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D O V E R B E A C H .

ĤE sea is calm to-night.
The tide is full, the moon lies fair

Upon the straits;—on the French coast, the light
Gleams, and is gone; the cliffs of England stand.
Glimmering and vast, out in the tranquil bay.
Come to the window, sweet is the night-air!
Only, from the long line of spray
Where the ebb meets the moon-blanch'd sand.
Listen 1 you hear the grating roar
Of pebbles which the waves draw back, and flmg,
At their return, up the high strand.
Begin, and cease, and then again begin.
With tremulous cadence slow, and bring
The eternal note of sadness in.

Sophocles long ago
Heard it on the ̂ gsean, and it brought
Into his mind the turbid ebb and flow
Of human misery ; we
Find also in the sound a thought.
Hearing it by this distant northern sea.
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V GROWING OLD.

"YŷHAT is it to grow old?
Is it to lose the glory of the form,

The lustre of the eye?
Is it for beauty to forgo her wreath?
—Yes, but not this alone.

Is it to feel our strength—
Not our bloom only, but our strength—decay ?
Is it to feel each limb
Grow stiflfer, every function less exact.
Each nerve more weakly strung?

Yes, this, and more; but not.
Ah 1 'tis not what in youth we dream'd 'twould be.
'Tis not to have our l ife

Mellow'd and soften'd as with sunset-glow,
A golden day's decline.
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cannot kjndle when we will
The fire which in the heart resides;

The spirit bloweth and is still.
In mystery our soul abides.

But tasks in hours of insight will'd
Can be through hours of gloom fulfiU'd.

With aching hands and bleeding feet
We dig and heap, lay stone on stone;
We bear the burden and the heat
Of the long day, and wish 'twere done.

Not till the hours of light return.
All we have built do we discern.

Then, when the clouds are off the soul.
When thou dost bask in Nature's eye,
Ask, how she view'd thy self-control.
Thy struggling, task'd morality-

Nature, whose free, light, cheerful air.
Oft made thee, in thy gloom, despair.
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And that we should not see

The buried stream, and seem to be

Eddying at large in blind uncertainty.
Though driving on with it eternally.

But often, in the world's most crowded streets.
But often, in the din of strife,
There rises an unspeakable desire
After the knowledge of our buried life;
A thirst to spend our fire and restless force
In tracking out our true, original course;
A longing to inquire
Into the mystery of this heart which beats
So wild, so deep in us—to know
Whence our thoughts come and where they go.
And many a man in his own breast then delves,
But deep enough, alas! none ever mines.
And we have been on many thousand lines.
And we have shown, on each, spirit and power;
But hardly have we, for one little hour.
Been on our own line, have we been ourselves—
Hardly had skill to utter one of all
The nameless feelings that course through our breast.
But they course on for ever unexpress d.
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And what we mean, we say, and what we would,
I w e k n o w .
'■ A man becomes aware of his life's flow,
i And hears its winding murmur, and he sees

; The meadows where it glides, the sun, the breeze.
%

And there arrives a lull in the hot race
Wherein he doth for ever chase
That flying and elusive shadow, rest.
An air of coolness plays upon his face.
And an unwonted calm pervades his breast.
And then he thinks he knows
The hills where his life rose.
And the sea where it goes.
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But fly our paths, our feverish contact fly!
For strong the infection of our mental strife,

Which, though it gives no bliss, yet spoils for
res t ;

And we should win thee from thy own fair life.
Like us distracted, and like us unblest.

Soon, soon thy cheer would die.
Thy hopes grow timorous, and unfix'd thy powers.

And thy clear aims be cross and shifting made;
And then thy glad perennial youth would fade,

Fade, and grow old at last, and die like ours.

Then fly our greetings, fly our speech and smiles!
—As some grave Tyrian trader, from the sea.

Descried at sunrise an emerging prow
Lifting the cool-hair'd creepers stealthily.

The fringes of a southward-facing brow
Among the ..̂ gsean isles;

And saw the merry Grecian coaster come.
Freighted with amber grapes, and Chian wine.
Green, bursting figs, and tunnies steep'd in

b r i n e —

And knew the intruders on his ancient home.
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The young light-hearted masters of the waves
And snatch'd his rudder, and shook out more sail,

And day and night held on indignantly
O'er the blue Midland waters with the gale.

Betwixt the Syrtes and soft Sicily,
To where the Atlantic raves

Outside the western straits, and unbent sails
There where down cloudy cliffs, through sheets

of foam.

Shy traflSckers, the dark Iberians come;
And on the beach undid his corded bales

i S Z — r
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Here, too, our shepherd-pipes we first assay'd.
Ah me! this many a year

My pipe is lost, my shepherd's-holiday 1
Needs must I lose them, needs with heavy heart
Into the world and wave of men depart.

But Thyrsis of his own will went away.

It irk'd him to be here, he could not rest.
He loved each simple joy the country yields.

He loved his mates; but yet he could not keep,
For that a shadow lower'd on the fields.

Here with the shepherds and the siUy sheep.
Some life of men unblest

He knew, which made him droop, and fill'd his head.
He went; his piping took a troubled sound
Of storms that rage outside our happy ground.

He could not wait their passing, he is dead.

So, some tempestuous morn in early June,
When the year's primal burst of bloom is o'er,

Before the roses and the longest day—
i When garden-walks, and all the grassy floor,
\ With blossoms red and white of fallen May,
\ And chestnut-flowers are strewn
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So have I heard the cuckoo's parting cry,
From the wet field, through the vext garden-trees.
Come with the volleying rain and tossing breeze:

bloom is gone, and with the bloom go II

Too quick despairer, wherefore wilt thou go ?
Soon will the high Midsummer pomps come on.

Soon will the musk carnations break and swell.
Soon shaU we have gold-dusted snapdragon,

Sweet-WiUiam with bis homely cottage-smell.
And stocks in fragrant blow;

Roses that down the alleys shine afar,
And open, jasmine-muffled lattices.
And groups under the dreaming garden-trees,

And the full moon, and the white evening-star.

hearkens not! light comer, he is flown!
matters it? next year he will return.

And we shall have him in the sweet spring-days,
n̂h whitening hedges, and uncrumpling fern.
And blue-bells trembling by the forest-ways.

And scent of hay new-mown.
®nt Thyrsis never more we swains shall see;

See him come back, and cut a smoother reed.
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And blow a strain the world at last shall heed—
For Time, not Corydon, hath conquer'd thee 1

Mack, for Corydon no rival now I—
But when Sicilian shepherds lost a mate.

Some good survivor with his flute would go,
Piping a ditty sad for Bion's fate;

And cross the unpermitted ferrj-'s flow,
And relax Pluto's brow.

And make leap up with joy the beauteous head
Of Proserpine, among whose crowned hair
Are flowers first open'd on Sicilian air.

And flute his friend, like Orpheus, from the dead.

O easy access to the hearer's grace
When Dorian shepherds sang to Proserpine!

For she herself had trod Sicilian fields.
She knew the Dorian water's gush divine.

She knew each lily white which Enna yields.
Each rose with blushing face ;

She loved the Dorian pipe, the Dorian strain.
But ah, of our poor Thames she never heard!
Her foot the Cumner cowslips never stirr'd-

And we should tease her with our plaint in vlin!
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Praise, re-inspire the brave.
Order, courage, return;
Eyes rekindling, and prayers,
Follow your steps as ye go.

\ Ye fill up the gaps in our files,
Strengthen the wavering line,
Stablish, continue our march.
On, to the bound of the waste.
On, to the City of God.
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Not as their friend, or child, I speak I
But as, on some far northern strand.

Thinking of his own Gods, a Greek
In pity and mournful awe might stand
Before some fallen Runic stone—

For both were faiths, and both are gone.

Wandering between two worlds, one dead.
The other powerless to be bom.
With nowhere yet to rest my head.
Like these, on earth I wait forlorn.
Their faith, my tears, the world deride
I come to shed them at their side.

Oh, hide me in your gloom profound.
Ye solemn seats of holy pam i
Take me, cowl'd forms, and fence me round.
Till I possess my soul again;
Till free my thoughts before me roll.
Not chafed by hourly false control I

For the world cries your faith is now
But a dead time's exploded dream;
My melancholy, sciolists say,


