E D

X LV I .

LOVE.

Love, should I fear death most for you or me ?

What shall be said of this embattled day

Shall wrest a bond from night's inveteracy.
Ere yet my hazarddus soul put forth, to be

Nor sound denotes the loved one far away ?
Of these thy vanquished hours what shalt thou say,—
As every sense to which she dealt delight
Now labours lonely o'er the stark noon-height
To reach the sunset's desolate disarray ?

Yet if you die, can I not follow you.
Forcing the straits of change ? Alas 1 but who

Pier warrant against all her haste might rue?—

Ah I in your eyes so reached what dumb adieu,
What unsunned gyres of waste eternity ?
And if I die the first, shall death be then
A lampless watchtower whence I see you weep ?—

Or (woe is me I) a bed wherein my sleep

(as death's dear cup at last you drain)
And that Hope sows what Love shall never reap ?

And armbd occupation of this night

By all thy foes beleaguered,—now when sight

ctand still, fond fettered wretch 1 while Memory's art
Parades the Past before thy face, and lures
Thy spirit to her passionate portraitures:

Till the tempestuous tide-gates flung apart

Flood with wild wil the hollows of thy heart,

And thy heart rends thee, and thy body endures.

2 2 2
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"RETRO ME, SATHANAl"
Get thee behind me. Even as, heavy-curled.
Stooping against the wind, a charioteer

Is snatched from out his chariot by the hair.
So shall Time be; and as the void car, hurled
Abroad by reinless steeds, even so the world :
Yea, even as chariot-dust upon the air,
It shall be sought and not found anywhere.
Xlel thee behind me, Satan. Oft unfurled.
Thy perilous wings can beat and break like iath
Much mightiness of men to win thee praise.
Leave these weak feet to tread in narrow ways.

Thou still, upon the broad vine-sheltered path,
Mayst wait the turning of the phials of wrath
For certain years, for certain months and days.

THE HOUSE OF LIFE.
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THE

SUN'S

SHAME.

I .

Beholding youth and hope in mockery caught

From life; and mocking pulses that remain
When the soul's death of bodily death is fain ;
Honour unknown, and honour known unsought;

And penury's sedulous self-torturing thought

On gold, whose master therewith buys his taae ;
And longed-for woman longing all in vain
For lonely man with love's desire distraught;
And wealth, and strength, and power, and pleasantness.
Given unto bodies of whose souls men say,

None poor and weak, slavish and foul, as they :—
Beholding these things, I behold no less
The blushing morn and blushing eve confess
The shame that loads the intolerable day.

SONNET

xci.

LOST ON BOTH SIDES.

As when two men have loved a woman well.

Each hating each, through Love's and Death's deceit;
Since not for either this stark marriage-sheet

And the long pauses of this wedding-bell;
Yet o'er her grave the night and day dispel
At last their feud forlorn, with cold and heat;
Nor other than dear friends to death may fleet
The two lives left that most of her can tell:—

So separate hopes, which in a soul had wooed
The one same Peace, strove with each other long,
And Peace before their faces perished since :

So through that soul, in restless brotherhood,

They roam together now, and wind among

Its bye-streets, knocking at the dusty inns.

I I .

As some true chief of men, bowed down with stress
Of life's disastrous eld, on blossoming youth

May gaze,
and murmur
withbut
self-pity
and ruth,—
" Might
I thy fruitless
treasure
possess,
Such blessing of mine all coming years should bless—

Then sends one sigh forth to the unknown goal.
And bitterly feels breathe against his soul
The hour swift-winged of nearer nothingness :—
Even so the World's grey Soul to the green World
Perchance one hour must cry :" Woe's me, for whom
Inveteracy of ill portends the doom,—

Whose heart's old fire in shadow of shame is furl'd :

While thou even as of j'ore art journeying,
All soulless now, yet merry with the Spring!"
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SONNET XCVI.
S O N N E T X C I V.

LIFE THE BELOVED.

MICHELANGELO'S KISS.

As thy friend's face, with shadow of soul o'erspread

Somewhile unto thy sight perchance hath been '

Great Michelangelo, with age grown bleak
And uttermost labours, having once o'ersaid

Ghastly and strange, yet never so is seen

In thought, but to all fortunate favour wed ;

All grievous memories on his long life shed.

As thy love's death-bound features never dead

This worst regret to one true heart could speak :—

To memory's glass return, but contravene

That when, with sorrowing love and reverence meek,

Frail fugitive days, and alway keep, I ween.

He stooped o'er sweet Colonna's dying bed.

Than all new life a livelier lovelihead :—

His Muse and dominant Lady, spirit-wed,—

Her hand he kissed, but not her brow or cheek.

So Life herself, thy spirit's friend and love.
Even still as Spring's authentic harbinger
Glows with fresh hours for hope to glorify;
Though pale she lay when in the winter grove

O Buonarruoti,—good at Art's fire-wheels

To urge her chariot!—even thus the Soul,
Touching at length some sorely-chastened goal.

Her funeral flowers were snow-flakes shed on her

Earns oftenest but a little : her appeals

And the red wings of frost-fire rent the sky.

Were deep and mute,—lowly her claim. Let be :

What holds for her Death's garner ? And for thee ?

SONNET XCVII.

A SUPERSCRIPTION.
S O N N E T x c v.

Look in rtiy face; my name is Might-have-been ;
I am also called No-more, Too-late, Farewell •'

T H E VA S E O F L I F E .

Unto thine ear I hold the dead-sea shell '

Around the vase of Life at your slow pace

Cast up thy Life's foam-fretted feet between ;
Unto thine eyes the glass where that is seen'
Which had Life's form and Love's, but by my spell

He has not crept, but turned it with his hands,
And all its sides already understands.

Is now a shaken shadow intolerable.

There, girt, one breathes alert for some great race;
Whose road runs far by sands and fruitful space;

Who laughs, yet through the joly throng has pats d ;
Who weeps, nor stays for weeping; who at last,

A youth, stands somewhere crowned, with silent lace.
And he has filled this vase with wine for blood,

With blood for tears, with spice for burning vow.

With watered flowers for buried love most lit,
And would have cast it shattered to the flood.

Yet in Fate's name has kept it whole ; which now
Stands empty till his ashes fall in it.

Of ultimate things unuttered the frail screen.

I
i

Mark me, how still I am I But should there dart

One moment through thy soul the soft surprise
Of that winged Peace which lulls the breath
sighs,—

Then shalt thou see me smile, and turn apart
Thy visage to mine ambush at thy heart

Sleepless with (fold commemorative eyes. /

/^S
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DAMOZEL.

The sun was gone now; the curled moon

" We two will lie i' the shadow of

Was like a little feather

That living mystic tree

Fluttering far down the gulf; and now
She spoke through the still weather.

Within whose secret growth the Dove
Is sometimes felt to be,
While every leaf that His plumes touch
Saith His Name audibly.

Her voice was like the voice the stars

Had when they sang together.

"And I myself will teach to him,
I myself, lying so,
The songs I sing here; which his voice
Shall pause in, hushed and slow.
And find some knowledge at each pause.
Or some new thing to know."

(Ah sweet I Even now, in that bird's song,
Strove not her accents there.
Fain to be hearkened ? When those bells

Possessed the mid-day air.
Strove not her steps to reach my side

Down all the echoing stair ?)

" I wish that he were come to me,

(Alas I we two, we two, thou say'st!

For he will come," she said.

Yea, one wast thou with me

" Have I not prayed in Heaven ?—on earth.

That once of old. But shall God lift
To endless unity
The soul whose likeness with thy soul

Lord, Lord, has he not pray'd ?

Are not two prayers a perfect strength?

Was but its love for thee ?)

And shall I feel afraid ?

"We two," she said, "will seek the groves
Where the lady Mary is.
With her five handmaidens, whose names
Are five sweet symphonies,

" When round his head the aureole clings,
I 'ti'

And he is clothed in white,
I'll take his hand and go with him
To the deep wells of light;

Cecily, Gertrude, Magdalen,

As unto a stream we will step down,
And bathe there in God's sight.

Margaret and Rosalys.
"Circlewise sit they, with bound locks
And foreheads garlanded;

" We two will stand beside that shrine.

Into the fine cloth white like flame

Occult, -withheld, untrod.
Whose lamps are stirred continually
With prayer sent up to God;
And see our old prayers, granted, melt

Weaving the golden thread,
To fashion the birth-robes for them

Who are just born, being dead.

Each like a little cloud.
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