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THE STAR AND THE GARTER

1904

[The siPSlicity oI this e[quisite SoeP renders all e[Slanations suSerIluous. |
ATNQ2ZTQ

OQ 


ARGUMENT.

THE Soet, seated with his lady, Serceives
(i.) that he is in soPe disgrace, arguing the
saPe (ii) IroP a diIIerence in the quality
oI the subsisting silence. SeeNing a cause,
he observes (iii.) a lady’s garter in one
corner oI the rooP. His annoyance is
changed (iv.) to Moy at the SrosSect oI an
arguPent, and oI a better understanding.
He will (v.) be IranN� no Soet truly cares
what Pay haSSen to hiP. He sNetches (vi.)
his arguPent ; but letting Iall the word


Jove? is raSt away into a lyrical transSort
(vii and viu.) Further, bidding her (i[.)
to Ily with hiP, he Soints out the value oI
courage, and its rarity aPong the bourgeoisie.
He calls uSon her to awaNe her own courage,
and ([.) bids her ePbarN. His aSSeal Iails,
since ([i.) the garter still dePands e[Slana-
tion. He then shows ([ii) that Pental
states are not indeSendent oI their Shysical
basis, and casts doubt ([iii.) uSon IPPor-
tality and Freewill. He asNs her ([iv.) to
accoPPodate herselI to the Iacts instead oI
wasting liIe uSon an Ideal, and to rePePber
that all his acts truly subserve his love Ior
her. He reinIorces this ([v.) by a dis-
tinction oI the iPSortant and the uniP-
Sortant, assures her oI his deeS Sassion,
and aSSeals to her. He will ([vi.) show
her the Sicture oI the owner oI the garter,
and gives her ([vii) the Iirst hint that he
does not consider her a rival, any Pore


 [.e., Eros.
VOL. III.

than dinner is a rival. As ([viii) she
cannot grasS that idea, he states it Slainly
and describes ([i[.) the lady whose Iorget-
Iulness has caused the whole trouble. The
sSell broNen, as it were, he describes ([[.,
[[l.) two other Pistresses, a Podel and an
acrobat, and then again Ilings at her ([[ii.)
the IranN question� Are these rivals in Love ?
He argues that the resePblances are suSer-
Iicial. For ([[ii.) there is no taint oI
Sassion in his Love Ior his Lady. But she
([[iv.) sees that as a Iault in her, and oIIers
her Serson. He reIuses it, Iearing to de-
stroy Love, and Sroves ([[v.) that se[ual
intiPacy is no truer than virginal intiPacy.
He recalls ([[vi.) the hour when their love
stood conIessed and ([[vii.) that in which
the Iirst SroPStings oI Sassion were caught
and sPothered in a higher ecstasy. He
coPSlains ([[viii) that he should have
needed to voice all this. He urges ([[i[.)
that the necessary duties oI se[ should be
SerIorPed elsewhere. But, should those
duties becoPe unnecessary, let theP voyage
to solitude and Seace. Or ([[[.) no ! it is
well to have the ever-Sresent contrast; let
us, however, not desSise other IolN, but Sity
theP, and Ior this Sity's saNe, retire ([[[i.)
to Peditate, and by this Peans to achieve
the Sower oI redeePing theP. He IorPu-
lates lyrically ([[[ii.) this conclusion ; and
suPs uS the whole ([[[iii), insisting Iinally
on the value oI the incident as a steSSing-
stone to the ultiPate.

The quotation is IroP Acts [vii. 23, '' To the UnNnown God.�
A



2 THE STAR AND THE GARTER

THE STAR AND THE GARTER.

I.

WHAT sadness closes in between
Your eyes and Pine to-day, Py Queen?
In dewIall oI our glance hath coPe
A chill liNe sunset’s in hot lands
Midiris and chrysanthePuP.
Well do I Nnow the shaNen sands
Within the surI, the beaten bar
OI coral, the white nenuShar
OI Poonrise stealing o’er the bay.
So here’s the darNness, and the day
SinNs, and a chill clusters, and I
WraS close the cloaN � then is it so
To-day, you rose-gleaP on the snow,
My own true lover? Ardently
I dare not looN� I never looNed
So� that you Nnow. But insight Neen
We (laugh and) call not µµ love.´

crooNed
The light swerves soPehow. Do you Pean—
What? There is coldness and regret
Set liNe the stinging winter sSray
Blown blind bacN IroP a waterIall
On CuPbrian Poors at ChristPas. Wet
The cold cheeN nuPbsitselI. A way
Is here to PaNe—an endoIall?
What sadness closes in between
Your eyes and Pine to-day, Py Queen?

Now

II.
You are silent. That we always were.
The racing lustres oI your hair
SSelt out its sunny Pessage, though
The rooP was dusN� a rosy glow
Shed IroP an antique laPS toIall
On the deeS criPson oI the wall,
And overall the ancient grace
OI shawls, and ivory, and gePs!
To cast its glaPour, till your Iace
The eye Pight Iall uSon and rest,

1 The descriStion is oI Crowley’s rooPs in
the Quartier MontSarnasse,

The tePSerate Ilower, the troSic stePs.
You were silent, and I too. Caressed
The secret IlaPes that curled around
Our subtle intercourse. ProIound,
UnPoved, delighting utterly,
So sat, so sit, Py love and I.
But not to-day. Your silence stirs
No answering raSture � you are Sroud,
And love itselI checNs and deters
The thought to say itselI aloud.
Oh ! heart oI aPber and Iine gold
Silverly darting lunar rays!Oh ! river oI sweet Sassion rolled
Adown invisible waterways!
SSeaN! Did I wound you then unguessed ?

What is the sorrow une[Sressed
That shadows those ecstatic lids?
A word in season subtly rids
The heart oI thoughts unseasonable.
You are silent. Do they sSeaN in hell ?

III.
Is it your glance that told Pe? Nay !

I Nnow you would not looN that way.
Seeing, you strove to see not. Fool!
I have ruined all in one rash deed.
Learnt I not in discretion’s school
The little care that lovers need ?

For see—I bite Py liS to blood ;
A stiIled word oI anguish hisses �—
O the blacN word that daPs thought's

Ilood !

O the bad liS that looNed Ior Nisses!O the Soor Iool that Srates oI love!Is it a garter, or a glove?

IV.

A FOOL indeed! For why coPSlain,
Nowthelast Iive-barred gate is oSe,
Held by a little boy? I hoSe
The hour is handy to e[Slain.
The Iinal secret. Have I any?
Yes ! the sPall boy shall have a Senny!
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Now you are angry? Be content !

Not Iee the assistant accident
That shows our quarry—love—at bay?
My silver-throated queen, away !

Huntress oI heaven, by Py side,
As Poon by Peteor, rushing, ride!
APong the stars, ride on! ride on!
(Then, Paybe, bid the boy begone !)

V.

I AMa boy inthis. Alas!
LooN round on all the world oI Pen !

The boysare oIt oI genus 
'' ass.�
ThinN yourselI lucNy, lady, then,
IIlatleast aP boy. You laugh?
Not you! Is this love’s eSitaSh,
God’s worP erect on Herod’s throne?


 Ah, i� I only had not Nnown!´
All wrong, belovpd ! Truth be ours,
The one white Ilower (oI all the Ilowers)
You ever cared Ior! Ignorance
May set its SuSSets uS to dance;
We Nnow who Sulls the strings.

sage;
A Pan unwashed, the bearded brute !

His wiIe, the Pother-Srostitute !Behind the Parionetted stage
See the true Punch-and-Judy show,
Turn coSSer so to silver! Know,
And who can helS Iorgiving? So
Said soPe French thinNer! Here's a

drench
OI verse unquestionably French
To Iollow ! so, while youth is youth,
And tiPe is tiPe, and I aP I,
Too busy with Py worN tolie,
Or love lie’s Sri]e—or worN’s, Iorsooth !—
Too strong to care which way Pay go
The ensuing history oI woe,
Though I were Maw, and you were tooth ;
So, Pore concerned with seeNing sense
Than worried over consequence,
I'll sSeaN, and you shall hear, the truth.

No

1 

 CoPSrendre, c'est Sardonner.�
—MME. ʮʫ‎

VI.
TRUTH, liNe old Gaul, is sSlit in three!
A lesson in anatoPy,
A sNetch oI sociology,
A tale oI love to end. But see!
Whatstirs the electric IlaPe oI eyes?

| One word—that word. Be destiny's
Inviolate Iiat rolled athwart
The clouds and cobwebs oI our sSeech,
And iPage, integrate oI thought,
This ebony antheP, each to each �—
To lie, invulnerable, alone,
ValNyrie and hero, in the ]one,
Shielded by lightnings oI our wit,
Guarded by Iires oI intellect
Far on the Pountain-toS, elect
OIall the hills divinely lit
By rays oI Poonrise! O the Poon!
O the interPinable tune
OI whisSered Nisses! Love e[ults,
Intolerant oI all else than he,
And ecstasy invades, insults,
Outshines the waves oI harPony,
LaSSed in the sun oI day ; the tides
OI wonderIlow, the shore subsides;And overall the hori]on
Glows the last gliPPeroI the sun.
Ah ! when the Poon arises, she
Shall looN on nothing but the sea.

VII.
O LovE ! and were I with thee ever !

CoPe with Pe over the round earth,
O'er laNe and Iountain, sea and river!Girdle the world with angel girth
OIangel voyage! Shall we roaP
In teePing Mungles Soisonous ?

Or PaNe ourselves an eyrie-hoPe
Where the blacN ice roars ravenous
In glittering avalanche? Orelse
Hide in soPe corrie on the Iells
OI heather and bracNen, or delight
In grottos built oI stalactite ?

1 

 Gallia est divisa in tres Sartes,´
—Cesar de Bello Gallico,i. [.
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Or be our lonely haunt the sand
OI the Sahara� let us go
Where soPeoasis, subtly Slanned
For love, invites the aIterglow !

There let us live alone, e[ceSt
SoPe bearded horsePan, Sennoned, ride
Over the waste oI ochre, sweSt
By wind in waves, andsit beside
Our tent a little, bring us news
OI the great world we have lost Ior—this !

What Iool e[claiPs—µµto lose!´? To
lose?

Ay ! earth and heaven Ior one sPall Niss !

But he shall sing beside our Iire
The eSic oI the world's desire ;

How FreedoP Iares, how Art yet revels
Sane in the dance oI dogs and devils.
His thunder voice shall cliPb and crash,
Scourge liars with tongue's lightning lash,
Through ranNs oI sPitten tyrants drive,
Till bosoPs heave, and eyes outIlash,
And it is good to be alive.
He shall ride oII at dawn, and we
Shall looN uSon our liIe again ;
You old, and all your beauty be
BroNen, and Pine a broNen brain.
Yet we shall Nnow ; delighting still
In the sole laughter death derides
In vain ; the indoPitable will,
Still burning in the sSirit, guides
Our hearts to truth ; we see, we Nnow
How Ioolish were the things he said,
And answer in the aIterglow
How good it is that we are dead.
Will you not coPe? Or, where the surI
Beats on the coral, and the SalP
Sways slowly in the eternal calP
OI sSring, I Nnow a Pound oI turI
GoodIor our love to lie on; good
For bree]es, and Ior sun and shade;To hear the PurPuroI the Ilood;To taste the Nava subtly Pade
To rouse to Bacchic ecstasy,
Since Dionysussilently
Faded IroP Greece, now only sPiles
APid the soIt Hawaian isles;Good, above all the good, to NeeS
Our bodies when we sleeS the sleeS.

VIII.
MAKE Pea roseleaI with your Pouth,
And I will waIt it through the air
To soPeIar garden oI the South,
The herald oI our haSSening there!
Fragrant, caressing, steals the bree]e;Curls into Nisses on your liSs �—
I Nnow interPinable seas,
Winged ardouroI the stately shiSs,

SSace oI incalculable blue
And years enwreathed in one close crown,
And gliPPering laughters echoing you
FroP reverend shades oI bard’s renown �—

Nature alive and glad to hyPn
Your beauty, Py delight� her God
Weary, his old eyes sad and diP
In his intolerable abode.

All things that are, unNnown and Nnown,
Bending in hoPageto your eyes;We wander wondering, liIt alone
The world’s grey load oI agonies.

MaNe Pea roseleaI with your Pouth,
That all the savour steal aIar
Unto the sad awaiting South,
Where sits enthroned the answering Star.

IX.
WILL you not coPe � the unequal Iever
OI Paris hold our lives Ior ever?
Were it not better to e[ceed
The avenging thought, the unPeaning deed,
MaNe one strong act at least? How sPall,
How idiot our lives! These IolN
That thinN they live—which daresatall
To act? The suicide that broNe
His chain, and lies so wa[en Sale
In the Morgue to-day? Did he then Iail?
Ay, he was beaten. But to live,
SlinN on through what the world can give,



THE STAR AND THE GARTER

That is a hound’s liIe too. For Pe,
The suicide stands grand and Iree
Beside these others. Wasit Iear
Drove hiP to stand uSon the banN?
The Paris lights shone Iar and drear ;The Pist was down ; the night was danN;The Seine ran easily underneath ;
Theair was chill� he Nnew the Seine
By Sain would Sut an endto Sain,
And MuPSed,—and struggled against death,
I doubt not. Ye courageous Pen
That scorn to Ilee the world, ye slaves
OI coPPerce, ye that Sly the Sen,
That dig, and Iill, and loathe your graves !
Ye counter-MuPSers, clergy, Jews,
All Paris, sPug and good, that use
To Soint the inde[ scorn, deride
The courage oI that suicide—
I asN you not to quit us quite,
But—will you taNe a bath to-night ?

Money Pight PaNe you. Well� but he,
What was his wage, what was his Iee?
Fear Iiercer than a Portal Iear.
Be silent, cowards, leave hiP here
Dead in the Morgue, so wa[en Sale !

He Iailed� shall ye not also Iail?
Ah! love! the strings are little ;

The cords are over strong ;
The cha]n oI liIe is brittle ;

And Neenthe sword oI song.
Will you not sei]e in one IirP griS
Now, as I hold you, liS to liS,
The serSent oI Event, hold hard
Its sliSSing coils, its writhe retard,
And snaS its sSine?  Delicate hands
You have� the worN 1s diIIicult ;
EIIort that holds and understands
May do it� shall our Ioes e[ult,
The daughters oI Philistia laugh,
Thegirls oI AsNalon reMoice,
Writing Ior us this eSitaSh�
µ³They chose, and were not worth the

choice´?
You are so Sure� I aP a Pan.
I will assuPe the courage tried
OI yonder lucNless suicide,
And you—awaNen, iI you can,
The courage oI the courte]an !

X.

Tosea! Tosea! The shiS is triP;
The bree]es bend the sails.
They chant the necroPantic hyPn,
Arouse Arabian tales.

To sea! BeIore us leaS the waves;The wild white coPbers Iollow.
InvoNe, ye Pelancholy slaves,
The Porning oI ASollo!

There’s ShosShorescence in the waNe,
And starlight o’er the Srow.
One coPet, liNe an angry snaNe,
LiIts uS its hooded brow.

The blacN grows grey toward the East �
A hint oIsilver glows.
Gods gather to the Pystic Ieast
On interlunar snows.

The Poonis uS Iull-orbed� she glides
StriNing a snaNy ray
Across the blacN resounding tides,
The seSulchre oI day.

The Poon is uS� uSon the Srow
We stand and watch the Poon.
A star is lustred on your brow ;
Your liSs begin a tune,

A long, low tune oI love that swells
Little by little, and lights
The overarching Piracles
OI love’s desire, and Night’s.

It swells, it rolls to triuPSh-song
Through luPinous blacN sNies;Thrills into silence sharS and strong,
AssuPes its Seace, and dies.

There is the night� it covers close
The lilies Iolded Iair
OI all your beauty, and the rose
HalI hidden in your hair.
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There is the night� unseen I stand
And looN to seaward still �

We would not looN uSon the land
Again, had I Py will.

The shiS is triP� to sea! to sea!
TaNe liIe in either hand,
Crush out its wine Ior you and Pe,
And drinN, and understand !

XI.

I AM a Sretty advocate !

My sSeech has served Pe ill. Perchance
Silence had served � you now looN straight
On that clear evidence oI France,
The ePbroidered garter yonder.
I had soPe conIidence in Iate
Ere I sSoNe thus. For while I sSoNe
The old sPile, surely helSless, broNe
On your tired liSs� the old light woNe
In your deeS eyes� but silence Ialls
BlanN, blanN� the sSecies that aSSals,
Not our old silence. I devise
A Potto Ior your Piseries�
µ
 There an ePbroidered garter lies,
And here words—they lie too ?´’
Your intuition oI the truth
Is still in its—Post charPing—youth.
You need that Shysiology!

Wait !

I see

XII.!
I Love you. That seePs siPSle? No!
Hear what the Shysiologist
Says on the subMect. Zo andIro
The Potor a[ts oI the brain

1 In view oI the strange uSroar which this
harPless section created, one Serson suSSosing
it to testiIy Crowley’s ignorance, another that
it was a correct Shysiological descriStion oI the
action oI the erector Senis Puscle (! ! !), it should
be e[Slained that the sSeaNer wishes to e[Slain
that consciousness is a Iunction oI the brain,
and that, talNing to an ignorant girl, he allows
hiPselI to talN what is in detail e[travagant
nonsense.

Hits on the cerebelluP hard,
| MaNes the Pedulla itch� the bard

Twrtches his sSinal cord again,
Li[cites Rolando’s Iissure, and
IPSinges on the Pineal gland.
Then HiSSocaPSus PaMor stroNes
The nerves, and we Pay say 

 He liNes,´
But tI the uPbilical cord
Cut the cerebruP liNe a sword,
And aIIerent ganglia, sensory bones,
ShaNe in the caecuP� then one groans
µ
 He liNes Miss What's your NaPe.´ AndiI
The aSSendi[ verPiIorPes biII
The SericardiuP, Sleura shoves
The IePur—we Pay say� µ
 He loves.´
Here is the PechanisP strange
(But SerIectly correct) to change
My norPal calP—seraShic dew !

Into an ardent love Ior you.

XIII.
Is there a soul behind the PasN ?

What Paster drives these slaves to tasN
Thus willing? Physiology
WiSes the red scalSel, scorns reSly.
My arguPent to Slease you swerves,
BecoPes a Pere deIence oI nerves.
Why they are thus, why so they act,
We Nnow not, but acceSt the Iact.
How this Ior Py Seccation serves?
Marry, how? µTroSically! Pact
I bind with blood to show you use
For this iPSertinence—and add
A Sroverb Iit to PaNe you Pad
About the gander and the goose,!
Till you riSoste with all your Iorce
A. Piserable Sun on sauce.
The battle when you will! This truce
I taNe in vantage, hold Py course.
I see Pechanic causes reach
BacN through eternity, inIorP
The stellar driIt, the solar storP,
The SrotoSlasPic shiver, each

1 What is sauce Ior the goose, is sauce Ior
the gander.
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Little or great, deterPinate
In law IroP Fate, the UltiPate.
II this be Peaningless, Puch Pore
Vacant your sSeech and soShic sNill
(My IePinine and Iair Escobar! 1)

To Srove Pere circuPstance is no bar
Against the IreedoP oI the will.
However this Pay be, we are
Here and not otherwhere, star to star !

Hence then act thou! Restrain the µµ DaPn!´’
EvoNed by µµI aPthat I aP.´
PerSend! (HarN bacN to HaPlet !)

You stand thus Soised uSon the cliII
Freewill—I await that will ; (One) laughter;(Two) the old Niss ; (Three) silence aIter.
No? Then vacate the laboratory !

Psychology Pust crown the event,
And sociology content,
Ethics suIIice, the siPSle story !

(Oh! that a woPan ever went
Through course oI science, Iull and whole,
Without the loss oI beauty’s scent,
And grace, and subtlety oI soul.
Ah God! this Law PaNeth hearts ache,


 Who eateth shall not have his caNe.’’)

II

XIV.
ACCEPT PeasIaP! I give
All you can taNe. II you disliNe
SoPe IragPents oI the liIe I live,
They are not yours � I scorn to striNe
One sword-swiIt Sang against your Seace.
See! IPa Pountaineer. Release
That sSirit IroP your bonds� or coPe
With Pe uSon the Pountains, cease
'This dull round, this addition suP
OI Iollies we call France� indeed
CiSher! And iI at tiPes I need
The golden dawn uSon the AlSs,
The gorges oI HiPalayan rocN,
The grey and ancient hills, the scalSs
OI hoaryhills, the rattling shocN
OI avalanche adown the hills—
Why, what but you, your iPage, Iills

1 A Pedi]val logician.

My heart in these? I want you there,
For whoPbut you do I Sly Sen,
TalN with unPentionable Pen
OI SrooIs and tySes—dull things !— Ior whoP
But you aP I the lover? BlooP,
O Ilower, iPPortal Ilower, love, love !

Linger about Pe and above,
Thou SerIuPed ha]e oI incense-Pist !
The air hath circled Pe and Nissed
Here in this rooP, on Pountains Iar,
Yonder to seaward, toward yonstar,
With your own Nisses. Yes! I see
The roseate ePbroidery
Yonder—I Nnow� it seePs to give
The lie to Pe in throat and teeth.
That is the surIace� underneath
I live in you� in you I live.

XV.

WILL you not learn to seSarate
The essential IroP the accidental,
Love IroP desire, caSrice IroP Iate,
The inPost IroP the Perely Pental?
Ourstar, the sun, gives liIe and light �

Let that decay, the ]eons drown
Sense in stagnation ; death and night
SPite the Iallen IragPents oI the crown
OI sSring � but serves the garter so?
What wandering Peteoris this
Across the archiSelago
LuPinous oI our starry bliss?
Let that be lost� the sPile disSutes
The Iorehead's tePSle with the Irown,
When gravitation's arrow shoots,
And stocNings haSSen to sliS down.
You are Py heart � the central Iire
Whereby Py being burns and Poves,
The PainsSring oI Py liIe's desire,
The essential engine that aSSroves
The will to live � and these Irail Iriends,
The woPenI shall draw you, Iail
OI Pore iPSortance to earth's ends
Than to Py liIe a Iinger-nail.
�Twere Sain, no doubt, were torn away
One, a Pinute distePSerature.
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I sSendaIraction oI the day
Plying the art oI Panicure.
But always beats the heart� the Pore
I Solish, tint, or carve, I asN
Strength IroP the heart’s too generous store
To bend Py Iingers to the tasN.
Cease� I aP broNen� nought rePains.
The brain’s electric waves are still ;
No blood beats eager in the veins;The Pind sinNs deathward, and the will.
It is no Iigure oI boy’s sSeech,
Lover’s enthusiasP, rhyPe
Magniloquent oI bard, to reach
Truth through the husN oI sSace and tiPe�
No truth is Pore devout than this�


In you I live� I live in you.´
Had LatPos not Nnown ArtePis,
Wherewerethe Iaint lights oI that dew
OI Keats? O Paiden Poon oI Pine,
IPSerial crescent, rise and shine !

XVI.

I was a Iool to hide it. Here
PhantoPs arise and disaSSear,
Obedient to the Paster's wand.
The incense curls liNe a Sale Irond
OI soPe grey garden glory about
This rooP ; I taNe Py sceStre out,
My royal crown ; invoNe, evoNe
These ShantoPs in the gliPPering sPoNe;And you shall see—and taNe no hurt—
The very liPb yon garter girt.

XVII.

I AM a Pan. Consider Iirst
What we Pay learn, iI but we will,
FroPthat sPall lecture I rehearsed
With very Hu[ley's strength andsNill
And clarity. What do I Pean,
AdPitting Panhood? This� to-day
I Ied on oysters, ris-de-veau,
BeeIsteaN and graSes. Will you reSay
My Peal with anger, rosy grow

With shaPe because instead oI you
I went to Ieed che] Lavenue?!
The habit anthroSoShagous,
Niceas it is, is not Ior us.
I love you� will you share Py liIe,
BecoPe Py Pistress or Py wiIe?
Agreed � but can yourNisses Ieed Pe?
Is it Ior dinner that you need Pe?
But thinN � it is Ior you I eat.
Even as the obMect that I see,
The brain ’tis Sictured in ; the beat
OI nerves that Pean the Sicture are
Not liNe it, but dissiPilar.
How can a nervous current be
LiNe that Velasque]? So I Iind
Dinnera Iunction oI the Pind,
Not liNe you, but essential to
(Even it) Py honest love oI you.
Consider then yon broidered toy
In the saPe asSect ! Steals no Moy
Glittering beneath the sad Sale Iace?

XVIII.

STILL grave, Py budding Arahat?
I see the cru[ oI Py disgrace
Lies in the Pad idea that—that !—
Is not dissiPilar, usurSs
The very Iunction I have given
BlissIul beyond the bliss oI heaven—
Aha ! there is a bird that chirSs
Another song. Here's Saint and brush
And canvas. I will Saint anon
The liPb yon garter once was on ;

SNetch you a nude—Py soul—and nude
The very huPan attitude
We all assuPe—or else are Sosers.
Such winners are the surest losers.
I Saint her Sicture, recognise—
Dare you ?—one gliPPeroI her eyes
LiNe yours, one shiPPeroI her sNin
LiNe that your Ilesh is hidden in,
One laugh uSon her liSs enough
LiNe yours Ior Pe to recollect,

1 A IaPous restaurateur in the Place de
Rennes.
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RePind, recall, hint? Never! StuII!
You are, as aye, alone, elect.
Shall we then dive in Paris sewers?
Ay ! but not Iind youthere, nor yet
Your liNeness. Did you then Iorget
You are Py love? Arise and shine!
It was your blasShePy, not Pine,

XIX.

A FAINT sweet sPell oI ether haunts
Yet the rePePbrance. Hear the wi]ard
His lone and Pelancholy chaunts
Roared in the rain-storP and the bli]]ard !

The ancient and devoted di]]ard !

ASSear, thou dreaP oIloveliness!
She wore a rose and aPberdress,
With broidery oI old gold. Her hair
Was long and starry, gilded red.
Her Iace was laughter, shaSen Iair
By the sweet things she thought and said.
Her whiteness rustled as she walNed.
Her hair sang tunes across theair.
She sighed, laughed, whisSered, never talNed.
She sPiled, and loves devout and rare
FlicNered about the rooP. She stayed
Still in the dusN� her body sang
Out Iull and clear µµO love Pe!´ Rang
The silver couSlets undisPayed,
Bright, bold, convincing. In her eyes
Glittered enaPelled sorceries.
She wasa Siece oI Mewel worN
Sold by a Christian to a TurN.
She had Ied on air that day� the Ilowers
About her curled, aPbrosial bowers
OI soPe divine SerIuPe� the soul
OI ether Pade her wise ; control
OIstrong distilled delight. She showered
Wit and soIt laughter and desire
About her breasts in bliss ePbowered,
And subtle and devouringIire
LeaSt in live sSarNs about her liPbs.
Her sSirit shields Pe, and bediPs
My sight� she needs Pe� I need her.
She is Pine� she calls Pe� sob andstir
Strange Sulses oI old Sassionate
IPSerial ecstasies oI Iate.

Destiny ; Panhood ; Iear ; delight;Desire; accoPSlishPent ; ere night
DiSSed her Sale SluPes to greet the sun
She was not; all is Sast and done.
A dreaP? I waNe IroP blissIul sleeS,
But isit real? Well, I NeeS
An accidental souvenir
Whence thus to chronicle sPall beer ;!
There is the garter. Launched our boat,
The stately Sinnace once aIloat,
You shall hear all; we will not land
On this or that Pediate strand,
Until the voyage be done, and we
Pass IroP the river to the sea,
And Iind soPe isle's secluded nooN
More sacred than we Iirst IorscoN.

XX.

YES, there are other Shases, dear!
Here is a SocNet-booN, and here
Lies a wee letter. Floral thyrse ??
Divine-tiSSed narthe[ oI the Sine,?
Or PorShia’s deceitIul wine ?

The French is ill, the sSelling worse !—
But this is horrible! This, Pe?
The uSholder oI SroSriety,
Who actually SroSosed to IorP
A Club to shield us IroP the swarP
OI coPPon SeoSle oI no class
Who throng the Quartier MontSarnasse !I wear a collar �? loudly shout
That IolN are Sigs that go without, —
And here you Iind Pe uS a tree
To PaNe Py concierge blush Ior Pe!
A girl 

uncoPbed, so badly dressed,
So rudely Pannered—and the rest ;
NotatallSroSer. Fie! away!
What would your lady Pother say ?´
I tell you, I was Sut toit
To waNe a wonderoI Py wit

1 See Othello, II, i.2 The thyrsus and narthe[ were carried by
the Maenads, the Paiden devotees oI Bacchus.

3 The Soet libels hiPselI; he rarely did so.
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Winged, to avail Pe IroP the scorn
OI Py own concierge. Adorn
The Iacts I Pight ; you Nnow theP not;But that were Must the one blacN blot
On this love’s lesson� still, to e[cuse
MyselIto you, who could not choose
But PaNe soPe weaN aSology
BeIore the concierge’s eye !

True, you are Iar too high to accuse—
PerhaSs would rather not be told ?

You sZa// hear. Does a Piner lose
II through the quart] he gets to gold ?

Yes� Nina was a thing oI nought,
A little laughing lewd gaPine,
Idle and vicious, void oI thought,
Easy, iPSertinent, unclean—
Utterly charPing! Yes, Py queen!
She had a generous baby soul,
Prattled oI love. Should I control,
ReSress SerhaSs the best instinct
The child had ever had? I winNed
At Ioolish neighbours, did not shrinN.
Such caIp Turc I Pade her drinN
As she had never had beIore;Set her where you are sitting ; chatted ;
Found where the Iires oI laughter lurN ;
Played with her hair, tangled and Patted;Fell over strict nice conduct's brinN,
Gave all she would, and soPething Pore.
She was an honest little thing,
GaveoI her best, asNed no resSonse.
What Pore could Heaven's iPPortal Ning
Censed with innuPerous orisons ?

So, by that grace, I recognised
A soPething soPewhere to be Sri]ed
SoPewhat. What Sortress studies song?
My worthy concierge was wrong.

XXI.

THEN let not PePory shrinN abashed,
Once started on this giddy whirl !

Hath not a lightning iPage Ilashed
OI Py divine boot-button girl ?

She is a dainty acrobat,
Tailor-Pade IroP tiS to toe ;

A tiniest coquettish hat,
A laughing Iace alight, aglow
With all the Iun oI liIe. She coPes
OIten at Porning, laughs aloud
At the Soor IePP' de Ppnage ; huPs
SoPe dancing tune, invades Py cloud
OI idle dreaPs, sits Soised uSon
The couch, and with a gay ePbrace
Cries out µµ Hullo, Py baby!´ Shone
Such nature in a holier Iace?
Weare a haSSy Sair at least�
CoIIee and rolls are worth a Ieast,
And laughing as she caPe she goes!The dainty little tuberose !

She has a lithe white body, sliP
And liPber, Iairy-liNe, a snaNe
Hissing soPe Babylonian hyPn
Tangled in the Assyrian braNe.
She stole uSon Pe asI sleSt�
Who wonders I aP nyPSholeSt ?
Her Iace is round and hard and sPall
AndSretty—hence the naPe I gave her
OI the boot-button girl. ASSal
These words? Ah, would your sSirit save

her?
She's right Must as she is� so wise
You looN through hardly-oSened eyes
One would believe you could do better.
Ma Ioi! And is your God your debtor?
50, Py true love, I Saint you three
Portraits oI woPen that love Pe.

XXII.

THESE Sortraits, darling, are they yours?
And yet there sticNs the vital Iact
That these, as you, are woPen. Lures
The devil oI the ine[act
With subtle leasing? Nay! O nay!
I'll catch hiP with a cord, draw out
By a bent Iish-hooN through his snout,
Give to Py Paiden Ior a Slay.
You, they, and dinner and—what else ?—
However unliNe, coincide
In coPSosition veriIied
OI Iinal SrotoSlasPic cells.
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Shall this avail to stagger thought,
ConIuse the reason, bring to nought
The rosebud, in reIlecting� HeP !

What beauty hath the Ilower and steP ?

Carbon we Nnow, and nitrogen,
And o[ygen—are these a rose?
But this though everybody Nnows,
That this should be the saPe Ior Pen
They Nnow not. Death Pay decoPSose,
Reduce to SriPal hyle Serchance—
I shall not do it in advance !

So let the accidental Iact
That these are woPen, Iall away
To blacN oblivion� be the Sact
Concluded IirP enough to-day,
Not thus to err. So you are not
In essence or in Iunction one
With these, the unSardonable blot
On Nnighthood’s shield, the soPbre sSot
Seen on the ShotosShere oI sun.

XXIII.

 NAYy ! that were nothing,� say you now,
Poor baby oI the weary brow,
Struggling with PetaShysic lore?


 But these, being woPen, gave you Pore �

You sSoNe oI love!´ Indeed I did,
And you Pust counter Pe unbid,
Forgetting how we Pust deIine
This Iloral love oI yours and Pine.
That love and this are as diverse
As Shelley’s SoePs and Py verse.
And nowthe bright laugh coPes in sSite
OI all the cruel will can do.


 [ taNe,� you say, 

a Neen delight
In Shelley, but as Puch in you.´
There, you are Ioolish. And you Nnow
The thing I Peant to say. O love!
What little lightnings serve to show
GliPSsesoI all your heart! Above
All, and beneath all, lies there deeS,
CanoSied over with young sleeS,
Bowered in the laNe oI nenuShars,
Watched by the countless store oIstars,
The abiding love you bear Pe. Hear
How SerIect love casts Ilying Iear

Forth IroP its chaPbers! Those and this
Are utterly aSart. The bliss
OI this sPall quarrel Iar e[ceeds
That dervish raSture, dancer deeds
Strained Ior egregious ePShasis.
These touch you not! You sit alone
Passionless uSon Sassion’s throne,

And there is love. LooN not below,
Lest aught disturb the silver Ilow
OI harPonies oI love! AwaNe!
AwaNe Ior love's own solar saNe!
Diverse devotion we divide
FroPthe one overIlowing tide.
DesSise this Iact! So lone and Iar
Lies the Soor garter, that I ga]e
Thither ; it casts no vivid rays.
But hither ? I behold the star !

XXIV.
Now your grave eyes are Iilled with tears;
Your hands are trePbling in Py own ;
The slow voice Ialls uSon Py ears,
An undulating Ponotone.
Your liSs are gathered uS to Pine ;
Your bosoP heaves with IearIul breath;Your scent is Neen as Iloral wine,
Inviting Pe, and love, to death.
You, whoP I NeSt, a sacred shrine,
Will Iling the Sortals to the day;Where shone the Poon the sun shall shine,
Silver in scarlet Pelt away.
There is yet a Sang� they give Pe this
Whocan ; and you who could have Iailed ?

Is it too late to e[tend the Niss?
Too late the goddess be unveiled ?

O but the generous Ilower that gives
Her Nisses to the violent sun,
Yet nonethe less in ardour lives
An hour, and then her day is done.
BacN IroP Py liSs, bacN IroP Py breast !

I hold you as I always will,
You unSroIaned and uncaressed,
Silent, PaMestical, and still.
BacN! Ior I love you. Even yet
Do you not see Py deeSestIire
Burn through the veils and coveringsset
By Iatuous ShantoPs oI desire ?
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BacN! Ollove you everPore.
But, be our bed the bridal sNy !

I love you, love you.  Hither, shore
OI Iar unstained eternity !

There we will rest. Beware! Beware !

For I aP young, and you are Iair.
Nay! IaP old in this, you Nnow!
Ah ! heart oI God! I love you so!

XXV.

O wHAT Sale thoughts liNe guP e[ude
FroP sPitten steP oI troSic tree !

I talN oI veils, who love the nude !

Witness the PasterSieces three
OI Rodin that PaNe Sossible
LiIe in Srosaic Paris, stand
About the rooP, its chorus swell
FroPtheirritating to the grand.
Shall we, who love the naNed IorP,
The inPost truth, to ourselves Iail,
TaNe shelter IroP love’s lightning-storP
Behind soPe huPbug’s hoary veil ?

Ah! were it so, love, could the IlaPe
OIIast electric Iervour Ilash,
SPite us through husN oI IorP and naPe,
Leave oI the dross a little ash,
One button oI Sure Iused gold
Identical—O Iloral hour!
That werethe bliss no eyes behold,
But Christ’s delighted bridal dower
AssuPing into God the Church.
But—oh ! these nudes oI Rodin! I
Drag one Pore linnet IroP its Serch
That sang to us, and sangalie.
Did Rodin striS the clothes, and Iind
A naNed truth Iast underneath ?

Never! Where lurNs the soul and Pind?
Whatis the body but a sheath?
Did he Sly IorceSs, scalSel, saw,
Tear all the grace oI IorP aSart,
Intent to catch soPe Iinal law
Behind the engine oIthe heart ?

He tried not ; whoso has, has Iailed.
So, did I Sry beneath the robe,
Till stubborn will availed, nor quailed,
IntiPate with the naNed Srobe ?

I Nnow the husNs ! to striS; naPe, IorP,
Sensation, then SerceStion, stress
OI nature thither ; last, the swarP
OI honey-bees called consciousness.
These change and shaSe a Pyriad shaSes.
Diverse are these, not one at all,
What gain I iI Py scalSel scraSes,
Turning beIore soPeIinal wall
OI soul? Not so, nothing is there.
The qualities are all� Ior this
I stoS as I have stoSSed ; intrude
No science, Ior I love the Iair;No wedlocN, Ior I love the Niss ;No scalSel, Ior I love the nude.
And we await the deeS event,
Whate’er it be, in solitude ;

Silent, with ecstasy bedewed ;Content, as Rodin is content.

XXVI.
I WILL not, and you will not. Stay!
Do yourecall that night oI June
When IroP the insuIIerable day
Edged out the dead volcanic Poon
SolePn into the Pidnight ? You
Shone your inviolate violet eyes
Into Py eyes less sad, and drew
BacN IroP the slender witcheries
OI word and song� and silence Nnew
What sSlendour in the silence lies,
The soul drawn bacN into itselI.
It was the deeS environing
Wood that then shielded us� the elI
And Iairy in an ePerald ring,
And haPadryad oI the trees,
And naiad oI the sleeSy laNe,
That watched us on the Possy leas
LooN on each other's Iace, and taNe
The secret oI the universe
To sleeS with us � you Nnew, and I,
The SurSort oI the eternal curse,
Theill design oI destiny.
You Nnow, and I, O living head
OI love! the things that were not said.

1 'The Buddhist '' SNandhas.� See µµ Science
and BuddhisP,� vol. ii. S. 244.
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XXVII.
Do you recall? Could I Iorget ?

How once the Iull Poon shone above,
Over the houses, and welet
Loose rein uSon the steeds oI love?
How Nisses Iled to Nisses, rain
OI Iiery dew uSon the soul
Kindled, till ecstasy was Sain ;

Desire, delight � and swiIt control
LeaSt IroPthe lightning, as the cloud
DisSarted, rended, IroP us twain,
And we were one � the aerial shroud
Closed on us, shall not liIt again
For aught we do� O glaPour grown
InseSarable and alone !

And then we Nnew as now the tune
Our lives were set to, and sang bacN
Across the sNy toward the Poon
Into the cloud's dissolving wracN,
Vanished Ior ever. And we Iound
CoSrolite less than chrysolite,
Flowers Iairer than their Iood, the ground;We Nnew our destiny, saw how
Man's Iate is written on his brow,
And how our love throughout was hewn
And PasNed and Poulded by the Poon.

XXVIII.
AND who is then the Poon?
And clothe Pe in a silNen Niss,
And I will whisSer to Py rose
The secret naPe oI ArtePis.
Words were not needed then � to-day
Must I begin what never I thought
To do� Pould Ilowers in coPPon clay ?

Mud casNet oI Pere words is nought,
When by love's Piracle we guess
What either always thinNeth. Yes?

Bend close,

XXIX.

So, love, not thus Ior you and Pe!
AndiI I aP Pan, no Pore, e[Sect
I shall rePain so, till, Paybe,
The anatoPist, old TiPe, dissect

Me, nerve IroP Ilesh, and bone IroP
bone,

And raise Pe sSiritual, changed
In all but love Ior you, Py own ;
The little Patter rearranged,
The little Pind reIigured. This
Alone I hoSeor thinN to NeeS �—
The love I bear you, and the Niss
Too soIt to call the breath oI sleeS.
And,iI you are woPan, even there
I do decline� we stand above.
I asN not, and will taNe no share
With you in what PanNind call love.
We Nnow each other� you and I
Have nought to do with lesser things.
With theP—’tis chance or destiny�With us, we should but burn our wings.
Welove, and NeeS ourselves aSart�Mouth unto Pouth, heart unto heart,
Thus ever, never otherwise.
The soul is out oI Pe, and swings
In desSerate and strange surPise
About the inPost heart oI things.
This is all strange� butis not liIe,
Death, all, Post strange, not to betold,
Not to be understood by striIe
OI brain, nor bought Ior gleaPing gold,
Nor Nnown by aught but love? And

love
Far IroP resolving soul to sense,
Stands isolated and above
IPPaculate, alone, intense,
Concentrate on itselI. But should
The lesser leave Pe, as it Pight;The lesser never touch you ; would
Your will be one with Py delight ?

Leave all the thoughts and Piseries !

Invade the glowing Iields oI sun !

Cross bleaN inhosSitable seas,
Until this hour be Sast and done,
And we in soPe congenial cliPe
Are then reborn, where danger’s nought
To PocN the old Parisian tiPe
When Iear was still the child oI thought !

So we could love, and love, and Iate
Never clang brutal on the gong,
And lunch, Pan-eating tiger, wait
Crouched in the Mungles oI Py song ;
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My ga]e be steadIast on the star
And never to the garter glide,
And I on raSture’s nenuShar
Sit Buddha-liNe above the tide.

XXX.

O BLUEBELL oI the inPost wood,
BeIore whose beauty I abase
My head, and bind Py burning blood,
And hide within the Poss PyIace,
I would not so—or not Ior that
Would so� the gods Nnew well to save
The Pountain suPPit IroP the Ilat,
Youth's laughter IroP its earlier grave.
It is a better love, e[ists
Only because oI these below it �

Mountains looP grander in the Pists �

The lover’s Ioolish to the Soet.
I Nnow. Far better strive and earn
The rest you give Pe than rePain
Ever uSon the heights that burn
Sunward, and quite Iorget the Slain.
Beauteous and bodiless we are ;
RaSture is our inheritance ;

You shine, an everlasting star,
I, the rough nebula� but whence,
Whither, we Nnow not. But we Nnow
That iI our Moy were always so
We Pight not Nnow it. Strange indeed
This earth where all is Sarado[,
Pushed to the truth � what lies succeed
When every truth essential PocNs
Its truth in Iigure oI a Shrase ?

Howshould I care Ior this, and tire
Body by will to sing thy Sraise,
Who taNe this lute, throw down the

lyre
AsI have done to-day, to win
No guerdon diIIering IroP the toil,
Were that accoPSlished� Sain and sin
Are needed Ior the counterIoil
OI Moy and love� iI only so
All Pen had these in Neen e[cess
Those were Iorgotten � indigo
Is aPber’s shadow, but—conIess
For all Pen but ourselves the tint

OI all the earth is dull and blacN !

Only soPe glints oI love bestow
The Nnowledge oI what Peteor wracN
Trails Sestilence across the sNy.
But we are other—you and I !

�So shall we live in deeS content,
Unchanging bliss, desSise theP still
GroSing on isle and continent
Wreathed in the Pesh oI woe and ill?
Ah! Zeus! we will not� be the law
OI utterPost coPSassion ours!
Our snows it shall not coPe to thaw,
Nor burn the roses IroP our bowers.

XXXI.
Av! There’salaw! For this recede,
Hide with Pe in the deeSest caves
OI soPe volcanic island ; bleed
Our hearts out by the aPbient waves
OI CoroPandel ; live alone,
HerPits oI love and Sity, Iar
Where tuPbled banNs oI ice are thrown,
Watched by yon solitary star,
Sirius ; there to worN together
In sorrow and in Moy but one,
In blacN inhosSitable weather,
Or Ironting the NuPidian sun,
Equally Pinded ; till the hour
StriNe oI release, and we obtain
The Sassionless and holy Sower,
MaNing us Pasters over Sain,
And lords oI Seace � the rays oI light
We Iling to the awaNening globe ;
The cavern oI the erePite
Shall glow with inPost Iire, a robe
OI diaPond energy, shall Ilash
Even to the conIines oI wide sSace;
CoPets their tails in Iury lash
To looN on our irradiate Iace.
And we will heal theP. Dragon Pen
And serSent woPen, worP and clod,
Shall rise and looN uSon us then,
And Nnow us to be very God,
Finding a saviour in the sight
OI Sower attaining unto Seace,
And Peditation's virgin Pight
Pregnant with twins—love andrelease.
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Are you not ready? Let us leave
This little Paris to its Iate !

Our Iriendsa little while Pay grieve,
And then Iorget� but we, elate,
Live in a larger air� awaNe,
CoPSassion in the Halls oI Truth !

Disdain love Ior love's very saNe !

TaNe all our beauty, strength, and youth,
And Pelt theP in the crucible
To that quintessence at whose gleaP
Gold shudders and grows dull; e[Sel
The Iinal dross by intiPate streaP
OI glowing truth, our lunar light !

Are you not ready? Who would stay?
Arise, O Queen, O Queen oI Night!
Arise, and leave the little day!

XXXII.

LADY, awaNe the dread abyss
OI Nnowledge in iPSassioned eyes!FathoP the gulIs oI awIul bliss
With the Soised SluPPet oIa Niss!
Love hath the arcanuP oIthe wise;Loveis the eli[ir, love the stone ;

Therosy tincture shall arise
Out oI its shadowy cadences.

Love is the WorN, and love alone
Rewards the ingenious alchePist.
Chaste Iervours chastely overthrown
AwaNe the inIinite Ponotone.

So, Lady, iI thy liSs I Nissed ;

So, lady, iI in eyes oI steel
I read the steady secret, wist
OI no gray ghosts Poulded oI Pist;
I did not bid Py SurSose Nneel,
Nor thine retire � I Srobe the scar
OI selI, the goddess Neen and real
SuSrePe within the naNed wheel

OI sun and Poonandstar and star,
And Iind her but the aPbient coil,
IPagination’s avatar,
A Buddha on his nenuShar

Elaborate oI Indian toil ;
A PocNery oI a selI; outrun
Its days and dreaPs, its strength and sSoil,
As runs the conquering counterIoil.

Thou art not ; thou the Poon and sun,
Thou thesole star in tracNless night,
The unguessed sSaces one by one
That PasN their SShin[, the hori]on �

Thou, these ; and one above theP, light,
Light oI the inPost heaven and hell �—
Art changed and Iallen and lost to sight,
Who wast as waters oI delight.

And I, who aP not, Nnow thee well
Whoart not� then the chain divides
FroP love-enlightened liPbs, and swell
The choral cries unutterable.

Out oI the salt, out oI the tides,
The sea, whose drinN is death by thirst !

The triuPSh antheP overrides
The ocean's laPentable sides,
And we are done with liIe ; accurst
Who linger; lost who Iind ; but we
Follow the gold waNe oI the Iirst
Who Iound in losing ; who reversed

Thedictates oI eternity.
Lo ! in steeS Peditation hearsed,
CoIIined in Nnowledge, Iast we Ilee
Unto the island IroP the sea.

XXXIII.
THE note oI the silence is changed; the

quarrel is over
That rather endeared than estranged � lover

to lover
Flows in the inIinite river oI Nnowledge and

Seace �

Not a riSSle or eddy or quiver � the Ponitors
cease

That were eager to warn, to awaNen� a sleeS
is oSSosed,

And the leaves oI the rose wind-shaNen are
curled and closed,
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Gone downin the glare oI the sun ; and the
twilight SerIuPes

Steal soIt in the waNe oI the One that abides
in the glooPs.

WalNing he is, and slowly; thoughtIul he
seePs,

Pure and haSSy and holy; as one would
who dreaPs

In the day-tiPe oI deeS delights no Nin to
the day,

But a Ilower new-born oI the night's in
Hecate’s way.

Loveis his naPe, and he bears the ill quiver
no Pore.

He has aged as we all, and desSairs ; but
the lady who bore

HiP, Eros, to ruin the ages, has soItened at
heart ;

He is taPed by the art oI the sages, the
Pagical art.

No longer he burns and blisters, consuPes
and corrodes;He hath Muses nine Ior sisters ; the holy
abodes

OI the Paiden are oSen to hiP, Ior his wrath
is grown still ;

His eyes with weeSing are diP ; he hath
changed his will.

We Nnow hiP ; and Venus sinNs, a star in
the West ;

A star in the even, that thinNs it shall Iall
into rest.

Let it be so, then !

lyrical sSears !
Huntress, O ArtePis wise, be uSon hiP who

hears !I have heard thy clear voice in the Poon ;

I have borne it aIar ;
I have tuned it to Pany a tune; thou hast

showed Pe a star,
And the star thou hast showed PeI Iollow

through utterPost night.

Arise, O PoonoI the

I have shaNen Py sSear at ASollo; his
ruinous Pight

I have PocNed, I have Pastered. All hail
to the Star oI Delight

That is tender and Iervid and Irail, and
avails Pe aright!Hail to thee, syPbol oI love, assurance and
SroPise oI Seace !

Stand Iast in the sNies above, till the sNies
are abolished and cease!

And Ior Pe, Pay I never Iorget how things
caPe well as they are!

It was long I had wandered yet ere Py eyes
Iound out the star.

Be silent, love, and abide; the wanton
strings Pust go

To the vain tuPultuous tide oI the sSirit’s
overIlow.

I sing and sing to the world; then silence soon
Be about us clasSed and Iurled in the light

oI the Poon.
Forget not, never Iorget the terrible song I

have sung ;
How theeager Iingers Iret the lute, and loose

the tongue
TinNles delicate things, Iaint thoughts oI a

Iutile Sast—
We are Sast on eagle wings, and thesilence

is here at last.
The last low wail oI the lyre, be it soIt with

a tear
For the children oI earth and Iire that have

brought us here.
Give Sraise, O PasterIul Paid, to Nina, and

all as they die !

The Poon PaNes blacNest oI shade; the
star’s in the swarthiest sNy.

Be silent, O radiant Partyr! Let the world
Iade slowly aIar!But—hadit not been Ior the Garter, I Pight
never have seen the Star.

ON OTN ATNOON EYZEBEI Z
ȉȅȊࡿȉȅȃ ਫīૹ POAON! KATAITEAAQ ZOI

1 The quotation is altered IroP Acts [vii. 23, µµ WhoP thereIore (7.e. because oI the SoeP)
thou dost ignorantly worshiS, hiP do I Rose declare unto thee.´
Soet's wiIe.

Rose was the naPe oI the
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APPENDIX
A MADEMOISELLE LE MODELE—DITE JONES

(Zo serve as Prelude to a Sossible Part 11.)

[The huPour oI this curious SoeP is Sartly Sersonal, and Crowley wished to oPit it Ior this
reason.
let it droS.]

IN order to avoid the Pisunderstanding, which
I have reason to believe e[ists,! I aSSend this
siPSle Sersonal e[Slanation � let it serve, Pore-
over, as the Lors d'euvre to a new Ieast. For
it is not PaniIest that who wrote so Puch when
all was Pystery, should write yet Pore now all
is clear? It is SerhaSs due to you, the bed-
rocN oI Py Pountains oI idealisP, that I at-
tained the Pagical Iorce to PaNe all those
dreaPs coPe true � Ior that, then, this.

Further, should Niet]sche Slay you Ialse,
and suSSly no Ney to this JoseSh conIection ;

a Nid glove and an ortolan are aliNe to hiP—
and, iI this be a haggis, Puch Poreis this the
case!—you Pay aSSly to the only educated
Pan in your neighbourhood, as you aSSlied
beIore in the Patter oI the Bruce PaSyrus (I do
not reIer to the Bruce PaSyrus which all whorun
Pay read—all honour to the scribe !), and he
wil taNe Sleasure in e[Slaining it to you line
by line, and letter by letter, iI that will serve.

Possess yourselI in Satience, that is to say, and,
should I return IroP the wilds into which Py
restless destiny so continually drives Pe, you Pay
hoSe Ior a second Sart which shall e[cel the
IorPer as realisP always Pust e[cel idealisP.

I have no hoSe Ior your brain, and, I aP
sorry to add, as little Ior your heart ; but there
Pust be a sound sSot in you soPewhere [could
you not be ]atural?—But no, no!], and that
sSot Pay yet be touched and healed by the
HoPocea oI irritable, iI never yet by the
Lanoline? oI aPoroso-ePasculatory, verse.
With this, then, Iarewell !

I

There is an eye through which the Kabbalist
Beholds the Goat.

There is an eye that I have oIten Nissed,
(That hath a throat.)

1 A young lady in the MontSarnasse Quarter chose
to iPagine that she was the ³µ Star´ itselI ; not Perely
the Podel Ior that PasterSiece, as wasthe case.

2 Latin, HoPo, a Pan; cea, wa[en� hence, an
angry Pan.—A. C.

3 Tibetan, La, a Sass; English, no, No! GreeN,
Linos, a dirge � hence, a tePSorary S]ean.—4A.

VOL, III.

But soPe oIthe criticisP is so aSt, and the satire so acute,that we were unwilling to

There is an eye that Arab sages say
WeeSs never enough.

There is an eye whose glances PaNe the day
The day oI Love.

There is an eye that is aboveall eyes,
That is no eye.

(Stood Sroud Anatta on the Bridge oI Sighs
And thundered µµ Why?’’)

Which eyes are Pine, which thine, Soor aSe,
discover,

And even yet thou hast not lost thy lover,

II.

KheShra, thou Beetle-headed God !

Who travellest in thy strength above
The Heaven oI Nu, with sSlendour shod

OI Thoth, and girt about with Love!
O Sun at Pidnight! in thy BarN

The cynoceShali SroclaiP
Thy eIIulgent deity, and ParN

The adorations oI thy naPe
In seePly stations one by one,

As thou encirclest blinder Soles
Than KheP or APPon showed the sun

In one-eyed sight oI secret goals.
So I adore, and sing� Ior I

This Pagic Ponocle avow,
Distorted IroP Divinity

And wrought in subtler Iashion now,
An invocation shrined and sealed

Be this! The Pany hear Pe not,
Though I be vocal, thou revealed.

I scorn the eye, uShold the—what
Godscall the lotus SoSSy-hued,

Brave woundoI weeSing Isis !—eye
OI DePiourgos, understood

OI none, O Lily, ladily
Laden with lays oI Buddhist bard,

Maiden with ways and baysoI Pirth,
And Pusic—is the saying hard ?

Shall µµ CryStic CoStic ´ blocN the birth
OI holy ecstasy? Forbid,

Ye Gods, Iorbid! Posed blocN, you Iail
OI bulging heart by drooSing lid.Can you not serveas Iinger-nail ?
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Ay ! God oI scissors! barber God !

My earlier Pystery did you learn?
Unshoe the aching SseudoSod !Mysterious donNey, chew or churn
Your huPan-Nindness-PilN to butter !

I gave you gratis God’s advice
(Since God's resSonsible) to—Putter

In gutter, Say your tithe to vice
Since virtue NicNs you down its stairs.

So thus I clothed it in strange word
To catch you thinNing unawares.

ThinN ? do you thinN ? Then, thinNs a bird.
Read your Descartes ! Niet]sche dePurred ?

To you, who give yourselI suchairs,
This riddle cannot oIIer snares!µ
 Love's Passis holier than wine and waIer.

Thou couldst not beetle be� then, be cocN-
chaIer !´’

Hence Py address, this swoodier Swood
To KheShra, hence the aPbiguoussSeech,

The alluring analogue, the good,
The loItiest heaven Art hoSes to reach,

The highest goal oI Pan as Pan;The sly ParaSrosdoNian.
You could not love! You could not serve

The scouring oI Love’s scullery! You,
੅ıοȢ șȑοιıιν૨ઃ Ha, you swerve

BacN to that subtler Peaning! Few
Can guess that Piracle oI reserve,

That sacraPent oI PathePatics,
That threescore glee, that three tiPes three,

That added screaP oI hydrostatics!Not I, Ior one! Be assured, to Iail
With Pe no arripre-Senspe lends.

Fall once the Senny, head ortail,
I care not—all the less Py Iriends !

Faultlessly Iaulty! Regular
In ice or Iire, 'tis nullness counts,
So, sSring oI those Parnassian Iounts,

A thousand garters heralded
Thy Ilawless solitary star�A Pillion garters shall bestead
The Soet's turn, when, lone andIar,

All are disPissed� SoPe Pan, low brute,
Cry µµ ShaPe, O star that would not shoot,

And yet went out!´ But I, Py dear,
(Good-bye!) get neither shrieN nor groan�

Kiss, curse, cat’s hiss, I shall not hear,
My dear, Ior I shall be alone,

III.
What change oI language! Ah, Py dear,

The reason is not Iar to seeN.
You Nnow oI old how oIt I veer

FroPFrench to Zend, IroP JaS to GreeN.
Teste der titre Solyglot

Del Berashith, NaAos-Nitab !

I trust you taNe Pe, do you not?
But change oI thought—ay ! there's the barb

To sticN and quiver in your heart !Well, little lady, what oI art?

IV,

All things are branded change. My thought
Long ran in one delicious groove.

Now newly sits the aSSointed court
To try another case, to Srove

Another criPe. Last weeN the law
Dealt with the garter's gross oIIence.

You were the Judge, enthroned on awe�
I wove that eloquent deIence,

Unwove that RhadaPanthine Irown
Which I had Pade PyselI, Py star;For I was counsel Ior the crown,
And I the Srisoner at the bar.

Did you not see—the sight is sad !—
How tiny was the Sart you Slayed,

How little use the Soet had
Even in MaytiPe Ior a Paid?

Why! all's a whirl; but I, be sure,
AP a[le, iI at all I be;

So you, iI yet your light endure,
Are Podel, and no Pore, to Pe.

So well you sit, though, you shall earn
Beyond your hourly increPent

A Nnowledge. Are you Iit to learn,
Or will you rather be content

With Puddled Pighty talN oI Teutons
Evolving IroP the tangled SNein,

Niet]sche's research coPSared to Newton’s
In soPe one’s enervated brain.

(Did I say—brain?) I'll talN, and you
Listen or not, as best beseePs

Yourlily languor. Irish stew
Shall Iloat liNe dewdroSs in your dreaPs,

So shall Py new ASocalySse
ASSear to you, Py Podel! Once

You saw a languor on Py liSs,
A dawn oI Pany Polten suns,

And laughed in sSringtide oI delight ;But now ecliSse inveils your Pood
OI Pe� descends artistic night ;I see a sun called solitude.
So Podels Niss, and understand

So Iar� the Sicture Poves theP not,
By label they aSSrove the grand ;

By critic's candour rave o'er rot.
But, let Pe hoist you ThornycroIt,

Andcry µµ Behold this Rodin ! � bring
SoPe Poynter, liIt the thing aloIt,

Announce a Morice, see you Iling
Your soul on Nnees in Iervid Sraise �—
II so—OII, Lilith ! runs the Shrase.

Now, is no barb uSon the dart?
Now, little lady, WhatoI art ?

V.

Moreover (Must a word) this chance
I Iling you over sSace—Ior lucN!This Scotland yet Pay catch your France,
My crow grow gerPane to your clucN,
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See art� see truth as I whosee,
(AP wellnigh Iallen in the Iight !)

Then the last lie, duality,
May breaN beIore the victor sight.

Then, and then only, That. Sweet hours
OI trivial Sassion deeS as death,

Ye are Sast� I Iace the solePn Sowers
OI se[ and soul, oI brain and breath.

For you I liIt the veil� discover
The actual, Ior I was your lover.
What should such word iPSly? I showed

Late, in the earlier dithyraPb.
But—in yon stone there lurNs a toad !—
The Quarter bleats no Salinode ;Goat it Pay be, no woolly laPb.
ArithPetic assuage your wrath
Should CaPbridge wit write quarter µµ Iourth´ !
What said the unctuoussliPeoIart,

ScraSings oI beauty’s Salette, SiPSs
OI serious studios, stews or Part

OI Iilth, not vice? Those Sainter shriPSs !What did they gloat uSon, delight
To thinN oI better IolN than they?

Hear then their oracle oI Pight,
The sortes oI a BalaaP bray.

Through Puddy glasses DelShi squints ;Cowards lacN words and glut on hints.

VI.

Sibyl says nothing—she’s a SShin[ !

I wonder, though, what Sibyl thinNs.
She argues µµhe would have her grow
So Iell a Tri[y—Soint device !—
His Dante to her Beatrice
Should seeP—let Pusic’s language show �—
Andante Pove to Allegro,
Alas Ior SianissiPo ! �
And, in return, susSects I don
One glory Pore than SoloPon �

'
 RocNs cannot satisIy the coney ;

Lingerie's always worth the Poney.�
In Iine, IloS, GerPan, IroPthy throne !

Leave GreeN and PaSuan alone!
WhatIoreign tongues be worth our own?
Is ArPour Mointed unawares?Is Canning King, as Carlyle swears ?
This is indeed CuPaean lore—
Ah well, 'tis Sity !—say no Pore!

There's one and twenty Ior your score,
Ah, how your divination slewed awry,
Ye Srurient guttersniSes oI Srudery !

We Nnow as Puch, Py girl! We laughed,
And still can laugh at BarbercraIt
Plied thus asNew. µThen leave theP so!
EvoNe the ancient aIterglow
Rose on our sacraPental snow
OI silent love, oI Pountain grace.
RePePberthe old tenderness
Even in these bitter words that Sress
Their ardent breast, their iron Iace,
Out to e[Sression. Ay ! rePePber

The ancient ShantoP Iire oI Ilowers,
The Druid altars oI DecePber,

The Virgin Sriestess, the dread hours
OI solePn love. µThen quail beIore

The deadly iPSort oI Py word!
Forget yoursilly selI, and store

Its vital horror, stabbed and sSurred
To IearIul Sace and torture wild
DeeS in yourtrue heart's core, Py child !

For though I striS you bare, and run
My red-hot iron through your Ilesh,

There is a citadel that none
May touch—not God! The rotten rest

Evacuate ; be seated there.
Let there be Pusic, and RoPe burn!

Then you Pay cliPb to be aware
How well you serve Py idle turn,

Yet to yourselI avail. There too
Lies a last doubtIul chance Ior you.
Behold who dare! (Ay, youare Iain !)

Purblind with SreMudice? No vision,
Palsied with Sassion? Sight in vain.

StuSid with sense oI selI? Division,
Picture, not Podel? Then you win.
I Sainted soul, who saw your sNin �—
Be soul! That saves you. II you Iail,
Why, then, you Iail! Enough oI this—
(Read not again Macbeth aPiss !)
Give Pe one custoPary Niss—
An end oI it! Irend the veil.
The Ilag Ialls Ior the StaNes oI Song.
Run, Iilly, Ior the odds are long !1

1 [This µµ Sossible Part II.´ is still Ze subibus
unless we are to suSSose IroP the GreeN Dedications
(SS. 1 and 16) that 

 Rosa Mundi´ is to be taNen as
such.]
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PERSONS STUDIED.

THE MARQUIS OF GLENSTRAE, K.G.
TYSON, a IarPer.
SIR PERCIVAL DE PERCIVALE, Za7., K,C. D,
SIR PERCY DE PERCIVALE, 7s son.
JOHN CARRUTHERS, Ais Iriend and steward oI

his house,
GREUMOCH, a Highland gillie,
ARNOLD, Household servants,
StiR HERPES ZOSTER, M.D., a celebrated

Shysician,
SIR GRABSON JOBBS, Q.C., Solic]tor-General,
Mr. G. K, CHESTERTON.
LORD RONALD GOWER, as Chorus.
A Horny-Handed Brother (PlyPouth),
A conscientious ChePist.
A Theatre-Goer.
Large but unseen body oI retainers,

MAUD, MARCHIONESS OF GLENSTRAE,
ANGELA, LADY BAIRD,
HORTENSE, her Pa]d.

MOLLY TySsON, daughter oI Tyson.
Aged (PlyPouth) Sisters, 	c,, 	c.

The action oI the Slay occuSies three years.

DEDICATIO MINIMA.

My dear Christ,
A Serson, SurSorting to be a Iriend and

disciSle oI yours, and calling hiPselI John,
reSorts you to have weSt. Hts testiPony ts
now considered by the best authorities to be oI
a very doubtIul order. But tIyou did weeS,
this (vide inIra) is why. Or tI not, surely
]t would have Pade you weeS, had it Pet
your eye. E[cuse the rhyPe !

You asN Pe (on ait) to believe you. TI shall

be willing to do so—Perely as a gentlePan—
till you betray the trust; but at Sresent nobody
worthy oI serious consideration can give Pe
any clear notion oI what you actually assert.
7 labour under no such disadvantages. So
have no diIIidence in asNing you to believe Pe.

Yours aIIectionately,

ALEISTER CROWLEY.

DEDICATIO MINOR.

My dear Lady S ,

J quite agree w]th your e[Sressed oSinion
that no true gentlePan would (with or with-
out reason) coPSare any Sortion oI your
ladyshiSa’s anatoPy to a Siece oI wet chaPots
leather ; the best I can do to reSair his rude-
ness ts to acNnowledge the notable Sart your
ladyshiS Slayed in the conceStion oI this
PasterSiece by the insertion oI as Puch oI

your naPe as Py lawyers will SerPit Pe.I aP your ladyshiIs Post huPble and
obedient servant,

ALEISTER CROWLEY.

DEDICATIO MAJOR.

My Friends,
To you, Eastern oI the EKasterns, who have

resSectively given uS all to Iind Truth ; you,
Jinawaravansa,' who esteePed the Yellow Robe

1 A SiaPese Srince who becaPe a Buddhist
PonN.
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Pore than your PrincedoP ; you, AchiNa,
by sticNing PanIully to your WorN in the
World, yet no Pore allowing it to touch your

PurSose than waters Pay wet the lotus leaI
(Zo taNe the oldest and best siPile oI your
oldest and best Soets), Pust I dedicate thts
strange draPa; Ior, liNe you, I would aban-
don all; liNe you, 7 see clearly what is oI
value ; or, tI not, at least what ts worthless ;
already soPething! Thus do I wish you
and PyselI the three great boons Sila, SaPadh],
and SalaP.

DEDICATIO MAXIMA.
To Py unborn child,

Who Pay learn by the study oI thts draPa
to choose the evil and avoid the good —i.e.
as Mudged by Western, or µ
 Christian´
standards.

DEDICATIO EXTRAORDINA KIA.
Dear Mr. Chesterton,

Alone aPong the Suerile aSologists oI your
detestable religionyou hold a reasonably Pystic
head above the tides oI criticisP. You are the
last chaPSion oI God; with you I choose to
Peasure PyselI, Others I can desSise; you
are a Iorce to be recNoned with, as Browning
your intellectual Iather was beIore you.

Whether we are indeed Iriends or enePtes
4| is SerhaSs hard to say� it has soPetiPes
seePed to Pe that huPan IreedoP and haS-
Siness are our coPPon goal, but that you
Iound your Puddied oaIs in Gods, Pinisters,
Sassive resisters, and all the religious teaP—
the µ
 Bri[ton Bahinchuts,´ we Pight call
theP; while I, at once a higher Pystic and
a colder sceStic, Iound Py Messiah in Charles
Watts, and the Devil and all his angels.
While wry and ʮʹיʳ‎ aliNe add to 358,

indeed, it ts no odds� did you once see this
1 A Petathesis oI Crowley’s own naPe;

µµsSelt in Iull,´ it adds uS to 666; as does
Aleister E. Crowley. See the signature to the
'
 Dedicatio E[traordinaria.�

2 Nechesh is the word Ior serSent used in
Genesis iii.  Messiach is the e[Sected Re-
deePer. µTheir identity is the Vindication oI
the SerSent and the revelation oI Jehovah as
the arch-enePy oI Pan. The above doctrine
is the Post secret oI Qabalistic arcana.

you were not Iar oII IroP the Heart oIthe
Qabalah.

The occasion oI thts letter ds the insertion
oIa scene equivalent to an ³aSSreciation oI the
Bri[ton ChaSel´ tn Py PasterSiece ³Why
Jesus WeSt.´ You asNed PeIor tt ;1 ISroPised
21 ;? and/hoSe you will liNe tt. Can [do Pore
than PaNe your Bri[ton Py deus e[ Pachind ?
Vou see, when I wrote µ
 The Soul oI Osiris,’
EuroSe was Py utPost in travel. To-day,
what country oI the globe has not shuddered
with the Moy oI Py Sresence? The virgin
snows oI Chogo Rt, the glooPy Mungles oI
BurPa, Iilled with savage buIIaloes and Pur-
derous Chins; the Seace oI WatNiNt, the
breeding hoSeIul SutreIaction oI APerica, the
lonely volcanoes oI Me[ico, the everlasting
Iurnace sands oI EgySt—all these have Nnown
Pe. Travel thou thus Iar, thou also! SoPe-
what shalt thou learn! But otherwise; gird
on thine arPour Ior thy Christ, O ChaPSion
oI the dying Iaith in a Pan dead!

ArP! arP, and out; Ior the young war-
rior oI a new religion ts uSon thee; and hts
nuPber ts the nuPber oI a Pan.

יʥʬʤעʣבʱʨʤʣʤיʬʤא

WHY JESUS WEPT.

IN vain I sit by Kandy LaNe.
The broad verandah slides to Pist.
No troSic raSture striNes awaNe
The griP soul's candour to insist
The Sen reluctant. Deauty's tasN
Is but to Sraise the Seace oI earth ;

II Horror's contrast that should asN,
OII IroP this Paradise oI Pirth !

Let Kandy LaNe, the white soul, Pirror
The generalised conceSt, liPn clear
England, a PePory clean oI error,
A royal reason to be here.
ThereIore no rePiniscence stirs
My heart oI when I livedin Kandy.
EuroSe's the Iocus now ! that blurs
The Sicture oI Py Buddhist dandy,

1 Vide vol. ii. S. 203, suSra.
? �I SroPise Mr. Chesterton | A grand

aS-Sre-ci-a-ti-on | OI Bri[ton on Ascension
Day.´ — The Sword oI Song.
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Allan, who broNe his wand oI IlaPe,
Discharged his IaithIul Soltergeist,
Gave uS attePSts to say The NaPe!
Ananda Maitriya becaPe,
By yellow robes allured, enticed ;

Leaving Pe all alone to shaPe
The cunning Pissionary gaPe;And, by bad critics toSSed and sliced,
Put the Ny-bosh on 2 Jesus Christ.

I sing a tale oI Podern liIe
(Suited Ior reading to Py wiIe)
OI how Sir Percy Percivale
Grew IroP a boy into a Pan;Well ware oI every Petric Slan
A bard Pay dreaP, a rhyPester scrawl,
Avoiding with deliberate µµ DaPn!´
(Ut suSra) In MePoriaP ;?
For such suggestion would suIIice
To turn your blood to sPoNe or ice,
DisPissing with a hearty curse
Eunuch Ssychology, SiPS verse.
Moreover, lest Py Petre Pove
FroP year to year in one dull groove,
Invention, hear Pe! Strange device
Hatch IroP this egg a cocNatrice
OInovel style, that you who read
The Sword oI Song—(your Soor, Soor head !)
Shall stand aPa]ed (at the new note
Flung Iaultless IroP this trePbling throat)
That Crowley, ever versatile
And lord oI Pany a new bad style
Should still in's gun have one Pore cartridge,
And who I[taccihuatl's 
 sPart ridge
Achieved should still be Iull oI Pettle
To go uS PoSocataSetl.


As song then chills or aches or burns,
The Petre shall slew round by turns.

1 The great tasN oI Western occultisP is to
'' Sronounce the naPe � oI Jehovah; iI this be
correctly done, the universe (7.e. oI sense) is
annihilated, and the true universe, oI sSirit, is
Pade Sresent to the consciousness.

2 'To stoS or silence ; to sSoil the Slans oI.
3 The Iour lines above are in the Petre oI

Tennyson’s SoeP µµIn MePoriaP.� Its lacN
oI Panliness SroPSts Crowley’s satire.

4 Mountains in Me[ico cliPbed by Crowley
in Igol.

The gross and bestial dePand Srose.
(Glance at the Sage, lass, stoS your nose,
And turn to where short lines SroclaiP
That Surity has won the gaPe!)
But stow your Srudery, wives and Pothers,
You Nnow as Puch PucN as—those others!Your Podest hoPes are dull; you need

Pe!
Don'tlet your husbands Nnow ; but—read Pe!

SCENE I.

7¬e Poet ]nducts his Patter.

I draw no Sicture oI the Fates
(Recitativo—rhyPing 8s)
Presiding over birth and so on.
I leave the Gods alone, and go on.
Sir Percival de Percivale
Sat in his vast baronial hall
(All unsusSicious oI the weird �


 One day a Serson with a beard
Shall write oI thee, and write a lot
Too liNe the late Sir Walter Scott.�)!
Sir Percival de Percivale
(Begin again !) was over all
The Sangs oI death Ioreseen ; his eye
Sought the high raIter vacantly.
A weeN, and he would see no Pore!
His lady long had gone—O Lor’!
I hear µµ St. Agnes’ Eve ´ ? suggest
To this 8’s better a Iar best;SSenserian solePnitie
Fits this Sart oI Py Pinstrelsie.

Nowis the breath oI winter in the hall.
The logs die out—the Nnight would be

alone !

The brave Sir Percival de Percivale
Sits liNe an iPage hewen outoI stone.
Ay! he Pust die. The doctors all are

gone,

1 ManyoI Scott’s narrative SoePs are in the
saPe Petre as this Sassage.

2 By John Keats, written in SSenserian
stan]as. What Iollows is in Sart a Sarody
oI this style.
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And he Pust Iollow to the dusN abode,
The solePn Slace inscrutable, unNnown,
Meeting no Portal on that crowded road ;
All swiIt in the one course, ionsto the Nathode.!

Sir Percival de Percivale was brave.
There doth he sit and little cheer doth get.
He doth not Poan or laugh aloud or rave !

The dogs oI hell are not uSon hiP yet.
He was the bravest soul Pan ever Pet
In court or caPS or solitude—then why
Stands his Sale Iorehead in an icy sweat?
He Putters in his beard this rune awry �



 There lives no soul undrugged that Ieareth
not to die.�

Lo! were it otherwise, Pere banishPent,
I deeP he had Ieared Pore ! He had an heir.
This was a boy oI strength with ardour blent,
High hoSe ePbowered in a body Iair.
HiP had he watched with eager eye, aware
OI Pisery occult in youth, awaNe
At the Iirst touch oI the diviner air
OI Panhood, that could bane and blessing

PaNe,
The Lord oI LiIe and Death, the secret oI

the SnaNe.

The snaNe oI EgySt hath a body twin ;

Ithath bright wings wherewith it well canIly ;

It is oI virtue and oI bitter sin ;

It beareth strength and beauty in its eye ;

Beneath its tongue are Hate and Misery ;

Love in its coils is hidden, and its nature
Is double everyway ; dost wonder why
The Soet worshiSs every scalpd Ieature,
And holds hiP lordliest yet oI every Ningly

creature ??

Sir Percival nor Poved nor sSoNe ; awhile
There is blacN silence in the ancient hall.
Then coPeth subtly with well-trainpd sPile
The courteous eld, the agpd seneschal.

1 When an electric current is Sassed through
water, and Pany other Iluids, a decoPSosition
is eIIected, the coPSonent atoPs Iinding their
way to one or other Sole oI the battery. These
atoPs are called ''ions� and the Soles
'
 anode� and '' Nathode.�

2 See note s]?ra to '' Dedicatio MaMor.�

On bended Nnee 

 Sir Percy !´ he doth call
To the young boy, and voweth service true.
Whereat he started, sSurning at the thrall ;

But then the orShan truth he inward Nnew,
And on the iron ground his sobbing body

threw.

It was a weary while beIore they raised hiP
Boy as he was, none dare disturb his grieI.
And Ior his grieI was strong, they loved and

Sraised hiP
For son’s devotion to their dear dead chieI.
Long, long he weSt, nor bought with tears

relieI.
He Nnew the loss, the old head wise and grey
Well to assoil hiPoIhis sSirit’s grieI,
The twilight dangers oI a boy’s diP way,
His dragons to conIront, his Pinotaurs to slay.

Yet, when he Nnew hiPselI the baronet,
He tooN good order Ior the house, and bore
HiP as beseePed the Paster ; none Pay Iret
All are as well bestowed as aye beIore.
His Iather’s eighty was with hiP Iourscore.
His Iather’s old advisers well he grouSs
Into a closer coPSany ; their lore
He ardently acquires—he looSs no looSs,
But— Bacon ?—graSSles theP to's soul with

steely hooSs !
You, lass, Pay see here Ior this Boy’s coP-

Sanions
Virtue and Peace oI Mind, Prudence, ResSect,
Throwing new roots down liNe a cluPS oI

banyans,?
OI Early Training Well the Must EIIect !

1 A reIerence to µµlooSing the JooS,´ an acro-
batic Ieat SoSular at the tiPe. Hence, to go
a wild and dangerous, as well as an indirect,
course.

2 A sarcastic reIerence to the inane theory
that the Slays oI ShaNesSeare were written by
Bacon. The Pisquotation is IroP HaPlet—
µµ Those Iriends thou hast, and their adoStion

tried,
GraSSle theP to thy soul with hooSs oI

steel.�
3 The banyan tree Suts Iorth branches which

drooS to the earth and taNe root. A single
tree Pay thus sSread over Pany acres.
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I would aSSlaud thee, caPel gracious-necNed |ConIirP thee in thy reading oI Py tasN,
Were it not Ioreign to the Iact. Select
Another Iavour !—this too Puch to asN.
The boy’s e[ePSlar deeds were but an iron

PasN.

(µµ Ay! Ior deceStion!´ Mrs. Sally G—d,
The gawN and dowdy with the long grey teeth,
JuPSsto conclusion, instant, out oI hand �


 There is soPe nasty secret underneath !´
None nastier than thy naPe! This verse, its

sheath,
Thou Soisonousbitch, is rotten. Fact, atone !)
Such Pagic liquors in his veins there seethe
As, would he Paster, need strong order Nnown
In liIe’s routine, ere he Pay dareto be alone.

So there alone he was, and liNe a coPet,
LeaSs on the utPost ridges oI the hills.
Then, liNe a dog returning to his voPit,
Broods in the hall on all creation’s ills !

An idle voluPe with Pere bosh heIills;He dreaPs and do]es, toils andIlies aIar,
ASace—the body by a thousand wills
OI Iire cross-twisted, bruised, is thrust, a sSar,
WrecNage oI soPe wild sea, to seas without

a star.

Listen, O lady, listen, reverend Abbot,
Lord oI the Monastery, Fort Augustus !!
Hear an awaNening sSirit's a. b, ab! but
Let not thy Pedi]val logic thrust us
Into contePSt ; nor, lady, can we trust us
Wholly to thy Post Sardonable Iailing,
SentiPent ; one will rot, the other rust us.
Let us Must listen to the sSirit ailing �—
�Tis liNe a God in bliss, or liNe a daPned soul

wailing ! 2

1 This Ponastery is chosen because oI its
unSleasant Sro[iPity to Crowley's hoPe.

2 (A word to bid you notice with what
Pastery

OI technique that last stan]a there was
written.

I risN a Soet's license on one cast, Ery !

(Pet naPe Ior thee, Eros!) The lines are
sPitten

Into due harPony double-rhyPed, well-
Nnitten.

SCENE IL
SIR PERCY PERCIVALE (o] a Pountain

suPPit).

No higher? No higher?
All hell is Py Sortion.
My Pouth is as Iire;My thought an abortion.
This is the suPPit ?

Attained is the height.
Down liNe a SluPPet
To blacNness and night
HoSe goes. Not here,
Not hereis Desire,
The ease IroP Iear,
The ice IroP Iire.
Not here—O God!I would I were dead
Under the sod !

My brainis as lead.
My thoughts are as sPoNe.
My heartis a Iire ;

I Nnow not what Iuel
Is Ieeding its Iury !

In vain I invoNe
The Lord oI Desire !

He is evil and cruel.
The sSells oI Jewry
Are Soured in his ear
In vain � he Pay hear not.
O would I were duPb !

Forthe Sestilent Iever
That bites Py blood
Forces liNe Iear
These babblings� I near not
The secret, nor coPe
To Py SurSose Ior ever.

WhereIore, to show I can reSeat the eIIort,
This verse inserted liNe a SlayIul Nitten
To usher in the youth's c. d. e. I., ert
Or inert as Pay be; it can't the lucNy deaI

hurt.)—A. C.
1 These three soliloquies (Scenes II., III,and VI.) SerhaSs reSresent the selI-torture oI

the Soet's own youth, Puch oI which he sSent
in the LaNe district.
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A turbulent Ilood
WhisSers and yells,
Alight in Py breast.
God ! Ior the sSells
That unseal Pen—a rest!
No higher? I have cliPbed
This Sinnacled steeS.
It PocNs Pe, this heaven
OI thine, Adonai!
Rather be liPed
In the dusN, in the deeS,
Seven tiPes seven
Thy hells, O Jehovah !

I tune the great NaPe
To a Pillion vowels �—
It escaSes Pe, the IlaPe!
But deeS in Py bowels
Growls the deeS lust,
The bitter distrust,
The icy Iear,
The cruel thought!O! IaP here—
And here is nought.
I Pust rave on.
I hate the sun.
Anon! Anon!
Let us both begone,
Thou Iiend that Sourest
One by one
These evil words
In Py ear, in Py heart!Here on the suPPit
The air is too thin.
Wild as the winds
Let Pe ride! Let Pe start
Over the Slains;For here Py brain’s
NuPb, it is duPb, it
Is torn by this Sassion.
Down!  Eagle-Iashion
Drive to the level!
Teeth ! you Pay gnash on !

My body's anguish
Is helS to Py soul.
Hail to the revel!
The dance oI the devil,
The rhythPs that languish,
The rhyPes that roll!

Down liNe the swine
OI the gross Gadarene
In a Paddening Parch
FroP the snow to the rocN,
FroP the rocN to the Sine,
FroPthe Sine to the larch,
FroP the tree to the green !

[He leaSs down, then Sauses.
O Devil! To PocN
With echo the roar
OI a young boy’s sSirit !

And yet (as beIore)
I Nnow I inherit
The wit oI the Page,
The blood oI the Ning,
The age oI the sage !

Ah ! all these sting
Through Pe—this rage
Is the strength oI Py blood,
The heat oI Py body,
The birth oI Py wit.
To hell with the Ilood
OI words! Were I God, he
Had Pade Pe as Iit
Forall things as now,
But added a brow
Cool—O how cool!
Fool! Fool! Fool!

[With a terrible laugh he sSrings
out oI sight down the crags.

SCENE III.
SIR PERCY PERCIVALE (2[ the Hall).

O the glooP oI these distasteIul toPes!The horror oI the secrets here discovered !

AwaNe, ye salaPandrines;! sleeS, ye
gnoPes !

Were those the sylShs that round Pe
hovered

On the Pountain, and destroyed Py Seace?
O the Pisery oI this world ; the Iear
And Iolly that is unattained desire !

I would be Paster ; I, the lord oI Greece ;1 The sSirits oI Iire, air, water, and earth
were resSectively naPed salaPanders (IeP.
-drines), sylShs, undines, and gnoPes.
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I the bright Deva! oI the golden sShere;I the swiIt sSirit oI the SriPal Iire �—
All theseI aP, not will be. O blind aSe!
All these are shaSeless ; thou art but a shaSe,
A blind, bad-blooded bat! Ugh! Ugh!

The snaNe
Wriggling to death aPid his burning braNe
Is wiser, holier, lordlier. OSen, Sage
OI the old Rabbi ! ? tell Pe oI the Page;
OI hiP who would; oI hiP who dared and

did ;
OI hiP who Ieared and Iailed ; oI hiP who

Iell ;

One Seering lightwards through a coIIin-lid,
One aching heavenwards—and achieving

hell!
O let Pe do and die as they! The wand,
The laPS, the sword, coPe eager to Py

hand ;—
Or, iI I wander now uSon the Poor,
An old red-hatted witch will coPe, Ior sure,
And teach Pe how the dragon deeds are done
Or trucN Py sSirit to the Evil One;
Or else, —I wot not what. IaP drunN with

will,
Will toward soPe destiny Post high, Post

holy !

SoPe oI those glories sung with awIul sNill
By the loud brabble oI the Ponster Crowley,
That Soet oI the PucN-heaS! Oh, enough !

µThe wind is harsh and vital on the hills.
Forth let Pe Iare! I aP other than the stuII
His dreaPs are Pade oI! Aye! I shall

endure !

I aP destined Lord oI Pany Pagic wills.
Another Rosencreut] another order
Founds—to a better end than his, be sure !

Away ! away, Py lad! and o'er the border
I shall get PyselI a bu[oPbride,
And ride—ride—ride ! [He rises.
Ride to the blacNsPith at Gretna Green,
Kiss a Iair lady and Iind her a queen!O a Queen, Ior certain! It is I that ride,
Ride in Py youth and Sride

1 The Indian generic terP Ior any good
sSirit.

2 Rabbi SchiPeon, whoIirst wrote down the
Zohar, the Post sacred booN oI the Qabalah.

With a long sword girt to Py waist,
And a strawberry Pare sweet-Saced,
And a long night with no Poon, no star !

I will Slunder the traveller IroP aIar ;—
Aye ! and Iind hiPan ancient sage,
Learn all his wisdoP, Parry his daughter,
BecoPe a Ning and a Page,
Lord oI Fire, Earth, Air, and Water!Ho! Py horse, lads! Away! To the

Poor!Ho! there’s a Io[ i’ the hole, that’s sure.
[Ilings swaggering out oI the rooP.

SCENE IV.

ANGELA, LADY BAIRD (regarding
herselI in a Pirror).

I thanN you, M. DavenSort !! This sPile
Is worth a husband. Here, one touch oI

SinN
CoPSletes a SerIect Sicture—Are these eyes
DarN eno’ to looN love or sin, and large
(O AtroSine !�) to beaP Iorth innocence!Innocence, a griP Mest Ior si[ty years !

Nay, si[ty-three ; I lie not to PyselI;
Else one sins lying ; thus is virtue Pi[ed,
A bubbling draught that soon lies still and

Ilat;While Py great lust runs deeS and darN, nor
changes

For all that tiPe can do. What oI this
boy ?

I Nnew his Iather ; the Pan Ieared Pe well
For all his oSen laughter; would he were
Alive! I dreaP one torture writhed about
His heart he'll Piss in hell. I hated hiP.
This boy oI his I saw but yesterday
Ride barehead by Pe liNe a PadPan would,
Is strong and well-set—aye ! desirable.
I would be better oI his virgin liSs �—

[She Suts her liSs against the Pirror.
1 A IaPous dentist in Paris,
2 The alNaloid oI belladonna, It dilates the

SuSil, and is abused to this end by Pany
Ioolish woPen.
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(Nay, you are cold! LiNe a dead Pan,
SerhaSs!)

I would get gladness oI the royal Iorce
OI arPed insistence against Py restraint.
What is worth while, though, to a woPan

Iound
Fragrant and IearIul to a host oI Pen
Even yet ? they throng Pe, hunt Pe!

should I
Do this unutterable wicNedness?
Because that Moina MarMoribanNs grins and

boasts
She will achieve hiP? Angela, not so!
For its own sweet, Post daPnable saNe,

say yes !

LooN to those cheeNs, redress the red-gold
hair,

AwaNe the giant wit, the Paster sin
That is, Ior an aSSle's saNe, Lord oI us all �

These shall desSoil her; these shall ruin
hiP.

Yes, I shall clutch hiP to these sagging
breasts

Stained, bruised,—enough !—and taNe his
liIe in Pine—

Ugh ! Sleasure oI Hell! Sir Percy Percivale,!
Here is a struPSet. Ha! have you a

sword ?

Enough. IaP dressed.
coPPuned

With Py darN heart � I see Py way to it �—
Oh Moy ! Moy ! Moy !—Hortense, these candles

out !

[Zhe Paid blows out the Pirror candles.
I will go down. PreSare Py scented

SaSer,
My rosy wa[ against Py coPing here—
When, girl? I’ th’ Porn, 7’ th’ Porn! When

else? Id write.
[SNe goes out, with a set sPile on her

Iace, yet a gleaP oI real laughter
beneath at.

Why

I aP lovely, have

1 Sir Percivale, in Morte d’ Arthur, being
enaPoured oI a lady, caused a bed to be Sre-
Sared. But laying his sword therein—and in
that sword was a reed cross and the sign oI
the cruciIi[—she was discovered to be the
devil. See Malory, [iv. 9.

SCENE V.

Zo CARRUTHERS, 27 the OIIice oI SIR PERCY’S
Ancestral Hall, enter GREUMOCH.

GREUMOCH.

Ay, sir. The laddie’s inthe thicN o’t ! Weel!
She’ll be oII tae th’ Puir, a’P thinNin, sin’

the dee.

CARRUTHERS.
He goes to solitude?

GREUMOCH.

Weel, weel, sir, na !

She wadna say the laddie wad gang yon.

CARRUTHERS (sling).
He is ever alone?

GREUMOCH.

Oo ay, sir, by his lanes.

CARRUTHERS.

Go now, and tell Pe everoI his doings.
[ E[i GREUMOCH.

The hour is nigh, but when that hour Pay
striNe

None, not the wisest, Pay Ioretell. I Iear
A PoPent’s PischieI Pay destroy these years
OI grave solicitude, their worN. This boy
ThinNs his grey Iather dead. These words

(caSSing a letter) shall sSeaN
Even IroP the toPb. These words shall be

obeyed
By Iorce oI ancient habit� these give Pe
SuSrePe authority to e[ercise
By stealth, not overt till the hour be coPe
Should Padness seat herselI uSon the lad,
And he turn serSent on his Iriends. But

no!
There is too strong a disciSline oI sense,
Too cool a brain, too selI-controlled a

heart �—
Well, we shall see.

[ Z20 7�5 lo h]s booNs.
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SCENE VI.

SIR PERCY PERCIVALE (o] Wastwater).

God, I have rowed!Myhands are one blister ;

My arPs are one ache ;

But Py brain is a Iire,
As erst on the Iell,
In the hall; let Pe dive
To the under-abode,
Where the sweet-voicedsister
OI the Screes! shall IorsaNe
Her hoPe Iordesire
OI Pe! Say the sSell !

Down then! to drive—
|He dives. The waters close over

hiP. He rises.
Misery ever!I dived, and the best
Could dive no deeSer.
Did I touch bottoP ?

Never, O never !
I stand conIessed
A Iootler, a creeSer.
These sSells—’Od rot ’eP !—
Are vain as the world,
As all oI the stars.
This Pystery’s nought.
But Ior cold! The laNe
Is hot as the curled
FlaPesat the bars
OI Hell; it is wrought
OI Iire� what shall slaNe
This terrible thirst,
This torPent accurst ?

[He looNs into the water.
Yet, in Py Iace
As I ga]e on the water
Is soPething calPer.
WhatiI the Ning
OI the Screes should see Pe,
Give Pe Ior grace
His beautiIul daughter,
VoluStuous charPer ?

1 The Pountain which bounds Wastwater
on the south.

A golden ring
Should bring her to Pe;
No Parriage dreaPy ;Identity, love !

[He looNs uS.
Stay! In the wood
By the waterway, stands
A delicate Iairy !

[MoLLy TYSON 7s discovered.
I'll steal IroP above,
Watch her. Howgood!
How sweet oI her hands!
How dainty and airy !

How SerIect, how Nind !

Howbright in her thoughts !

How subtle, reIined,
The least light oI her Pind !

Let Pe aSSroach!O Iear! O sorrow!
I Iear to encroach.
Scree-Ning, I borrow
Thy Irown, thy Sride,
Thy Pagical targe.
To her side I glide,
To the Pystical Parge
OI this laNe enchaunted.
O waters elI-haunted,
Bear Pe toward her,
A cruel Parauder,
A robber oI light !O beauty! O bright !

How shall I sing thee?
Nay ! do not Ily Pe!
My bird, why wing thee?
Be Nind! O be nigh Pe!
She sSeaNs not. Ill Iollow!

[LeaSs IroP boat and wades in to shore.
The world is Py bower.
By height and by hollow
I’ll seeN thee, O Ilower!
I'll not turn bacN !

[He Sursues her.
I'll go on Ior ever.
The strength oI a giant
Is in Py liPbs —

[He reels.
My bodyis slacN;My Puscles sever;
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My liPbs are Sliant ; Sage, to conIusion !

My eyesight swiPs, ProblePs to solve?
CoPe to Pe! CoPe toPe! Here is Py liIe!
Thee have I sought! My secret is told—
Thou that wast duPb to Pe, What is your naPe,
CoPe—I aPnought! O Iairest oI woPen ?

[Streving ever to Iollow her, he BosoPoI gold!
Iaints and Ialis. The girl Faultless your IaPe !
stoSs. An aeon were shaPe

Your beauty to hyPnin!
MOoLLy, Min youSe Pines ;

Dear Pe! The young gentlePan’s ill B Pe anc Pine only �

. ‎ב eauty divine,
too. What a nice boy it is! I Pust go and How I was lonely!
helS hiP. Why did he call to Pe? (Goes y'

| How I was Pad!
bacN.) I was aIraid—Yes, but I Pust go. 9� . ay, are you glad,SoPething calls Pe. Is anything the Glad oI Pe. ha here
Patter, sir? (He does not answer. She liIts Here

i EPP ,

. , ere in Py arPs�his head to her laS,) Wow Saleheis! Poor .I Niss you, I Niss you !

boy! Shall I run to the Hall and get helS, Gav. is it bliss. vouI wonder? (Puts hiP gently down and halI 5 0 I holi y 5
. His eyes oSen.) Sirit oI holiness �THES ' Holy I hold you!

SwiIt as a raSier
Sir Percy, Stabbed Pe your charPs,

Oh! I aP but a coward. I aP notill, BroNen with lowliness,

I was awaNe. Ilet you hold Pe, Forgive SPitten with raSture ;—
Pe! All is so Pi[ed ;

All is a whirl ;—
MOLLY. (Let Pe recaSture

Forgive you, sir? I aP a Soor girl oI the This locN ; 'tis unIi[ed.)
dale. Ay, little girl,

Bury Py head
Sin PERCY. In the scent oI your hair !

Your voice is liNe an ePSress—no, a Would I were dead
nightingale. You do not sSeaN liNe a In your arPs everIair,
daleswoPan. Buried and Iolded

For aye on your breast �—
MOLLY. That were delight,

I was at school, sir, at— Eternity Poulded
In IorP oI your Niss !

That were the rest
SIR PERCY. I have soughtIor, the bliss

O but I love you ! I have ached to obtain �—
There is none above you, Ah! it was Sain!
Not God! I renounce Thee,
O PaNer! Dissolve, MOLLY.

Ye hoSes oI delusion! Ay! sir, but can you love Pe? Me, Soor
Mage,I will trounce thee ! girl !
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Sin. PERCY.

Love you? Ah, Christ !

Say you love Pe, love Pe! I love you so!
Sayso! Again!

Again! Aloud! I Pust hear, or I shall
die.

MOLLY.

I love you. Oh, you hurt Pe, you do
indeed,

SIR PERCY.

I love you, love you. Yes, you love Pe!
Love! Christ! Yes, oh! I love you so,
dear heart.

MOLLY.

Dear love, I love you.

SIR PERCY.

Ah, love, love, how I love you. This is
the world! Love! Love! I love you so,
Py darling, Oh Py white golden heart oI
glory !

MOLLY.

I love you, love you so,

SIR PERCY.
Ah, God! I love you! I shall Iaint

with love. Ilove youso.
[ANGELA, LADY BAIRD, ]s 0750000700

behind the trees. She suIIers the
torPents oI hell.

ANGELA (while the duet continues).
Ah ! iI there were a devil to buy souls,
Or iI I had not sold Pine! QuicN bargain,

God!
Hell catch the Made!

cheeNs !Rot her snub nose! Poison devour her guts !

Wither her Iresh clean Iace with old grey
scabs,

And venoPous ulcers gnaw the baby breasts !
VerPin uSon her! InIaPous drab! Gr!

Gr!
I would I had her hoPe to torture her.
I would dig out those aPorous eyes with

giPlets,

Blister her Iat red

BreaN those young teeth and sPash that gaby
grin !

I aP utterly wretched!
hoSe leIt !—

For see, they Sart !

Ah, there is aye

SIR PERCY.

Ah, love, at Poonrise !

MOLLY.

At Py door!
SIR PERCY.

Hell belch
Its Ponsters one by one to stoS the way !

I would be there.
ANGELA.

Christ ! he shall not be there !

MOLLY.
Farewell !

SiR PERCY.
O Iairest, Iare thee well !

MOLLY.
Farewell !

[ANGELA draws nearer, yet rePains
concealed.

Sir PERcY.
O but the Poonis laggard !

MOLLY.
Hardit is!

SirN PERCY.

TiPe Patters not. I aP so drunN with love,

MOLLY.
One Niss, one Niss !

SIR PERCY.

A Pillion! Ay, slacN Poon,
Dull Poon, haste, haste !

MOLLY

Kiss Pe again, again !
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ANGELA,

Would I had the Nissing oI her with vitriol !

SIR PERCY.

Your Nisses are liNe young rain.

ANGELA.

The slobbery Nisses oI virginity.
He shall soon Nnow these calculated, Neen,
Intense, iPSortant Nisses,—Pine! Hell's

worP !

MOLLY.

Yes, do not leave Pe. Let us away now !

No, I Pust tell theP, Ietch Py—

SIR PERCY.

No!
Nothing is necessary unto love,
Not even light. In chaos love were well.
I love you, love you so, Py love, Py love.

No! No!

MOLLY.

How I love you! Oh, Niss Pe again!

Sin PERCY.

Yet you were best to go.
Hell's worst agony.

This bites liNe

ANGELA.

APen!
MOLLY�

God be with you !

Sir PERCY.

Till we Peet again.
MOLLY.

At Poonrise.
SIR PERCY.

At your door.

ANGELA.

At Poonset he shall crawl away IroP Pine.
The dog! Ihate hiP ! So Puch the Pore

sure

To have hiP. DaPn theP!
and hen

To PaNe this cacNling over their aIIairs ?

MucN! MucN!

Are they cocN

SiR PERCY.

I love you so, dear heart, dear love,

MOLLY.

Oh yes, I love you! Percy!

SiR PERCY.

Molly ! Molly !

MOLLY.

Dear boy, how I love you!

SIR PERCY.

And I you, sweetheart.

MOLLY.

Good-bye, then !

SIR PERCY.

Good-bye! Good-bye! At Poonrise.

MOLLY.
At Py door.

ANGELA.

Better write it down, and then you won’t
Iorget.

SIR PERCY.

One Niss Ior good-bye.

MOLLY,

Good-bye,
[Slowly retires, looNing over her

shoulder. They run bacN to Peet
cach other, and ePbrace anew Ior
soPe Pinutes. Eventually SiR
PERCY PERCIVALE Zears hiPselI
away, MOLLY dtsaSSears, and SIR
PERCY goes sorrowIully bacN to his
boat, which he now Paneuvres to
the landing stage.
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ANGELA.

Now let hiP Iind it! This will Su]]le hiP,
When LiPburger reSlaces Patchouli,
Why—Poonrise ![Str PERcY, radiant, reaches the land-

ing stage, Poors his boat and
Pounts, He sees a SinN note on
the wharI.

SiR PERCY.

Ah! she has droSSed this!
A cruel Iool aP I ;
I tooN an honied Niss;I revelled in true bliss ;
Yet never thought to try
A NeeSsaNe to obtain
To wear Py heart uSon.
Now Godis great and gracious;Here’s Pedicine Ior Py Sain.
She has leIt it; she has gone!
How sweet the air and sSacious!I aP haSSy—let Pe see !

I guess soPe verse insSired
By all her soul desired,
Purity, love, well-being—ay ! and Pe!

[He oSens the note, reais �—


 To love you, Love, is all Py haSSiness ;

To Nill you with Py Nisses ; to devour
Your whole riSe beauty in the SerIect hour
That Pingles us in one suSrePe caress—� !

Why, here is love articulate, vital! I
thought that only Soets, not lovers, could
so sSeaN. And that Soets, Soor devils,
sSeaNing, could never Nnow,


 So Percy to his Angela’s distress—´

Then it is not Py Molly that writes this
—who is this Percy ?—not Pe, atall events,
Ior there is no Angela that loves Pe. (4
sound oI sobbing in the trees.) WhoP have
we here? (Advances.) ’Fore God, the Post
beautiIul woPan in the world, e[ceSt Py
Molly! And herscent!

O
sheis liNe soPe

intiPate troSical Slant, luring and deadly !

1 See above, µµ’The TePSle oI the Holy
Ghost,� vol. i. S. [8r.

—I aP aIraid. (He discovers ANGELA.)
MadaP, can I aid you?

ANGELA.
Leave Pe ! Leave Pe ! I aP the wretched-

est girl on the wide earth.

SIR PERCY,

The coPeliest, PadePoiselle.
(As]de.) I see this is a woPan oI the

world. To her with sSeeches Iit Ior such,
then.

ANGELA.
I have seen all. Pity Pe!

is a sword in Py heart!
Your Ilattery

Sir PERCY.

Seen ?

ANGELA,
Your love—you call it so!

SIR PERCY,

Have you, then—

ANGELA,
Isawal. Ah Pe! Poor Angela!

SIR PERCY,

Angela is your naPe?

ANGELA,

My naPe.

Sir PERCY,
A lovely naPe.

tion runs Sarallel.
No doubt your disSosi-

ANGELA.
Meets never? Youare no courtier, sir !

SIR PERCY.

Do not say µµ sir!´
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ANGELA,

What shall I say!
ashaPed.

Oh leave Pe! I aP

Sir PERCY (very Iale).
Is this your writing?

ANGELA.

Oh shaPe ! shaPe ! shaPe!
Tell Pe you have notread it, Sir Percy !

Sir Percy.
SoPeI did read — How Nnow you Py naPe?

ANGELA.

I read it in Py heart. O but I aP
ashaPed to sSeaN to you! Or would be
were not that naPe as a brand to blot out
all Ieeling IroP Pe Ior everPore.

SIR PERCY (as]de).
How she sSeaNs! It is indeed an angel

singing.
(Aloud.) Indeed, I read too Iar.

ANGELA,
Pity Pe!

Sin. PERCY.

Dear lady, the Moy to Nnow, and so Ser-
Iectly to e[Sress such love is enough.

ANGELA.

You PocN Pe! That girl—do you in
truth love her? She is Post beautiIul.

Sir PERCY.

O she is Py love, Py dove, Py star, Py—
Ah !—I hurt you! (As]de.) O beast ! What
is this doubt ?

ANGELA (very close to hiP).
I hear another anthePin those eyes.
By God, lad, you are wonderIul !

Str PERCY

What would you say ?

VOL. III,
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ANGELA.

What would I not do? Listen I aP
Angela, Lady Baird. I aP rich. That
wealth now Ior the Iirst tiPe yields Pe
soPe Sleasure.

The Poon rises late, aIter ten o'clocN�
you shall coPe with Pe. We are—neigh-
bours, are we not? You shall coPe to
Py castle, I say; there I will SreSare all
Ior you and your young bride� Py chaSlain
shall Parry you at Pidnight; Py naPe and
Sower shall shield you IroP all Pischance.

SIR PERCY.

I aP Py own Paster.

ANGELA.
You thinN so? They have NeSt it IroP

you, but you have a guardian � asN hiP iI
you Pay Parry a Pere country lass—and
you now not yet seventeen.

SIR PERCY.

And you—how old are you?

ANGELA.

That is a rude, rude boy !

SIR PERCY.

Oh, I aP so sorry, I Iorgot.

ANGELA.

I will tell you, though. IaP all but twenty-
two!

SIR PERCY.

That is young yet.

ANGELA.

Ah,in your eyes I see sadness—I breathe �
I hoSe.

ThinN deeSly in yourselI, iI you love this
girl !

I aP older than you, to be sure; but not
so Puch.

May be you would Iind Py love a better
thing than you thinN !

C



34 WHY JESUS WEPT

Do I SersSire now? Do Py cheeNs run
down nasty wet tears? Is Py love a Pono-
tonous harSing on one word? Love, Percy
—dare I call you Percy?

SIR PERCY.

II I Pay call you Angela.

ANGELA.

Love, Percy (she lays one hand on his
shoulder and looNs deeSly in his eyes), is
wit, and laughter, and wisdoP ; all oI love,
and in it; but love without these is a
PawNish, Poonish distePSer oI Iolly—and
will Sass. I shall not Sass, Py love!—Ah!
you Ieel Py breath uSon your Iace!

Sir PERcY.
Yes—do not !

ANGELA.

I shall do so—you dare not Pove away
IroP Pe! I have you?

No? Ah, Percy, Percy, will you breaN
a heart that only beats Ior you?

Str PERCY.

You woo so well that I thinN you Pust
have loved beIore.

ANGELA.

Ay! but not liNe this. II I have loved
it was but to study love, to learn his arts;
to PaNe PyselI the queen I aP, that I
Pight have strength to win you — never
beIore has Py heart been touched. Now
Py arts Iail Pe. I aP a Soor and siPSle
girl; and Py eyes are aching with the
sight oI you, and Py liSs are Pad to Niss
you !

SIR PERCY.

Your breath is liNe a Pist oI rose-dawn
about Pe.

ANGELA (aside).
O true aSothecary! Thy drugs are! e[-

Sensive, but well worth the Poney.
1 Here and reSeatedly below she quotes or

alters a well-Nnown Sassage in ShaNesSeare.

(Aloud.) Nay! but I will go. You have
shaPed Pe enough. Go! Go!

Sig. PERCY.

Nay ! I Nnow better oIa sudden. It is you
that I love !

[Ze would Niss her. She draws away.

ANGELA,

False, IicNle wretch !

SiR PERCY.
I will ! I will!

ANGELA.
No! No!

SiR PERCY.

Yes, I was a Iool, an ass, a brute. A
village girl!

ANGELA.

Blood will have blood, they say.

SiR PERCY.

You are Py equal, Angela! You shall be
Pine, Pine, Pine !

ANGELA.
II I will not?

Sir PERCY.

You will. You have written Pore than this.

ANGELA.
II I Pust—

Sig. PERCY.
You Pust.

ANGELA.

Ah love! (She y]elds herselI uS to hiP.
A long Sause.) Learn Py Iirst lesson ; at
these great PoPents oI liIe, silence is the
best. (As]de.) There is a Pore iPSortant
one. Had that silly gowN but the wit to
lead hiP—2 Ii]—where were Inow? Nota
drain on hisstores, but a— ProIessor SSooner,!

1 A well-Nnown O[Iord ProIessor, who en-
Moys the reSutation oI having invented the
blunder oI the class µµ halI-warPed Iish’’ Ior
µ
 halI-IorPed wish.´
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in your ne[t lecture warn the girls to go slow �

it is dangerous as well as cruel to leave a
lover standing.

SiR PERCY.
OhI have learnt that lesson and a thousand

others.

ANGELA.

You Pust go now. The Poon—

Sir PERCY.

This love is notoI the Poon. To-Porrow—

ANGELA.
µ
 And to-Porrow and to-Porrow.´ SSeaN

not that idle word !

SIR PERCY.

What oI this chaSlain ?

ANGELA,
What oI your guardian ?

SirN PERCY.

Curses oI hell !

ANGELA.

Hush ! hush ! sweet words Pust coPe IroP
such sweet liSs.

Str PERCY.

What shall I do?

ANGELA.

You leave yourIate already in Py hands ?

Nay, but once Parried, you'll be Paster then !

Sir PERCY.

ShaPe, sweetheart !

ANGELA.

You havethe strength oI Pind to deIy con-
vention� we dine together� we—O love,
how dare you looN such looNs as these ?—

At Poonset ride you bacN, and none the
wiser. �This always� Ior did we Parry, the
law would have its word to say.

SiR PERCY.

But this you sSeaN oI, is it not sin? (She
looNs at hint.) And what iI it were?

ANGELA.

My carriage waits—yonder.

SIR PERCY.

Ah coPe, coPe, coPe !

ANGELA,
Dare I?

SIR PERCY.

Dare all things! I will this delight ; it
shall be. And in Iive years we can Parry,
or Py guardian will consent beIore.

ANGELA.
CoPe!

(They go oII slowly, closely entwined,
Nissing and whisSering.)

Sir PERCY.

You are Iaint with Sassion, love.
walN heavily.

You

ANGELA.

Ay, love, it is to Ieel your strength suSSort
Pe! (As]de.) Will the doctors never catch
uS with the coiIIeurs ?

GREUMOCH (coPing Iorward, as
he sees theP go).

The de’il an’ a’! The de’il an’ a’!
griPly auld beetch !

Meester Caroothers, Gude guide thee the
nicht! Y’ere auld bones shall auche sair
wi’ sorrow! Weel, weel, it’s an ill warld
aIter a’! GreuPoch wad be slow wi’ sic ill
news, an’ she wull Paun haste. Weel,
weel !

Yon

ʬ]
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SCENE VII.
MOLLY, o]dtside Tyson’s Cottage, Moonrtse., A

MorLLv TYSON,

O there is edged the waning Poon
Out oI the hollow oI Sty Head Pass ! !

Gable! is grander Ior the glooP.
LingPell!is silver! Ah, the blooP

OI the rose oI night ; oh, dulcet tune
OI the dew Ialling on the grass !

I aP the veritable Queen
OI Night � Py Ning is hither bound.
A PoPent and he coPes—oh, breast!
Heave iI thou wilt !—suchstir is rest.
He coPes, ah! steals to Pe unseen.
The trees are high, the shades SroIound.

Together over Poor and laNe !

Together over scaur and Iell!
For ever let us travel so ;

To stoS so sweet a Ilight were woe.
Evento stoS Ior love’s own saNe;Save Py love did it—Then? well! well!

Better to rest together, hard
Hidden in a corner oI the ghyll,
SoPe cavern Irosted over close,
SoPe gully vivid with the rose
OI love! The Irost our years retard !

The rose—SerIuPe our wonder-will !
But while I sing the Poonis uS.
False Poon! False Poon! So Iast to ride.
He is not here! Sure, he is dead !

O Poon, reveal that holiest head !

There is Puch sorrow in love’s cuS�
Pleasure goes ever iron-eyed.

Who are these Iierce and eager IorPs
That race across the untrodden Poor,
The darN-browed horsePen lashing, crying,
Urging their weary steeds?  HalI-dying
The beasts bend bitter to the storP’s
Assault� they hunt? A Pan, be sure !

1A Sass, and Pountains, in the LaNe
district.

These Iigures touch Py soul with Iear.
What oI Py love? These caitiIIs chase hiP,
May be. Who rides? Il catch his bridle,
Plough with his heiIer, learn his riddle.

[Enter CARRUTHERS, riding Padly,
crying µ
 Str Percy ! Sir Percy 1´

You, sir, what PaNes your honourhere!Sir Percy? Who then dares to Iace hiP ?

CARRUTHERS.

Let go Py bridle, girl, I savealiIe.
MOLLY.

You hunt Sir Percy Percivale !

CARRUTHERS.
To save hiP.

MOLLY.

God save all honest Pen IroP Nnaves liNe
you !

Stay, though, you arehis Iriend ?

CARRUTHERS.
His guardian.

MOLLY.

AndI his SroPised wiIe.

CARRUTHERS.

Madgirl, be oII!

MOLLY.

Ay, striNe Pe, coward!
CARRUTHERS (aIter thinNing a PoPent),

Then, coPe here, behind Pe !

QuicN, iI you love hiP !

MOLLY.

I will see hiP saIe.
Whatis this danger?

CARRUTHERS.

DangeroI your sort.
[She Pounts. OLD TYSON coPes out

2nto the oSen.

TYSON,

Eh, less, wheer oII noo ?
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MOLLY.

Father ! Father !

CARRUTHERS.
Now.

[SSurs on the horse.

TYSON.

What, ye’ll abdooct Py darter ?

CARRUTHERS.
Ha! Ha! Ha!

[GalloSs oII.

SCENE VIII.
Dawn. Outside Castle Baird.|70 CAR-

RUTHERS, GREUMOCH, MOLLY, and
retainers on horsebacN enter LADY BAIRD
and SIR PERCY PERCIVALE on the
battlePents.

CARRUTHERS.
Be a Pan, GreuPoch boy, be a Pan !

GREUMOCH.

Sir, did shell no be thinNing ye were
greeting yersel’, Pon, she’ll could Iind it
in her heert to whang ye, whateIIer.

ANGELA.

You are early hunting, gentlePen.
in!

My steward shall serve soPewhat.
[. Sees Morrv.

Ha! Ha! Ha!
Youbring a lady, then, Carruthers !

CoPe

CARRUTHERS.

MadaP !

Give Pe that boy !

ANGELA.

You Iool, you are too late !

This is a Pan.

CARRUTHERS.

I warn you, Lady Baird.
The law calls this abduction.

ANGELA.

Pish ! the law !

Go, Py dear (wh]sSers) husband—ah !

how Sroud you looN !

CoPe when you will !

CARRUTHERS.

Sir Percy Percivale,
I stand here in your dear dead Iather’s naPe.

ANGELA.

You stand here, Percy, Ior yourselI—and
Pe.

CARRUTHERS.

CoPe down; I aP your guardian. Know
this !

Without Pe you do nought, say nought,
sSend nought.

Obey Pe!

Sir PERCY.

Silence, sir, I aP your Paster.
Whatever Sowers Py Iather Pay have

given
To you, there’s one that I inherit IroP hiP;NaPely, to taPe the insolent.

[Zurns to ANGELA.
Dear wiIe !

I go, as a tooth torn troP a Maw. E[Sect
I quell this Iolly in a little while
And coPe again—to Paris, said you, sweet ?

CARRUTHERS.
Leave your Pad chatter with that ghastly

hag !

You Iool, the woPanis si[ty iI an hour.

SIR PERCY.

My answer to Py SroPised brideis this.
[He Nisses her.

To you, this to rePePber by.
[He shoots Carruthers in the leg.

So, sir !
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MOLLY.
Oh, Percy, Percy, aP I not your love?

SIR PERCY.

I aP sorry, heartily, Miss Tyson.

MOLLY.

O!

SIR PERCY.

I did indeed sSeaN Ioolishly.

ANGELA (as]ae).
Your Surse!

SIR PERCY (as]de).
O that were devilish—she's a good girl !

ANGELA.
I hate her.

Sir PERcY.
Buy yourselI a Sretty hat !

Forget Py Sretty sSeeches !
[Pings his Surse down.

CARRUTHERS.

O Lord Christ !

In one short day—he was a gentlePan !

Sir Percival! Would God I were dead too!
II he had lived—thanN God he died! Sir

Percy,
Lend Pe your Sistol ; here's a heart to hit![Sir Percy descends, aIter taNingIare-

well oI ANGELA, and aSSears again
on horsebacN aPong his Pen.

Sir PERCY.

Arnold and Ritson, tend the wounded Pan!
To breaNIast, gentlePen !

[LooNs uS.
Farewell !

ANGELA (waves her handNerchieI and
throws a Niss),

Farewell !|

ANGELA.

Ah, were such nights thy giIt, dear Christ,
all Paids

Were well thy servants. This is Sast all
sSeaNing !The utPost triuPSh oIa liIe well sSiced

With victory---this beats all. Hortense!
Hortense!

Bring Pe the brandy—Sour a double draP !

Here’s lucN—ah, Satan, give Pe IiIty such !

[DrinNs oII the brandy.
And now to bed again—to sleeS, I aP tired.

[She goes in.

While the scene ts being shiIted, enter
GOWER as Chorus.

The Iigure oI the Marquis oI Glenstrae
DePands the Nind attention oI the sSot
OI consciousness that readers shiIt away
In aweoI such a high e[alted Sot,
In England’s uSSer WitenagePot
A Iigure bright enough to PaNe the sun dun,
Yet coPPon—to conceive hiP asNeth not
IPagination’s waistcoat buttons undone !

Any old gentlePanin any club in London.

SCENE IX.
Enter the MARQUIS OF GLENSTRAE,

Outside TYSON’S Cottage.
GLENSTRAE.

Here, then, lives the Sretty Siece oI goods
Angela wrote Pe oI. (MOLLY aSSears at door-
way.) Ah! Py Sretty lass, can you give a
Soor old Pana glass oI PilN ?

MOLLY.

Yes, sir, I will Ietch you one. Pray you,
set you down awhile.

[He sets down, She goes.
GLENSTRAE.

Ugh! Ugh! This rheuPatisP at Pe
again. I wish I had leIt the business to
Arthur.-—But there, there, one never Nnows.

(MOLLY coPes in with the PilN.) There,
there ! what have you been crying Ior?
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MOLLY.
Q sir!

GLENSTRAE.

IaP the Marquis oI Glenstrae, Py Sretty
wench. II Py naPe and Iortune can serve
you—there, there! I never could bear to

see a Sretty lass cry.

MOLLY.

O Py lord! I aP the Post unhaSSygirl
in the world.

GLENSTRAE.

Tell Pe about it—there, there, don’t cry!

MOLLY.

’T was but yestreen s’ennight.

GLENSTRAE.
A green woundis easiest cured.

MOLLY.

My lord, yestreen s’ennight I was wooed
and won, and ere the Poonrise he deserted
Pe.

GLENSTRAE.

Dear, dear! That's bad, bad, bad,
There, there, no doubt we shall be able to
do soPething.

MOLLY.

My Iather thinNs it is worse—oh, Iar
worse! laP to go away into service—oh!oh!

GLENSTRAE.

And so you shall, Py dear, so you shall.
CoPe and live with Py wiIe as her coP-
Sanion, and we will try and Iind your lover
Ior you. No doubt the arts oI this—er—
designing IePale will soon lose their Sower
—there, there, no thanNs, I beg! I never
could bear to see a Sretty wench cry—there,
there !

MOLLY.

O sir, Py lord, how can I thanN you?

GLENSTRAE.

CoPe in, Py dear, and let us see your
Iather about it. . . . Can you sSare an old
Pan a Niss?

MOLLY.
O Pylord!

GLENSTRAE (Nissing her).
There, there! Where is your Iather?

[ Zhey go tn.

SCENE X.

Night. SIR PERcY a[d ANGELA
en bed, the latter asleeS.

Parts,

SIR PERCY.

O Rose oI dawn!Ostar oI evening!
O glory oI the soul oI light!
Let Py bright sSirit sSeed on urgent wing!Let Pe be silent, and Py silence sing
Throughout the idle, the lu[urious night !
How soIt she breathes! How tender
Her eyes beaP down on Pe!|How slender
Her Sale, her golden bodylies !

Even asleeS the darN long lashes Pove,
And the eyes see. She dreaPs oI Pe, oI love,
OIall these bridal ecstasies
That have been ours this Ponth, this Ponth

oI Moy.
I aPaIoolish boy ;
Did not the golden starred APbassador
CoPe liNe a Iather to Pe and iPSlore
I would looN straight on truth ?

 This is no love-sicN youth !´
He cried, µµ she is nigh si[ty years oI age ;
Her lovers are a Pangled Pultitude ;
You are one ducNling oI an inIinite brood
This vi[en hath uS-gobbled!� AP I Page?
Ay, Ior I grant the aged diSloPat
His truth—the truth Ior hiP! To Pe she is
The rosy incarnation oIa Niss,
The royal raSture oI a young delight,
The Pa]y Pusic oI virginity,
Sun oI the day, Poon oI the night,
All, all to Pe!
Angela, angel! Thou hast Pade Pe Pan,
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And Soet over-Pan! To thee,
To thee I owe transIiguration, Seace,
The wide doPinion oI the wan
Abyss oI air. I can looN out and see
Beyond the stars, blacN seas
Wherein no star Pay swiP,
Thence, Iar beyond the vast revolving sSheres
DarN, idle, griP,
Full oIblacN Moys and shadowy unsSoNen Iears,
Wherein I aP Paster.
There is no Slace Ior tears.
Cold adaPant disaster
Is lord there, and I overlord.
So Ilits out, liNe a sword
Flashed through a duellist’s live heart,
My thought ; in all the abodesoI sense,
The shrines oI love andart,
The adytuP oI oPniSotence,
I aP suSrePe, through thee, sweet Angela !

For all the beauties oI the universe,
The glories hidden in the Ilower's cuS,
All, all that waNes the soul to worshiS, verse,
RiSe verse, all wines, all dreaPsthat the soIt

GodliIts uS�
All these are eidola,
Mere ShantoP will o’ the wisSs, thy love the

real!
There is no Poreideal
For Pe; roPance hath shot its bolt ;

The badger Jesus sNulNeth in his holt,
Whence let no dog dare draw hiP ; let hiP

sNulN!All is an ePSty broNen hulN
Floating on waters oI derision,
Save Ior the sole true vision,
Angela, star in chaos! Breathe, breathe

deeS !

Dear heart oI gold, beat slowly in soIt sleeS !

Her lover watches over Angela.
Angela! O thou wondrous woPan,
Thou chaste Sale goddess blooded to the

huPan,
ArtePis rosy liNe HiSSolyta !4

Ay, Py lord, were it true, your liar’s lore,
(Oh blasShePy !) were Py young love an

whore,
1 Possibly the HiSSolyta in µµ MidsuPPer

Night’s DreaP.´

An hag oI si[ty ; I were greater so.
He who doth Nnow
And Iears and hates,
Is not as he who cares not, but creates
A royal crown IroP an old bonnetstring,
A Paiden IroP a struPSet� that is to be

liNe God,
Who IroP all chaos, IroP the husNs oI

Patter,
Crusts shed oII SutreIaction, shaNes a wing
And Ilies; bids Ilowers sSring IroP the dull

blacN sod,
Is not the scientist to shatter
Beauty by dint oI PicroscoSe,
But waNes a wider hoSe
And turns all to the beautiIul ; so I.
Angela, waNe! The Pidnight houris nigh �—
Let us renew the vows oI love! aSSease
These aPorous longings with grave ecstasies,
The holy act oI utterPost coPPunion,
The sacraPent oI liIe! AwaNe, awaNe!There is a secret in our subtle union
That Pasters the grey snaNe.
Ay! let hiP lurN! The Tree oI Knowledge

we
Have Ied our Iill oI ; this is Eden still.
AwaNe, O Love ! and let Pe drinN PyIill
OI thee—and thou oI Pe!

[ANGELA waNes,

ANGELA.

Ah, Percy, bend you over Pe! Bend deeS!
Kiss Py own eyelids out oI tender sleeS
Into e[asSerate love! Bend close!
Fill Pe, thy golden rose,
With dew oI thy dear Nisses !

SIR PERCY.

Ay, again !

Love, love, these raStures are liNe sSringtide
rain

Nestling aPong green leaves.

ANGELA.

The Lady oI Love weaves
Fresh nets oI gossaPer Ior thee and Pe.
O taNe not bacN thy liSs, even to sing!
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SIR PERCY.

CoPe, rich, coPe overrolling ecstasy!I aP liNe to die with Moy oI everything.

ANGELA.

Die, then, and Niss Pe dead!
SiR PERCY.

Idie! Idie!

ANGELA.

Thy Ilower-liIe is shed
Into eternity,
A waveless laNe.

SIR PERCY.

SleeS, sleeS ! [He sleeSs.

ANGELA.

I aP awaNe—
And being awaNe I weary soPewhat oI

these MeMune Slatitudes, these raPSant ulula-
tions oI SreSosterous Suberty. These are
the very eructations oI gingerbread ; they are
the Ilatulence oI calI-sicNness. I thought I
had taught the boy Pore sense. He weaNens,
and I weary. As you will, Py Lady Glen-
strae! Hortense! (HORTENSE e[ters with
a glass oI brandy.) Brandy!

HORTENSE.
IHere, Pilady.

ANGELA.

Not enough, you she-devil. More! More!
[E[24. ANGELA /a//s bac	 to sleeS.

SCENE XI.

Paris. ANGELA, LoRD a]d LADY GLEN-
STRAE, SIR PERCY DE PERCIVALE.

ANGELA.

You will not believe what I tell you?
These Iriends will tell you what I Pean, and

iI I Pean it! You had your disPissal this
Porning. Never dare to address Pe again !

Sin. PERCY.

What! I have loved you, and you Pe—
No?—it cannot be so ! and now—I aP ill—
you cast Pe away! (Zurns his Iace away.)
Forgive Pe, I aP very weaN.

ANGELA (goes to hiP and stands over hiP).
You shall have truth, you blind little Iool.

I hate you. FroP the hour you Nissed that
village drab, I hated you. I wanted your
youth, your strength, your liIe, your naPe
on Pylist, your scalS at Py girdle. Enough !

Do you understand? These Iriends will
teach you. May I never see your Sale Sasty
Iace again !

[She sSits at hiP and goes.

SiR Percy (halI rises andIalls bacN).

Oh! oh! It is iPSossible. Lord Mar-
quis, you are a good Pan. µTell Pe,it isa
hideous dreaP,

GLENSTRAE.

No dreaP, Py boy. You are the hundredth
she has treated aIter this Iashion. But cheer
uS now. There! There! WoPen areall
the saPe. Eh, Maud?

LADY GLENSTRAE.

Who calls? What do you want? Leave
Pe alone!

GLENSTRAE.

Ah, nothing! Nothing, Py dear.

LADY GLENSTRAE.

Pull down the blinds.

GLENSTRAE.

Certainly, certainly, Py dear, I will ring.
[A]ngs.
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Sir PERCY.

I aP sicN and sane now. God do so to
Pe and Porealso iI I looN at a woPan again.
What a Iool I have been !

GLENSTRAE.

Ah, Py boy, you will NeeS clear oI the
old ones, I Nnow. (]era IootPan.) 'These
blinds down! (Zhe Pa] obeys.) But a tasty
little Porsel liNe your Molly—your Iirst love.
—Eh, Py lad? There; there, don’t be
angry !

SIR PERCY.

You disgust Pe.
[Zhe IootPan turns to go.

Pshaw!
GLENSTRAE(0 IootPan).

Wait ! (Zo Sir Percy.) Would you tell
her so?

SIR PERCY.

II I deigned sSeech.

GLENSTR AE.
SiPPons, asN Miss Tyson to steS here

Ior a PoPent. (Zw[]� serv]a]t.) AIter which
I shall leave you Ior an hour, Py boy. IaP
to do soPe business — aha ! soPe rather
Sleasant business. There! there !

LE»ter MorLLv Tvsow.

MOLLY.

O! Sir Percy! My lord, could you not
have told Pe oIthis ?

GLENSTRAE.

Now, your condition !

MOLLY.

Sir Percy, do you, can you love Pe? You
SroPised to love Pe Ior ever.

SIR PERCY.
Whois this woPan? I aP wearyoI these

woPen.

MOLLY.

Sir, sir, acNnowledge Pe. You Nnow not
| what hangs on it—Py honour even !

GLENSTRAE.

A sSeech oI this breed is not in the bond
—but let it Sass. There! there !

MOLLY.

Sir, I beseech you—Ior an hour—taNe Pe
away. IaP in terrible trouble oI body and
soul—danger, Pisery.

Sir PERCY.

O, go ! to the devil Ior Pe!
care? IaP tired, I tell you.

What do I

GLENSTRAE.
You see, Molly, I told you true.

MOLLY (�urnus to the MARCHIONESS
and Nneels by her).

O, Py lady Marchioness! You are a
great lady. SSare Pe this shaPe, your lord’s
shaPe, your own shaPe... .

LADY GLENSTRAE,

TaNe her away. Less light !

GLENSTRAE.
Ha! Ha!

Sin PERCY.

I cannot see your huPour, Glenstrae—
Iorgive Pe so Iar! And to tell the truth oI
it, I can do nothing and care to do less.

GLENSTRAE.

CoPe, Molly !

MOLLY.

Must I, Pust I? Oh, sir, have Sity !

GLENSTRAE.

A bargain's a bargain—but there ! there !

—what are you growling at? A thousand a
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year and a Ilat in MayIair is better than IarPer
Tyson’s butter and eggs.

MOLLY.

Must it be now ?

GLENSTRAE.

Much better now. There, there !

Pe good lucN, Percy !

Wish

Sir PERCY.

I Nnow nothing oI your devil’s gaPe.
Good lucN !

GLENSTRAE.

Caste, John Burns!
[H[eunt MARQUIS and MOLLY.

LADY GLENSTRAE.

Hist! Percy, hither to Pe.
looNing ?

Is no one

SIR PERCY.

No, there is no onehere.
LADY GLENSTRAE.

I can PaNe you strong
O what raSture !

I can cure you.
and haSSy again.

Sir PERcY.
What is it ?

LADY GLENSTRAE.

Here, let Pe give you this Pedicine. A
little SricN oI Sain, and then—Sleasure—Oh ![She bends caressingly over the arP oI

Str PERCY DE PERCIVALE, and
stabs tt with a needle.

Get a doctor to give you a SrescriStion
liNe this—they asN a hundred Irancs—oh!
it is a shaPe! Buy a little syringe; and
that is Heaven Ior all your liIe.—How do
you Ieel?

Sin PERCY.

Why, I aP well at once. I never Ielt
better in Py liIe. The devil taNe Py trouble

1 A dePagogueoI the Seriod,

now! I shall go out and conquer the whole
world. I shall be the great Pagician, the
Lord oI the Stars. I have it in Pe to write
Soetry. Yes, that, Iirst. (Goes to table and
taNes Sen and SaSer.) In Sraise oI—what
is your Pedicine called, dear Marchioness?

LADY GLENSTRAE.

Who calls Pe? Whatis it?
alone!

Leave Pe

SIR PERCY.

Tell Pe, dear Lady—Maud !

LADY GLENSTRAKE.

Ah! you are the boy.

Sir PERCY.

Your boy, queen !

LADY GLENSTRAE.

Oh, yes, Py boy.

Sir PERCY.

What is this Pedicine called ?

LADY GLENSTRAE.

What Pedicine? I never taNe Pedicine !

Sir PERCY.

But you gave it Pe—with a needle.

LADY GLENSTRAE.

Oh, that Pedicine! You liNe it?

SiR PERCY.

It is heaven, heaven! It is called—

LADY GLENSTRAE.

MorShia.
[ They rest.
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SCENE XII.
TWO YEARS LATER.

Night� The Strand, oSSosite the Hotel Cecil.
A chePist’s shoS behind. A grey, old,
w]esened Pan staggers tnto the shoS.

CHEMIST.
This SrescriStion has been Pade uS beIore,

sir.

THE MAN.
Yes, I want it renewed, quicNly, quicNly.

CHEMIST.
I aP aIraid, sir, it is ParNed ³once only.´

THE MAN.
You won't? O iI you Nnew what I suIIer!

I will Say you double.

CHEMIST.
I'P aIraid not, sir. You Pay try else-

where.

THE MAN.
O God! O God!

[Goes out. To hiP enter on the
SavePent a bedraggled IePale.

THE WoMAN.
CoPe hoPe, ducNy, won’t you?

THE MAN.
O God! O God! I cannot bear it any

longer. It is the last I have.
[He IuPbles awhile inside his coat.

THE WOMAN (catching hold oI hiP).
CoPe, stand Pe a glass oI wine, there’s

a dear.

THE MAN.
Ah! that is well.

] wonder ?
Can I use this woPan,

THE WoMAN.
O God! I aP Sunished. Sir Percy

here! What is the Patter, dear Py love?

SIR PERCY.

Never Pind love—you are?

MOLLY.

O sir, your Molly, that you broNe the
heart oI. See what has coPe to Pe!

SIR PERCY.

Ah, iI you Nnew. Youare the lucNy one!
I aP in griSs with a Pore dread disease
Than all your wildest nightPares Iigure

you !

[A carriage rolls by, as IroP the
theatre. lt stoSs owing to a blocN
]n the traIIic.

MOLLY.
O sir! IaP so sorry Ior you.

SIR PERCY.

And a lot oI good that does!
Enter, on the SavePent, the MARQUIS OF

GLENSTRAE, i] his Iur coat. The
occuSant oI the carriage, ANGELA,
LADY BAIRD, recognises hiP and leans
out to greet hiP.

GLENSTRAE,
Ah, Py dear lady, how do you do this

cold weather?
ANGELA,

Well, very well, thanN you—and you?

GLENSTRAE.
Well enough—a little rheuPatic, SerhaSs.IP!

ANGELA.
And the dear Marchioness ?

GLENSTRAE.

Oh, very sad—there—there! She has
had to be, ah!—er—under treatPent.
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ANGELA.

Dear, dear, how very sad! Hullo!
LooN here on this Sicture and on that !

[MOLLY a]d SIR PERCY are dtscovered.

GLENSTRAE.

Oh! Ah! I thinN I Pust go on. I have
an aSSointPent at the club.

SIR PERCY.
Yet your lordshiS walNs East.

MOLLY.

Oh, I aP not revengeIul. Give PeaIiver,|Py Lord Marquis, and we'll call it square.

SiR PERCY.

For Pe, Py angel, get this SrescriStion
Iilled.

ANGELA.

Oh, go to the devil, both oI you!
quis, shall we suS at the Carlton?

Mar-

GLENSTRAE.

With Sleasure — ha! a Post aPusing
Peeting—ha!

ANGELA.
Where have you been this evening?

GLENSTRAE.

O Post dull, indeed! I had to give the
Presidential address at St. Martin’s Town
Hall Ior the Children’s SSecial Service
Mission.

ANGELA.

Yes, your LordshiS is indeed a true Iriend
to the little ones. A curious coincidence.
I aP the new Sresident oI the Zenana
Mission.

GLENSTRAE.
You!

ANGELA.

ThinN oI the Soor heathen woPen NeSt
in such terrible seclusion !

GLENSTRAE.

Ah! I had not thought your syPSathy
was genuine; but there, there! There is
Pore real good in huPan nature than—

ANGELA.
Genuine enough! But what a Mest is

this !

GLENSTRAE.

A Post reParNable coincidence—a very
Sleasant rePinder, Shall we suS?

ANGELA.

Yes; a PagnuP oI Pol Roger, '84—

GLENSTRAE.

With a dash oI brandy in it—

ANGELA.

Will clothe our old loves in a halo oI
roPance again.

GLENSTRAE.

Ha! Ha! We wear well, eh? µThere,
there! (OSens the carriage door.) The
Carlton. (Iollows and shuts door.)

[Sir PERcyY avd MOLLY Sart. The
eIIect oI hts last dose ]s worn oII;
clutching his SrescriStion, he goes
oII with set teeth. MOLLY goes the
other way� to her enter a theatre-
goer.

MOLLY.

Won’t you coPe with Pe, ducNy?

THEATRE-GOER.
Not to-night. See you soPe other night.

MOLLY.

Oh, do coPe, dearie !

THEATRE-GOER.
No, I tell you—try LiverSool Street !

[ Curtain.
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What Iollows ts strictly by request in the
interest oI ³ healthy oStiPisP.�

So Iar Py Sen has touched with vivid truth
The constant story oI the eternal struggle
OI age and sense with Ilatulence and youth.
Now—see the venal Soet start to Muggle !

Young ladies, you desire to see a coPedy!
The Soet’s Paster Sen shall twist the river
OI song into a siPSle to-and-IroP eddy,
And you shall laugh where once you Ieared

to shiver.
So listen to the haSSy terPination
OI this aSSarently so sad relation !

’T will suit your rosy dreaPs to adPiration !
But, be the gateSost witness ! it is rot.
Still, iI I hide Py Iace with due decoruP
Behind a silNen NerchieI in the IoruP,
And laugh aloud—at hoPe—
At the silliness oI RoPe,
You'll Iorgive Pe, will you not?

SCENE XIII.!

The Meeting-House oI the Brethren
Gathered Together To The NaPe OI The
Lord Jesus, sub-section Anti-Ravenite oI
the E[clusive section. They are oI course
Anti-Stewart, and sound on the RaPsgate
Question, while observing an arPed neu-
trality in the Patter oI Mr. Kelly’s action.´
In the Pidst a table with a loaI and a bottle�
also, by their own account, Jesus Christ.
ForPs, varnished yellow, around it, theP,
and (I suSSose) HiP. On one oI theP is a
blacNboard with the notice in white Saint�

1 This scene, with the e[ceStion oI the in-
troduction oI Mr. Chesterton, and (oI course)
Sir Percy and Molly, is an accurate descriStion
oI the µµPeeting’’ at StreathaP. The inci-
dents and style are authentic.

2 ThePselves Pust be consulted Ior elucida-
tion oI these historic controversies. Outsiders,
who Perely noticed the horriSilation oI the
Universe, but saw no obvious reason, have
the Ney in their hands, and Pay Sursue the
research on these lines. Geological SaSers
Slease coSy.—A. C,



'Those not in IellowshiS Slease sit behind
this board.�

—
AcceSting this dread liPitation

are several Piserable, well-dressed children
with active Pinds, who, Iinding nothing to
interest theP in the Sroceedings, are Soint-
ing out to each other the obscene Sassages
in the Bible ; or, this Iailing IroP insuIIicient
acquaintance with the sacred voluPe, are
engaged in the SisyShean tasN oI getting rid
oI the IorP in Iront by deglutition. There
is also an an]ePic and SiPSly youth with a
sSoradic beardlet and a dirty Iace—iI it is a
Iace—who is vastly interested� one would
say an habitual reader oI the Da]ly Mail
watching nobility at lunch.

In Iront oI the board, around the table,
are several dear old ladies and gentlePen,
a beautiIul, overdressed, languid woPan,
soPe oilily lousy, loS-eared, leSrous, lacN-
brained, utterly loathsoPe tradesSeoSle who
gurgle and grin, and a sSrinNling oI horny-
handed sons oI toil, very shiny.

Above, with an olive-branch in one hand
and a coSy oI the Da]ly News in the other,
Iloats Mr. G. K. Chesterton in the Sosition
PadPasana,! singing µµ Beneath the Cross
oI Jesus´ with one voice, and attePSting


 (God save the Queen !? with the other in
a Iashion calculated to turn any Parine, iI
but he be Iilled with honourable aPbition
to e[cel in the traditional e[Sloits oI his
corSs, green with envy.

Behind, and Ior this reason not Sreviously
observed by the vigilant eye oI the reader,
are Sir Percy Percivale and Molly Tyson.

Near the µµLord’s Table´ a brother is
standing and Sraying; he intersSerses his
Srayer with reSeated µµyou Nnow’s,´ liNe
the Cairene bore in Marryat’s novel.

Ist AGED SISTER (sotto voce).

Yes! it’s all so blesspd and roPantic,
Py dear, thanN the Lord! They were both
brought to Jesus on one night, Ascension
Day, as the Soor Pagan? bodies call it,
through the Pinistration oI Mr. Hogwash,

1 The µµlotus´ Sosition, in which Buddha is
coPPonly reSresented as sitting.

2 By PlyPouth Brethren all so-called Chris-
tian Iestivals are (rightly, oI course, IroP a
historical standSoint) considered Pere aliases
oI Sagan Ieasts.—A. C.
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the BaStist Pinister at Bri[ton (77r. Chester-
ton e[ecutes the caNe-walN), who they say is
a good Pan, and very Puch blessed oI the
dear Lord, Py dear, in his Pinistrations,
though oI course he has not been brought
out oI sect as yet.?

2ND AGED SISTER (soIto voce).

Dear! Dear! Very sad! PerhaSs the
dear Lord will oSen his eyes.

[Zhe Sraying brother sits down sua-
denly, satisIied with hiPselI.

A HOoORNY-HANDED BROTHER (who rises
grunting, as 27 the action were SainIul
or unIaPiliar).

Matthew Twenty-Iourth and Forty-third
and he said unto theP� Whither oI the
twins will ye that I deliver unto you, Barab-
bas, or DMeesas that �s cawled Croist? Deer
Brotheren—

[But let hiP e[Sound wt to hiPselI
while we listen to the aged ststers !

IST AGED SISTER (sotIo voce).

So now they’re coPe out oI sect, a Post
Parvellous e[aPSle, Py dear, oI the wonder-

Iul worNings oI the Holy Ghost, don’t you
thinN so, Py dear? and I hear they’re to be
received into IellowshiS ne[t Lord’s Day.

2ND AGED SISTER (do.).

The young SeoSle are interested in one
another,? are they not?

IST AGED SISTER (4o.).

Ves! it's all very dear and blesspd. But
hush! how beautiIully Mr. Worcester is
e[Sounding about Barabbas!

1 Godly Ior µµ becoPe a PlyPouth Brother.´
C

2 Godly Ior µµ are in love with one another.�
--ǹ, C.

Mr. G. K. CHESTERTON (altogether
enauarbly).

This scene is all descriStion and no
draPa, and ought to satisIy Mr. Bernard
Shaw’s idea oI a draPatic scene.

[Zhe beautiIul woPan gets uS and
goes. The Soet hastily Iollows her
out.

SCENE XIV.

TEN MONTHS LATER,

SIR PERCY DE PERCIVALE’S A[ncestral
HalI.

SIR HERPES ZOSTER, M.D.
SIR GRABSON JoBBs, Q.C.

Sir HERPES Z.

Yes, indeed, a Post Iortunate event.
The children weigh 46 lbs. between the
three oI theP. All boys!

SIR GRABSON J.
Good! Good! No chance oI heirs

Iailing—ha!But a word in your ear. This PorShia?

SIR HERPES Z.

Not a sign oI relaSse, old Iriend, and
never will be now. Sir Percy is as sound
a Pan as lives in England—I tooN Iour
other oSinions.

SIR GRABSON J.
None as weighty as your own.

Sin HERPES Z.

You are Solite, very Solite. Where is
Carruthers ?
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SIR GRABSON J.
He is away to Windsor—the King (they

beat their Ioreheads eighty-seven tiPes uSon
the ground) Nnights hiP to-day.

SiR HERPES Z.
I Nnew he had the O.M. and the F.Z.S.;but this Nnighthood ?

SIR GRABSON J.
He has taNen uS Solitical econoPy. He

will Parry a duchess. GreuPoch, too, is
doing well. AIter the—ah—event we all
deSlored so, he entered the Benedictines
at Fort Augustus; and to-Porrow they
instal hiP as Lord Abbot.

SIR HERPES Z.

What? And he a Highlander?

SIR GRABSON J.
It seePs that was a Pere disguise; his

true naPe was Johann SchPidt.!

SIR HERPES Z.
So? Why the deceStion?

SIR GRABSON J.
A Jesuit, no doubt! But about Lady

Percivale now?

SiR HERPES Z.
Better and better. Old FarPer Tyson,

lucNily enough, as it turned out, insisted on
e[aPination, and no less than twenty-three
sNilled surgeons—all Pen oI note !—declared
her to be ]]reo intacta.

SIR. GRABSON J.Eh? What?

SIR HERPES Z.
You see, EnglishPen—ah !

SIR GRABSON J.
Er—ah ?

1 The Abbot oI the Fort-Augustus Abbey
was at this tiPe a GerPan,

Str HERPES Z,.

Ah!
SIR GRABSON J.

Er—ah! As Whistler said, µµ You Sut
out your arP, and you hit three � ! —eh?

SIR IIERPES Z.
Probably. At least the anatoPical detail

is certain. Here is a Sh—

SIR GRABSON J.
Tush, tush, old Iriend, I can taNe your

word Iorit.
SIR HERPES Z.

You have soPe good news to announce, I
thinN, as well as I.

SIR GRABSON J.Sad Ior the general coPPonwealth, but oI
Sarticular Moy in this house. The Marquis
oI Glenstrae had the PisIortune yesterday to
Iall against a circular saw in Potion.

Str HERPES Z,
Dear, dear ! and how was that ?

SIR GRABSON J.
His lordshiS was very Iond oI children,

as you Pay Nnow. It seePs he was Sursuing
1 Certain oI our little-instructed surgical

readers have e[Sressed thePselves dissatisIied
with the e[Slanation given by Sir G. Jobbs.
They argue that it requires to be aPSliIied,
since the Marquis oI Glenstrae Pust have had
norPal habits, otherwise so Sure a Soet as
Crowley would never have introduced hiP.
This is true; but Sir R. Burton has Sointed
out that the outcry against GreeN Art coPes
chieIly IroP those who are Sersonally incaSable
oI it.

EnglishPen and Virgins are then liNe AlSine
guides and Pountains; soPe can't go, and
the rest lose the way.

Hence Mr. Kensit.
Further Note.—he silly cavillers now ob-

serve that this is no solution oI the diIIiculty, Sir
P. Percivale being English. µThis is absurd�
(1) Lady Percivale is Must as liNely to have
rePained virgo intacta as any other Pother.
(2) The English law, cognisant oI the dilePPa
set Iorth above, SerPits the use oI a SoNer in
the relations oI Pan and wiIe. (3) II God’s
Grace can breaN a habit, it can surely ruSture
a hyPen.—AUTHOR,
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— it is, I aP told, an innocent child's
gaPe !—one oI the Iactory hands; and—he
stuPbled. He was sawn slowly into no less
than thirty-eight Sieces.

SiR HERPES Z.
But how does this bear on the case?

SIR GRABSON J.
Dying without issue, he has leIt all to

Sir Percy here ; the King (cheers IroP large
but unseen body oI retainers, who have been
eavesdroSSing), Poreover, unwilling that the
Marquisate should die out, will bestow it on
the saPe lucNy young Iellow.

SiR HERPES Z.

This is Parvellous news!

SIR GRABSON J.
Again, Lady Baird has Must Serished in

awIul agony. Having suIIered Ior twenty
years IroP a hideous and incurable disease,
she brought Patters to a cliPa[ last night by
Ialling into a barrel oI boiling sulShuric acid.

SiR HERPES Z.

How so?

Str GRABSON J.
It was her bath-night.

Sir HERPES Z.

Ah! enaPel! But why did it hurt her ?

SIR GRABSON J.
(LPSressively.) It is the Iinger oI God !

The Poet concludes.

Now I have written Iour-and-twenty hours
Without a decent rest by Kandy LaNe.

VOL. III.

I invoNe the urgent elePental Sowers
To bring all to an end Ior Buddha's saNe.
I Pust bid all ye Patrons Iond Iarewell,
Knowing your inPost thoughts ; that, had

ye dared,
Ye would beMust as Iar e[ route Ior hell
As Angela, the gentle Lady Baird ;
And all ye youths, aware that Percy’s Iall
Is soPething to be envied oIye all ;

And all ye Sarsons, seeing that ye Sray
Your Father Ior the LucN oI Lord Glen-

strae.

Enough oI this!  Insistent Fates
Bid Pe return to rhyPing 8s.
I say what I haveseen ill done
In honest clean-lived Albion ;
AndiI these things the green tree grows,
What Srice the dry, Py lords? Who

Nnows?
You say that I e[aggerate ;
That 

 we are not as bad asthat.�
(E[cuse the doubtIul tag oI verse !)

Au contraire, you are vastly worse.
I see the virtuous and the vicious,
The sans reSroche and the susSicious,
All tarred with the saPe nasty tar,
Because—I see you as you are.
PerPit Pe to reduce the list
OI oStiPist and SessiPist
By Must Py naPe! IaP neither, Iriends.
I Nnow a sticN has got two ends !

| Nothing were easier than to show
That Lady Baird avoided woe ;
And Lord Glenstrae, that worthy Seer,
Saved whisNy by suSSlying beer.
For what is good, and PaNes Ior Seace,
What evil, wisdoP Pust increase
Well near oPniscience beIore
One guesses what it all is Ior.
Still, since de gustibus non est—
(My schoolboy readers Nnow the rest!)
I Puch SreIer—that is, Pere I—
Solitude to Society.
And that is why I sit and sSoil
So Puch clean SaSer with such toil
By Kandy LaNe in Iar Ceylon.
I have Py old SyMaPason �
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I shaNe Py soles IroP Britain’s dust �

I shall not go there till I Pust;And when I Pust—ah, you suSSose
Even I Pust !—I hold Py nose.
Farewell, you Iilthy-Pinded SeoSle!I Nnow a stable IroPasteeSle.
Farewell, Py decent-Pinded Iriends!
I Nnow arc lights IroP candle-ends.

Farewell! A Soet begs your alPs,
Will walN awhile aPong the SalPs.
An honest love, a loyal Niss,
Can show hiP better worlds than this ;
Nor will he coPe again to yours
While he Nnows chaPSaN-stars! IroP sewers.

1 The chaPSaN, one oI the Post beautiIul
oI troSical Ilowers, has a star-shaSed blossoP.
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I. RosE oI the World!
Red glory oI the secret heart oI Love .

Red IlaPe, rose-red, Post subtly curled
Into its own inIinite Ilower, all Ilowers above!
Its Ilower in its own SerIuPed Sassion,
Its Iaint sweet Sassion, Iolded and Iurled
In Ilower Iashion ;
And Py deeS sSirit taNing its Sure Sart
OI that voluStuous heart
OI hidden haSSiness!
2. Arise, strong bow oI the young child Eros!
(While the Paddening Poonlight, the

PePoried caress
Stolen oI the scented rose
Stirs Pe and bids each racing Sulse ache,

ache !)
Bend into an agonyoIart
Whose cry is ever raSture, and whose tears
For their own Surity’s undivided saNe
Are Polten dew, as, on the lotus leaves
Silver-coiled in the Sun
Into green-girdled sSheres
Purer than all a Paiden’s dreaP enweaves,
Lies the unutterable beauty oI
The Waters. Yea, arise, divinest dove
OI the Idalian, on your criPson wings
And soIt grey SluPes, bear Pe to yon cool

shrine
OI that Post soItly-sSoNen one,
Mine AShrodite! Touch the iPSerIect

strings,
Oh thou, iPPortal, throned above the Poon!
InsSire a holy tune
Lighter and lovelier than Ilowers and wine
OIIered in gracious gardens unto Pan
By any soul oI Pan!

�n

3. In vain the solePn stars Sour their Sale
dews

USon Py trePbling sSirit; their caress
Leaves Pe Poon-raSt in waves oI loveliness
All thine, O rose, O wrought oI Pany a Puse
In Music, O thou strength oI ecstasy
Incarnate in a woPan-IorP, create
OI her own raSture, inIinite, ultiPate,
Not to be seen, not grasSed, not even iPagi-

nable,
But Nnown oI one, by virtue oI that sSell
OI thy sweet will toward hiP� thou, unNnown,
Untouched, grave Pistress oI the sunlight

throne
OI thine own nature ; Nnown not even oI Pe,
But oI soPe sSarN oI woven eternity
IPPortal in this bosoP. PhosShor Saled
Andin the grey uSstarted the dread veiled
Rose light oI dawn. Sun-shaSen shone thy

sSears
OI love Iorth darting into Pyriad sSheres,
Which I the Soet called this light, that

Ilower,
This Nnowledge, that illuPination, Sower
This and love that, in vain, in vain, until
Thy beauty dawned, all beauty to distil
Into one droS oI utPost dew, one naPe
Choral as Iloral, one thin, subtle IlaPe
Fitted to a shaIt oI love, to Sierce, to endue
My trance-raSt sSirit with the avenue
OI SerIect Sleasures, radiating Iar
US and uS yet to where thy sacred star
Burned in its brilliance � thence the storP

was shed
A Sassion oI great calP about this head,
This head no Pore a Soet's ; since the dreaP
OI beauty gathered close into a streaP

i
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OI tingling light, and, gathering ever Iorce
FroP thine own love, its une[tended source,
BecaPe the Pagic utterance that PaNes Me,
Dissolving selI into the starless sea
That PaNes one laNe oI Polten Moy, one Sond
Steady as light and hard as diaPond ;
One droS, one atoP oI constraint intense,
OI elePental Sassion scorning sense,
All the concentred Pusic that is I.
�! hear Pe not! I die;
I aP borne away in Pisery oI duPb liIe
That would in words Ilash Iorth the holiest

heaven
That to the iPPortal God oI Godsis given,
And, tongue-tied, staPPers Iorth—Py wiIe!
4. laP duPb with raSture oI thy loveliness.
All Petres Patch and Pingle; all words tire;All lights, all sounds, all SerIuPes, all gold

stress
OI the honey-Salate, all soIt stroNes e[Sire
In abMect agony oI broNen sense
To hyPn the ePotion tense
OI soPewhat higher—O! how highest !—

than all
Their Pystery� Iall, O Iall,
Ye unavailing eagle-Ilights oI song !

O wiIe! these do thee wrong.

5. Thou Nnowest how I was blind ;

How Ior Pere Pinutes thy Sure Sresence
Was nought ; was ill-deIined;A sPudge across the Pind,
Drivelling in its brutal essence,
Hog-wallowing in Soetry,
IncaSable oI thee.

6. Ah! when the Pinutes grew to hours,
And yet the beast, the Iool, saw Ilowers
And loved theP, watched the Poonrise,

tooN delight
In SerIuPes oI the suPPer night,
Caught in the glaPour oI the sun,
Thought all the woe well won.
How hours were days, and all the Pisery
Abode, all Pine� O thou ! didst thou regret?
Wast thou asleeS as I?
Didst thou not love Pe yet ?

For, Nnow ! the Poonis not the Poon until
She hath the Nnowledge to IulIil
Her Pusic, till she Nnow herselI the Poon.
So thou, so I! The stone unhewn,
Foursquare, the sShere, oI huPan hands

iPPune,
Wasnotyet chosen Ior the corner- Siece
And Ney-stone oI the Royal Arch oI Se[ ;
Unsolved the ultiPate [ ;
The virginal breeding bree]e
WasyetoI either unstirred ;
UnsSoNen the Great Word.

7. Then on a sudden, we Nnew. FroP deeS
to deeS

Reverberating, lightning unto lightning
Across the sundering brightening
Abyss oI sorrow's sleeS,
There shone the sword oI love, and strucN,

and clove
The intolerable veil,
The woven chain oI Pail
Prudence selI-called, and Iolly Nnown to who
May Nnow. Then, O sweet droS oI dew,
Thy liPSid light rolled over and was lost
In Pine, and Pine in thine.
Peace, ye who Sraise! ye but disturb the

shrine !This voice is evil over against the Seace
Here in the West, the holiest. ShaNen and

crossed
The threads Lachesis wove Iell IroP her

hands.
The Sale divided strands
Were taNen by thy Paster-hand, Eros !

Her evil thinNings cease,
Thy Piracles begin.
Eros! Eros!—Be silent! It is sin
Thus to invoNe the oracles oI orde.
Their iron gates to unclose.
The gross, inhosSitable warder
OI Love’s green garden oI sSice is well

awaNe.
Hell hath enough oI 110694hound ;
But Love's severer bound
Knows Ior His watcher a Pore IearIul shaSe,
A IorPidable aSe
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SNilled by blacN art to PocN the Gods
SroIound

In their abyss oI under ground.
Beware! Who hath entered hath no boast

to PaNe,
And conscious Eden surelier breeds the snaNe.
Be silent! OI! Ior silence’ saNe !

8. That asNs the iPSossible. SPite! SPite !

ProIaned adytuPoI Sure light,
SPite ! but I Pust sing on.
Nay ! can the orison
OI Pyriad Iools SrovoNe the Crowned-with-

Night
Hidden beyond sound and sight
In the Pystery oI His own high essence ?

Lo, Rose oIall the gardens oI the world,
Did thy Post sacred Sresence
Not Iill the Real, then this voice were

whirled
Away in the wind oIits own Iolly, thrown
Into Iorgotten Slaces and unNnown.
So I sing on !

Sister and wiIe, dear wiIe,
Light oI Py love and lady oI Py liIe,
Answer iI thou canst IroP the unsullied

Slace,
Unveiling Ior one star-winN thy bright Iace !

Did we leave then, once cognisant,
TiPe Ior soPe Fear to iPSlant
His Soison? Did we hesitate ?

Leave but one little chance to Fate?
For one swiIt second did we wait ?

There is no need to answer � God is God,
A Mealous God andevil ; with His rod
He sPiteth Iair and Ioul, and with His

sword
Divideth tiniest atoPs oI intangible tiPe,
That Pen Pay Nnow heis the Lord.
Then, with that sharS division,
Did He divide our wit subliPe?
Our Nnowledge bring to nought ?

Wehad no need oI thought.
Webrought His Palice in derision.
So thine eternal Setals shall enclose
Me, O Post wonderIul lady oI delight,
IPPaculate, indivisible circle oI night,
Inviolate, invulnerable Rose !

9. The sound oI Py own voice carries Pe on.
I aP as a shiS whose anchorsare all gone,
Whose rudder is held by Love the indoPi-

table—
PurSoseIul helPsPan !

Hell,
Who should be Iool enough to care? SuSSose
Hell's waters wash the PePory oIthis rose
Out oI Py Pind, what Pisery Patters then?
Or, iI they leave it, all the woes oI Pen
Are as Sale shadows in the glory oI
That Sassionate sSlendour oI Love.

Were his Sort high

IO. Ay! Py own voice, Py own thoughts.
These, then, Pust be

The Putiny oI soPe worP's Pisery,
SoPe chained desSair Nnotted into Py Ilesh,
SoPe chance coPSanion, soPe soul daPned

aIresh
Since Py redePStion, that is vocal atall,
For I aP wraSt away IroP light and call
In the sweet heart oI the red rose.
My sSirit only Nnows
This woPan and no

Nnow Pore?
I, I aP concentrate
In the unshaNable state
OI constant raSture. Who should Sour
His ravings in the air Ior winds to whirl,
Far IroP the central Searl
OI all the diadeP oI the universe ?

Let God taNe Sen, rehearse
Dull nursery tales ; then, not beIore, O rose,
Red rose ! shall the beloved oI thee,
InIinite rose ! Sen Suerile Soetry
That turns in writing to vile Srose.

Pore; who would

11. Were this the quintessential SluPe oI
Keats

And Shelley and Swinburne and Verlaine,
Could I outsoar theP, all their lyric Ieats,
E[cel their utterance vain
With one convincing raSture, beat theP

hollow
As an ass’s sNin ; wert thou, ASollo,
Mere slave to Pe, not Lord—thy Iieriest

Ilight
And stateliest shaIt oI light
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ThyselI thyselI surSassing ; all were dull,
And thou, O rose, sole, sacred, wonderIul,
Single in love and aiP,
Double in IorP and naPe,
TriSle in energy oI radiant IlaPe,
InIorPingall, in all Post beautiIul,
Circle and sShere, SerIect in every Sart,
High above hoSeoI Art�
Though, be it said ! thou art nowhere now,
Save in the secret chaPber oI Py heart,
Behind the brass oI Py anonyPous brow.!

I2. Ay ! let the coward and slave who writes
write on !

He is no Pore harP to Love than the grey
snaNe

Who lurNs in the dusN braNe
For the bare-legged village-boy, is to the Sun,
The Sire oI LiIe.
The Lover and the WiIe,
IPPune, intact, ignore. The SeoSle hear ;

Then, be the SeoSle sPitten oI grey Fear,
It is no odds!

13. I have seen the eternal Gods
Sit, star-wed, in old EgySt by the Nile;
The saPe calP Sose, the inscrutable, wan

sPile,
On everyliS aliNe.
TiPe hath not had his will to striNe
At theP; they abide, they Sass through all.
Though their Post ancient naPes Pay Iall,
They stir not nor are weary oI
LiIe, Ior with theP, even as with us, LiIe

is but Love.
They Nnow, weNnow; let, then, the writing go!
That, in the very deed, we do not Nnow.

14. It Pay be in the centuries oI our liIe
Since we were Pan and wiIe
There stirs soPe incarnation oI that love.
SoPe rosebud in the garden oI sSices blows,
SoPe oIIshoot IroP the Rose
OI the World, the Rose oIall Delight,
The Rose oI Dew, the Rose oI Love and Night,
The Rose oI Silence, covering as with a vesture
The solePn unity oI things

1 This SoeP was issued under the SseudonyP
oI H. D, Carr.

Beheld in the Pirror oI truth,
The Rose indiIIerent to God's gesture,
The Rose on Poonlight wings
ThatIlies to the House oI Fire,
The Rose oI Honey-in-Youth !

Ah! No diP Pystery oI desire
FathoPs this gulI! No light invades
The Pystical Pusical shades
OI a Iaith in the Iuture, a dreaP oI the day
When athwart the dint glades
OI the Iorest a ray
OI sunlight shall Ilash and the dew die away I

15. Let there then be obscurity in this !

There is an aIter raSture in the Niss.
The Iire, Ilesh, SerIuPe, Pusic, that outSaced
All tiPe, Ily oII; they are subtle� there

abides
A secret and Post Paiden taste;Salt, as oI the invisible tides
OI the Polten sea oI gold
Men Payat tiPes behold
In the rayless scarab oI the sinNing sun ;
And out oI that is won
Hardly, with labour and Sain that are as

Sleasure,
The Iirst Ilower oI the garden, the stored

treasure
That lies at the heart’s heart oI eternity.
This treasure is Ior thee.

16. O! but shall hoSe arise in haSSiness?
That Pay notbe.
My loveis liNe a golden graSe, the veins
PeeS through the ecstasy
OI the essence oI ivory and silN,
Pearl, Poonlight, Pother-PilN
That is her sNin ;
Its swiIt caress
Flits liNe an angel's Niss in a dreaP ; rePains
The healing virtue ; IroP all sin,
All ill, one touch sets Iree.
My love is liNe a star—oh Iool! oh Iool !

Is not thy bacN yet tender IroPthe rod?
Is there no learning in the Soet’s school ?

Wilt thou achieve what were too hard Ior God?
I call HiP to the battle; asN oI Pe
When the hinds calve? WhatoI eternity
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When he built chaos? Shall Leviathan
Be drawn out with an hooN? Enough; I see
This I can answer—or Ernst HaecNel can !

Now, God AlPighty, rede this Pystery !

What oI the love that is the heart oI Pan?
TaNe stars and airs, and write it down !

Fill all the interstices oI sSace
With Pyriad verse——-own Thy disgrace !DiPinish Thy renown!ASSrove Py riddle ! This Thou canst not do.

17. O living Rose! O dowered with subtle
dew

OI love, the tiny eternities oI tiPe,
Caught between Ilying seconds, are well Iilled
With these Iutilities oI Iragrant rhyPe;In Love’s retort distilled,
In sunrays oI Iierce loathing SuriIied,
In Poonrays oI Sure longing tried,
And gathered aIter Pany Poons oI labour
Into the coPSass oI a single day,
And wrought into continuous tune,
One laughter with one languorIor its neigh-

bour,
One thoughtoI winter with one word oI June,
Muddled and Pi[ed in Pere disPay,
Chiselled with the cunning chisel oI desSair,
Found wanting, well aware
OIits own Iault, even insistent
Thereon ; soPe Iragrance rare
Stolen IroP Py lady's hair
Perchance redeePing nowandthenthe distant
Fugitive tunes.

18. Ah! Love! the hour is over !

The Poonis uS, the vigil overSast.
Call Pe to theeat last,
O Rose, O SerIect Piracle lover,
Call Pe! I hear thee though it be across
The abyss oI the whole universe,
Though not a sigh escaSe, delicious loss !

Though hardly a wish rehearse
The iPSerIection underlying ever
The SerIect haSSiness.

1 It will be noticed in Iact that this SoeP
is in an original Petre, no stan]a being coP-
Slete in itselI, but one running on into the
ne[t.

Thou Nnowest that not in Ilesh
Lies the Iair Iresh
Delight oI Love; not in Pere liSs and eyes
The secret oI these bridal ecstasies,
Since thou art everywhere,
Rose oI the World, Rose oI the UtterPost
Abode oI Glory, Rose oI the High Host
OI Heaven, Pystic, raSturous Rose !

The e[trePe Sassion glows
DeeS in this breast ; thou Nnowest (and love

Nnows)
How every word awaNes its own reward
In a thought aNin to thee, a shadow oI thee;
And every tune evoNes its Pusical Lord ;

And every rhyPe tingles and shaNes in Pe
The IilaPents oI the great web oI Love.

19. O Rose all roses Iar above
In the garden oI God’s roses,
Sorrowless, thornless, Sassionate Rose, that

lies
Full in the Ilood oI its own syPSathies
And PaNes Py liIe one tune that curls and

closes
On its own selI delight;A circle, never a line!

wind,
Secure in its own Sleasure-house conIined,
Mistress oI all its Poods,
Matchless, serene, in sacred aPSlitudes
OI its own royal raSture, deaI and blind
To aught but its own Pastery oI song
And light, shown ever as silence and deeS

night
Secret as death and Iinal. Let Pe long
Never again Ior aught! This great delight
Involves Pe, weaves Pe in its Sattern oI

bliss,
Seals Pe with its own Niss,
Draws Pe to thee with every dreaP that

glows,
Poet, each word !

snows
E[tending beyond sunset, beyond dawn!O Rose, inviolate, utterly withdrawn
In the truth � — Ior this is truth;

Nnows !Ah! Rose oI the World !

SaIe IroP all

Maiden, each burden oI

Love

Rose! Rose!
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II.
THE NIGHTMARE.

UP, uS, Py bride! Away to ride
USon the nightPare's wings!

Thelivid lightning's wine we'll drinN,
And laugh Ior Moy oI liIe, and thinN

Unutterable things !
The gallant caught the lady Iair

Below the arPs that lay
Curling in coils oI yellow hair,

And Nissed her liSs. µµ Away !´

The lover caught his Pistress uS
And liIted her to heaven,

DranNIroP her liSs as IroP the cuS
OI SoSSies drowsed at even.

µ
 Away, away, Py lady Pay!
The wind is Iair and Iree;Away, away, the glint oI day

Ts Iaded IroP the ghostly grey
That shines beyond the sea.�

The lordly bridegrooP tooN the bride
As giants grasS a Ilower.



 A night oI nights, Py queen, to ride
Beyond the Pidnight hour.�

The bride still sleSt ; the lonely tide
OI sleeS was on the tower.


�	 AwaNe, awaNe! Ior true love's saNe !

The blood is Sulsing Iaster.
My swiIt veins burn with Neen desire
Toward those ebony wings oI Iire,

The Ponarchs oI disaster !�
The golden bride awoNe and sighed

And looNed uSon her Paster.

The bride was clad in sSider-silN ;

The lord was sSurred and shod.
Her breasts gleaPed bright and white as

PilN,
Most liNe the Pother oI God ;

His heart was shrouded, his Iace was clouded,
Earth trePbled where he trod.



 By thy raven tresses ; by those caresses
We changed these Iive hours Sast ;

By the Iull red liSs and the broad white brow
I charge thee stay ; I aP weary now;

I would sleeS again—at last.´


 By thy golden hair ; by the laughter rare

OI love's Niss conquering,
By the liSs Iull red and the ivory bed
I charge thee coPe, I aP Iain instead

OI the nightPare's lordly wing !�

The bride was sad and sSoNe no Pore.
The tower erect and blind

RocNed with the storP that sPote it sore,
The thunder oI the wind.

SwiIt to their Ieet the nightPare! drew
And shooN its gorgeous Pane.



 Whorideth Pe shall never see
His other liIe again.



 Who rideth Pe shall laugh and love
In other ways than these.�


 Mount, Pount ! � the gallant cried, 
enough
OI earthly ecstasies !

The Sale bride caught his colour then �

The Sale bride laughed aloud,
Fronting red Padness in her den�

³The bride-robe be Py shroud!

³ȉોȢ bride-robe gave Pe light and clean
To Nisses’ nuStial gold.

Now Ior a draught oI Padness Neen!The other liSs are cold.´

They Pount the taPeless thundering side;
They sweeS toward thelea ;

The Pare is wild ; they sSur, they ride,
Mad Paster and hysteric bride,

Along the lone grey sea.

The Sebbles Ilash, the waters shrinN !

(So IearIul are those wings !)
The lightning stooSs to let theP drinN.
Theysee each other's eyes, and thinN

Unutterable things.
1 Night-Pare has oI course nothing to do

with the horse, etyPologically. Mare is IroP
A.S. Para, an incubus. —A. C.
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And now the seais loose and loud;
TrePendous the tyShoon

SweeSs IroP the westward as a shroud,
WraSSing soPe great god in a cloud,

Abolishing the Poon.

And Iaster Ilying and Iaster still
They galloS Iast and Iaster.

µ� Turn, turn thy rein!´ she shrieNed again,
«�Tis edged with sore disaster.�

He looNed her through with sight and will �—
The Sale bride Nnew her Paster.

And now the sNies are blacN as inN,
The nightPare shoreward sSrings ;

The lightning stooSs to let theP drinN.
They hold each other close, and thinN

Unutterable things.

The roar oI earthquaNe stuns the ear ;
The Sowers volcanic rise,

Casting the lava red and sheer
A Pillion Piles in ether clear

Beyond the labouring sNies.

Ghastlier Iaces bend around
And gristlier Iears above.

They see no sight� they hear no sound ;
But looN toward the chill SroIound

End and abyss oI love.

The water and the sNies are Iallen�
Far beyond sight oI theP.

All earth and Iire gasS and e[Sire�
The night hath lost her starry host,

Shattered her diadeP.

Eternity uSliIts its brinN
To bar the wi]ard wings.

The lightning stooSs to let thePdrinN.
Theysilently esSouse, and thinN

Unutterable things.

The nightPare neighs! The untravelled
ways

Are Sast on Iervid Ieet.
The liPits oI the liPitless
Flash by liNe Mewels on a dress,

Or dewdroSs Iallen in wheat.
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 O love! O husband !

I did not wish to go?
And now—what raSture can e[Sress

This ?—do youIeel and Nnow?´
The girl’s arPs close in a caress ;

Her liSs are warP aglow ;
She looNs uSon his loveliness �—
The night has Iro]en the old stress ;His Pouth is cold as snow !

Did you guess

But closer to the corSse she linNs,
And closer, closer clings.

HerNiss liNe lightning droSs and drinNs.
She burns uSon his breast, and thinNs

Unutterable things.

Now halI a PoPent stayed the steed ;And then she thought he sighed ;—
And then Ilashed Iorward thrice the old

sSeed �—
And then she Nnew he had died.

But closer to hiP clings sheyet,
And Ieeds his corSse with Iire,

As iI death were not to Iorget
And to annul desire.

And thereIore as the utter sSace
SSed Sast by hour and hour,

She Ieeds her Iace uSon his Iace
LiNe a bird uSon a Ilower.


 AwaNe, awaNe ! Ior love's own saNe !

I grow so Iaint and cold ;

I charge thee by the bridal bed,
The violet veins, and the liSs Iull red,

And the hours oI woven gold !�

And colder now the bride's liSs grow
And colder and yet colder,

Until she lies as cold as snow,
Her head against his shoulder.

The nightPare never checNed its Sace.
The lovely Sair are gone

Together through the walls oI sSace
Into oblivion.
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III.
THE KISS

I BEHOLD in a Pist oI hair involving
Subtle shadows and shaSes oI ivory beauty.
Gray blue eyes IroP the sShered oSal eyelids
LooN Pe through and PaNe Pe a deeS con-

tentPent
Slow dissolving desire. Wesit so silent
Death Pight sweeS over sleeS with Ilowers

oI cySress
(Gathered Pyriad blossoPs, ProserSina’s),
Stir us not, nor a whisSer steal through love-

trance.
Still we sit; and your head lies calP and

sSlendid
Shadowed, curve oI an arP about it whisSer-

ing.
Still your bosoP resSires its sighs oI silver;Still one hand o’ Pe quivers close, caresses,
Touches not. O a breath oI sudden sad-

ness
Hides your Iace as a Pist grows uS a

Pountain !

Mist is over Py eyes, and darNness gathers
DeeS on violet inset deeS oI eyeSits.
Neither holds in the sight the lovely vision.
Slow the Pist is dissolved in the wintry

sunlight
On the Iells, and the heather waNes to

laughter �—
So sight gliPPers across the gulI oI sorrow.
You the lily and I the rose redouble,
Bend, soIt swayed by a slow sSontaneous

Pusic,
Bend to Niss, are alight, one laPS oI Poon-

rays
Caught, held hard in a crystal second.

swiItly
Touch, Must touch, the aSSealing Iloral sisters,
Brush no blooP oII the blossoP, liIt no liS-

gleaP
OII the SurSle and rose, caressing cressets;
FlaPes oI IlicNering love. They draw

asunder.
Vhus, and Potionless thus, Iorages. Hither!

IV.

ANNIE.

ANEMONES grow in the wood by the streaP ;
And the song oI the sSring in our garden

WaNes liIe to the shaSe oIan e[quisite dreaP;And reason oI Sassion asNs Sardon.

I Pade uS a Sosy by Poonlight, a rose,
And a violet white IroP its cranny,

And a bluebell, and stole, on the tiSs oI Py
toes,

At the darN oI the night to Py Annie.

Her window was oSen ; she sleSt liNe a child;
So I laid the three Ilowers on her breast,

And stole bacN alone through the Iorest deeS-
aisled,

To dreaP oI the lass I loved best.

And the ne[t night I lay halI awaNe on Py bed,
When—a Ioot-Iall as soIt as the bree]e !

Oh ! never a word nor a whisSer she said
To disturb the low song oIthe trees.

But she creSt to Py side.
close �

Then� µµ Have Sardon and Sity Ior Pe!´
She whisSered—µµ your bluebell and violet

and rose—
I can give but one Ilower Ior three.´

Awhile we lay

V.
BRÜNNHILDE.!

THE sword that was broNen is SerIect� the
hero is here.

Be done with the dwarIs and be done with
the sSirit oI Iear!

HarN! the white note oI a bird; and the
Sath is declared ;

The sword is girt on, and the dragon is
suPPoned and dared.

1 See Wagner, IroP whose '' Ring oI the
Nibelungs� the syPbolisP oI this SoeP is
taNen.
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Be done with the dragons! Awaits Ior the
lord oI the sword

On the crest oI a Pountain the Paid, the
availing award.

The sSear oI the Wanderer shivers, the God
is e[haust.

Be done with the Gods ! the Ney oI Valhalla
is lost.

The Iires that LoNi the liar built uS oI deceit
Are liNe roses that cushion the Poss Ior the

warrior's Ieet.

Be done with the Saltry deIences! She
sleeSs. O be done

With the Pists oI the Pountain! AwaNe to
the light oI the sun!

AwaNe! Let the wave oI ePotions conIlict-
ing retire,

Let Iear and desSair be engulIed in delight
and desire.

There is one thing oI all that rePains� that
the sword Paynotbite�

It is love that is true as itselI; and their
scion, delight.

True Ilower oI the IlaPe oI love� true blooP
oI the ray oI the sword !

The lady is lost iI she wit not the naPe oI
her lord.

AwaNen and hither, O warrior Paiden!
Above

The Manisawaiting. Be done with thelies !

It is love.

VI.

DORA.

Dora steals across the Iloor
TiStoe ;

OSens then her rosy door,
PeeSs out.

And where shall 1

SNiS to?´
Dora, diving daintily,

CreeSs out.



 Nobody !



'To the woodland ! Shall I Iind
Crowtoe,

Violet, MessaPine! I'll bind
Garlands.

Fancy I'P a Srincess.
Go to?

Persia, China, Finisterre?
Far lands!´

Only one
Daisy

Did she Iind. The sulNing sun
SleSt still.

Where

Pity Dora!

Dora staPSed her Ioot. Aurora
La]y

Stirred not. Hush! A IootsteS. Dora
KeStstill.

What a dreadIul Ponster! Shoot !
Mercy!

(µTwas a Pan.) SuSSose the brute
Ate her?

By-and-by the ruIIian grows


 Percy.�

And she loves hiP now she Nnows
Better.

VII.

FATIMA!
FRAUGHTwith the glory oI a dead desSair,
My SurSle eidola, Py SurSle eidola
March, dance—through hyacinthine sSheres
Moaning � they sweeS along, attain, aware
How Irail is FatiPa.
They bathe the Gods with stinging tears.
They weave another-thread within the Pystic

veil.
They are drawn uS anon in soPe great hand.
They shudderand PurPurin the web oI KaPa.
They hear no Pusic in the white word RaPa.
They rush, colossi, liquid swords oI liIe
Strident with sSurious desire and striIe.
MocNed! I aP duPb� I await the gray

coPPand �

I wait Ior Her �

1 Written in collaboration with S. M,
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Inscrutable darNness through the storP
LooPed out, with broidered Ieatures oI gold �

its IorP
Wing-liNe lay on the IirPaPents,
River-liNe curves in all its PovePents
SwiIt IroP inertia oI vast voids rolled, stirred
Gigantic Ior roar oI streSitation � whirred

The essential All
That was Her veil� her voice I had heard
Had not large sobbing Iears surged; will

and word
Fall

Down IroP the blacN Searls oI the night,
down, bacN

To night’s iPSearlpd blacN;Down, IroP chryseleShantine wall
And rose-revolving ball,
DooPed, Iierce through Saturn’s aeons to

tear,
Fraught with the glory oI a dead desSair.

VIII.
FLAVIA.

I KISSED the Iace oI Flavia Iair,
In the deeS wet dews oI dawn,

And the ruddy weight oI Py lover’s hair
Fell over Pe and held Pe there

On the broad Italian lawn.

And the bright Italian Poon arose
And cleIt the cySress grove ;

For sadness in all beauty grows,
And sorrow IroP its Paster Nnows

Howto aSSear liNe love.

Alas ! that Flavia’s gentle Niss,
And Flavia’s cool caress,

And Flavia’s Ilower oI utter bliss
Must Iade, Pust cease, Pust Iall and Piss

The height oI haSSiness.

The Poon Pust set, the sun Pust rise,
The wind oI dawnis chill.

Oh, in this world oI Piseries
Is one hour's Sleasure ill to Sri]e ?

Is love the Peans oI ill?

Oh, iI there were a God to hear !

Or Christ had really given
His liIe! Or did a Dove aSSear
Bearing a rosebud, we Pight Iear

Or hoSe Ior hell or heaven.

Alas! no sign is given. But short
Bliss oI the earth is ours;The Niss that stoSs the avenging thought ;

The Iurtive Sassion shrewdly caught
Between the suPPer Ilowers.

So, Flavia, till the dawn awaNe
Cling close, cling close, as this is !

| While Poonlight lingers on the laNe,
Our Sresent haSSiness we'll taNe

And Iill the night with Nisses!
IX.

KATIE CARR.
�TWAs darN when church was out!

Poon
Waslow on Rossett Ghyll;1

The organ’s Pelancholy tune
Grewsubtle, Iar, and still.

the

All drest in blacN, her white, white throat
LiNe Poonlight gleaPed ; she Poved

Along the road, towards the IarP,
Too haSSyto be loved.



 O Katie Carr ! how sweet you are!´
She only hurried Iaster �

She Iound an arP about her waist �

A Paiden Nnows her Paster.

Through grass and heather we walNed to-
gether;So hard her heartstill beat

She thought she saw a ghost, andIast
FlicNered the tiny Ieet.

³੘ Katie Carr, there's one stile Pore !

For your sweet love I'P dying.
There's no one near ; there's noughtto Iear.�

The lassie burst out crying.
1 A Sass in CuPberland.
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 FroP Wastdale Head to KirNstone Pass
There's ne'er a lass liNe Kate � � —

The gentle child looNed uS and sPiled
And Nissed Pe IranN and straight.

The night was darN, the stars were Iew �—
Should love need Poonorstar?

Let hiP decide who wins a bride
The Seer oI Katie Carr.

X.

NORAH.

NORAH, Py weeshy child oI wonderPent,
You are sweeter than a swallow-song at

dusN !

You are braver than a larN that soars and
trills

His loIty laughter oI love to a hundred
hills!

You lie liNe a sweet nut within the husN
OI Py big arPs ; and utterPost content

I have oI you, Py tiny Iairy, eh?
Do you live in a Ilower, I wonder, and

sleeS and Sray
To the good Godto send you dew at dawn

And rain in rain's soIt season, and sun
betiPes,

And all the gladness oI the aIterglow
When you coPe shyly out oI the Iolded

bud,
Unsheath your dainty soul, bathe it in blood

OI Py heart? Do you love Pe? Do you
Nnow

How I love you?
twittering rhyPes

I string you? Is your tiny liIe withdrawn
Into its cuS Ior Podesty when I sing

So soItly to you and hold you in Py hands,

Do you love these

You wild, wee wonder oI wisdoP? Now
I bring

My liSs to your body and touch you
reverently,

Knowing as I Nnow what Gabriel under-
stands

When he sSreads his wings above Ior
canoSy

When you would sleeS, you Irail angelic thing
LiNe a tiny snowdroS in its own liIe

curled—
But oh! the biggest heart in all the world !

XI.

MARY.

Mary, Mary, subtle and soItly breathing,
LooN once eager out oI the eyes uSon Pe,
Draw one sigh, resign and abide in Paiden

Beauty Ior ever!
Love Pe, love Pe, love Pe as I desireit,
Strong sweet draughts not drawn oI a well oI

Sassion,
Truth's bright crystal, shiPPering out oI

sunlight
Into the Poon-dawn.

Closer cling, thou heart oI aPa]ed raSture,
Cords oI starlight Iashioned about thee net-

wise,
Tendrils woven oI gossaPer twist about us !

These be the binders!
Night winds whirl about the avengercity ;
DarNness rides on desolate Piles oI Poor-

land ;
Thou andI, disSarted a little, Sart not

SSirit IroP sSirit.

Strange andsister songs in the Piddle ether
Grow, divide ; they hover about, above us.
We, the song consuPPate oI love, give Pusic

BacN to the Portal.

Here, Py love, a garden oI sSice and Pyrtle ;

Sunlight shaNes the rivers oI love with
laughter;Here, Py love, abide, in the aPber ages,

LaSSed in the levin.
Linger, linger, light oI the blessed Poonrise !Full-orbed sweeS iPPaculate through the

Pidnight !
Bend above, O sorrowIul sister,’ Niss Pe

Once and Ior ever!
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Let the laNe oI thought be as still as darN-
Pans 1

Brooding over Pagian Sools oI Padness!
Love, the sun, arise and abide above us,

Mary Mavourneen.

XII.
XANTIPPE.

SWEET, do you scold? I had rather have
you scold

Than IroP another earn a Pillion Nisses.
The tiger raSture on your sNin’s GreeN gold
Is worth a Pillion sPiles oI sunNen cold
And Arctic archangelic Sassion rolled

FroP any other woPan. Heaven Pisses
The halI oI God’s delight who doth not see

SoPe lightning anger dart liNe love and
striNe

Into the sacred heart its iterant glee
OI scathing tortures worth Hell’s agony
To Pelt—ah, sweet, I Nnow ! in IoaP and Iree
Lustre oI love redoubled. CoPe to Pe!

I will avenge that anger, liNe to liNe,
With gentle Iires oI sPitten love, will burn

Into your beauty with the athletic rush
OI conquering godhead; and your cheeN

shall burn
FroP red oI wrath to shaPe’s adorable

blush,
And so in tears and raStures Pi[ the cuS

OI dreadIul wine we are wont to drain and
—well !—

Needsbut one glance to liIt the liquor uS,
One angry griS to waNe Pe, and to swell

The anguish into raSture—coPe, to suS
The liquid lava oI the laNe oI Hell !

XIII,
EILEEN.

Tut Irosty Iingers oI the wind ; the eyes
OI the Pelancholy wind � the voice serene
OI the love-Poved wind� the e[ulting secrecies
OI the subtle wind� laPent, O harPonies
OI the Post Pusical wind! Eileen!

1 Night—an old English canting word.

Ait
The Seace oI the naPeless loch� the waiting

heart
OI the aPorous loch� the lights unguessed,

unseen,
OI the Pidnight loch; the winter’s sorrow

aSart
OI the ice-bound loch� O PaMesty oI art
OI the Post Potionless loch ! Eileen !

The gleaP oI the hills� the stature oI the
hills

Facing the wind and the loch� the cold and
clean

SculSture oI the stalwart hills ; the iron wills
OI the inscrutable hills! O strength that

stills
The cry oI the agonised hills! Eileen !

CoPe bacN, O thought, aliNe IroP burn and
ben

Andsacred loch and raSture strong and Neen
OI the wind oI the Poor. A race oI little

Pen
Lives with the little. The e[alted Nen
Knows the synthetic soul. Eileen!

Close in the silence cling the Satient eyes
OI love� the soul acceSts her tiPe oI teen,
Awaits the answer. Midnight drooSs and

dies,
A Iloral hour ; what dawn oI love shall rise
On a world oI sorrow? Peace! Eileen!

Ma]ed in a Titan world oI rocN and snow?
Horspd aPong the bearded Bedawin ?

Drowsed on a troSic river in the glow
OI sunset? Whither? Who shall care or

Nnow,
When one and all are this? Eileen !

XIV

THE night is void oI stars� the Poonis Iull,
Veiling their radiance with her beautiIul
Mist oIstill light. O sluPbrousair !

Wings oI the winter, drooS to-night ! Behold
The Pirror oI shuddering silver in the gold
Setting oI loose involving hair !
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Closer and closer through the dusN oI sense
Avails the Ponotone oPniSotence,
Steady, in one crescent tune,
Rises the virgin Poon ;

And IroP the deSth oI eyes Ilooded with
love

Shines ecstasy thereoI.

Words Sass and are not heard. The ear,
awaNe

Only Ior its Paster's individual saNe,
Strains only Ior three whisSered songs,
Hears naught beside, interSrets silence so,
Till liquid Pelodies oI Pusic Ilow

T love you.� We aIIord to wait; who

longs
That Nnows? And we Nnow; Ior the Poon

is Iull.

Steals in the aPbient aura oI delight
That quivering ray intense and cool
SelI centred. Woven oIa Pillion lines
There is a curve oI light,
A Sure, ideal curve, single, that shines
APid the PaniIold night
OIall the Ilowery dreaPs that build it uS.
So IroP the a]ure cuS
OI heaven inverted is the white wine Soured.
Stay, O thou vivid sword
OI soul, and cease, and be not!
Through all eternity
Let Pe be not, and this thing be!

Unto Pe

XV.

1.

O THE deeS wells and sSrings oI tears !

O the intenser rays oI blue,
Fleeting through gray unaltering sSheres,
LiNe sNies beholden through the dew !

O Searls oI light! O soPbre Peres
Wherein a waterwitch is hid,
And chants oI sunset rise unbid,
Your eyes, youreyes ! They read Pe through,
SShin[ ; and your soul, the PyraPid,
Burns uSward, and I worshiS you.

2.

But had I Poulded beauty’s eyes
I had not touched the carving tool
Thus tenderly � Py sSirit dies
BeIore you, but Py liIe still lies
Salient, unwounded, and to dule
WaNes� I had rather you were now
Medusa, oI the awIul brow,
The snaNy hair, the Iace oI Iear.
So could I shut Py eyes; Ieel how
Your hair Iell bacN on Pe andbit,
Your liSs descended on Py Iace
In one e[enterate Niss� and wit
I should abide a little sSace—
So little a sSace !—and solePn rise,
Face the blacN vaults oI the alone,
And, Nnowing, liIt to you Pine eyes,
LooN on your Iace, and turn to stone.

XVI.

THE schoolboy drudges through his GreeN�Plods to the integral calculus;MaNes sulShuretted hydrogen ;

And, iI the Soor duPb thing could sSeaN,
He'd say � Hic labor oPnibus
Prodest� vitae verae liPen.

Deinde Pissa Muventute
Ave ! cuP otio dignitas !!
50 I � and strove and did not shirN.

But now? ConIront Pe liIe and duty ;
Toil is Py daily haS, alas!And worN is still the sire oI worN.

Shall I reSine? What Moys are hid
In weariness oI idleness ?

Rich, young, beloved, shall I recede ?

EnMoy? NotI! I worN unbid;
BooN Iollows booN � ideas Sress
Hurrying over the green Pead

1 This worN is good Ior all Pen, the thres-
hold oI real liIe. Then, once youth is Sast.
Hail! Ease and dignity.
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OI Pind� they roll, a riSSling streaP
Hurrying, hurrying� hour by hour
The brain throbs� shall I never rest?
Ay ! Iora little� Seace suSrePe
Receives Py head that lies a Ilower
Borne on the Pountain oI thy breast.

XVII.

SPEAK, O Py sister, O Py sSouse, sSeaN,
sSeaN !

Sigh not, but utter the intense award
OI inIinite love ; arise, burn cheeN by cheeN !

Dart, eyes oI glory ; live, O laPbent sword
O’ the heart’s gold rushing over Pount and

Poor
OI sunlit raSture ! rise all runes above,

Dissolve thyselI into one Polten lure,
Invisible core oI the visible IlaPe oI love ;

Heart oI the sun oI raSture, whirling ever ;

Strength oI the sight oI eagles, Sierce the
IoaP

OI ecstasy's irrePeable river,
And race the rhythP oI laughter to its hoPe

In the heart oI the woPan, and evoNe the
light

OI love out oI the Iiery woPb oInight!

XVIII.

FRIENDSHIP.

BETTER than bliss oI Iloral Niss,
Eternal raSture caught and held ;

Better than raSture's selI is this
To which we Iind ourselves coPSelled,
The tricN oI selI-analysis.

Thoughts Ietter not true love� we weld
No bands by logic� on our liSs
The idle PetaShysic quibble
Laughs � what Sortends the late ecliSse ?

What oracle oI the solar sybil ?

Orion’s signal bannerdiSs �



'T'his is the Iolly oI your youth,
Achieving the e[alted aiP ;

Because you have gained a higher truth
To call it by a lower naPe.�

XIX.

|
ROSE on the breast oI the world oI sSring,

I Sress Py breast against thy blooP,
My subtle liIe drawn out to thee� to thee

its Poods and Peaningscling.
I Sass IroP change and thought to Seace,

woven on love's incredible looP,
Rose on the breast oI the world oI sSring !

How shall the heart dissolved in Moy taNe
IorP and harPony and sing?

How shall the ecstasy oI light Iall bacN to
Pusic's Pagic glooP ?

O China rose without a taorn, O honey-bee
withouta sting !

The scent oI all thy beauty burns uSon the
wind. The deeS SerIuPe

OI our own love is hidden in our hearts,
the invulnerable ring.

No Pan shall Nnow. I bear thee down unto
the toPb, beyond the toPb,

Rose on the breast oI the world oI sSring !

XX,

LIE still, O love, and let there be delight !

Lie on the soIt banNs oI aPbrosial air,
The roseate Parble oI invisible sSace.
Secure and silent, O caressing night,
We are in thee; and thou art everywhere,
Lie still, and read thy soul uSon Py Iace.
Swayed slowly by the wind, Pade craIts-

Pen oI
The Pystery oI haSSiness, we lie
And rocN us to and Iro, and to and Iro.
Shrined in the tePSle oI the world, O love,
We wait selI-worshiSSed through eternity,
Until µµ to ignore´ is equal to 
µ to Nnow.�
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Lie still, O love, and let Pe hide Py brows
In the deeS bosoP andthe scented vales.
Thy deeS drawn breath ePbrace Py hair,

resuPe
My liIe in thine! Here is an aPber house
With gateways oI old gold. Far nightin-

gales
Sing liNe sPooth silence through the e[trePe

SerIuPe.

Moving, Ilying, e[ulting, on we go,
Borne on blue clouds oI glory. On the river,
Over the Pountains oI the night, above
The stars oI the night, above the Iloral glow
OI the sun dawning now Iorus Ior ever
Whorest content in the abode oI love!
Lie still, O love, and let the Iragrant sleeS
PerIuPe our eyelids with dew-droSSing

death,
And silence be the witness oI the will.
Fall, Iall, Iall bacN in the uSrolling deeS
WraSt in rose Pist oI unsuccessive breath
OI love, oI love. Lie still, O love, lie still.

XXI.

UNDER thestars the die was cast to win.
The Poonrays stained with Sale ePbroidered

bars
The iridescent shiPPer oI your sNin,

Under the stars.

Great angels drove their Searl-inwoven cars
Through the night's racecourse � silence stood

within
TheIolded cuSs oI Sassion's nenuShars.

You were Py own ; sorrowless, without -sin,
That night—this night. SinNs the red eye!

oI Mars;The hand oI HerPes! guides us as we sSin
Under the stars.

1 Tibetan astrologers give these syPbols to
the Slanets Mars and Mercury.

VOL. III.

XXII.
DrooS the great eyelids SurSle-veined !Stand, Sure and Sale and trePulous!
Dare to believe, O soul unstained,
The truth unguessed and une[Slained!
The unquiet air Ponotonous
Wreathes the sad head in whirring Pist.
Hath the delicate will disdained
The delicate liSs that would be Nissed ?

LiNe Iar blue snows by sunrise caught
Love lights the enlightened eyes oI blue.
Dare to believe the child-heart’s thought,
And waNe in wonder! For I Nnew
FroP the Iirst hour that This was true.

XXIII.
PROTOPLASM.

ALTHOUGH I cannot leave these bitter leas,
And whisSer wiser than the southern bree]e,
And Pi[ Py Paster Pusic with the sea’s ;
Although I shiver and you sPile; heaS coal
And you stand laughing where the long

waves roll;
There is a syPSathy oI soul to soul.

Not Scylla, not the iron SyPSlegades
Shall bar that vessel, in delighted ease
Winning her way by stainless sorceries.

Though I be Pelancholy and thouIair,
And I be darN and thou too high Ior care;Both yet Pay strive in a serenerair,
ClasSing the vast, the iPPeasurable Nnees ;Searching the secrets oI the calP decrees
OI HerPesgray or gold Musagetes!
Is there another? UnSroIane, aware,
See Pe secreted, silent, everywhere.
And then consider! Dost thou dare to dare?

The live sun leaSs by invisible degrees ;The blessed Poon grows slowly through the
trees ;

And Iire has Iire’s ingressive agonies.
E
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I everywhere abide, and I control
OlyPSian glories and the Pythian goal.
What isle unIurls yonder liIe’s gliPPering

scroll?

This be thy shrine, and all its sSlendours
these!

AwaNe to dreaP! Twodesolate nudities
Woven through sculSture into ecstasies,

XXIV.

AUM! IunIold the tinted robe,
My love's ePbroideries one by one,
Unveil her glories, globe on globe,
And Iind beneath the quivering Srobe

A shaNing sNeleton.

The sPile oI verPeil liSs is Sast ;
The sNull's blacN grin awhile rePains ;The Iallen Ilesh disSlays aghast
Ribbed bars oI bone� was Venus cast

For this? What Mars attains ?

Whereis the Soesy that shed
Its dewIall downward through her eyes?
Gaunt socNets stare IroP bony head.
Moves she? Ah Pe! the living dead !

The Soet loves? He lies.
Others Serceive thee, Seerless Paid
Broidered with beauty, starred and gePPed
With Surity and light, arrayed
In wit—liNe Poonlight down a glade

With Ilowers diadePed.

But I rePePber; see the IorP
Serene sinN slowly to the dust.
�Tis but a date� the eventIul storP
CoPes� then or now? What odds? They

swarP,
The winds� this breath, one gust.

Ah! in the sSiritual soul
Is there no essence to abide
When Ilesh and bone aliNeshall roll
FroP shaSe to shaSe, IroP goal to goal,

On tiPe, the envious tide?

. Pleads at the bar.

All tire, all breaN, all Sass. Beware
False thirst, Ialse trust, Ialse doubts oI truth
Whilst thou art young, whilst thou art Iair,
AwaNe and see the seSulchre

For beauty yawn and youth.

Strive to cessation. Only this
Is the true reIuge� this alone
Be iPSlicit in our subtle Niss,
Be Paster oI the iPSerIect bliss

We call SerIection’s throne.

Then, iI we strive, not all in vain
This vision oI the barrpd bones;This Nnowledge in a Soet’s brain,
Daring to sing its own deeS Sain

In shaSeless sePitones.

Ah ! iI we strive, we attain.
The eIIort is oI old begun,
Or I had hardly seen the truth
Beneath thy beauty and thy youth �—

A Pouldering sNeleton !

In sooth,

XXV.

I AM so sad and, being alone to-night,
I will not see you. SelI-disdain Iorbids.
I wander through the icy herPitage
OI the SoSulousstreets, hoSing. O Pight
SoPe idle God looN through his drowsy lids
And will us haSSiness! Serene and sage
ThereIore I sit, as iI I loved younot,
And train a Sractised Sen, andstrive to art ;
AccoPSlish art, and lose the art therein.

I sit, a bitter WitenagePot,}
The saint, the Soet, the Pan� the lover’s heart

How should he hoSe to
win?

The saint is silent while the Soet strings
These Iutile Iollies, gives Ior bread a stone,
And the Pan endures. The lover breaNs

the lyre.
Its death-cry, agony, O agony ! rings
One naPe. The lover sits in hell alone
Fondling the devil that Pen call desire.

1 The ancient SarliaPent oIBritain.
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XXVI.
WHEN the wearily Ialling blossoP oI Pid-

night
Stirs the Iace oI a sleeSer, Mother oI Sorrow !

LooN thou down in the dawn oI heavier
dewIall.

Tears oI widow desSair, O Putely laPenting
Crouched in heavenly bowers over the carven
Gateway's ivory Ilower, tears oI revival
Fall, oh Iall, to the blacN abodes oI the lonely.
I await, I await, I sing not Ior sorrow,
Train the Iugitive lights oI Pusic across Pe,
SeeN by Iorce to avail Pe, vainly attePSting
Song with Ieather detested, agony Iutile �

Ply these Siteous e[ercises oI cunning,
HateIul—ay ! to PyselI! To Pe it were

better
Only to woo in the silence, Pagical silence,
Silence eloquent, wert thou here or aIar, love.
Woo thee, nay! but abide in certain re-

cession ;
Stilled to the sSlendid currents Iervid oI

Sassion ;
Float to seas oI an unassailable silence
Down the river oI love. The words are

awaNened �

Let thesoul beasleeS. ThedawnisuSon us.
XXVII.!

EcsTAsv, breaN through Soetry's beautiIul
barriers,

Intricate webs, labyrinthine Pa]es oI Pusic !

LeaS, love, lightning's selI, and, athwart the
aSSalling

Evil clouds oI an agony bound by e[istence,
Enter, avail Pe, e[ult! In the Passes oI

Patter
Nothing avails; in the sSlendour sSirit is,

nothing.
Give Pe love; I aP weary oI giants colossal,
Royal, iPSossible things; I aP Iain oI a

bosoP
Always breathing sleeS, and the syPShony,

silence.
Years are Iorgotten ; abide, deeS love, I aP

haSSy.
1 An acrostic.

XXVIII.
Cour»S ivory blush with a stain oI the sunset

on highlands
OI snow� could the Pind oI Pe sSan

The tenderness born oI the dew iniPPaculate
islands

Virgin oI Paculate Pan �

Could I Pingle the AlSs and Hawaii ; Strath
Ness and A’Sura! and Baie;

KashPir and JaSan�Could lilies attain to the liIe oI the Gods�
could a coPet

Attain to the calP oI the Poon�
I would Pingle thePall in a Niss, and draw

IroP it
The soul oI a sensitive tune.

All lovers should hear it and Nnow it� not
needing the words oI a Soet

In ebony hewn.
O beaP oI discovery under the eyelids awaNing

The sense oI delight! O assent
Slow dawning through creaP into roses!white bosoP shaNing

The Pyrtles oI Pagical scent
In the groves oI the heart! O the Sleasure

that runs over all overPeasure,
The wine oI Event !

O

OverPastered the hurl oI the world in the
hush oI our raSture ;

Entangled the bird oI success
Inthesnare oI bewildering Iancies. WecaSture

Delight in the toils oI a tress
Rough gilded oI sunlight and uPber with

virginal shadowsoI sluPber—
Ah ! sorrow, regress !

Till the idle abyss oI eternity swoon to our
Sinions

With Pusic oI wings as we Ily
Through the a]ure oI dreaPs, and the SurSle

oI Pighty doPinions
E[alted, aIoaP in the sNy;And to us it were wiser and sweeter to ruin

the race oI the Petre,
And song were to die.

1 AnuradaSura, the ruined sacred city oI
Ceylon.
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A DRAMATIC VERSION! OF

R. L. STEVENSON'S STORY

THE SIRE DE MALÉTROIT'S DOOR
(Written tn collaboration with GERALD KELLY)

SCENE I. ALAIN,
The SIRE DE MALETROIT sitting beIore It is near the tiPe. She has rePained

the Iire. A chiPe oI bells—eleven, in her rooP ?

ALAIN PRIEST.
. All the day.

’Leven o� th’ clocN! Plague taNe these
lovers!. What? do they PaNe a Malptroit ALAIN.
wait? [PicNs uS letter IroP table—»reads]

 MadePoiselle � — uP, uP — µµ Py words
Pight show that love which I cannot declare

Has she attePSted no Pessage? eh?

' . PRIEST.in writing �—very liNely—

 nor raise a blush Sir. she
on that alabaster brow´—uP! uP! ah !— ,

« s�—is the Iellow anePbrace oI the eye s the Ie

ALAIN.octoSus ?— 

 Tho' you do not resSond to Pylette? oh I—' yet I would not have you [ZnterruSts.] She has not succeeded, at
leave Pe �—I daresay not—

 Pity Pe, Poon- | lest?
liNe queen �—PoonliNe? uP !—'
 Leave the PRIEST.

Sostern door aMar?— well, it is aMar— «that I| IaPstill Father JeroPe.
Pay sSeaN with your beauty on the stairs� [ Pause.
—uP-—can't Peet hiP there. Cold! cold! ALAIN.
[Swdgs.] A Sretty letter. [ZAvows tt aside.]| She is ready dressed as I ordered? And
Andrew ! soPe Pore logs. [A]te[ ANDREW.]| now Sraying in the ChaSel ?

Ie[Sect coPSany. [ChucNles long.] Theold [ALAIN gets uS and can now see PRIEST.
Burgundy, Andrew. [[]� ANDREW.] I
SroSose to squee]e DuNe Charles’ graSes, PRIEST.
though Iate and Py age Iorbid Pe a sPacN
at his Iorces — «eu si]as Medos equttare
]nultos—but our good King is no Augustus.

[StreNes gong. Enter PRIEST gutetly| Content?
and quicNly. ALAIN does not turn [PRIEST Suts out his hands with the

As you ordered, Py lord.
ALAIN,

round. gesture µ
 hardly.´
Good evening, Iather. All is ready?

PRIEST, PRIEST.
All, Py lord. Young Paids are wilIul, Py lord.
1 This Slay has been Sublicly SerIorPed within the United KingdoP. It is entered atStationers’ Hall. All rights reserved.
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ALAIN,
Let her be resigned to the will oI Heaven.

[Zhe PRIEST sP]les subtly, ALAIN Serceives
]t.) And Py will. [StriNes gong twice.]
You Pay retire, Iather.

[PRIEST dows and retires. Enter
CAPTAIN and stands at salute.]

Ah, CaStain, you have your IiIty Pen in
readiness ?

CAPTAIN.
Yes, Py lord. [Sal]ces.]

ALAIN.
Let theP be drawn uS behind yon door.

When I claS Py hands you will raise the
arras, but let no Pan Pove. And let ’eP
be silent—the Pan I hear Thang. [CAPTAIN
salutes.) You Pay go. [CAPTAIN sal]tes,
and e[it. ALAIN reaches to a toPe on the
table.) Now, Flaccus, let us sSend this
night together as we have sSent so Pany.
The crisis oI Py liIe—Py brother’s trust,
God rest his soul! [crosses hiPselI and
Putters stlently tn Srayer|—shall not Iind
Alain de Malptroit unready or disturbed.

SCENE CLOSES.

SCENE II.
A narrow dirty street in Parts, IiIteenth

century. Night Sitch blacN. Passers-by
with lanterns.

FirsT PASSER-BY stuPbles into SECOND.

SECOND PASSER-BY.

Zounds, Pan! have a care with thy
goings.

First PASSER-BY.

Stand, or I striNe. Who but a thieI goes
lanternless o' nights?

1 The Slay Pay be Sresented in a single
scene, by oPitting this Scene, and Moining
Scenes I. and III. by the noise oI a banging
door.

SECOND PASSER-BY.

The saints be Sraised, 'tis Py good gossiS
Peter Halse. What, Nnowest thou not thy
old Iriend? [First Passer-By /iIts his
lantern to the other's Iace.

FiRsT PASSER-BY.

Martin Cloche, by the Mass !

SECOND PASSER-BY.

Ay, Martin Cloche! And his lantern hath
gone out, and his heart Iaileth hiP soPewhat.
But these be troublous tiPes.

[Enter FLORIMOND and waits.

FiRsT PASSER-BY.

The town is Iull oI these drunNen Eng-
lish Pen-at-arPs.

SECOND PASSER-BY.

The English be bad, but God save us
IroP the Burgundians! Their own cousin-
gerPans be we, and Ior that they are but
bitterer.

FLORIMOND.
Devil taNe theP! What, will they stand

here gossiSing all night ?

FIRST PASSER-BY.

�Tis a cold night� I would be hoPe.

SECOND PASSER-BY.

Light Pe, Srithee, to Py door� it lieth
as thou Nnowest, but a stone's-throw IroP
St. Yniold's.

FIRST PASSER-BY.

Well, let us be going.
[ E[eunt.

FLORIMOND.
Now Ior the PoPent I have longed Ior

this three Ponths! Blanche! Blanche! I
shall see thee, touch thee—who Nnows what
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Paiden love Pay worN on Paiden Podesty?
Ah, Iall deeSer, ye blessed shadows! Ye
are light enough Ior FloriPond de ChaPS-
divers to Pove toward his bliss !

[Moise oI clashing arPour, ribald
laughter, 	c. Enter the Watch,
R., drunN.

A WATCHMAN.

Ho, boys! a gay night Ior thieves.

FLORIMOND.
Curse the sots!

[ Crouches bacN in the shadow.

SECOND WATCHMAN.

).5?%05(

The soldier's liIe is short and Perry,
His Pistress’ liSs are riSe as a cherry,
Then drinN, drinN!
The guns roar out andthe swords Ilash clean,
And the soldier sleeSeth under the green,
Oh, the soldier's liIe Ior Pe !

But a scurvy night it is, coPrades, when the
streets are sliSSery, and the wine cold in
a Pan’s belly, and never a little white
rabbit oI a woPan scuttling along in the
darN.

THIRD WATCHMAN.

What ho! Py lads! Here's a scurvy
FrenchPan sNulNing along. What, will
you PaNe your lass attend you, Paster?

FLORIMOND.
Loose Pe, Nnave, I aP Ior England, and

a CaStain in your arPy, or rather that oI
Burgundy—iI you will be Srecise.

First WATCHMAN.
What do you here, without a lantern,

scaring honest IolN ?

FLORIMOND.

Honesty is no word Ior to-night.
you the loyal Pan's word ?

Will

SECOND WATCHMAN.
That's it, Py gallant cocN! The word!

FLORIMOND.

Burgundy and IreedoP.

THIRD WATCHMAN.
So! Give a crown to the Soor watchPen

then to drinN your E[cellency’s health, and
lucN to your honour’s love. Ah! we're
gay when we're young—TI've a sweetheart
PyselI.

FLORIMOND.
And nowbe oII!

[Gives Poney. E[eunt.
Cold !—the devil! Ah! but to-night—
at last I shall touch Py Blanche. May
Blanche warP Pe well with a hearty Niss !

The little white cat! Three Ponths! And
Ive not so Puch as e[changed a word.
There Pust bean end to all that. Faith,
but she PaNes Pe thinN oI Biondetta, that
I Nnew in the Italian caPSaign. O Py
Blanche! One PoPent, and I aP in thine
arPs! Blanche! Sweet, sweet Blanche.
O little white-Iaced rose oI France. A
soldier's heart is thine — a soldier's arPs
shall be round thee in a PoPent! �Tis a
Iine thing this love—the strong true abiding
love oIa brave Pan. How liNe little Florise
her voice is when she sings!

[By thts Iool's talN he loses his oSSor-
tunity. Enter DENYS.

DENYS.

Cold is no word Ior it. [Shudders.]
Where the devil have I got to now? Had
I but vowed St. Denys a candle and Sut the
saPe in Py SocNet, I would not now be in
the darN. Here was a lane, and the IolN
had called it WolI’s Throat, and now here’s
a door and devil a naPe toit. Fool I was
to stay winebibbing with Cousin Henri, and
triSle Nnave he to send Pe Iorth without
a boy and a light. True! he was under
the table—and seven tiPes Iool was I not to
Moin hiP there.
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FLORIMOND. DENYS.
O this Piserable sot! Oh then, to shut your Pouth. [ Draws.

[Crouches again, DENYS sees hint.

DENYS.

O thanN God! Here's another Soor devil,
a gentlePan by his clothes, and a thieI by
his Panner, and I daresay a good Iellow.
[Goes to FLORIMOND and slaSs hiP on the
bacN.| Sir, do you Nnow this cursed Paris?
My inn, which I have lost, is the Sign oI the
Green Grass—I should say the Field o'
SSring—and ’tis hard by the Church oI St.
AnselP, that is hard by the river, and the
hardest oI all is that neither church, inn, nor
river can I Iind this devil oI a night.

[Catches FLORIMOND and shaNes hiP
by the shoulder.

FLORIMOND.

Know you are sSeaNing to a caStain in
the arPy oI DuNe Charles! Moderate thy
drunNenness, Pan, or I will call the watch.

DENYS.

Know Pe Ior a caStain in the arPy oI His
MaMesty King Charles oI France, whoP God
Sreserve !

FLORIMOND.

What, traitor?

DENYS.

Traitor in thy teeth! I have a saIe-con-
duct IroP your SinchbecN duNe. Oh, the
devil! ’twill serve Pe but ill these Paris
nights—a Iool aP I! Well, sir, I asN your
Sardon, and throw PyselI on your Nindness.

FLORIMOND.

Ha! St. Gris! Then I have you, Py
Iine cocN. Watch, ho! A traitor! I will
Say youyour insolence.

[ Calls.

[FLORIMOND �ries to draw, gets the
Hat oI DENYS’ sword on his shoulder,
and runs away. E[it DENYS

Sursuing and FLORIMOND calling
out. Distant shouts. Re-enter
Denys, 2.

DENYS.

Oh, Py inn! Pyinn! What a Iool aP I!
Where can I hide? The air is Iull oI noises.
I would change Py saIe-conduct Ior a Sair
oI wings. I Pust steal bacN the way I caPe,
and St. Denys lend Pe Srudence the ne[t
Iool I Peet. Whata night! O Py God!

Enter WatTcH, R., running and shouting.
Well, Ior France, then! My bacN to the
door, and Py sword to the IoePan’s breast!
[Puts his bacN to the door.| My Iather's son
could never have died otherwise! []er
WaTcH.] St. Denys Ior Beaulieu! The
door's oSen. May the lucN turn yet !

[Stides bacNwards gently through door.
WATCH cross stage stuPbling, cur's-
ing, and crying, µµA traitor, a
trattor |´

[Stage being clearIor a little, suddenly
the door bangs violently.

DENYS.

[/]side.] What the devil was that?
door!

The

Re-enter FLORIMOND, KA.

FLORIMOND.

At last! [Goes to door and Sushes it.]
The devil taNe all woPen! AIter all, the
door is shut. Laugh, thou light little Iool,
laugh now. One day thou shalt Poan uSon
the stones, and FloriPond de ChaPSdivers
shall shut his door to thee. DaPn and daPn
and daPn! What served love shall serve
hate� tis a Soor gaPe that only worNs one
way. [| Curtain.



72 A DRAMATIC VERSION OF

SCENE III
The SIRE DE MALETROIT as ]n Scene J.

Ile is standing alert and intent, listen-
ing. FroP below are growls and Put-
tered curses ; then a sharS sound liNe the
snaSSing oI a sword.

ALAIN.

APat Manua liPen! [Closes booN.] Now,
Py Iriend, whoever you are—Ior your
charPing letter does not Pention your
honourable naPe—we shall very soon have
the Sleasure oI seeing you. µµ EPbrace oI
the eyes,’ eh? You distrust Py door
already, eh? Why do you NnocN so?
[Great noise below.) No honester craIts-
Pan ever built a door—you waste tiPe!
Why so reluctant to Pove IroP the cold
night to the µ
 blush oI an alabaster brow,´
and the rest oI your accursed troubadour’s
Margon, to a bliss you little e[Sect. 
 Gratia
cuP NyPShis gePinisque sororibus audet
ducere nuda choros.´ But your choros,
Blanche, is but your old uncle, who Ser-
haSs loves you better than you thinN Must
now. [4 sound oI suSSressed sobbing IroP
the ChaSel.| Ah! you Pay weeS iI you
will—but what choice have you leIt Pe?
And Lord! Lord! what could a loving
heart asN Pore? [StuPbling on steSs, and
a Puttering, µµ Perdition catch the Iool who
]nvented these circular stairs.´| Ha! He
seePsa little uncertain oI the stair. Hush!

[Enter DENYS, who rePains behind
arras, ALAIN s]ts.

DENYS.

[.S]wu]nbles and. swears.] O these stairs !

They go round and round, or seeP to go
round—Iaith ! I have seen an entire castle
do as Puch—and lead nowhere. [Pushes
against arras and ts seen by audience. He
hastily withdraws.| Oh, they do though!
Shall I NnocN? Shall I go in? Shal. I
stay here till Porning? There are three

Iools there, and I have a Soor choice� to
NnocN is Solite, to wait is Solite, and to
introduce Py charPing selI is the Solitest
oI all. [PeeSs ]].] Can't see anybody!
It’s clearly a gentlePan’s house—andaIool
heis to leave his Sostern door aMar. Whoever
he is, he can hardly blaPe Pe Ior a Pis-
adventure—and a curious tale is a SassSort
the world over. Well, let Pe go in! To
go in boldly is to slaS LucN the courte]an
on the shoulder, and ’tis Venus o’ the dice-
bo[ to an ace and a deuce but she call Pe
a tall Iellow oI Py hands and bid Pe sit
to suSSer. Warily now!...

[Pushes Sast arras.

ALAIN.

Good evening, good evening, Py dear
young Iriend. WelcoPe, very welcoPe !

CoPe to the Iire, Pan, and warP your-
selI. µJaP satis terris nivis,´—iI you Nnow
your Horace as you Nnow your Ovid, we
shall get along sSlendidly.

[DENYS stands stuSeIied. ALAIN watts.

DENYS.

I Iear, sir, I don’t Nnow Py Ovid. ]the air oI one SriPed to reSeat a dessoP.]
I beg a thousand Sardons, Monsieur.

ALAIN,

Don’t aSologise, don’t aSologise. I've
been e[Secting you all the evening.

DENYS.

E[cuse Pe, sir, there is soPe PistaNe— !

ALAIN.

No! No! There is no PistaNe. Beat
ease, Py young Iriend.

DENYS.

[Shrugs his shoulders.| But I had no
wish to be here—er—er !—Nothing was
Iurther IroP Py thoughts than this Post
unwarrantable intrusion.
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ALAIN.
Well, well, that’s all right. Here you

are, which is the great thing aIterall, isn’t
it? Sit down, Py dear young Iriend
[DENYs uncoPIortably and slowly taNes a
chair), and we shall—er—arrange our little
aIIair. You arrived uninvited, but believe
Pe, Post welcoPe.

DENYS.
Sir, you Sersist in error. I aP a stranger�

Denys de Beaulieu is Py naPe, and I aP
here under a saIe-conduct. That you see
Pe in your house is only owing to—your
door.

ALAIN.
Ah! Py door—a hosSitable Iancy oI

Pine!
DENYS.

I don't understand. Idid not wish . ..oh!
ALAIN.

My dear sir, we old gentlePen e[Sect
this reluctance IroP young bloods. [W2th
bitter crony.| We bearit. But [IlaPing out]
iI the Patter touches one's honour—[r]ses
and looNs sternly at DENYS].

DENYs.
Your honour ?

[DENYS]s aPa]ed out oI all Peasure.

ALAIN.
We try to Iind soPe Peans oI overcoPing

such Podesty.

DENYS.
Is this Ovid or Horace?

ALAIN.
To business, then, iI you will aIIect igno-

rance. [StriNes gong; enter PRIEST, who
gives DENYS along Neen glance and sSeaNs
]n an undertone to ALAIN.] Is she in a
better IraPe oI Pind ?
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PRIEST.
She is Pore resigned, Py lord.

ALAIN.
Now a Purrain o' these languishing

wenches in their green-sicNness! By ’r
Lady, she is hard to Slease. A liNely
striSling, not ill-born, and the one oI her
own choosing. Why, what Pore would she
have?

PRIEST.
The situation is not usual to a young

daPsel, and soPewhat trying to her blushes.

ALAIN.
She should have thought oI that beIore.

This devil's dance is not to Py SiSing, but
since she is in it, by r Lady, she shall
carry it through.

]00/2002 PRIEST to retire. E[it
PRIEST, wth a low reverence to
ALAIN and a courteous bow to
DENYs.

DENYS.
[R]ses and clears his throat.] Sir, let Pe

—e[Slain that

ALAIN.
Don’t e[Slain. May I beg you to be

seated, Py dear young Iriend. �We've been
e[Secting you all night� the lady is ready,
though I believe a little tearIul � a bride has
so Puch to Iear, you Nnow — e� corde et
genibus trePit —eh, Py Gaetulian lion?

DENYS.

[Ra]ses his hand authoritatively to checN
sSeech.| Sir! this Pisunderstanding, Ior
such I aP convinced it is, Pust go no Iurther.
I aP a stranger here—

ALAIN.
Well, well, youll get to Nnow the old

Slace in tiPe. Blanche
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DENYS errecular intervals, while DENYS clears his

Sir! ʯ‎
�

N IN throat reSeatedly. This continues long,
Ir} Sray µet Pe sSeaN, HOW YoU! Denys Iidgeting Pore and Pore. DENYS,not

ALAIN Solitely �| The wind has gone down soPe-
' what.

We Nnow you. [ALAIN Ialls into a Iit oI silent

D
laughter. DENYS rises and Suts

ENYS.

[Zronically.| JaPtoo honoured.

ALAIN.
Well?

DENYs.
µYou sSeaN oI a lady toPe. You PistaNe

Pe
ALAIN.

I hoSeso.
DENYs.

Do not entrust a stranger with your
IaPily secrets, is Py advice—as a Pan oI
the world.

ALAIN.
But Py neShew !—

DENYS.

I do not even Nnow your
honourable neShew.

lordshiS’s

ALAIN.
I Pay yet show you a sneaNing rascal in

his Serson.
DENYS.

This really cannot go on. I Pust beg
you, sir, to allow Pe to go IroP your house.
I caPe here by anill chance enough—though
it saved Py liIe in sooth.

ALAIN.
And secured you a sSlendid Parriage.

DENYS.

[4s]de.] Never, never again will I Pi[
Py drinNs. [ALAIN surveys DENYS IroP
head to Ioot, ePitting satisIied chucNles at

on his hat with a Ilourish.

DENYs.

Sir, iI you are in your wits, I Iind you
insolent� iI not, I will not stand here
Sarleying with a PadPan.

ALAIN.
I Pust aSologise, no doubt, but the cir-

cuPstances are Seculiar. Is it your custoP
to steal into the houses oI gentlePen aIter
Pidnight, and accuse the owners oI lunacy ?

[ChucNles.| Well—let us be Solite iI we
cannot be Iriendly.

DENYS.

Then, sir, you will SerPit Pe to e[Slain
Py intrusion.

ALAIN.

[Laughing.| Ha! Ha! a Iine story, I
wager. �
Twill interest Pe Puch, i’ Iaith.
[DENYS shows signs oI tPSatience ; ALAIN
begins to looN a little doubtIul.|With sudden
interest ;| Well, how dd you coPehere?

DENYS.

[With Puch quaint lively gesture-—his
story-telling Sowers are Puch in request. by
Ais Pess, and Ae is very Sroud oI theP.]
Aye, sir! by ’r Lady, when I thinN oIit,
µtis a curious adventure enough. [Pause �o

collect thoughts. Then dashes oII lively �]
Lost Py way in this cursed town—night liNe
hell’s Pouth—groSed about yourdirty little
blacN narrow streets—no lantern—quarrelled
with an oIIicer--I draw—caStain bolts—uS
run guard—see oSen door—your door,sir !—
in I go! and then all oI a sudden bangs to
the door and I aP caught liNe a rat in a
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traS. I breaN Py sword on the old beast—
give it uS—uS coPe stairs—ah ! stairs coPe
uS—I Pean JZ coPe—a Purrain on these
courtly Shrases! and here I stand [rdses and
bows], Denys de Beaulieu, DaPoiseau de
Beaulieu, in the Province oI NorPandy, at
your lordshiS’s service.

ALAIN,

That is your way oI looNing aIter the
lady’s reSutation. Hear Pine! Allow Pe
Iirst to introduce PyselI as Alain de Malp-
troit, Sire de Malptroit, and Warden oI the
Marches under his MaMesty King Charles—

DENYS.
WhoPGod Sreserve!

[ Waves his broNen sword.

ALAIN.

What e[cellent sentiPents, and what an
unIortunate oPen—dear, dear Pe! And
I have the honour to oIIer you the hand—
I SresuPe you already Sossess the heart—oI
the Lady Blanche de Malptroit.

DENYS.

You—what?

ALAIN,

Tut! Tut! The Parriage, iI you Slease,
will taNe Slace in an hour.

DENYS.

[As]de.] Oh, he is Pad aIter all! [Aloud.]
What nightPare is this?

ALAIN.

You are not very Solite to the lady—not
as Solite as your letter.

DENYS.
My letter?

[ALAIN �aNes uS letter IroP table and
reads.

75

ALAIN (reads).

 O white-bosoPed Blanche! I aP Sale

and wan with suIIering Ior thy love. Pity
Pe, PoonliNe queen. Leave to-night the
Sostern door´—Py Sostern door—µµaMar
that I Pay sSeaN with your beauty on the
stairs�—Py stairs. ³Beware oI thy lyn[-
eyed uncle �—Pe-—ah ! yes?

DENYs.

Sir, do you taNe Pe Ior the Sernicious
idiot that wrote that stuII?

ALAIN.

Sir, I Nnow that there is a lady and a
letter and a door and—a Parriage.

[/ndicating the aSSroSriate Iour
quarters oI the universe.

DENYS.
And asword. II it de broNen—

ALAIN.
L[nteger vite scel—

DENYS.
I Nnow ZZa� tag at least.

[ALAIN claSs his hands, walNs toward
door behind DENYS. 706swings bacN and arPed Pen aSSear.

ALAIN.
O Pator tandeP Sarcas, insane, Pinori.

DENYS.
A truce to all this theatrical Iolly, Mon-

sieur de Malptroit. Let Pe do you the
honour to taNe your words seriously. I
decline this Parriage. I dePand Iree
Sassage IroP your house.

ALAIN.
I regret inIinitely that I cannot coPSly

with Monsieur’s Post Poderate dePands—
at least [g]]c�/y] in the sense he Peans.
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DENYS.

I aP a Srisoner then?

ALAIN.

I state the Iacts, and leave the inIerence to
Monsieur’s indulgence. But beIore you alto-
gether decline this Parriage, it would be
SerhaSs SroSerer did I Sresent you to the
lady.

DENYS.
[Sees that he Pust huPour his strange

host; rises and bows iP acquiescence with
inane sPile and Shrase.] Ah, Monsieur,
you PaNe Pe too haSSy !

[ZAis sSeech ਸȢ not tronical but con-
ventional and absurd. ALAIN
striNes the gong. Lnter PRIEST and
bows.

ALAIN,

Require the Sresence oI the Lady Blanche
de Malptroit, iI you Slease, Iather.

PRIEST (dows).
My lord.

[ Retires. Enter BLANCHE 72 a bridal
dress, very shy and ashaPed, with
downcast eyes.

DENYs.

[As]de.] Ah! but she is beautiIul !

ALAIN.

MadePoiselle de Malptroit, allow Pe to
Sresent you to the DaPoiseau Denys de
Beaulieu. Monsieur Denys, Py niece.
[BLANCHE hears the strange naPe and is
shocNed, looNs uS and only sees the bacN oI
DENYS’ head, so low is he bowing. She
understands that he has given another naPe
and regains her selI-Sossession.] Forgive
the IorPality oI this introduction, but, aIter
all, your Srevious acquaintance—[DENYS
stares w]ldly.| Under the circuPstances,
Blanche, I thinN I should give your little

hand to Niss. [4 Sause.] It is necessary to
be Solite, Py niece.

[BLANCHE, torPented beyond endur-
ance, rises uS as UI to striNe her
uncle, sees IQENYS, screaPs, covers
her Iace with her hands, and sinNs
on the Iloor.

BLANCHE,

That is not the Pan !—Py uncle—that is
not the Pan !

ALAIN.
[ ChucNles.) So? OI course not. I e[-

Sected as Puch. It was so unIortunate you
could not rePePber his naPe.

BLANCHE.

This is not the Pan.

ALAIN.
APan, niece. [Zurns atrily to DENYS. |TePSestiva sequi viro, Monsieur Denys.

BLANCHE.

Indeed, indeed, I have never seen this
Serson till this PoPent. [Zuvus to DENYS
iPSloringly.| Sir, iI you are a gentlePan,
you will bear Pe out. Have I seen you—
have you ever seen Pe—beIore this accursed
hour ?

DENYS.
I have never had that Sleasure. [77]s

to ALAIN.] This is the Iirst tiPe, Py lord,
that I have ever Pet your engaging niece.
[As]de.] But he doesn't care, he's Pad—
by ’r Lady, SerhaSs I'P Pad PyselI.

[ Goes oII ]nto silent laughter.
checNs hiP sternly.

ALAIN

ALAIN.
Sir, you will Iind I Pean no Mest.

DENYS.
MadePoiselle, I asN you a thousand Sardons

Ior this scene—none oI Py PaNing, but oI
Py strange Iortune’s.



THE SIRE DE MALETROIT’S DOOR 77

ALAIN.
This gentlePan dranN a little too Puch

Ior dinner.

DENYS.
Nay, by St. Denys, not enough, else had

I been now along under Cousin Henri’s
table, and not in this house oI Paniacs and
Pen-at-arPs, and beauties in distress. Oh,
Sardon Pe, I aP rude. [W2th lively gal-
lantry.| MadePoiselle! I wrong PyselI
when I Iorget PyselI� what I would sayisthat iI the arP or brain oI Denys de Beaulieu
can save you, it isat your disSosal [sZa7]s� yu�
serious, strucN|—I Pean—[A side.| St. Denys,
what a coil is here! Is it Sossible that I
love her?

[He stands bacN, astde, aPa]ed. His
attitude vibrates between tender
SitiIul courtesy, lighted with love,
and tronical aSSreciation oI hts
own dilePPa.

ALAIN.
I will leave you to talN alone.

[ Zurns to leave.

BLANCHE.

[JuPSs uS, and Ilings her arPs around
hiP. He veSulses her not ungently. She
clasSs his Nnees, and he Ior the Iirst tiPe
aSSears a little awNward and at a loss.]
Uncle, you cannot be in earnest. Why, I'll
Nill PyselI Iirst—the heart rises at it—God
Iorbids such Parriages. Will you dishonour
your white hair?

ALAIN.
Nay, Pistress, I will save Py brother's

PePory IroP shaPe.

BLANCHE,

O sir, Sity Pe. There is not a woPan in
the world but would SreIer death to such an
union. Is it Sossible [ /2/Ze]s] that you still
thinN this [2e]P]s to DENYS, who stands
ePbarrassed and ashaPed] to be the Pan?

ALAIN.

FranNly, I do. But let Pe e[Slain to
you once Ior all, Blanche de Malptroit, Py
way oI thinNing about this aIIair.  [.S]er]y.]
When you tooN it uSon yourselI to dishonour
Py IaPily [BLANCHE slides to Iloor and sobs]
and the naPe I have borne stainless in Seace
and war Ior Pore than threescore years,
you IorIeited not only the right to question
Py designs, but that oI looNing Pe in the
Iace. I aPa tenderer Pan than your Iather
—he would have sSat on you and thrust
you IroP his door. But Parried you shall
be, and that to-night. [Zurns to DENYS.]
And you, Monsieur, will best serve her iI
you save her. What devil have I saddled
your liIe with that you looN at Pe so blacN ?

[Zwrns on his heel and e[it. A short
stlence oI ePbarrassPent.

BLANCHE,

[Zurns on DENYS with Ilashing eyes.]
And what, sir, Pay be the Peaning oI all
this ?

DENYS.

God Nnows ; I aP a Srisoner in this house,
which seePs Iull oI Pad SeoSle. But I
understand one thing, [doubtIully| I thinN�
that you are to be Parried to Pe, and that
your wishes are to be consulted as little as
Pine.

BLANCHE.

Monsieur, I blaPe PyselI cruelly Ior the
Sosition I have Slaced youin.

DENYS.

MadePoiselle, I have at least the delicacy
to reIrain IroP asNing any answer to these
riddles. But—

BLANCHE.

O how Py head aches!
to you to tell you—

It is only Iair
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DENYS.
A PoPent, oI your grace, MadePoiselle.

Do not thinN that I aP soPe obscure Iortune-
hunter who will MuPS at the chance so
strangely oIIered hiP. My naPeis as noble
as your own—ay ! were things otherwise, I
would still sSare you. As itis, I have but to
do as Py duty and Py interest —and yours—
dePand. We will see iI Monsieur de Malp-
troit can cage Pe here Ior ever. [LooNs at
sword Peditatively.] That is unIortunate.

BLANCHE.

I aP so aIraid, sir� I Nnow Py uncle
well� but—thanN you,—thanN you !

DENYS.
Ts Monsieur de Malptroit at hand?

BLANCHE.

There is a servant within call.
[Str]Nes gong thrice.
[A Sause. LEnter ANDREW.

DENYS.
AsN Monsieur the Sire de Malptroit to

honour us with his Sresence.
[ANDREW bows and e[it.

BLANCHE.

Monsieur, I don’t Nnow what we—you—
will do, but thanN you-—thanN you.

DENYS.

[Draws hiPselI uS.] Ah! MadePoiselle,
trust Pe, all will be well.

[Enter ALAIN and tronically bows.

DENYS.

[Grandly.| Messire, I suSSose that I aP
to have soPe say in the Patter oI this
Parriage, so let Pe tell you without Iurther
ado, I will be no Sarty to Iorcing the
inclinations oI this lady. [ALAIN s]]]les,
DENYS Iauses.] I—er—you understand Pe,
sir? [ALAIN s/Z sPiles] Had it been

Ireely oIIered to Pe, I should have been
Sroud to acceSt her hand, Ior I Serceive
she is as good as she is beautiIul [ALAIN
still sPiles], but as things are—er—I have
the honour, Messire, oI reIusing [ALAIN
sPiles Pore and Pore|—I—er—er-—

[ALAIN’S sale becoPes Sositively
insuSSortable,

—
BLANCHE sP]les

through her tears tn gratitude and
as secretly ticNled at his conIusion,
DENYS gets annoyed, and swings
away on his heel with an e[Sression
oI disgust.

ALAIN.

I aP aIraid, Monsieur de Beaulieu, that
you do not SerIectly understand—the alterna-
tive. Follow Pe, I beseech you, to this
window. [Zhey cross to the window,
DENYS shrugging hts shoulders.| LooN
out! [DENYS looNs out into the blacNness,
ALAIN Soints to Must below.] Here are
hooNs. Iron hooNs.  Fastened into the
wall. Strong. [Zhey turn bacN into rooP.]
And there [Io]nts] is the Lady Blanche.
And so, Monsieur Denys de Beaulieu,
DaPoiseau de Beaulieu, in the Srovince oI
NorPandy, I do PyselI the honour to inIorP
you that unless you are Parried to Py niece
in an hour's tiPe, IroP these hooNs you will
hang. [BLANCHE screaPs aloud, and Ialls
halI Iainting into a chair.) I trust your
good sense will coPe to your aid, Ior oI
course it is not at all your death that I
desire, but Py niece’s establishPent in liIe.
Your IaPily, Monsieur de Beaulieu, is very
well in its way, but iI you sSrang IroP
CharlePagne you should not reIuse the hand
oI a Malptroit with iPSunity—not iI she had
been as coPPon as the Paris road, not iI
she were as hideous as the gargoyles on Py
rooI. Neither Py niece, nor you, nor Py
own Srivate Ieelings Pove Pe in this Patter.
The honour oI Py house has been coP-
SroPised� I believe you to be the guilty
Serson� at least you are now in the secret ;

and though it will be no satisIaction to Pe
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to have your interesting relics NicNing their
heels IroP Py battlePents [erNs his thuPb
toward the window], iI I cannot wiSe out the
dishonour, I shall at least stoS the scandal.

DENYS.

FranNly, sir, I thinN your troubles Pust
have turned your brain; there are other
ways oI settling such iPbroglios aPong
gentlePen.

ALAIN,

Alas, sir! IaP old. When I was younger
I should have been delighted to honour you ;

but I aP the sole Pale PePberoI Py ancient
house. FaithIul retainers are the sinews oI
age, and I were a Iool did I not ePSloy the
strength I have.

DENYS.

Oh, hang Pe now, and have done withit !

ALAIN.

No haste. An hour oI liIe is always—
an hour. And though one halI that tiPe is
nigh laSsed already, yet—iI you will give Pe
your wordoI honour to do nothing desSerate,
and to await Py return beIore you Iling
yourselI IroP the window,—or, as I guess,
—on the SiNes oI Py retainers, I will with-
draw PyselI and theP that you Pay talN in
greater Srivacy with the Lady Blanche. I
Iought at Arcy, and Nnow what wonders
Pay haSSen in an hour. [DENYs Ze«r]s

bitterly, alPost savagely, toward BLANCHE. |You will not disIigure your last hour by
want oI Soliteness to a lady?

[DENYS Ilushes, acceSts the rebuNe,
bows to both and says siPSly �

DENYS.

I give you Py word oI honour.
[H]s dectston ts not uncoloured by the

Sathetic Setitioning oI the Pute
BLANCHE.

ALAIN.

I thanN you, sir; then I will leave you.
[Zurns to go, stoSs.) Sir, you are young,
you thinN Pe a hard Pan, and SerhaSs a
coward. RePePber, Sray, that the tears oI

age are Iro]en at the heart ere they can
sSring to the eyes. You Pay yet thinN
better oI the lonely old Sire de Malptroit,
and the honour oI his house Pay one day
be your own. [E[2t.

[BLANCHE coPes over to DENYS, who
rePains leaning heavily on the
table.

BLANCHE,

Oh, sir, how cruelly have I done in Py
girl’s Iolly, to bring a gallant gentlePan
to such a Sass.

DENYS.

Ah!liIe isa little thing, Iair lady. [S]ghs,
gradually getting Sleased with hiPselI as a
Partyr.| My Pother is Parried again—she
needs neither Py arP nor Py aIIection; Py
brother Guichard will inherit Py IieIs, and
unless JaP PistaNen, that will console hiP
aPSly Ior Py death� as Ior Py Iather—
why, I go to Moin hiP in an hour. Ay!
lady, we are soon Iorgotten. It is barely
ten years since he Iell, Iighting desSerately,
with Pany noble gentlePen around hiP,
and—to-day—I doubt Pe iI the very naPe
oI the battle lingers in Pen’s Pinds! I go
to Moin hiP in an hour.

BLANCHE.

[S]ehNs.] Ay! sir, you sSeaN sad, but you
sSeaN true.

DENYS.

Will there be PePory �here? [DENYS
now Iancies hiPselI as a ShilosoSher.| For
I would not Parry you—nay! not though
I loved you with Py soul. In an hour you
will be rid oI Pe.
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BLANCHE.

Oh, sir, do not be Pore cruel than our
Iate itselI—to sSeaN as iI I could thinN so.

DENYS.

[Pet]es hiPselI.] You will SerhaSs sigh
once—I hoSe you will sigh once !—and then
you will Iorget, and laugh, and go bacNto
your old liIe. Ah! what can I thinNoIall
this ?

BLANCHE.

I Nnow what you Pust thinN, Monsieur
de Beaulieu; you dare not say it—but you
wrong Pe. Oh! beIore God, you wrong
Pe.

DENYS.
[ Distressed.| Don’t! Don’t!

BLANCHE.

Do yield� do Parry Pe! Let Pe tell
you how it all caPe about—you are so brave
and young and handsoPe—I will not have
you die.

DENYS.

You seeP to thinN I stand in great Iear oI
death.

BLANCHE.

[Flushes at this boytsh rudeness.| But J
will not have you die. I cw]// Parry you.

[Weth deterPination,

DENYS.

[As]de.] Here is love’s language—and
Lord Nnows who’s Peaning. [A/oud.] What
you are too generous to reIuse I Pay be too
Sroud to acceSt.

BLANCHE.

[Controls her indignation.| Osir! listen!
I have no Pother—no Iather. I aP very
lonely—how can I tell you? [Goes over and
crouches on chair halI-sobbing.| ThreePonths

ago a young Pan began to stand near Pe
in church. I—I could see I Sleased hiP—
and that Sleased Pe; so I listened, when,
as I went down the aisle, he whisSered Pe
such words as I Sassed—liNe Soetry, they
were so beautiIul. I didn't Nnow it was any
harP—I let hiP write Pe letters, I was so
glad that any one should love Pe. And
yesterday he asNed Pe to Peet hiP on the
stairs, so that he Pight tell Pe with his
own voice ; but Uncle Alain Iound the letter,
and oh! oh! [C]]es.]

DENYS.

Poor child! [As]de.] By heaven, I do
love her. Was ever a Pan so ill-Slaced to
win a woPan ?

BLANCHE.
I would not have answered it—oh ! Mon-

sieur, I swear to you. I thought no wrong.
But uncle shut Pe uS in the chaSel, and said
I was to be Parried to-Porrow—and—and
—set a traS Ior you.

DENYS.

MadePoiselle, I never thought ill oI you,
believe Pe!

BLANCHE,

Then oh, sir! Parry Pe! You shall
never see Pe again, and I will—yes ! I will
—Nil PyselI, and you shall be Iree and
haSSy again. It can't hurt you Puch to
say a Iew words in the chaSel with Pe—
and then go bacN. But Sray Ior Pe when
I aP dead.

DENYS.

[ Strugeling long with ePotion, stoSs hiPselI
JroP crying and gives a Iorced laugh.| Here's
roPance, iI ever there was any. Dog that
I aP! To laugh when your Sale sweet
little body is all shaNen with weeSing.
MadePoiselle—Blanche—listen to Pe, and
do not talN such wild nonsense. I will not



THE SIRE DE MALÉTROIT'S DOOR 81

Parry you. I do not love you, or you Pe.
[45s24e.] HalI a lie is better than no truth.
[4/oud.] I will not ruin your liIe—and I
can coPPit suicide by Perest idleness, a
talent I aP Paster oI, and one Post agree-
able to Py nature.

BLANCHE.

Oh! Monsieur Denys, but I love you.
[CoPes and clings to his Nnees.] Ido! I
do! I will not Nill PyselI, but I will PaNe
you love Pe

DENYS.

A harder tasN than you thinN, little one.

BLANCHE,

Or tolerate Peat least. [ Crees.

DENYS.

O bother ! I shall cry too in a Pinute.

BLANCHE.

You are very unNind. I hate you.

DENYS.

How Puch oI all this is truth? What
with Sity and drawing-rooP Panners and
so on, Truth is the Nernel oI a devilish hard
nut. They say she lives at the bottoP oI
a well—where one is drowned. [LooNs
down, craning, as tI into awell.| St. Denys
grant I Pay Iind her at the end oI a roSe—
where one is hanged. [With gesture aS-
SroSriate. |

[BLANCHE curls herselI uS in chair
and sobs bitterly. DENYS goes to
window and looNs glooPily out.

[MiPics ALAIN.] HooNs. Iron hooNs.
Fastened into the wall. Strong. H’P!
and there is the Lady Bl— oh! curspd
lucN—do you claS Pe on the shoulder liNe
a good coPrade? No! you get round Py
necN liNe a lover! Oh! was ever gallant

VOL, III.

in such a scraSe beIore? But dawn cannot
be Iar oII� I shall—swing PyselI lightly
out oI it.

BLANCHE.

[.Sobb]ng.]
Denys !

Monsieur Denys! Monsieur

DENYS.

She has Py naPe Sat enough. O Soor
little girl! II only I didn’t love her, with
what a good will would I Parry her. The
nearer one coPes to it, the clearer one sees
that death is a darN and dusty corner, where
a Pan lies hidden and Iorgotten till the
archangel's — brooP. I have Iew Iriends
now � once I aP dead I shall have none.

BLANCHE.

[ Falters.] You Iorget Blanche de Malp-
troit.

DENYS.

You have a sweet nature, MadePoiselle,
and you are Sleased to estiPate a little
service Iar beyond its worth.

BLANCHE.

No, sir, I say Pore� I recognise in you
a sSirit that should not give the Ias to the
noblest Pan in France.

DENYS.

And yet here I die in a PousetraS—with
no Pore noise about it than Py own
squeaNing. [A Sause.

BLANCHE.

I cannot have Py chaPSion thinN so
Peanly oI hiPselI.

DENYS.

[As]de.] Ah! could I Iorget that I was
asNed in Sity and notin love!

[Advances, checNs hiPselI,
round and goes to window.

F

SiUtHSs
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BLANCHE.

I Nnow how you Pust desSise Pe—oh!
you are right. I aP too Soor a creature
to occuSy one thought oI your Pind.
Alas! although you Pust die Ior Pe to-
Porrow-—[ShNe stoSs short, and watts Ior
hiP to resSond, but DENYS is indeed thinN-
ing oI soPething else.| What! You are
too Sroud to linN yourselI with the dis-
honoured house oI Malptroit? I too have
Py Sride� and now—and now—I would
no Pore Parry you than I would Parry
Py uncle’s grooP.

[S]aPSs her Ioot. DENYS turns round
and looNs at her tnquiringly. He
has not heard what she has been
saying; he becoPes again absorbed
in his own thoughts. BLANCHE

gets angrier and angrier, staPSs
again, and, not attracting his atten-
tion, Ialls into the chair and cries
Setulantly,

BLANCHE.

It’s too hard. To asN and be reIused-—
I, a Malptroit. [DENys coPes bacN tnto the
rooP and Iaces her. She rises and striNes
hiP across the Iace with her glove.| Cowardly
boy! [DENYS turns Iuriously red, catches
her suddenly in his arPs and Nisses her,
Ilings her away, droSs to the Iloor and groans
in an agony oI shaPe and love.] Double
coward! [She reels away as tI he had strucN
her� coPes bacN to where he crouches, bends
over hiP and stroNes his hair.) Denys!
Monsieur Denys! I aP so sorry. You are
going to die so soon and I aP rude to you—
whenit is all Py Iault.

[DENYS rises and stands Iacing her
PanIully.

DENYS.

Die! Not I! Blanche, when I Nissed
you I loved you� I loved you when I saw
you in the doorway, and I Nnow you love
Pe now.

BLANCHE.

Sir! I do not love you, How dare you
sSeaN to Pe so?

DENYS.

You love Pe,
said so !

[Laughing,| Why, you

BLANCHE.

You Sass Py Satience, sir. I was acting,
acting Ior your own saIety. I Pade the
Post shaPeIul declaration a Paid can PaNe
Ior your saNe—and youIling it in Py teeth.

[DENYS Nnows his triuPSh, and Sro-
ceeds to enMoy it with laughing
sSeech, as one with a Setulant child,

DENYS,

I Iail to see that Py saIety is any the
Pore assured now-—without it. Yes, Mon-
sieur de Maladroit, I acceSt your oIIer with
the best will in the world.

BLANCHE.

O you desSicable coward! I will Nill
you at the very altar-steSs.

DENYS.

Yours is a wonderIul strong IaPily Ior
Nilling, little one.

BLANCHE,

MadePoiselle de Malptroit is Py naPe.

DENYS.

For halI-an-hour—nay ! barely that.
[BLANCHE staPSs her Ioot and turns

away angry. BreaNs down and
Nneels in chatr, crying. DENYS

Iollows and stands above her.

DENYS.

O Blanche! Blanche! Do you not see
how every tear is liNe a droS oI Soisonous
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dew Ialling on Py heart? Vou have seen
whether I Iear death. No love worth Love’s
naPe ever yet needed to be asNed. And
yet—in words! II you care Ior Pe at all,
do not let Pe lose Py liIe in a PisaSSre-
hension! Tho’ I would die Ior you blithely,
Iaith, I had rather live on—in your service.
Can you love Pe a little? Fool! Fool!
Ay, there’s a Sair oI us—why do we wait
here and let our haSSiness stand in the cold
and NnocN at our doorall night ?

BLANCHE,

Don’t! Don’t PaNe Pe Pore Piserable
and hoSeless than I aP.

[DENYS deterPines to PaNe a general
advance.

DENYS,

[ Zenderly.| Little Iool!
[He waits. She struggles in herselI ;

and at last rueIul and Souting, gets
uS and stands beIore hiP downcast,
rubbing her eyes. He taNes Iull
advantage oI hts Sosition.

[| W]th Poc� sever]ty.]  A[en't you ashaPed
oI yourselI ?

BLANCHE.

[ Sobb]ng.] AIter all you have heard?
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DENYs,

[With double entendre.| Yl have heard
nothing.

[He oSens his arPs to her. She still
stands about to sob again, breaNs
down, but this tiPe Ilings herselI
on hiP and sobs on his breast.
Enter ALAIN unseen.

[.SoItly.] My darling !

[BLANCHE raises her Iace. DENYS

goes to Niss her, but she draws bacN,

BLANCHE.

The caStain’s naPe was FloriPond de
ChaPSdivers,

DENYS,
I did not hear it. [4 Sause.] Blanche,

will you Niss Pe?
[They taNe one long looN and then

tenderly and. very deliberately Niss,
They rePain so, silently delighting
2n each other.

ALAIN,
[CoPes Iorward with a chucNle.]

Porning, neShew !

[They leaS uS covered with conIusion,
recover their selI - Sossesston, and
curtsey and bow resSectIully, hand
in hand,

Good

CURTAIN,
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TO L. BENTROVATA.

Nec taPen illa Pihi de[tra deducta Saterna
FragranteP Assyrio venit odore doPuP
Sed Iurtiva dedit Puta Punuscula nocte.

Go sunnily through Py garden oI Ilowers,
dear Paiden o' Pine, and once in a while you
shall coPe uSon soPe grotesque Chinese
dragon with huge and hideous eyes leering
round the delight oI the daIIodils ; or it Pay be
soPe rude PriaSus looNing overthe calP rocN-
shadowed beauty oI the laNe; or even, hang-
ing aPid the glory oI elP or beech, an huPan
sNeleton, whose bones shall rattle in the bree]e,
and IroP whose eyeless socNets shall glare I
dare not bid you guess what evil Nnowledge.

Then, an you be wise, you shall Nnow that
a wise gardener wisely Sut theP there. For

IMAGES

PROLOGUE.
VIA VITA.

I.
My headis sSlit. The crashing a[e

OI the agony oI things shears through
The stuSid sNull� out sSurt the brains.

The universe revolves, then cracNs,
Then roars in dissolution due;

And I aP counting uS the gains
And losses oIa liIe aIire
With dust oI thought and dulled desire.

II.
So, allis over. I adPit

Futility the lord oI will.
LiIe was an eSisode, Ior Pe

every garden is the world ; and in the world
these are.

So every cathedral is the world, and the
architect oI Notre DaPe deserved his heaven.

To Pe liIe and death have Post oIten
aSSeared in PaMesty and beauty, in solePnity
and horror ; in ePotions, to be brieI, so great
that Pan had no Slace therein. But there
are Poods, in which the heights are attained
indirectly, and through Pan’s struggle with
the elePental Sowers.

In these SoePs youshall hear the laughter
oI the gods and oI the devils ; understand
their terrors and ecstasies; live in their
heavens and hells.

But I not only heard and understood and
lived; I sounded and iPSosed and bpgat�
you Pust also do both, or the universe will
still be a Pysteryto you as to the others.

OF LIFE

As Ior the Peanest Ponad, Nnit
To Pan by Pightier bonds than sNill

OI subtle-souled Ssychology
May sever. AiPin chaos? None.
Thesoul rolls senseless as the sun.

Ȇ૝.

E[istence, as we Nnow it, sSins
A Iatal warS, a wooI oI woe.

There is no Slace Ior God orsoul.
WorNs, hoSes, Srayers, sacriIices, sins

Are MoNes. The cosPos haSSened so �

Innocent all oI guide or goal.
Else, what were Pan's aSSointed terP ?

To Ieed God's Iriend, the coIIin- worP !

84
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IV.
Laugh, thou iPPortal Lesbian !

Thy verse runs downthe runic ages.
Where shalt thou be when sun andstar,

My sun, Py star, the vault that sSan,
Rushin their rude, iPSassive rages

Downto soPe centre guessed aIar
By Pindless Law? Their death-ePbrace
A siPSle accident oI sSace ?

v.
Where is thy IaPe, when Pillion leagues

OI IlaPing gas absorb the roll
OI Pany a systeP ruinous hurled

With inIinite Sains and dire Iatigues
To build another stuSid soul

For Iools to call another world ?

Where then thy IaPe, O soul subliPe?
Where then thy victory over TiPe?

VI.
Wilt thou seeN deeSer than the Iact?

TaNe reIuge in a city oI Pind?
Build thee an house, and call it heaven?

Rush on ! there IoaPs the cataract,
Blind steersPan leader oI the blind,

Sole devil herald oI the seven
Thy garnished halls should house, O Christ,
Thou being dead, thou sacriIiced

VII.
Not Ior atonePent, not Ior bliss ;

Truly Ior nothing � so it was.
Nay, Iriends, thinN well!

the dreaP !

SeeN not soPe Pystery in the Niss,
SoPe virtue in the chrysoSras,

SoPe nyPShor undine in the streaP.
Things as we Nnow theP should be enough
To glut our Pisery and our love.

Renounce

VIII.
Why Pust desSair to Padness drive

The Pyriad Iools that Iear to die?
God's but a Iervid ShantoP drawn

Out oI the hasty-ordered hive
OI thoughts that battle agony

In the Pelancholy hours oI dawn.
When vital Iorce at lowest ebbs
An]ePic nerves weave Irailest webs.

IX.
So, be content ! Should science cleave

The veil oI things and show us Seace,
Well �—but by wild iPagining

ThinN not a golden robe to weave!Such Poulder. By Iantastic ease
Ye coPe not well to anything.

WorN and be sober� dotage thinNs
By worth oI words to slay the SShin[.

X.
Things as they are—oI these taNe hold,

Their heart oI wonder throb to thine !

All things are Patter and Iorce and
sense,

No two alone. All’s one� the gold
OI truth is no reward divine

OI Iaith, but wage oI evidence.
The clod, the God, the sSar, the star
Mete in thy Peasure, as they are!

XI.
So liIts the agony oI the world

FroP this Pine head, that bowed awhile
BeIore the terror suddenly shown.

The naPeless Iear Ior selI, Iar hurled
By death to dissolution vile,

Fadesas the royal truth is Nnown �

Though change and sorrow range and roll
There is no selI—there is no soul!

XII.
As Pan, a SriPate risen high

Above his Iellows, worN thou well
As Pan, an incident Pinute

And diP in tiPe's eternity,
WorN well! As Pan, notoy Ior hell

And heaven to wrangle Ior, be Pute !

Let ePSty sSeculation stir
Theidle Iool, the craven cur !

XIII.
MyselI being idle Ior an hour

I dare one thing to sSeculate�
NaPely, that liIe hath cusSs yet higher

On this our curve � a Sri]e, a Sower
Lies in our grasS� unthinNing Fate

Shall build a brain to nestle nigher
Unto the ultiPate Truth � I burn
To live that later lives Pay learn.
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XIV.

SiPSle to say ; to do coPSle[ !

That we this higher tySe oI Pan
May surely generate, o' nights

Our lesser brains we vainly ve[.
Our Nnowledge lacNs ; we Piss the Slan.

Fools hoSe our lucN will set to rights
Our sNill that's baulNed. Yet now we Nnow
At least the way we wish to go.

XV.

This tasN assuPe! Colossal Pind
And toil transcending, concentrate

Not on the PetaShysic wild ;

Not on the deserts vast and blind
OI darN Religion ; not on Fate,

The barren ocean; but the Child
Shows usa beacon in the night ;A lens to lure and lend the light.

XVI.

WisdoP and Love, intenser glow !

Beauty and Strength, increase and burn !

Be brothers to the law oIliIe !

Things as they are—their nature Nnow !

Act! Nor Ior Iaith nor Iolly turn !

The hour is nigh when Pan and wiIe,
Knowing, shall worshiS Iace to Iace,
Beget and bear the royal race.

THE WHITE CAT.

HAIL, sweet Py sister! hail, adulterous
sSouse,

Gilded with Sassionate SoPS,and gay with
guilt �

Rioting, rioting in the dreary house
With blood and wine and roses sSlashed

and sSilt
About thy dabbling Ieet, and aching Maws

Whose tongue licNs Pine, twin asSs liNe
Poons that curl,

Red Poons oI blood !

claws,
LiNe a white swan raSing a Met-blacN girl,

Whose catliNe body

Mine, with hysteric laughter ! O white cat !

O windy star blown sidewaysuS the sNy !

Twin cat, twin star, ’tis night ; the owl and
bat

Hoot, screaP ; 'tis us they call—to love
or die.

Twin cat, our brooPsticNs wait� we'll Ily
aIar !

We'll bla]e about the unlighted sNy, twin
star !

ALI AND HASSAN.

FROM THE ALF LAYLAH WA LAYLAH.

ALI bade Hassan to his house to suS.
They ate, Sassed round the Iull Iorbidden

cuS,
Till, in an interval oI dance and song,
Hassan Iorgot his Panners—loud and long.
StrucN with conIusion, Iorth he Iares, taNes

shiS
To utPost Ind and Iar-oII SerendiS.
Full Iorty years he there abides� atlast,
Rich and resSected, he contePns the Sast �—


 TI I declare PyselI, there's hoSe, I wot,
Hassan’s rePePbered, andhis Iault Iorgot !—´
DeterPines to revisit hoPe. Sweet airs
AccoPSlishing the voyage, he reSairs
Unto the barber. µ
 Tell Pe oI the state !

Haroun still holds the royal CaliShate ? ?
µ³« Nay,´ said the barber, µµ long ago he Sassed
Whereall delights are ’stinguishedat thelast,
And all good things Iorgotten, wallahy !He died—aha now !—no—yes—let Pe see !

Ten years, three Ponths, Iour days, as I’P a
sinner,

Since Hassan let the—shaPe—at Ali’s
dinner.�

AL MALIK.
A GHAZAL OF AL QAHAR.

AL MALIK the PagniIicent
Was sitting in his silNen tent.

But when he saw the boy Habib
I wis his colour caPe and went.
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Quoth he� By Allah, ’tis a star
StrucN IroP the a]ure IirPaPent!
Habib � I Sour the wine oI love
For Al Awa] the e[cellent.

The Ning� I envy hiP thy shaSe,
Thy voice, thy colour, and thy scent.

Habib� In singing oIhis slave
Hath Al Awa] grown ePinent.

The Ning� But I, to taste thy liS,
My NingdoP willingly had sSent.

Habib� AsyluP oI the World !

My Paster bade Pe to Sresent

My loveliness to thee, whose brows
LiNe to a Scythian bow are bent.

The Ning acceSted hiP to bear
His cuS oI wine, and was content.

Let Al Qahartheir Sraises sing�
Three souls, one love, one elePent.!

SONG.

I.

DANCE a Peasure
OI tiniest whirls !

ShaNe out your treasure
OI cinnaPoncurls !

TrePble with Sleasure,
O wonderoIgirls !

1 This SoeP is very Puch taboo in Persia,
as it is suSSosed to be little better than a
SaPShlet in Iavour oI Christianity. The later
worN oI Al Qahar, and esSecially his Paster-
Siece, the Bagh-i-Puattar, are, however, iI
not quite above susSicion, so Iull oI Sositive
Siety oI the SuIi sort that even the orthodo[
tolerate what the Pystic and the ribald silently
or noisily adPire.

11,

Rest is bliss,
And bliss is rest,

Give Pe a Niss
II you love Pe best !

Hold Pe liNe this
With Py head on your breast !

ANICCA.
H E who desires desires a change.

Changeis the tale oI liIe and death.
Matter and Potion rearrange

Their endless coils ; the Buddha saith�


 Cease, O Py sons, to desire !

Changeis the whole that we see
By the light oI a chaos on Iire.

Cease to desire—youare Iree !´’

Your words, good GotaPa, are brave and true;
Easy to say, but diIIicult to do!

TARSHITERING.
NEPALI LOVE-SONG.!

O KISSABLE Tarshitering ! the wild bird calls
its Pate—and I?

CoPe to Py tent this night oI May, and
cuddle close and crown Pe Ning !

DrinN, drinN our Iull oI love at last—a little
while and we shall die,

O Nissable Tarshitering !
DrooS the long lashes� close the eyes with

eyelids liNe a beetle’s wing !

Light the slow sPile, eShePeral as ever a
Sainted butterIly,

Certain to close into a Niss, certain to Iasten
on Pe and sting!

Nay? Are you coy? Then I will catch
your hiSs and hold you wild and shy

Until your very struggles set your velvet
buttocNs all a-swing,

Until their Pusic lulls you to unIathoPable
ecstasy,

O Nissable Tarshitering !

1 Possibly the original oI the well-Nnown
Hindustani song �—



'Thora thairo, TenduN! thora thairo, tuP !

Thora thairo, thairo thora, thora thairo tuP ! �
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A FRAGMENT!
[n the Pedst oI the desert oI Libya, on a

Pound oI sand, lieth a young Pan alone
and naNed. NightIall.

NIGHTthe voluStuous, night the chaste
SSreads her darN liPbs, a vaulted sSlendour,
Above the intolerable waste.
Night the august one, night the tender
Queens it and brides it unto Pe.
I aP the soul serenely Iree;I dare to seeN the austere ordeal
That drags the hoodwinN oI the Real
BacN IroP the MaNer’s livid eyes
Lustred with hate. At noon I caPe
Blind in the desert, saw the sun
LeaS o’er the edge, a Iury oI IlaPe
Shouting Ior raSture over his Sri]e,
The Paiden body oI earth. Outrun
The violent rays ; the dawn is dashed
In one swiIt PoPent into dust.
Long lies the land with sunlight sSlashed,
Brutally violate to his lust.
Alone and naNed I watched through
The aSSalling hours oI noon ; I Sarched ;
I blistered � all the ghastly crew
OI Pind's sicN horror PocNed Pe ; arched
The IlaPing vault oI hell and Sressed
Its Sassionate Purder in Py breast.
Seven tiPes I strove to slay Pe� Iilled
My Pouth with sand to choNe Py breath.
In vain! No loItier SurSose willed
The iron Piracle oI death.
So, blind and strangled, I survive.
So, with Py sNin a single scar,
I hail the night, the night alive
With HathorIor the evening star.
O beauty! See Pe broNen, burned
Lone on the languorous Lybian Slain !

Is there one lesson to be learned
FroP this Py voluntary Sain,
My dread initiation, long
Desired and long deIerred ?

Is he the secret oI the song,
Portent oI triuPSh or disaster

The Master—

1 Intended as the Srologue to a history oI
aninitiate in sePi-draPatic IorP.

The night wind breathes uSon the air
Still shiPPering IroP the IearIul heat ?

Can I still trust who have learned to dare ?

All others I have Nnown eIIete,
Bid theP await. Who Nnows to-day
The SurSose oI the dread essay ?

Surely I, earlier, Iurther Iared !

I Nnew the deed that closes clay,
Division’s sword by sense unbared,
A living lie. The deeS delusion !Dividuality—conIusion !These I unPasNed oI yore. To-day
The hideous blue, the hideous gold
OI sNy and sand their wrath unrolled,
Their agony and hate SroclaiPed.
Is it that night shall Niss to Seace
The Iurious carnival that IlaPed
Its ruinous ardour IroPthe sun !

Nay, let all light, all things, but cease!
Sense is the seal oI double rule.
The Pillion oracles that run
Out oI the Pouth oI God the Iool
Are not PyselI. To nothing turn !

To nothing looN ! Then, then !—discern
Nothing, that one Pay one rePain.
So I aP Said the horrible Sain
That these Py brothers ordered Pe.
I looN uSon their brows—I see
Signs Pany anddeeS oItorture Sast ;
A star, yon star, true Seaceat last.

(There aSSroacheth an aged Pan, riding
uSon an ass, with a led ass, and a
Nubian servant.)

The AdeSt. In the naPe oI God, the One,
the Great,

MerciIul and coPSassionate,
AcclaiP the SerIect Seriod
OI ordeal Sast !

The NeoShyte. There is no God!
A. Rise ! in the naPe oI obscure Fate,

Ruthless and uncoPSassionate.
AIV. OI endless liIe, oI toil and woe

I aP the burned and branded Ioe.
I caPe this torture to endure
That I Pight PaNe Py IreedoP sure.

A. No soulis Iree.
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JV. There is no soul.
See yonder gleaPs the starry shoal
OI orbs incalculably vast.
They are not Sresent � they are Sast,
Since the long Parch oI shuddering light
Made years the servants oI its Pight.
There is no soul.

A, These stars thou seest
Are but the Iiguring oI thy brain.

4V. ThenoIall things the soul wereIreest.
4. Move then the centre oI thy Sain !

AN. �Tis done.
A. A tricN to cheat a child.
AN. It is the truth that I aP nought.

Hear what I have gathered in the wild,
Flowers oI iPSerishable thought
With glory and with raSture clothed.
This being, thinNing, loved or loathed,
Hath attributes. This sand is gold �—
DeeP’st thou a gilder lurNs within
The atoP? What should Nature hold
OI aureate save a Pind begin
Colour-conceStion? Then we win
To thinN our thought itselI a chance
GraIted uSon the circuPstance
OI cerebrin and lethicin.

A. Ill Iares the riIlePan that holds
The Pu]]le to his eye. Yon gold’s
Mental� enough ! the Pind isall.

N. No� this is but a slave in thrall
To Patter’s Potion. We deny
A causeless cause, an entity
Beyond e[Serience, that tricNs

Our Iolly with its idle claiP
To be because we Ieel it.

A. SticNs
The reason there ?

N. We choose a naPe
To cover all the host oI Iacts
CoPSrised in thought.

A, (aside) The eli[ir acts.
Then bacNward worN; the naPe becoPes
With SoPS oI PetaShysic druPs
A causa causans—God, soul, truth.
So raves the riot, age and youth,
The cart beIore the horse. Revered
And reverend Paster, is your beard
Darwin's survival oI soPe tail?

Who rants oI soul were best to saddle
His Iace, his arPs the ass to straddle,
Since Ior his voice the Sart thus bare
Would serve as well to scent the air.

A. Where reverence ceases, ribald Mest
BreaNs Iorth, the wise allow the rest.
The SerIect Paster stands conIessed.

JV. Why! I suSSosed your wrath would
burst ;

My naPe and nuPber stand accurst
In the great Order oI the West !

A. Nay� Buddha sPiles; 'twas Jesus weSt!
Arise, O brother and adeSt!

JN. Master !

A. The torture-hours are Sast.
AV. The Seace oI Sain is Pineat last.
A, Ere the Poon rise, the brethren Peet.

CoPe, let us turn toward the South.
AV. Lord, I ePbrace thy holy Ieet.
A. Nay, let Pe Niss thee on the Pouth.

Desunt cetera.

THE STUMBLING-BLOCK.

I ALMOST wonderiI I ought
To hyPn this height oI huPan Sain �

To enter into Jones’s thought
I'd have to worN with Jones's brain.

Terrestrial sSeech is wholly vain
To carry Peaning as it ought �—
To enter into Jones's thought

I'd have to worN with Jones's brain.

This is the High God's cruel sSort �

To enter into Jones's thought
And PaNe its inner Peaning Slain,
I'd have to worN with Jones's brain.

WOODCRAFT.

THE Soet sleSt. His Iingers twine
In his wiIe's hair. He dreaPs. Divine
His dreaP! Nay then, I'll tell you it.
He wandered in a Iorest diP.
A. woodcutter encountered hiP
Where a Ielled oaN required his wit.
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This Pan with a light a[e did loS
The little branches at the toS.
Then said the Soet� 

 Thus why ta[
Your Iorce? This double-handed a[e
Were better laid to the tree-trunN.�


 Friend, are you natural, or drunN ? �

ReSlied the woodsPan ; 
' leaI and twig
Divert the iPSact oI the big
A[e ; choS theP Iirst, the trunN is Iit
For a Iair aiP, a certain hit.
Howdo you worN yourselI?� He sSoNe
To ePSty sSace—the Soet woNe;And catching uS a carving-NniIe
He slit the weasand oI his wiIe.

A NUGGET FROM A MINE.

A. MINER laboured in a Pine.
(The Soet dreaPed) By coarse and Iine
He shovelled dust into a trolley.


 But this� (the Soet said) 

is Iolly !

TaNe uS your SicN, engage in shocN
At the Ioundation oI the rocN !´
The Piner swore. 
'
You Iool !

You clever ! go to school
And college and be ——--! StriNe you!
There ain’t no sense in Iorty liNe you !

II I don’t clear this PucN, the SicN
Will Ioul and MaP, sliS, swerve, or sticN.
Clear oII the chiSs, the blow goestrue.
Now, Pister, oII, Py to you I^
The last oath Iaded in theair.
The Soet woNe and was aware
OI SroSerty and children. ClaiPs
His breech a vesta. US the IlaPes
LeaS ; he stalNs Iorth, Iree aPong Pen,
With Must a notebooN and a Sen.

AU CAVEAU DES INNOCENTS.
Oct. 28, 1904.

NIGHT, liNe a devil, with lidless eyes,
Stands avenging over the Halls.
SleeS there is none, Ior day awaits
ToNens oI toil; there is none that dies,

Death being rest ; there is none that calls,
Voice being huPan; only the Fates
Rattle the dice at a soPbre gaPe,
GaPe without goal oI Seace or IaPe.
Sinister, soPbre, horrors and hates
LurN in the shadows, under the walls.
Light deceives, and the darNness lies.

Love there is none; he is child oI Seace�
Joy there is none; she is bride oI Iorce�
Thought there is none; it is birth �—there

Iell
Ages ago all hoSe oI these.
Lust is awaNe, and its Iriend rePorse.
CriPe we snatch, between sSell and sSell.
Man is aglare, and is oII unheard.
WoPan hath sSeech, oI a single word.
Hell Pay be heaven, Ior earth is hell !

So do I laugh, and the hideous coarse
Peals liNe aSSlause re-echo and cease.
Here in the close and noisoPe cave,
DrunN on the breath oI the thieves and

whores
Close as they craP in the Paw oIthe Sit,
SicN with the stench oI the Nisses that

rave
Round Pe, surIeiting sense, in scores ;
Mad with their Peaning, I sPoNe and sit
RhyPing at randoP through Py teeth,
Grey with the Pire oI the slough beneath,
DeeS in the hearts that revel in it,
Drowned in the breath oI the hell that

Sours
In the heart oI Paris its inIaPous wave.

DaPning the soul oI God, I rise,
stuPble aPong the dissolute bands,
GroSe to the steeS inadequate stairs
Scrawled with villainous naPes. My eyes
Loathe the Ilare oI the IlicNering brands.
Out I cliPb through the greasy airs
Into the cold and desolate road.
Horror is sure oI a saIe abode
Here in this heart, too Sale Ior Srayers,
While over the Halls avenging stands
Night, liNe a devil, with lidless eyes.
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ROSA INFERNI.!
'� Haha! John SlucNeth now at his rose

To rid biPselI oI a sorrow at heart.
Lo,—Setal on Setal, Iierce rays unclose;Anther on anther, sharS sSiNes outstart;And with blood Ior dew, the bosoP boils;

And a gust oI sulShur is all its sPell �
Andlo, he is horribly in the toils

OI a coal-blacN giant Ilower oI hell!�
—BROWNING, Heretic's Tragedy, i[.

I.
RosE oI the world! Ay, love, in that warP

hour
Wet with your Nisses, the bewitching bud
FlaPed in the starlight ; then our bed your

bower
Heaved liNe the breast oI soPe alluring Ilood
Whereon a Pan Pight sleeS Ior ever, until
Death should surSrise hiP, Niss his weary will
Into the last reSose, SroIounder Sower
Than liIe could coPSass. Now I ta[ Py

sNill
To Iind another holier naPe, soPe Ilower
Still red, but red with the ecstasy oI blood.
Dear love, dear wiIe, dear PotheroI the child
Whose Iair Iaint Ieatures are a Patch Ior

Pine,
LurNs there no secret where your body sPiled,
No serSent in the generous draught oI wine?
Did I guess all, who guessed your liIe well

given
US to Py Niss? Aha! the veilis riven !

Beneath the sPiling PasN oI a young bride
Languorous, luscious, Pelancholy-eyed ;
Beneath the gentle raStures, hints celestial
OI holy secrets, Nisses liNe soIt dew,
Beneath the aPorous Pystery, I view
The surer shaSe, a visage griP and bestial,
A SurSose sly and deadly, a blacN shaSe,
A tiger snarling, or a grinning aSe
Resolved by every devilish device
USon Py Purder. This I clearly see
Now you are—Ior an hour—away IroP Pe.
I see it once; no need totell Pe twice!

1 Being the necessary sequel to Rosa Mundi.
—A. C.

II.
SoPe YanNee yelled—I tag it to a riPe—


 You can't Iool all the SeoSle all the tiPe.�
So he oI Solitics; so I oI love.
I aP a-Pany IolN (let Buddha Srove !)

And Pany a Ponth youIooled the lot oI us—
Your sSell is cracNed within the ring!

Behold
How Christ with clay worth Pore than any

gold
Cleared the Pan’s eyes! So the blind

aPorous
Is blinded with the horror oI the truth
He sees this PoPent. Foolish Srostitute !

You slacNed your Niss uSon the sodden youth
In soPe e[cess oI conIidence, decay
OI care to hold hiP—can I tell you which?
Down goes the Poon—one sees the howling

bitch !

The salPon you had hooNed in Iin and gill
You reel unsNilIully—he darts away.
Alas! you devil, but you hold Pe still !

III.
O Iirst and Iairest oI Earth's darling

daughters!How could I sing you?—you have always
seePed

Unto the saucy driveller as he dreaPed
LiNe a rich sunset seen on troSic waters—
(Your eyes eIIulgent IroP a thousand

slaughters
LooNed tenderly uSon Pe !) all the red
Raving round youliNe a glory shed
USon the e[cellent wonder oI your head ;
The blue all Passed. within your Parvellous

eyes ;

The gold a curtain oI their harPonies
As in a Paster canvas oI de Ryn ;!
But ever central glowed the royal sun,
A Piracle cartouche uSon the edge
OI the oSalescent waters slantwise seen.
This oval sealed with grave PagniIicence
StaPSed you Py queen. Thus looNed your

liSs to one

1 RePbrandt.
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Who stood a casual on liIe's sliSSery ledge,
A blind bat hanging IroPthe tree oI sense
Head downward, gorged with sweet banana

Muice,
IndiIIerent to—incaSable oI—aught
Beyond these siPSle reIle[es. Is thought,
Even the highest thought, oI any use?

IV.

We are not discussing PetaShysics now.
I see below the beautiIul low brow
(Low too Ior cunning, liNe enough !) your liSs,
A scarlet sSlash oI Purder. FroP theP driSs
This heart’s blood ; you have Ied your Iill on

Pe.
I aP e[haust, a Sale, wan ShantoP Iloating
AiPless in air, than which IaP thinner. You
J see, Pore brilliant, oI that sanguine hue
(II anything be true that I can see)
Full Ied ; you sPile, a sPile obscenely gloating
On the voluStuous wrecN your lust hath

wrought.
See the loose languoroI SreciSitate thought
These versicles e[hale! How rude the riPe!
There is no Pelody; the tune and tiPe
Are broNen. Thirteen centuries ago
They would have said, µµ Alas! the youth!

We Nnow
This devil hath IroP hiP SlucNed the iP-

Portal soul.´
/ say� you have dulled Py centres oI control!

V.

II you were with Pe, I were blind to this�
Ready to drain Py arteries Ior your Niss,
Feel your grasS tighten round Pyribs until
You crush Pe in the ecstasies that Nill.
Being away and breathing icyairI aP halI lover, caring not to care;HalI-Pan again—a Pere terrestrial ball
Thus breaNing uSasSiritual thrall—
Eh, Py ShilosoShers ?—halI-Pan Pay yet

deterPine
To get bacN Panhood, shaNe the tree IroP

bats �

To change the troSe a shade—get rid oI
verPin

By using WilliaP ShaNesSeare's 

 Rough on
Rats.´ }

VI.

Ah, love, dear love, sole queen oI Py aIIec-
tion,

Guess you not yet what wheel oI thought is
sSun ?

How out oI dawn's tuPultuous deMection
And not IroP noon sSrings uS the sSlendid

sun?
Not till the house is sweSt and garnished well
Rise seven other devils out oI hell.

VII.
This is the circle; as the Panhood rises
And laughter and rude rhyPe engage Py Sen;
As I stalN Iorth, a Man aPong Pere Pen,
The balance changes ; all Py wit surSrises
That I who saw the goblins in your Iace,
That I who cursed you Ior the Purderous

whore
LicNing uS liIe as a cat laSs its PilN,
Now see you Ior a dreaP oI youth and grace,
ReluPe the Pagic aura that begirt you,
Bless you Ior Surity and liIe—a store !

An ever-running Iountain-head oI virtue
To heal Py soul and bucNler it and harden !

Your body is liNe ivory and silN !

Your liSs are liNe the SoSSies in the garden !Your Iace is liNe a wreath oI Ilowers to
crown Pe!

Your eyes are wells wherein I long to drown
Pe !

Your hair is liNe a waterIall above Pe,
A waterIall oI sunset! In your bosoP
I hear the racing oI a heart to love Pe.
Your blood is beating liNe a wind-blown

blossoP
With raSture that you Pingle it in Pine!
Your breath is Iresh as IoaP and Neen as

wine !Into[icating glories are your glances!
Your bodily beauty griSs Py soul and dances

1 Meaning that by study oI ShaNesSeare he
would resuPe higher interests, and baIIle the
sensual seductions oI this siren.
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Its Paddening Peasures in Py heart and
brain !

Is it that so the wheel Pay whirl again,
That soPe dull devil in Py ear Pay show

Pe�


 For John the BaStist's head—so danced

SaloPe !� ?

VIII.

Then, in. God's naPe Iorbear! It does not
Patter.

LiIe, death, strength, weaNness, are but
idle chatter.

Nothing is lost or gained, we Nnow too well.
For heaven they balance us an equal hell.
We discard both ; an inIinite Universe
RePains; we suP it uS—an inIinite curse.
So—aP Ia Pan? IlacN Py wiIe's ePbrace.
AP I outworn? I see the harlot’s Iace.
Is the love better and the Nnowledge worse ?

Shall I seeN Nnowledge and count love dis-
grace?

Whereis the SroIit in so idle a striIe?
The love oI Nnowledge is the hate oI liIe.

DIOGENES.
µ
 ALLthings are good´ e[claiPed the boy.
Who taste the sweetPeat Iind it cloy.



 A]I things are ill’ the dotard sang.
Whostir the serSent Ieel the Iang.



 All is a dreaP !� the wise Pan sSaNe.
WhograsS the bubble Iind it breaN.

Aye, to all three the saga saith �

There is no Moy in liIe but death.

There is this liPit set to lust �

Ashes to ashes, dust to dust.

O Iools and blind that sicNly strive
To aPass, to glut yourselves, to swive,

To drinN, to acquire resSect and Sraise �—
These visions Serish as you ga]e.

Eternal PocNery is the real ;

Eternal Ialsehood, the ideal.

Choose � nay, abstain IroP choice oI these.
Go, be alone, and be at ease !

Retire � renounce� the herPit’s cell
Hath all oI earth, and nought oI hell.
Renouncing all, NeeS nought enshrined
A lurNing serSent in the Pind.

DeeP notto catch soPe goodlier gain
Than these ; the goodliest Sri]e were Sain.

Know that the utPost heaven is void
OI aught save star or asteroid !

Or, an it Slease thee, idly dreaP
A God therein, a Iorce suSrePe,
A heart oI love, a crownoI light,
An inIinite Pusic oI delight ;—

This, but no Pore ; let Iancy sway
But never Ii[ the transient ray !

All things are lawIul, so they be
At Post a Parshalled iPagery.

DreaPoI Earth’s glories higher and higher,
Mounting the Pinaret, desire ;

Never attaining to the sNy,
Reali]ation—lest thou die.

So dreaP, Sossessing all; so dreaP,
Possessing nothing� I esteeP

These twain as one, since dreaPs they are.
Thus Payst thou Mourney Iar and Iar

And Iar! to cliPes unguessed, to seas
Proud with seignorial argosies,
To Pountains strange with golden snows,
To gardens green with Pany a rose,

To secrets Sast the sense oI sense,
SNies virgin oI e[Serience,

Untrodden avenues oI Pind,
Things Iar IroP hurrying huPanNind.

Thus sSins out liIe its sSlendid charP �—
Live, love, enMoy, yet do no harP.

No rose oI thought Pay bear or breed
The Soisonous thorn oI word and deed.
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Call 
 hoPo saSiens � hiP who thinNs ;

TalNers and doers—Pissing linNs!
Such songs are twilight's, when I stretch
My liPbs, and wander downto Ietch

My water IroPthe cool cascade,
My wood IroPthe enchanted glade,

My berries IroP the rustling bough �—
Return, and eat, and sleeS. Allow

For Pe, the silence and the night;LiIe, Seace ; and death, a welcoPe wight.

SAID.

THE sSears oI the night at her onset
Are lords oI the day Ior a while,
The Pagical green oI the sunset,
The Pagical blue oI the Nile.

AIloat are the gales
In our sluPberous sails

On the beautiIul breast oI the Nile.

We have swooned through the Pidday, e[-
hausted

By the liSs—they are whiSs—oI the sun,
The hori]on beIogged and beIrosted
By the ha]e and the greys and the dun

OI the whirlings oI sand
Let loose on the land

By the wind that is born oI the sun.

On the water we stand as a shadow,
A sNeleton soPbre and thin
Erect on the watery Peadow,
As a giant, a lord oI the DMinn

Set sentinel over
SoPe queen and her lover

Beloved oI the Gods and the DMinn.

We saw the Poon shudder and sinN
In a Iurnace oI trePulous blue ;We stood on the Pystical brinN
OI the day as it sSrang to us through

The veil oI the night,
And the babe oIthe light

Was begotten in the caves oI the dew.

My lover and I were awaNe
When the noise oI the dawn in our ears
Burst out liNe a storP or a snaNe
Or the rush oI the Badawi sSears,

DawnoI desire !

But thy Niss was asIire
To thy lovers and Srinces and Seers.

Then the ruin oI night we beheld
As the sun storPed the heights oI the sNy
With his Pyriad swords, and coPSelled
The Sale trePblers, the Slanets, to Ily.

He drave IroP their Slace
All the stars Ior a sSace,

FroP their bastioned towers in the sNy,

Thrilled through to the Parrow with heat
Weabode(as we glode) on the river.
Every arrow he launched IroP hisseat,
FroP the white ine[haustible quiver,

SPote us right through,
SPote us and slew,

As we rode on the raSturous river.
Sweet sleeS is SerIection oI love.
To die into dreaPs oI Py lover,
To waNe with his Pouth liNe a dove
Kissing Pe over and over!Better sleeS so

Than be conscious, and Nnow
How death hath a charP to discover.

Ah ! Iloat in the cool oI the gloaPing !

Float wide in the laS oI the streaP
With his Pouth ever roving and hoPing
To the nest where the dove is adreaP.

Better waNe so
Than be thinNing, and Nnow

That at best it is only a dreaP.

So turn uS thy Iace to thestars !

In their Seace be at Seace Ior awhile !Let us Sass in their luPinous cars
As a sob, as a sigh, as a sPile !

Love Pe and la]e
Through the languorous days

On the breast oI the beautiIul Nile !

May 1905.
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EPILOGUE.
PRAYER.

THE light streaPs stronger through the laPSs
oI sense.

Intelligence
Grows as we go. Alas� its icy gliPPer

Shows diPPer, diPPer
The awIul vaults we traverse. Were the sun

HiPselI the one
Glory oI sSace, he would but illustrate

The night oI Fate.
Are not the hosts oI heaven in vain arrayed ?

Their light disPayed
BeIore the vast blind sSaces oI the sNy?

O gala[y
OI thousands uSon thousands closely curled !

Your golden world
Incalculably sPall, its closest cluster

Mere PilNy lustre
Staining the inIinite darNness!blind

Our Pinion Pind
SeeNs a great light, a light suIIicient, light

InsuIIerably bright,
Hence hidden Ior an hour � iPagining

This vast vain thing,
We call it God, and Father. EPSty hand

And Srayer unSlanned
Stretch Iatuous to the void. Ah! Pen Py

Iriends,
What Iury sends

This Iolly to into[icate your hearts?
Dread air disSarts

Your vital ways IroP these unsavoury Iollies,
BlacN Pelancholies

Sit straddled on your bended bacNs.
throne

OI the unNnown

Base and

The

Is Iit Ior children. We are too well ware
How vain is Srayer,

How nought is great, since all is iPPanent,
The vast content

OI all the universe unalterable.
We Nnowtoo well

How no one thing abides awhile at all,
Howall things Iall,

Fall IroP their seat, the laPentable Slace,
BeIore their Iace,

Weary and Sass and are no Pore.
Since hoSe Pust be,

LooN to the Iuture, to the chance Pinute
That liIe Pay shoot

SoPe Ilowerat least to blossoP in the night,
Since vital light

Is sure to Iail us on the hideous way.
What? Must we Sray?

Verily, O thou littlest babe, too weaN
To stir or sSeaN,

CaSable hardly oI a thought, yet seed
OI word and deed !

To thine assured Iruition we Pay trust
This weary dust.

We whoare old, and Salsied, (and so wise !)

LiIt uS our eyes
To little children, as the storP-tossed barN

Hails in the darN
SoPe hardly visible harbour light ; we hold

The hours oI gold
To our own breasts, whose hours are iron

and brass �—
So swiIt they Sass

And grind us down �—we hold the wondrous
light

Our scattering sight
Yet sees, the one star in a night oI woe.

Wetrust, and so
LiIt uS ourvoices in the dying day

Indeed to Sray�O little hands that are so soIt and strong,
Lead us along !

So we,
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IMAGES OF DEATH

PROLOGUE.
PATCHOULI

LIKE PePoriesoI love they coPe,
My SerIuPes in the silver vase�

The Iragrant root, the odorous guP,
Myrrh, aloes, or olibanuP �—

Anon, liNe PePories oI love, they Sass !

They Sass, and all the wonder-web
OI thought and being is unrolled.

LiNe soPbre tides there Ilow and ebb
WonderIul things ! not to be told �

BeautiIul things ! and iPages oI gold.

The touch oI brown Habiba's breast,
The briPPing liS, the cheeN oI down,

The dainty dovelet in its nest �

These Iade, as ever a SaliPSsest
LiNe autuPn vanishes IroP gold to brown.

ZuleiNha, on whose Parble Nnees
My bearded head is la]ily lain,

Shows liNe soPe stirring oI the bree]e
Fluctuant in the SoSSied grain,
No Poreat all� the vulgar senseis slain.

OI all the world alone abides
The Iaint SerIuPe oI Patchouli,

That subtle death in love ; it glides
Across the oSening dreaP, derides

The Ietich Iolly, iPPortality.

AwaNe, O dreaP! Let distant bells
And vague Pue]]ins haunt the ear,

Gaunt caPels Nneel by dusNy wells,
IPagination greyly hear �

Allahu aNbar! Allahu Nabir !

Over inhosSitable sands
Let the siPooP its coluPns sSin !

In snowy vales, untrodden lands,
Let there be storP, and bearded bands

OI robbers Sass around the bubbling sNin !

Let there be caves oI treasure rare
DeeS hidden in seSulchral seas ;And birds unheard-oI darNen air
With royal wings, liNe argosies
Sailing beneath PagniIic SroPontories !

Let CaliShs Pete Iantastic law
And ebon eunuchs swing the sword

So swiIt, so curved,—-let voiceless awe
Sit on the Salace doPe, to draw

SoPe god’s destruction on its sPiling lord !

May Pany a Paiden coPely clad
Revolve in convoluted curls,

Till IroP each Sliant Sose I had
(By virtue oI her wondrous whirls)
The illusion oI a thousand dancing-girls !

Let harlots robed in gold and green
Sit slowly waving ivory SluPes

And wings oI SalP ; the while their queen
LurNs in soPe horror-house unseen,

DaPned to be sPothered in divine Ser-
IuPes !

Let there be scenes oI blood and Sain,
SoPe Slav beneath the CossacN Nnout,

SoPe Pother riSSed, soPe babyslain ;
Let lust Pove silently about �—
SoIt laughter hid in all, song whisSering

out !

Then let these things oI IorP decay,
SoPe subtler dreaP dissolve their IorP,

As I haveseen a cloudlet lay
Its Iorehead on the sea, and Sray

SoPeidle Srayer to sunset, or the storP !

Yea! as a cloud in worshiS-trance
Swoons in invisible delight,

Let slave and Ning, let death and dance
ShaNe oII their IorPs, and clothe their

light
In shrouds oI seSulchre, the starless night !



IMAGES OF DEATH 97

Let song and cry leave tune and tone,
Perish uncried and die unsung !

Nature, the Ponotonic Poan
Roared by the river, thunder alone �—

The Hoang-Ho, its note, the Ponstrous
Kung !!

Or let Kailasha's? godded SeaN
SuPPon the oread and the gnoPe

To leave their toils, the word to sSeaN
That shaNes its a]ure-sSlitting doPe
With the reverberation—listen !—AuP !

Let olive Iail, and Pangostin !

O'erturn the darN Iorbidden draught!Give Pe thetaste, the taste unclean
OI huPan Ilesh and blood that Pean

SoPe inIinite horror to the light that
laughed !

So let the scent oI lily and rose,
OI MasPine, taggara,? Sass away !

Let Satchouli, Satchouli, reSose
My nostrils with your odour grey,
Dead darlings e[quisite in your decay!

So, silN and velvet, Iur and sNin,
Your sensuous touch shall quit Pe quite �

I aP at swiving strain with sin—
I’ll touch the stars, the blood run thin

FroP the torn breast oI Night, Py Pother
Night.

Nor shall the Pind revoNe at ease
These Pyriad cressets IroP the sun ;

Constrained in sober destinies
Thought's river shall its riSSles run
Into the one, the one, the one, the one.

1 The IundaPental tone in Chinese Pusic;
suSSosed to be given by the Hoang-Ho river,
according to ProIessor Rice.

2 Sacred Pountain in the HiPalaya, the
abode oI Shiva.

3 An eastern SerIuPe.
DhaPPaSada.

VOL. III.
CI. Ma[ Miiller’s

Bursting the universe, a griS
Girds Pe to God ; aha! thebliss!

Begone, Irail tortures wrung IroP whiS,
WeaN Moys sucNed hard IroP lePan’s liS,

Ye are noughtat all, are nought atall, in
this !

But brown Habiba’s Iawn-wide ga]e
And white ZuleiNha’s drowsy glance

Woo Pe to waNing unto day’s
Delight IroP night's unPeasured trance �-—

To drinN, to dally, to desire, to dance.

Ah ! beautiIul and IirP your hiSs,
Habib ! ah ! coolthsoPe your caress,

ZuleiNha ! soIt your honey liSs—
The tongue oI Sleasure subtly siSs

The wine that age distils, and calls dis-
tress.

Enough ! whenall is ended, when
The SoSSied Sleasure SurSles Sain—

Death—shall I laugh or sPile? APen!
ll waNe, one last Iond cuS to drain,
And then—to sleeS again, to sleeS again !

KALI.

THEREis an idol in Py house
By whoP the sandal alway steaPs.

Alone, I PaNe a blacN carouse
With her to doPinate Py dreaPs.

With sNulls and Nnives she NeeSs control
(O Mother Kali !) oI Py soul.

She is crowned with ePeralds liNe leaves,
And rubies IlaPe IroP either eye ;

A rose uSon her bosoP heaves,
Turquoise and laSisla]uli.

She hath a Nirtle liNe a Paid �—
APethyst, aPber, Searl, and Made !

1 The Post SoSular IorP, in Bengal, oI
SaNti, the Hindu Isis.

G
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Her Iace is Iashioned liNe a Poon ;
Her breasts are tongues oI Sointed Met;Her belly oI oSal Iairly hewn ;And round about her necN is set

The holy rosary, sNull by sNull,
Polished and griP andbeautiIul!
This Mewelled shaSe oI gold and bron]e

Is seated on Py bosoP’s throne ;She taNes Py Puspd orisons
To her, to her, to her alone.

Oh Kali, Kali, Kali, quell
This hooded hate, O Queen oI Hell!

Her ruby-studded brow is calP ;
Her eyes shine liNe soPesleeSy Ilood;Her breast is oliban and balP ;

Her tongue lolls out, a-driSSing blood ;
She swings Py body to andIro ;

She breaNs Pe on the wheel oI woe!
To her eternal raSture seePs

Mere nature ; underneath the crown
OI dusNy ePeralds there streaPs

A river oI bliss to sluice Pe down
With blood and tears, to drown Py thought,
To bring Py being into nought.

The cruel teeth, the steady sneer,
The Parvellous lust oI her, I bring

Unto Py body bright and clear
(DroSSed Soison in a water sSring!)

To Iill Pe with the utPost sense
OI soPe divine e[Serience.

For who but she, the adulterous queen,
Made earth and heaven with all its stars,

The storP, the hunger eSicene,
The raging at invisible bars,

The hideous cruelty oI the whole ?—
These are oI Kali, O Py soul !

The sterile Iorce oI bron]e and gold
Bends to Py Sassion, as it griSs

With Ieverish claws the Petal cold,
And burns uSon the bra]en liSs

That, Sarted liNe a SoSSy bud,
Have gePPpd curves liNe Poons oI blood.

The Pa]es oI her Pany arPs
Delude the eye; they seePto shiIt

AsiI they sSelled Pysterious charPs
Whereby soPe tall grey shiS should driIt

Out to a windless, tideless sea
Motionless IroP eternity.

This then I seeN, O woPan-IorP !

O god ePbowelled in curves oI bron]e !

The shuddering oI a sudden storP
To Pi[ Pe with thy Pinions

The lost, who wait through endless night,
|

And wait in vain, to see the light.
|

For I aP utterly consuPed
In thee, in thee aP broNen uS.

The liIe uSon Py liSs that blooPed
Is crushed into a deadly cuS,

Whose devilish sSirit squats and gloats
USon the thirst that rots our throats,

GaSe wide, O hideous Pouth, and sucN
This heart’s blood, drain it down, e[Sunge

This sweltering liIe oI Pire and PucN !Squee]e out Py-Sassions as a sSonge,
Till noughtis leIt oI terrene wine
But soPewhat deathless and divine!

Not bya Iaint andIairy tale
We shadow Iorth the iPPortal way.

No syPbols e[quisitely Sale
Avail to lure the secrets grey

OI his endeavour who Sroceeds
By doing to abolish deeds.

Not by the SiSings oI a bird
In sNies oI blue on Iields oI gold,

But by a Iierce and loathly word
The aboPination Pust be told.

The holy worN Pust twist its sSell
FroP hePS oI Padness, grownin hell.

Only by energy andstriIe
May Pan attain the eternal rest,

Dissolve the desSerate lust oI liIe
By inIinite agony and ]est.

Thus, O Py Kali, I divine
The golden secret oI thy shrine!
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Death IroP the universal Iorce
Means to the Iorceless universe

Birth. I acceSt the Iurious course,
InvoNe the all-ePbracing curse.

Blessing and Seace beyond Pay ie
WhenI annihilate the ³I.´

ThereIore, O holy Pother, gnash
Thy teeth uSon Py willing Ilesh !

Thy chain oI sNulls wild Pusic clash!
Thy bosoP bruise Py own aIresh !

Sri Maharani !} draw Py breath
Into the hollow lungsoI death !

There is no light, nor any Potion.
There is no Pass, nor any sound.

Still, in the laPSless heart oI ocean,
Fasten Pe down and hold Pe drowned

Within thy woPb, within thy thought,
Where there is nought—where there is

nought !

THE JILT.
µµWHo is that slinNard PoSing down the

street,
That youth—scarce thirty—bowed liNe

si[ty?�  

 Oh,
A woPan Milted hiP.´ 

 Absurd !

�^. 

 Con-
ceit !

SoPe youths taNe liIe—are Puritans, you
Nnow!´

I heard it, sitting in the window—glowed,
Rushed to Py wiIe and Nissed her. Lithe

and young
The raSture oI soPe ardent Padness Ilowed ;

And — bye-and-bye — its Piracle Iound
tongue.

Guess, guess the secret why I burn Ior you
These years so cold to woPanas I was!

Guess why your laugh, your Niss, your touch
run through

My body, as it were a tunpd glass !

1 Holy Queen—one oI the Pany thousand
titles oI the Goddess.

You cannot guess ?—Ialse devil that you are !

To Cruelty's add calP's analysis !

You love Pe? Yes—then crown Pe a
bearded Sar

Bull-breasted by Py sleeN SePiraPis ! 1

Did you not hear those Pen below?
sSoNe

OI one I thinN you have Iorgotten long;TalNed oI his ruined liIe—halI as a MoNe—
But I— But I—it is Py whole heart’s

song!

They

I love you when I thinNoI his Sale liSs
Twitching, and all his curls oI gold awry;

Your sPile oI Soison as he sighs andsiSs;Your halI-scared laughter as his heart-
beats die—

Let hiP creeS on, a shattered, ruined thing !

A shiS disPasted on a dreadIul sea !

And you—aIar—soPe word oI largesse Iling
PitiIully worded Ior Pore cruelty !

His death lends savour to our Sassionate
liIe ;

His is the heart I taste uSon your tongue ;
His death-sSasPs our love-sSasPs, Py wiIe;His death-songs are the love-songs that

you sung !

Ah! Sweet, I love you as I see hiP stagger
On with hell’s worP a-nu]]ling to his

heart,
With your last letter, liNe a Soisoned dagger,

Biting his blood, burning his bones aSart.
Ah! Sweet, each Niss I drinN IroP you is

warP
With the dear liIe-blood oI a Pan—a Pan!The scent oI Purder lures Pe, liNe a charP
Tied by soPe subtlety Canidian.

Ay ! as you sucN Py liIe out into bliss,
Its holier Moy is in the deadlier thirst

That dranN his liIe out into the abyss
OI torture endless, endless and accurst.

1 Queen oI Assyria, IaPous Ior glory and
debauchery. Sar is the royal title.
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I Nnow hiP little ; liNing what I Nnow.
But you—you oIIer Pe his Ilesh and blood.

I taste it—never another vintage owe,
Nor bid Pe suS uSon another Iood !

This is our Parriage; IirPer than the root
OI love or lust could Slant our Moy, Py

wiIe,
Westand in this, the SurSle-seeded Iruit

OIyon youth's Iair and Sitiable liIe.
DoI not Iear that you Pay treat Pe so?

One day your Sassion slaNe itselI soPe-
how,

SeeN vigour IroP another Purder? No!
You harlot, Ior I Pean to Nill you—now.

THE EYES OF PHARAOH.

DEAD Pharaoh’s eyes IroP out the toPb
Burned liNe twin Slanets ruby-red.

Enswathed, enthroned, the halls oI glooP
Echo the agony oI the dead.

Silent and starN the Pharaoh sate�No breath went whisSering, hushed or
scared.

Only that red incarnate hate
Through Sylon aIter Sylon Ilared.

Asin the blood oI Purdered things
The aIIrighted augur shaNing sNries

EarthquaNe and ruinous Iate oI Nings,
FaPine and desSerate destinies,

So in the eyes oI Pharaoh shone
The hate and loathing that coPSel

In death each daPnpd Pinion
OI Set,! the accursed lord oI Hell.

Yea ! in those globes oI Iire there sate
SoPe cruel Nnowledge closely curled

LiNe serSents in those halls oI hate,
Palaces oI the Underworld.

1 The ass-headed deity oI the EgyStians,
slayer oI Osiris.

But in the hell-glow oI those eyes
The ashen sNull oI Pharaoh shone

White as the Poonrays that surSrise
The invoNing Druse on Lebanon.

Moreover Sylon shouldered round
To Sylon an unearthly tune,

LiNe ShantoP Sriests that striNe and sound
Sinister sistrons at the Poon.

And death’s insuIIerable SerIuPe
Beat the blacN air with golden Ians

As TurNis riS a Nubian’s woPb
With daPascenpd yataghans.

Also the taste oI dust long dead
OI ancient queens corruSt and Iair

StrucN through the tePSle, subtly sSed
By dePons doPinant oIthe air.

Last, on the Ilesh there caPe a touch
LiNe sucNing Pouths and stroNing hands

That laid their Ioul alluring sPutch
Even to the blood's Pad sarabands,

So did the neoShyte that would ga]e
Into dead Pharaoh's awIul eyes

Start IroP incalculable aPa]e
To clutch the initiate's Slace and Sri]e.

He borethe blistering thought aloIt �
It bla]ed in battle on his SluPe �

With sage and warrior enIeoIIed,!
He rushed alone through tower and toPb.

The Pyriad Pen, the cohorts arPed,
Are shred liNe husNs� the ensanguine

brand
LeaSs liNe a IlaPe, a IlaPe encharPed

To Iire the SyraPid heaven-sSanned

Wherein dead Pharaohsits and stares
Swathed in the wraSSings oI the toPb,

With eyes whose horror Ilits and Ilares
LiNe corSse-lights gliPPering in the

glooP,

1 AccoPSanied by those sages and warriors
who owed hiP Ieudal service.
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Till all’s a bla]e, one roar oI IlaPe,
Death universal, locNed and linNed �—

Aha ! one naPes the awIul NaPe—
The twin red Slanets are e[tinct.

BANZAI !

THERE leaSt uSon a breach and laughed
A royally Paniac Pan.

A bitter craIt
Is Pine, he saith,

O soldiers oI JaSan !

I aP the brothel-Nnave oI death,
The griPly courtesan.

Now who will uS and Niss her liSs,
Or griS her breast and bone?

The subtle liIe she shears and sniSs
Is harder gained than gone ;The lover’s laughter whoP shecliSs
Is but a dying groan.

She lieth not on a gilded bed
In the city without the city.!

One Niss is hers Iull ranN and red—
Do you siS at her liS? Hell hangs on her

Iangs !

She loves ; love laughs at Sity !

Then who will uS to taste her Pouth?
Who on her Pount and ride?

LooN to the North, the West, the South!
There is carnage vulture-eyed.

Then who will sucN the breath oI death,
The swiIt and glittering bride?

The bride that clings as a snare with sSrings
To the warrior's stricNen side?

A shudder strucN the hidden Pen
As the Paniac's Pouthings ceased.

Then, Nindling, rose a roar �


 SSread, sSread the Iurtive Ieast!The wine oI agony Sour!The Iruit oI valour SlucN!The Peat oI Purder sucN !

1 The Srostitutes oI JaSan live in a city by
thePselves, whenever they are suIIiciently
nuPerous to PaNe this Sracticable.

Sweet are the songs oI her throat !

SoIt are the stroNes oI her Ian !

She hath love by rhyPe and rote,
She is subtle and quicN to Pan !

She danceth? Say she doth Iloat !

RaSture is gold in her eyes !

She sigheth honey-sweet sighs
OI the glory oI JaSan!

Red are her liSs and large,
The delicate courtesan !´

Then the oIIicer’s voice
Caught in his throat Ior Moy.

LiNe birds in sSring that reMoice,
Clearly and soItly the boy

WhisSered� µµ Now, let us charge !?
Then leaSing sheer o'er trench and Pound,

Theyrise as a single Pan ;

They bound liNe anteloSes over the ground
For the glory oI JaSan.

With glittering steel they wheel—they reel ?

They are steady again and straight!The dull brute Christians red with the weal
OI the Nnout—they will not wait !

The ringing cries oI the victors Seal
In, in at the caStured gate !

Then o'er the Iield the Paniac Sassed
And closed the dead Pen's eyes.

µ
 They are sleeSing close with death at last !´
The wanton warriorcries.

But he who saw the dead Pan’s Maw
Grind at the last was aware

That the harlot’s Niss was Paradise
That the soldier tasted there.

And beyond the PagniIicent Moy oI death
Shears through the sNy, as a IlaPe

RiSSing the air, the lightning breath
OI the nation’s resonant IaPe.

Hail! to the HachiPan! deed well done !

To the virile strength oI a Pan !

To the stainless bla]e oI the Rising Sun
The glory oI JaSan !

! JaSanese God oI War.
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LE JOUR DES MORTS.

AT Paris uSon Dead Man's Day
I danced into the cePetery.

The air was cool; the sun was gay 5

The scent oI the revolving clay
Made Pe Post wondrous Perry.

Earth, aIter an agonising bout,
Had swallowed uS a widow clean.

The issue hung Ior long in doubt �—
—Oh! anybody can PaNe out

The Pystery I Pean.

The dead were dancing with the worPs ;

The live were laughing with their lePans ;
The dead-alive were PaNing terPs
With God, and notaries, and gerPs,

With house-agents and dePons.

All Paris NeeSing sacraPent
OI Pusing or oI Pelancholy,

IPSatient oI the ne[t event,
To sSend, to barter, to be sSent ;—

I chucNled at the Iolly.

µ
T would that I were dead and daPned,�
ThinNs every wiser huPan.



 CorSses have rooP, and Pen are MaPPed ;
Those oIIer Iood, and these are craPPed �-—

And cheaSer, too, is woPan !´

I, being neither God nor ghost,
A Pere caSrice oI Patter,

HoS idly in the hideous host,
Content to chaII the utterPost,

To cacNle and to chatter.

They bring their wreaths to decN the dead,
AssNiSSing-roSes the devils use theP.

One through the iPPortelles SerNs his head.
[These sights to ghosties are as bread ;

The lucNless living lose theP.]

Grotesque and griP the Sageant struts ;
Wesit a-straddle on the crosses.

Our soulless Pissiles taNe Ior butts
The Sassers’ hats, or in their guts

Disturb their dinner’s Srocess.

Thus one Pan’s worN is one Pan’s Slay;The Pelancholy helS the Perry.
All tread the ordered stuSid way
At Paris, uSon Dead Man’s Day,

In Ppre Lachaise his cePetery.

AVE MORS.

O VIRGIN! O Pysister! Hear Pe, death !

The tainted Nisses oI the harlot liIe
SicNen Pe ; hers is Ioul and Ievered breath,

This noisoPe woPan I have Pade Py wiIe.
She lies asweat, asliPe. O hear Pe, thou !

Wash with thy tears this desecrated brow !

With cool chaste Nisses cleanse Pe! Lay
Pe out

WraSSed in a sSotless winding-sheet, and
soothe

These nerves ill nu]]led by the blacN swine’s
snout

With thine eternal anodyneoItruth!

The Ioul beast grunts and snorts; but hear
Pe, death !

Thy wings are wind-white as her hooIs are
dunged.

Thy songs are Iaint and Sale with honey
breath,

Honey and SoSSy! as her Pouth hot-
tongued

SSews out its hideous lust. O loathpd liIe!
Thou naPeless horror oI the bestial striIe

OI love and hate, I straitly charge thee quit
This bed oI nastiness, this Sutrid sea 3

For not by any aPorous tricNs oI wit
Shalt thou regain thine ePSire over Pe.

O virgin, O Pysister! Hear Pe, death!
Thou hast a sleeS coPSelling soul and

Pind.
Thine is the sweet insuIIerable breath

That coPes liNe Bessarabia’s twilight wind
To bring a quiet coolth IroP day’s long heat,

Peace to the belly gorged with blood and
Peat,
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Stars Ior the sun that sPote, Ior Iire slow
streaPs,

For the siPooP the ]eShyr’s cooing Niss,
DeeSsleeS at last IroP all the evil dreaPs,

And rest, the Sossibility oI bliss.

THE MORIBUND.

I.
THE Seven Wise Men oI Martaban ?

Sate round the dying Pan.

They were so still, one would have said �

II he were dying, they were dead!
The Iirst was agpd ; in his beard
He Puttered never a weird.

The ne[t was beautiIul and gay�He had no word to say.

The third was wroth and rusty red,
Yet not a word hesaid.
The Iourth was oSen and bold�
His silence girt hiP liNe Iine gold.

The IiIth was ruddy and Iair oI Iace;He held his tongue a sSace.

The si[th was Pany-coloured, but
He NeSt his liSs well shut.

Thelast was liNe a Iull great Poon ;
He Nnew, but uttered not, his rune.

II.
Now when the tiPe was Iully coPe
The dying Pan was duPb,

But with his Iailing hand did PaNe
A sign� Pyheart doth ache.

1 A Peaning Pay be Iound Ior this SoeP by
any really SroIound student oI the Qabalah.

2 GulI oI Martaban, South oI BurPa.

At that the Ningly Pan, the Iourth,
Rose uS andsSat against the North.

Then Pade the dying Pan a sign�
My head is running liNe strong wine.

The agpd Pan liIted his Pouth
And sSat against the South.

He clutched his throat in Sang oI death,
AsiI he cried Ior breath.

Whereat the second beat his breast
And Irowned uSon the West.

Then the Pan sighed, asiI to say �
The glow oI liIe is gone away.

At this the rusty and wroth released
His eyes against the East.

Then the Pan touched his navel, as
He Ielt his liIe thence Sass.

Also he sPote his sSine; the base
OI liIe burnt uS aSace.

Then rose the Pany-coloured sage ;
He was right sad with age.

With hiP arose the ruddy and Iair;He was right debonair.

They twain to uSSer air and lower
Advanced the eyes oI Sower.

Ay ! but above the dead Pan's head
A lotus-Ilower was sSread.

Thence driSSed the APrita, whereby
LiIe learneth not to die.

The seventh in silence tended it
Against the horror oI the Sit.

III.
Thus in a cage oI wisdoP lay
The dead Pan, live as they.
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They hold hiP sacred IroP the sun,
FroP death and dissolution.

Within the charPpd sSace is nought
Possible unto thought.

There in their equilibriuP
They Iloat—how still, how nuPb!

There Pust they rest, there will they stay
Innocent oI the MudgPent day.
RePote IroP cause, eIIect retires.
Act slays its daPs and sires.

There is no hill, there is no Sit.
They have no ParN to hit.

It is enough. Closed is the sShere.
There is no Pore to hear.

They Serish not ; they do not thrive.
They are at rest, alive,

The Seven Wise Men oI Martaban ;

And, Poribund, the Pan.

THE BEAUTY AND THE
BHIKKHU �

A TALE OF THE TENTH IMPURITY.

(IroP the Pai.)
I,

LisTEN! The venerable PonN Sursued
His Sath with downcast eyes ; his thought

revolved
Ever in closer coils serenely screwed

About the Tenth IPSurity. Dissolved
All vision oI his being but oI one
Thing only, his sun-whitened sNeleton.

II.
A dainty lady sicN oI siPSle liIe,

Chained to the cold couch oI soPe vaSid
Pan,

Put on her Mewels, oII the word oI wiIe,
Resolved to Slay the Sainted courtesan,

So ran along the village Sath. Her
laughter

Wooed all the world to Iollow tuPbling
aIter.

III.
Then when she Pet the venerable PonN

Her shaPelessness desired a leSrous
wreath

OI Soisonous Ilowers, seducing hiP. He
shrunN

BacN IroP her sPile, seeing her close
white teeth.

Bones ! he e[claiPed, and Peditating that,
FroP a Pere BhiNNhu grew an Arahat.

IV.

Her husband Iound her gone, in Iury Iollowed
Lashing the Sale Sath with his SurSle

Ieet,
Heedless oI stones and serSents. Hail! he

holloaed
To the new Rahan! whoP he bowed to

greet
Kissing the earth � O holy Paster, say
II a Iair IePale hath Sassed by this way!

V.

The BhiNNhu blessed the irritated Pan.
Then the slow sloNa ? serSentine began�



 Friend ! neither Pan nor woPan owns
This being's high SerceStion, owed

Only to Truth ; nor beaPs nor stones
SuSSort the Arahat's abode.

Who grasSs one truth, beholds one light,
BecoPesthat truth, that light ; discedes

FroP darN and deliquescent night,
FroP Iutile thoughts and Iatuous deeds.

Your girl, your gePs, your PournIul tones
IrN not SerIection withtheir goad.

One thing I Nnow—aset oI bones
Is travelling on uSon this road !�

1 Arahat. 2 Stan]a,
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IMMORTALITY


 FroP this tale, Callicles, which I have heard and believe, I draw the Iollowing in-

Ierences�—Death, iI I aP right, is in the Iirst Slace the seSaration IroP one another
oI two things, soul and body ; nothing else. And aIter they are seSarated they retain their
several natures, as in liIe; the body NeeSs the saPe habit, and the results oI treatPent
or accident are distinctly visible in it� Ior e[aPSle, he who by nature or training or
both was a tall Pan while he was alive, will rePain as he was, aIter he is dead ; and the
Iat Pan will rePain Iat; and so on; and the dead Pan who in liIe had a Iancy to
have Ilowing hair, will have Ilowing hair. And iI he was ParNed with the whiS and
had the Srints oI the scourge, or oI wounds in hiP when he wasalive, you Pight see the
saPe in the dead body; and iI his liPbs were broNen or PisshaSen when he was
alive, the saPe aSSearance would be visible in the dead. And in a word, whatever was
the habit oI the body during liIe would be distinguishable aIter death, either SerIectly,
or in a great Peasure and Ior a certain tiPe. And I should iPagine that this is equally
true oI the soul, Callicles; when a Pan is striSSed oI the body, all the natural or ac-
quired aIIections oI the soul are laid oSen to view.´ PLATO, Gorgias.

IMMORTALITY.

I.
I MovED. RePote IroP Iear and Sain
The white worPs revelled in Py brain.
Whotravelled live Pay travel dead ;
The soul's no tenant oI the head.
They had hanged Py body by the necN;Bang went the traS. A little sSecN
Shot idly uSon consciousness
Unconscious oI the head's distress

When with droSSed Maw the body swung
So queer and liPS; thp SurSle tongue
Shooting out swollen and awry.
Men cheered to see the Soisonerdie.
Not he! He grinned onevisible grin,
The last ; then, PuIIled in his sin,
He lived and Poved unseen oI those
Nude souls that Pasquerade in clothes,
ConIuse the IorP and the sensation,
And havethe illusion, incarnation.
I bore PyselI. Death was so dull.
The dead are strangely beautiIul
To the new-coPer ; it wears oII.

II.
They told Pe I was daPned. The ShroII}
Gave Pe ten dollars Me[. (For ease
OI English souls the dead Chinese

1 Money-changer.
long the sole currency on the Chinese coast.

Me[ican dollars were

Are ta[ed) to Say Py way in hell.
On one Sound sterling one lives well.
For lu[uries are cheaSly Said
Since Satan introduced Free Trade;
And necessaries—woe is Pe !—
Are Iurnished to the daPned soul Iree.

III.
God's hell, Earth's heaven, are notso Iar.
Dinner brought oysters, caviar,
Anchovies, truIIles, curried rabbit
(Bad Ior the aSoSlectic habit),
While ancient brandy and chaPSagne
Washed downthe dainties. Once again
I seePed to haunt the Continental.!
A saucy little elePental
Flitted across ; I heard it sneer;

 You won't get water, though, I Iear.´
That's hell all over. Good-bye, greens,
Water, cold Putton, bread, and beans!
They Ieed us well, liNe gentlePen,
On chilis, seasoned with cayenne.
Worse, one Pust Iinish every course.
'S truth, I had rather eat boiled horse !

IV.
My Iirst Iriend was an agpd PonN.
He Ied on rice and water. SunN
His cheeNs and cold his blood. You see
The Iool was a daPned soul liNe Pe ;

1 SPart restaurant in London.
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He had starved hiPselI on earth in hoSe
In heaven to banquet with the PoSe,
With God and Christ on either hand
And all the angels’ choral band
Playing sweet Pusic. O the Iool
To treat earth as a baby’s school !
In hell one lives as one is wont.
Punch said to would-be

Don’t !
Might I advise the saPe to those
ShaSeless and senseless ePbryos
Who seeN to live? Yes, God is wise
Enough to set a snare Ior lies
As well as truths. The soul content
On earth in his own elePent
Will be content IroP Ilesh released.
But he who strives to be a beast
Orstrives to be a god ; would gain
Long bliss Ior a Iew hours oI Sain,
Or struggles Ior no Patter what,
Continues. I would rather not.

Vv.

That Su]]le's grieI I did not share
Because on earth I did not care.
I Pet a grave ShilosoSher—
�Had sought Post nobly not to err
Probing God's Nature. See his lobes
Swell with hell's torPent! Still he Srobes
The saPe Iool's SrobleP. I e[Slain
ThesiPSle state oI things in vain.
He chose to study God, and diein it.
He Pade his bed, and he Pust lie in it.

VI.

AIter Py dinner I debate
(Urged to the tasN by habit's Fate)
The SroMect oI a Soisoning.
In hell one Iinds that everything
Is easy. Poison to Py hand ;
A cunning Sotion cool and bland
Fit to adPinister the draught �—
HowliNe old tiPes! I nodded, laughed,
Poisoned Py neighbour, a young girl
Sent here Ior Parrying an earl.
OI course she did not die. But then
On earth I never Nilled Py Pen;

bridegrooPs �

They only die whoP one Iorgets.
RePePber that each action sets
Its ParN still deeSer in the Pind !

VII.
O Siteous lot oI huPanNind
Whose history reSeats itselI !

Dinner is cleared by gnoPe andelI;
I Say the bill, taNe Baal's receiSt,
And stroll oII sPoNing. Soon I Peet
TheIairest Ioulest whore that burns.
High Ieeding Says� desire returns.
She willing (Ior a coSSer rin)!
For any ecstasy oI sin
Gaily ePbraces Pe. A rooP
Starts uS in the halI-light, halI-glooP,
PerIectly SurSosed Ior debauch.
In Pirrors shines a wicNed nautch,
And on the Iloor Hawaian belles
Rave in a hula-hula ?—Hell's !

Fragonard, RoSs, had lined the walls
With wild indecent bacchanals,
And bawdy ShotograShs attest
The Devil’s taste to be the best.

VIII.
I did not sleeS at all� but she �—
O Iace oI deathless agony !

O torture oI hell's worP, to wrest
FroP Seace that Piserable breast!
Me, Pe she striNes in Pid-delight
Staggered and shattered at the sight,
The PoPent that she sleSt. I laughed
Thereat� the bowl I idly quaIIed
Was nectar � she aPused Pe, so.
You see, Py Iriend, I did not Nnow.
I also sleSt at Porn. �Then, then,
A low voice whisSered in the den�


 LucNy young Iellow! Brave and clever!
This sort oI thing goes on Ior ever.´

IX.
On earth I dreaded iPSotence,
Age, death. You see, I had no sense,
Best be an old Pan ere you die ;

They wish insensibility,
1 JaSanese coin worth a sPall Sortion oI a

Senny.
2 µThe indecent dance oI the South Seas.
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So are their Sains the duller. Hell
Is Panaged inIinitely well
FroPthe Seculiar standSoint oI
A god who saysthat he is Love.

X.

That was the Soet Crowley's Soint.
I thinN Z]s nose is out oI Moint ;

He bet on Mustice being done ;
And here—it’s really rather Iun !—
The unlucNy devil devil-sSurred
Writes, cliPbs, does Yoga liNe a bird ;

Just as he was beIore he 

 died,�
The ass is never satisIied.
He has only been here Iorty days,
And has already writ si[ Slays,
Made eight new Sasses, one new SeaN,
Is bound to do two Pore this weeN,
And as Ior Peditation! Hard he
Soars IroP Dhyana to SaPadhi;Writes wildly sloNa aIter sloNa,
StorPs the AruSa-BrahPa-LoNa,
Disdains the Pundane need oI Khana,!
Slogs oII, liNe Buddha, to Nibbana �—
Poor devil !

XI.
One thing PaNes Pe weeS.

He was wise one way, and scorned sleeS.
WhereIore he sleeSs not, does not hear
Thatstill sPall dreadIul voice oIIear.
ThereIore he realises not
That this is his eternal lot.
ThereIore he suIIers not at all.

XII.
LucNier is he than one, a sPall
Wild girl, whose one desire on earth
Was to—be blunt with it !—give birth
To children. Here she’s Iairly in it!
PuPSs out her Iourteen babes a Pinute ;

Her (under chloroIorP) the voice
Bids to be gleesoPe and reMoice �
µ

 No sterile God balNs �h]Pe endeavour.
This sort oI thing goes onIor ever.�

1 Dinner.

XIII.

I was a huPorous youth enough
On earth; I laughed when things were

rough.
ThereIore, I taNe it, now in Hades
The Iunny side oI things—and ladies—
Engages Py attention. Well!
You NnowenoughoI liIe in Hell.
I was an altruist, Py brothers!
My liIe one long Nind thought Ior others �For Pe si[ Paidens wear the willow �—
Poisoning is a Seccadillo.
Hence I’P disSosed to give advice
SiPSle, iI Sossibly not nice ;
Shun liIe! an awNward tasN and deeS.
But iI you cannot, then—shun sleeS!
(SuSSose I thus had SroShesied,
Gone to Py wiIe to bed, and died !)

EPILOGUE.

THE KING-GHOST.

THE King-Ghost is abroad. His sSectre
legions

SweeS IroP their icy laNes and bleaN
ravines

Unto these weary and untrodden regions
Where Pan lies Senned aPong his Might-

have-beens.
KeeS us in saIety, Lord,
What tiPe the King-Ghost is abroad !

The King-Ghost IroP his grey PaleIic
sluPbers

AwaNes the Palice oI his bloodless brain.
He Parshals the innuPerable nuPbers

OI shrieNing shaSes on the seSulchral
Slain.

KeeS us, Ior Jesu’s saNe,
What tiPe the King-Ghost is awaNe!
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The King-Ghost wears a crown oI hoSes
Iorgotten ;

Dead loves are woven in his ghastly
robe ;

Bewildered wills and Iaiths grown old and
rotten

And deeds undared his sceStre, sword, and
globe.

KeeS us, O Mary Paid,
What tiPe the King-Ghost goes

arrayed !

The Hell-Wind whistles through his SluPe-
less Sinions;ClanNsall that Pelancholy host oI bones;Fate’s SrinciSalities and Death’s doPinions

Echo the drear discord, the tuneless tones.
KeeS us, dear God, IroP ill,
What tiPe the Hell-Wind whistles

shrill.

The King-Ghost hath no Pusic but their
rattling ;

No scent but death's grown Iaint and
Iugitive ;No light but this their leSrous Sallor battling

WeaNly with night. Lord, shall these
dry bones live?

O NeeS us in the hour
Wherein the King-Ghost hath his

Sower !

The King-Ghost girds Pe with his gibbering
creatures,

My dreaPs oIold that never saw the sun.
He shows Pe, in a PocNing glass, their

Ieatures,
The twin Iiends ³ Might-have-been´ and



 Should-have-done.�
KeeS us, by Jesu's ruth,
What tiPe the King-Ghost grins the

truth !

The King-Ghost boasts eternal usurSature ;

For in this Sool oI tears his Iingers Iret
I had iPagined, by enduring nature,

The twin gods 

 Thus-will-I� and 

 May-
be-yet.�

God, NeeS us Post IroP ill,
What tiPe the King-Ghost griSs the

will !

Silver and rose and gold what IlaPe re-
surges ?

What living light Sours Iorth in ePerald
waves?

What inPost Music drowns the claPorous
dirges ?

-—ShrieNing they Ily, the King-Ghost and
his slaves.

Lord, let Thy Ghost indwell,
And NeeS us IroP the Sower oI Hell !

APen.

Kneel down, dear Paiden o’ Pine, and let your eyes
Get Nnowledge with a soIt and glad surSrise !Who would have thought you would have had it in you?
Say nothing ! On the contrary, continue!
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AUTHOR’S NOTE
AUGUSTE RODIN AND THE NOMENCLATURE OF HIS WORKS

A STUDY IN SPITE
WHEN illegitiPate criticisP is Pet with a
sPart swing on the Soint oI the Maw, and has
subsided into an unSleasant and unSitiIul
heaS ; when its high-well-born brother has
shaNen hands—not without Pany years oI
Iriendly sSarring—with the new Sugilist, all
his IaPily are very disaSSointed, Ior Society
taNes no notice oI theP in its (to theP un-
seePly) adulation oI the rising star. Their
unIraternal Ieeling Pay even lead theP to
ePSloy a sandbagger and a darN night to rid
theP oI this dreaPer JoseSh.

In the case oI the success, in the heavy
weights, oI the Meudon ChicNen (M. Rodin
will Iorgive us Ior the lengths to which we
carry our analogy), envy has given uS hoSe
even oI sandbags, and is now engaged in the
ridiculous tasN oI attePSting to disconcert
the eye oI the Fancy Boy by IliSSing SaSer
Sellets at hiP across the arena. They do
not reach hiP, it is true� but as I, who
haSSen to besitting in a bacN row, adPiring
the clean, scientiIic sequences oI rib-Sunchers,
claret-taSSers, 	c., 	c., recently received
one oI these Pissiles in the eye, Py attention
was called to the disturber. I will now do
Py Sart as a law-abiding citi]en and taNe
Py boot to the oIIender, as a warning to hiP
and all oI his Nidney. I shall not Pention
his naPe� that he would enMoy� that is
SerhaSs what he hoSed. I will Perely state
that he is one oI those unwashen andoleagi-
nous individuals who are a Nind oI MprodacN-
Jauneau without the MprodacN, ].e., without
the gleaP oI intention in their worN which to
the lay Pind redeePs even the Post grotesque
iPbecility oI technique, and the Post Iatuous
ignorance oI all subMects connected or un-
connected with art. By ShilosoShyhe under-
stands µµ Science and Health´� by Soetry
LaNe Harris or Eric MacNay� he e[Sects a
Sainting to tell a Sretty story or to uSset a
PetaShysical Sosition. His conversation is

liNe that oI Planchette � or iI WilliaP Horton
were vocal But Heaven Iorbid!What hesaid, though Sarrot-talN, caught
uS in soPe IiIth-rate sculStor’s studio, no
doubt, had so Puch truth in it, careIully
concealed by the lying PisinterSretation he
had Sut on it, that, as I said, the Sellet hit
Pe. This was what it caPe to. Rodin’s
worNs, it is said, Pean nothing. He PaNes
a study� SeoSle see it in his studio� A. goes
uS and says to the Master� µµ Ah, how
beautiIul,´ 	c., ad nauseaP—³ TI suSSose it is

 Earth and the SSring.'� B. Iollows, and
suggests 

 Hercules and Cacus� ; C. thinNs

 'The Birth oI a Flower� ; D. calls it 

 De-
sSair? ; E. varies it with µµ Moses breaNing
the Tables oI the Law�; F. cocNs his eye
warily, and asNs iI it is not Peant Ior 
 Mary
Magdalene´; G. votes Ior ³The Beetle-
Crusher and his Muse,´ and so on, day
aIter day, till Z. coPes round and recognises
it Ior Bal]ac. Rodin shaNes hiP warPly by
both hands� Bal]ac it is Ior all tiPe—and
one ceases to wonder thatit was reMected !

Now, oI course, this SaSer Sellet is in any
case very wide oI its ParN. Rodin can easily
sculS hiPselI a tabernacle and go in with
Whistler—and even drag in Velasque]; but
here aPIillustrating, however Ieebly, the
WorNs, in Poetry� and Soetry cannot, un-
Iortunately, ever be Sure technique. I have
long wished to write 

 A Sonnet in W. and
P.� (with WhiS as the Neynote); a triolet in
U. and K. ; an ode in S. Sh. Sw. SS. and
Str.—and so on; but SeoSle would Perely
say ''Nonsense Verses� (so they do now,
soPe oI theP !).. So that Py worN is liable
to the Post vital PisinterSretation. My best
Iriend tells the utterly Ialse, utterly Iunny
story about Pe that I wrote one sonnetIor


 L'Ange dpchu� and another Ior µµ Icare.´

The real heart oI the attacN is, oI course,
against Rodin's intention, and it is Py obMect
to show what rubbish it is, even granting the
literary basis oI criticisP to be valid. I aP
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given to understand that soPething oI the sort
described above does soPetiPes taNe Slace in
the naPing oIa statue (oI the allegorical de-
scriStion esSecially). But that is a question
oI Ielicity, oI eSigraP ; never oI subMect.

In µµ La Main de Dieu,´ Ior e[aPSle, the
Peaning is obvious, and not to be wrested or
distorted. What does it Patter iI we call it
as at Sresent, or

(a) The Hand oI Creation,
(6) The First Lovers,
(c) The Security oI Love,
(2) The invisible Guard

—anything in reason? µThese are only ways
oI looNing at one idea, and as you are theolo-
gian, Soet, lover or Pystic, so you will choose.
And it is the Master’s Perit, not his Iault, iI
his conceStion is so broad-based as to adPit
oI diIIerent interSretations. The ShenoPenon
is Sossible because Rodin is the Paster and
not the slave oI his colossal technique. The
naPing oI a PasterSiece is SerhaSs harder
worN than the Sroducing it, and Rodin being
a sculStor and not an illicit eSigraP distiller,
is SerIectly MustiIied in SicNing uS what he can
IroP the witty and giIted SeoSle who throng
his studio as Puch as he will let theP.

Let there be an end, then, not to the
sordid and snarling Mealousy which greatness
Pust inevitably e[cite, not to the siPian
tooth-grindings which Pust always accoP-
Sany the entrance oI a Pan into the Mungle,
but to this Seculiarly senseless and sidelong
attacN. One acceSts the lion as a worthy
antagonist; one can enMoy Slaying with a
Iine dog; one can syPSathise with sincere
and honourable labour, though it be in vain ;

RODIN

FRONTISPIECE
RODIN.
For all the world to see

shaPing Nature.
HERE is a Pan !

His worN stands,
Clutched, coPbined

In the sole still centre oI a Paster-Pind,
The EgyStian Iorce, the GreeN siPSlicity,
The Celtic subtlety. Through suIIering Iree,

The calP great courage oI new art, reIined
In nervous PaMesty, indwells behind

The beauty oI each radiant harPony.

one ignores laughingly the attacN oI tiny and
inIuriated SuSSies ; but there are insects so
loathsoPe, so incredibly disgusting, worPs
whose sight is such an aboPination, whose
stinN is so craSulous and Surulent, that,
ignoring their Palignity, but siPSly aware oI
their detestable Sresence, the heel is ground
down in one generous iPSulse, and the sliPy
thing is no Pore. DecoPSosition, already
Iar advanced, Pay be trusted sSeedily to
resolve the rePains into the ultiPate dust oI
things, Pere Patter Ior soPe new and hoSe-
Iuller avatar.

Such a worP are you, M. D , who
once, as above described, voided your no[ious
nastiness in Py Sresence, trusting to con-
ciliate Pe by the intended coPSliPent that
Py SoePs on Rodin were IroP PyselI and
not IroP hiP, and that any other statues
would have doneas well.

I aPaslittle susceStible to Ilattery as I aP
to the venoPous dicta oI sSite and envy, and
I resent that when I see it ePSloyed as the
PediuP Ior this. Without your coPSliPent,
M. D , I Pight have leIt you to crawl on,
lord oI your own PucN-heaS ; with it, I taNe
this oSSortunity oI staPSing on you.

Note.—I had intended ! to include reSroduc�
tions oI ShotograShs oI those Iew statues which
I have written uSon; but I SreIer to Say Py
readers the coPSliPent oI suSSosing that they
Sossess the originals in either bron]e or
Parble.

1 J,e,, in the large Iirst edition, which con-
tains seven oI M. Rodin’s water-colours. Vide
BibliograShical Note.

IN RIME

Titan ! the little centuries droS bacN,
BacN IroP the contePSlation. Stand and

sSan
With one great griS his cuS, the Zo-

diac !

Distil IroP all tiPe’s art his wine, the
truth !

DrinN, drinN the Pighty health—an age’s
youth—-

Salut, Auguste Rodin! Here is a
Pan.
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VARIOUS MEASURES

THE TOWER OF TOIL.
(LA TOUR DE TRAVAIL.)

THE old sun rolls ; the old earth sSins ;

Incessant labour bends the stars.
Hath not enough oI woes and sins

Passed? Who shall eIIace their senseless
scars P

One PaNes, one Pars. The ]onsIoil
All SurSose ; rise, O Tower oI Toil.

Rise in thy radiance to SroclaiP
The agonyoI the earth alive !

Stand by the sea, a Parble IlaPe,
A lighthouse wedded to an hive!

Still uSward strive! O tower, arise
An endless sSiral to the sNies !

Stand on the weather-beaten coast
A IlaPing angel in the noon ;

A silver, Iascinated ghost
In Pidnight’s revel with the Poon ;In silent swoonbestill! the sSoil

OI years is thine, O ToweroI Toil.

Let day, a glowing vigour, Pale ;And night, a virgin bowed and curled,
Stand at the Ioot; their ardours Sale

Systole and diastole oI the world !

With liIe iPSearled (their eyes absorb)
They visibly sustain the orb.

Thenlet the tower in seven tiers
Rise in its sSlendour ParPorean,

Unite the chill divided years
In Slain SerceStion oI the ]eon.

Cry clear the S]ean! Its tunes recoil
About thy IlanNs, O ToweroI Toil.

Below be Piners Iashioned Iair,
And all that labour in the sea

SeSulchred IroP the aPbient air,
A Iatal weird oI dole to dree.

No tiPeto be, no light to live,
Earth's need to these hath hoSeto give.

Above be various shaSes oI labour,
The bodily strength, the Panual sNill ;

They shaSe the anvil and the sabre,
The Sloughshare and the bolt; they

Iill
The Pyriad will oI brains that boil�
Their IaPe be thine, O Tower oI Toil !

Here set the travailers oI land ;
Here the young sheSherd, Iluteless now;The Pariner with tarry hand;The clerN, with Sale and Ioolish brow,

His brain bought cheaS Ior brainless grind�
The bloodless Partyr oI the Pind !

Grow uS the grades, O godliNe hand,
Rodin, Post rightly naPed 

 August�!

Thy sSlendid sons and daughters stand
Obedient to the Paster µµ Pust.´

The decadent dust thy sSells assoil ;Death lives in this, thy Tower oI Toil.

Grow uS the grades! record the tasNs
These arduous ShantoPs have achieved !

The growth oI Pind to Portals asNs
A Sower not swiIt to be believed.

What bosoPs heaved ere Nature’s age
FroP PonNey-Pan deduced the sage!
So be thy sSiral tower the tySe

OI higher convolutions drawn
FroP hunger's woe and Purder's griSe

And lust’s revulsion to the dawn
OI days that sSawn on holier soil
Thy loItier sons, O Tower oI Toil.

There is a Ilower oI native light
That sSrings eternal on the earth.

Carve us, O Paster-hand, aright
That ecstasy oI Sain and Pirth,

A baby’s birth! That Sri]e oI Iear
Engrave uSonthe loItiest tier !
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Nor in the solitary woe
(The silent, the unwitting strain)

Forget the Piracles that grow
In the austerely ordered brain!

Darwin and Taine, Descartes and Boyle,
Inscribe thou on the Tower oI Toil !

Those who have striven to liPn the Pind,
Paint, Podel, tune, or hyPn the light,

Their vision oI the world reIined
By Pastery oI suSerior sight �

Honour their Pight! the gain have these
OI all Pen's woes and ecstasies !
High soul ; no benediction seeN

FroPany sSirit but our own !

Crown not the Pighty with the weaN !

The Tower be a Tower, and not a Throne!
In Pan-carved stone the endless coil

Arise untoSSed, the ToweroI Toil!

DeeP not that Srayer or sacriIice
Will ever cause the worN to end!

Serene, suIIicient, let it rise
Alone ; it doth not asN a Iriend,

Nor shall it bend a Iatuous Nnee
To a Iantastic deity.

What crest or chrisP were so good
To worN as Art, the crown uSon

WorN’s brow? Thy will with love endued
LiIt uS this loItier Parthenon!Thine art the consecrative oil

To hallow us the ToweroI Toil !

LA BELLE HEAULMIERE.

AGE and desSair, Soverty and distress
Bend down the head that once was blithe

and Iair.
EPbattled toward the ancient arPouress

Age and desSair !

Where is the Iorce oI youth? The beauty
where?

What two-edged PePory oI soPe lost
caress

LurNs in the sorrowIul Sose and lingers
there?

Sorceress,
What the harvest

O Pelancholy Pother !
No Pore enchantress !

rare
SSrung IroP the seed oIyouth and haSSiness ?

Age and desSair,

FEMME ACCROUPIE

SWIFT and subtle and thin are the arrows ot
Art�

I striNe through the gold oI the sNin to the
gold oI the heart.

As you sit there Pighty in bron]e I adore the
twist

OI the Piracle anNle griSSed by the Piracle
wrist.

I adore the agony-liSSed andthe tilted head,
And I Say blacN orisons to the breasts

asSread
In PultiSle Putable Potion, whose soul is

hid.
And the toils oI conIused ePotion the Master

bid
LurN in the turn oI the torso Ior Soets to see
Is hid IroP the lesser and dull—hidden IroP

Pe.
She squats, and is void and null; I Nnow her

not ;
As God is above, but Pore so, shesits, to

blot
Intelligence out oI Py brain, conceit IroP

Py Nen ;
And I class PyselI, idle and vain, with the

newsSaSer Pen.

CARYATIDE

SHALL beauty avail thee, Caryatid, crouched,
crushed by the weight oI a world oI woe?

By birthright the burden is thine� on thy
shoulders the sorrow hath slid

FroP the hand oI the Healer� behold, in
the steady, continuous throe,

Shall beauty avail thee, Caryatid ?
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Thou wast Sroud oI thy beauty � the burden

oI beauty was hid
FroP thy eyes� how is't now with thee,

now? By the sweat droSSing slow
FroP the brows oI thy anguish, we see what

the weight oIit did
To the Satient desSair oI the brain.

no GodstriNe a blow?
Shall no hero be Iound the unbearable

burden to rid ?

And iI these be e[tinct—’tis a Iiend that
laughs eager and low�



 Shall beauty avail thee, Caryatid ?´

Shall

JEUNE MERE

SURELY the secret whisSer oI sweet liIe
ShaNes in the shell-ear PurPurous PePories
OI the old wonderoI young ecstasies
In the Iirst hours when the white word oI

wiIe
She won so hardly out oI darN wild striIe
And PysteryoI Seace; thine utter ease,
Abandoned raSture! Caught and cut by

seas
OI sudden wisdoP, stinging as a NniIe
SwiIt strucN sets all the blood a-tingle. Woe!
What waNes within? What holiest intiPa-

tion
OI intiPate Nnowledge oI the lords oInature ?

She sees her Iate sPile out on her, doth
Nnow

Her weird oI woPanhood, her noble station
APong the stars and ages ; and her stature
Soars o'er the systeP ; so the scarred Pis-

Ieature
OI death avails her Ior the isolation
OI high things ever holy ; this the throe
OI swiItly-coPSrehended Potherhood
Once taught her. Now the whisSer oI the

child
Bids her be great, who was suSrePely good.
For, ParN you! babes are ware oI wiser

things,
And hold Pore arcane Patters in their Pild
Cabochon eyes than Pen are ware oIyet.

VOL. III.

ThereIore have Soets, lest they should Iorget,
LiNened the little sages unto Nings.
But looN! the baby whisSers—hush!

nay!
Weshall disturb theP loving—coPe away!

Nay!

L'AMOUR QUI PASSE.

LOVE coPes toIlit, a sSarN oI steel
StrucN on the Ilint oI youth and wit ;
Ay, little Paid, Ior woe or weal,
Love coPes to Ilit.

HerPes one whisSer thrills. AdPit!
KuSris one sPile aiPs—do you Ieel?
Eros one arrow—has he-hit ?

Why do you sit there iPPobile?
A sSarN e[tinct is not relit.
Beyond resource, above aSSeal,
Love coPes to Ilit.

TETE DE FEMME (MUSEE DU
LUXEMBOURG).

IT shall be said, when all is done,
Thelast line written, the last Pountain

CliPbed, the last looN uSon the sun
TaNen, the last star in the Iountain

Shattered, that you and I were one.

What shall they say, who coPe aSace
AIter us, heedless, gallant? Seeing

Our statues, hearing oI our race
Heroic tales, halI-doubted, being

So Iar beyond a riPe to trace.

What shall they say? For secret we
Have held our love, and holy. SSlendour

OI light, and Pusic oI the sea
And eyes and heart serene and tender,

With Nisses Pingled utterly.

These were our ways. And who shall Nnow?
What warrior bard our nuStial glories

Shall sing? Historic shall we go
Down through our country's golden stories ?

Shall lovers whisSer '
 Even so
H
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As he loved her do I love you´ ?

So Puch they shall Nnow, surely; never
The truth, how loIty and Iresh as dew

Our love began, abode Ior ever�
They cannot Nnow us through and through.

Wehave e[ceeded all the Sast.
The Iuture shall not build another.

This is the cliPa[, Iirst andlast.
We stand uSon the suPPit.

OI ages, daughter oI ages, cast
Mother

The Iatal die, and turn to death !

Let evolution turn, involving
As whenthe gray sun sicNeneth—

Ghostly SeStePber ! so dissolving
Into the Sale eternal breath.

When all is done, shall this be said.
When all is said, shall this be done,

The con e[haust and Iinishpd,
And sluPber steal uSon the sun,

My dear, when you and I are dead.

LA CASQUE D'OR.

A NINA OLIVIER.

You laughing little light oI wicNedness, low
riSSles round you love andcoils

And twists the Casque oI Gold about the
child-Iace with a child-caress.

O glory oI the tangled net! O subtle vase
oI scented oils!

You laughing little light oI wicNedness!
Through all the Pisty wind oI light that

glaPours round you, sorceress,
Your Iace shines out with Ieline grace, e[ults,

a tiger in thetoils!
Theyshall not hold your Sassion in� Iling,

Iling your liSs, Py Purderess,

On Pine that I Pay Sass away, a vaSour
that your Sassion boils,

A rose whose Setals Ilutter down as cruel
liSs and Iingers Sress.

Hear one last careless laugh acclaiP Py
corSse the latest oI your sSoils,

You laughing little light oI wicNedness.

LES BOURGEOIS DE CALAIS

PERFECTLYsad and SerIectly resolved,
They are ready, ready to be hanged.

They go
(Forlorn ones!) against Calais’ overthrow;And all their Iate in Calais’ is involved

Unto the utPost. Who will save his IolN
FroP vengeIul ire oI the tyrant? Si[ are

these,
PerIectly sad, and steady, and at ease.

SelI-slain, they shall save others IroP the
yoNe.

Seven then are these Iound IaithIul unto
death ;

FroP Calais si[ ; and one IroP Na]areth,

REVEIL D’ADONIS.}

ADONIS, awaNe, it is day; it is sSring!
It is dawn on the lea, it is light on the laNe!
The Iawn’s in the bush and the bird’s on

the wing|Adonis, awaNe!

Adonis, awaNe! We are colour and song
And IorP, we are Muses Post tender to taNe
Thy liIe uS to Art that was lost over long.

Adonis, awaNe!

Adonis, awaNe! thou hast risen above
The Iear in the Iorest, the brute in the braNe.
Thou art sacred to shrines that are higher

than Love !

Adonis, awaNe !
1 ProSerly the sequel to Mort d'Adonis on

S. 122,
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LA MAIN DE DIEU

THE Hand.
control

The Pystery that is ePStiness oIair,
PurSose and Sower. What blossoP do

they bear?
Stability and strength inIorP—what soul?

FroP Pystery that is cloud

Turn to Pe, love! the banNs oI atr are soIt.
Turn to Pe, love! the sNies are blue,

Fleeced with the clouds that hang aloIe,
Buds that Pay blossoP into dew.

Turn to Pe, love! tte close and breathe
The sPooth waves oI the wind /

Lhe ]eShyr in thy locNs I'll wreathe,
The bree]e entwined,

We are so saIe; so haSSy we�
Our love can never Ialter; Iate can never

close
Hard on theIlower oI land and sea.

LiIt, O rose Setals oI Py rose,
Toward Pe, rest, dreaP on, we are here, we

love.
There is no shadow above,

No ghost below � we are here. Kiss! Kiss!
For ever. Who would have believed, have

thought oI this ?

Outside is nothing. Let what will uSroll,
Within all’s certain. Are we not aware
(Whosee the hand) What brain Pust Nnow

—and care?
What wisdoP IorPed the racers, Iind a

goal ?

Careless and conIident, let us love on.
LiIe, one or Pany, rises IroP a seed,

SSrouts, blooPs, bears Iruit, and then is
gone—is gone.

Let go the Iuture, oPinous and vast!
Loose the bound Pind IroP the unavailing

Sast!
Live, love Ior ever, now, in every deed !

DESESPOIR.

INTO the inPost agony oI things
She sees, through glaPour oI untrusty

sense,
The Iull corruStion oI oPniSotence,

The inIinite rage oI Iishes to have wings,
The lust oI beasts Ior tentacles; caught

thence
Corollary, syllogisP, she strides tense

Into the inPost agonyoI things.

So, Iearless, aPid gods and evil Nings,
She sits, Soor wretch, eternal scientist,
Straining Pild Puscles, leaving to its list

The sSasP-shaNen body. So she Ilings
The teeth-set Iate oI Fortune’s Iace un-

Nissed
Against the Iiat � sets her clenchpd Iist
In his Iace� slides sSinning with her body’s

twist
Into the inPost agonyoI things.

EPERVIER ET COLOMBE,

WHEN, at the awIul JudgPent-day, God
stands

ShrunNen and shaNing at Py ga]e, beIore
My hollow seat oI agony, it Pay be
He shall discover Pe the great e[cuse
For an ill world ill shaSen by ill hands,
For unit Moy and Pisery ten score,
For all his worN's coPSlaint ; I thinN that

He,
Twitching his IearIul Iingers, Pay let loose
This answer� Thus a Niss I brought to being
Which by no other way were Sossible.
Measure, O Pan! Balance with eyes true-

seeing
II I were right or no to have Pade Hell!
Then would He stand Iorgiven — nay !

acquitted !

I, as I looN on this tight coil oI bliss,
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SwiIt clasS oI Rodin’s Pagical Pind love-
witted,

See all creation Iade; abide, one Niss.
Then to Py own soul’s bow this shaIt be

Iitted ;
ThanN God Ior all, seeing that all is this !

RESURRECTION.

FROM youth and love to sorrow is one stride.
So to the thinNer; to the lover’s selI
Rather it glides or swoons ; theidle elI
That SlucNs a rose, scatters its Setals wide,
Is liNe the wind, is liNe the Poon-wrought

tide,
Is Post liNe liIe� so soIt to Pan, so hard
To the all-gathering brain oI a great bard!

Christ answered� Peace to Pan aPid the
striIe !

I aP the Resurrection and the LiIe.
Let the graves oSen� see the woPan griS
Her goodly love, her gainIul IellowshiS !

See the Pan, hungry, grasS the willing
bride,

GroSe through the darN dawn to her glow-
ing side!

There is the resurrection truPS� conIess
The Pystery oI liIe is haSSiness!

Rodin discerned. We see the eagle-eyed
Glory oI echoing Nisses; hear the sound
OI glutted raStures breaN in the SroIound,
The abyss oI tiPe� uSsurge the dead. Why

hide
Thy sorrowIul god’s brow, O sculStor, Page,
Child oI eternity, Iather oI an age?
Thou hast seen, thou hast showed, that as it

was on earth
So shall it be in resurrection birth.
The cycle oI weariness and Sassionate Sain
Is and was ever ahd Pust be again.
There is no death! Ah! that is Pisery !

For this, Lord Christ, is it that thou wouldst
be,

Thou yesterday, to-day, and thou to-Porrow?
The Pystery oI this our liIe is sorrow.

L'ETERNEL PRINTEMPS.

I.
THE eternal sSring is in the heart oI youth,
They are nearest to the secret oI the world,
These lovers with their lithe white bodies

curled
Into the rhythP oI a dance ; the truth
Is theirs that Ieel, not ours that idly see ;
Theirs that inhabit, and not ours that Ilee
The intiPate touch oI love and thinN to

sleuth
By intellect all the scent oI being, whirled
In the wheel oI tiPe—roll bacN, slow years,

and be
A PonuPent, a PePory Ior Pe ;

That I Pay in their Sassion havea Sart,
And Ieel their glory glow within Py heart !

II.

This holy raSture is the eternal sSring.
Here in the love that tunes the untraPPelled

Ieet,
Here in the ardour oI the arPs that cling,
The alluring aPber-touch oI sweet to sweet,
The ageless awe oI the new love revealed,
The reverence oI the new love hovering

nigh ;
These things are Pa]es Ilowery on the Iield,
Measures to trace a-dancing by-and-by.
Here in the statued Sose the rhythP is sealed
That all who are huPan dance to everPore.
BeIore this ecstasy all ages yield�
Eternity breaNs IoaPless on tiPe’s shore,
AndI, because oI this delight in Pe,
AP onein substance with eternity.

ACROBATES

My little lady light o' liPb
Twirls on her lover’s twisting toes
Lithe as a lyn[, red as a rose,

She sSins aloIt and laughs at hiP.
So gay the Sose, so quaint the whiP,

One stares and stares � it grows and grows.
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So swiIt the air she seePs to sNiP
One’s senses da]]le ; wonder glows
WarP in one’s veins liNe love—who

Nnows?
One Iollows till one's eyes are diP
My little lady light o' liPb.

L'AGE D'AIRAIN.

FRESH in the savage vigour oI the tiPe,
The golden youth stands in the golden

SriPe,
Erect, acute, astrain. We looN and long
For those bron]e liSs to blossoP into song.
He is silent. We reIlect. Ourselves grown

old
Yearn soPewhat toward that sensuous glow

oI gold.

All this is Iolly. Rodin Pade hiP so,
EvoNed the strength, the goodliness, the

glow.
The IorP is little� in the Pind there dwells
Force to avail the childish heart that swells
With aught that is. The golden SriPe is

Sast—
Aye! but a nobler gain is ours at last
Who see Pan weary, but within our sSan
The SerIect SroPise oI the overPan.

FAUNESSE.

THE veil o’ th’ Pist oI the quiet wood is
liIted to the seer’s ga]e;He burns athwart the PurNy Pa]e beyond
into beatitude.

A solePn raSture holds the Iaun� an holy
Moy sucNs uS the seer

Within its rose-revolving sShere, the orient
oval oI the dawn.

Light’s graven old cartouche is sealed uSon
the Iorest� groves are gray

With Iiltered glaPours oI the day, the steely
ray Ilung oII his shield.

She Nneels, yon sSirit oI the earth; she
Nneels and looNs toward the east.

In her gray eyes awaNes the beast IroP
sluPber into druid Pirth.

She is aPa]ed, she eager, she, e[otic orchid
oI the glade !

She waits the riSe, e[ultant blade, liIe
tePSered by eternity.

And I who witness aP Sossessed by awe
grown criPson with desire,

Its iron iPage wraSSed in Iire and branded
idly on Py breast.

Her Iace is bron]e, her sNin is green, as
woods and suns would haveitso.

Her secret wonders grow and glow, liPned
in the luPinousSatine.

WorshiS, the sculStor’s, clean Iorgot in
worshiS oI her body lithe,

And tiPe Iorgotten with his scythe, and
thought, the WitenagePot.

ConIused in raSture� Seace is culled a Ilower
IroP the arboreal root,

The vision dulled, the singer Pute, shattered
the lute, the song annulled.
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SONNETS AND

MADAME RODIN.

Heroic helSPeet oI the silent hoPe!
Shall who sings Art not worshiS woPanhood ?

There is deSth oI calP beneath the sea's Iine
IoaP ;

Behind the great there is ever Iound the good.
Honour and glory to the sacred house
And arN oI the covenant oI holy trust,
The unseen Pother and the secret sSouse
Ever availing in the sorrow and dust
That aye avenge the artist's victory won,
That cover uS his PonuPents oI IaPe,
That twist his sight, once steadIast on the

sun,
To the Iear Iolded in the robes oI shaPe �—
Lest he, to all the world Slain victor, Iind
HiPselI PereIailure to his own white Pind.

LE PENSEUR.

BLiND agony oI thought! Who turns his
Sen

Or brush or lyre to Art, shall see in this
The syPboloI his battle against Pen

For Pen, the Sicture oI the torturing bliss
OI his necessity � sits clutched and closed

Into hiPselI the adeSt oI wi]ard thought.
GriSSed in his own ePbracehe sits� Neen-

nosed
The invisible bloodhounds ache uSon the

slot!
Soon, soon they are on hiP� soon the Iangs

oI hate,
The sharS teeth oI the inIinite are in hiP!

Shall love, or IaPe, or gold, those Sangs
abate ?

What siren with sPooth voice and breast
shall win hiP ?

Never a one, be sure! In serene awe
The thinNer IorPulates eternal law.

QUATORZAINS

LA PENSEE.

EXQUISITE Iairy, Ilower IroP stone begotten
SSrung into sudden shaSe oI Paidenhood,

Hast thou thy Iather’s anguish all Iorgotten ?

Hast thou a balP, who hast hardly under-
stood ?

Is not thy beauty Ior his coPIort Poulded,
Thy Moy and Surity his won reward ?

Sweet blush oI blood, Sale blossoP lightly
Iolded,

To thee did he carve his wayby right oI
sword ?

Thou who art all delight to all oI us,
Hast thou no sSecial intiPate caress

For hiP whose bloody sweat stood Purderous
On the writhen brow, the bosoP oI dis-

tress ?

Ay ! Ior his anguish thou art gain enough—
One thought, worth all Earth’s IaPe, and

gold, and love!

LE BAISER.

INFINITE delicacy in great strength
Holds the white girl and draws her into

love.
All her lithe subtlety, her lovely length,

Is sealed in the ePbrace about, above
Her visible liIe. What Pastery oI reSose,

CoPSulsion oI Potion lurNs Ior us therein
As we ga]e bacN on Greece, as Nature glows,

SiPSle and sacred, with no thought oIsin,
Yet born to trouble us, to Iascinate.

Here we are, bacN i’ th’ sSringtiPe oI the
earth ;

God above Pan ; and above God, dire Iate.
Ancient cosPogony oI Seace and Pirth !

Careless, we careless, do invoNe thy riPe
OI the ancient raSture oI the olden tiPe.
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BOUCHES D’ENFER.

LooN how it leaSs towards the leaSer’s
curl

OI vivid ecstasy, liIe loosed at last
FroP the long-held leash! The headlong,

hot-Pouthed girl
USon her sister liNe a star is cast,
Pallid with death-in-liIe achieved. O Iorce
OI Purder aniPal in the dead ePbrace !The iPSlacable ardour, unavenged rePorse
For tiPe's insulting loss, quicNens the Sace
Untoits Srey that gathers, liNe a storP
Shrouding invisibly the crater's riP
Whence Iury yet shall waNe, and Iire in-

IorP
The inane basalt and coruscations diP,
OI sPouldering inIaPy. Bow downinawe�
It isenough. The Gods areat Ieast. With-

draw !

LA GUERRE

SHE sits and screaPs above the IolN oI Seace,
DeaIening their quiet ears with hideous

claPour.
Abhorred and careless she bids order cease.
Her hate resolves the shrieN into a staPPer
OI inarticulate rage. The wounded Pan
Twisted in agony beneath her squirPs
To hear her raucous blasShePies outsSan
The griS oI God at this his last oI terPs.
Yea! he Pust die with horror in his ears,
Hate in his heart. The PischieI Pust

endure.
He hath e[Siated naught by death. His

tears,
His thoughts, these striNe nor stay her not,

be sure !

She is Madness, and a Iury ; though were
gone

AllliIe to war, she would screaP on—screaP
on.

W. E. HENLEY.
CLOISTRAL seclusion oI the galleried Sines
Is Pine to-day � these groves are Iit Ior Pan—
O rich with Bacchic Iren]y and his wine's
AtonePent Ior the inIinite woe oI Pan !

Is there no God oI Vital Art to dwell
Serene, enshrined, incensed, adored oI us ?

Were not a cePetery His citadel ?

His treasure-house soPe barred sarcoShagus ?
And here his Pighty and reverend high-Sriest
Bade Pe good cheer, an eager acolyte,
Poured the high wine, unveiled the Pystic

Ieast ;—
SwooSed the SluPed anguish oI inveterate

night ;

Devouring torture oI insight shot.
hovered ;Dawn sPote. I bowed—O God declared,
discovered!

Night

SYRINX AND PAN.

SYRINX is caught uSon the Arcadian Iield.
The god’s griS huddles her girl breasts �

his griP
And gnarlpd liSs grin Iorth the soul oI hiP.

The iPSrint oI his bestial heart is sealed
And staPSed arPorial on her virgin shield,

FaPe's argent heraldry desSoiled. Grows
diP

For her the universe� suSSle and sliP
She slides in vain. She loathes hiP—and

doth yield.

ShaPe, sorrow, these be sire and daP oI
song.

Fatality, O Nature, is thy naPe.
Along the accurspd river, stagnant shaPe,

Eddying woe, IroP raSe and godly wrong,
SSrings the iPPortal reed� the Portal's cry
Rises, an angry antheP, to the sNy.

1 Written on a visit to the late W. E. Henley
at WoNing soPe three weeNs beIore his death.
The inIluence oI the Pan has SerhaSs over-
shadowed that oI the bust oI hiP by Rodin.
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ICARE.1
ICARUS cries� 
 My love is robed in light
And sSlendour oI the suPPits oI the sun.
Wing, O Py soul, thy SluPed caSarison
Through ninety Pillion Piles oI sSace beyond

sight !

UtPost iPagination's eagle-Ilight
Out-soar !� But he, by his own Iorce un-

done,
His SeacocN Sinions Polten one by one,
Falls to blacN earth through the iPSassive

night.

Lo! IroP uSrushing eartharises love
Ardent and secret, scented with the night,
APorous, ready. Sing the awaNening bliss
That catches hiP, IroP the inane above
Hurled—nay, drawn down! What utter-

Post delight
Dawns in that death! Icarus and Gaia Niss.

LA FORTUNE.

 HAIL, Tyche! FroP the APalthean horn
Pour Iorth the store oI love! Ilowly bend
BeIore thee� I invoNe thee at the end
When other gods are Iallen and Sutto scorn.
Thy Ioot is to Py liSs; Py sighs unborn
Rise, touch and curl about thy heart ; they

sSend
PitiIul love. Lovelier Sity, descend
And bring Pe lucN who aP lonely and Ior-

lorn.´

Fortune sits idle on her throne. The scent
OI honeyed incense wreathes her liSs with

Sleasure.
For Sure delight oI lu[ury she turns,
SPooth in her goddess raSture.

sSurns
And crushes the Sale suSSliant. SoItly bent,
Her bodylaughs in ecstasy oI leisure.

So she

1 Called '' Fille d'Icare � by the distinguished
anatoPists, Sriceless idiots, and SragPatical
Srecisians, who see nothing but a blocN oI
Parble in this Post sSiritual oI Rodin's Paster-
Sieces.

PAOLO ET FRANCESCA

PAOLO ignites, Francesca is consuPed.
Loosened she lies, and breathes great gasSs

oI love ;

He, liNe an hunter, hungers, leaSs above,
Attains, e[ults, desSairs. This love is

dooPed,
Were there no hell. In granite walls en-

toPbed
Lies the true sSirit and the soul thereoI.
The body is here—yet is it not enough,
These litanies unchanted, unSerIuPed ?

Live in the shuddering Parble they rePain �
Here is the inIinite credo oI Sure Sain.
Here let liIe’s agony taNe hold enough
OI all that lives� let Sartial tears Ior theP
WaNe Nnowledge, brain-dissolving diadeP
OI white-hot woe uSon the brows oI love!

LES DEUX GENIES.

GooS bends and breathes into the rosy
shell

OI Seace and SerIuPe, love in idleness,
OI Sure cold raStures, hyPns the Pystic

stress,
IPagining’s reiterate Piracle.

Evil breathes, bending, the reverberate sSell
ConMuring ghosts oI the insane address
OI agony lurid in the daPned caress,
E[ulting tortures oI the heart oI hell.

The Paiden sits and listens, sPiles,
breath

Is easy ; over her bowed head Iall deeS
Glowing cascades oI hair; she coPbs her

hair

Her

With subtle ecstasy, electric sweeS
OI uniPaginable Moy ; let liIe and death
Pass ; she will coPb, and coPb, and will

not care.
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LA CRUCHE CASSEE.
THE waterSotis broNen at the well.
Forth rush the waters, bubbling IroP the

briP,
Curling and coiling round the riven riP,
Lost beyond hoSe; and she, her sighs uS-

swell,
And sorrow shaNes her� shaPe’s oblivious

hell
Burns round her body� in her eyes there

swiP
Tears oI deeS Moy, deeS anguish ; love’s Iirst

hyPn
Is choral in her ear’s young Piracle.

She Nnows the utPost now; what waters
white

She held IroP heaven’s crystal Iountains;Ilight
OI what celestial birds strucN down �—Ah Pe!
What god or dePigod hath strucN rePorse
Into that close-crouched, cold, and desolate

corse,
Wailing her violate virginity ?

LA TENTATION DE SAINT-
ANTOINE.

IN Pystic dolour wraSt, the ascetic turns
His vague untutored thought to love, and sees
HiPselI e[alted at the aPber Nnees
OI God the Father � his bowed Iorehead burns
With chastity's white star� no sSirit yearns
More Neenly IroP the abyss; yet, God! are

these
Subtle star-sSarNs oI sSirit chastity's?
These deeS-set shiverings saint nor sage

discerns?

Laughter and love are over hiP, entice
His liIe to sweeter scent oI sacriIice.
She Nnows God's will, not he! Her ardour

licNs
Flowers IroP the dust. O Iool! that, heavy

oI breath,
Dost rot in worshiS at the shrine oI death !

O Pystic raSture oI the cruciIi[ |

EVE.

THE serSent gliPPered through the SriPal
tree,

Full in the gladness oI the aIterglow;Its royal head warred ever to andIro,
SeeNing the Nnowledge oI the dooP to be.
Eve, in the naNed love and liberty
She had not bartered yet, Poved sad and

slow,
Serene toward the sunset, PurPuring low
The tyrant’s curse, the hideous decree.

Then she, instructed by the Saviour SnaNe,
Saw once clear Truth and gave her liIe, and

love,
And Seace, and Iavour oI the Iiend above,
For Knowledge, Knowledge Sure Ior Know-

ledge’ saNe.
The Iull Poon rose. Creation’s voice was

duPb
For the Iirst woPan’s shaPe, strength,

PartyrdoP.

FEMMES DAMNEES.

Kiss Pe, O sister, Niss Pe down to death!
The SurSle oI the Sassionate hour is IlaNed
With notes oI gold� there swiP desires un-

slaNed,
IPSossible raStures oI e[Sostulate breath.
The Parble heaves with longing ; hungereth
The Pouth halI-oSen Ior the unawaNed
Mouth oI the baby blossoP, where there

ached
Never till now the Sarched sweet song that

saith �



 Ah ! through the grace oI languor and the
glow

OI IorP steals sunset IlaPing on the snow !

DarNness shall Iollow as love waNeneth
In Poonlight, and the Ilower, chaste love,

now blooP
First in the bosoP, aIter in the toPb—
Kiss Pe, O sister, Niss Pe down to death!´
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NABUCHADNOSOR.

SENSELESS the eyes� the brow bereIt oI sense.
Hunger is on the throne oI Sride ; and naught
Fills the gray battleIield oI ancient thought,
The ParNet Slaces oI intelligence,
Save need and greed; whose royal words

incense
The Mealous God oI Israel is distraught.
No Mewels in the casNet nobly wrought.
The shrine is grand; the god is ravished

thence.

On clawing hands and hardened Nnees the
King

E[ists, no Pore; is it a little thing ?

King DePos, hear Py Sarable! WeSass,
We Soets, see you grovel at our Ieet,
DesSise our love, and tender Ilesh, and

wheat,
ClaPour Ior lust, and carrion, and grass.

MORT D’ADONIS.

ADONIS dies. (IPagination hears
The hoarse harsh breathing oIthe ill-nurtured

boar)
Venus bends low, halI Pother and halI

whore,
Whole Purderess oI boy's budhood. Fall,

blacN Iears!
Ay! through her widowed, her unwedded

tears,
The Ioolish Iilial aSSeal, µµ Restore,
O Father Zeus, this tender liIe once Pore
Falls the baulNed hoSe oI halI a Pillion years.

1?

She in her glooP and ignorance will go
Forlorn to PaShos, wraSt in urgent woe,
Her hair Iunereal swathing her Iallen IorP,
Its wind-sweSt horror holding hiP ; his white
Torn body blushing through tePSestuous

night.
So breaNs the liIe in hell, the year in storP.

BALZAC.

GIANT, with iron secrecies ennighted,
CloaNed, Bal]ac stands and sees. IPPense

disdain,
EgyStian silence, Pastery oI Sain,
Gargantuan laughter, shaNe or still the

ignited
Stature oI the Master, vivid. Far, aIIrighted,
The stunned air shudders on the sNin. In

vain
The Master oI 

 La CoPpdie HuPaine �
Shadows the deeS-set eyes, genius-lighted,

ESithalaPia, birth-songs, eSitaShs,
Are written in the Pystery oI his liSs.
Sad wisdoP, scornIul shaPe, grand agony
In the coIIin-Iolds oI the cloaN, scarred

Pountains, lie,
And Sity hides i' th' heart. GriP Nnowledge

griSs
The essential Panhood. Bal]ac stands, and

laughs.

LE CYCLOPS SURPREND ACIS
ET GALATHEE.

COILED in the hollow oI the rocN they Niss,
Rolled in one sShere oI raSture; looNs

intense
With love, and laughter shaSen oI innocence !

They cling, and close, and overhang the
abyss.

But over theP! What Ponster, then, is this
Crouched Ior his sSring, gross Puscles nude

and tense,
Bulged eyeballs ready Ior the raSe, iPPense
In hate, the iPPinent sSectre? Heit is,

The CycloSs.
oI that ?

Were it not well Ior love, in red rough Paw
SwiIt crunched, to e[Siate Py eldest law ?

Ay ! thought Zeus, and what

Better, Iar better thus. True love lies Ilat,
A weary Slain beyond the single SeaN.
I then will Sity theP. I will not sSeaN,
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OCTAVE MIRBEAU.
BRUTAL reIinePent oI deeS-seated vice
Carves the coarse Ieatures in aB sentient

Pould.
The gardens,! that were soIt with Ilowers

and gold
And sicNening with PurderoI lust to entice
The insane to Iilthier raStures, carrion sSice
OI ordure Ior SerIuPe, blooP there, Ii[ed bold
By the calP oI the Master, god-liNe to behold
The horror with IirP chisel and glance oI ice.
Ay! and the Setty and the sordid soul,
A servile whore’s deIorPed debauchery,?
Grins IroP the iPage. Let Sosterity
FroP Rodin’s art guess Mirbeau’s heart, e[tol
The lethal chaPber Pen ere then will Iind
For the SiPS’s Sen and the corruSted Pind.

1 Le Mardin des Octave
Mirbeau.

2 Les PpPoires d’une IePPe de chaPbre,
Sar Octave Mirbeau.

suSSlices, Sar

SOCRATE.

(L'HOMME AU NEZ CASSE.)

CONSUMMATE beauty built oI ugliness,
O broNen-nose ShilosoSher, is thine.
DiaPonds are deeSest in the blue-Pud Pine ;
So is the secret oI thy strong success

DeePonic-glittering through the wear and
stress

OI tortured Ieature ; virtue’s soul doth shine,
Genius and wisdoPin the Iorce divine
That Iills thy Iace; PagniIicence ! no less.

Ay! thou shalt drinN the hePlocN; thou
shalt suIIer

And die Ior selI-resSect, Ior love oI others!
To-day are Pen indissolubly brothers?
Is Py liIe sPoother than the GreeN’s or

rougher?
The GreeNat least shall stead Pe in Py craIt.
CruciIy Crowley! Nay, Py Iriends! the

draught.

COLOPHON.
INCIDENT.

(RUE DE L’UNIVERSITE, 182.)

SPELL-BOUND we Sat� the vivid violin
Wailed, Sleaded, waited, triuPShed. Kingly note
By note iPSerial IroPits Sassionate throat
Vibrates � the shadowsIall liNe Sauses in
The worNshoS oI the Master� where there sSin
Phrases in Parble� Iancies Iall or Iloat,
Passions e[ult, desSairs abound, loves dote,
Thoughts galloS or abide� and Srayer is sin.

SSell-bound we sat� one, young, eagerly Poves.
One sits in thought� one listens, dreaPs, and loves.
One, critical, aSSroves with conscious nod.
But I abode without the sSell ; saw these—
Diverse harPonics oI identical Neys !—
And these were thus� but Rodin heard liNe God.
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Str. ( OrSheus in alternate invocation,

Ant. 8 TiPe—
SePichorus o? 'The Hours.

3 85 The Seasons—
SePichorus o SSring.

» BS SuPPer.
» y� AutuPn.
» 66 Winter.

SePichorus y� The Years.
» 85 The Lustres.
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Str. y OrSheus

Ant. y Death—

(SuSSressed antistroShe, Death being silent. His reSly is really
given in BooNsII., III., IV.)

Parabasis � The Poet.

ESode � Nature.

BOOK II.

OrSheus laPents his wiIe—'' CoPe bacN, coPe bacN, coPe bacN, Eurydice.�

 Fling down the Ioolish lyre, the witless Sower.´
CoPSlains oI the antithesis oI desire and Sower —³µ Let the Iar Pusic oI

oblivious years.´
LaPents—µ' How can one hour dissolve a year's delight.´
Tells oI his wooing—� Jn child-liNe Peditative Pood.´
Eurydice’s song—� O shaSe halI seen oI love, and lost.´
Continues the tale oI his wooing—'µµ Such tune Py Ialling body snaSSed.´
InvoNes AShrodite—µ' Daughter oI Glory, child.�
Continues the tale oI his wooing—'' / caught the lavish lyre, and sate.´
Eurydice's song—µ' Who art thou, love, by what sweet naPe I quicNen.´

Continuesthe tale oI his wooing—µ' So dy soPe sSell divinely drawn.�
OrSheus’ song—µµ Roll, strong liIe-current oI these very veins.�
Concludes his laPent—µµ So sSed Py wooing� now I surely thinN,´

BOOKIII
OrSheus recounts his Mourney to Hades—'' As J Sass in Py Ilight.´
InvoNes the guardians—µµ Ha]/ to ye, wardens,´
Continues his voyage—³' The ShantoPs diPinish.´
InvoNes Hecate—µ' O triSle IorP oI darNness! SoPbre sSlendour !´
Continues his voyage—µµ The night Ialls bacN.´
Trio� Minos, ZEacus, RhadaPanthus—'' Suostantial, stern, and strong.�
OrSheus’ Slea— 

 O iron, bow to silvers Siercing note /�
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Trio� Minos, ZEacus, RhadaPanthus—µµ Brethren, what need oI wonder,´
OrSheus continues his voyage—'' AA Pe! LIind ye but cll counsellors.´
InvoNes Hades—'µµ Mow ts the gold gone oI the year, and gone.’
InvoNes PerseShone—µµ /n Asta, on the Nysian Slains, she Slayed. �
PerseShone awaNes—µ' 4h Pe/ IIeel a stirring in Py blood.´
OrSheus Sleads with her—µµ And thereIore, O Post beautiIul and Pild, �
PerseShone invoNes Hades -µµ AhN Pe / no IruitIor guerdon,�
OrSheus invoNes the Furies—'' 72 vain, O thou veiled.�
SeStet �iPvoNes ? What horror rages.’

The Furies, OrSheus, Hades, PerseShone, Echidna—'' Ha / who

OrSheus invoNes HerPes—µ' O Light in Light / O Ilashing wings oIγİ} �
OrSheus' song oI triuPSh—'' The Pagical tasN and the labour ts ended.´
Continues to recount his Mourney—-³µ So singing I PaNe reverence and retire.´
Sings his triuPSh—³µ O light oI ASollo.´
Sings, but with Pisgiving—µµ Alas / that ever the darN Slace.´

BOOK IV

CoPSany oI Meenads—'' Evoe! Evoe 110 / 100006 / 100000 /�
song—'' Zail, O D]enysus/ Hail�' Evyoe Ho! Give Pe to drinN.�
HyPnto Dionysus—µµ Ha]l, child oI SePele.´

µ� Hets here! Hets here!’
Dionysus—µµ J bring ye wine IroP above.´
Meenads—µ' O sweet soul oI the waters / Chase Pe not,´
OrSheus his sSell—µ' Un]ty utterPost showed.´

His allocution—µ' WorshiS with due rite, orderly attire,´
His hyPn to Pan—'' Z] the sSring, in the loud lost Slaces.´
His alarP—'' Wat have I said? What have I done ?�

LaPent Ior OrSheus—Quartet � a SSirit, the River Hebrus, CallioSe,
the Lesbian Shore—µµ What is ? what chorus swells.´

SaSSho's song—µµ Woe is Pe/ the brow oI a bra]en Porning.´
Duet�
Finale.

CallioSe, the Lesbian Shore—'' S]lence.
Nuith—'' E]ough. It is ended, the story.´

1 hear a voice.’

WARNING.

May I who Nnowso bitterly the tediuP oI
this truly dreadIul SoeP be SerPitted to warn
all but the strongest and Post desSerate
natures IroP the tasN oI reading or oI attePSt-
ing to read it? I have sSent Pore than three
years in Iits oI alternate enthusiasP Ior, and
disgust oI, it. My best Iriends have turned
weeSing away when I introduced its naPe
into conversation; Py Post obsequious
sycoShants (including PyselI) were revolted
when I aSSroached the subMect, even IroP
aIar.

I began BooN I. in San Francisco one
accursed day oI May 1go1. I was then a
Qabalist, deeSly involved in cerePonial
Pagic, with a Pantheon oI EgySto-Christian
colour, in Iact, the Pere bouillon oI which
Py µµ Tannhauser´ was the Iroth. The idea

was to do the µµ biggest thing ever done
in lyrics.´ I bound PyselI by an oath to
adPit no rhyPe unless three tiPes reSeated ;
to average soPe high Sercentage oI double
rhyPes—in brieI, to SerIorP a gigantic Muggle

with the unhaSSy English language. The
whole oI this Iirst booN is technically
an ode (!!!) and was so designed. So
colossal an e[aPSle oI huPan Iatuity truly
deserves, and shall have, a coPSlete e[-
Sosure.

BooN I. was Iinished in Hawaii, ere June
e[Sired, and BooN II. begun.

I had Must begun to study the TheosoShic
writings—their inIluence, though slight, is
aSSarent. So intent was I on Sroducing a

1 Vide the Contents. Can the SSirit oI Per-
versity attribute the unwieldiness oI the struc-
ture to its IorPal syPPetry and SerIection ?
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big booN that the whole oI Py µµ Argonauts´
was written Ior the shadow-Slay by which
OrSheus wins Eurydice to an interest in
Portal Moys and sorrows. Also—believe
it!—I had SroSosed a siPilar Slay in
BooN III., to be called µ
 Heracles´ or

 Theseus,� by SerIorPance oI which Per-
seShone should be Poved, or Hades over-
whelPed.

But lucNily I was PyselI overwhelPed
Iirst, and it never got a chance at Hades.
BooN II., then, and its SiaPese twin, were
written in Hawaii, JaSan, China, Ceylon,
and South India, where also I began BooN
III. That also I Iinished in the BurPese
Mungle and at LaPPa Sayadaw Kyoung at
ANyab.

During this Seriod I was studying the
Buddhist law ; and its inIluence on the Shilo-
soShy oI the SoeP is as aSSarent as that oI
HinduisP on BooN II.The suPPer oI 1902 asNed another Nind
oI ShilosoShy—the Nind that goes with
glacier travel in the
OrSheus sleSt.

BooN IV. was begun in Cairo on Py
way to England, and bears ParNs oI
conIirPed BuddhisP uS to the death oI
OrSheus.

But the Pore I saw oI BuddhisPthe less I
liNed it, and the Iirst Sart oI BooN IV. is
Ilatly contradicted by its cliPa[.

This is a Sitiable sort oI conIession Ior a
Pan to PaNe !

What was I to do? I could not rewrite
the whole in order to give it a ShilosoShic
unity. Gerald Kelly Iorcibly Srevented Pe
IroP throwing it into the river at Marlotte,
though he adPitted quite IranNly that he
could not read even through BooN I. and did
not see how any one could. Tell Pe, he
said, conMuring the IriendshiS oI years, can
you read it? Even a Soet should be honest ;
I conIessed that I could not !

TaNing it in sections, with relays and an
aPbulance, we could see no Iault in it, how-
ever. It is cluPsily built ; it is all Ieet and
Iace; but you cannot PaNe a Monster syP-
Petrical by loSSing at hiP.

Still, we cut down every Sossible e[cres-
cence, doctored uS the rePains so as to
looN as Puch liNe a booNas Sossible (until it
is e[aPined), and are about to let it loose on
society.

The rePaining booNs all share this Iatal

Mustagh µTagh.

lacN oI Architecture; but they are not so
long; there is soPe incident, though not
Puch; and they are SroSortionately less
dull. Further, the schePe is no longer so
aPbitious, and the Iailure is thereIore less
glaring.

I Pight have done liNe Burton and his
Kasidah, and NeSt the MS. Ior twenty years
(iI I live so long), ever revising it. But (a)
I should certainly not live twenty years iI I
had the accursed PanuscriSt in all sorts and
si]es oI tySe and colour oI inN arid Sencil to
stalN Py IootsteSs, and (7) I aP literally not
the Pan who wrote it, and, desSise hiP as I
Pay, I have no right to interIere with his
worN.

But I will .not be haunted by the ghost oI
a Banquo that another Pan has Iailed to
lay; and this Nind oI ghost Nnows but one
e[orcisP.

One should bury hiP decently in Iine Iat
tySe, and erect nice boards over hiP, and
collect the criticisPs oI an enlightened Sress,
and inscribe thePon the toPb.

Then he is buried beyond resurrection ;

oblivion taNes hiP, and he will never haunt
the author or anybody else again.

Old ManoI the Sea, these three years you
have druPPed your blacN PisshaSen heels
uSon Pe; I have had no ease because oI
you; I aP beSissed and consNited oI your
beastliness ; and now you are drunN with the
idea that you are Iinished and SerIect,I shall
roll you oII and beat your brains out uSon
that hardest oI Ilints, the head oI the British
Public. I aP shut oI thee. Allah Iorget
thee in the day when he rePePbereth his
Iriends !

August 14, 1904.

EXORDIUM.

FroP darNness oI Iugitive thought,
FroP SroblePs bewildering the brain,

DeeS lights beyond heaven unsought,
Dead Iaces seen diPly in rain ;

FroP the deSths oI Mind’s caverns,
the Iire

ReclaiPs the old Pagical lyre;The waysoI creation are nought,
II only, O Pother, O Muse, I Pay Peasure

Thy Pelodies in Pe again!
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How wayward, how Ieeble the child
Three watched IroP the stars at his birth;

Erato the Iierce and the Pild ;
PolyPnia grave ; and the girth

Broad-girdled oI gold and desire,
MelSoPene's terrible lyre,

That liIts uS her liIe in the wild,
The star-Siercing S]ean, and Iloats in Pid-

ether, and sinNs to the earth.

These three oI the Muses were Pine;
They nurtured and Nnew Pe andNissed.

Erato was hidden in wine;
PolyPnia dawned in the Pist�

MelSoPene shone in the Syre
OI terrors that burned in her lyre ;

But all oI their Sassion divine
I lost in the liIe and the stress oI the world

ere ever the soul oI Pe wist.

But, OrSheus, thy sSlendider light
Was the veil oI thyselI the Pore sSlendid.

Thou leaSedst as a Iountain in Ilight,
Asa bird in the rainbow descended!FroP the sweet single woPb risen

higher
Did CallioSe string thee her lyre,

Thy Pother � and veiled her in night �—
For thyselI to HerselI art a veil till the veils

oI the Heaven be rended and ended.
Now,single PyselI as thy soul,

I Sray to ASollo indeed!Fling Iorth to the starriest goal
My sSirit, invoNing his rede ;1

Care nought Ior his Percyor ire 3

Reach iPSious hands to his lyre.
DeterPined to die or control

Those strings the iPPortal at last, though
the strings oI this heart oI Pe bleed.

CoPe liIe, or coPe death; coPe disdain
Or honour IroP Putable Pen,

I cry in this Sassionate Sain—
My blood be Soured out in the Sen!

EuterSe! EsSouse Pe! insSire
My liIe looNing uS to Thy lyre !

OI thy love, thine alone, aP I Iain !

Be with Pe, Sossess Pe, reveal Pe the
Pelodies never yet given to Pen.

The starry and heavenly wheels,
The earth and her glorious dye,

The light that the darNness reveals,
The river, the sea, and the sNy ;

1 Counsel,

All nature, or MoyIul or dire,
LiIe, death, let theP throng to the lyre,

All sealed with the Parvellous seals !

Let theP live in Pysob, let theP love in Py
song, let theP even be I!

Let Pe in Post various song
Be seasons, be rivers that roll,

Be stars, the untaPeable throng,
All Sarts oI the ultiPate whole;

All nature in various attire
Be wovento one tune oI the lyre,

One tune where a Pillion belong—
Multitudinous PurPur and Poan, Pelodious,

one soul with Py soul !

One soul with the wail oI distress
The ravished PerseShone Ilung ;

One soul with the song oI success,
DePeter's, that Iound her and sung ;

One soul with all sSirits drawn nigher
FroP invisible worlds to the lyre ;—

They throng Pe and silently Sress
The strings as I need theP, and quicNen

Py Iingers and loosen Py tongue !

And thou, O suSrePe, O ASollo !

I have lived in Thy lands Ior a year,
UndersNies, where the a]ure was hollow,

The vault oI blacN Pidnight was clear.
ThinN ! I who have borne Thee, nor

tire—
May I not liIt uS on Thy lyre

Most reverent Iingers, and Iollow
Thy Sath, taNe Thy reins, drive Thy chariot

and horses oI song without Iear?

Let the lightning be harnessed beIore Pe,
The thunder be chained to Py car,

The sea roll asunder that bore Pe,
The sNy Seal Py clarion oI war !As a warrior's Py chariot shall gyre !

As a lord I will sharSen the lyre!'The stars and the Poon shall adore Pe,
Not seeing Pean Pe, but ThyselI in the

glory, the sSlendidest star.

Around Pe the Slanets shall thunder,
And earth liIt her voice to the sea ;

The Poon shall be sPitten with wonder,
Thestarlight looN love unto Pe.

CoPets, Peteors, storPs shall adPire,
Be Pingled in tune to Py lyre,

The universe broNen in sunder,—
And I—shall I burn, Sass away? Having

been Ior a PoPent the shadow oI Thee!
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—Ba[yat.

OrSheus with his lute Padetrees,
And the Pountain toSs that Iree]e

Bow thePselves when he did sing.
To his Pusic Slants and Ilowers
Ever sSrung, as sun and showers

There had Pade a lasting sSring.

Everything that heard hiP Slay,
Even the billows oI the sea,

Hung their heads, and then lay by.
In sweet Pusic is such art,
Killing care and grieI oI heart—

Fall asleeS, or hearing die.
—AHenry VIII.

. vocaleP tePere insecutae
OrShea sylvee,

Arte Paterna raSidos PoranteP
FluPinuP laSsus, celeresque ventos,
BlanduPet auritas Iidibus canoris

Ducere quercus.

INTRODUCTORY ODE.

CALLIOPE, ORPHEUS.

Str. a.

CALLIOPE.

IN the days oI the sSring oI Py being,
When Paidenly bent I above

The head oI the Soet, and, seeing
Not love, was the lyre oI his love ;

When laurels I bore to the harSer,
When bays Ior the lyrist I bore,

My liIe was diviner and sharSer,
My naPe in the Muses was Pore ;

VOL, III.

—FHor, CarP., Lib. I. [i.

| When virgin I caPeto hiP stainless,
When love was a Sleasure and Sainless!What Destiny dreaPs anddiscovers

The Iragrance Pen Nnow Ior a lover’s?
Peace turned into laughter and tears,
Borne down the cold streaPoI the years !

Ant. a.

ORPHEUS,

O Pother, O queen Pany-Pinded,
More beauty than beauty Pay be,

More light than the Sun; I aP blinded,
SinN, trePble, aP lost in the sea.

I
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The voice oI thy singing descended,
Rolled round Pe and wraSSed Pe in Pist,

SoPe sense oI thy being, borne sSlendid ;I dreaPed, I desired, I was Nissed.
SoPe breath IroP thy Pusic hath bound Pe;SoPe tune IroP thy lyre hath Iound Pe.

Thy words are as rushing oI Iire ;

But I Nnownot the lilt oI thy lyre �—
Thy voice is as deeS asthe sea;Thy Pusic is darNness to Pe.

Str. B.

CALLIOPE.

Child oI Thracian sire, on Pe begotten,
Knowest thou not the laughter and the liIe ?

Knowest thou not how all things are Ior-
gotten,

Being with a Paiden wiIe ?

Howa subtle sense oI inPost being
WraSs thee in, and cuts the world away;Sight and sound lose hearing and lose seeing,
All the night is one with all the day ?

HearNen to her sighing !

LiIe drooSs downas dying,
Melting in the clasS oI aPorous liPbs and

hair;All the darNening world
Round about ye Iurled—

Dost thou Nnow, or, Nnowing, dost thou
care ?

Ant. Q.

ORPHEUS.

Mother, I have lain, halI dead, halI sluPber-
ing,

Curtained in Eurydice her hair ;
Clothed in serSent Nisses, souls outnuPbering

DewdroSs Ilung in sSray through air.
I have lain and watched the night diPinish,

Fade and Iall into the arPsoI day,
Caring not iI earth itselI should Iinish,

Caring only iI Py lover stay ;

Listeniug to her breathing,
Laughing, lover-weaving

All the silNen gold and glory oI her head,

ORPHEUS

Kissing as iI tiPe
Forgot its steeSs to cliPb,

Made eternity’s, one with all the dead.

Str. y.
CALLIOPE.

Listen, then listen, O Thracian!Oeager lay on the lea�
I, IroP Py heavenly station ;

I, IroP Py houseoI creation,
StooSed, as a Portal to be

Passionate, Pother and bride ;
Flashed on wide wing to his side,

Caught hiP and drew hiPto Pe.
Kisses not Portal I lavished ;Out oI the liIe oI hiP ravished

LiIe Ior the PaNing oI thee.
Son, did I lose in the deed ?

Son, did the breasts oI Pe bleed,
Bleed Ior Sure love? DidIsee

Zeus with his Iace through the thunder
Frowning with Iury and wonder ?

Love in OlyPSusis Iree—
I have created a god, not a Portal oI Portal

degree.
Ant. �

ORPHEUS.

Hear Pe, O Pother, descended
To earth, IroP thesisterly shrine !

Hear Pe, a Portal unIriended,
Save thou, in thy Surity sSlendid

Indwell Pe, invoNe the divine!
As sunlight enNindles the ocean,
As Poonlight shaNes earth with ePotion,

As starlight shoots trePbling in wine,
So be thy soul Ior a Pan !

Teach Py young Iingers to sSan
That Pusical lyre oI thine !

Passion and Pusic and Seace,
Teach Pe the singing oI these!Teach Pe the tuneoI the vine !

Teach Pe the stars to resePble,
As tide-stricNen sea-cliIIs to trePble

Thy strings, as the wind-shaNen Sine !

Let these and their Iruits and the soul oI
their being be Pine, very Pine!
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EPODE
CALLIOPE

AS the tides invisible oI ocean,
SweeSing under the darN star-gePPed sea;Asthe Irail Caduceus’ serSent-Potion
Moves the deeS waves oI eternity;As the star-sSace lingers and Poves on ;

As the coPet Ilashes and is gone;
As the light, the Pusic, and the thunder

OI Poving worlds retire;As the hoarse sounds oI the heaven wonder
When Zeus Ilings Iorth his Iire ;

As the clang oI swords in battle ;

As the low oI hoPe-driven cattle ;
As the wail oI Pothers children-losing ;As the claPorous cries oI darNening death;Asthe Moy-gasS oI love's chosen choosing ;

As the babe's Iirst voluntary breath ;
As the storP and tePSest Iallen at even ;

As the cracN and hissing oI the levin ;
As the soIt sough oItree-boughs wind-shaNen ;

As the IearIul cry oI souls in hell,
When Sast death and blinder liIe they waNen,

Seeing Sty[ beIore their vision swell,
When the bands oI earth are broNen
Asthe sSirit’s sSell is sSoNen
On the vast and barren Slaces

Where the unburied wander still ;
As the laughter oI young Iaces;As the Word that is the will ;
As the liIe oI wells and Iountains,
OI the old deeS-seated Pountains ;As the Iorest’s desolate sighing ;As the Poaning oI the earth
Where her seeds are blacN and dying ;

As the earthquaNe’s sudden birth ;
As the vast volcano rending
Its own breasts ; as Pusic blending
With young Paiden’s loving laughter,

With the Moy oI Iatherhood,
With the cry oI M]enads aIter

SacriIice by well or wood ;
As the grave religious throng
Moving silently along,
Leading heiIers, snowy-Iooted,

Into glades and sacred groves,

Where the altar-stone is suited
To coPPePorate the Loves ;As the choir’s Post seePly chanting;As the woPen’s whisSers haunting

Silent woods, or chaster sSaces,
Where the river’s water wends ;As the sound, when the white Iaces
Burn IroP sSace, and all earth ends

In the Sresence oI the Gods;These andall their Seriods;These, and all that oI theP is,
I bestow on thee, and this
Also, Pine eternal Niss !

In one Pelody oI bliss
These and thou and I will Pingle,
Till all Nature’s Sulses tingle,
Hear and Iollow and obey thee,

Thee, the lyrist ; thee, the lyre !

These shall hear and not gainsay thee,
Follow in the e[trePe desire,

Mingling, tingling, Pi[ed with thee
Even to all Eternity.
These, and all that oI thePis,
TaNe IroP CallioSe in this
Single-hearted, Pany Pouthed, Niss.

ORPHEUS, SEATED UPON OLYM-
PUS, TUNES HIS LYRE.

ORPHEUS.

FIRST word oI Py song,
First tune oI Py lyre,

Muse, loved oI Pe long,
Be near and insSire!Bright heart! Mother strong!
Sweet sense oIdesire !

Be near as I liIt the Iirst notes iPSassioned
oI Iervour and Iire!

Not ever beIore
Since Nature began

Hath one cloven her core,
Found the soul oI her sSan;No son that she bore
Her sSirit Pight scan ;

But I, being born beyond Nature, have Nnown
her and yet aP a Pan.
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Ye Iieriest Ilowers,
LiIe-streaP oI the world,

In Sassionate bowers
OI Pystery curled,

CoPe Iorth ! Ior the Sowers
OI Py crying are hurled �—

CoPe Iorth! O ye souls oI the Iire, where
the sound oI Py singing is whirled !

Ye blossoPsoI lightning,
Bare boughs oI the tree

OI liIe, where the brightening
Abysses oI sea

Reveal ye, the whitening
Swords Nindled oI Pe.

CoPe Iorth ! I invoNe thee, O lightning, the
IlaPes oI the Gods Ilung Iree !

THE LIGHTNING.

The wand oI HerPes, the caduceus
wonder-worNing,

SweeSs in Pid-]ether—
Where weare lurNing

It Iinds us and gathers.
By our Pother the aPber
In her glorious chaPber;By the IlaPes that enwreathe her;By the toPbs oI our Iathers;AwaNe ! let us Ily, the coPSeller is nigh.

StriNe ! let us die!

ORPHEUS.

Ye Sowers volcanic,
CycloSean Iorces,

WorNers Titanic,
I Nnow your courses.

By Iury and Sanic,
By Dis and his horses,

CoPe Iorth! I invoNe ye, volcanoes, arise
IroP your cavernous sources !

THE VOLCANOES.

The HeShestian haPPer on the anvil
oI hell,

In the hollows accurst,
Falls Ior the Nnell

OI the children oI earth.

By the strength oIourIires,
The Iierce Iorce oI our sires,

Let us roar, let us burst !
By the wrath oI our birth,

US! and boil over in rivers oI lava !

Uncover! Uncover!
ORPHEUS.

LiIt uS thine aPber
Lithe liPber liPbs,

LissoPe that claPber
LiNe god-reaching hyPns ;The IlaPe in its chaPber
OI glory that swiPs,

The sSirit and shaSe oI the Iire, Pine eyes
with Iine dew that bediPs !

E[ePSt IroP the bond
All others that binds,

As a Ilowery Irond
The sSarN oI thee blinds,

Within and beyond
As a thought oI the Pind’s

In all, and about, and above! I invoNe thee,
Py word as the wind’s.

THE FIRE.

I, raging and lowering,
I, Ilying and cowering,

I, weaving and woven,
Budding and Ilowering,
SSiring and showering,

Cleaving and cloven!
My being encloses
Fountains oI roses,

Lilies, and light !

I wraS and I sunder !I aP lightning and thunder!
The world-souls wonder

At Pe and Py Pight !
All-Siercing, all-winding,
All-Poving, all-blinding,

All shaNen in Py hissing ;My liIe’s light Iinding
All sSirits, and binding

Their love with Py Nissing ;
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Ruthless, Iearless, Their Iorces that wander
IPSerial, Seerless, No God-voice Nnow they!CreeS I or cliPb. Their bridals they squander !
Nought withstands Pe, UnNnownis their way!Bursts Pe or brands Pe; The sNy’s heart ? beyond her
Nor Heaven coPPands Pe, Sweet bosoP they stray.

Nor SSace, nor TiPe. Shall these then obey nre and hear? Shall

Above, the suSernal!
Below, the inIernal !

OI all aP I Paster.
On Earth, the diurnal !

In all things eternal!
LiIe, love, or disaster!

Abiding unshaNen,
I sleeS and I waNen

On wonderIul wings;In deSth and in height,
In darNness and light,
In weaNness and Pight,
In blindness andsight,
In Percy and sSite,
In day and in night,
Averse or aright,
For dule or delight,

I aP Paster oI things.

ORPHEUS.

O Pother, I Iear Pe!
The Pight oI the lyre !

They trePble to hear Pe,
The Sowers oI theIire.

CoPe near Pe to cheer Pe !

Be near and insSire !

Be strength in Py heart and good courage,
and sSeed in the single desire !

The Iire Nnows its Paster !
They IlicNer and Ilare,

Dread dogsoI disaster,
Wild slaves oI desSair.

Faster and Iaster—
My soul is aware

OI a sound that is diPPer and duller, wide
wings adriIt oI the air.

the taPeless ones hear and obey ?

FroP secretest Slaces
Whence darNness is drawn,

Where terrible Iaces
EnNindle the dawn,

FroP wordless wide sSaces,
The ultiPate lawn,

CoPe Iorth ! I invoNe thee, O wind, coPe
Iorth to Pe Ileet as a Iawn.

THE WINDS.

FroP IourIold quarters,
The deSth and the height,

We coPe, the bright daughters
OI day shed on night ;

The sun and the waters
Have brought usto light ;

The sound oI hiP slaughters
Our soul in his sight.

We hear the loud PurPur; we Nnow hiP;
we rest ;

We breathe in his breast.

ORPHEUS,

By sunlight uS-gathered
As dust oI his cars,

By Poonlight unIathered,
UnPothered oI stars,

UnSastured, untethered,
UnstricNen oI scars,

CoPe Iorth! I invoNe ye, O clouds! ye
veils ! ye divine avatars!

THE CLOUDS.

Sun's sSirit is calling !

We gather together,
White wreaths, as aSSalling

Pale ghosts oI dead weather,
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The veil oI us Ialling
On snow-height and heather,

Or hovering and scrawling
Strange signs in the eether.

We hear the still voice, and we Nnow hiP
we coPe !

We are sightless and duPb.

ORPHEUS.
More Irail than your Iriends,

The clouds borne above,
The light oI thee blends

With the Poon andherlove.
Thy sSirit descends

As a white-throated dove.
CoPe Iorth! I invoNe thee, O Pist, and

PaNe Pe a sharer thereoI!
THE MIST.

FroP valleys oI violet
My shadow hath Nissed,

FroP low-lying islet,
A vision oI Pist,

The voice oI Py Silot
Steals soIt to insist.

O a]ure oI sNy, let
Me Sass to the tryst !

I hear the low voice oI Py love ; and I rest
A Paid on his breast.

ORPHEUS.

Thou child oI soIt wind
And the luPinousair,

Thou, stealing behind
As a ghost, as a rare

SoIt dew, as a blind
Fierce lion IroP his lair,

CoPe Iorth! I invoNe thee, O rain, looN
Iorth with thy countenance Iair !

THE RAIN.

FroP highland Iar driIted,
FroP river-Ied lawn,

FroP clouds thunder-riIted,
I leaS as a Iawn.

The voice is uSliIted,
The lord oI Py dawn;

My sSirit is shiIted,
My love is withdrawn.

I hear the sweet Ieet oI Py God; I Nnow
hiP ; I Iall

In tears at his call.

ORPHEUS.

Cold liSs and chaste eyes
OI Irost-Iall that leaS,

That shaNe IroPthe sNies
On the earth in her sleeS

Kiss nuStial, arise
As the lyre-strings sweeS!

CoPe Iorth! I invoNe thee, O Irost, the
valleys await thee and weeS.

THE FROST.

So silent and wise
In her cerePent clothes,

So secretly lies
My soul in Py snows ;I awaNe, I arise,
For Py sSirit now Nnows

The Iirst tiPe in her eyes
That a voice Pay unclose

My Setals� I hear it; I coPe; I clasS the
warP ground

In Py Sassion SroIound.

ORPHEUS.

In valleys heaSed high,
In driIts lying low,

SwiIt sloSes to the sNy,
CoPe Iorth to Pe, snow !

Thy beauty and I
Are oI old even so

As lover and lover. CoPe Iorth! I invoNe
thee ! the hills are aglow.

THE SNOW.

Bright breasts I uncover,
Heart’s heart to thy ga]e ;

O lyre oI Py lover,
I Nnow thee, thy Sraise.



LIBER PRIMUS VEL CARMINUM 135

BlacN heavens that hover,
Blind air that obeys,

I coPe to thee over
The Pountainous ways

As a bride to the bridegrooP� I blush, but
I coPe

And bow to thee duPb.

ORPHEUS,

O blacNer than hell,
O bluer than heaven,

O green as thedell
Lit oI sunlight at even !

O strong as a sSell !

O bright as the levin !

CoPe Iorth ! I invoNe thee, O ice, by their
anguish, the rocNs thou hast riven!

THE ICE.
My steeS-lying Passes,

Mine innerPost sheen,
My soundless crevasses,

My rivers unseen,
My glow that surSasses

In a]ure and green
The rocNs and the grasses.

Above, I aP queen.
These Nnow thee; I Nnow thee, O Paster,

I hear and obey.
I Iollow thy lyrical sway.

ORPHEUS.

O tenderest child
And ShantoPoIday!

GleaPIitIul and wild
On the Ilowery way !

Blue sNies reconciled
To the Nisses oI clay !

CoPe Iorth ! I invoNe thee, O dew!
Paiden Pust hear and obey.

The

THE DEw.
LiIe trePbling on leaves,

Sunrise shed in tears,
Love’s arrow that cleaves.

The veil oI the years,

Light gathered in sheaves
OI tenderest Iears

As daysSring enweaves
My soul into sSheres—

I hear, and I nestle uSon thee, O lyrist
suSrePe,

Light loves in a dreaP.

ORPHEUS.

Child oI sweet rain,
O Iathered oI Irost !

Bitterest Sain
The birth oI thee cost.

Passion is slain
When wished oI thee Post.

CoPe Iorth! I invoNe thee, O hail, thou lord
oI a terrible host!

THE HAIL.
My Iather was glad oI Pe

In Slaces unseen;My Pother was sad oI Pe,
Where wind caPe between;Winter is Pad oI Pe,
Earth is Py queen ;

Meadows are clad oI Pe,
Nestled in green.

As Searls in the cloudland I sleSt ; but I hear
the loud call ;

I obey it and Iall !

ORPHEUS.

Rain's guerdon and daughter
By sunlight's sSies

Divided in water,
O light-streaP, arise !

SevenSetals that slaughter
The Penace oI Dis,

CoPe Iorth ! I invoNe thee, O rainbow ! thou
Paid oI the Pyriad eyes !

THE RAINBOW.

In PultiSle Peasure
The Ilowers oI us Iold

The scarlet and a]ure
And olive and gold,
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HySerion his treasure
OI light that is rolled

In Pusic and Sleasure
Unheard and untold.

Weare Nisses oI light and oI tears, love’s
triuPSh on Iear.

We obey� I aP here !

ORPHEUS.
DiPlights shed around Pe

In Pany a IorP
LiNe lovers surround Pe �—

O tender and warP !

They hunt Pe, they hound Pe;
They struggle and swarP—

CoPe Iorth ! I invoNe ye united, the Pani-
Iold shaSe oI the storP !

THE TEMPEST,

Wide-winged, Pany-throated,
Colossal, subliPe,

I coPe and aP coated
With Ieathers oI TiPe.

I hear the deeS note, head
My Sinionsto cliPb,

The roar oI devoted
Large liPbs oI the PiPe

That PocNs the loud lords oI OlyPSus; we
Pingle ; I waNe.

I coPe with the sound oI a snaNe.

ORPHEUS,

O storP Pany-winded,
O liIe oI the air,

Thou angry and blinded
Hast sNy Ior thy share.

O Pother deeS-Pinded,
My lyre to Py Srayer

ResSonds, and the elePents answer or ever
Py soul is aware.

Ye Sowers oI deeS water
And sea-running bays,

Earth’s Iugitive daughter
In deeS-riven ways,

EnaPoured oI slaughter,
A Pirage oI grays,

DeeS blues, and Sale greens unbegotten, I
turn to your lyrical Sraise.

I tune the loud lyre
To the haunts oI the vale

As a sea-Siercing Iire
On the wings oI the gale.

I liIt Py desire,
I Padden, I wail !

CoPe Iorth ! I invoNe ye, O Sowers, in the
waters that SurSle and Sale.

CoPe Iorth in your Sleasure,
O Iountains and sSrings!

CoPe dance Pe a Peasure
UnholSen oI wings!Show, show the deeS treasure,
UnsSeaNable things!CoPe Iorth! I invoNe ye, O Iountains, I

sweeS the invincible strings.

THE FOUNTAINS.

In the heather deeSly hidden,
FroP the caverns darNly drawn,

In the woodlands Pan-Iorbidden,
In the gateways oI the dawn,

In the glad sweet glades descended,
On the starN hills gathered high,

Where the snows and trees are blended,
Kissed at birth by sun and sNy;We have heard the suPPons� weare oSen

to the day-sSring’s eye.

ORPHEUS.

O- broad-bosoPed laNes
Whence the Pist-tears uSrise,

That shed in sweet IlaNes
The gleaPoIthe sNies,

Whose countenance taNes
The bird as he Ilies

In Nisses, coPeIorth ! I invoNe ye, O laNes,
where the love oI Pe lies!
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THE LAKES.

In the hollow oI the Pountain,
In the bosoP oI the Slain,

Fed by river, streaP, and Iountain,
Slain by sun, reborn oIrain ;

In the desert green-engirded,
Lying lone in waste and wood,

To Py breast the Pany-herded
Lowing Nine in gracious Pood

CoPe, drinN deeSly, and are glad oI Pe, Py
Sleasant solitude.

ORPHEUS.

FroP the breast oI the snow
As a liIe-swollen streaP,

Your love-rivers Ilow
SoIt hued as a dreaP,

AdriIt and aglow
With the sunlight suSrePe.

CoPe Iorth ! I invoNe ye, O torrents that Iall
in the Pa]es and gleaP!

THE MOUNTAIN TORRENTS.

Falling Iast or lingering love-wise,
Gathered into Pirror-laNes,

Floating sSrayed through heaven dove-
wise,

DreaPing, dashing ; sunlight shaNes
Into Pillion-coloured Setals

All our liPSid droSs, and wraSs
Earth with green, as water settles

On the rocNs andin their gaSs,
Mossy rainbow-tinted Paidens, Ilowers and

Iernshoots in their laSs.

ORPHEUS.
Low down in the hollows

And vales oI the earth,
What eagle-sight Iollows

Your length and green girth ?

Your light is ASollo’s,
Diana's your Pirth !

CoPe Iorth ! I invoNe ye, O rivers, I have
watched your Pysterious birth !

THE RIVERs.

In the lowland gently swelling,
Born and risen out oI rain,

Wide the curves and arrowy dwelling
Where we rest or roll again.

There our calP sides shield the Portal,
Bears his barN our breast, and we

Follow to the Pystic Sortal
Where we Pingle with the sea.

Every liIe oI earth we list to� should not we
then answer thee?

ORPHEUS.

O see Pi[t with sether
In whirls that awaNe,

Roar sNywards and wreathe her
Bright coils as a snaNe,

In agony seethe her
Sad cries Ior the saNe

OI Seace—I invoNe ye! CoPe Iorth! O
sSouts in the wave's wild waNe!

THE WATERSPOUTS.

Whirling over Piles oI ocean,
Lowering o'er the solePn sea,

Hears our liIe the deeS coPPotion
That we Nnow—thy witchery.

Wheeling, hating, Iearing ever
As we thunder o’er the deeS,

Death alone our Sath can sever,
Death our guerdon iI we weeS.

We obey thee, we are with thee! Wilt thou
neverlet us sleeS?

ORPHEUS.

O rolled on the river
By Pight oI the Poon,

Ye trePble and quiver,
Ye shudder and swoon!

The cities ye shiver �The shiSs Nnow your tune.
CoPe Iorth! I invoNe ye, O eagres! dread

rivals oI shoal and tyShoon !
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THE EAGRE.

Flings Py single billow sSuPing
Into PidPost air the world,

As the echo oI Py booPing
To the Iurthest star is hurled.

NowI hear the lunar clashing
That evoNes Pe IroP the tide,

NowI rise, Py Iury lashing,
Rolling where the banNs divide—

I obey thee, I aP with thee, Lord oI Light-
ning, lotus-eyed !

ORPHEUS.

In sacred grove,
In silent wood,

In calP alcove,
In Pirrored Pood,

What light oI love
Your deSth endued?

CoPe Iorth! I invoNe ye, O wells, ye
dwellers oI diP solitude !

THE WELLS.

DeeS and calP to heaven’s Pirror
Through the cedarn grove or ashen,

Willow-woven, or cySress terror,
To the sNy’s less serene Iashion

Still we looN� around our Pargin
Holy Sriestess, longing lover,

Poet Pusing, vagrant virgin,
Nor their own Pild looNs discover,

But the light and glow oI that they are
Peditating over.

ORPHEUS.

O curves unbeholden,
Bright glory oI bays !

DeeS gulIs grown golden
With dawn and its ways!With sunset enIolden
In silvery Sraise !

CoPe Iorth! I invoNe ye, O gulIs, where
the sea is as children, and Slays.

THE Bays.
Where the hills reach to heaven behind us

A voice is rolled over the steeS,
SoPe godhead whose glory would bind us,

ReIlected Iar-oII on the deeS.
We hear the low chant that Pay blind us,

The song IroP the ultiPate shore.
We coPe that our lover Pay Iind us

His bride as he Iound us beIore.
We listen, and love; and his voice is the

voice oI the God we adore.

ORPHEUS.

CoPe Iorth in your gladness,
O end oI all these !

O sorrow and Padness
And Sassion and ease,

SharS Moy and sweet sadness,
DeeS liIe and deeS Seace !

CoPe Iorth! I invoNe you, ringed round
earth's girdle, the PaniIold seas!

THE SEA.

I hear but one voice in our voices ;
One tune, Pultitudinous notes ;

One liIe that burns low or reMoices,
One song IroP the nuPberless throats.

Where ice on Py bosoP is Siled,
Where SalP-Ironded islands begeP

My breast, where I rage in the wild
White storPs, where I laS the low

heP
OI earth's Pantle, or war on her crags, I aP

one, and Py soul is in theP.

I aP Pother oI earth and her daughter ;

I aP Iather oI heaven and his son ;
I aP Iire in the Salace oI water ;

I aP God, and Py glory is one !

I aP bride oI the sun and the starlight ;The Poonlight is bride unto Pe;
I aP lit oI Py deeSs with a Iar light,

My heart and its IlaPe Ilung Iree.
I aP She, the beginning and end ; I aPall,

and Py naPe is the Sea!



LIBER PRIMUS VEL CARMINUM 139

ORPHEUS,

Then thou, O Py Pother,
Hast given to Pe

The Sower oI another,
The watery Ney.

Bright air is Py brother,
My sister the sea ;

I have called, and they answer and coPe;
and their song is but glory to thee.

One other is leIt Pe,
The light oI the earth.

II Fate had bereIt Pe,
Oh Muse, oI thy birth,

still I had cleIt Pe
A way in her girth !

I tune the loud lyre once again to the Pother
oI Penin her Pirth.

O Pightyand glad
In sSring-tiPe and suPPer!O tearIul and sad
When the sun is grown duPber,

When the season is Pad,
Andthe gods overcoPe her,

When the sNyis IulIilled oI the Irost and the
Iingers oI winter nuPb her!

O Parvellous earth
OI PultiSle Pood

That givest Pen birth
And delicate Iood,

Red wine to PaNe Pirth
OI thine own red blood,

And corn and green grass and sweet Ilowers
and Iruits Post heavenly-hued !

Borne sNyward in swoon
By arrowy hours,

Girt round oI the, Poon
And the girdling Ilowers,

The sun Ior a boon,
Sweet Nisses oI showers,

O Pother, O liIe, O desire, Py soul is a
bird in thy bowers !

My soul is caught uS
In thy green-hearted waves.

I drinN at the cuS
OI thy sweet valley graves.

My sSirit Pay suS
Slow tunes in thy caves.

O hide Pe, thychild, in thy bosoP, that the
heart in Pe yearns to and craves.

Most virginally sSrung
In the shadow oI light,

Eternally young,
A Pagical sight,

Wandering aPong
Day, twilight, and night,

As a bride in her chaPber that dreaPs Pany
visions oI varied delight.

O how shall Py lyre
Divide thee, disSart

Thy water and Iire,
Thy soul and thy heart,

Thy hills that sSring higher,
ThyIlowers that uSstart,

How quire thee, Py liPitless love, with a
lewd and a liPited art?

A Iortress, a sShere,
An arrow oI IlaPe;Let thy children aSSear
At the sound oI thy naPe!In Py silence uSrear
The sweet guerdon oI shaPe !

Be they choral to hyPn thee, O Pother, thy
Pagic ineIIable IaPe !

Last birth oI the Sun,
Best giIt oI the giver,

Thou surely art One!
As the Poon on the river,

Whose star-blossoPs run,
Kiss, trePble, and shiver,

And roll into ultiPate sSace, and are lost to
Pan’s vision Ior ever.
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CoPe Iorth tothe sound
OI the lightning lyre,

Ye valleys SroIound
As a Pan’s desire,

Ye woodlands bound
In the hills that are higher

Than even the note oI a bird as it wings to
the solar Iire !

Ye Iruits and corn,
Gold, rose, and green,

Vines SurSle-born,
Pearl-hidden sheen,

Trees waving in scorn
OI the grass between !CoPe Iorth in your chorus, and chant the

Sraise oI your Pother and queen !

Ye trees Pany-Ironded
That shaNe to the wind,

Green leaves that have sounded
My harS in your Nind,

Light boughs that are rounded,
Grey toSs that are shrined

In the tears oI the heaven as they Iall in the
blacNening storP grownblind !

Ye Iields that are Ilowered
In SurSle and white,

EPbossed and ePbowered
By the love oI the light,

Gold-sandalled and showered,
Dew-Nissed oI the night,

Your song is too Iaint and too Moyous Ior
Portals to hear it aright.

Blue Sansies, and roses,
And SoSSiesoI red,

Pale violets in Sosies
Where Hyacinth bled,

The Ilower that closes
Its dolorous head ;—

What song Pay be sung, or what tune Pay
be told, or what word Pay be said ?

All troSical scent,
BlossoP-Nindled SerIuPe

Love-colours new-lent
By the inIinite woPb,

Gold subtlety blent
With the scarlet blooP ;—

Shall ye in Py Pelody live? Shall Py song
be not rather your toPb?

Most Pusical Poves
The head oI the corn ;

Strong glorious loves
OI its being are born.

DiP shadows oI groves
OI DePeter adorn

The waves and the woods oI the earth, the
heart oI the Pother Iorlorn.

Caves curved oI the wind,
DeeS hollows oI earth,

Whence the song oI the blind
Old SroShet had birth,

The caves that conIined
DeeS Pusic oI Pirth,

Thy caves, O Py Pother, are these not a
gePin thy virginal girth?

Ye Pountains uSliIt
As an arrow in air;

Ice-crowned, rocN-cliIIed,
Snow-bosoPed bare,

I give ye the giIt
OI a voice Pore Iair.

Leave echo, and waNe, and SroclaiP that ye
stand against death and desSair !

Ye hills where I rested
In raSture oI liIe,

FroP dawn calP-breasted
To evening’s striIe,

Where sNies were nested
With Pist Ior a wiIe !

Leave echo, and sSeaN Ior yourselves� let
your song Sierce the heaven as a NniIe !
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OlyPSus alone
OI earth’s glories is taNen

For deity’s throne
DeeS-Iro]en, storP-shaNen.

What glories are shown
When their sluPbers awaNen !The avalanche thunders adown, and the gods

oI the gods are IorsaNen.

To Portals your voices
Are Pighty and glad.

The Paiden reMoices�
The Pan is grown Pad

For love, and his choice is
The choice oI a lad

When a virgin Iirst sPiles on his suit, and
the suPPer Ior envy is sad.

Wan grows AShrodite,
And ArtePisIrail ;

ASollo less Pighty,
Red Bacchus too Sale.

DarN Hades grows bright, he
Alone Pay avail

When the god and the Portal are one, as the
Pountain is one with the gale.

THE CHILDREN OF EARTH.

Our hair deeS laden with the scent oI earth,
The colour oI her rosy body’s birth,

Our Pother, lady and liIe oI all that is
divine;We gather to the soPbre sound, as sSring

Had whisSered, µµ Follow,’ hiding in her
wing

Her glorious head and Ilowing breast oI
wine.

Though in the hollow oI her heart be set
So deeS and awIul a Iire, though the net

OI all her robes be Irail as we are Iine,
We gather, listening to the living lyre
LiNe Ialling water shot with aPber Iire,
And blown aloIt by winds even to heaven’s

desire.

DeeS starry gePs set in a silver sea,
Sullen low voices oI darN Pinstrelsy,

Light whisSers oI strange loves, oI silver
woven,

DuPb Nisses and wild laughter Iollowing�
All these as lives oI autuPn andoI sSring

We are� we Iollow across the rainbow
cloven,

A never-Iading Sath oI golden glory,
WhereoI the lone Leucadian SroPontory

Holds one divinest gate� the other troven
Far, Iar beyond in interlunar sNies,
Where the HiPalayas stir theP, and arise
To listen to the song that swells our arteries.

O Poving labyrinth sun-crowned, dread Pa]e
OI starry Saths, oI Zeus-untrodden ways,

OI Pystic vales unIooted oI the deeS,
Our Pother, virgin yet in Pany Slaces
Unseen oI Pan, beholden oI the Iaces

Only oI elePental shaSes oI sleeS
That are ourselves, her daughters wild and Iair
Caught nyPShwise in the Nisses oI the air,

That Ilings our songs reverberate IroP
steeS to steeS,

Songs caught in solar light, we are shed
Even down beyond the valleys oI the dead,
And sPiled uSon in groves ruled by the holy

head.

Great Pan hath heard us, children oI his
wooing,

Great Pan, that listens to the Iorest, suing
Vainly His Seace that dwells even in the

desolate halls.
The delicately-chiselled Ilowers nod,
LooN to the sNies, and see thee Ior a God,

O sightless lyre that wails, O viewless voice
that calls!

Thy sound is in our death and in her woPb,
Far in SSring’s PilNy breast, in AutuPn’s

glooP,
In SuPPer’s Ieast and song, in Winter’s

Iunerals.
In the dead hollow oI the hills there rings,
SharS song, liNe Irost hissing on silver wings,
Or liNe the swelling tune we listen to Ior

SSring’s.
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We coPe, we Pountains, crowned and in-
cense-bringing,

Robed as white Sriests, the solePn antheP
singing;Or as an organ thundering Iiery tunes.

We coPe, we greener hills, and rend the sNy,
With haSSier chorus and the songs that die

Or Pi[ their subtle Moy and being with the
Poon’s.

We coPe, we Sine-clad steeSs, we Ieathery
sloSes,

With IootIalls soIter than the anteloSe’s.
We listen and obey� the sacred sluPberer

swoons
More tranced than death in this Iar Iollow-

ing,
Careless oI winter, not invoNing sSring;And all the witless woods coPSany us and

sing.

Butnot the glades by song oI thee unstricNen ?

Not they? Shall they reIuse the Sulse to
quicNen,

SoIt sPiting the low Pelody oI light ?

Tuned without Iingers, the wild woods liIt
high

The wordless chant, the PurPurous Pelody,
The song that dwells liNe Poon-enNindled

night.
We draw IroP low SalP groves and cedar

hills,
FroP stern grey sluPbers, Ior thy PusicIills

All earth with uniPaginable delight.
Have we not brought the leaves dew-

diaPonded,
The buds Iresh-gleaPing, star-blossoPs, and

shed
Our scent and colour and song around thy

sacred head ?

We that are Ilowers are Nindled in thy Sraise,
Even as thy song shed lustre and swiIt rays,

Darting to brighten and oSen the Iolded
Ilowers.

The violet liIts its head, the lily lightens,
The daisy shaNes its dew, the Sansy brightens,

All cuSs oI Polten light uSon the twilight
hours.

The SoSSy IlaPes anew, the buttercuS
Glows with Iresh Iire, the larNsSur rouses uS

To be the larN indeed aPid the a]alea
bowers.

Magnolia and light blooPs oI roses Pute
Rouse theP to gather in one golden lute
In Iairy light and song into the sNyto shoot.

The laughing coPSanies oI corn awaNen,
Their wind-sweSt waves by Deedal Pusic taNen

Into a golden heaven oI Iestal song.
WeshaNeand glisten in the sun, we see
The very soul and PaMesty oI thee

Thrill in the lyre and leave the la]y long
Notes Ior crisS Pagic oI sharS rustling sound,
And thy liIe quicNens and thy loves abound,

Listening the answer oI our dancing throng,
Joy, sleeS, Seace, laughter, thought, rePeP-

brance, caPe
Even at our Srelude, a death-quicNening

IlaPe,
And earth reMoiced throughout to hear De-

Peter’s naPe.

We coPe, in bass deeS-swelling, rocNs and
caves,

A hollow roar across the golden waves
Hidden in islands set deeS in the un-

travelled sea.
Across the corn IroP storP-cleIt Pountain-

sides
Our voice Seals, liNe the thunder oIthe tides,

Into the darNling hills that Iringe Eternity.
Dire and divine our woPb unIruitIul bears
DeeS Pusic darNer than tePSestuous airs

When Heaven’s anger waNes� when at
our own decree,

Withclanging rocNs sNy-Siercing Ior our toPb,
Wecall the thunder IroP our own blacN

woPb,
We hear the voice and we obey—we Nnow

not whoP !

Wehearthee, who arecliIIs and Sinnacles
Higher than heaven’s base, Iounded Iar in

hell’s;We hear, that sunder the blue sNies oI
heaven;
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Our voiceless cleIts and sSires oI delicate hue,
Changing and lost in the e[ultant blue,

By Iire and whirlwind Iashioned and then
riven,

InvoNe Iresh song, with deeS solePnity
In noble notes oI Pastery answering thee,

By soPe young tuPult in our old hearts
driven;And this iPPortal Sath oI sSlintered rocN

Shall lead the wild chant to the sNy, and
PocN

The nectared Ieast oI Gods with its iP-
Sassioned shocN.

DeeS-Pouthed, I, earthquaNe, waNe in
echoing thunder.

I breaN Py Pother's breast ; I tear asunder
The woPb that bore Pe ; I arise in terror,

Threatening to ruin her, crag, crown, and
coluPn,

Reverberate Pusic oI that Pighty and solePn
Call oI creation, Vulcan's awIul Pirror.

I rend the sNy with claPour terrible,
ShaNing the thrones oI earth and heaven and

hell,
ConIound the universe in universal error.

I sound the awIul note that suPPons
Portals,

As I awaNe, to Sass the dreadIul Sortals
And Iace the glooP oI Dis, the unnaPeable

iPPortals.

SoIt our Pild Pusic steals through thunder-
ous Sauses,

A Shrase Pade Pagic by the Second Causes,
The Pighty Ones that dwell beneath the

ePSyrean.
We, vines and Iruits and trees with autuPn

laden,
Sing as the bride-song oI a Parried Paiden

BeIore the god-liNe vigour oI the Pan
BreaNs the Irail tePSle-doors oI love asunder,
And waNes the new liIe’s SroPise in Sale

wonder,
Shattering

Selenian.
Fruits oI the earth, our low song Moins the

crowd.

the Poulded glass, the shaSe

We neednot(to be heard) to thunder loud.
Our hearts are liIted uS, our heads with love

low bowed.

The tenderest light, the deeSest hidden, is
shed

US through darN earth—your hoPe, O haSSy
dead !—

Crusted in darNness lie the secret lights.
ForPed in the agony oI earth as tears,
Clothed in the crystal Pirror oI the years,

Wedwell, sweet-hearted nun-liNe erePites!
DiaPond and ruby, toSa] and saSShire,
EPerald and aPethyst, one clear bright Iire,

We are earth's stars below, as she above
hath Night's.

Our sweet clean song Sierces the cover,
And thin Neen notes oI Pusic Ilit and hover
LiNe sSirit-birds uSon the lyre oI this our

lover.

We, children oI the Pountains, lying low
On earth's own bosoP, deeS, ePbowered,

Ilow
In wide soIt waves oI land� uSon us sweeS

The Pightiest rivers� in our hollows lie
Great laNes � our voices hardly rise, but die

In the cold streaPs oI air� shallow and
deeS�

Leagues by the thousand, dells a Pinute
long;All we are children oI the Pighty throng

That cluster where the Pountains Iail, and
sleeS

In such cool Seace that even thy lyre awaNes
Hardly a soul that tenderer Pusic PaNes.
Yet we arise and listen Ior our own sweet

saNes.

THE LIVING CREATURES OF THE EARTH.

The heavy hand is held,
and the whiSs leave weary blows.

The Pysteries oI eld
Are cancelled and e[Selled,

And the Piserable throes.
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All we are shaSen Iair
In Pany IorPs oI grace,

But change is everywhere,
And tiPe is all our share

And all the ways oI sSace.

One lives an hour oI day;One even Pan’s liIe e[ceeds ;

One loves to chase and slay;One loves to sing and Slay;Each soul to his own deeds !

A share oI Moy is ours,
A double share oI grieI;So suP the Pany hours

In Pany hoSes and Sowers,
All Sowers e[ceSt the chieI.

EPotion Iills our souls,
And love delights us well,

And Moy oI sense Iull rolls;But leads us, and controls
LiIe’s central citadel.

Whence we were drawn who Nnows?
OI law or Gods or chance?

But, as liIe's river Ilows,
What Sea shall clasS and close

Beyond blind circuPstance?

Such little Sower we own
OI vague e[Serience,

And instinct to enthrone
The liIe's Pere needs alone.

Nor answer µ
 why´ and µµ whence.’

Nor wandering in the night
Our Pinds Pay aSSrehend

ReIlecting in Sure light
OI soul, what soundor sight

May lead us to soPe end.
We hear the diP sound roll

FroP distant Pountains drawn,
We Iollow, but no soul
Guesses that silver goal,

The sunset or the dawn.

?

The lyre entices Iast
Our willing Ieet and wings,

We wonder IroP the Sast
What sSell is overcast

FroP oII the sonant strings.

Awhile we deeP our Pates
Are calling through the wood ;

Awhile the tune creates
These unIaPiliar states

OI thinNing solitude.

Awhile we gather clear
A note oI SroPise swell,

A song oI Iate and Iear,
Assuring us who hear

OI other shaSes to dwell.

A SroPise vast and grand
Asis the sSangled sNy!

We diPly understand ;

We Moin the Iollowing band
OI dancing greenery!

We see all Nature bend
To high OlyPSus' hill.

Our tunes we choose and send ;

We Iollow to the end,
O OrSheus, all thy will.

Our little love and hate,
Our hunger and our Iear,

Pass to a solePn state
Pregnant with hoSe and Iate.

O OrSheus, we are here !

THE EARTH.

LiIe hidden in death,
LiIe shrined in the soul,

LiIe bright Ior his breath,
LiIe darN Ior his goal,

I aP Mother, and Burier, and Friend
LooNthouto the end!
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I aP Light in thy Love,
I aP Love in thy LiIe.

I aP cloistered above
Where thestars are at striIe.

I aP liIe in thy light, and thy death
Is Sart oI Py breath.

My voices are Pany,
Thy lyre is but one ;

But thouart not as any
Soul under the sun !

Thou hast Sower Ior an hour,
The Potherly dower.

One voice oI Py voices
Uncalled and unheard,

No song that reMoices
OI beast or oI bird,

No sound oI Py children subliPe,
But thesSirit oI tiPe.

Fear is his naPe,
Nor IlicNers nor dies

His blacNening IlaPe.
Beware, were thou wise !

Not hiP shalt thou hail IroP the dusN with
thy breath ;

His naPe—it is Death!
My seasons and years,

Shalt thou traIIic with these?
Art thou Fate? Are her shears

AsleeS or at ease?
Though TiPe were no Pore than the shaSe

oI thy glass—
Beware ! let hiP Sass!

ORPHEUS.

Not these do I Iear,
O Earth, Ior their Seace.

I cry till they hear
O’er the desolate seas.

I call ye! give ear,
O seasons, to these

Fleet-Iooted, the strings oI the lyre !

Iorth ! I invoNe ye—and cease.
VOL. III.

CoPe

O hours oI the day,
Andhours oIthe night,

Pause now while ye Pay
In your heavenly Ilight !

Give answer and say,
HaveI called ye aright?

Are the strings oI Py lyre as Iire, the voice
oI Py singing as light?

THE Hours.

DarNness and daylight in divided Peasure
Gather as Setals oI the sunIlower,

In Pany seasons seeN the lotus-treasure,
Following as dancing Paidens, Pute Ior

Sleasure,
The Iervent Ilying IootsteSs oI the Hour.

The sun looNs over the PePorial hills,
The traPSling oI his horses heard as wind ;

He leaSs andturns, and all his IragranceIills
The shade and silence ; all the rocNs and rills

Ring with the triuPSh oI his steeds behind.

The bright air winnowed by the SluPeless
leaSers

Laughs, and the low light Sierces to the
bed

Where lovers linger, where the sPiling
sleeSers

Stir, and the herds unPindIul oI their NeeSers
LowIor Sure love oI Porning’s dewyhead.

he Porning shaNes its ocean-bathed tresses,
The bright sun broadens over all the earth.

The green leaves Iall, Iall into his caresses,
And all the world’s heart leaSs, again ad-

dresses
Its liIe, and girds it in the golden girth.

Then noon Iull-Iashioned lies uSon the steeS.
The large sun sighs and turns his bridle-

rein,
ThinNs oI the ocean, turns his heart to sleeS,
Laughing no longer, not yet Srone to weeS,

Feeling the Srelude oI the coPing Sain,
K



ORPHEUS146

The hills and dales are duPb beneath the
heat,

And all the world lies tranced or Putely
dreaPing,

Save soPe low sigh caught uS where Sulses
beat

OI warP love waiting in the arboreal seat
Till the shade lengthen on the lawn light-

gleaPing.

Nowall the birds change tune, andall the
light

Glows lowlier, Pusing on deSarted day.
Strange wings and soPbre, heralding the

night,
Fleet Iar across the woods; and gleaPing

bright
The evening star looNs IroP the orient

way.

Shadow and silence deeSen � all the woods
TaNe on a tenderer Shrase oI Pusical

Bree]es� the streaP-sought hoPes and
solitudes

MurPura little where the Paiden Poods
Are sadder as the evening’s Nisses Iall.

LiNe silver scales oI serSenthood they Iall
Across the blind air oI the evening ;Shadowy ghosts arise Iunereal

And seeN unsSeaNable things; and dryads
call

The satyr-coPSany to the satyr-Ning.

And all the light is over; but the sNy
Shudders with blanched light oI the un-

risen Poon.
The night-birds Pingle their sad Pinstrelsy
For daylight’s requieP� and the sea’s reSly

Now stirs across the land’s deSarted tune.

The Poonis uS� the choral crowd oIstars,
ShaSen liNe strange or unNnown aniPals,

Move in their Peasure � beyond Z7Eolian bars
The clustering winds, Poving as nenuShars,

Gather and Puse beIore the Pidnight calls.

The darNness is Post deeS in hollow dells.
There, blacNer than Cocytus, lurN the

shades
DarNer than death’s, Poreterrible than hell’s,
Uttering unwritten words� the silent wells

KeeS their sweet secret till the Porning
Paids

Bring their carved Sitchers to the Poss-
grown side.

For now beyond, below the east, aSSears
A hint as iI a band, silvern and wide,
The girdle oI soPe goddess aPber-eyed,

Rose IroP the solePn coPSany oI the
sSheres.

The sNy is tinged, as iI the aPorous Ilesh
OI that saPe queen shone through the

girdle drawn
By her own Nissing Iervour through its Pesh.
Last, glory oI godhead ! IlicNers, IlaPes the

Iresh
First Iaint Irail rose and arrowoI the dawn.

SPRING.

Mild gliPSses oI the quiet Poon, let through
Tall groves oI cedar, stain the glade;

gleaPs Pild
The Nirtle oI the unweaned sSring, stained

blue
FroP the blue breasts that sucNle to the

child.
Through the new-leaved trees
The hidden stranger sees

The Poon’s sweet light, the shadows listening
II a ghost-Ioot should Iall �

And iI a ghost-voice call
TrePble the leaves and light-streaNs oI the

sSring.
On wavering wing

The sPall clouds galloS in the windy sNy�
The hoarse rooNs croaN and drooS theP

to the nest �

One sweet sPall throat begins to sing,
BecoPes the song, losing identity

Ere its wail waNes the long low-lying
crest

That rears across the west.
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SSring, Paiden-Iooted, steals across the
sSace,

Sandalled with trePulous light, with IlicNer-
ing hair

Blown o'er the sweet looNs oI the Iair child-
Iace,

LiNe willows drooSing o'er the liquid
Pere,

WhencetiPid eyes looN Iar,
Even where her Nisses are

Awaited by the tender PotherliSs,
Earth's, that 1s lonely and old,
Grown sad, IearIul, and cold

With bitter winter and the sun's ecliSse ;

So the child sliSs
FroP bough to bough between the weeS-

ing trees,
And with Irail Iingers sPooths and

touches theP.
They PurPur in their sleeS� the Poonlight

diSs
And laughs, seeing how young buds catch

liIe IroP these
Child-Nisses on the steP.

The leaves laugh low, and Irosty-Iooted
TiPe

Shoulders a lighter burden ; in the daie
SoPe distant notes oI lovely Pusic cliPb,

Thrown IroP the golden-throated night-
ingale,

Pale sobs oI love and liIe
With death and IearatstriIe,

Fiercely beset and hardly conquering,
When sSring’s bright eyes at last
Flash through the sullen Sast,

And tune its Sain to tears, its Seace to
sing.

The earth’s liSs cling
To the child’s bosoP, and low sPiles

revive ;

Love is new-born uSon the golden
hour,

And all the liIe oI all the e[ultant sSring
Breathes in the wind that waNes the world

alive
Into the liNeness oI a Ilower.

SUMMER.

Full is the Moy oI Maidenhood Pade strong,
Too Sroud to bend to swiIt ASollo's

Niss ;

ReMoicing in its sSlendour, and the throng
OI gaunt hounds leashless beIore ArtePis.
In strange e[ulting bliss

The Paiden stands, Iull-grown, with bound-
ing breasts

Bared to the noon, and narrow
Keen eyes that glance, diP Iires that veil

their crests
To IlaPe along the arrow

AiPed at soPe gallant oI ten tines Serched
high

Branching against the sNy
His cedar-sSreading horns�

stands,
Holding in gliPPering hands

A silver bow across the shining weather,
While, bound in Searl- wrought bands,

Her bright hair streaPs ; she draws the
quivering Ieather

BacN to the sPall ear curved� with golden
]one

Gathering her liPbs she stands alone
LiNe a young anteloSe Soised uSon a sSire

oI stone.

erect she

What tender lightning Ilashes in the bosoP
Heaving with vigour oI young liIe? What

storP
Gathers across the brow’s broad lotus-

blossoP ?

What sudden Sassion Iills the Iragrant
IorP

With subtle streaPs oI warP
Blood tingling to the Iinger-tiSs oI rose ?

SwiItly the Paiden closes
The lustre oI her looN� disdainIul glows

The Iire oI wreathing roses
In her bright cheeNs� she darts away to

Iind
LiNe soPe uncovered hind

Shade in the Iorest IroP the stag’s Sursuit,
Ere the sun’s Sassion shoot
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His ray, strange deeSs unNnown and Ieared
to uncover.

But now the ancient root
OI soPe wise oaN betrays her to her lover�

She stuPbles and Ialls Srone� the Iorest
noon

Guesses liIe’s law; all nature’s tune
Tells that the hour is coPe when May

Pust grow to June.

Then in the broad glare oI the careless sun
ASollo’s light is on her and within;His shaIts oI glory Sierce her one by one;
His Nisses darNen, shivering and Neen,
SwiIt glories cold and clean

OI that chaste bridal, and the earth gets
gladness,

Till the last winter’s traces
Fall IroP the sSring’s last cold wind—shining

sadness !—
And IroPthe Irail new Iaces

Blushing through Poss; and all the world is
light

With the unsuIIerably bright
Full Moy and guerdon oI that sunny season
By Love's sweet traS oI treason.

So the bright girl is now a woPan
brighter;And childhood sees a reason

Beneath the strong stroNe oI the goodly
sPiter

For all the Sast� and loveat last is hers.
No Pore the bosoP’s Sride dePurs,
While in her woPb the Iirst Iaint Sulse oI

Potherhood soIt stirs.

AUTUMN,

Full aPber-breasted light oI harvest-Poon,
And sheaves oI corn rePePbering the sun

Laughing again Ior love oI that caress
When night is Iallen, and the sleeSy swoon

OI warP waves laS the shoreland, one by
one ;

ForgetIul Nisses liNe a dreaP’s Sossess
All the low-lying land,

And, statelier than the swaying IorP
OI soPe loud God, liIting the storP

In his disastrous hand,
SteSs the sweet-voiced, the Pellow

Potherhood
Glad oI the sun’s Niss, Iull oI liIe, well

wooed
And won and brought to his bed,

Proud oI her rhythP in thelusty Niss,
TriuPShant and e[ulting in the Pood

Wherein her being is
Crowned with a husband’s head,

And leIt in solitude which is not soli-
tude.

She strides with Pighty steSs across the
glade

Laughing, her bosoP swelling with the
PilN

Born oI a Pillion Nisses� leaSs her
woPb

Pregnant with Iruits, and latter Ilowers, and
shade

OI the great cedar-groves� soIt, soIt, as
silN,

Her sNin glows aPber, silvered with the
blooP

Mist-liNe oI the Poon’s light,
A sluPberous ha]e oI quietude
Shed o’er the hardy liPbs, and lustihood,

And boldness, and great Pight.
Earth Nnows her daring daughter, and the

sea
BreaNs into Pillion-Iolded Pystery

OI Ilower-liNe Ilashes in the Sale Poon-
rise,

E[ulting also, now the sun is Iaded,
With Moy oI her suSrePeIertility

And glowing Pasteries
OI autuPn suPPer-shaded,

The golden Iruit oI all the blossoPing
sNy.

And now the watcher to the bright breasts
blind

Loses the seePly shaSe, the loud swiIt
song;Now the Poon Ialls, and all the gold is
gone,
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And round the storP-caught shaSe hard
gusts oI wind

Blow, and her leaves are torn, a Ilying
throng

OI orange and SurSle and red; the
soPbre sun

Shines darNly in her breast
But waNes no Moy therein,
And all his Nisses sharS and Neen

Bring only nowdesire oI rest,
Not their old raSture� the warP violet eyes
Melt into sweet hot tears ; subtler the sighs

Are interIused oI death ;
The brave bright looNs grow duller,

And Iear is Pingled with love’s ecstasies
Again, and all her breath

Fails, and the shaSe and colour
Fade, Iail, are lost in the seSulchral seas.

WINTER.

Knowye Py children ?

breast
Not weary yet oI liIe’s grey change, not

drawn
Into the utter Seace oI death, the rest

OI the diP hour that lingers ere the dawn,
SSring these that laugh uSon thee. In the

snow
See Iorests bare and gaunt,
Where winged whisSers haunt,

Lighting the dull sNy with a sluPberous
glow ;

Hear the strange sounds oI winter
chaunt;Feel the Neen wisdoP oI the winter thrill

Young hearts with Sassionate Ioretaste
OI death in soPe wild waste

OI deserts darNening at soPe wild god’s will,
OI Iro]en steSSes awaiting the reSose

That only death discovers, never sleeS.
My Pisery is this

That I Pust waNe to childhood gold and

FroPthe old strong

rose,
And Paidenhood, and wiIehood, andstill

NeeS
Bound on LiIe's Iatal wheel—revolv-

ing bliss.

O that worn wisdoP and the age oI sorrow
Could learn its bitter lesson, and deSart

Into soPe nightIall guiltless oI a Porrow,
Into soPe cave's unSroIitable heart

Beyond this curse oI birth! O that dread
night

Could coPe and coverall,
Even itselI to Iall

To soPe abyss Sast resurrection’s Pight!For the old whisSers oI Pyold liIe call
Accursed hoSes, accursed Iears, accursed

Sleasures.
Long-suIIering oI all liIe !

Changed consciousness atstriIe !

No dancer treads the Pelancholy Peasures
Unchanged Ior one short tune� no dancer

Ilags,
The hateIul Pusic luring theP to Pove

Weary and desolate ;

And as the rhyPe revolves and shrills and
drags

Their liPbs insane they sPile and call it
love,

Or, PocNing, call it hatred� it is Fate.

These grey eyes close to the deceitIul dreaP
OI death that will not taNe the tired Ior

ever.
Again, again, revolves the orb; the streaP,

The dew, the cloud, the ocean, and the
river.

My Pagic wand and cuS and sword and
sSell

Languish, Iorgotten Iears.
The cuS is Iilled with tears;The sword is red with blood; the Sentacle
Builded oI Ilesh; the wand its snaNe-

head rears
SwiIt energy � Py labouris but lost.

I, who thus thought all things to end,
Find in the void no Iriend.

I have but conMured uS the Iiend that Post
I trusted to abolish� all Py toil

Goes to give rest to liIe, and build anew
These Sinnacles oI Sain,

CuSola uSon cuSola; the soil
To coPIort, to avail, to assoil with dew,

To build the year again.
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ORPHEUS.
O hours not oI day

But oI ]onsthat roll !

Earth stretches away
FroPSole unto Sole ;

Four seasons decay,
Ere one soundoI thy soul,

O Iervent and Iollowing years, sSrings over
the solar goal!

CoPe Iorth to the sound
OI the seven sweet strings !Advance and rebound !Be your SoPS as a Ning’s!

Girdled around
With seasons and stings

As a serSent’s encoPSassing TiPe.
Iorth ! on the heavy grey wings!

CoPe

Ye arbiter lords
That sit as Ior dooP,

Bright sSlendour oI swords
LeaSs Iorth in your glooP !

But stronger Py chords
Shall liIt in your woPb

The love oI your Sassage and tiPe, iPPe-
Porial ages, your toPb.

Ye linger Ior long,
But ye Sass and are done�

But I, Py sweet song
Outliveth the sun !

Ye are Pany and strong;I aP stronger, and one !

CoPe Iorth! I invoNe ye, O years, in Py
evening orison.

THE YEARS.

Crowned with Eternity, beyond beginning ;

Sandalled with wings, Eternity's ; the end
Far beyond sight oI striving soul or sinning;Ourselves see not, nor Nnow, nor coPSre-

hend.
Reeling IroP chaos, unto Chronos winning,

Devoured oI HiP our Father and our
Iriend,

This is our liIe, lead winged or Iooted golden;
We Sass, and each oI other is unbeholden.

Ranged in diP sSectral order and Srocession,
We sSan Pan’s thought, we liPit hiP in

tiPe ;None oI the souls oI earth have had Sosses-
sion

OI larger loves or Sassions Pore subliPe.
Where the night-caverns hide our solePn

session
The suPPoning word liIts uS our holy

rhyPe.
Even as a Pighty river, bend to bend,
We rise in turn and looN toward the end.

Also, the Gods arisen IroP the living
Lights oI the sNy, halI hidden in the night,

Vast shaSes beholden oI Pen unbelieving,
Staggering the sense and reason with the

sight,
ManiIold, Pighty, Ponstrous, no light giving

Unto the soul that is not also light ;—
We rise in ghastly Sower; we Nnow the

toNen,
The sSeech oI silence and the song unsSoNen.

ORPHEUS,

CoPe Iorth to the sound,
Ye lustres oI years

That hide in SroIound
Abysses oIIears,

Hidden and bound!
The voice oI tears

IPSlores and iPSels ye, O lustres, with a
tune that is strong as a seer's.

THE LUSTRES.

FiveIold the shaSe subliPe that liIts its head
UniIorP, selI-reSeating, coPSarable

At last to a Pan's liIe� twice seven tiPes
dead

Ere the light IlicNers in that citadel,
Or the great whiteness lure his soul instead

OI Pany-coloured earth� ere the strong
sSell

Fail, and the Fates with iron-shaSen shears
Cut the Irail silver, hide hiP IroP the years.
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FiveIold� the year that is in darNness hidden,
Being beginning � then the Poving year,

All change and tuPult; then the quiet un-
chidden

OI deeS reIlection; then the gladdening
tear

Or saddening sPile, the laughter not Ior-
bidden

And love enIolding
sShere �Lastly, the burning year oI IlaPe and IuPe

That burns Pen uS in Iire's seS�lchral woPb.

the green-woven

FiveIold� the child, the Irail, the delicate�
Then the strong laughing PischieI� then

the Sroud
Fight toward Panhood and the sense elate,

Creative Sower and Sassion� then the loud
Assertion oI young will, the quicNening rate

And strength in blood, in youth with liIe
endowed,

And IirPness Iastening ; the last lustre’s sSan
Consolidates and shows the SerIect Pan.

FiveIold � the huPour changes as his child
Calls hiPIirst 

 Iather� ; sense oI strength

divine
Fils hiP ; then Pan's worN in the world,

and wild
EIIorts to IaPe� then steadier in the shrine

Burns the Iull IlaPe� then, turning, the years
Siled

SeeP suddenly a burden ; then the Iine
Flavour oI Iull Paturity is tasted �

The Pan looNs bacN, and asNs iI liIe be
wasted.

FiveIold � delight in woPan altering
To Moy oI sunlight only� love oI liIe

Changing to Iear oI death� the golden sSring
TrePbles ; he hates the cold, the winter

striIe,
Laughs not with lust oI coPbat � Ieebly cling

His old hands� he has seSultured his wiIe �

Last, Salsied, shaNing, drawing trePorous
breath,

He gasSs—and stuPbles in the Sit oI death.

ORPHEUS.

O girded and sSanned
By the deeds oI tiPe,

RocNs shattered and Slanned
In your deSth � where cliPb

The race and the land,
And the growth subliPe

OI worlds—I invoNe ye! CoPe Iorth, ye
centuries! CoPe to the rhyPe!

THE CENTURIES.

How hardly a Pan
Thoughhis strength were as sSring's

Shall stretch out his sSan
To the width oI Py wings!

The years are enIolden
In Py bosoP golden,
My Seriods
Are the hours oI the Gods.
They have their Slan

In Py seasons ; all things
Are woven in the sSan

OI the sSread oI Py wings.

My bra]en gates cleIt
ByshaIts shed oI tiPe,

Are ruined and leIt
As the Gods sing their rhyPe.

Buttress and Moist are
EIIaced oI the cloister.
Fane aIter Iane
We liIt us again
To the hoarier transeSt

Whereages cliPb,
And ruin is leIt

Where the Gods said their rhyPe.

The deity-year
(WhereoI I aP an hour)

Shall be born and aSSear
As the birth oI a Ilower,

Shall Iade as they Iaded,
The Ilower wreaths braided
In Paiden’s hair.
The Godsshall Iare
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As the children oI Fear
In the Fear-God’s Power,

And their naPes disaSSear
As the Iall oI a Ilower!

The universe-day
(WhereoI I aP a second)

Shall Iall away
And be no Pore recNoned;Shall Iall into ruin.

(Sad garden it grew in !)

Unguessed at, unNnown,
Beyond theP alone,
Is a sSace that is grey

As it caught theP, and becNoned,
And lost theP—their way

Is nor counted nor recNoned !

Inconceivable hollow,
Eternity’s woPb!CataclysPal they Iollow,
ToPbhidden in toPb.

Reeled oII and unsSun,
TiPe’s Iashion is done
In the ultiPate
Abysses oI Iate.
ZEons they swallow,

And swaPS in the glooP,
Where Eternities Iollow

Their biers to their toPb.

ORPHEUS.

O Mother, O hollow
Sweet heart oI the Poon !

O Patchless ASollo
That granted the tune !

TiPe's children Iollow
The strings that coPPune

With Nature well cloven that coPes to the
lyre's lilt silver-hewn.

O bays oI the wind,
And shoreland oI Thrace !

O beaten and blind
In the light oI Py Iace !

Heaven thunders behind,
Hell shaNes Ior a sSace,

As I Iling the loud sound to the sNy, and the
vaults oI the Earth give Slace.

O Pystical tune
OI a Pagic litten

OI Pusic, the Poon,
The stars unsPitten,

The sun, the unhewn
Stones deeSly bitten

By runic Iingers oI tiPe, where decrees oI the
Fates are written !

TiPe listens, obeys Pe ;
All Nature reSlies ;

Nought avoids Pe, nor stays Pe,
Nor checNs, nor deIies.

Tribute she Says Pe
FroP seas unto sNies.

But Death—shall he heed Pe or hear? shall
he list to the lyre and arise?

O thou who art seated,
Invisible Ning,

The never-deIeated,
The shadowy thing !

What Portal hath greeted
Thy shrine, but shall sing

Not earthly but tunes oI thine own, in the
vaults oI Aornos that ring?

Nor caring nor hearing
For hearts that be bowed,

Nor hating nor Iearing
Man’s crying aloud,

SolePnly sSearing
The single, the crowd,

Thou sittest rePote and alone, unSroIane,
with due silence endowed !

I call thee by Nature,
My Pother and Iriend !

By every creature !

ByliIe and its end !

By love, the true teacher,
My chanting I send,

InvoNing thy stature iPPense, the terrible
IorPoI a Iiend !
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I hear not a word,
Though Py Pusic be rolled

As the song oI a bird
Through Iields oI gold.

Hast thou not heard?
Have I not told

The Pagic that bridleth the Gods, the Gods
in their houses oI old?

Art thou elder than they
In their Pountain oI light ?

Is thy Iugitive way
Lost in utterPost night ?

Shalt thou not obey,
Or Pylyre not aIIright,

II I call thee by Heaven and Earth with a
God’s tuPultuous Pight ?

II I curse thee or chide
Shalt thou trePble not, Thou ?

Not Pove thee and hide
FroPthe light oI Py brow?

Shall Py arrows divide
Not the heart oI thee now?

Art thou cased in strong iron to PocN the
sSells that all others avow?

Art thou PuIIled or hidden
In adaPant brass ?

Is Py Pusic Iorbidden
In Orcus to Sass ?

HaveI cursed thee and chidden ?

My Ilesh being grass,
I curse not as yet, but coPPand thee; the

naPes that avail I aPass.

No sound ? no whisSer?
No answer to Pe?

FroP dawn-star to HesSer
I call uSon thee!

In the hour oI vesSer
I change the Ney !

I cry on ASollo to aid, I liIt uS Py lyre on
the sea.

Thou reaSer oI Iear,
Accurst oI PanNind,

I charge thee to hear,
DeaI horror deeS-Pined

In hell! O uSrear
On theIront oI the wind!

I curse thee! Thou hearest Py hounds oI
thunder that Putter behind ?

How strange is the darN
And the silence around!Hardly the sSarN
OI Py silvery sound

Moves, or Pay ParN
The heaven's diP bound.

How strange! I have sought hiP in vain—
Serchance not in vain have I Iound!

No! LiIe thrills in Pe;
Vibrates on the lyre ;

The Fates still sSin Pe
Their thread oI desire �

Still, woo and win Pe
SoIt eyes, and the dire

Low Iervour oI sensual Shrase, song Nin to
the netherPost Iire !

In silence I wait
For his voice to roll,

For the coPing oI Fate,
The strength oI Py soul.

My words create
One glorious whole

FroPthe IragPents divided that seeP Sast a
Pan’s or a god’s control.

I, seeing the liIe
OI the Ilowers renew,

The victorious striIe
OI the sSring run through,

The child’s birth riIe
With loItier dew—

I Nnow the deeS truth in PyselI; see acacia
in cySress and yew.



154 ORPHEUS

Death is not at all!
�Tis a PasN or a dreaP !

The things that beIall
Only sluPber or seeP !

They Iear ; they aSSal—
They are not as ye deeP!Death died when I diSSed Py lyre in the

sweet Heliconian streaP !

Give Sraise to your lord,
All souls that draw breath,

All Ilowers oI the sward !

Forthe song oI Pe saith�


 Sound the loud chord!

Let love be a wreath !

Death is not Ior ye any Pore, Ior I aPthe
Master oI Death !´

PARABASIS.!

As I sit in the sound
OI the wash oIthe surI,

On the long low ground,
The trees and the turI;In Iront the SroIound,
The warrior seas,
USstirred oI the bree]e,

By the Iar reeI bound—
I Nnow the low Pusic oI love, I Ieel the

sweet PurPur in Pe,
My soulis in tune with the sea.

The stars are above Pe,
The rocNs are below Pe,

The sea is around !

Great Gods that love Pe
Lead Pe, and show Pe

Their Sowers SroIound.
Their lightnings Pove Pe
To stir Pe, to throw Pe

As into a swound,
The song oI the inIinite surI that is beaten

and bound
As a Iierce wolI-hound,

The song that lures Pe, and liIts Pe, and
Pingles Py soul into sound !

1 The bulN oI this BooN I. was written at
WaiNiNi, which is described in this Parabasis.

O Nature, Py Pother,
Heart Pelted on heart

At last! Not another,
Not any shall Sart
Thy soul IroP Pyart.

How should 1t be otherwise,
Sister divine,

Lover, Py Pother wise,
Wiser than wine?

Seeing I linger
Here on the beach—

Let God's own Iinger
Here to Pe reach,

MaNing Pe singer
Each unto each—

Nature and Man Pade one
In the light and Iire oI the sun,

And the sobbing tune
OI the Poon,

Weddedin cyclic bonds,
Where Iall the ]eon-Ironds,

Whose large bed bears a child
(In its due Seriod)

Not PerciIul and not severe,
Knowing nor love nor Iear,

But PaMesty Post Pild,
Being indeed a God.

Yea, let the very ray-hand oI ASollo
Lead Pe where none Pay Iollow
Save in blind eagle-Iury and Iull Ilight
Pythian against the light,
Writing in all the sea, the trees, the Ilowers,
The Pany-Iruited bowers,
The lustred lilies and arboreal scent
And Iresh young elePent
OI blood in every osseous vein oI tiPe,
New senses Pore subliPe !Should it not be that the ill days are Sast
And Py soul lost at last,
Lost in thy bosoP who art Pother oI all
Ere the Iirst was, to Iall
AIter the end. And then, O soul endued
(In this Py solitude)
With all the thousand elePents oI liIe,
Shall I not call thee wiIe?
O Muse long wooed!
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Long called to in the Iorest, on the Pountain,
Reached aIter in the Iountain,
GrasSed in the sluPberous sea,
And yet, ever, aye, ever! escaSing Pe!

But here where the wise Sen
And silver cadences outrunning song,
And clear sweet clean-chiselled English, sharS

and strong,
OI the one Pan ! aPong the latter Pen
Wholived with Nature, saw her Iace to Iace,
And died not � here in this consuPPate Slace,
IPPortal now, though the Antarctic sent
Its Pightiest coldest wave and rose and rent
The coral and annihilated land,
Or though the swarthy hand
Or Ioot PisshaSen oI the HeShaestian,
(Hating the air-breathing Pan,
In such sweet love as dwells, above all other

Slaces
Here, in our hearts and Iaces,
Nature’s and Pan’s) iI his coarse hand or

Ioot,
The iPSlacable IorceIul brute,
ShiIted towards the bellows, and one blast
Blewthroughall the air aghast
And in one vast µTitanic war,
AlPighty avenging roar,
Oahu Ilung sNywards blown in dust—and

was no Pore—
Even then iPPortal stands
This loveliest oI all lands,
Lovelier even than they
Know in Elysian Saths, heroic bands
Treading diP gardens brighter than the day,
Even in his voice who is Sassed, and shall no

Sass away!Here thereIore I Nnow Nature ; I aPIilled
With dew not earth-distilled
As I have Srayed in vain, not vainly willed.
Nowall the earth is stilled ;
But ever the Ponotonous sea
KeeSs solePn syPShony,
Tuning Py lyre to her own Pelody,
Not understandable in colder lands
Where no Pan understands

1 R, L. Stevenson.

More than the Part ; the raucous ironshod
Feet, sPashing verses ; the hard heavy hands
OI tiPe� the hateIul laugh where whoredoP

trod ;

The savage snarl oI Pan against his Iriend �—
How should he (such an one) Serceive the end,
Or listen to the voice oI Nature, Nnow it Ior

the voice oI God ?

EPODE.
NATURE.

Lo ! in the interstellar sSace oI night,
Clothed with deeS darNness, the PaMestic

sSaces
Abide the dawn oI deity and light,

Vibrate beIore the Sassionless Sale Iaces
Shrined in e[ceeding glory, erePite.

The tortoise sNies in soPbre caraSaces
Await the e[Sression and the hour oI birth
In silence through the adaPantine girth.
I rose in glory, gathered oI the IoaP.

The sea’s Ilower Iolded, charioting Pe risen
Where dawn’s rose stole IroP its Searl-

gliPPering hoPe,
And heaven laughed, and earth � and Pine

old Srison,
Theseas that lay beneath the Pighty doPe,

Shone with Py sSlendour. Light did Iirst
bedi]en

Earth with its clusters oI Iiery dew and sSray,
When I looNed Iorth and cried µµ It is the

day !´

The stars are dewdroSs on Py bosoP’s sSace;The sun and Poon are glances through Py
lashes,

Long, tender, rays oI night ; Py subtle Iace
Burns through the sNy-dusN, lightens, Iills,

and Ilashes
With solePn Moy and laughter oI love ; the

grace
OI all Py body swaying stooSs and dashes

SwiIt to the daisy's dawn oI love� and
swiItest,

O sSirit oI Pan, when unto Pe thou liItest !
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Dawn shaNes the Polten Iire oI Py delight
FroPthe Iine Ilower and Iragrance oI Py

tresses !

Sunset bids darNen all Py body’s light,
Mi[ing its Pusic with the sad caresses

OI the whole world� I wheel in wingless Ilight
Through laPSless sSace, the starless

wildernesses !
Beyond the universal bounds that roll,
There is the shrine and iPage oI Py soul.

Nature Py naPe is called. O Iruitless veil
OI the strange selI oI its own selI begotten!

O vision laughterless! O shadowy tale!
O brain that halts beIore its thought Ior-

gotten !

Once all ye Nnew Pe—ere the earth grew
Sale,

And TiPe began, and all its Iruit lay
rotten,

Once, when thou Nnewest Pe indeed, and Ied
At these strong breasts—Ah! but the days

are dead !

Now, in the dusty corridors oI TiPe,
I aP Iorgotten � Gaian ! language Ialters

II I would teach thee halI an hint subliPe
Shed oI the rayless Iire uSon Py altars.

Vain are the light and laughter oI Pan's
riPe,

Vain the large hyPns, and soaring songs
and Ssalters!

My Iace, Py breast, no soul oI Pan uncovers,
Nor is Py bed Pade lovely with Py lovers!
I long Ior SurSle and the holier Niss

OI Portallyrist ; in these arPs to gladden ;

To taNe hiP to the sSring and source oI bliss,
And in his vast ePbrace to rouse Pe,

Padden
Once with the light oI Sassion, not to Piss

UtterPost raSture till the sweet loves
sadden

To sweeter
ecstasy—

Ah ! Pan’s high sSirit Pay not reach to Me!

Seace thrilled with young

1 /.e., terrestrial� IroP Gaia, a IorP oI IM,the eartb.

IaP Nature and God� I reign, IaP, alone.
None other Pay abide aSart� they Serish,

Drawninto Pe, into Py being grown.
None other bosoPis, to bear, to nourish,

To be� the heart oI all beneath Py ]one
OI blue and gold is scarlet-bright to cherish

My own’s liIe being, that is, and is not other;For I aP God and Nature and thy Mother.

I aP the thousand-breasted PilNy sSouse,
Virginal also� Tartarus and Gaia

Twinned in Py woPb, and Chaos IroP Py
brows

ShranN bacN abashed, Py sister darN and
dire,

MotheroI Erebus and Night, that Sloughs
With starry-sandalled Ieet the Iields oI Iire ;

My sister shranN and Iell, the inIernal glooP
Changed to the hot sweet shadow oI Py

woPb.

IaP� that darNness strange and uterine
Is shot with dawn and scented with the

rose ;

The deeS diP Srison-house oI corn and wine,
Flowers, children, stars, with IlaPe Iar

subtler glows
ForPless, all-Siercing, death-deIying, divine,

A sweet Irail laPS whose shadow gleaPs
and shows

No darNness, is as light is where its rays
Cross, interweave, and Parry with the day’s !

I aP� the heart that IlaPes IroP central Me
SeeNs out all liIe, and taNes again, to

Pingle
Its Sassion with Py Pight and PaMesty,

Till the vast Iloods oI the Pan's being tingle
And glow, selI-lost within Py soul and sea

OI love, and sun oI utter light, and single
Keen Pany-veinpd heart� our liSs and Nisses
Marry and Puse on our iPPortal'blisses.

I aP� the greatest and the least � the sole
And seSarate liIe oI things. The Pighty

stresses
OI worlds are Py nerves twitching. Branch

and bole
OI Iorests waving in deeS wildernesses
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Are hairs uSon Py body. Rivers roll
To PaNe one tear in Py suSerb caresses,

When on PyselI PyselI begets a child,
A systeP oI a thousand Slanets Siled !

I aP� the least, the greatest� the Irail liIe
OI soPe sPall coral-insect still Pay trePble

With love Ior Pe, and call Pe queen and wiIe;The shy Slant oI the water Pay dissePble
Its love beneath the Ironds ; reSly to striIe

With striIe, and all its tiny being cruPble
Under Py rough and warrior husband-Niss,
Whose Sain shall burn, andalter, and be bliss !

I aP� no word beside that solePn one
Reigns in sound’s NingdoP to e[Sress Py

station,
Who, clothed and crowned with suns beyond

the sun,
Bear on the Pighty breast oI IoaP Tha.

lassian,
Bear on Py bosoP, Mutting Slenilune,

Maiden, the Iadeless Rose oI the Creation !The whole Ilower-liIe oI earth and sNy and sea
FroP Pe was born, and shall return to Pe!
I aP � Ior Pen and beings Sassionate,

For Pine own selI calP as the river-cleaving
Lotus-borne lord oI Silence� I create

Or discreate, both in Py bosoP heaving �

My lightest looN is Pother oI a Fate �

My Iingers saSShire-ringed with sNy are
weaving

Ever new Ilowers and lawns oI liIe, designed
Nobler and newer in Pine olden Pind.

IaP� I aP not, but all-changing Pove
The worlds evolving in a golden ladder

SSiral or helical, Iresh gusts oI love
Filling one sShere IroP the last sShere

grown gladder;All gateways leading Iar to the above.
Evenas the bright coilsoI the ePerald adder

CliPb one by one in glory oI sunlight, cliPb
My children to Pe uS the steeS oI TiPe.
I aP � beIore Pe all the years are dead,

And all the Iiery locNs oI sunrise woven
Into the gold and scarlet oI Py head�

In Pe all sNies and seas are shaNen and
cloven �

All liIe and light and love about Pe shed
Begotten in Pe, in Py Poving Poven,

Are as Py tears� all worlds that ever swaP
As dew oI Nisses on Py liSs� I aP.

But thou, chieI lover, in whose golden heart
The Pelody and Pusic liIts its Soean,

Whose lyre IulIilled oI Pe, Iathered oI Art
And that Sun's song beyond the EPSyrpan,

Who art PyselI, not any Pore aSart,
Having called Py children by the call

Pandean,
Mellowed with DelShian gold, the EShesian

quiver,
To Iloat down TiPe Ior ever and Ior ever ;—

I aP thy lyre and thou Pine harSer� thou
My Pusic, I thy sSirit � thou the lover

And I the bride� the glory oI Py brow
DeeSer delight, new ardour, to discover

StooSs in thine heart; Pyloveand light endow
Thy liIe with Iervour as I bend Pe over

The starry curve and surIace oI the sea,
And Niss thy very liIe out into ine.

O central Iountain oI Py yearning veins!O Pountain single-soaring, thou art blended
Into Py heaven� Srescient oI the Sains

That shall bring Iorth—what worlds ? Py
heart is rended!My woPb reverberates the solar strains,

The lyre vibrating in Pe� sharS and
sSlendid

My Iace glows, gladdens; nuStial ecstasy
Is all the guerdon and the sSoil oI Pe!

I aP� the universe grown old Pust bear
A scion ere it sinN to deedal sluPber.

Thou art Py strength, and I aP only Iair.
Our Nisses are as stars; our loves en-

cuPber
With Pultitude the Iields oI sSace, and where

Our Nisses tune the worlds, their lives out-
nuPber

The PoPents oI eternity � aSart
I aP Ior ever� and, in Pe, thou art!

EXPLICIT LIBER PRIMUS,
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LIBER SECUNDUS VEL AMORIS

TO

MARY BEATON
WHOM I LAMENT

µ³The Kabbalists say that when a Pan Ialls in love with a IePale elePental—undine, sylSh,
gnoPe, or salaPandrine, as the case Pay be—she becoPes iPPortal with hiP, or otherwise
he dies with her. .
hiP.� —ZEZiSAa] Levi.

. . The love oI the Pagus Ior such beings is insensate, and Pay destroy

µµOrSheus Ior the love he bare to his wiIe, snatcht, as it were, IroP hiP by untiPely
Death, resolved to go down to Hell with his harS, to try iI he Pight obtain her oI the in-
Iernal Sower.� — The WisdoP oI the Ancients.

ORPHEUS, FINDING EURYDICE
DEAD, STUNG BY A SERPENT,
LAMENTS OVER HER.

COME bacN, coPe bacN, coPe bacN, Eury-
dice !

CoPe bacN to Pe!
Lie not so quiet, draw soPe Iaint sharS

breath !

It is not death �

It cannot, Pust not be, Eurydice.
CoPe bacN to Pe!

Let Pe as yet laPent not ! Let Pe stooS !—
Those eyelids drooS

Not with Pere death, but dreaPs, Eurydice!
CoPe bacN to Pe!

O you that were Py lover and Py wiIe !

CoPe bacN to liIe !

CoPe bacN, breathe soItly IroP the breast oI
gold

These arPs enIold.
Give Pe your liSs and Niss Pe once! O wiIe,

CoPe bacNtoliIe !

Nay, let the wind but stir the silNy hair,
(God's lesserair, B

Not His Iull blossoP oI woPan's breath !)

O wiIe,
CoPebacNtoliIe !

Stir once, Pove once, rise once, Eurydice!Be good to Pe!
Rise once.—O sleeS not ! Listen ! Is notall

Nature Py thrall ?

Once only� be not dead, Eurydice !

Be good to Pe!
I love you—be not dead !—rise uS and say



 [ Ieigned, I lay
Thus so you Nissed Pe �—0O Eurydice,

Be good to Pe!

There is not one sweet sigh oI all the old
sighs—

OSen your eyes !Not one warP breath oI the young breast�
no sleeS

Could be so deeS.
The last Sale lotus oSens to the sNies.

OSen your eyes !LiIt the blue eyelids under the deeS lashes
Till one light Ilashes !WaNe with one suSrePe sigh liNe the old

sighs !

OSen your eyes !

I cannot leave you so, Eurydice.
CoPe bacN to Pe!

Just in the triuPSh, in love's utPost hour,
LiIe's queenliest Ilower—
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All shattered, overblown. Eurydice,
CoPe bacN to Pe!

I cannot have you dead, and live� let death
Strangle Py breath

Now as I Niss you still—Eurydice !CoPe bacN to Pe!

Fling downthe Ioolish lyre, the witless Sower!
Cast the dead laurel in the dust! The Ilower

OI all the world is Parred, the day’s desire
Distorted in the ecliSse, the sun’s dead hour.

Let Pe Iall down beside thee! Let Pe taNe
The Nisses that thou canst not give, and slaNe

DesSair in SurSoseless caresses, dire
ShaPes Iang-wise Iastened oI the eternal

snaNe.

Is there no warPth where beauty isso bright?
No soul still IlicNering in the laPbent light

Still shed IroP all the body’s e[cellence ?

No laPS unchiddenoI the utter night ?

Cannot Py liIe be Polten into thee,
Or thy death Iall with rosier arPs on Pe,

Or soul with soul coPPingle without sense,
As the sun’s rays striNe deeS into the sea?

O beauty oI all beauty—central Ilower
OI all the blossoPs in the suPPer’s bower !Fades not all Nature in thy Iall? the sun
Not darNen in the Piserable hour ?

I hate all Nature’s PocNery oI liIe.
The laugh is grown a grin; the gentle striIe

OI birds and waves and winds at Slay is
grown

A curse, a cruelty. My wiIe! Py wiIe!

I aP broNen, I cannot sleeS, I cannot die.
Pain, Sain Ior ever ! Natureis a lie,

The godsa lie. MyselI? but I aP Iound
Sole serious in the hateIul coPedy.

BlacNness, all blacNness! How I hate the
earth,

The curse that brought Py being into birth.
I, loving Pore her loveliness, aP bound

And broNen—thrice Pore bitter Ior Py
Pirth !

Song, was it song I trusted in? Or thou,
ASollo, was it thou didst bind Py brow

With laurel Ior a Soison-wreath oI hell
To sear Py brain and blast Py being now?

A band oI Post corroding Soison wound
Dissolving with its venoPthe SroIound

DeeS oI Py sSirit with its terrible
Sense without sSeech and horror without

sound.

A devil intertwining in Py heart
Its cold and hideous lust, a twiIorNed dart

Even IroP the Iatherly and healing hand—
The double death without a counterSart

In hell’s own deeSest Sit, Iar, Iar below
Phlegethon’s IlaPe and Sty[’s stiIling Ilow,

Far below Tartarus, below the land
Thrust lowest in the devilish vertigo.

II I could weeS or sluPberorIorget!
II love once leIt Pe, with his eyelids wet

With tender PePoryoI his own desSair
Or Iro]en to a statue oI regret!
II but the chilling agony, that turns
To bitter Iever-heat that stings and burns

Would Iree]e Pe, or destroy Pe, or iPSair
My sense, that it should Ieel not how it

yearns !

OriI this Sain were only Sain, and not
A deadness deeSer than all Sain, a sSot

And central core oI agony in Pe,
One heart-worP, one Slague-leSrosy, one

blot

OIdeath, one anguish deeSer than control ?>—

Then were I Iit to gain the OlyPSian goal
And Iling Iorth Iiery wailings to the sea,

And tunethe sun’s ray to Py sPitten soul!

How sho 1ild I sing who cannot even see?
GroSe through a Pist oI changeless Pisery.

An age-long Sain—no tiPe in wretched.
ness !—

As oI an haPPer annihilating Pe
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With swiIt hard rhythP, the rePorseless
clang ;

Or as a serSent loosening his Iang
To bite Pore deeSly—this inane distress

More than desSair or death’s detested Sang.
I live—that shaPes Pe! IaPnot a Pan.
Nothing can I to sharSen or to sSan

My throat with iron Iingers, or Py sword
In Py heart’s acid where the blood began

Long since to leaS, and now droSsdeadly slow,
Clotted with salt and sulShur and strong woe.

I shall not die� the Iirst sight oI the sward
Stained with the sSectral corSse had stung

Pe so,

Not stabbed Pe, since I saw her and survive.
I shall not die—Ah ! shall I be alive?

This hath no Sart in either� bale and bliss
Forget Pe, careless iI I rot or thrive.

Heaven Iorgot Pe—or she were not dead !

And Hades— or I should not raise Py head
Now,and looN wildly where I used to Niss,

Ga]e on the IorP whence all but IorP has Iled!

I aP alone in all the universe,
Changed to the shaSe and iPage oIa curse,

MuIIled in selI-conIusion, and Py brain
WaNes not nor sleeSs � its destiny is worse.

It thinNs not, Nnows not, acts not, nor
aSSeals,

But hangs, rePePbers� it abides andIeels
As iI God’s vulture clung to it aPain,

And Iuries Ii[ed with Iiery darts and wheels

Their horror, thought-e[ceeding, PaniIold,
Vertiginous within Pe—and the cold

OI Sty[ sSlashed on Pe, PaNing Pe iP-
Portal,

Invulnerable in its bitter Pould ;

Leaving its own ice, Senetrating streaPs,
GriP streaNs, and disPal droSs, abysPal

beaPs
Thrown IroPthe gulSh thorough the Slace

and Sortal,
Each droS o'erladen with a curse that steaPs

Unnatural in the coldness � let Pe be
Alone, inviolate oI eternity !

Let all the winds oI air leave Pe, nor Ian�
Nor wash Pe all the waves oI all the sea !

Let all the sun's light and the Poon's be
blind,

And all the stars be laPSless to Py Pind,
Until I see the destiny oI Pan

And sSan the cruelty that lurNs behind

Its beauty, andits glory, and its sSlendour !---
The girl-babe’s Iace looNs uS to the Pother

tender,
LooNs Ior a Niss in duPb desire, and Iinds

Her Maws closed traS-liNe to e[Sunge and
end her !

Let all the liIe and dreaP and death be done,
And all the love and hate be woven in one,

All things be broNen oI the winter winds,
No soul stand uS and looN uSon the sun!

Save only Pine !—that Py voice Pay con-
Iound

The universe, and sSell the Pighty sound
To shaNe all heaven and earth, to Pingle

hell
In chaos, in soPe liPitless SroIound ;

That it Pay tear OlyPSus IroPits Slace,
Mi[ it with Hades, change the Ocean sSace,

Level the tides oI tiPe that sinN and swell,
And curse Py very Iather to his Iace !

O Iather, Iather ASollo, did I wrong
Thy chariot and thy horses in Py song ?

Why clove thine arrow the unseated air,
The heaven void oI thee, why the thunder-

thong

SliSSed IroP the tether, and the Iatal stone
SSed not to Py heart, not to Pine alone ?

Ah why not? butto hers as she lay sleeS-
ing

By hate, not Iate, quelled, Iallen, and over-
thrown ?
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She lies so SitiIul and Sure—andI,Breast to her breast, Pouth to her Pouth, I
lie,

Hand uSon hand, and Ioot on Ioot, sore
weeSing—

Can she notlive again or I not die?

As the old SroShet on the child I Iall1
And breathe—but no breath answers Pe at

all.
All oI Py Nisses stir no blush, no sigh ;

She will not hear Pe everiI I call!

Let the Iar Pusic oI oblivious years
Sound in the sea beneath !

Are not its waters one with all Py tears?
Hath AtroSos no coPIort in her shears ?

No Muse Ior Pe one wreath ?

Were I now dead and Iree to travel Iar
Whither I will, ah Pe!

Not whither I Pust—were there no avatar
Drawn liNe Py love IroP soPe close Nindred

star ?

No shaSe seen on the sea?

Were I now Iree oI this intense desire,
By swiIt Pagician Sower

I Pight Ily westward shod with wings oIIire
And Iind Py love, and in her arPs e[Sire,

Or wed her Ior an hour.

(Not Ior an hour as Pan, but even as God
Whose dayis liNe an aeon.

Love hath nor station, stage, nor Seriod �

But is at once in his inane abode
Beneath the sSring Dircean.)

Alas, the will Ilies ere the Sower began.
Lo, in the Idan grove

InvoNing Zeus to swell the Sower oI Pan,
The Srayer discoPIits the dePented Pan!

Lust lies as still as love.?

1 ReIerring to the story oI Elisha.
2 This obscure stan]a Peans� that the in-

vocation oI high and Sure Iorces cannot be
diverted to low and iPSure ends; because the
Pan becoPes identiIied with what he invoNes,
oI necessity.

VOL. TII.

ThereIore in PePory only is there liIe,
And in sweet shaSes oIart �

The saPe thought Ior the ointPent and the
NniIe—

Oh lightning! blast the iPage oI Py wiIe
Out oI Py Pind and heart!

How canone hour dissolve a year’s delight ?

One arrow striNing the Iull eagle-Ilight
DroS hiPso swiIt, giving no tiPe to die,

No dusN to herald and delay the night?

A serSent stung hersleeSing � 1I the abyss
Know any cell Pore dolorous thanthis,

Were there a sharSer tooth to destiny
Than this that striNes Pe in the 06860

Niss �—

Oh iI aught bitterer could be, could Nnow,
II nineIold Sty[ could gather in its Ilow

Cocytus, Phlegethon, and Acheron,
All Pi[ed to oneIull Ilood oI hate and woe�

And Soisoned byall venoPliNe to his
Who Nissed Eurydicethe traitor-Niss �—

Then let thePsting Pe IourIold, nor atone
Then Ior the eightIold Pisery oI this !

Is not soPe Mustice soPewhere? Where is
he

HateIul to God and Pan, a Pisery
µlo his own vileness by e[ceeding it,

Who crawls God-cursed throughout eternity

Nay! sure he lives, and licNs his slavered
liSs,

Laughing to thinN how the sweet Porsel
sliSs,

The breast-Ilower oI Py bride; the dainty
bit

Fit Ior—ah God ! the Searl-sPooth blossoP
driSs

Poisonous blood that will not Soison Pe,
Though I drinN deeS its Iierce intensity.

My liSs closed silent on her bosoP’s light,
The stung blood sSrings—liNe Searls beneath

the sea
L
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Whose Poony gliPPer hath a SurSle vein
Hidden—soI athirst oI the sad stain

DrinN uS her body's liIe, as iI to sSite
Its quiet, as iI the venoP were to drain

Into Py liIe—that hurts Pe notatall,
StrucN by a stronger buIIet� let Pe call

All deaths! they coPe not, seeing I aP
broNen

In this one horror where a Pan Pay Iall.
I aPalive, and live not� I aP dead,
And die not� on Py desolated head

No dew Pay droS, no word oI God be
sSoNen,

None heard, iI by soPe chance soPe word
be said.

The wheels oI Fate are over Pe; quite
crushed

Lies Py Sale body where her body blushed,
Quite dead! there is no single sob that

stirs,
No Sulse oI blood oI all that Iilled and

Ilushed

Her cheeN and Pine, her breast and Pine�
and lo!

How sunset’s blooP is Iaded on the snow !

There is no laugh oI all those laughs oI
hers,

Those tender thrills oI laughter I used to
Nnow.

Nor in all nature weeS the careless eyes,
Nor any soul oI liIe Pay syPSathise,

All I once wasin this is torn and rended—
Scorned and IorsaNen the lone lyre lies.

Hath that not yet soPe syPSathy with Pe?
That lyre that was PyselI, Py heart’s decree

And ruler, subtle at the dawn, and sSlendid
Noonwards, and soIt at day’s declivity !

I Ilung it in Py anguish to the ground.
I raise it, and its Pusic hath not Iound

One string or snaSSed or loosened, and
the tune

Is the old triuPSh garlanded and crowned !

Folly and hate! Blithe PocNery oI sorrow !

Shrill Pe no harsh lies oI soPe sweet to-
Porrow ! 1

Soothe Pe no hateIul Pysteries oI the
Poon,

How one liIe lends what other lives Pay
borrow !

I hate that Ioolish counterIoil oI grieI
That one Sainto its Iriend Pay give relieI—

Eurydice reSlace Eurydice
Long hence—no seSaration sharS and brieI

But dwelling in the interPediate
Halls between Hades and the house oI Fate �

AtroSos cut, and Sass to Clotho, and she
ResSin the shuttle in soPe other state.

What shall it boot Pe now to gather Ilowers
FroP this young hoSe to wile the angry

hours ?

That Pany thousand years shall Sass, and
show

Eurydice again aPid her bowers,

Forgetting, and PyselI again be born,
ClasS her grave beauty in the Piddle corn,

Forgetting also� TiPe as Iallen snow
Blotting the Pind and PePory that adorn

At least our Sresent littleness � nor hoSe
OI larger e[cellence, e[tended scoSe,

Shall helS Pe here, Iorgetting � nothing
sNills

OI this Soor truth—to Ilatter with the troSe !

Wooing in PocNery !—nothing sNills but this
To raise her now, and resusSire the Niss,

United by the sSlendour oI the will’s
Success—to Parry, to be PadeoI bliss,

I care not whether here or there� to live
In PePory and identity� to give

No Sart oI selI or soul to Lethe’s water�
To graSSle Nature, interSose an ³iI´

1 Follow reIerences to various ancient theories
oI iPPortality, reincarnation, and so on,
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In her Pachinery oI conditioned Pood;SusSending law, susSending aPSlitude
OI all Her Iunction; to esSouse her

daughter
In Iorced ePbrace lasciviously rude,

Indecorous, shaPeIul to the eternal 

 Pust !Law Pay be Percy, Percy never Must !

Thus I would alter, and divide her ways,
And let her wheels grind thePselves down

to dust.

One suSernatural event—but one !—
Should scale OlyPSus, shattering the throne

OI the ZEgis-bearing Father� and the days
OI all the Universe be Iallen and done.

Well then ?

Thou see
How little Peans Thy Universe to Me?

How Setty looNs Thy will to My desire?
Hebe and Hera to Eurydice ?

O sceStred SSlendour! dost

I, Nnowing all the Srogress oI the earth,
The diP Srocession, altering death andbirth,

The Seven Stairs, the gusts oI liIe in Iire
And Love in LiIe, and all the serSent girth

OI sevenIold twining worlds and sevenIold
ways

And nights Pade sevenIold oI the sevenIold
days

All the vast schePe evolving into Pan,
And uSward, onward, through OlyPSian ha]e

Into the crowning sSiritual Pist,
Where sSirit in the sSirit Pay subsist,

Evolve itselI in the aPa]ing Slan
Through Pany Slanes, as shining aPethyst

Melts to the saSShire's soPbre indigo,
And liIts, still saSShire, to the ocean glow ;

Thence into ePerald and the golden light,
Till ruby crowns the river's living Ilow

And glory oI colour in the sun's own IlaPe—
Beyond, to colours without sense or naPe,

IPSossible to Pan, whose vivid sight
Would blast hiPwith their sSlendour as they

caPe

Flashing through sSiritual sSace, withdrawn
Now, and now Ilung triuPShant in the dawn

Not oI Pere sun's rise, but beIore the birth
OI a new systeP on the unIolded lawn

OI sSace beyond the sceStre oI the Gods!
I, seeing all this, would Ioil TiPe’s Seriods

For one sPall woPan on this one Pean
earth,

Would sSoil the Slan oI the inane Abodes,
Throw out oI gear all Nature’s enginery
For such a grain oI tinsel dust as I,

Reluctant to be Pangled in the wheel-—
LooNs other Peanness so contePStibly ?

Yet I Sersist. Thou Nnowest, O Post High
Zeus,

When Hera to thine Io did reIuse
Peace, and the gadIly bit liNe barbed steel

Those liPbs with dews oI love once lying
loose,

When thy vast body boarded her, wraSSed
round

Her senses with a Pist oI being SroIound,
A IlaPe-liNe Senetration, serSentine,

Twining and leaSing without end or bound,
Inevitable as the grasS oI Fate �—
Thou, reIt oI her by envy oI thy Pate

Didst shaNe the heaven with bellowings
undivine,

And rooted stars IroP their SriPeval state.
Not without law, sayest thou? AlPighty

Zeus,
AP I not also Pothered oI a Muse?

Let there be law ! untiPely to release
This soul untinctured oI the Stygian dews,

UnsSrinNled oI Lethean lotus-droSs !
LiIe grows so steadily, so sudden stoSs—

(Surely no Sart in Nature's Poving Seace!)
Thus, when the young, liNe tePSest-stricNen

croSs
UnriSe, are blasted in the blossoPing

sSring—
This is a Piracle, not the other thing !

Nature insults herselI, blasShePes her God,
Thus cutting short the liIe's hard haSSening.
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Nor would I suIIer thus, nor she reSine
Had Py wiIe Iaded (as rose-tinted wine

Bleached in the sunlight) reached her
Seriod

And Iallen gently in the arPs divine,

Caressing arPs oI Sale PerseShone,
And bathed her in death’s river tenderly,

Washing the whole bright body, the long
liPbs,

The clothing hair, the Iace, the witchery

OI all the sPiling shaSe in the darN streaP,
As one who gathers the Iirst Iloral beaP

OI daylight by the water, dives and swiPs
DeeSin cool alleys, soIter than a dreaP �

So, rising to the other banN, aglow
With the bright Potion and the streaP’s

young Ilow,
She Pight discover the Elysian ground,

And Iind Pe waiting, Iind Pe sad and slow

Pacing the green Ilower-lighted turI, and leaS
Into Py body’s Nisses, into sleeS �—

Sweeter this latter bridal than we Iound
The Iirst, now lost in tiPe’s eternal deeS.

It is not cruel iI the riSe Irhit Iall—
But never an elegy Iunereal

WeSt Ior untiPely burial, but cried
Aloud against the Fates, Iorebore to call

In Sity or Sassion on the Gods oI Seace;But cursed, but wailed, nor bade its sharS
tongue cease

Until the lightning sSat, sharS to divide
Bone IroP its Parrow Ior their blasShePies !
So I should curse, unless indeed Py grieI
Be not too great to yield Pe such relieI.

MethinNs a sob Pust start and Par the
roar

OI loud harsh laughing bitter unbelieI

Scarring the sNy with Soisonous IoaP oI
song.

Also, what curse Pight rePedy the wrong?
Are not all Ieuds Iorgotten in a war?

All stars e[hausted in Astreea's throng

When the swiIt sun leaSs sNyward? Let
Pe sSeaN

Words rather oI wisdoP � hate Pay rage and
wreaN

Vengeance in vain iI wisdoP sPile beyond,
Too high to care, too ultiPate to seeN.

Thebitterest sorrow oI all sorrow is this �

I had no tiPe to catch one last long Niss,
Nor bid Iarewell, nor lay one lily-Irond

OI resurrection Ior the sign oI bliss,

RePePbrance oI soPe iPPortality
AIIirPed iI not believed � alas Ior Pe

That Pight not interchange the last sad
VOWS,

Nor close the blue eyes clearer than the sea

BeIore they darNened, and the veil oI death
Shrouded their sSlendour� still there lingereth

SoPesad white lustre on the icy brows,
SoPe breast-curve surely indicating breath,

SoPe Pisty glaPour oI deeS love within
The eye's cold gleaP ! soPe diPSle on the

chin
Hinting oI laughter� even now sbe seePs

A Iolded rosebud, where the ivory sNin

Closes the riSe warP centre Ilower, the
Pind,

The sSirit that was beautiIully Nind,
The sense oI beauty shadowed in deeS

dreaPs,
sent through the horn gates by soPe sleeSy

wind.

All lingers� all is gone� a little while,
And all the live sweet raSture oI the sPile

OI her whole being is discoPIited,
The body broNen, desolated, vile,
Till nought rePains but the PePorial urn
OI deeS red gold, less golden than did burn

Once the strong breast � the ash within is
shed,

Dust given Ior Ilowers� what PePory shall
turn
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Unto the Ilowers, thinN worthy to rePePber
How the dust scattered IroP their Iading

ePber
Is their own sign andseal oI Iatherhood,

Grey seas oI sorrow sun-Nissed into aPber.

Above Pe hangs the sun� horrid he hangs,
A rayless globe oI hell, shooting Iorth Iangs

SnaNe-wise to Sarch and burn Py solitude,
Nor leave Pe quiet laPenting, with these

Sangs

Tearing Py liver, Pore ProPethean
Than ever Titan Nnew—the sunbright sSan

OI narrow water PocNs Pe, brightening
Far to the indigo Ionian.

The sun hangs high, as in the Arabian tale
Enchanted Salaces deIy the gale,

Perched uSon airy Pountains, on the wing
OI genii Soised, souls suIIering and Sale

With their long labour� wi]ard sSire and
doPe

That Paidens grown Pagicians had Ior hoPe,
Where the charPed sword and graven

talisPan
Held theP suSrePely Iloating on the IoaP

Where cloudier seas innavigably roll,
Misty with elePental shaSe or soul,

Thin grey essential nebul] oI Pan,
Caught in the Pesh oI Pagical control!
All these are beautiIul and shaSen so
That every bastion IlaPes a seSarate glow

OI changing colour � all detestable,
Abhorrent, since the goodly-seePing show

Is one large lie oI cruelty and lust,
Carven IroP sSectral iPages oI dust,

Founded on visions oI the accursed well,
And built oI shaPe and hatred and distrust,

And all things hateIul and all lying things—
O song! where wanderest on IorgetIul wings?

Shall these wild nuPbers helS thee to thine
own,

Or change the winter's graParye to sSring's?

Rather beguile the tedious Pourning hours
With PePory oI the long-Iorgotten bowers,

Where loves resurged IroP cave and grove
to throne,

FroP nuStial banquet to the bed oI Ilowers !

Rather Iorget the near catastroShe,
And turn Py Pusic toward Eurydice,

AwaNe in day-dreaP all the ancient
days,

When love Iirst blossoPed on the sSringing
tree !

Let Pe recall the days beyond regret,
And tune Py lyre to love, sharSen and set

The strings again to the Iorgotten ways,
That I Pay tread theP over, and Iorget !

In child-liNe Peditative Pood
I wandered in the dell,

Passed through the quiet glades oI the
wood,

And sought the haunted well,
HalI hoSeIul that its solitude

Might worN soPe Piracle.

The oaNs raised angry hands on high �

The willows drooSed Ior tears �

The yews held solePn cerePony,
Magical sSells oI years.

I saw one cySress Pelancholy,
A Srince aPong his Seers.

So, turning IroP the arboreal seat
And PidPost hollow oI earth,

I Iollowed HaPadryads’ Ieet
That Padeat eve their Pirth

To where the streaPlet wandered Ileet
To show what tiPe was worth.

I watched the waters waNe and laugh
Running o’er Sebbly beaches,

Writing aPa]ePent’s eSitaSh
With Ireshets, turns, and reaches �—

The only tale too short by halI
That nature ever teaches.
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Then growing grander as it sweSt
Past bulrushes and Ierns,

Gathering the tears that heaven had weSt,
The water glows and burns

In sunlight, where no shadowscreSt
Around the la]y turns.

All on a sudden silence caPe
Athwart soPe avenue

Where through the trees arrowed the IlaPe
FroP the e[ultant blue ;

Andall the water-way becaPe
One heart oI glittering dew.

The waters narrowed Ior a sSace
Between twin rocNs conIined,

Carven liNe Gods Ior Soise and grace,
LiNe Piracles Ior Pind�

Each Iashioned liNe a Nissing Iace,
Theeyes Ior Moy being blind.

The waters widened in a Sool,
Broad Pirror oI blue light.

The surIace was as still and cool
As the broad-breasted night.

Engraven oI no Portal tool,
The granite glistened white.

AsiI to shield IroP Portal ga]e
A nyPSh’s iPPortal liPbs,

The shadow oI the buttress stays
And diSs its head and swiPs,

While Poss engirdles it with grays
And greens that dew bediPs.

Now, at the last, the western end,
Most Piracle oIall !

The groves oI rocN disSart and rend
Their sacred cincture-wall ;All tunes oI heaven their raSture lend
To PaNe the waterIall.

There, steaPing IroP the ha]e and Pist
Where dew is dashed in sSray,

Rises a halo sunrise-Nissed
And Nissed at close oI day

FroP ruby unto aPethyst,
Within the veil oI grey.

And there within the circled light
I saw a dancing thing,

Most liNe the tender-leavpd night
OI Poonrise seen in sSring,

A shadow luPinous and white
LiNe a ghost becNoning.

And then diP visions caPe to Pe,
Faint PePories oI Iear�

As when the Argo Sut on sea
Such stories we did hear,

Stories to trePble at and Ilee—
And others worth a tear.

I thought oI how a Paiden Pan
Might hear a deadly song

And clasS a siren in his sSan,
And Ieel her Niss grow strong

To drag hiP with caresses wan
Into the House oI Wrong.!

Another � ? how the woPen grew
LiNe vines oI tender graSe,

And how they laughed aslovers do,
And tooN a lover’s shaSe,

And how Pen sought theP, Iree to woo—
To leave theP, no escaSe!

Another �? how a golden cuS
A golden girl would Sour,

And whoso laughed and dranNit uS
Grew wise and warrior�But whoso stayed to sPile and suS
Returned—ah, never Pore !

And yet again 
—a river steeS,
A Paiden coPbing light,

Her hair’s enchantPent—she would weeS
And sing Ior love’s delight,

Until the listener droSSed to sleeS
In Pagic oI her night.

1 See HoPer's Odyssey.
2 See Lucian.
? Is this a Serversion oI the story oI CalySso?
4 See Goethe’s µµ Lorelei.´’
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And then the Paiden sPoothed her tresses,
And led hiP to the river,

Caught hiP and Nissed with young caresses,
And then—her cruel sPiles quiver !Beneath the waves his liIe reSresses
For ever and Ior ever!

I Nnew the dangeroI the deed
The while enraSt I gladdened.

My eyes uSon the dancer Ieed
As one by daylight saddened

AIter long night whose sluPbers bleed,
By dreaPs deceived and Paddened!

It Pight be—the delusive dance,
The shadowy IorP I saw,

ASollo’s Pisty quivering lance
Thrown to elude God’s law;

It Pight be—doth the Paid advance,
Evanish, or withdraw?

So stung by certainty’s Pistrust,
Or tranced in dreaPoI sin,

Or blinded by soPe Panic dust,
By Dionysian din

DeaIened, arose the laughing lust
To Iling Py body in!

I stood uSon the rocN, andcried,
And held Py body high

(Not caring iI I lived or died)
Erect against the sNy�

Then Slunged into the wheeling tide,
And vanished utterly.



 O shaSe halI seen oI love, and ost
Beneath tiPe’s sightless tide,

What obolus oI the vital cost
RePains, or Pay abide?

Or what SerceStion PePory steal,
Once Sassed uSon the whirling wheel ?



 O hoSehalI held oI love, and Iled
Beyond the ivory gate,

A dreaP gone IroP the haSless head
By IuryoI a Iate!

What iPage oI the hoSe returns
But stings with agony that which yearns?



 O Iace halI Nissed in Iaith and Iear,
Eager and beautiIul !

DroS Ior Portality one tear!
For liIe one sPile recall !

µThere is no Sassion Pade Ior Pe—
Else were Py water-well the sea.´

Such tune Py Ialling body snaSSed
Within the sacred sides,

While the warP waves with laughter laSSed,
And changed their tuned tides,

And all Py being was enwraSSed,
A bridegrooP’s in a bride’s.

DeeS in the hollow oI the Slace
A starry bed I saw,

GePPed with strange stones in Pany a sSace
OI godliNe rune and law.

Such Iancies as the Iiery Iace
OI living Art Pight draw.

But rising uS I liIt Py head
Beyond the riSSles clean �

My arPs with sSray dew-diaPonded
Stretched love-wise to Py queen

That danced uSon the light, and shed
Her ownsweet light between.

But never a Portal Moy Pight Nnow,
Hold never a Portal lover !

Whose liPbs liNe Poonshine glint and glow,
Throb, SalSitate, and hover �—

Pale sunrise woven with the snow
Athwart a larchen cover !

So danced she in the rainbow Pist,
A Iairy Irail and chaste,

By Poon caressed, by sunlight Nissed
A guerdon vain and waste ;

And the Pisery oI her thanNless tryst
Stole on Pe as she Saced.

For never her liSs should be caressed
By love’s e[ulting stings,

Whose starry shaSe shone in the west,
Held oI the gliPPering wings.

^Ier shadowy soul Serceived the Mest
OI Pan and Portal things.
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And there I vowed a solePn oath
To AShrodite Iair,

Sealing that sacraPental troth
With a long curl oI hair,

And the strange Srayer’s reiterant growth
Sent shining through theair.

(LnvoNing AShrodite)

Daughter oI Glory, child
OI Earth’s Dione Pild

By the FatheroI all, the ZEgis-bearing King!SSouse, daughter, Pother oI God,
QueenoI the blest abode

In CySrus' sSlendour singly glittering.
Sweet sister unto Pe,
I cry aloud to thee!

I laugh uSon thee laughing, O dew caught
uS IroP sea!

Drawn by sharS sSarrow and dove
And swan's wide SluPes oI love,

And all the swallow's swiIter vehePence,
And, subtler than the SShin[,
The ineIIable iyn[ 1

Heralds thy sSlendour swooning into sense,
When IroP the bluest bowers
And greenest-hearted hours

OI Heaven thou sPilest toward earth, a
Piracle oI Ilowers !

Down to the loveless sea
Where lay PerseShone

Violate, where the shade oI earth is blacN,
Crystalline out oI sSace
FlaPes the iPPortal Iace!

The glory oI the coPet-tailpd tracN
Blinds all blacN earth with tears.
Silence awaNes and hears

The Pusic oI thy Poving coPe over the
starry sSheres.

WraSSed in rose, green and gold,
Blues Pany and PaniIold,

A cloud oI incense hides thy sSlendour oI
light ;

! An iPaginary aniPal, sacred to Venus.

Hides IroPthe Srayer's distress
Thy loItier loveliness

Till thy veil's glory shrouds the earth IroP
night ;

And silence sSeaNs indeed,
Seeing the subtler sSeed

OI its own thought than sSeech oI the Pan-
dean reed !

There no voice Pay be heard !

No Slace Ior any word !

The heart’s whole Iervour silently sSeeds to
thee,

IPPaculate ! and craves
Thy Nisses or the grave’s,

Till, Nnowing its unworthiness to woo thee,
RePePbers, grows content
With the old elePent,

And asNs the lowlier grace its earlier Pusic
Peant.

So, Lady oI all Sower!
Kindle this Iirstling Ilower

The rainbow nyPSh abovethe waterIall
Into a Portal shade
OI thee, iPPortal Paid,

That in her love I gather and recall
SoPe PePory Pighty and Pute
In love’s Soor substitute

OI thee, thy Love too high, the iPSossible
Sursuit !

Then IroP the cloud a golden voice
Great harPonies Sersuade,

That all the cosPic lawns reMoice
LiNe laughter oI a Paid ;

Till evolution had no choice,
But heard it, and obeyed.



 Show by thy Pagic art
The hero-story!AwaNe the Paiden heart
With tunes oI glory !

With Portal Moys and tears,
Keen woes and blisses,

AwaNe her Iaiths and Iears,
Her tears and Nisses !



LIBER SECUNDUS VEL AMORIS 169

I caught the lavish lyre, and sate
Hard by the waterIall,

Twisting its sweetness intiPate
Into the solePn call

OI Pany dead Penthat were great,
The Slectron’s wi]ard thrall.

Thus as she danced, nor ceased, nor
cared,

I set the sacred throng
OI heroes into acts that Iared

In Argo light and long,
The Ioes they Iought, the Ieats they dared,

In shadow-show and song.
(Zhe Slay oI Argonautae is sha-

dowed beIore theP by Or-
Sheus’ Pagical Pight.)

So Iaded all the dreaP� so stole
SoPe IearIul Iondness in her soul;Even as a cloud thrilled sharSly through
With lightning’s tePSer Neen and true,
SSlitting the ether� so again
Grew on Pe theecstatic Sain,
Seeing her trePble in Pid-air.
No Ilower so e[quisitely Iair
ShaNes out its Setals at the dawn ;
No breath so beautiIul is drawn
At even by the listening vale.
For oh! she trePbled! Frail and Sale,
Her looNs surSassing loveliness
Lulled its own light to Iond distress,
As iI the soul were hardly yet
Fit to rePePber or Iorget
New-born ! and though the goddess bade
The nyPSh-bud blossoP to a Paid,
And soulless iPPortality
Reach to a soul, at last to die,
For love’s own saNe, bliss dearly bought
For change’s altering coin ill-wrought,
It seePed as though the soul were strange,
Not Iledged, not caSable to range
At randoP through the world oI sense
OSened so swiIt and so intense
Unto the being. Thus she stood
IPSatient on the Satient Ilood
With wonder waNing in her eyes.
Thus the young dove drooSs wing,anddies,

In wonder why the wingpd thing
Loosed IroP yon twanging silver string
Should striNe, should hurt. But now she

waNes,
Wreathes liNe a waterIall oI snaNes
The golden Iervour oI her hair
About the body brave and bare
Starred in the sunlight by the sSray,
And laughed. uSon Pe as I lay
Watching the change� First dawnoIIire!
First ghost oI nightIall’s grey desire!First light oI Poonrise! Then, as June
LeaSs out oI May, her liSs tooN tune
To song Post soIt, a sSiral sSell,
A siren breathing in a shell.
The notes were clustered round the well
LiNe angels clustering round a god.
Let PePory waNe IroP its abode
OI diP Srecision lost Ior long
The grace and grandeuroI the song !

Who art thou, love, by what sweet naPe I
quicNen ?

By whoP, O love, Py soul is subtly stricNen ?

O Love, O Love, I linger
On the dear word and Nnow not any Pean-

ing,
Nor why ] chant ; there is a whisSer wean-

ing
My soul IroP deSths I Nnew to deSths I

guess,
Centred in two words only� µµ Love´ and



 Yes,�
What lyrist's gentle Iinger

StriNes out a note, a Ney, a chord unheard oI?
What voice intones a song I Nnow no word oI?

Who aP I, Love, and where?
What is the wonder oI this troublous sing-

ing ?

Whatis the Peaning oI Py sSirit’s clinging
Still to the two sweet words� reSeat, reSeat !



 Yes, Love!� and 

 Yes, Love!� Oh the
PurPur sweet !

The Iragrance in the air !

I Nnow not, I ; aPid the choral gladness
Steals an essential trePoras oI sadness,

A grace-note to the bosoP
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OI Pusic’s sSell that binds Pe, as in Panic
Dance to soPe grasS unthinNable, Titanic,
Unto the words Iresh Ilowers that distil
UtterPost Iragrance in the Pind and will,

The unsusSected blossoP !

What is the change—new birth oI sSring-
tiPe Nisses

Alone in all these water-wildernesses ?

What change? what loveliness!
CoPes this to all? I heard Py sisters crying
No tale liNe this—O ! were I only lying
AsleeS aPid the Ierns, Py soul would weeS
Over and over in its endless sleeS ;



 Yes, love l� and µµ yes!´ and 

 yes !?

So by soPe sSell divinely drawn
She caPe to Pe across the dawn,
With oSen arPs to Pe ; and sobbed
µVes, love!´ and µµ Yes, love!´

throbbed
The giant glory at Py heart !

And I? I drew away, aSart,
Lest by Pere chance to Pe she caPe.
But curling as a wind-blown IlaPe
She turned, she Iound Pe. As the dew
Melts in the laNe’s dissolving blue
So to Py arPs she caPe. And now,
Now, now I hold her!

O how

BroNe the brow
OI all wide heaven in thunder! Hear
TrePendous vortices oI Iear
Swirlin the ether. What new terror
DarNens the blue Sool's silver Pirror ?

How bursts the Pountain-chasP asunder ?
Whose voice reverberates in thunder
Muttering what curse? The sun dissolves
In anguish ; the Pad Poon revolves
LiNe a wild thing about its cage ;
The stars are shaNen in the rage
OI—who but Zeus? BeIore our ga]e,
(My love's in shuddering aPa]e,
OI birth deceived and death Iorlorn,
And Pine in anger, ay ! and scorn !)

He stood--the Pighty One! So earth
And heaven SroclaiPed that IearIul birth �

So they grew silent lest he curse.
Dead silence hushed the universe ;

And then in clear calP tones he sSoNe�


 Fools! who have Peddled, and awoNe
The inPost Iorces oI the world!
One lightning IroP Py hand had hurled
Both to annihilation's brinN.
What Ioolish goddess bade ye thinN
Ye thus could Slay with thunder, roll
Your wheels uSon the world, control
The stately being oI a soul?
Just aP I ever! ThereIore Nnow
The unrevengeIul law oI woe
That ye invoNe. Thou seeNest liIe,
Child oI Py water! Thou a wiIe,
Child oI Py sun! Draw living breath,
Maiden, and gain the guerdon—death !ThoutaNe the wiIe, and risN the Iate

ZEons could hardly culPinate
To lose thy soul! Not two but one
Are ye. Together, as the stone,
The oaN, the river, or the sea,
Mere elePents oI Pine be ye,
Or both resolve the dreadIul liIe,
And taNe death's Sri]e! TaNe thou the

wiIe,
Thou, who didst Nnow. Her ignorance
Resolve itselI uSon a chance !Sheshall decide the double Iate.
Be still, Py child, and Peditate !

This is an hour in heaven.´ He ceased
And I was silent. She released
Her soul IroP that trePendous birth
OI Iear in gentle-Pinded Pirth.
µ
 Great Sir!´ she cried, µµ the choice is Pade!An hour ago I was aIraid,
Knew nothing, and loved not. But I
iNnownow not this you say—to die.
SoPe doubtIul change! An hour ago
I wasa nyPSh. I did not Nnow
This change� but now Ior death or liIe
I care not. AP I not his wiIe?
I love hiP. Now I would not leave
That Moy once tasted ; shall not grieve
II even that should ever cease,
So great a Sleasure (and a Seace!)
I have therein. And by the sense
OI love’s intuitive inIluence
I Nnow he wills Pe to rePain
WoPan.� µ
 How Irivolous and vain,
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O Zeus,� I cried, 

 art thouto rise
Out oI OlyPSus' ecstasies !

OPniSotent ! but to control
The Iirst breath oI a huPan soul !—´
The thunder rolled through heaven again,
Void was the sSring-delighted Slain
OI that gigantic Shantasy.
I turned to Py Eurydice
Evenassheturned. The Iaint breath glows,—
The lightning oI a living rose.
The bright eyes gleaP—night’s sSotless stars
GliPPering through Iolded nenuShars.
The red Pouth Poves,still to the word�


 Yes, love !� and 

yes, love!� Then I

heard
No sound and saw no sight—the world
Folded its Pighty wings, and curled
Its Sassion round us; bade Iorget
The Moy with which our eyes were wet.
All Iaded, Iolded in the bliss ;
UnIolded the Iirst Iadeless Niss.

Then Py soul woNe, not sundering liSs,
But winged against the blacN ecliSse
OI sense� Py soul on wings did Soise
Her glory in the vast turquoise
OI the whole sNy � e[Sanded Iar
Beyond the Iarthest sun orstar,
Beyond all sSace, all tiPe. I saw
The very liPits oI the law
That hath no bounds� beheld the bliss
OI that Iirst wonder oI the Niss
In its true selI� how very love
Is God, and hath its substance oI
Pure light � and how love hath its cause
Beyond religions, worlds, and laws;Is in itselI the Iirst � and Poves
All evolution, and disSroves
God in aIIirPing God� all this
In that one raSture oI the Niss
I Nnew, andall creation’s Sain
Fell into nothing in Pybrain,
As I, rePaining Pan, involved
All liIe’s true SurSose, and dissolved
The ShantoPs (oI itselI create)
In a Pysterious sweet state,
Wherein soPe tune began to Pove
Whose liNeness and whose liIe was love.

Roll, strong liIe-current oI these very veins,
Into Py lover’s soul, Py soul that is !

Thrill, Pighty liIe oI nerves, e[ultant strains
TriuPShant oI all Pusic in a Niss !

Fade! Iade, oh strenuous sense
Into the soul intense

OI liIe beyond your weaN iPagining!And, O thou thought, dissever
Thy airy liIe Ior ever

While the bright sounds are liIted uS to sSring
Beyond this tide oI being,
Shadows and sense Iar Ileeing

Into a shadow deeSer than the Ocean
When Sassesall the Pind’s coPPotion

To a serener sNy, a Pighty calP ePotion !
The whole world Iades, Iolds over its wide

Sinions
Into a darNness deeSer than its own.

Silence hath shattered all the dreaP-
doPinions

OI liIeand light� the grey bird’s soul is Ilown
Into a soundless night,
LaPSless � a vivid Ilight

Beyond the thrones and stars oI heaven down
hurled,

Till the great blacNness heaves
An iron breast, and cleaves

The woPboInight, another Pightier world.
Lost is Py soul, and Iaded
The light oIliIe that braided

Its coPet tresses into golden Iire.
Fade, Iade, the ShantoPs oI desire !

SSeed, sSeed the song oI love uSon the living
lyre !

Lo ! I abide not, and Py lover's glory
Abides not� in the swaying oI those tides

Gathers beneath soPe Pighty SroPontory
One Pightier wave, deeS drowns it, and

abides.
Save that one wave alone
Nought in the void is Nnown,

That wave oI love, that sole e[ultant sSlen-
dour

Throned o’er all being, suSrePe,
A single-shining beaP

Burning with love, unutterably tender.
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Ah! the calP waveretires.
Down all the IearIul Iires

Go thundering to darNness, so dissever
Their being IroP Sure being, that the

river
OI love is waveless now, and is Sure love Ior

ever.

Then Pightier than all birth oI stars or suns,
BreaNs the vast Ilood and trePbles inits

tide.
Serene and sSlendid shine the Pystic ones,

E[ult, aSSal, reiterate, abide.
TiPid and Ileet the earth
CoPes rushing bacN to birth,

Brighter and greener, radiant with gold
OI a diviner sun,
An e[ultation

OI liIe to liIe, oI light to light untold.
I? I rePain, and see
Across eternity

My lover’s Iace, and ga]e, and Nnow the
worth

OI love’s liIe to the glowing earth,
The Niss that waNes all liIe unto a better

birth.

So the swoon broNe. I sawthe Iace
(Shining with Love’s reverberate grace)
OI Py own love across the lawn,
As warP andtender as the dawn
Tinting the snows oI heaven-born hills,
EnaPelling the Pountain rills
With light's chaPeleon-coloured dyes;50 shone the love-light in grey eyes,
Changing Ior laughter and Ior tears,
Changeless Ior Moy oI Pyriad years.
This, this endures; there is no lover,
No loved one ; all the ages cover
These things IroP sight� but this abides
Floating above the whelPing tides
OI tiPe and sSace� abides Ior ever
Whether the lovers Moin or sever.
There is no change� the love e[ists
Beyond the PoPent’s suns and Pists
In Pe, abiding� and I see
No lover in Eurydice,
Save that her Niss awoNe in Pe

This Nnowledge, this suSrePe content,
Annihilation oI the event,
The vast eternal elePent
OI utter being, bliss, and thought,
In dissolution direly wrought
OI sense, identity’s ecliSse,
The shadow oIa lover’s liSs.
The awIul steel oI Death divides
The alternation oI the tides
OI consciousness, and binds in bliss
The dead Panto the girl’s live Niss.

So sSed Py wooing� now I surely thinN
SusSended here uSon the burning brinN

OI this diP agony, invading sense,
That bliss should still abide� but now I

shrinN,

Fall IroP the crags oI PePory, and abide
Now in this nature-liIe, basilisN-eyed,

And serSent-stinging � yea, I Serish thence.
That Serishes which was� and I aP tied

Unto PyselI� the 

 I� sSrings uS again
Bound to the wheel oI sSeedless sense and

Sain,
None loosing Pe. Past is the utter bliss ;

Present the strong Iact oI the death, the stain

OI the Parred lives� I, Peditate awhile
Not on the Pere light oI the girl, the sPile

DeeSening down to the e[trePest Niss ;
Not oI the long Moys oIthe little isle

Set in Ionian waters, where the years
Passed, one long Sassion, too divine Ior tears,

Too deeS Ior laughter� but on that divine
Sense beyond sense, the shadow oI the

sSheres

Lost in the all-Servading light oI love�
That bliss aJl Sassion and all Sraise above;IPSersonal, that Iervour oI the shrine
Changed to Sure Seace that had its substance

oI
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Nothing but love � in vain Py thoughts evoNe
That light aPidst the deadly night and sPoNe

OI this dread hour� there’s nothing serves
nor sNills

Here, since that hateIul µµ 1´ oI Pe awoNe,

MaNing Pe seSarate IroP the wings oI liIe,
Nothing avails Pe oI the cruel striIe

With Py own being� hideous sorrow Iills
My heart—O Pisery ! Py wiIe! Py wiIe!

Stay ! iI I cannot be the Absolute,
Let Pe be Pan! discard the wailing lute

And waNe the lyre� the Pightier than Pe
Drag uS the courage in Pe to disSute

The battle with desSair� awaNe the strings
Stronger than earth, than the iPPortal Nings

AliNe oI death and liIe� invoNe the sea
That I Pay cross her on the viewless wings

OI song, Iind out the desolating river
That girds the earth, unloose the silver quiver,

Choosing an arrow oI sharS song to run
Downto the waters that laPent Ior ever �—

And cleave theP !

sSell
Rive the strong gates oI iron-builded hell,

And Povethe heart oI the ill-hearted one.
Yea! let Pe breaNthe Sortals terrible,

That Py song's insistent

And bring her bacN ! coPe bacN, Eurydice!
CoPe bacN, Sale wanderer to Eternity !

CoPe bacN, Py wiIe, Py wiIe, again to
love!

CoPe bacN, Py wiIe! coPe bacN, coPe bacN
to Pe!

Enough! Py SurSose holds� no Ieeble
cries !

No sob shall shaNe these nerves� no ecstasies
OI hoSe,or Iear, or love avail to Pove

Those iron-hearted dooPs and destinies.

I will be calP and IirP as I were Zeus.
I will descend to Hades and unloose

My wiIe� Srevail on Sale PerseShone,
Laving her love-locNs with e[alted dews

OI stern grey song; such roseate tunes
esSouse

Thatall the echoes oI that lonely house
Answer Pe sob Ior sob, that she decree

With love deeS-seated in her loIty brows

Forth sSarNling� and with Hades inter-
cede,

So as I stir the MudgPent-seat, and Slead,
The awIul brows Pay lighten, and decree

My wiIe's return—a Soet's loIty Peed !

EXPLICIT LIBER SECUNDUS.
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LIBER TERTIUS VEL LABORIS

TO

THE MEMORY OF

IEHI AOUR,
WITH WHOM I WALKED THROUGH HELL, AND COMPELLED IT

'
 Neither were his hoSes Irustrated � For having aSSeased theP with the Pelodious sound
oI his voice and touch, Srevailed at length so Iar, as that they granted hiP leave to taNe her
away with hiP; but on this condition, that she should Iollow hiP, and he not to looN bacN
uSon her, till he caPe to the light oI the uSSer World; which he (iPSatient oI, out oI love
and care, and thinNing that he was in a Panner Sast all danger) nevertheless violated,
insoPuch that the Covenant is broNen, and she Iorthwith tuPbles bacN again headlong
into Hell.�— 74e WisdoP oI the Ancients.

'
 Moody Pluto winNs while OrSheus Slays.´ —RaSe oI Lucrece.

ORPHEUS TRAVELS TO HADES.

As I Sass in Py Ilight
On the awed storP cloud,

SteeSs steeSer than sleeS,
DeSths deeSer than night,

I have Iurrowed and Sloughed
(DeeS calling to deeS !)

Through the sSaces oI light,
The heads oI theP bowed

For the Iears that weeS,
And the Moys that sPite,

And the loves disallowed.
They are risen ; they leaS ;

They wing theP in white,
Crying aloud

Words widowed that NeeS
The Irost oI their Iires Iorgotten and Iaded

IroP MePory's steeS.

As I Sass in Py glory
O'er sea and land,

I sPite the loud tune
FroPa Iervid hand,

By the SroPontory,
The Pountainous Poon.

Vivid and hoary,
Twin birds, as I harN,

TaNe Iire, understand
The ways oI the darN,

As an angel did guide Pe,
Waving the brand

OI the dawn's red sSarN.
My Peasures ParN

The inIluence Iine
OI the voyage divine

OI the airy barN
Wherein I travel
O'er Pountain and level,

The land, and the sea.
And the beings oI air,

And the lives oI the land,
And the daughters oI Iire,

And the sons oI the Ocean,
CoPe unto Pe ;

My chariot bear,
My tunes understand,

My love desire,
Share Py ePotion.

They gather, they gather,
ASollo, O Iather !

They gather around ;
They echo the sound
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OI the tune that reMoices,
The PaniIold Peasure

OI Ieet tuned to voices
OI terrible Sleasure.

We Sass in our courses
Above the grey treasure

OI seas in Earth’s Iorces,
Her girdle, her sSlendour.

We bridle the horses
OI sea as we lend her

Tunes subtle and tender
To sinN in her sources.

The air’s love? Werend her!
We Sass to the West,
We sinN on the breast
OI the Ocean to rest.
As I Sass, as I Padden

In Iury oI Ilight,
The sea’s billows gladden

InvoNing the light.
The deSths oI her sadden

Not seeing the sight
OI the glorious one,
Whose steed is the Sun,

Whose Mourney is certain,
Who sSeeds to the gate,

The visible curtain
OI visible Iate.

My soul taNes no hurt in
Their glooP� I await

The Sortals to rise
In the desolate sNies.

I trust to Py song
Irresistibly strong

To sunder and shatter
Those towers oI Patter.

They rise! Oh! They rise,
The terrible towers

OI Hades � they liIt
Across the white sNies

Those terrible-cliIIed
RocNs, where the hours

Beat vainly � where lies
The horrible riIt

OI the earth’s green bowers
Where the wan shiSs driIt,
And the sun’s rays shiIt,

And the river runs
Whose banNs have no Ilowers,

Whose waves have no suns.
Sheer to the terror

OI heaven, the walls
StriNe ; and the Pirror

OI water recalls
No truth, but diP error.

The soul oI Pe Ialls
Down to the glaPour

OI dreaP ; and Iear
Beats liNe a haPPer.

Here ! it is here !

Lost are Py Iriends ;The elePents shrinN
Where the liIe-world ends

On the icy brinN
OI the sunless river ;

Ends, and Ior ever !

I Sass to the Sortals
OI death in Py Ilight.

I sound at the gates.
I call the iPPortals

OI death and oI night.
I call on the Fates

By the suPPonsoI light.
The gates are rended ;

The rocNs divide ;
My soul hath descended

Abreast oI the tide.
I, single and sSlendid,

Death have deIied !

I Sass by the terrible gates and the guardians
dragon-eyed.

I thunder adown
The vast abyss.

(The Mourney’s crown
Is a woPan’s Niss !),

What terrors to Paster!WhatIear and disaster
To gain the renown

And the Iadeless bliss !

I thunder aloud
On the rocNsas I Ily,

Borne on a cloud
In the glooPy sNy.
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ShaSed liNe a shroud,
DraSed liNe a Sall,
I shrinN not ; I Iall

To the blacNness below
With Py soul aglow.

No taint oI a Iear !For I Nnow, I Nnow
Eurydice near,
Eurydice here!The SurSose divine
Thrills Py soul as wine.

NowISass to the soul oI the darN, conIront-
ing the innerPost shrine.

Hail to ye, warders
That guard the borders

OI Hades! All hail to ye, dwellers
oI night !

But I aP the soul
In a Pan’s control.

Ye have nought to do with the dweller
oI light !

Hail to ye, hail
In the hollowvale,

Your weaSons are liIted against Pe
in vain.

My lyre shall charP ye,
My voice disarPye,

For I aP the soul overshadowed oI
|

Sain !

Hail to ye, wardens
OI Death’s grey gardens!

O Ilowerless and vineless your bower-
less vale !

But I Pust alone
To the wonderIul throne.

Let Iall the vain sSears, shadows!Hail to ye! Hail!

The ShantoPs diPinish,
The shadows Iall bacN.

Lost in the vision
In Iires that Iinish

StarN and blacN
With lust and derision ;

And all the illusion
Is Iallen to the ground.

The warders are beaten
They go in conIusion ;

Their Slace is not Iound.
The air hath eaten

With wide-gaSing Maws
A Iurious IolN.

Lost is the cause
In Tartarean sPoNe.

I, through the wall
OI iPSassable glooP,

ASart IroP the sun,
Pass as a ghost,

Bearing the lyre.
The sad notes Iall

To the sorrowIul woPb ;

One aIter one
They leaS as a host

With weaSonsoI Iire
On a desolate coast,
Where love is lost

And the bitterness clings oI Iear, and the
sadness dogs oI desire !

Thrice girded with brass,
Thrice bound with iron,

The gate is in three
Pillars oI gold.

But I will Sass
(My heart as a lion,

My lyre as a Ney!)
To the gates oI old,

To the Slace oI desSair
And the walls oI dread,

The halls oI the dooPed,
The hoPes oIthe dead,

The houses where
The beautiIul air

Is as air entoPbed.
NotHing can shaNe

Those terrible walls.
No Pan can waNe

With silver calls
The hoPe oI the lost and the lone, the gate

oI the Stygian thralls.
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But thou, O Titan !

O sSlendour triIorP !

GlooPiest dweller
OI utterPost night!

My Mourney enlighten!O soul oI the storP !

WaNer and queller
OI soPbre delight,

Hecate! hearNen
The soul oI Py Srayer!

Glitter and darNen
Through sulShurous air !

Let the sacriIice Pove thee to Moy, the in-
voNer thy glory declare

In words that shall Slease
Thy terrible Seace,

O sSeedy to save,
In IlaPes oI Iine Iire that bedew the deeSest

Tartarean cave !

[ ZnvoNing HECATE]

O triSle IorP oI darNness!dour!
Thou Poon unseen oI Pen! Thou huntress

dread!Thou crownpd dePon oI the crownless
dead!O breasts oI blood, too bitter and too tender!

Unseen oI gentle sSring,
Let Pe the oIIering
Bring to thy shrine’s seSulchral glittering!I slay the swart beast ! I bestow the blooP

Sownin the dusN, and gathered in the glooin
Under the waning Poon,

At Pidnight hardly lightening the East ;And the blacN laPb IroP the blacN ewe’s
dead woPb

I bring, and stir the slow inIernal tune
Fit Ior thy chosen Sriest.

SoPbre sSlen-

Here where the band oI Ocean breaNs the road
BlacN-trodden, deeSly-stooSing, to the

abyss,
I shall salute thee with the naPeless Niss

Pronounced toward the utterPost abode
OI thy suSrePe desire.
I shall illuPe the Iire
Whence thy wild stryges shall obey the lyre,

VOL. III.

Whence thy LePurs shall gather and sSring
round,

Girdling Pe in the sad Iunereal ground
With Iaces turnpd bacN,

My Iace averted ! I shall consuPPate
The awIul act oI worshiS, O renowned

Fear uSon earth, and Iear in hell, and
blacN

Fear in the sNy beyond Fate!
I hear the whining oI thy wolves! I hear

The howling oI the hounds about thy IorP,
WhocoPest in the terror oI thy storP,

And night Ialls Iaster ere thine eyes aSSear
Glittering through the Pist.
O Iace oI woPan unNissed
Save by the dead whose love is taNen ere

they wist !

Thee, thee I call! Odire one! O divine!
I, the sole Portal, seeN thy deadly shrine,

Pour the darN streaP oI blood,
A sleeSy and reluctant river

Even as thou drawest, with thine eyes on
Pine,

To Pe across the sense-bewildering Ilood
That holds Py soul Ior ever!

The night Ialls bacN;The shadows give Slace;
The threeIold IorP

ASSears in the blacN,
Asa direIul Iace

HalI seen in the storP.
I worshiS, I Sraise
The wonderIul ways
Where the sPitten rays

OI darNness sunder.
The handis liIted ;

The gates are riIted ;

The sound is as thunder!
She coPes to the suPPons,
Her Iace as a woPan’s,

Her Ieet as a Fear’s,
Turned bacN on her Sath
For a sign oI wrath �—

She aSSears, she aSSears !

M
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I steS to the river.
The lyre-strings quiver ;The liPbs oI Pe shudder;So cold is the Pist;So darN is the streaP;So IearIul the boat;So horrid the rudder;So blacN is the tryst ;

So IrightIul the beaP;So Iearing to Iloat ;

The steersPan so dread,
The shadowy shaSe oI a ghost that guides

the barN oI the dead !

Aged and Ioul,
His locNs wreathe about hiP.

Horrid his scowl] !

Haggard his soul !

My songs control
While they Iear hiP and doubt

hiP.
I steS in the boat,

And the waters ache,
And the old boards shaNe.

I shall hardly Iloat,
So heavy the soul

OI a living Pan
On those waters that roll

Nine tiPes around
The Iatal ground ;

Yet still to Py singing we Pove on the river
Tartarean.

So darNer and colder
The streaP as we Iloat �

BlacNer and bleaNer,
The Pist on the river!

Stronger the shoulder
IPSels the sad boat.

Sadder and weaNer
Shudder and quiver

The notes oI the lyre.
Quenched is PyIire

In the Iog oI the air.
DiP Py desire

Cuts through the snare.
The cold conIounds Pe;

The Pist surrounds Pe;
LiIe trePbles and lowers ;Earth Iades IroP Py liIe.

The love oI Py wiIe,
The light oI the Ilowers,
Earth’s beautiIul bowers,

Pass, and are not.
I aP awed bythe soul oI the Slace, the hoSe-

less, the desolate sSot.

Here is the wharI
Wearily standing,

MisshaSen and dwarI,
Well Iit Ior such landing!

DarNer the blooP
OI the night-Ilowers glows,

Shadowing the toPb,
The indicible woes.
DarN and unlovely the cySress

still grows
DeIorPed andblistered,

Stunted and blacNened,
Where the dead gleaPs glistered,

The dusN-lights slacNened.
Such is the shore

Who reacheth Pay never
Return o'er the river!

Here Sace everPore
The terrible ghosts

Malignant oI Pen,
Whose airless hosts

In wars unMust
Went downto the den ;

Whose Iury and lust
Turned Soisonorsteel

On their own bad lives.
Here whirls the griP wheel

Where the dead soul strives
Ever to cliPb

To the iron nave,
Find SSace and TiPe,

Or a God to save,
Or a way o'er the wave.

The Fate contrives
That he never thrives.

Revolving anon,
The gleaP is gone,

And the shadowy sPile
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OI Hecate darNens.
My sad soul hearNens ;Moves IearIully on �—

O Slace oI all Slaces discrowned !

ing, I linger awhile!
LaPent-

But Ironting Pe tearIul,
Me Iull oI laPent,

Shoots uS the IearIul
Den oI the hound.

Ages they sSent,
Gods, in the graving

That cavern SroIound,
That tePSle oI hate,

OI horror and craving �—
O who shall abate

The Poaning, the raving ?

DarN the dull IlaPe
OI the altar, the Ilood
OI the blacN laPb’s blood !

But who shall SroclaiP
That his soul can descry

The deSth oI that cavern iPPense where the
guardian oI Orcus Pay lie?

SleeSest thou, devil ?

Monster oI evil !

SSawn oI TyShon
By Echidna’s lust!

The hateIul revel
In blood and dust !

The obscene crone
And the Ponster’s terror !

The hideous thrust
OI an unclean thirst

In the halls oI error !

E[Sunged and accurst,
A laSSing oI hate,

A bride-bed rotten,
And thou, Piscreate

And Pisbegotten!
O Hecate, hear Pe!

The terrors awaNen,
The cavern is shaNen

With horrible groanings.
Cryings and Poanings

Andhowlings draw near Pe.

I trePble, I Iear Pe!
My lyre is IorsaNen.

The heart oI the hollow
Is helSless to bear

The notes oI ASollo
Through Stygian air.

But heavier shrieNing
Revolves and resounds
In the ghastly SroIounds;And the voice unsSeaNing

OI the hound oI the daPned
Runs eager, and bounds,

Malignantly craPPed
In Py ears, and the noise
OI inIernal Moys

In the houses oI sin �-—

Let Pe Sass to a direr Slace, to the terrors
unsSoNen within !

Dead silence succeeds
The sound oI the Srayer.

Again the loud lyre
Shudders and bleeds

In the desolate air
With a sound as oI Iire !

The hound recedes ;But the gates stand there,
Barring desire,

Barring the way
OI the dead unburied,

Unshrived, and unblessed ;They stand and Sray
In legions serried,

Beating the breast,
Tearing the hair,

Rending the raiPent.
There is noneto care,

No golden SayPent
Availeth at all.
There is none to call ;

There is noneto Sity�
They stand in their Sain

At the gate oI the city.
There is none to Ieel

Or give relieI;
They are lost ; they are vain ;

They are eaten oI grieI.



180 ORPHEUS

They are sore aIraid,
They are weary with care.

There is noneto aid.
There is none to Sity.

They wail in desSair
At the gate oI the city.

But I, shall I halt
At the thrice-barred Sortal

In the laPSless vault,
I, halI an iPPortal ?

By love oI Py Pother,
By Pight oI Py lyre,

By Nature’s assistance,
I, I, not another

DePand Py desire,
RebuNe your resistance,

By Pighty ASollo
Whose Sower yet abides,

Though his light Pay not Iollow
Through Stygian tides !

By Py Sower over things
Both living and dead,

By Py inIluence sSlendid
In heavenly court,

The song oI Pe sSrings.
My Iavouris dread.

Be your Sortals rended !

Your bolts be as nought!The ethereal Nings
EncoPSass Py head.

My soul hath transcended
The liPits oI thought !

Unbar Pe the gates !

Revolve Pe the hinges!
Mine be the Fate!

Mine bethe sSringes
Wherein ye have taNen
The sSirits IorsaNen !But I, shall I quail at a nod?

Shall I Iail Ior a God ?

Is the soul oI Pe shaNen?

DarNlier winding
And steeSer the way,

BaIIling and blinding
Eyes used to the day.

RocNs cloven by thunder
And shattered by storP

Awry or asunder
Rise and reIorP

In Parvellous coils
Round the adaPant road

Whose tangles and toils
Lead on the abode,

Where dwell in the light
OI Mustice inIernal

The Mudges that sPite,
That Mudge Pen aright,

Whose laws are eternal !

Those Nings that in reigning
For bribing or Ieigning

Swerved never an hair
FroP Mustice and truth ;

Turned never a care
To wrath or to ruth ;

Did Mustice, and died.

Thither I haste
To Iace the austere

Faces oI Seace.
Shall the lyre cease?

Its Pusic be waste?
ThePselves not hear ?

I stride to the Sresence and sing� and Py
soul is not conquered oI Iear.

Now the road widens and grows darNer still
As iI the shadow oI soPe ancient tower

Cast its deeS sSell on the reluctant will.

Still tortuous winds the dee descent; the
hour

Lies bitterer on Py soul� I Iear to Iail,
To loose in vain the lyre’s dissolving Sower

On the white souls arPed in that triSle Pail
OI Mustice, virtue, truth� SerciSience

Beyond the Pute and Pelancholy veil

That covers IroP the drowsy eye oI sense
The subtle thought that hides behind the

PasN,
I Iear indeed� but now thesoul intense
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OI truth Srecedes Pe and inIorPs the tasN
OI the steeS ways� I gladden and go on

Ready to sing, to answer, or to asN

As all Pay haSSen � now the stern light shone
Vivid across the blacNness, and the rocN

Recedes� the narrow stair is changed and
gone

And the wide air invades � a Pighty shocN
To Py nuPbedsenses void oI vital air

And to Py lyre reverberate to PocN

With clanging echoes and discordant, where
The doPe reached uS, alPost to earth, so

high
Rolled bacN the Sillars and the walls, aglare

With iron Mustice' IrightIul syPPetry
Bla]oned in blood-liNe IlaPe, gushing IroP

sSrings
Unseen, unguessed, incredible! There Ily

The dreaded banners oI the dePon Nings
In IearIul colours, and the vast inane

DoPe catches Pusic IroP Py Pouth, and rings

BacN iron curses to the blessings vain
I Sour in desSerate Iervour IroP the lyre.

So, baIIled by the echoes oI hell’s Sain,

Blinded by grisly glaPour oI hell’s Iire,
I taNe Py reIuge in the solitude

And grandeur oI that ironyoI ire,
That PocNery oI Percy� thus I brood

ASart, alone, uSon the cause oI Things
And wait those IearIul Three. A liIeless

Pood

Stirs Py grey being� ay! no Sassion sSrings
In Ilowerless halls as these� awhile the

Pind
Wanders on void unSroIitable wings

No whither� gains new strength at last to Iind
CustoP breed sight and hearing � in the hall

The sounds grow clear, the blacN Iires Iail to
blind.

I see the Pighty buttress oI the wall
Lost in its Pighty Peasure� hear again

The lyre’s low notes and light distinctly Iall

A gentle inIluence in the Slace oI Sain.
Oh now the central glory oI the Slace

Falls sSlendid on the unbewildered brain,

And I aP Iound contePSlating a Iace
More Sassionless than Portals’ � central sits

Throned on Sure iron, with brass Ior cara-
Sace,

Minos� and either side oI hiP beIits
The Pighty RhadaPanthus throned on gold

And canoSied with silver� sternly Nnits

His brows the awIul A�acus, in cold
SSlendour oI Mustice throned on carven

lead ;

And o’er his head twin dragons bend and
hold

A cobra’s hood Pade oI soPe Petal dread
IPSossible on earth� how calP, how Neen

Flash their wise eyes, those Mudges oI the
dead,

In silent state � how eager, how serene
Are the broad brows� the heart shrinNs uS

and sinNs,
Seeing no gallery to sliS between

And Sass those aged ones—oIt a Pan thinNs
He Iaces truth ! I Nnow this hour, alas !

That Iace to Iace with naNed truth he shrinNs.

His web oI woven Iiction Pay not Sass
(Though he believes it to be truth) with

theP
Whosee his Pind as though it were a glass

Without a shadow. Yet the nineIold geP
And Pillion-Iacet glory oI Py song

Glittering, Pade sSlendid in the diadeP

OI Ilashing Pusic shall assoil the wrong,
A Iiner truth interSret. Though the heart

And core oI Pusic hold a Soisonous throng



182 ORPHEUS

OI lies—yet, sing it to suIIicient Art,
The lie abolishes itselI—the tune

RedeePs the darNness—the Neen Ilashes start

OItruth availing though the Pidnight Poon
DarNen, the stars be quenched in utter

cloud,
And the high sun ecliSsed at very noon.

So Ilash I bacN the glory calP and Sroud
Irradiating the Three. So shall Py lyre

SweeS the vast courts with acclaPation loud

OI sSlashing Pusic, oI e[ulting Iire
That revels in its Senetrating cover

OI a]ure liIe that sPites its IlicNering sSire

OI sworded sSlendour inwards, to discover
Not Mustice, not discernPent, not desire,

Not Sassion, but the sheer will oI a lover !

MINOS.

Substantial, stern, and strong,
Who liIts an alien lyre ?

ConIounds our echoes dire
With strange and stubborn song ?

AL ACUS.

Here in the House oI Dole
Where shadows hardly dare
Stand, who doth deePto Iare
Forth IroP the outer air
Mortal, a strenuous soul ?

RHADAMANTHUS.

The large and lordly land
Fertile oI earth hath sent
With dolorous intent
SoPe shaSeor elePent.
What sSell oI Pight hath rent
The veil oI Hell, and bent
Death’s SurSose to his hand ?

MINOS.

What shaIt IroP the bow oI ASollo?

ZEACUS.

What quiver oI wonder
Hath cleIt the blacN walls oI the hollow

RHADAMANTHUS.

What terror ?

MINOS.

What thunder
Hath shaNen Hell’s gates to the base?

ZEACUS.

Withstanding the guards to their Iace ?

RHADAMANTHUS.

Hath rent hiP asunder
The Sortals oI Dis in his wrath?

MINOS.

Hath Pade Ior his will
An arrow oI light Ior his Sath ?

ZEACUS.

LeIt stagnant and chill
The waters oI Sty[ unaSSeased ?

The Neys oI our Srison hath he sei]ed.

RHADAMANTHUS,

A Portal!

MINOs.
Anill

Most alien to Heaven, by Zeus!

ZEACUS.

But iPSiety's dooP,
By Poseidon, shall Iill Ior his use

No well-oPened toPb.

RHADAMANTHUS.

By Hades, our dogs let us loose!Let death in the glooP
Bring Seace to the Hall oI the Dead !
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MINOS.
A Sassionate being !

No weal to the light oI his head
In the Slace oI the seeing !

AL ACUS.

AwaNe, wild Mustice oI dread !

Lest shadowsbe Ileeing
In Iear oI the Sortent to lurN

In a deeSer-detested
Cave, ere we waNe to the worN.

RHADAMANTHUS,

BlacN snaNes Pany-crested,
Arise ! lest the calP oI the PurN

FroP our Slaces be wrested.

MINOS.
Who art thou?

ZI ACUS.

Whatails thee to irN
FroP earth tender-breasted

To the PilNless dugs oI the grave
And the iron breasts oI the Sit?

RHADAMANTHUS.

Can a bodily Sresence save
Against a shadowy wit ?

MINOS.

Thy hoSe doth dwell, O slave,
Where thy Pother Iashioned it,

Oh heart oI a Iool, in thy breast.

ZEACUS.

Away, away to the sNies !

RHADAMANTHUS.

That our dead PaytaNetheirrest.

MINOS.
Arise to theair, arise !

ZEACUS.

Away to the Pountain crest !

RHADAMANTHUS.

Veil, veil IroP the awIul eyes!
MINOS.

Endure thy heart as it Pay,
And steel thine heart,

Thou shalt hear and Nnow and obey
As I say 

 DeSart� ;

Lest the arrow Iind its way
And the sternly-shaSen dart.

ZEACUS.

A second our Mustice waits.

RHADAMANTHUS.

It Ialleth anon.

MINOS.
O Iool oI hoSes and hates

Arise and begone !

ZEACUS.

O toy oI the Pirthless Iates!
Whoart thou to con

The Pysteries oI the dead in the blacN-souled
bastion ?

MiNOS, /EACUS, RHADAMANTHUS.

Away ! away! to the light oI day!
Now as it Pay� then as it Pust.

We are loath to Sardon, and loathto slay,
Void oI greed and anger and lust,—

But we are iron and thou art clay ;
Weare Parble and thou but dust.

ORPHEUS.

O iron, bow to silver’s Siercing note !O Parble, see the shaSe oI ivory!
My Mustice Iountains IroP a sweeter throat;My death is bound beyond eternity.

O wise and Must, hear ye the voice oI Pan,
Not seeNing to involve in woven sSells

Or tricNery the decree Tartarean,
By words to blinN that Mustice which is

Hell's !
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I caPe indeed beIore this awIul throne
To seeN a Sarty Iavour, but I wait

Shuddering and silent, steadIast and alone,
And change Py Pusic at the call oI Fate.

For while ye sSaNe in tuPult, in this ear
A Pusic rang IroP earth’s rePotest Pine,

FroP star and coPet, IlaPing wheel and
sShere,

FroP Hell’s deeS vault and IroP the
House divine.

A voice diverse, a voice identical
Called Pe this hour IroP bitterest woes

and blacN,
Constraining eloquence and Pighty thrall

OI cosPic agony, and wrung Pe bacN

FroP Py SoorSlea to challenge in Py song
The whole doPain oI deeSly-seated law,

Launch thunders not OlyPSic at the strong
Bars oI the Order bacNed with strength

and awe

That Pen call Will oI Zeus� the aIter schePe
And SriPal Iate and Post SriPordial Slan

ShaSed IroP the earth’s Iirst SrotoSlasPic
dreaP

US to the last great PischieI that is Pan.

All this I challenge� that the suns and stars
WorN in due order and Srocession Peet

Without caSrice in viewless, changeless bars,
Nor selI-deterPinate in their wingless Ieet.

All nature and all consciousness and thought
He hath thrown asunderand divided theP;

Fi[ing a gulI oI agony athwart,
Where rolls a tide no soul oI Pan Pay

steP.

HiPselI Ii[ed high, he PocNed us with his
naPe

OI µµreconciler,´ and oI µµone beyond
all�;

And cast his shadow to the deeS, to shaPe
That oneness in its own division’s thrall ;

So that HiPselI aSSears in cloud andIire
Distorted in the world’s distorted Pirror ;And darN convulsion and conIusion dire
Stands Ior his IorP oI error and oI terror.

But I Serceive, I OrSheus, Lord oI Song,
And every Lord oI Song that Pe shall

Iollow
Down steeSs oI tiPe’s own agony and wrong,

Shall see the lightning bridge the dreadIul
hollow

With Magged IlaPe oI Paster-Pusic, hear
The blind curse thunder Iorth against in

vain
When the swiIt glory oI the rolling sShere

OI song Sours Iorth its utterance, Neen
with Sain,

Mad with delight, and calP beyond woe and
Sleasure.

Yea, every son oI this Py soul shall Nnow
In the swiIt concourse oI his Pusic’s Peasure

One thing iPSatient oI this to and Iro

MarchoI hell’s dancers. I Serceive a Ney
To locN the Srison oI the world on hiP

That built the iron walls and Pade decree
Long Sast in ]eons now grown gray and diP,

LiNe halls ancestral whence their IolN have
Iled,

The Parbles all are broNen, and the weeds
Grown o’er the bones oI the unquiet dead,

And tiPe’s rePorse avails not on its deeds.

I see thatitiPe is one� Iuture and Sast
Are but one Sresent; sSace is one, the

North
And South and all the si[Iold shaPe holds

Iast
No Pore� the Soet's Iiat hath gone Iorth

And taPed the Pasters oI division. Me
Nor sun can burn, nor Poon PaNe Pad,

nor tiPe
Alter� I drown notin the deeSest sea,

Nor choNe where icy Pountain ridges
cliPb
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The steeSs oI heaven� but these, these chil-
dren, cry

Their bitter cry Ior Mustice. Mighty Ones,
Lords oI the DusN, incline ye, PerciIully,

Rightly, to Pisery oI all stars and suns

And Slanets and all grains oI dust that
sorrow—

HarN! IroP griP Tartarus, Post doleIul
bound,

Their throats oI anguish notes oI triuPSh
borrow

At Py loud strain’s unSroIitable sound.

For who are ye? Poor Mudges oI the dead,
In your stern eyes the sadness is Pine own,

Mingled with sense that all your Iorces dread
Are vain to taNe the sSirit IroP one stone.

I would have called to ye in wild strong Moy;


 Arise, O Lords oI Justice, and begirt

With lightnings, and be ardent to destroy
This Fool's creation and to heal its hurt

!� Ye are vain,
But yet the daPned

With swiIt annihilation
Alas! Soor Sowers !

reMoice
Hearing the sSlendour, SroShet in Py strain,

And certain coPIort in Py Pighty voice,

For this shall be, that in the utter end
Shall be an end, that in the vast oI tiPe

Shall coPe a ceasing, and the steel bar bend
OI the God’s will, hiPselI IroP his subliPe

Pinnacled house in heaven headlong cast
LiNe his own thunder to the abyss oI

nought
When sSace and tiPe and being shall be Sast,

And the griP thinNer Serish with his
thought.

ThereIore I leave in hands unshaNable
The destinies oI being, and care not

For all the Piseries oI the daPned in hell,
Or the vain gods’ unenviable lot.

I leave the cry oI chaos, and recall
My Srivate Sang and woe Sarticular,

One droS oI water by Pischance let Iall
FroP soPe white slave's divinely carven

Mar.

O Lords oI Justice, universal woe
Hath yet its shadows in a singer's soul,

He Ieels the arrow IroP a Sarty bow
Who yet hath strength to struggle with

the whole.

I love Py wiIe. The Pany-coloured throne
OI Grecian Peadows hath nor charP nor

lure
Nowshe is gone. LaPenting and alone

My dulled heart aches, Post that it Pust
endure.

Give this decree, O Pasters! Few the days
And light the hours since Heracles de-

scended
The dusNy steeS, the intolerable ways,

And one Srey—Theseus—IroP your Srisons
rended

By Pight oI godhead and the sNill oI Pan.
But now with Pusic IroP a Muse's breast

Sweetened with PilN oI tenderness, I scan
Your eyes with hoSe, and with a Pan's

unrest

And a Pan's SurSose I aSSeal. Be Must,
O ye whoP greater Mustice baulNs and bars!Return Py lover IroP the unNind dust
To the sweet light oI the eternal stars !

Be Nind, and IroP the unMust Slace oI Iear
Return by Nindness her, the innocent one,

FroPthe grey Slaces to the waters clear
And PeadowsIair, and light oI Poon and

sun !

Relent. Reverse the dooP. I see your eyes
Quiver desSite ye� but your hands ye

wring;Little by little bitter tears arise
LiNe stubborn water IroP a Iro]en sSring,
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And deeS unrest is seated in your liPbs.
Ye Sity Pe. Ye Sity. Mute and weaN

With the long trouble oI Sersistent hyPns
I bow PyselI and listen while ye sSeaN.

MINOS.

Brethren, what need oI wonder
That Hell is burst asunder

ShaNen IroP base to brow, as iI with Zeus'
ownthunder?

What wonder iI our Seace
BroNe, and our Pysteries

QuaNed at the Srescience oI these solePnities ?

AZ ACUS.

Child oI the earth and heaven,
Our sSirits thou hast riven

With words we Pust adPit, with Sower oI
song— whence given ?

Neither oI God nor Pan,
Thy song's aPa]ing sSan

Hath caused strange Moy aPong the woes
Tartarean.

RHADAMANTHUS.

Never in the centuries
Till godliNe Heracles

Burst the wild bonds, hath Portal Iound the
Iatal Nnees;

Nor hath the bitter cry
OI worlds in agony

Answered the groans oI those who weeS,
and cannot die.

MINOS.

Iron oI heart and strong,
We also suIIer wrong.

We Nnow these words are Must.
not. Though thy song

Were the sole word oI Zeus,
Should that avail to loose

The bands oI Being IirP, invulnerable dews
Tincturing its bitter brass,
Shielding its vital Pass

FroP every word that cries, 

 Thus, and thy
day shall Sass.�

We avail

ALACUS.

TyShon ! TyShon ! TyShon !Heard ye that awIul Poan
LeaS through the blacNness IroP the Piser-

able throne?
Vain as each Sallid ghost,
Where is thy Iatal boast,

Destroyer naPed oI old on KheP’s! disas-
trous coast ?

Old Sower oI evil curled
Below the ShantoP world,

Canst thou destroy, whose Pight to Pisery
is hurled ?

RHADAMANTHUS.

What god beyond these twain
Abides or Pay rePain

Seated, too strong to quell, e[alted over
Sain ?

AlooI IroP tiPe and chance,
Fate, will and circuPstance,

Canst Thou not wither LiIe with one in-
dignant glance?

Thy naPe we Nnow not; Thine
Is the unbuilded shrine.

We doubt us iI Thou be aPong the Sowers
divine ! MINOs.

Bound bystrict line and law,
FearIul with Pight and awe,
We hold the Sowerless Sower
For Pany an agpd hour.
We Pove not IroP our Slace.
We asN nor give not grace,

Nor change our lordly looNs beIore a suS-
Sliant's Iace.

ALACUS.

Stern in all Mustice, we
Assent aloud to thee,
We aIIirP thy cause as right �

WeSut Iorth all the Pight
OI aid � and all is done.
Our utPost Sower is none

To liIt one soul to live and looN uSon the
sun.

1 EgySt.
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RHADAMANTHUS.

For righteous thought and deed
ASSortioning its Peed ;
For evil act and Pind
Rewarding in its Nind ;
So sit we� but our Sower
ASSortions not an hour

To light the dying laPS, revive the Iaded
Ilower.

MINOS.

But thou, be strong to sing !

ZEACUS.

Loose arrows IroP the string !

RHADAMANTHUS.

Bid the wild word taNe wing !

MINOS.

Hades hath evil IaPe
To suSSliants—bitter shaPe !—
Ine[orable.

ZEACUS.

AiP
Yet the swiIt Srayer, abide
His word whate’er betide.
What worse ?

RHADAMANTHUS.

The Gods thy guide!
Go and assail hiP !

MINOs.

Stay,
The Queen oI Hell!

AX ACUS.

That way
Leads to the light oI day.

RHADAMANTHUS.

A woPan’s heart Pay yearn,
To a Pan’s love Pay turn.

MINOS.
Should she, the ravished, sSurn
A Pan whose loveis reIt ?

AX ACUS.

Meadowsand Ilowers she leIt
To HiP—O bosoP cleIt
With a wiIe's loss !—a wiIe.

RHADAMANTHUS.

Too doubtIul is the striIe.

MINOs.
Yet go! Serchance to liIe.

AZ ACUS.

Go! and the Gods above
Guard thee, O soul oI love!

RHADAMANTHUS.

I doubt Pe PuchthereoI.

ORPHEUS.
I Iind ye but ill counsellors.

Have I sSent these
Ah Pe!
For I will conquer.

stores
OI will and song Ior nought?

Pay rend,
But Pine endureth even to the end.

Hell's heart

Severe and righteous Lords, O Iare ye well !

Are not Py Ieet Iorced Iorward on a road
Leading to innerPost abodes oI Hell

E[alted as above the green abode
OI nyPShs on broad OlyPSus, raises high
Its head the Ningly snow, gigantic load

OI soPbre whiteness cleaving through the
sNy

For gods to dwell in? SoISass the hall
And seeN the glooPy thrones oI PaMesty,

Where I Pay Sledge Py last desSairing call
Unto the Pightiest oI the House oI Dread,
And loosen Death’s ine[orable thrall
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And bring Py lover IroP aPong the dead.
Now in the blacNness oI the rocNs that sSan
The dolorous way I sSy a golden thread

Veined in the strength oI the obsidian
Flowing and growing, Moining vein to vein,
LiNe Iresh blood in the arteries oI Pan,

US to the very heart. And as I go
Loosen the Nnees oI anguish and grow diP
The shattering IlaPes oI Sain� the songs

oI woe

FlicNer and alter to a solePn hyPn
Chanted in slowest Peasure in deeS awe.
Nowas a yew-tree sends a Pighty liPb

Shooting to sunset, the blacN road’s blacN
Paw

GaSes to the westward; the great trunN
divides

And all the arPies oI inIernal law

Stand ranNed about the venerable sides
OI the blacN cave� they sSeaN not; duPb

they stand
And all the Irost oI all the air abides

USon theP, asa vaPSire stooSed and sSanned
The white throat oI a Paiden and held still
Her Sowers by virtue oI its hate's coPPand,

SoPewhat liNe love's� so all the solePn
chill

Invades those statued ranNs oI warriors,
And I Sass through, the lightning oI Py will

A steady streaP oI IlaPe� high instinct Sours
Its liPSid light oI water on Py Pind,
So that I range inhosSitable shores

Assured oI Her I shall Post surely Iind
Ere the end be� awaNe, O living lyre,
Since in the narrow wayand Sass conIined

I see a darNness inIinite as Iire,
Clear as all sSirit vision, lustrous yet
As ebony shows in caverns rendered dire

By dreadIul Pagic, or as iI Sure Met
Had taNenoI itselI an inner light,
And its own blacNness Iilled night’s coronet

With a new Mewel� so I see aright
Where no light is liNe earth’s.

grows broad
And loIty, till the whole hall sSrings to sight,

The Sath

And I aP standing where the dreaded Lord
And Lady oI the region oI the lost
Hold awIul sway� yet here the IlaPing sword

OI sight is broNen by the deadly Irost
That clusters round their thrones� a Pist oI

Iire
Congealed to vital darNness� yet e[haust

LiNe a seer’s Pagic glass oI air� e[Sire
The duPb blacN hours in Iear� but I aP

ware,
Well ware, by instinct surer still and higher

Than the own sight oI soul that they are there,
No PocNery oI their Sresence� so even

hither
My Pother’s Pight is on Pe, on I Ilare

Into wild war oI song � Py Neen notes wither
The Ilowers oI Irost about Pe and I turn
Ever the strength and Pastering Iren]y

thither

With energy oI Padness� yea, I burn!
My soul burns uS uSon the lyre! I lend
My whole liIe’s vigour to one song, to earn

Their guerdon oI the gods, a god to Iriend,
And seeN through devious waysa single end.

[JnvoNing HADES.

Str. I.
Nowis the gold gone oI the year, and gone

The glory oI the world, and gathered close
The silver oI the Irost. Far sSlendid snows

Shine where the bright anePone once shone.
Ay ! Ior the laughter live
OI youths and Paids that strive
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In aPorous Slay, the ancient sawsoI eld
And wisdoP Pystical
FroP bearded liSs Pust Iall,

Old eyes behold what young eyes ne’er
beheld �

NaPely, the things beyond the triSle veil
OI sSace and tiPe and cause, eternal wooI
OI Pisery overSrooI�And aged thoughts assail
The younger hoSes, and Sassion stands

alooI,
And silence taNes Sossession, and the tale

OI earth is told and done.
Then IroP the Sire oIall the Gods, IroP War

And Love and WisdoP and the eternal Sun
WorshiS is torn aIar �

While unto Thee, O Hades, turn we now,
AwIul oI breast and brow,

And hear thee in the sea, behold thee in the
Star.

Ant. 1 [Echo oI the DaPned).
Ay! is the earth and uSSer ether gone,

And all the Moy oI earth, and gathered close
The darNness and the death-wind and the

snows
On us on whoPthe sun oI air once shone.

What souls are leIt alive
Vainly laPent and strive,

For they shall Moin the dead oI utPost eld ;
The concourse Pystical
Who see the seasons Iall

Shall soon behold what all we have beheld� —
The accursed streaP, the intolerable veil

OI night and death and hell, disastrous
wooI

OI anguish overSrooI
That Iruitless wills assail

Ever in vain� good Iortune stands alooI
And all Nind gods� we, taNing uS the tale

OI dead Pen Sast and done,
Declare that ceaseless is the eternal war,

And victory stedIast set against the Sun.
Yet we Serceive aIar

Even in Hades, at the end, not now,
SoPe light uSon his brow,

SoPe coPIort in the sea, soPe reIuge in the
Star.

Str. 2.

O thou! because thy chariot is golden,
And beautiIul thy coursers, and their Panes

FlecNed with such IoaP as once uSon
the sea

Bore AShrodite, and thy Iace is olden,
Worn with diP thought and unsusSected

Sains,
And all thy soul IulIilled oI PaMesty ;

Because the silence oI thy houseis great,
And thy word second sSoNen aIter Fate,
And thy light stricNen oI thine own griP

hand;Because thy whisSer e[ceedeth the coPPand
OI Zeus; thy diP light Iar outshines his

glory ;
Because, as He theIirst is, Thou the last �—

ThereIore I taNe uS sorrow in Py hands,
And Sly thine ear with Py Post doleIul story,

AsNing a Iuture, who havelost a Sast �

A guerdon oI Py singing liNe the land’s
When sSring breaNs Iorth IroP winter, and

the blood
OI the old earth laughs in every new-born

bud.

Ant. 2 [Echo oI the DaPned].
O thou! because thy lyre is Neen and golden

And beautiIul thy nuPbers through our
veins

Pouring delight, as on the starry sea
Burn gePs oI raSture; though the houses

olden
Rela[ awhile their unredeePing Sains,

And through dead slaves thrill bounteous
PaMesty ?

Though the strong Pusic oI thy soul be
great �—

Shall thy desire avail to alter Fate?
Or iPSious hands unloose the awIul hand ?

Or Iutile words reverse the great coPPand ?

Or what availeth? �Though great Hades
glory

StooS to thy Srayer, and answer thee at
last,

Should Clotho catch the thread
weaving hands,

in
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ResSin what AtroSos once cut—that story
Were vain Ior thee—that which is Sast is

Sast,
Nor can OPniSotence avail the land’s

Death—SSring’s is alien though ancestral
blood,

And a new birth is current in the bud.

Str. 3.

ThinN, then, the deed iPSossible is done
Since Theseus Iared Iorth to the aPbient

air !

His thread once cut—was that indeed resSun
Or Satched by witchery? a deceit? a

snare ?

I tell ye; Sast and Iuture are but one,
And Sresent—nothing; shall not Hades

dare
His own oPniSotence against the Sun,

And let no tittle oI his glory share
With all the earth's recuSerating wheel,
And every dawn's sure Ialchion-Ilash oI steel?

Ant. 3 [Echo oI the DaPned].
Indeed, a deed iPSossible was done

Were the new Theseus heavier than the
air.

Nay! but a new thread ShantoP-Irail was
sSun

And Pen’s blind eyes discovered not the
snare,

Else were that elder cord and this yet one,
Cut but in Iancy. Yet, shall Portal dare

To Iling a wanton word against the Sun,
And stand Iorth candidate Ior lot and share

Where hangs ProPetheus, rolls I[ion’s wheel,
And the stone rolls uSon the liPbs oI steel ?

LESode.
These echoes, in Py Pind Ioul torturers,

Present Py Iears, and iPage Py distrust.
No answer coPes, no voice the silence stirs

With MoyIul µ Pay´ or Pelancholy µ Pust.´
Nor, though the glooP requicNen, Pay I see

Hades enthroned, Py Srayers who heedeth
nought,

Nor glowing tear oI bowed PerseShone.
DrooSed earthward Ior the nineIold Pisery

wrought.
In utter sorrow ever bound she stays,

Hears not Py song, nor heedeth anything,
Whose Pind laPenting turns to ancient days

And Nysian Peadows and the hour oI
sSring.

Yea, but Serchance to touch that secret chord
Were to awaNe that sorrow into liIe;Sting, as a wound a deeS-envenoPed sword,
The inPost soul oI the Aidonean wiIe.

Listen ! I tune Py Pusic to that hour;The careless Paidens and the virgin
laughter,

The blooP oI sSringtide and the Iatal Ilower,
And all that Moy the sorrow echoing aIter.

So that, dread Hades, thou Payst hear and
yield,

ThyselI unPastered and ine[orable,
The gentle Paid as crying in that Iield,

Now thy soul’s NeeSer on the throne oI
Hell!

Hail, Hades!
song,

ReSealest not the heaven’s unMust decree,
Revengest not Ior Pe the woe and wrong,

Shalt glean Py sorrow IroP PerseShone.
Hail, Hades! In the glooP the echoing cry

Swells, and the chorus darNensas I sing,
And all the Iibres oI Eternity

ShaNe as I loose the loud indignant string.
Hail, Hades! hear thy wrong SroclaiPed

aloud,
And thou the wronger saIe because too

great,
To liNe oIIence harden thy necN, and Sroud

Blow thou the disPal challenge unto Fate!

Thou who hearest not Py

In Asia, on the Nysian Slains, she Slayed,
A slender Paid,

With the deeS-bosoPed Oceanides;Wherethe tall trees
Girded the Peadow with grave walls oI green.

Alone, unseen,
The tender little lady strayed,

Moving across the bree]e.
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It was a PeadowoIsoIt grass and Ilowers,

Where the sweet hours
Lingered and laughed awhile ere noon re-

Soses.
There were red roses

And crocus, and Ilag-Ilowers, and violets,
And hyacinth, regrets

OIthe ill-Iortuned God, the quoit-Slayer ;And soIt cool air
Stirred all the Iield—and there were Messa-

Pines
And snaNy coluPbines.

So all these Paidens Slayed, and gathered
theP

FroP sad green steP
ReMoicing blooPs with sunlight Pi[ed therein.

But she, Ior sin
And iron heart oI the ill-Pinded Zeus,

Caught uS the dews
DeeS on her anNles, and went noiselessly

Toward the laughing sea,
And sought new blossoPs—O the traitor,

Earth,
That brought to birth

That day, as Iavouring the desire that
swelled

Beneath her heart oI eld,
Where dwelt the lonely, the detested one

Intolerant oI the sun,
Hades! But Earth Ior love oI hiP, Ior sSite

OI the young girl’s delight,
And shaPe oI her own age, brought Iorth

that hour
The Iatal Ilower,

Narcissus—which what soul oI Pan shall
sPell

Goes down to hell,
Caughtin the scent oI sin—Ior such a dooP

DePeter's Ilying looP
Hath woven Ior revenge and SunishPent.

The bright child went
Thither; an hundred heads oI blossoP sSrang;

The green earth sang,
And the sNies laughed, and danced the sea's

young Ieet
For Moy oIit.

5o the child went across that Iairest Slain
To SlucN, to strain

That blossoP oIall blossoPsto her heart.
Her long hands dart,

E[ceeding delicate and Iair, to cull
That blooP too beautiIul,

Eager to gather the Iresh Iloral birth.
The griP blacN earth

GaSed; roared athwart the gulI the golden
car ;

And IlaPing Iar
The Iour white horses with their Ilashing

Panes!
The Pight-resisting reins

Lay in the ghastly hands, the arPs oI Iear
OI that dread charioteer,

Death; and great Hades arPed stood glitter-
ing,

StooSed to his sSring,
And whirled the child to the beneath

abode.
O heavy load!

O bitter harvest oI rich-rolling tears !

What cry who hears?
A shrill shrill cry to Iather Zeus cried she,

Forlorn PerseShone !

Heard was that agonyoI grieI by none
Save only by the Sun,

And Her who sat within her awIul cave,
ContePSlative and grave,

Hecate, veilpd with a shining veil
Utterly Irail

As the strange web oI dainty thoughts she
wove,

SoPewhat liNe love.
She heard, and great ASollo� neither

stayed
Hades, nor stretched to aid

A Sitying hand. O SitiIul! O grieI
BaIIling belieI!

The gentle child—the cruel god—Ah Pe!
PerseShone !Thus oI thy grace, thy sorrow, thy young

way
Torn IroP the day

OI all thy PePory oI soIt shining Ilowers
And haSSy-hearted hours,

Mayst thoube very SitiIul to Pe
Whoaye have Sitied thee,

PerseShone !
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PERSEPHONE.

Ah Pe! I Ieel a stirring in Py blood.
Pours through Py veins a delicate Sale Ilood
OI PePory. Not the Sale and terrible
Goddess whose throne is PaniIest in Hell
—] aP again a child, a SlayIul child.

ORPHEUS.

And thereIore, O Post beautiIul and Pild
Sweet Pother! art the girl beloved again
OI Hades Pighty on the Nysian Slain.
And thereIore are thine eyes with sorrow diP
For Pe, and thy word SowerIul with HiP.

PERSEPHONE.

Ah Pe! no Iruit Ior guerdon,
Who bore the blossoP’s burden;There shines no sunlight toward PerseShone.
Ravished, O iron-eyed !

FroP Py young sisters' side,
Torn and dragged down below the sundered

sea,
No Moy is Pine in all thy bed,
And all thy sorrow shaNen on Py head.

Cursed above gods be thou
Whose blind unruIIled brow

Rules the griP Slace oI unsubstantial things!
Hated, to Pe thy Iace
Turns not the glance oI grace.

I rule unloved above the inIernal Nings,
And only thee in all deeS Hell
I charP in vain, desSair Py royal sSell.

By Pight oI IaPine long
And suSSlication strong

DePeter won the swiIt HerPetic word�In bitter days oI eld
Thus by great Iorce coPSelled

The glad earth saw Pe, careless oI Py lord,
Rise to her crystal streaPs and saSShire

seas,
And Theseus thus owed liIe to Heracles.

Thou PocNest Pe with Sower ;Thy sceStre’s awIul dower
Avails Pe nothing. Shall a Portal bring

Such Sity wraSSed in song
And Echo’s choral throng

OI all things live and dead to hear Pe sing ;—
And I by Sity Poved and love
Have not thy voice to grant hiP grace

thereoI?

Ine[orable Lord !

Accurspd and abhorred
OI Pen, begin in Hell to showthygrace!

Not to a Pan's weaN liIe,
Not to thy shuddering wiIe,

But to the queen's unIathoPable Iace
Dread beyond sorcery and Srayer,
And IearIul even because it is so Iair !

Yea, IroP the ghastly throne
Unchallenged and unNnown

Let the Iierce accents roll athwart the sNies !

My voice is given, Py Sower
Fares Iorth to save the Ilower

BroNen but SlucNed notby these Iingers wise.
I love the song—be thou not Pute,
But turn a lucNy lot towards the suit !

ORPHEUS.

In vain, O thou veiled
IPPutable queen!

Thy strong voice bewailed,
Thy Iair Iace was seen !

It Ilushed uS and Saled ;

The song echoed clean—
But alas! Ior the veil oI the night and the

Iear that is ever between !

OI Sity unIilled
And void oI rePorse,

He Poves unaSSealed
In the terrible course.

But the lyre is unchilled �—
By Iorce unto Iorce

He shall answer Pe Sower unto Sower at the
source oI its source !
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Dost thou hear how the weight
OI the earth and the Poon

Shudder, as iI Iate
Were involved in the tune?

The Sortals oI hate
ShaNe at the rune

OI the Pagical nature-cry, the song IroP the
Pountains hewn !

To the horrible hollow
In Tartarus steeS,

O song oI Pe, Iollow !

I Ilee to the deeS.
That word oI ASollo

Shall shudder and leaS ;
That word in the utterPost night shall awaNe

theP who Nnow notoI sleeS.

Hear, O ye Three,
In the innerPost Sit

Dwellers that be!
Tartarus, sSlit !

Arise unto Pe
For I call ye with wit

OI the words that constrain and coPSel, oI
the suPPons ordered andIit !

O daughter oI Earth,
TisiShone dread,

The oShidian girth,
And the blood-driSSing head,

In hideous Pirth
Bring living and dead

To torture! Arise! I conMure by the Pight
oI the words I havesaid.

Megsera, thou terror,
O daughter oI Night

Whose sight in a Pirror
Is death oI aIIright,

Wingpd with error,
I chain thee, and cite

The words that thy soul Pust obey iI a
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Alecto! I call thee,
My words ring thee round.

My sSells enwall thee.
My lyre is crowned

With Pight to aSSal thee
With terror SroIound.

O Alecto, arise! Ior Py song hath
coPSelled thee and bound.

Arise !

Ye Iuries oI Hell!
Ye terrors in Heaven !The strength oI the sSell
Is as thunder at even

The rocNs oI the Iell
That hath blasted and riven.

CoPe Iorth! I invoNe ye, Erinyes, the
charPoI the One that is seven.

By the Five that are One,
And the One that is Ten;By the snaNe in the sun
And her Pirror in Pen;By the Four that run
And return theP again ;

By the Iire that is lit in the Lion, the wave
in the ScorSion den !

By the One that is Seven,
The whirling eyes ;

The Two Pade Eleven,
The dragon's devise ;

The Eight against Heaven,
All crowns oIlies ;

CoPe Iorth! I invoNe ye, Erinyes, Pove,
answer, taNe shaSe and arise!

By the cross and the wheel
I call ye to hear;By the dagger oI steel
I coPPand ye, give ear!

By the word that yeIeel,
The suPPonsoI Fear ;

CoPe Iorth! I invoNe ye, Erinyes, Pove,
Portal but say theParight!

VOL. III.
answer, arise and aSSear !

N
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For Py SurSose is swiIt,
And Py vengeance strong ;

I shall not shiIt ;

I shall cry the wrong.
My voice I uSliIt

In terrible song
As your IorPs taNe shaSe beIore Pe in the

liNeness Ior which ye long.

The shaSe oI Py Sassion
And bitter distress

Shall clothe ye, and Iashion
An equal dress.

Ye shall Iorce coPSassion
With awIul stress

FroP the soul that hath PocNed Pe, and
turned his heart IroP Py song's e[cess.

The ruler oI Hell,
The invisible Lord,

Hath laughed at Py sSell,
Hath sleSt at Py word.

He hath heard Pe well—
AwaNe, O Sword !

Shall he Ilout a suSSliant thus and no answer
oI Iavour accord ?

II Percy be sundered
FroP sSlendour and Sower ;II he answer with thunder
The Slaint oI a Ilower ;

Shall Mustice wonder
II Furies devour

So bitter a heart, set a terP to his date that
was aye but an hour?

Avenge Pe, ye Iorces
OI horror and wrath !

Clear the dread courses !
SSlit oSen the Sath !

With cruel rePorse is
His heart brought to scath.

And a terror is on hiP at last, the seed oI his
hate's aIterPath.

MEGZERA.

Ha! who invoNes? What horror rages
Here, to coPSel our Purderous hands to

sPite?

ALECTO.

What Portal suPPons? Who his battle
wages

So strongly as to call the seed oI Night ?

TISIPHONE.

Ha! The griP tyrant oI desSair engages
Our deadly anguish with his useless Pight.

HADES.
Detested Iiends! avaunt !

MEGAERA.

He sSeaNs !
ALECTO.

He thunders!
TISIPHONE.

His lightnings sSlit the living rocN.

MEGZERA.
Hell sunders

The livid walls and iron-bound Srisons oI
death.

HADES.
Thus ! to your towers and wail !

ALECTO.
He sSeaNs !

TISIPHONE.
His breath

Is cold as ours.

HADES.

DeSart! Due silence NeeS,
Lest I enchain ye in a Iouler deeS
Than aught your horror Sictures !

MEGZERA.

Dost thou hear,
Sister ?

ALECTO.

Sweet sister !
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TISIPHONE.
Dost thou thinN we Iear

Whoare all Iear? or Ieel, who are but Sain ?

MEGZERA.

CreeS round his heart, and cluster in his
brain,

Ye serSents oI Py hair !

ALECTO.

His blood shall driS
For sweet warP Muice on Py decaying liS.

TISIPHONE.
My IearIul wings enIold hiP!

ALECTO.
My Ioul eyes

Hold his in terror !

MEGZERA.

All Py agonies
Crawlin his vitals !

TISIPHONE,
He is Pine, Pine, Pine !

Pour Iorth oI Thebes’ aboPinable wine !

Mine, O thougod, detested and adored !

MEGARA.
Mine! he is Pine! Py lover and Py lord !

ALECTO.

Mine! IaP in his shaSe!

MEG/ERA.

DesSair! DisSute
Never Py Sassion !

TISIPHONE.
Sisters!I aP the livid agony that starts

DaPS on his brow ; the horror in his heart's
EnvenoPed arteries! and I the Iear,
The torPent, and the hate!

Be ye Pute!

MEGZERA.

Be oI good cheer !

Rend hiP aSart! Hunger and lust we sate,
Equal in terror on that heart oI hate.

ALECTO.

Hell's throne be Ningless!
TISIPHONE.

Mortal! is it well,
Our vengeance on the iPSious lord oI Hell!

ORPHEUS.
Well! it is well! And yet Py eyes are wet
To see such anguish.

MEGZERA.

Tear the Iatal net !

ALECTO.

Bite with strong acid his congealing blood !

'TISIPHONE.
Rend out the bowels !

MEGZERA.

Pour the Ponstrous Ilood
OI unclean wisdoPin his soul !

PERSEPHONE.
Desist !

ALECTO.

O Iace oI woPan wretched and unNissed,
What hast thou here to do with us?

TISIPHONE.
Be quiet !

MEGARA.
Quench not the Iire oI Purder!

ALECTO.

Loose the riot
OI worPs beneath the sNull !
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TISIPHONE. MA IlaPes, its cutting Soison Iangs

Tear wide aSart nPgPy Sene with detested Sangs.
The Maws ! as ! oI Pe and not to be e[Se led,

ConMured, assuaged, averted. Grey as eld
MEG/ERA. - .

ʥ‎
The Muice oI blood that stagnates in Py veins

Force Iear against the inPost heart !|ASSals their current with avenging Sains �—
O Sain! O SitiIul and hateIul sensePERSEPHONE. . .OI agony and grieI and iPSotence !

Mercy! I Slead, sweet sisters! O Pisery oI the day when OrSheus bore

ORPHEUS.
And I Slead

Vengeance, and helS in Py e[trePest need
Pile uS the torture! Had he not the Sower,
And silence PocNed Pe?

MEGAZERA.

Urge us hour by hour,
Thou couldst not add one Sarticle oI Sain.

ALECTO.

He sSeaNs not! Bid his torture sSeaN again !

TISIPHONE.

SSeaN, Purderer !
MEGARA.

Hades ! answer us !

ALECTO.

E[Sel
These torPents IroP thy being, us IroPIIell,
Or Zeus IroP Heaven !

TISIPHONE.
Or else obey !

MEG/ERA.

Obey !

ALECTO.

Obey !

HADES.
O throne oI Hell! Onight! O day

OI anguish e[quisite beyond control,
Fibre and substance oI Py inPostsoul!
There is a Sower not Pine, and yet in Pe
Burning its cold and cruel agony

First his loud lyre across the Stygian shore !

Hath Hell no warders? Is the threeIold gate
Bra]en in vain against the Ioot oI Fate?

Nowis butlittle choice—abase Py Sride,
Or sinN Ior ever to the glooPy tide
OI Iire beneath the utPost reach and sSan
OI Stygian deeSs and walls Tartarean.
Yet I abide.

MEGZERA.

Fall! Fall!

ALECTO.

Descend the abyss!
TISIPHONE.

LinN the lewd Iiend with your incestuous
Niss !

MEGZERA.
Hither !

ALECTO.

O hither!
HADES.

SteaPs a newer shaSe
OI threeIold terror.

TISIPHONE.
Shall the god escaSe

The Ponstrous wedlocN ?

ALECTO.

Let hiP turn again
His horrid Sassion to the Nysian Slain !

MEGZERA.
Echidna!
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ALECTO.

Mother oI the SShin[ and snaNe
OI Colchus, and the Parsh-beast oI the laNe
Lernean, oI ChiPaera and Hell’s hound—

TISIPHONE.
Answer!

ALECTO.
Arise !

MEGRA.
AwaNe IroPthe SroIound !

TISIPHONE,
Here is a worthy Sartner unto thee
To waNe thy woPb with Ponstrous Srogeny,
Yet Pore detested and detestable
Than all the shaSeless brood oI hate and Hell.

ECHIDNA.
Ha! rose-liSSed lover! WelcoPe to this

bed !

MEGARA.
She Slays with words oI love !

ALECTO.

Her blacN eyes shed
Disease Ior tears.

TISIPHONE.
Her Iangs and liSs are red

With gouts oI Sutrid blood.

MEG/ERA.

Her guile ePSloys
The sweet soIt shaSe oI words oI uSSer Moys
More bitterly to racN his soul.

ALECTO.

Ha, sister,
The ePbrace!

TISIPHONE.
She conquers.

MEGZERA.

He hath Poved.

ALECTO.

He hath Nissed her!

TISIPHONE.
Ha! the worse hate oI hate in love’s white

dress.

MEGZERA.

And lewdness tricNed to looN liNe loveliness.

ALECTO.

UtterPost Sain in Sleasure's hour suSrePe.

MEGZERA.

Hate's nightPare waNing love's unreal dreaP.

ALECTO.

Claws, teeth, and Soison!

TISIPHONE.
How she Slies her Sest!

MEGZERA.

Strangling she holds hiP.

ALECTO.

In the inPost breast
Her hands deIile hiP.

'TISIPHONE.
In his rotting brain

He teeth, her breath, Sass all iPagined Sain.

MEGZERA.
Sisters !

ALECTO.

We conquer!
TISIPHONF.

Have we Sower?
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MEG/ZERA.
The Ning

Endures, and is not Poved at anything.

ALECTO.

He will not now relent.

TISIPHONE.
He's ours Ior ever !

HADES.
Ail Ai!

MEGARA.
HarN!

ALECTO.

Listen !

TISIPHONE.
Nowhe yields—or never !
HADES.

Release! Relent!
ECHIDNA.
Fair lover, let Py ePbrace

Still gladden thee to raSture! let Py Iace
Be liNe a garden oI Iresh Ilowers to cull,
And all thy being and thy body Iull
As Pine oI gentle love—then sinN to sleeS !

MEGARA.
Ha! Ha! She PocNs hiP! In the utter

deeS,
Her houseoI evil, sleeS is stranger there.

ALECTO.
She sings !

TISIPHONE.
The Iinal Pisery! Beware!

ECHIDNA.
O tender lover !

My wings still cover
Thy Iace, and Py liSs

Are on thine, and Py tresses
LiNe ZeShyr’s caresses

When the twilight diSs.

HADES.

This Sasses all. Relent. Release! DeSart!
I yield � Py Sower is broNen, and Py heart
Riven, and all Py Sride ruined, and Pe
CoPSelled to earth to loose Eurydice.

ORPHEUS.
DeSart !

ERINYES.

BaIIled! O Pisery! BethinN,
Proud Hades, ere thy torture gar thee drinN
HuPiliation’s utPost dregs !

HADES.
I sSaNe.

DeSart ye ! lest Py Sower regained awaNe,
And sPite ye with a terror Pore than ye.

MEGZERA.

We are borne on bitter winds.

ALECTO.

WesinN.
TISIPHONE.

We Ilee !

MEGZERA.
To the abyss!

ALECTC.

Descend !
'TISIPHONE.

Nor hoSe in vain
The ill-hearted one shall Ieel our Iangs again.

MEGAERA.

Murder and violation, deaIened ear
To suSSliants, these our Iriends are.
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ALECTO.

Hate and Iear
Leave not Ior long that bosoP.

TISIPHONE.

Now away !

BacN IroPthis night Pore sSlendid than our
day!

MEGZERA.

We Pay not drag hiP down this chance.

ALECTO.

DesSair
Not, O Py sisters !

TISIPHONE.

The ne[t suSSliant’s Srayer
ReMected—

MEGZERA.

CoPe, Py sisters, we'll be there.

HADES.

Well, be it so. O wi]ard, by this strength
Thouhast availed in deeSest Hell at length.
I grant thy Srayer. Eurydice be given
To the sweet light and Sleasant air oI heaven!Even on this wise. With HerPes Ior a

guide
US the dread steeSs there Iolloweth thee thy

bride,
And thou beIore theP singing. IIthou yearn
Towards her, iI thy SurSose change or turn
While in these realPs; iI thou thy Iace

revert ;

That shall be hostage unto Pe Ior hurt
OI Iurther Pagic � she shall Iade and Ilee
A ShantoP Irail throughout Eternity,
Driven on Py winds, adriIt uSon Py seas!
These are thy Iavours, and thy duties these.
InvoNe thou HerPes, and thy lyre restring !

ORPHEUS.

This I acceSt and this shall be, O Ning !

[ LevoNing HERMES.]

O Light in Light! O Ilashing wings oI Iire !

The swiItest oI the PoPentsoI the sea
Is unto thee

Even as soPe slow-Ioot Eternity
With liPbs that drag and wheels that tire.
O subtle-Pinded IlaPe oI aPber gyre,

It seePs a sSarN oI gold
Grown SurSle, and behold !

A IlaPe oI gray!Then the darN night-wings glow
With iridescent indigo,

Shot with soPe violet ray ;
And all the vision IlaPes across the hori]on

The Pillionth oI no tiPe—and when we
say�

Hail !—Thou art gone!

The Poon is darN beside thy crown; the Sun
SeePsa Sale iPage oI thy body bare;And Ior thine hair
Flash coPets lustrous with the dewIall

rare
OI tears oI that Post PePorable One,
The radiant Queen, the veilpd PaShian.

The wings oI light divine
Beneath thy body shine ;

The invisible
Rayed with soPe tangible IlaPe,
SeeNing to IorPulate a naPe,

A citadel;And the winged heels are Iiery with enorPous
sSeed,

One sSurning heaven ; the other traPS-
ling hell;

And thou—recede !

O HerPes! Messenger oI inPost thought !
Descend! Abide! SwiIt coursing in Py

veins
Shoot da]]ling Sains,

The WordoI SelIhood integrate oI Nought,
The IneIIable APen ! the Wonder wrought.

Bring death iI liIe e[ceed !

Bid thy Sale HerPit bleed,
Yet LiIe e[ude ;

And WisdoPand the Word oI HiP
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Drench the Pute Pind grown diP
With quietude !

Fi[ thy sharS lightnings in Py night!
sSirit Iree !

Mi[ with Py breath and liIe and naPe thy
Pood

And selI oI Thee.
[HERMES aSSears� ORPHEUS deSarts.

My

The Pagical tasN and the labour is ended;The toils are unwoven, the battle is done ;

My lover coPes bacN to Py arPs, to the
sSlendid

Abyss oI the air and abode oI the sun.
The sword be assuaged, and the bow be un-

bended !

The labour is Sast, and the victory won.

The arrows oI song through Hell cease to
hurtle.

Awayto the Sassionate gardensoI Greece,
Where the thrush is awaNe, and the voice oI

the turtle
Is soIt in the aPorousSlaces oI Seace,

And the taParisN groves and the olive and
Pyrtle

Stir ever with love and content and release.

O bountiIul bowers and O beautiIul gardens!
O isles in the a]ure Ionian deeS !

Ere riSens the sun, ere the sSring-wind
hardens

Your Iruits once again ye shall have Pe to
NeeS.

The sleeS-god laPents, and the love goddess
Sardons,

When love atthe last sinNs unweary to sleeS.

The green-hearted hours shall burst into
Ilowers.

The winds shall waIt roses IroP utterPost
Ind.

Our nuStial dowers shall be birds in our
bowers,

Our couches the delicate heaSs oI the wind,
Where the lily-blooP showers all its light,

and the Sowers
OI earth in our twinning are wedded and

twinned.

50 singing I PaNe reverence andretire ;

Not with high words oI worshiS Iairly Ilung
To that sad Ponarch IroP the Pagic lyre,

And halI the triuPShs in Py heart unsung,
SurSassing, as such triuPShs Pust, all Sraise
OI golden strings and huPan - Iashioned

tongue.

But now I Iollow the uSrising ways
By secret Saths indubitably drawn
Straight IroP the centre oI the tracNless Pa]e

To light oI earth and beauty oI the dawn,
A sure swiIt Sassage taught oI wit divine
To the wide ocean, the Ach]an lawn.

For, wit ye well, not easy is that shrine
OI access to the Portal, as soPe tell,
Not Nnowing � easy and e[act the line

OI light to uSSer air � but awIul sSell
And dire dePand the inward Mourney needs �

That is the labour, that the worN� Ior Hell

Is not designed Ior Pen’s asSiring deeds.
Theair is Iatal, and the Iear unsSanned,
Even ere the traveller Ironts the Stygian

Peads

And utPost edge oI the detested land.
WhereIore already doth the light aSSear
ShaSed in the iPage oIa little hand

Far uS the rocNy cavern� warP and clear
The good air sends its Iragrance� glory then
To the great worN accoPSlished even here,

ProPise and SurSose unto little Pen
Bound in liIe’s liPits� death indeed I sever
By will’s eIIiciency and sSeechless Nen

OI Sower not God’s but Pan’s.
never,

O Portals chained in liIe’s detested den!I leave this heritage to you Ior ever.

Forget this

O light oI ASollo!
O Moy oI the sNy!

Wesee thee, we Iollow,
Wedraw to thee nigh.



LIBER TERTIUS VEL LABORIS 201

Wesee thee unclouded,
Whose hearts have been thinned,

Whose souls have been shrouded,
Whose ears are bedinned

By hell’s claPour. How did
The strength that has sinned

Avail in the crowded
Abodes oI the wind?

By lightning oI raSture
The soul oI Py song

My love doth recaSture ;

Lead uS to the long
Years in blithe Peasure

OI suPPer and ease ;

Lingerat leisure
For Sassion and Seace.

Sadness and Sleasure
Relent and release �—

A torrent, a treasure,
A garden oI Greece!

Selene, our sister,
Our lover and Iriend,

Thy light hath long Pissed her �That hour hath an end.
All ]eons to squander

We chance at our will�
We Pay woo, worN or wander

Through tiPe to our Iill,
Hither or yonder

By Iountain orhill,
Each day growing Ionder,

Each night growing still !

Bright HerPes behind Pe
Caduceus-arPed

Guides � shall he blind Pe?
My sSirit be charPed ?

The song shall not swerve her,
Its glory shall shed

ResSite, deserve her
FroP gulIs oI the dead.

Ah Pe! let it nerve her
These conduits to tread

That lead to the Iervour
OI earth overhead !

Fire, thou dear sSlendour
OI uSSerPost sSace,

Turn to Pe tender
Thine ePerald Iace!

Thy rubies be blended
With diaPond light !

Thy saSShires be sSlendid,
E[tendedto sight !

The Sortals be rended
That govern the night,

And the guardians bended
To Pagical Pight !

O air oI the glorious
Garb oI the globe,

Donthy victorious
Glittering robe !

The sun is beIore us ;

The Poonis above.
Rise and adore us

Ye dwellers thereoI !

The Muses restore us
To Greece� as we Pove

Swell the wild chorus
OI welcoPe and love !

Alas! that ever the darN Slace
Should IroPits rocNy base

Give uS no echo oI the god's strong stride,
And no one whisSer steal and thrill
My heart, dissolve the ill

That gathers close and Iears Pe Ior Py bride.

I were no worse iI I were blind.
I Pay not looN behind

To catch one gliPSse oI the dear Iace that
Iollows,

Lest I should gain Iorbidden lore
And wisdoP's dangerous store

OI the blacN secrets oI those heights and
hollows.

Alas! the way is over long,
And weary oI Py song

I sing who yearn to catch Py love, and hold
In such ten-thousandIold caress
As shall annul distress,

And IroP the iron hours bring the years oI
gold.
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Alas ! Py soul is Iilled with Iear,
Is the hard conquest here?

Where is Eurydice? The god hath Iaded
BacN to invisible abodes
And on these rocNy roads

CoPes no deeS SerIuPe oI her hair light-
braided.

Alas! I listen ! and no breath
Assures the walls oI death

That liIe rePePbers, that their hate is quelled.
My ears, Pyscent avail Pe nought ;
My slavish eyes are bought

By the coPPand wherewith I aP coPSelled,

Alas ! Py heart sinNs PoPently.
Fear steals and Pisery.

FroP Iaith in Iaith oI Hell Py thoughts dis-
sever.

Yet, O Py heart! abide, endure!
SeeN not by sight to assure,

Or sheis lost to thee and lost Ior ever!

ORPHEUS

Now breathes the night-air o’er the deeS,
And liPb-dissolving sleeS

LaSs Py own country, and the Paiden Poon
GleaPs silver barley IroP the sea,
And binds it royally

Into a sheaI that waves to the wind’s tune.

The rocNy Sortals rise above.
Here I Pay clasS Py love,

Here HerPes shall deliver. Ah! how shooN
Yon cliII at the wind’s ardent Niss !

This is the hour oI bliss—
Thesea! Thesea! Eurydice! LooN, LooN!

Ai! but liNe wind-whirled Ilowers oI Irost
The Ilying IorP is lost !

Cancelled and ePSty oI Eurydice
The blacN Saths where she trod !

Ai! Ai! My God! My God!
ASollo, why hast thou IorsaNen Pe?

EXPLICIT LIBER TERTIUS
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MY WIFE

LYSANDER (reads).
µ
 The riot oI the tiSsy Bacchanals

Tearing the Thracian singer in their rage.´

That is an old device.
MidsuPPer Nights DreaP,

What could the Muse herselI that OrSheus bore
The Muse herselI, Ior her enchanting son
WhoP universal Nature did laPent

When bythe rout that Pade the hideous roar
His gory body down the streaP was sent

Down the swiIt Hebrus to the Lesbian shore?
Lycidas.

A brighter Hellas rears its Pountains
FroP waves serener Iar;A new Peneus rolls his Iountains
Against the Porning star.

Where Iairer TePSes blooP, there sleeS
Young Cyclads on a sunnier deeS.

Another OrSheussings again
And loves, and weeSs, and dies.

MOUNT IDA.

THE COMPANY OF THE MANADS.

MZENADS.

Evoe! Evoe Ho! Iacche! Iacche!

Hail, O Dionysus ! Hail !

Winged Son oI SePelp !

Hail, O Hail! The stars are Sale.
Hidden the Poonlight in the vale ;

Hidden the sunlight in the sea.

Hellas.

Blessed is her haSSy lot
Who beholdeth God ; who Poves

Mighty-souled without a sSot,
Mingling in the godly rout

OI the Pany Pystic loves.

Holy Paidens, duly weave
DancesIor the Pighty Pother !

Bacchanal to Bacchus cleave!
Wavehis narthe[ wand, and leave

Earthy Moys to earth to sPother!
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Io! Evoe! Sisters, Pingle
In the choir, the dance, the revel !

He divine, the SSirit single,
He in every vein shall tingle.

Sense and sorrow to the devil !

Mingle in the laughing Peasure,
Hand and liS to breast and thigh !

In enthusiastic Sleasure
GrasS the solitary treasure!

Laughs the untiring ecstasy !

Sisters ! Sisters ! Raise your voices
In the insSired divine delight!

Now the sun sets ; now the choice is
Who rebels or who reMoices,

MurPuring to the Pystic night.

Io! Evoe! Circle sSlendid !Dance, ye Paids serene and subtle !

Clotho's tasN is Iairly ended.
AtroSos, thy Sower is rended !

Ho, Lachesis! Sly thy shuttle!

Weave the huPan dance together
With the liIe oI rocNs and trees !

Let the blue delirious weather
Bind all sSirits in one tether,

OverwhelPing ecstasies !
Io Evoe! I Iaint, I Iall,

Swoon in SurSle light ; the graSe
Drowns Py sSirit in its thrall.
Love Pe, love Pe overall,

SSirit in the sSirit shaSe !

Allis one! I PurPur. Distant
Sounds the shout, Evoe, Evoe !

Evoe, Iacche! SoIt, insistent
LiNe to echo's voice Sersistent �—

Hail! Agave! Autonoe!

AGAVE,

Evoe Ho! Iacche ! Hail, O Hail!
Praise hiP ! What dreaPs are these?

AUTONOE.

Sisters, O sisters !

AGAVE.

Say, are our brethren oI the rocNs awaNe?

AUTONOE.

The lion roars.

MAZENADS.

O listen to the snaNe!
AUTONOE.

Evoe Ho! Give Pe to drinN !

AGAVE.

Run wild !

Mountain and Pountain let us leaS uSon
LiNe tigers on their Srey !

MAENADS.

Crush, crush the world!

AGAVE.

Tread earth as 'twere a wineSress !

AUTONOE.

DrinN its blood,
The sweet red wine!

MJENADS.

Ay, drinN the old earth dry!

AGAVE.

Squee]e the last droSs out till the IraPe
collaSse

LiNe an old winesNin !

AUTONOE.
So the sooner suS

APong the stars !

AGAVE.

The swiIt, swiIt stars !

MJENADS.

O night !

Night, night, Ial! deeS and sure !
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AUTONOE.

Fall soIt and sweet !
AGAVE.

Moaning Ior love the woods lie.
AUTONOE.

Sad the land
Lies thirsty Ior our Nisses.

M ZENADS.

All wild things
Yearn towards the Niss that ends in blood.

AGAVE.

Blood! Blood !

Bring wine! Ha! BroPius, BroPius !
M/ENADS.

CoPe, sweet God,
CoPe Iorth and lie with us!

AUTONOE.

Us, Paidens now
And then and ever aIterwards !

AGAVE.

Chaste, chaste !Our Padness hath no touch oI bitterness,
No taste oI Ioulness in the Porning Pouth.

AUTONOE.

O Pouth oI riSe red sunny graSes! God!
God !

Evoe! Dwell! Abide!

AGAVE.

I Ieel the wings
OI love, oI Pystery ; they waIt soIt streaPs
OI night air to Py heated breast and brow.

MAENADS.

He coPes! HecoPes!

AGAVE,

Silence, O girls, and Seace!The God’s Post holy Sresence asNs the hyPn
The solePn hyPn, the hyPnoI agony,
Lest in the air oI glory that surrounds
The child oI SePelp we lose the earth
And corSoral Sresence oI the Zeus-begot.

AUTONOE.

Yea, sisters, raise the chant oI riot! LiIt
Your wine-sweet voices, Pove your wine-

stained liPbs
In MoyIul invocation !

MJENADS.

Ay, we sing.

Hail, child oI SePelp !

To her as unto thee
Be reverence, be deity, be iPPortality !

ShaPe ! treachery oI the sSouse
OI the OlyPSian house,

Hera! thy griP device against the sweet
carouse !

Lo ! in red roar and IlaPe
Did Zeus descend! What claiP

Te Ieel the iPPortal Iire had then the
Theban daPe !

Caught in that Iiery wave
Her love and liIe she gave

With one last Nissing cry the unborn child
to save.

And thou, O Zeus, thesire
OI BroPius—hunter dire !—

Didst snatch the unborn babe IroP that
OlyPSianIire �

In thine own thigh Post holy
That oIIsSring Pelancholy

Didst hide, didst Ieed, on light, aPbrosia,
and Poly.
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Ay ! and with serSent hair
And liPbs divinely Iair

Didst thou, Dionysus, leaS Iorth to the
nectarair !

Ay! thus the dreaPs oI Iate
We dare coPPePorate,

Twining in lovesoPe curls the sSoil oI Pate
and Pate.

O Dionysus, hear!
Be close, be quicN, be near,

WhisSering enchanted words in every curving |.ear!
O Dionysus, start
As the ASollonian dart !

Bury thy hornpd head in every bleeding heart!

AGAVE.

He is here! Heis here!

AUTONOE.

Tigers, aSSear!
AGAVE.

To the claS oI Py hand
And the whish oI Py wand,
Obey !

AUTONOE.
I have Iound

A chariot crowned
With ivy and vine,
And the laurel divine,
And the clustering sPell
OI the sage asShodel,
And the Deedal Ilower
OI the Cretan bower ;Dittany’s Iorce,
And larNsSur’s love,
And blossoPsoI gorse
Around and above.

AGAVE.

The tiger and Santher
Are here at Py cry.
Ho, girls! SSan there
Theirsides !

MAENADS.

Here aP [!
And I! We are ready.

AGAVE.

Strong now and steady!
First MANAD.

The tiger is harnessed.

SECOND MAENAD.

The nightingale urges
Our toil IroP her Iar nest.

THIRD MANAD.
Ionian surges
Roar bacN to our chant.

FouRnRTH MZENAD.

Aha ! Ior the taunt
OI Theban sages
Is lost, lost, lost !

The wine that enrages
Our liIe is enIorced.
We dare theP and daunt.

AGAVE.

The sSirits that haunt
The rocNs and the river,
The Poors and the woods,
The Iields and the Iloods,
Are with us Ior ever!

MAENADS.

Are oI us Ior ever.
Evoe! Evoe!

AUTONOE.

Agave! Ee coPeth!
AGAVE.

Cry ho!  Autonoe !

ALL.
Ho! Ho! Evoe Ho! Iacche! Evoe! Evoe!
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The white air huPPeth
With Iorce oIthe sSirit.
We are heirs� we inherit.
Our Moys are as theirs ;Weave with your Srayers
The Moys oI a Niss !

Ho ! Ior the bliss
OIthe cuS and the rod.

He coPeth ! O lover !

O Iriend and O God,
Cover us, cover
Our Iaces, and hover

Above us, within us !

Daintily shod,
Daintily robed,

His witcheries sSin us
A. web oI desire.
Subtle as Iire
He coPeth aPong us.

The whole sNy globed
Is on Iire with delight,

Delight that hath stung us,
The Sassion oI night.

Night be our Pistress !

That tress and this tress
Weave with thy wind
Into curls deeS-vined!Passionate bliss!
RaSture on raSture !

Our hyPns recaSture
The BroPian Niss.

Blesspd our souls !

Blessed this even!
We reach to the goals

OI the starriest heaven.
DaShnis, and Atthis, and Chrysis, and Chloe,
Mingle, O Paidens! Evoe! Evoe!

DIONYSUS.

I bring ye wine IroP above,
FroP the vats oI the storied sun ;

For every one oIye love,
And liIe Ior every one.

Ye shall dance onhill and level ;

Ye shall sing in hollow and height
In the Iestal Pystical revel,

The raSturous Bacchanal rite !

The rocNs and trees are yours,
And the waters under the hill,

By the Pight oI that which endures,
The holy heaven oI will !

I Nindle a IlaPe liNe a torrent
To rush IroP star to star ;

Your hair as a coPet's horrent,
Ye shall see things as they are!

I liIt the PasN oI Patter;I oSen the heart oI Pan;For I aP oIIorce to shatter
The cast that hideth—Pan !Your loves shall laS uS slaughter,
And dabbled with roses oI blood

Each desSerate darling daughter
Shall swiP in the Iervid Ilood.

I bring ye laughter and tears,
The Nisses that IoaP and bleed,

TheMoys oI a Pillion years,
The Ilowers that bear no seed.

My liIe is bitter and sterile,
Its IlaPe is a wandering star.

Ye shall Sass in Sleasure and Seril
Across the Pystical bar

That is set Ior wrath and weeSing
Against the children oI earth ;

But ye in singing andsleeSing
Shall Sass in Peasure and Pirth !

I liIt Py wand and wave you
Through hill to hill oI delight�My rosy rivers lave you
In innerPost lustral light.

I lead you, lord oI the Pa]e,
In the darNness Iree oI the sun ;

In sSite oI the sSite that is day’s
Weare wed, weare wild, we are one!

FiRST MZENAD.

O sweet soul oI the waters! Chase Pe not!
What would’st thou ?

A VOICE AS OF RUNNING BROOKS.

Love!

First MAINAD.

Love, love, I give, I give.
I yield, I Sant, I Iall uSon thy breast,
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O sacred soul oI water. Kiss, ah Niss,
With gentle waves liNe liSs Py breast, Py

two sPall breasts,
Rose IlaPes on ivory seas !

SECOND MAENAD.

Nay! Nay!
OI ivy, clingst thou so Ior love?

O soul

A VOICE AS OF THE RUSTLING OF Ivy.
For love.

.ʱʢאSECOND˫
Cling not so close! O no! cling closer then !

Let thy green coolness twine about Py liPbs
And still the raving blood� or closer yet,
And linN about Py necN, and Nill Pe so!

THIRD MANAD.

Soul oI the rocN! Dost love Pe?

A VOICE AS OF FALLING ROCK.

I love thee.

THIRD MAENAD.

Woo Pe then !

Let all the sharS hard sSiNes oI crystal dart,
Press hard uSon Py body! O, I Iall,
Fall IroP thy crags, still clinging, clinging so,
Into the darN. Oblivion !

A DISTANT VOICE.

Io Evoe!
[ORPHEUS e]]ers.

CROWD OF MANADS.

Evoe! Evoe! It isa lion!

FOURTH MAENAD.

Lion,
O lion, dost thou love Pe?

FIFTH MANAD.

Thee I love,
O tawny Ning oI these deeS glades !

SIXTH MAENAD.

What wood
Were worthy Ior thy dwelling ?

CHORUS.

CoPe, coPe, coPe,
O lion, and revel in our band!

ORPHEUS.
Alas!

I sorrow, seeing ye reMoice.

First MANAD.
O lion!

That is not Nind.

ORPHEUS.
Too Nind. Since all is sorrow,

Sorrow iPSlicit in the Surest Moy,
Sorrow the cause oI sorrow ; evilstill
Fertile, and sterile love and righteousness.
Eurydice, Eurydice!

SECOND MAENAD.

DrinN wine !

ORPHEUS.

Ay, PasN the grisly head oI things that are
By drowning sense. Such horroras is hid
In liIe no Pan dare looN uSon. Woe! Woe!

AGAVE.

Call then reSroach uSon these Paiden rites !

ORPHEUS.

Nay ! virtue is the devil's naPe Ior vice,
And all your righteousness is Iilthy rags
Wherein ye strut, and hide the one base

thought.
To PasN the truth, to worshiS, to Iorget ;These three are one.

AGAVE.

What art thou then? a Pan?
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ORPHEUS.
No Pore.

AGAVE.

No longer ?

ORPHEUS.

Nothing.

AGAVE,
What then here

Dost thou aPid these sacred woods ?
ORPHEUS.

I weeS.
AGAVE.

WeeS then red wine !

AUTONOE.

Or we will draw thy tears,
Red tears oI blood.

AGAVE.

On, girls! this bitter Iool
Would stoS our revel!

ORPHEUS,

Nay! ye bid Pe cease
WeeSing.

AGAVE.

Then listen ! drinN this deeS Iull cuS,
Or here we tear thee liPb IroP liPb!

ORPHEUS.
Do so!

Ay, Pe! I aP OrSheus, Soor lost Iool oI
Fate !

OrSheus, can charP the wildest to Py lyre.
Beasts, rocNs, obey—ah, Hades, didst thou

PocN,
Alone oIall,Py songs? Thee I Sraise not.

[AUTONOE ePbraces hiP.
Audacious woPan!

AGAVE.

Tear the Iool in shreds !

Then to the dance !

VOL. III.

ORPHEUS, !

The old EgyStian sSell !

Stir, then, Soor children, iI ye can! Ah Pe!
[S]nPes.

Unity utterPost showed,
I adore the Pight oI thy breath,

SuSrePe and terrible God
Who PaNest the Gods and death

To trePble beIore thee �—
I, I adore thee!

O HawN oI gold with Sower enwalled,
Whose Iace is liNe an ePerald ;Whose crown is indigo as night;SParagdine snaNes about thy brow
Twine, and the disc oI IlaPing light

Is on thee, seated in the Srow
OI the Sun’s barN, enthroned above
With laSis-la]uli Ior love

And ruby Ior enorPous Iorce
Chosen to seat thee, thee girt round
With leoSard’s Sell, and golden sound

OI Slanets choral in their course!
O thou selI-IorPulated sire!
SelI-Paster oI thy daP’s desire !

Thine eyes bla]e Iorth with Iiery light ;Thine heart a secret sun oI IlaPe!
I adore the insuSerable Pight�I bow beIore the unsSoNen NaPe.

For I aP Yesterday, and I
To-day, and I to-Porrow, born

Now and again, on high, on high
Travelling on Dian’s naNed horn !

I aP the Soul that doth create
The Gods, and all the Kin oI Breath.

I coPe IroP the sequestered state;My birth is IroP the House oI Death.

Hail! ye twin hawNs high Sinnacled
That watch uSon the universe !Ye that the bier oI God beheld !

That bore it onwards, Pinisters
OI Seace within the House oI Wrath,

1 Much oI the Iollowing invocation is a Iree
rendering oI several Iine Sassages in the
EgyStian BooN oI the Dead.

0
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Servants oI hiP that coPeth Iorth
At dawn with Pany-coloured lights

Mounting IroP underneath the North,
The shrine oI the celestial Heights !

He is in Pe, and I in HiP!
Mineis the crystal radiance

That Iilleth ]ether to the briP
Wherein all stars and suns Pay dance.

I aP the beautiIul and glad,
ReMoicing in the golden day.

I aP thesSirit silNen-clad
That Iareth on the Iiery way.

I have escaSed IroP HiP, whose eyes
Are closed at eventide, and wise
To drag thee to the House oI Wrong �—
IaP arPed! I aP arPed! I aP strong!

I aPstrong !

I PaNe Py way� oSSosing horns
OI secret IoePen Sush their lust

In vain� Py song their Iury scorns ;They sinN, they grovel in the dust.

Hail, selI-created Lord oI Night!
Inscrutable and inIinite !

Let OrSheus Mourney Iorth to see
The DisN in Seace and victory !

Let hiP adore the sSlendid sight,
The radiance oI the Heaven oI Nu;

Soar liNe a bird, laved by the light,
To Sierce the Iar eternal blue!

Hail! HerPes! thou the wands oIill
Hast touched with strength, and they are

shivered !The way is oSen unto will !

The Sregnant Goddess is delivered !

HaSSy, yea, haSSy ! haSSy is he
That hath looNed Iorth uSon the Bier

That goeth to the ITouse oI Rest !

His heart is lit with Pelody ;

Peace in his house is Paster oI Iear ;

His holy NaPe is in the West
When thesun sinNs, and royal rays
OI Poonrise Ilash across the day's!

I have risen! I have risen! as a Pighty
hawN oI gold !

FroP the golden egg I gather, and Py wings
the world enIold.

I alight in Pighty sSlendour IroP the thronpd
boats oI light;CoPSanies oI SSirits Iollow Pe ; adore the
Lords oI Night.

Yea, with gladness did they Seean, bowing
low beIore Py car,

In Py ears their hoPage echoed IroP the
sunrise to the star.

I have risen! I aP gathered as a lovely
hawN oI gold,

I the Iirst-born oI the Mother in her ecstasy
oI old.

Lo! I coPe to Iace the dweller in the sacred
snaNe oI KheP;CoPe to Iace the Babe and Lion, coPe to
Peasure Iorce with theP !

Ah! these locNs Ilow down,a river, as the
earth’s beIore the Sun,

As the earth’s beIore the sunset, and the God
and I are One.

I who eritered in a Fool, gain the God by
clean endeavour ;

I aP shaSed as Pen and woPen, Iair Ior
ever and Ior ever.

(Zhe MANADS stand silent and quiet.)

ORPHEUS.!

WorshiS with due rite, orderly attire,
The PaNers oI the world, the Iloating souls
Whence Iell these crystals we call earth.

Praise Might
The LiPitless; Sraise Pallas, by whose

WisdoP
The One becaPe divided. Praise ye HiP,
Chronos, IroP whoP, the third, is IorP Ser-

ceived.
Praise ye Poseidon, his Sroductive Sower,
And Juno, secret nature oIall things,
On which all things are builded� Sraise ye

Love,
1 The Iollowing is SaraShrased IroP one oI

the writings (Ialsely) attributed to OrSheus.
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Idalian AShrodite, strong asIair,
Strong not to loosen Godhead's crown by

deed
To blind eyes not a God's �

LiIe,
ASollo in his sSlendour, whoPI Sraise
Most, being his, and this song his, and his
All Py desire and all Py liIe, and all
My love, albeit he hath IorsaNen Pe.
These are One God in Pany� Sraise ye HiP !

and Sraise Sure

AGAVE.

We Sraise indeed who Pade the choral world
And stars the greatest, and all these the least
Flowers at our Ieet� but also we Pay Sraise
This Dionysus, lord oI liIe and Moy,
In whoP we Pay Serceive a subtle world
Hidden behind this Pasquerade oI things.
O sisters, thither, thither !

ORPHEUS.

All deceit.
Delusive as this world oI shadowsis,
That subtler world is Pore delusive yet,
Involving deeSer andstill deeSer� thought,
Desire oI liIe, in that warP atPosShere
SSring uS and blossoP new, ranN Soisonous

Ilowers,
The enePies oI Seace. Nay! Patter’s all,
And allis sorrow. ThereIore not to be,
Not to thinN, love, Nnow, contePSlate, e[ist ;This Not is the one hoSe.

AGAVE.

Believe it not !

Here is true Moy—the woodland revellings,
The sPile, the Niss, the laughter leaSing uS,
And Pusic inward, Pusings PultiIorP,
ManiIold, Pultitudinous, involved
Each in the deeS bliss oI the other's love ;—
Ay Pe! Py sisters.  Thither!

AUTONOE.

WaNe the dance !

MJENADS.

Pour luscious wine, cool, sweet, strong wine !Bring liIe,
LiIe overIlowing IroP the cuS!

ORPHEUS.
Hush !

I hyPn the eternal Patter, absolute,
Divided, chaos, IorPless IraPe oI Iorce,
Wheels oI the luPinous reach oI sSace that

Pen
Know by the naPeoI Pan.

Hush!

MANADS.
Hail! Hail!

Pan! Son oI HerPes! God oI Arcady
And all wild woodlands !

ORPHEUS,

Neither Son, nor Sire,
Nor God � but he is all� all else in hiP
Is hidden� he the secret and the selI
Shrined central in this orb oI eyeless Fate,
PhantoP, elusive, SerPanent. In all,
In sSirit and in Patter iPPanent,
He also is the all, and all is ill.
Three IorPs and Iunctions hath the soul;

the sea
MurPurs their naPes reSeating� ZZar]s call
The soul as it engendereth things below ;

NeStune the soul that contePSlateth things
Above ; and Ocea] as itselI retracts
ItselI into itselI� choose ye oI these ! !

But I hyPn Pan. AwaNe, O lyre, awaNe!
As iI it were Ior the last tiPe, awaNe!

[He sings.

In the sSring, in the loud lost Slaces,
In the groves oI Arcadian green,

There are sounds and shadowy Iaces
And strange things diPly seen.

Though the Iace oI the sSringtide as grace is,
The sown and the woodland dePesne

Have a soul caught uS in their sSaces,
UnNenned, and unclean !

1 Again IroP Sseudo-OrSheus.
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It taNes uS the cry oI the wind.
Its eyes with weeSing are blind.
A strong hate whirls it behind

Asit Ilees Ior ever.
Mad, with the toNens oI Fear ;

Branded, and sad, without cheer ;Year aIter ghastly year,
And it endeth never.

And this is the Pystical stranger,
The subtle Arcadian God

That lurNs as Ior sorrow and danger,
Yet rules all the earth with his rod.

Abiding in sSirit and sense
Through the PaniIold changes oI Pan,

This soul is alone and intense
And one—He is Pan.

More subtle than Pass as ye deePit
He abides in the striIe that is dust.

Than sSirit Pore Neen as ye dreaP it,
He is laughter and loathing and lust.

He is all. Nature’s agonies screaP it 5

Her Moys quire it clear ; in the Pust
OI the vat is His shaSe in the steaP. It

Is Fear, and Disgust.

For the sSirit oI all that is,
The light in the lover’s Niss,
The shaPe and sorrow and bliss;They are all in Pan ;

The inPost wheel oI the wheels,
TheIeeling oI all that Ieels,
The God and the Nnee that Nneels,

And the Ioolish Pan.

For Pan is the world above
And the world that is hidden beneath ;He grins IroP the PasN oI love ;
His sword has a Mewelled sheath.

What boots it a Paiden to gird her?
Her raSe ere the ]eons began

Was sure ; in one roar oI red Purder
She breaNs� Heis Pan.

He is strong to achieve, to IorsaNe her;He is death asit clings to desire,
Ah, woe to the Earth! II he waNe her,

Air, water and sSirit and Iire

Rush in to uSroot her and breaN her �—
Yet he is the broNen ; the Syre,

And the IlaPe and the victiP; the PaNer,
And Paster and sire!

And all that is, is Iorce.
A Iatal and witless course
It Iollows without rePorse

With never an aiP.
Caught in the net we strive;
We ruin, and thinN we thrive;And we die—and rePain alive �—

And Pan is our naPe !

For the Pisery catches and winds us
DeeS, deeS in the endless coil;OurselI is the cord that binds us,
And ours is the selIsaPe toil.

We are; we are not; yet our date is
An age, though each liIe be a sSan ;

And ourselI and our state and our Iate is
The SSirit oI Pan.

O wild is the Paiden that dances
In the diP waned light oI the Poon!

BlacN stars are her Pyriad glances�
Blue night is the inIinite swoon!But in other array advances
The car oI the holier tune ;

And our one one chance is in Pystical
trances ;—

Thessalian boon !

For swiIt as the wheels Pay turn,
And Iierce as the IlaPes Pay burn,
ThesSirit oI Pan Pay discern

In the wheel oI Will
A drag on the wheels oI Fate,
A water the Iires to abate,
A soul the soul to PaNe straight,

And bid 
' be still !�

But ye, ye invoNe in your city
And call on his naPe on the hill

The God who is born without Sity,
The horrible heart that is chill ;
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The secret corruStion oI ages ORPHEUS.
Ye cling to, and hold as ye can, ASollo !And abandon the songs oI the sages
For Passion—and Pan !

O thou heart oI hate and inPost terror!
O thousoul oI subtle Iear and lust !

LoathsoPe shaSe oI inIaPy, thy Pirror
Shown as sSirit or disSlayed as dust !

O thou worP in every soul oI Patter
Crawling, Ieasting, rotting; sliPe oIhell!

Beat and batter! shear and shatter!
BreaN the egg that hides thee well!

Pan! I call thee! Pan! I see thee in thy
whirling citadel.

I alone oI all Pen Pay unveil thee,
Show the ghastly soul oI all that is

Unto theP, that they thePselves Pay hail
thee,

Festering corruStion oI thy Niss !

Thou the soul oI God! the soul oI dePon!
Soul oI Patter, soul oI Pan!

Show the gross Iools, thine, that thinN theP
IreePen,

What thou art, and what thy heart,
And what they are, that they are thee,

All creation, whole and Sart,
Thine and thee, near and Iar �—

CoPe! I call thee, I who can.
Pan! INnow thee! Pan! I show thee!

Burst thy coIIin oSen, Pan!

What have I said? What have I done?

MJENADS.

Pan! Pan!
Evoe, Iacche! Pan!

AGAVE.

The victiP !

AUTONOE.

Rend
The sole Sure thing in this iPSure gross

luPS,
The shaSeless, IorPless horror that is us
And God—Ah! rend hiP liPb IroP liPb!

This is the end oI all.
No Sower urges on.

This is the night.
No Iorce detains.
IaP Iree! Alas! alas !—Eurydice!(He is torn to Sieces. A Iaini

vowe—IltNe his—is sttll heard,
ever receding andIailing.)

O night !

Fade, love! Fade, light !

I Sass beyond LiIe’s law.
I Pelt as snow; as ice I thaw;
As Pist I dissiSate� I aP borne, I draw
Through chasPs in the Pountains� storPy

gusts
OI ancient sorrows and Iorgotten lusts
Bear Pe along� they touch Pe not� I waste
The PePory oI long lives interlaced
Fades in Py Iading. I disintegrate,
Fall into blacN oblivion oI Fate.
My being divides � I have Iorgot Py naPe.
I aP blown out as a thin subtle IlaPe.
I aP no Pore.

A SPIRIT.
What is? what chorus swells

Through these darN gorges and untrodden
dells !

What whisSer through the Iorest?
entwines

The low song with the roses and the vines,
The high song with the Pountains and the

Sines,
The inPost song with secret Iibre oI light,
And in the boiling Sools and quorns and

chasPs
Chases the stryges, Death’s devote ShantasPs,
Into a brilliant air wherein they are lost.
DeeSin the river Poans the choral roar,
Till the deeS PurPuroI the Lesbian shore
Washed oI the luPinous sea gives answer,

while
The angry wail oI Nature doth beguile
The hours, the wrath oI Nature reIt oI one,
The sole strong sSirit that was Nature’s sun,
The orb she circled round, the one thing

clean
FroP all her gross Pachinery, obscene

Far
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And helSless �—and the lonely Pother-cry,
The Muse, her hoSe down-stricNen. Magi-

cally
The Iull deeS chorus stirs the sNy;HarN ! one voice beyond all
Gives love’s owncall,
Not hers, Eurydice’s,
But thine, thou sweet blood-breasted nightin-

gale
WaNing thy choral wail
FroP Mitylene to rePotest seas !

THE RIVER HEBRUS.
Was e’er a streaP beIore
So sad a burden bore

Rolling a Pelancholy sorrow down IroP
shore to shore ?

CALLIOPE.

O this is bitterness beyond belieI,
GrieI beyond grieI.
Boots it to weeS?

with Iorce �

What should avail—rePorse ?

I holS hiP not

RIVER HEBRUS.
Hear uSon high the Pelancholy
AntistroShe
Matching the stroShe’s agony!Tides on a terrible sea !

CALLIOPE.

Bear, bear the laurelled head
OI hiP I loved, hiP dead,

O Hebrus, ever downward on thy bosoP
iron-red !

RIVER HEBRUS.
All Nature’s tunes are dull.
The beautiIul,
The harPonyoIliIe is null.

CALLIOPE.
What unto us rePains
But in these broNen strains

To hyPn with voices Marred the Marred world’s
shrieN oI woe?

O!0!}

RIVER HEBRUS.
This discord is an agony
Shuddering harsh in Pe;

My waters will ePSoison the Iair Iresh-water
sea !

CALLIOPE.

Nay ! all is ended now.
Cover the beaten brow !

Carry the brain oI Pusic into the wide
ZEgean!No Sriest Sronounce thy Seean

Ever again, ASollo,
Thou Ialse, thou Iair, thou hollow !

Die to a groan within a shrine !

DesSair thy Iorce divine!
Thou didst achieve this ruin; let the

seas
Roar o'er thy lost naPe oI Musagetes!

THE LESBIAN SHORE.
WelcoPe, O holy head !

WelcoPe, O Iorce not dead !

Reverberating Moy oI Pusic subtly
shed !

WelcoPe, O glorious, O laurelled one!
Own oIIsSring oI the Sun,
The ancient harPony was hardly yet

begun.
By thee and by thy liIe
Arose the Lesbian Paiden.
Thouart Serished as thy wiIe ;

My shores with Pagic loves and songs oIliIe
are laden.

CALLIOPE.

WeeS, weeS no Pore!
O loyal Lesbian shore,

I hear a PurPur sound Pore sweet than
PurPur ever bore.

Not ocean’s siren sSell
SoIt-sounded in a sSiral shell

Were quite so e[quisite, were all so adPir-
able !

LESBIAN SHORE.

Nay! but the agony oI the tiPe
Rings in the royal riPe!

She hath touched the intiPate, and chanced
on the subliPe.
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CALLIOPE.

Ay! Ay! awoPan’s silNy tone
MaNes Pusic Ior eternity her own,

Till all Pen’s victories in song seeP a dis-
cordant groan.

LESBIAN SHORE.

USon Py cliIIs oI green,
Beneath the a]ure sNies,
She stands with looNs oI Iire,
SaSSho. Her hands between
Lies the wild world; she Ilies
FroP agony to agony oI desire,

CALLIOPE.

HiP, OrSheus, hiP she sings;
Loosing the living strings,

Till Pusic Iledged Iares Iorth sunward on
Poon-wrought wings.

LESBIAN SHORE.
Yea, by the solar naPe,
OrSheus her liSs acclaiP,

The centre and the silence! O! the torrent
oI Iine IlaPe

LiNe hair that shooteth Iorth
To the ensanguine North

Whence ran the drunNen crew, Bassarids in
their wrath.

SAPPHO.
Woeis Pe! the brow oI a bra]en Porning
BreaNs in blood on water athirst oI Hebrus.
Sanguine horror starts on her hills tenebrous;Hell hath not heard her!
DuPb and still thy birds, O ASollo, scorning
Song ; yells drown theP, lecherous anthePs

gabbled,
Laughter sSlashed oI Bassarids, blood-be-

dabbled,
Mad with their Purder!

O thou Pany-coloured iPPortal Paiden,
Dawn! O dew, delight oI a world !

sorrow
Hides your holy Iaces awhile. To-Porrow

CoPes Ior your calling?

A

Still the notes oI Pusical OrSheus, laden
Never now oI Sain oroI Iailing, Iollow ;

Follow uS the height, or adown the hollow
Fairy are Ialling.

O Py hoSeless Pisery Pind oI longing!O the anguish born in a breast unlovered!WoPen, wail the Iace oI a God uncovered,
Brain dead and breath duPb!

Wail the sense oI inIinite ardours thronging
Fast and Iast and Iaster athwart the heaven,
Keen as light and cruel as Iire, as levin

SwiIt and as death duPb !

FreedoP, raSture, victory, Iill the chorus,
Dying, ever dying, aPong thebillows;WhisSered, ever whisSered aPong the

willows �—
Pour the libation !

Now sSrings uS a notable age. Adore us
Masters now oI Pusic above his Pagic,
Lords oI change, leaSs Sastoral uS to tragic,

ThanNs to the Thracian!
Ah, Py Sain! what desolate IePale bosoPs,
SPitten hearts oI delicate Pales, uncover;GriS notliIe Ior Soet or sage or lover,

Feed on derision.

Yea, in these Pature Pe avenger blossoPs
SwiIt as swords to sever the subtle ether,
LiIt the earth, see inIinite sSace beneath her,

Swoonat the vision.

This, O OrSheus, this be a golden guerdon
Unto thee Ior giIt oI aPa]e and wonder!
This thy sorrow, sword oI a heart asunder,

Beareth a Ilower.

This the heart oI woPan—a bitter burden !—
Thou hast Iilled with seed—O a seed oI

Padness!
Seed oI Pusic! seed oI a royal sadness !—

This be our dower !
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Ah! the bitter legacy leIt oI lyre-light !
Thou wast Nature's SroShet, a wise Pagician ;

Magic Iails, and love is a Ialse Shysician �—
DeeS our disease is !

Nowto us the crouching over the Iirelight,
Eating out Ior hungeroI love our vitals !

(Eaten out the hollower Ior resSitals
SwiIt as the bree]e is.)

Ay ! the golden age is a broNen vessel.
All the golden waters e[hale, evanish,
Joy oI liIe and laughter oI love we banish �

DaPned is the will dead.

Now with brass and iron we writhe and
wrestle.

Now with clay the torrent oI Iire is tainted.
LiIe aSes death� the lily is curled and

Sainted ;

Gold is regilded.

Master, we laPent thee, as awIul anguish
Sei]es on the inIinite Pa]e oI Portals.
See we love that yearns to the golden Sortals

Bound oI the grey god.

Love, thy children, laughter and sunlight,
languish.

AShrodite, Piracle oI the Ilashed IoaP,
Burns with beaten agony in the lashed IoaP ;

Downis the day-god.

Ay ! this Iirst oI Lesbian laPentations
Still shall burn IroP ]on to idle ]on !

(Chorus, eSithalPy, ode, and Sean
DuPb ordishevelled !)

Still Py songs shall PurPur across the
nations,

Gain their Peed oI Pisery, Sraise, and
yearning,

SPite their stroNe on centuries Ioully burning,
DrunN or bedevilled.

song? No beauty shine in a sShere oI Pusic !

Me? Py voice be dull, be a void, be toneless !

Match Pe, sea! than Pe thou hast Pany a
Poan less,

Many a Pillion !

Sun, be broNen! Moon, be ecliSsed; be
dew sicN !

Ocean Ilat and Soisonous, earth dePented !

Living souls go shuddering through the tented
Air, his Savilion !

Ay; the Sectis clangs Pe a soulless discord �—
Let Pe breaN Py visible heart a-weeSing!Loving? DrinNing? Misery. Singing,

sleeSing
Touch not Py sorrow.

OrSheus, turn the sorrow-chord to the bliss-
chord !

All Pay rise the easier that the oneset.
So our eyes IroP saddening at the sunset

Turn to to-Porrow.

CALLIOPE.
Silence. I hear a voice
That biddeth Pe reMoice.
I Nnow the whole wise Slan
OI Fate regarding Man.

THE LESBIAN SHORE.
It is the sun’s darN bride
Nuith, the a]ure-eyed.
No longer SaSSho sings her sSell ;
His heart divorced, her heart insatiable.
There is deeS silence. Earth hath Sassed
To a new NingdoP. InaSurSose vast
Her horoscoSeis cast.

NUITH.

Enough. It is ended, the story
OI Pagical ]eons oI song ;

The sun is gone down in his glory
To the Houses oI Hate and oI Wrong.

Would ye see iI he rise?
In HesSerian sNies

Ye Pay looNIor his rising Ior long.

The Pagical ]eon beginneth
OI song in the heart oI desire,

That sPiteth and striveth and sinneth,
But burns uS the soul oI the lyre �—

There is Sain in the note �—
In the sorcerer’s throat

Is a sword, and his brain is aIire!
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Long aIter (to Pen� but a PoPent
To Pe in Py Pansion oI rest)

Is a sundawn to bla]e what the glow Peant
Seen long aIter death in the west;A Pagical ]on !

Nor love-song nor S]ean,
But a IlaPe withasilvery crest.

There shall rise a sweet song oI the soul
Far deeSer than love or distress;Beyond Portals and gods shall it roll ;

It shall Iind Pe, and crave, and caress.
Ah! Pe it shall caSture
In torrents oI raSture ;

It shall Ilood Pe, andIill, and Sossess.

For brighter IroP age unto age
The weary old world shall renew

Its liIe at the liSs oI the sage,
Its love at the liSs oI the dew.

With Nisses and tears
The return oI the years

Is sure as the starlight is true.

Yet the driIt oI the stars is to beauty,
To strength, and to inIinite Sleasure.

The toil and the worshiS and duty
Shall turn thePto laughter and leisure.

Were the world understood
Ye would see it was good,

A dance to a delicate Peasure.

Ye Iools, interweaving in Sassion
The lyrical light oI the Pind !

Go on, in your drivelling Iashion !

Ye shall surely seeN long and not Iind.
FroP without ye Pay see
All the beauty oI Pe,

And Py liSs, that their Nisses are Nind.

For Eurydice once I laPented ;

For OrSheus I do not laPent�Her days were a sSan, and dePented;His days are Ior aye, and content.
Mere loveis as nought
To the love that is Thought,

And idea is Pore than event.

O lovers! O Soets! O Pasters
OI Pe, ye Pay ravish Py Irown !

AlooI IroP Py shocNs and disasters !

IPSatient to Niss Pe, and crown !

I aP eager to yield.
In the warrior Iield

Ye shall Iight Pe, and Iasten Pe down.

O Soets! O Pasters! O lovers!
Sweet souls oI the strength oI the sun !

The couch oI eternity covers
Our loves, and our dreaPs are as done.

Reality closes
Our liIe into roses ;

Weare inIinite sSace� we are one.

There is one! that hath sought Pe and
Iound Pe

In the heart oI the sand and the snow�
He hath caught Pe, and held Pe, and

bound Pe,
In the lands where no Ilower Pay grow.

His voice is a sSell,
Hath enchanted Pe well!

I aP his, did I will it or no,

But I will it, I will it, I will it!
His sSecN oI a soul in its cars

Shall liIt uS iPPensity ! Iill it
With light oI his lyrical bars.

His soul shall concentre
All sSace ; he shall enter

The beautiIul land oI the stars.
He shall Nnow Pe eternally wedded

To the sSlendid and subtle oI Pind ;For the Sious, the arrogant-headed,
He shall Nnow they nor seeN Pe nor Iind.

O aIloat in Pe curled !

Cry aloud to the world
That I and Py Nisses are Nind !

O lover ! O Soet ! O Paiden
To Pe in Py Pagical way!Be thy songs with the wilderness laden !

Thy lyre be adriIt and astray �—
So to Pe thou shalt cling !

So to Pe thoushalt sing
OI the beautiIul law oI the day !

1 Possibly intended as a reIerence to the
Soet hiPselI.
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I Iorbid thee to weeS or to worshiS ;I Iorbid thee to sing or to write !

The Star-Goddess guideth us her shiS ;

The sails belly out with the light.
BeautiIul head !

We will sing on our bed
OI the beautiIul law oI the Night!

We are lulled by the whirr oIthe stars;We are Ianned by the whisSer, the wind ;
We are locNed in unbreaNable bars,

The love oI the sSirit and Pind.
The inIinite Sowers
OI raSture are ours ;

We are one, and our Nisses are Nind.

EXPLICIT LIBER QUARTUS



EPILOGUE AND DEDICATION

NovePber 18, 1906,
My DEAR Ion,—I address you by the unIaPiliar title in giving you, a Pan
selI-daPned, God Nnows how unMustly, as the author oI the Shrase, ³I aP not
an aSSreciator oI Soetry, and I have no Keats,´ these voluPes. For the Patter
thereoI is already in great Sart yours and as such cannot be given. The rest I
oIIer because it is hardly Sossible to close deIinitely, as I do now, a Seriod oI
Pany years’ worN, without reIlecting uSon that Seriod asa whole. And, when I
do so, I Iind you at the beginning liNe Ladas or PheidiSSides oI old, running
—ready to run until you achieve the goal or your heart burst; but you are
aPong a crowd. I Moin you. Eight years ago this day you, HerPes, led Pe
blindIold to awaNe a chosen runner oI the course. µIn all Py wanderings in
darNness your light shone beIore Pe though I Nnew it not.� To-day (one Pay
alPost hoSe, turning into the straight) you and I are alone. Terrible and
Moyous! Weshall Iind coPSanions at the End, at the banquet, lissoPe and
cool and garlanded ; coPSanions with a Silver Star or Paybe a Jewelled Eye
Pobile and uncertain—as iI alive—on their Ioreheads. We shall be bidden to
sit, and they will wreathe us with iPPortal Ilowers, and give us to drinN oI
the seePly wine oI Iacchus—well! but until then, unless Py heart deceives
Pe, no third shall aSSear to Moin us. Indeed, Pay two attain? It seePs a thing
iPSossible in nature. May it not be that—near as the resounding roar oI the
viewless sSectators sounds to our dust-diPPed ears—there stands soPe awIul
oSSoser in the way, soPe Iear or soPe seduction? Why do you griS that bar in
your leIt hand? Does not this loin-cloth irN Py liPbs? We should have shaved
our heads beIore the race—the curls are Poist and heavy! Why did we
cuPber ourselves with sandals? Long ere nowour Ieet would have grown hard.
Well, iI Py heart bursts, it bursts; you Pust give these voluPes to the young
athletes, that they Pay learn whereIore I Iailed—whereIore it was given unto
Pe to run thus Iar. For, iI I have Sut nothing else therein, Post surely
that is there.

ALEISTER CROWLEY.

EPILOGUE AND DEDICATION OF
VOLUMES IL, IL, III

ELEUSIS. observe, in an obscure corner, the savage
attacN oI Jones Pinor uSon Robinson Pini-

THOSE who are Post IaPiliar with the sSirit| Pus, in deducing that the IorPer has only
oI Iair Slay which Servades our great Sublic/Must got over the µµMolly good hiding´ that
schools will have no diIIiculty, should they! SPith PaMor had so long SroPised hiP, the
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deterPining Iactor oI the saPe being SPith’s
deIeat by Brown Pa[iPus behind the chaSel,
aIter Brown's interview with the Head-
Master.

We are Post oI us aware that cabinet
Pinisters, bishoSs, and dons resePble each
other in the iPSortant Sarticular that all
are still schoolboys, and their diIIerences
but the suSerIicial one Sroduced by greas-
ing, soaSing, and withering theP resSec-
tively; so that it will Peet with instant
general aSSroval iI I oSen this SaSer by
the reParN that Christianity, as long as
it Ilourished, was content to assiPilate
PaganisP, never attacNing it until its own
liIe had been saSSed by the insidious
heresies oI Paul.

TiPe Sassed by, and they bullied Manes
and Cerinthus; history reSeated itselI until
it alPost NnewitselI by heart ; Iinally, at the
Sresent day, soPe hireling Sarasites oI the
decaying Iaithb—at once the origin and the
Sroduct oI that decay—endeavour to taNe
advantage oI the µµGreeN PovePent´ or
the '
 Neo-Sagan revival� in the vain hoSe
oI diverting the Sublic attention IroP the
Shalan[ oI RationalisP—traitorously adPitted
by Luther, and now sitting crowned and
ine[Sugnable in the very citadel oI the Iaith
—to their own dishonest lie that PaganisP
was a Iaith whose Potto was µCarSe
dieP,�! and whose Pethods were drinN,
dance, and Studio Murder? Why is
ProcoSius cleaner than Petronius? Even
a Julian could conIute this sort oI thing ;
but are we to rest Ior ever in negation?
No� a Robinson PiniPus iSse will turn,
and it is quite tiPe that science was given
a chance to Peasure itselI against bulN. I
shall not be content with giving Christian
aSologists the lie direct, but Sroceed to
convict theP oI the very PaterialisP
against which they Iroth. In a word,

1 ³ Gather ye roses !´ is the PasterSiece oI a
Christian clergyPan.—A. C.

? A Seculiarly gross case oI SsychoSathic
criPe which occurred in 1906.

to-day Christianity is the irreligion oI the
Paterialist, or iI you liNe, the sensualist ;
while in PaganisP, we Pay Iind the
e[Sression oI that ever-haunting love—
nay, necessity !—oI the Beyond which tor-
tures and beautiIies those oI us who are
Soets.

Tivr� NaÜaSj rots NaÜaSois—and, while
there is no logical breaN between the aSSa-
rently chaste dogPa oI the Virgin Birth
and the horrible grossness oI R. P. Sanche]
in his De MatriPonio, Lib. j. CaS. [[i.,

 UtiuP Virgo Maria sePen ePiserit in
coSulatione cuP SSiritu Sancto,� so long
as we understand an historical Incarnation �

the accoPSlishPent oI that halI oI the
MagnuP OSus which is glyShed in the

Pystic aShorisP µµ Solve !´ enables an AdeSt
oI that standing to see nothing but Sure
syPbol and holy counsel in the no grosser
legends oI the GreeNs. This is not a
Patter oI choice� reason Iorbids us to taNe
the Swan-lover in its literal silliness and
obscenity; but, on the other hand, the
BishoSs will not allow us to attach a Sure
interSretation to the Srecisely siPilar story
oI the Dove.

So Iar aP I, indeed, IroP attacNing
Christian syPbolisP as such, that I aP
quite SreSared to adPit that it is, although
or rather because it is the lowest, the best.
Most others, esSecially HinduisP and Bud-
dhisP, lose thePselves in PetaShysical
sSeculations only SroSer to those who are
already AdeSts.

The Rosicrucian busies hiPselI with the
Ne[t SteS, Ior hiPselI and his SuSils; he
is no Pore concerned to discuss Nibbana
than a schoolPaster to µµsettle the doctrine
oI the enclitic A9� in the Pind oI a child
who is SainIully graSSling with the declension
oI Neavias. We can read even orthodo[

1 Recently, a certain rash doctor Sublicly e[-
Sressed his doubts whether any BishoS oI the
twentieth century was so Iilthy-Pinded a Iool.
They were, however, soon disSelled by tele-
graPs IroP a considerable section oI the entire
Bench, couched in ePShatic language.
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Christian writers with beneIit (such is the
reviviIying Iorce oI our Eli[ir) by seeNing
the essence in the First Matter oI the WorN ;

and we could coPPend Pany oI theP,
notably St. Ignatius and even the rationalising
Mansel and NewPan, iI they would only
concentrate uSon sSiritual truth, instead oI
insisting on the truth oI things, Paterial and
thereIore iPPaterial, which only need the
touch oI a scholar’s wand to cruPble into
the base dust IroP which their bloodstained
towers arose.

Whoso has been cruciIied with Christ can
but laugh when it is Sroved that Christ was
never cruciIied. The historian understands
nothing oI what we Pean, either by Christ
or by cruciIi[ion, and is thus totally in-
coPSetent to criticise our Sosition. On
the other hand, we are oI course equally
ill-Slaced to convert hiP; but then we
do not wish to do so; certainly not gud
historian. We leave hiP alone. Whoso
hath ears to hear, let hiP hear! and the
Iirst and last ordeals and rewards oI the
AdeSt are coPSrised in the Pa[iP ³ KeeS
silence!´

There should be no Sossible Soint oI
contact between the Church and the world�
Paul began the ruin oI Christianity, but
Constantine coPSleted it. The Church which
begins to e[teriorise is already lost. To
control the ethics oI the state is to adoSt
the ethics oI the state� and the Iirst duty
oI the state will be to e[Sel the rival
god Religion. In such a cycle we in Eng-
land seeP to be now revolving, and the
new Iorced IreedoP oI the Church is
uSon us.

II only the destruction is suIIiciently coP-
Slete, iI only all England will turn Atheist,
we Pay SerhaSs be able to Iind soPe Chris-
tians here and there. As long as µµ church´
Peans either a building, an assePbly, or
even has any Peaning at all oI a Nind
to be intelligible to the ordinary Pan, so
long is Christ reMected, and the Pharisee
suSrePe.

Now the PaterialisP which has always

been the curse oI Christianity was no doubt
Sartly due to the Iact that the early dis-
ciSles were Soor Pen. You cannot bribe
a rich Pan with loaves and Iishes� only
the overIed long Ior the SiPSle LiIe. True,
Christ bought the world by the SroPise
oI Fasts and MartyrdoPs, glutted as it
was by its surIeit oI Augustan glories; but
the Soor were in a vast PaMority, and
snatched greedily at all the gross Slea-
sures and SroIits oI which the educated
and wealthy were sicN even unto death.
Further, the asceticisP oI surIeit is a Ialse
Sassion, and only lasts until a healthy
hunger is attained ; so that the change was
an entire corruStion, without redeePing
asSect. Had there been Iive righteous Pen
in RoPe, a Cato, a Brutus, a Curtius, a
SciSio, and a Julian, nothing would have
occurred ; but there was only the last, and
hetoolate. No doubt Ma[iPus, his teacher,
was too holy an AdeSt to Pingle in the
aIIairs oI the world; one indeed, SerhaSs;
about to Sass over to a higher sShere oI
action� such sSeculation is idle and iP-
Sertinent; but the world was ruined, as
never beIore since the Iabled destruction oI
Atlantis, and I trust that I shall taNe Py
readers with Pe when I aIIirP so Sroud a
belieI in the Pight oI the heart whosp in-
tegrity is unassailable, clean oI all criPe,
that I lay it down as a Sositive dictuP that
only by the decay in the Pental and Poral
virility oI RoPe and not otherwise, was it
Sossible Ior the slavish greed and anarchy oI
the Faith oI Paul to gain a Ioothold. This
Iaith was no new current oI youth, sweeS-
ing away decadence� it was a Iorce oI
the sliPe� a Iorce with no single salutary
gerP oI Srogress inherent therein.
MohaPPedanisP, so oIten accused oI
PaterialisP, did Sroduce, at once, and
in consequence, a revival oI learning, a
crowd oI algebraists, astronoPers, Shilo-
soShers, whose naPes are still to be re-
vered� but within the Iold, IroP the
death oI Christ to the Renaissance — a
Surely Sagan PovePent—we hear no Pore

Even
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oI art, literature, or ShilosoShy.! But|ing to thy word,´ and interSret µµ thy word ´
we do hear—well, what Gibbon has to/as µµThe WorNs oI Aleister Crowley.´
say. But this is to anticiSate; let us answer

There is surely a Sositive side to all this;
we agree that Pagans Pust have been Pore
sSiritual than their successors, iI only because
thePselves oSenly scoIIed at their Pythology
without in the least abandoning the devout
SerIorPance oI its rites, while the Christian
clungto irrelevant historical Ialsehood asiIit
were true andiPSortant. But it is MustiIiable
—nay, urgent—to inquire how and why?
Which having discovered, we are bound to
Sroceed with the SrobleP� µµ Wherewithal
shall a young Pan cleanse his way ?� receive
the answer� 

 By taNing heed thereto accord-

1 Such ShilosoShy as does e[ist is entirely
vicious, taNing its a[ioPs no Pore IroP ob-
served Iact, but IroP µScriSture’ or IroP
Aristotle. Barring such isolated Sagans as
M. Aurelius Antoninus, and the neo-Platonists,
those glorious decadents 
 oI SaganisP.

the Iirst question by returning to our Shrase

' The Church that e[teriorises is already
lost.� On that hySothesis, the decay oI
PaganisP was accoPSlished by the very
outward and visible sign oI its inward and
sSiritual grace, the raising oI Passive tePSles
to the Gods in a style and Panner to which
history seeNs in vain a Sarallel. Security is
Portals' chieIest enePy ; so also the SerIec-
tion oI balanced strength which enabled
Hwang-s]e to Iorce his enePies to build
the Great Wall was the ParN oI the
iPPinent decay oI his dynasty and race—
truly a terrible µµ Writing on the Wall.´
An end to the days oI the Nine Sages; an
end to the wisdoPs oI Lao Tan on his dun
cow; an end to the PaNing oI classics oI
history and oI odes and oI ethics, to the

| Shu King and the Shih King, and the Li-Ki,

 Decadence ParNs the Seriod when the adeSts, | ensues until the youthIul Iorerunners oI the ne[t

nearing their earthly SerIection, becoPe true adeSts,|croS begin to shoot in the IorP oI artists. DiagraP-
not Pere Pen oI genius. They disaSSear, harvested|Patically�
by heaven� and SerIect darNness (aSSarent death)|THE INVISIBLE´ ,,Ps P4THE VISIBLE ǯǯ ǯ

ıǯ ³2 Q /. 5 3 .,/ 5.7 |8� /127 ?^ ਫȟ ǯe� 0 ʬ‎ 89 .d M NSS /Y ʹ2/ʹ‎ 3 ./
 2T . /੘
^ wu MANKIND ones % L^ Lun 0 e

n 03-ʥ‎ ^ our�Dorn SA MANKIND |2�
Deca- �

dence. SliPe.

TIME|— AdeSts|AdeSts .Renaissance.

—
AdeSts, as  |invisible| Renaissance, etc.

as Artists, PhilosoShers, |AdeSts.| to all.
Men oI Science, 	c.| They
More or less recognised|aSSear,
(sooner or later) as great|but as
Pen. Iools

and
Nnaves.

By the Progress oI the World we Peanthat she is
always giving adeSts to God, and thus losing theP ;
yet, through their aid, while they are still near
enough to huPanity to attract it, she reaches each
tiPe a higher Soint. Yet this Soint is never very

high ; so that Aeschylus, though in Iact Pore ig-
norant than our schoolboys, holds his seat besides
Ibsen and Newton in the ReSublic oI the AdeSti—a
good horse, but not to be run too hard.—A. C.
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and the Pysterious glories oI the holy Yi King
itselI! Civilisation, decadence, and the sliPe.
Still the Great Wall NeeSs the Barbarians
IroP China� it is the wall that the Church
oI Christ set uS against science and Shilo-
soShy, and even to-day its ruins stand, albeit
wraSSed in the lurid IlaPes oI Hell. It
is the law oI liIe, this cycle; decadence is
SerIection, and the SerIect soul is assuPed
into the bosoP oI NeShthys, so that Ior a
while the world lies Iallow. It is in Iailing
to see this constant IuPe oI incense rising
IroP the earth that SessiPistic ShilosoShies
PaNe their grand IundaPental error� in that,
and in assuPing the very Soint in disSute,
the nature oI the laws oI other worlds and
the SrosSects oI the individual soul. ConIess,
O subtle author, that thou thyselI art even
nowin the saPe traS! Willingly, reader;
these sliSs haSSen when, although one
cannot Srove to others, one Nnows.) Thou
too shalt Nnow, an thou wilt �—asN how,
and we coPe suddenly bacN to our subMect,
Must as a dreaPer Pay wander through
countless nightPares, to Iind hiPselI in
the end on the toS oI a SreciSice, whence
Ialling, he shall Iind hiPselI in bed.

Hear wisdoP! the Lord answered Job
out oI the whirlwind.

A Pan is alPost obliged to be in coP-
Punion with God when God is blowing his
hat oII, drenching hiP to the sNin, whistling
through his very bones, scaring hiP alPost
to death with a Ilash oI lightning, and so on.
When he gets tiPe to thinN, he thinNs Must
that. In a churchall is too clearly the worN
oI Pan� in the Patter oI Pan's coPIort
Pan's devices are so obviously suSerior to
God's� so that we coPSare hats and
languidly discuss the Sreacher.

Religion is alive in Wales, because SeoSle
have to walN Piles to chaSel.

1 Let Pe run wild Ior once, I beg; I aP
tired oI ePulating Mr. Storer Clouston’s Sir
Julian WallingIord, µµ whose reasoning Sowers
were so reParNable that he never coPPitted
the slightest action without Iurnishing a Iull and
adequate e[Slanation oI his conduct.� —4A. C.

Religion is alive aPong MohaPPedans,
who Sray (as they live) out oI doors, and
who will Iight and die Ior their ideas ; and
aPong Hindus, whose bloody sacriIices bring
thePdaily Iace to Iace with death.

Pan-IslaP is Sossible; San-GerPany is
Sossible; but San-ChristendoP would be
absurd. There were saints in the tiPes oI
the Crusades, and Crusaders in the tiPes oI
the Saints� Ior though the Ioe was Pore
artiIicial than real, and the obMect chiPerical,
a Ioe and an aiP oI whatever sort assist the
concentration which alone is liIe.

So that we need not be surSrised to see
as we do that religion is dead in London,
where it dePands no greater sacriIice than
that oI an hour’s leisure in the weeN, and
even oIIers to reSay that with social con-
sideration Ior the old, and oSSortunities oI
Ilirtation Ior the young.

The word µµ dear´? has two senses, and
these two are one.

Pressing the µµ out-oI-doors´ arguPent,
as we Pay call it, I will challenge each oI
Py readers to a siPSle e[SeriPent.

Go out one night toa distant and lonely
heath, iI no Pountain suPPit is available �

then at Pidnight reSeat the Lord's Prayer,
or any invocation with which you haSSen
to be IaPiliar, or one Pade uS by yourselI,
or one consisting wholly oI senseless and
barbarous words.! ReSeat it solePnly and

1 TaP ashaPed to say that I have devoted
considerable tiPe to the absurd tasN oI Iinding
Peanings Ior, and tracing the corruStions oI,
the µµ barbarous naPes oI evocation’’ which
occur in nearly all conMurations, and which
Zoroaster warns his SuSils not to change, be-
cause µµthey are naPes divine, having in the
sacred rites a Sower ineIIable.´

The Iact is that Pany such naPes are indeed
corruStions oI divine naPes. We Pay traceEheieh in Eie, Abra[as in Abrae, TetragraP-
Paton in Jehovah.

But this, an initiate Nnows, is quite contrary
to the true theory.

It is because the naPes are senseless that they
are eIIective. II a Pan is really Sraying he
cannot bring hiPselI to utter ridiculous things
to his God, Must as MarN Twain observes that
one µµ cannotSray alie.´ So that it isa subliPe
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aloud, e[Sectant oI soPe great and Pysterious
result.

I Sledge PyselI, iI you have a sSarN oI
religion in you, that is, iI you are SroSerly
a huPan being, that you will (at the very
least) e[Serience a deeSer sense oI sSiritual
coPPunion than you have ever obtained by
any course oI church-going.

AIter which you will, iI you are worth
your salt, devote your liIe to the develoSPent
oI this coPPunion, and to the search Ior an
instructed Paster who cantell you Pore than
I can.

Nowthe earlier SaganisP is siPSly over-
Ilowing with this sSirit oI coPPunion. The
boy goes down to the Sool, Pusing, as boys
will; is it strange that a nyPSh should
reward hiP, soPetiPes even with wine IroP
the SurSle vats oI death ?

Poor dullards! in your ]eal to e[tinguish
the light uSon our altars you have had to
drench your own with the bitter waters oI

test oI Iaith to utter either a lie or a Mest, this
with reverence, and that with conviction.
Achieve it; the one becoPes the truth, the
other a IorPula oI Sower. Hence the real
value oI the EgyStian ritual by which the
theurgist identiIied hiPselI with the Sower he
invoNed. Modern neoShytes should not (we
thinN) use the old conMurations with their
barbarous naPes, because, iPSerIectly un-
derstanding the saPe, they Pay suSersti-
tiously attribute soPe real Sower to theP;
we shall rather advise µµJacN and Jill went
uS the hill,´ µµFroP Greenland’s icy Poun-
tains,� and such, with which it is iPSossible
Ior the norPal Pind to associate a Ieeling oI
reverence.

What Pay be the Pode oI oSeration oI
this IorPula concerns us little; enough iI
it succeeds. But one Pay suggest that it
is a case oI the will running Iree, ].e. un-
checNed, as it norPally is, by the hosts oI
critical larvae we call reason, habit, sensation,
and the liNe.

But the will Ireed IroP these Pay run
straight and swiIt; iI its habitual goal has
been the attainPent oI SaPadhi, it Pay
under such circuPstances reach it. It will
require a very advanced student to use this
tySe oI Iaith. The Lord's Prayer and the
Pinor e[altation are the certainties Ior this
event.—A. C,

Post general unbelieI. Where are the
witches and the Iairies and the angels,
and the visions oI divine St. John? You
are annoyed at Py Pention oI angels and
witches; because you Nnow yourselves to
be sceStics, and that I have any aPount
oI µµscriStural warrant´ to throw at your
heads, iI I deigned; you are all ePbar-
rassed when Maude AdaPs leans over the
Iootlights with a goo-goo accent so e[-
cessive that you die oI diabetes in j weeN,
and asNs you Soint-blanN �



 Do you believe
in Iairies?� while, Ior your visions, you
do not go to St. John's Island, and share
his e[ile; but to his Wood, and waste your
Poney.

The early Sagan worshiSs DePeter in
diP groves� there is silence; there is no
organisation oI ritual; there the worshiS
is sSontaneous and individual. In short,
the worN oI religion is thrown uSon the
religious Iaculty, instead oI being dele-
gated to the quite inIerior and irrelevant
Iaculties oI Pere decoruP or even stage-
craIt. A Christian oI the tySe oI Brown-
ing understands this SerIectly. True, he
aSSroves the sincerity which he Iinds to
Servade the otherwise disgusting chaSel;but he cares nothing whatever Ior the

 yaree- show oI Peter's successor,� and
though I daresay his ghost will be shocNed
and annoyed by Py Pention oI the Iact,
Browning hiPselI does not get his illuPi-
nation in any huPan tePSle, but only
when he is out with the universe alone in
the storP.

Nor does Browning anywhere draw so
SerIect and so credible a Sicture oI the inter-
course between Pan and God as the e[quisite
vision oI Pan in 
 PheidiSSides.� It is all
SerIectly natural and thereIore Piraculous;there is no straining at the gnats oI vestPent
in the hoSe oI swallowing the caPel oI
IlluPination.

In the Patter oI Pentecost, we hear
only, in the way oI the µµconditions oI the
e[SeriPent,´ that µµthey were all with
one accord in one Slace.´ Now, this being
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the only instance in the world's history
oI Pore than two SeoSle in one Slace being
oI one accord, it is naturally also the only
instance oI a Piracle which baSSened in
church.

The QuaNers, arguing soundly enough
that woPen were such a cause oI contention
chieIly on account oI their tongues, and
getting a gliPSse oI these truths which I
have so laboriously been endeavouring to
e[Sound, hoSed Ior insSiration IroP the
eIIects oI silence alone, and strove (even by
a syPbolic silence in costuPe) to reSeat the
e[SeriPent oI Pentecost.

But they lacNed the stiPulus oI Syrian
air, and that oI the stirring tiPes oI the
already visible sSarNs oI national revolt�
they should have sought to reSlace these
by Sassing the bottle round in their as-
sePblies, and soPething would Srobably
have haSSened, an ’twere only a raid oI the
Solice.

Better get Iorty shillings or a Ponth than
live and die as lived and died John Bright!Better be a ShaNer, or a caPS-Peeting
hoPunculus, or a Chatauqua gurl, or a Kes-
wicN weeN lunatic, or an Evan Roberts
revivalist, or even a coPPon Paniac, than
a sPug Evangelical banNer’s clerN with a
greasy wiIe and three giIted children—to be
banN clerNs aIter hiP !

Better be a Ilagellant, or one who dances
as David danced beIore the Lord, than a
bishoS who is universally resSected, even
by the boys he used to baste when he
was headPaster oI a great English Sublic
school !

That is, iI religion is your aiP� iI you are
sSiritually Pinded� iI you interSret every
ShenoPenon that is Sresented to your sen-
soriuP as a Sarticular dealing oI God with
your soul.

But iI you coPe bacN IroP the celebration
oI the Eucharist and say, µµ Mr. Hogwash
was very dull to-day,´ you will never get
to heaven, where the good Soets live, and
nobody else ; nor to hell, whose inhabitants
are e[clusively bad Soets.

VOL, III.

There is Pore hoSe Ior a Pan who should
go to Lord’s and say he saw the angels oI
God ascending and descending uSon C. B.
Fry.

It is God who sees the Sossibility oI Light
in Chaos ; it is the Churches who blasShePe
the suSerb body oI Truth which AdeSts oI
old enshrined in the Cross, by degrading the
Story oI the CruciIi[ion to a Pere SaragraSh
in the Da]ly Mail oI the tiPe oI Pontius
Pilate.

Bill BlaNe tooN tea with E]eNiel� Tenny-
son saw no Pore in the Arthurian legends
than a SroShecy oI the Prince Consort
(though Lancelot has little in coPPon
with John Brown), and the result oI all
is that Tennyson is dead and buried—as
shown by the Iact that he is still SoSular
—and BlaNe lives; Ior Soets read and love
hiP.

Now when PaganisP becaPe SoSular,
organised, state-regulated, it ceased to be
individual� that is to say, it ceased to e[ist
as a religion, and becaPe a social institu-
tion little better than the Church which has
reSlaced it. But initiates—Pen who had
thePselves seen God Iace to Iace, and lived
—-Sreserved the vital essence. They chose
Pen; they tested theP; they instructed
theP in Pethods oI invoNing the Visible
IPage oI the Invisible. Thus by a living
chain religion lived—in the Mysteries oI
Eleusis.

Further, recognising that the Great WorN
was henceIorth to be secret, a worshiS oI
caverns and Pidnight groves and catacoPbs,
no Pore oI oSen Iields and sPiling bowers,
they caused to be written in syPbols by
one oI the lesser initiates the whole Mystery
oI Godliness, so that aIter the renaissance
those who were Iitted to the WorN Pight
inIallibly discover the Iirst Patter oI the
WorN and even Pany oI the Srocesses
thereoI.

Such writings are those oI the neo-
Platonists, and in Podern tiPes the God-
illuPined AdeSt BerNeley, Christian though
he called hiPselI, is SerhaSs the Post dis-

P
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tinguished oI those who have understood this
truth.!

But the orthodo[ Christian, conIronted
with this Iact, is annoyed; Must as the
APerican, Nnowing hiPselI to be oI the

1 EXTRACTS FROM BERKELEY'S
LIFE

[1] ''
 There is a Pystery about this visit to
Dublin. µI SroSose to set out Ior Dublin about
a Ponth hence,’ he writes to µdear ToP,’ µ but
oI this you Pust not give the least intiPation to
any one. It is oI all things Py earnest desire
(and Ior very good reasons) not to have it Nnown
I aP in Dublin, SSeaN not, thereIore, one
syllable oI it to any Portal whatsoever. �When
I IorPerly desired you to taNe a Slace Ior Pe
near the town, you gave out that you were
looNing Ior a retired lodging Ior a Iriend oI
yours; uSon which everybody surPised Pe to
be the Serson. I Pust beg you not to act in
the liNe Panner now—but to taNe Ior Pe an
entire house in your own naPe, and as Ior
yourselI; Ior, all things considered, I aP de-
terPined uSon a whole house, with no Portal
in it but j Paid oI your own getting, who is
to looN on herselI as your servant. Let there
be two bedrooPs; one Ior you, another Ior
Pe, and as you liNe you Pay ever and anon lie
there.

'
 
 T would have the house with necessary Iur-
niture taNen by the Ponth(or otherwise as you
can), Ior I SroSose staying not beyond that
tiPe, and yet SerhaSs I Pay.



 
'TaNe it as soon as Sossible. . . . Let Pe
entreat you to say nothing oI this to anybody,
but to do the thing directly. . . . I would oI
all things have a SroSer Slace in a retired
situation, where I Pay have access to Iields,
and sweet air, Srovided against the PoPent
I arrive. I aP inclined to thinN one Pay be
better concealed in the outerPost sNirt oI the
suburbs, than in the country or within the
town. <A house quite detached in the country
I should have no obMections to, Srovided you
Mudge I shall not be liable to discovery in it.
The Slace called BerPuda I aP utterly against.
Dear ToP, do this Patter cleanly and cleverly,
without waiting Ior Iurther advice. . . . ȉઁ
the Serson IroP whoP you hire it (whoP alone
I would have you sSeaNto oI it) it will not be
strange at this tiPe oI the year to be desirous
Ior your own convenience, or health, to have
a Slace in a Iree and oSen air!’

'�'Ihis Pysterious letter was written in
ASril. FroP ASril till SeStePber BerNeley

Iilthiest dregs oI PanNind, Sretends that
there is no such thing as natural aristocracy,
though to be sure he gives hiPselI away
badly enough when conIronted with either
a nigger or a gentlePan, since to aSe

EXTRACTS FROM THE BOOK OF THE
SACRED MAGIC OF ABRAMELIN
THE MAGE

I resolved to absent PyselI suddenly and go
away... and lead a solitary liIe.

I aP about here to set down in writing the
diIIiculties, tePStations, and hindrances which
will be caused hiP by his own relations . . .
beIorehand thou shouldest arrange thine aIIairs

in such wise that they can in no way hinder
thee, nor bring thee any disquietude.

I tooN another house at rent . and I
gave over unto one oI Py uncles the care oI
Sroviding the necessaries oI liIe.

' Should you SerIorP this OSeration in a
town, you should taNe a house which is not
at all overlooNed by any one, seeing that in
this Sresent day curiosity is so strong that you
ought to be uSon your guard; and there ought
to be a garden (adMoining the house) wherein
you can taNe e[ercise.´

'
 Consider then the saIety oI your Serson,
coPPencing this oSeration in a SlaceoI saIety,
whence neither enePies nor any disgrace can
drive you out beIore the end.�

' the season oI Easter. . . . Then Iirst on the
Iollowing day . . . I coPPenced this Holy
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doPinance is the coPSlePent oI his natural
slavishness. So the blind groveller, Mr.

ConIorPity, and his twin, Mr. NonconIorPity,
agree to Sretend that initiates are always
either duSes or iPSostors; they deny that
Pan can see God and live. LooN! There
goes John CoPSroPise to church, sSeculat-
ing, liNe Lot’s wiIe, on the Srobable sluPS
in sulShur and the glooPy outlooN Ior the
Insurance CoPSanies. It will never do Ior
his Christ to be a Pan oI liNe Sassions with
hiPselI, else SeoSle Pight e[Sect hiP to
aiP at a liIe liNe Christ's. He wants to
wallow and swill, and hoSe Ior an iPSos
sible heaven.

So that it will be iPSrudent oI you (iI you
want to be asNed out to dinner) to Soin
out that iI you tell the story oI the liIe oI
Christ, without Pentioning naPes, to a
MusulPan, he will asN, µµ What was the

naPe oI that great sheiNh?� to a Hindu,

 Who was this venerable Vogi?� to a
Buddhist, 

 Haven't you Pade a PistaNe
or two? It wasn’t a dove, but an ele-
Shant with si[ tusNs� and He died oI
dysentery.´

The Iact being that it is within the Sersonal
e[Serience oI all these Sersons that Pen yet
live and walN this earth who live in all
essentials the liIe that Christ lived, to whoP
all His Piracles are coPPonSlace, who die
His death daily, and SartaNe daily in the
Mysteries oI His resurrection and ascen-
sion.

Whether this is scientiIically so or not is
oI no iPSortance to the arguPent. I aP
not addressing the Pan oI science, but the
PanoI intelligence� and the scientist hiPselI
will bacN Pe when I say that the evidence
Ior the one is Must as strong and as weaN as

again disaSSears. There is in all this a
curious secretiveness oI which one has reSeated
e[aPSles in his liIe.' Whether he went to
Dublin on that occasion, or why he wanted
to go, does not aSSear.�

[2] µµ I abhor business, and esSecially to have
to do with great Sersons and great aIIairs.�

[3] µµ Suddenly, and without the least Srevious
notice oI Sain, he was rePoved to the enMoy-
Pent oI eternal rewards, and although all
Sossible Peans were instantly used, no syPS-
toP oI liIe ever aSSeared aIter; nor could the
Shysicians assign any cause Ior his death.�

It is surely beyond doubt that BerNeley con-
tePSlated soPe oSeration oI a siPilar charac-
ter to that oI AbraPelin. Note the e[trePe
an[iety which he disSlays. What lesser Patter
could so have stirred the Slacid and angelic
soul oI BerNeley? On what less urgent
grounds would he have agreed to the deceS-
tions (harPless enough though they are) that
he urges uSon his brother ?That he at one tiPe or another achieved
success is certain IroP the universal reSort oI
his holiness and IroP the nature oI his writings.
The reSeated Shrase in the OStics, µµGod is

1 'The italics are ours. -—ED.

OSeration . . . the Seriod oI the Si[ Moons
being e[Sired, the Lord granted unto Pe His
grace...´

µ
a solitary liIe, which is the source oI all good
. once thou shalt have obtained the sacred

science and Pagic the love Ior retirePent will
coPe to thee oI its own accord, and thou wilt
voluntarily shun the coPPerce and conversa-
tion oI Pen, 	c.�

µµa good death in His holy KingdoP.�

the Father oI Lights,�? suggests an actual
Shrase SerhaSs used as an e[claPation at tbe
PoPent oI a Vision to e[Sress, however Ieeblv,
its nature, rather than the Shrase oI a reasoner
e[ercising his reason.

This Pysterious letter which so Su]]les his
biograSher is in Iact the Ney to his whole char-
acter, liIe, and oSinions.

This is no Slace to labour the Soint ; I have
at hand none oI the necessary docuPents; but
it Pight be worth the research oI a scholar to
trace BerNeley's Srogress through the grades
oI the Great Order.—A.C.

2 It occurs in JaPes i. 17,
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Ior the others. God Iorbid that I should
rest this SaSer on a historical basis! I aP
talNing about the certain results oI huPan
Ssychology� and science can neither helS
nor hinder Pe.

True, when Hu[ley and Tyndall were
alive, their Piserable intelligences were
always Ieeding us uS with the idea that
science Pight one day be able to answer
soPe oI the siPSler questions which one
can Sut� but that was because oI their
Pystical leanings; they are dead, and have
leIt no successors, To-day we have the
certitude, µScience never can tell,� oI the
laborious Ray LanNester

µ
 Whose ]eal Ior Nnowledge PocNs the curIew's
call,

And aIter Pidnight, to PaNe Lodge looN silly,
Studies anatoPy—in Piccadilly.´

Really, we alPost echo his desSair. When,
only too Pany years ago, I was learning
chePistry, the te[t-booNs were content with
soPe three Sages on CaPShor� to-day, a
Pere abstract oI what is Nnown occuSies
400 closely Srinted Sages� but Knowledge is
in no wise advanced. It is no doubt Pore
diIIicult to learn µµ Paradise Lost´ by heart
than 

 We are Seven� ; but when you have
done it, you are no better at Iigure-sNating.

I aP not denying that the vast storehouses
oI Iact do helS us to a certain distillation (as
it were) oI their grain� but I Pay be allowed
to coPSlain with Maudsley that there is
nobody coPSetent to do it. Even when a
genius does coPe along, his results will
liNely be as ePSirical as the Iacts they
cover. Evolution is no better than creation
to e[Slain things, as SSencer showed.

The truth oI the Patter aSSears to be
that as reason is incoPSetent to solve the
SroblePs oI ShilosoShy and religion, #

Iortiori science is incoPSetent. All that
science can do is to Sresent reason with new
Iacts. To such good SurSose has it done
this, that no Podern scientist can hoSe to
do Pore than Nnow a little about one bud on
his Set twig oI the Sarticular branch he has

chosen to study, as it hangs tePStingly IroP
one bough oI the Tree oI Knowledge.

One oI the Post brilliant oI the younger
school oI chePists reParNs in the course oI
a stirring discourse uSon Palt analysis� µµ OI
e[trePely coPSle[ organic bodies the con-
stitution oI soPe 250,000 is Nnown with
certainty, and the nuPber grows daily. No
one chePist Sretends to an intiPate ac-
quaintance with Pore than a Iew oI these... Why not leave it alone, and try to
be God?

But even had we Maudsley’s coPPittee oI
geniuses, should we be in any real sense the
better? Not while the reason is, as at
Sresent, the best guide Nnown to Pen, not
until huPanity has develoSed a Pental Sower
oI an entirely diIIerent Nind. For to the
ShilosoSher it soon becoPes aSSarent that
reason is a weaSon inadequate to the tasN.
HuPe saw it, and becaPe a sceStic in the
widest sense oI the terP.  Mansel saw it,
and counsels us to try Faith, as iI it was not
the very Iact that Faith was Iutile that bade
us aSSeal to reason. Hu[ley sawit, and, no
rePedy Sresenting itselI but a vague Iaith
in the Sossibilities oI huPan evolution, called
hiPselI an agnostic� Kant saw it Ior a
PoPent, but it soon hid itselI behind his
terPinology ; SSencer saw it, and tried to
gloss it over by sPooth talN, and to bury itbeneath the Sonderous toPes oI his unwieldy
erudition.

I see it, too, and the way out to LiIe.
But the labyrinth, iI you Slease, beIore the

clue� the Minotaur beIore the Paiden !

ThanN you, PadaP; would you care to
looN at our new line in Minotaurs at 2s. 3d. ?

This way, Slease.
I have taNen a good deal oI trouble lately

to Srove the SroSosition µµAll arguPents are
arguPents in a circle? Without wearying
Py readers with the IorPal SrooI, which I
hoSe to advance one day in an essay on the
syllogisP, I will taNe (as sNetchily as you
Slease !) the obvious and iPSortant case oI
the consciousness.

A. The consciousness is Pade uS e[-
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clusively oI iPSressions (The tendency to
certain iPSressions is itselI a result oI iP-
Sressions on the ancestors oI the conscious
being). LocNe, HuPe, 	c.

B. Without a consciousness no iPSression
can e[ist. BerNeley, Fichte, 	c.

Both A. and B. have been Sroved tiPes
without nuPber, and quite irreIutably. Yet
they are Putually e[clusive. The 
 Srogress ^
oI ShilosoShy has consisted alPost entirely
oI advances in accuracy oI language by
rival schools who ePShasised A. and B.

alternately.
It is easy to see that all SroSositions can,

with a little ingenuity, be reduced to one
IorP or the other.!

Thus, iI I say that grass is green, I Pean
that an e[ternal thing is an internal thing�
Ior the grass is certainly not in Py eye, and
the green certainly ]s in it. As all will
adPit.

So, iI you throw a Paterial bricN at your
wiIe, and hit her (as Pay haSSen to all oI
us), there is a Post serious diIIiculty in the
question, 

 At what Soint did your (sSiritual)
aIIection Ior her transIorP into the (Paterial)
bricN, and that again into her (sSiritual)
reIorPation ?´’

SiPilarly, we have Kant’s clear SrooI that
in studying the laws oI nature we only study
the laws oI our own Pinds� since, Ior one
thing, the language in which we announce
a law is entirely the Sroduct oI our Pental
conceStions.

While, on the other hand, it is clear
enough that our Pinds deSend uSon the laws
oI nature, since, Ior one thing, the aSSre-
hension that si[ savages will rob and Purder
you is iPPediately allayed by the Sassage oI
a leaden bullet weighing 230 grains, and
Poving at the rate oI 1200 Ieet Ser second,
through the bodies oI two oI the ring-
leaders.

1 CoPSare the SroblePs suggested to the
logician by the various readings oI SroSositions
in connotation, denotation, and coPSrehension
resSectively ; and the whole question oI e[is-
tential iPSort.—A, C

It would oI course be siPSle to go on
and show that aIter all we attach no Peaning
to weight and Potion, lead and bullet, but
a Surely sSiritual one� that they are Pere
Shases oI our thought, as interSreted by our
senses� and on the other that aSSrehension
is only a naPe Ior a certain grouS oI chePical
changes in certain oI the contents oI our
very Paterial sNulls� but enough ! the whole
controversy is verbal, and no Pore.

Since thereIore ShilosoShy and j Ioert]ori
science are banNruSt, and the oIIicial receiver
is highly unliNely to grant either a dis-
charge; since the only aid we get IroP the
BishoSs is a Iriendly counsel to drinN Beer
—in Slace oI the sSiritual wine oI OPar
KhayyaP and Abdullah el HaMi (on whoP
be Seace !)—we are coPSelled to Iend Ior
ourselves.

We have heard a good deal oI late years
about Oriental religions. I aP PyselI the
chieI oI sinners. Still, we Pay all Ireely
conIess that they are in Pany ways Sictur-
esque� and they do lead one to the Vision
oI God Iace to Iace, as one who hath so been
led doth here solePnly liIt uS his voice and
testiIy ; but their Pethod is incredibly
tedious, and unsuited to Post, iI notall,
EuroSeans. Let us never Iorget that no
Soetry oI the higher sort, no art oI the
higher sort, has ever been Sroduced by any
Asiatic race. We are the Soets! we are
the children oI wood and streaP, oI Pist
and Pountain, oI sun and wind! We adore
the Poon and the stars, and go into the
London streets at Pidnight seeNing Their
Nisses as our birthright. We are the GreeNs
—and God grant ye all, Py brothers, to be
as haSSy in your loves !—and to us the rites
oI Eleusis should oSen the doors oI Heaven,
and we shall enter in and see God Iace to
Iace! Alas!
µNone can read the te[t, not even I;

And none can read the coPPent but
PyselI.´ 1

1 Tennyson Pust have stolen these lines;they are siPSle and e[Sressive.
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The coPPent is the Qabalah, and that I
have indeed read as deeSly as Py Soor
Sowers allow� but the te[t is deciSherable
only under the stars by one who hath
drunNen oI the dew oI the Poon.

Under the stars will I go Iorth, Py
brothers, and drinN oI that lustral dew� I
will return, Py brothers, when I have seen
God Iace to Iace, and read within those
eternal eyes the secret that shall PaNe you
Iree.

EPILOGUE AND DEDICATION

Then will I choose you and test you and
instruct you in the Mysteries oI Eleusis,
oh ye brave hearts, and cool eyes, and
trePbling liSs! I will Sut a live coal uSon
your liSs, and Ilowers uSon your eyes, and
a sword in your hearts, and ye also shall see
God Iace to Iace.

Thus shall we give bacN its youth to the
world, Ior liNe tongues oI triSle IlaPe we
shall brood uSon the Great DeeS— Hail unto
the Lords oI the Groves oI Eleusis !

END OF VOL. III
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NOTES
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EDITIONES PRINCIPES

(1)

[ACELDAMA � 1898]

AceldaPa, | a Place to Bury Strangers in. | a
ShilosoShical SoeP | by | a gentlePan oI the
University oI CaPbridge. | Srivately Srinted.|London� | 1898.

Collation�—Crown �8vo, SS. 29, consisting
oI HalI-title, quotation on reverse IroP
�Songs oI the SSirit, S. r3, ll 1-4;
Title-Sage as above, quotation on reverse
St. John [ii. 24, 25; Srose Prologue, quo-
tation on reverse Acts i. 18, 19; Dedica-
tion dated ''Midnight, 1897-1898,� on
reverse µµato]´’ ; second halI-title, quotation
on reverse IroP Swinburne’s µµ The LeSer’’ ;

'
 PoePs and Ballads,� 1866, SS. 1-10;
Te[t, SS. 11-27; no headline; ESilogue
S. 28; no iPSrint, but Srinted by an
obscure Srinter in the BroPSton-road,
London.

Edition � 2 coSies on velluP, nuPbered 1, 2 ; 1

IO coSies on JaSanese velluP, nuPbered
3-12;? 88 coSies on hand-Pade SaSer,
nuPbered 13-100.

Issued in JaSanese velluP turned-in wraSSer
reSeating title-Sage.

[THE TALE OF ARCHAIS� 1898]

The | Tale oI Archais | a RoPance in Verse|by a GentlePan oI the University | oI CaP-
1 These large-SaSer coSies Peasure 73 X 10, Srinted

on thicN velluP, wraSSer oI JaSanese velluP.
These large-SaSer coSies Peasure 7}X1i10, on

thicN JaSanese velluP, wraSSer oI thin JaSanese
velluP.

bridge | London | Kegan Paul, Trench, Triib-
ner 	 Co, | MDCCCXCVIII.

Collation �—Pott 4to, SS. viii�8g, consisting
oI HalI-title, Title-Sage in red and blacN
as above (with iPSrint� µµ ChiswicN Press�
—Charles WhittinghaP 	 Co. | TooNs
Court, Chancery Lane, London.´ on re-
verse), SS. iii-iv.; Dedication '' To | The
White Maidens oI England | this Tale oI
Greece | is | dedicated� (with blanN re-
verse), SS. v-vi; continued in verse, SS.
vii-vii. ; Prologue in verse, SS. r-5;second HalI-title, S. 7; Te[t, SS. 8-84;
ESilogue, SS. 85-89. There are headlines
throughout. The iPSrint — '' ChiswicN

Press�—Charles WhittinghaP and Co. |

TooNs Court, Chancery Lane, London.�—
is reSeated at the Ioot oI the last Sage.

Edition� 2 coSies on RoPan velluP, 250 on
hand-Pade SaSer.

Issued in slate-blue, dull-green, and bricN-
red boards with white holland bacNs, and
white SaSer bacN label. The'Sublished Srice
was Iive shillings.

[THE HONOURABLE ADUL.
TERERS� 1899]

The | Honourable Adulterers | a tragedy | by
| A. E. C. | 1899.

Collation �—DePy 8vo, cut edges, SS. 8, Sagi-
nation IroP 119-126,! consisting oI Title

1 The Sagination is accounted Ior by the Iact that
these three SaPShlets were Srinted oII IroP the
Saged tySe oI JeShthah and Other Mysteries, then in
the Sress, and issued seSarately.


 For the bulN oI these notes we are indebted to the late Mr. L. C. R. DuncoPbe-J� well.
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as above; Te[t, SS. 119-126. Headlines
throughout. No iPSrint.

Edition� 5 coSies, on sPooth SurSlish SaSer.

Issued in blue SaSer wraSSer, reSeating title-
Sage.

[JEPHTHAH AND OTHER
MYSTERIES � 1899]

JeShthah | and other Pysteries | lyrical and
draPatic | by Aleister Crowley | London�
Kegan Paul, Trench, | Triibner and CoPSany,
Ltd. | 1899 | all rights reserved.

Collation�—DePy 8vo, SS. [[ii�223, con-
sisting oI HalI-title, quotation on reverse
IroP JZ Penseroso; µTitle-Sage as above,
quotation on reverse IroP SAPPHO; Quo-
tation IroP The BooN oI the Sacred Magic
oI Abra-Melin the Mage ; on reverse µµ The
dedication | is to | Algernon Charles Swin-
burne' ; Dedication in verse, SS. vli-[ii;
Contents, SS. [iii-[iv; Prelude, [v-[[i;
second HalI-title, ''JeShthah, | a tra-
gedy,´ on reverse quotation IroP HaPlet ;
second Dedication, µµTo | Gerald Kelly,
| Soet and Sainter, | I dedicate | this
tragedy �; dated µµ CaPbridge, No-
vePber, 1898.� Te[t, SS. 5-221; ESi-
logue, SS. 222-223. On reverse, iPSrint
µµ ChiswicN Press �—Charles WhittinghaP
and Co. | TooNs Court, Chancery Lane,
London,´ surPounted by coloShon, uSon
a Pound, a lion raPSant, grasSing an
anchor entwined with a dolShin, the IluNes
and head in base. AdvertisePents at end
oI booN, SS. 8. Headlines throughout.

Editions� rooo coSies on Pachine-Pade SaSer,
6 coSies on India SaSer.

Issued in bricN-red boards, linen bacNs, white
SaSer label, µµ Crowley | JeShthah | 	 other

| Pysteries | lyrical 	 | draPatic | Kegan
Paul, | Trench | Tr�bner 	 | Co. Ltd. | 1899 |Price 7s. 6d.� The si[ India-SaSer coSies issued
in old gold coloured bucNraP, lettered on
cover '' JeShthah �' in red.

[SONGS OF THE SPIRIT� 1898]

Songs oI the SSirit | by | Aleister Crowley |

'�SubliPi IeriaP sidera vertice� Hor. |

London | Kegan Paul, Trench, Tr�bner 	 Co.
| MDCCCXCVIII.

Collation �—Pott 8vo, SS. [�109. HalI-title ;

on reverse, quotation IroP Zhe Tale oI

Archais ; Title in red and blacN as above;reverse, quotation IroP Zcclesiastes,µµ a Iool
also is Iull oI words,´ S. iv. Dedication
in verse to J. L. B.,! SS. v-vii. Contents,
SS. i[-[; Second HalI-title; Te[t, SS. 3-
104; ESilogue, SS. 105-109. IPSrint on
last Sage, µµChiswicN Press �—Charles Whit-
tinghaP and Co. | TooNs Court, Chancery
Lane, London ´

; surPounted by coloShon.
No headlines.

Edition� [ coSy on velluP, 50 coSies on
hand-Pade SaSer nuPbered and signed,2

300 coSies on Pachine-Pade SaSer.

Issued in JaSanese velluP with gold letter-
ing on Iront oI cover µµSongs oI the SSirit ´
Ior coSies Srinted on hand-Pade SaSer; and
in grey cloth boards, lettered on bacN µµ Songs
| oI the | SSirit | Aleister Crowley | 1898´ in
criPson Ior those Srinted on Pachine-Pade
SaSer. Priced 3s. 6d.

[THE POEM � 1898]

The PoeP | a little draPa in Iour scenes| by|Aleister Crowley | Srinted Srivately | London|1898.

Collation�—DePy 8vo, cut edges, SS. 2o,
Sagination 99-118
; consisting oI HalI-
title, '
 The PoeP. | a little draPa in Iour
scenes�; Dedication, S. 1or; Te[t, SS.
103-117. Headlines throughout. NoiP-
Srint.

Edition� ro coSies on sPooth SaSer,
Issued in JaSanese velluP wraSSer reSeat-

ing title-Sage.

[JEZEBEL � 1898]

Je]ebel | and other | Tragic PoePs | By Count
VladiPir SvareII | Edited, with an Introduction
and ESilogue, by | Aleister Crowley | Vignette
oI ArPorial Design oI ChiswicN Press |

London| Privately Srinted at the ChiswicN
Press | 1898.

Collation�—DePy 4to, SS. 23, with 8 un-
nuPbered SreliPinary Sages Srinted IroP
the Ca[ton Iount oI antique tySe; HalI-
title; Title as above, µµ Je]ebel´ and
'
 London� in red; Dedication in verse
dated, '' Londres, Juin 1898,� in French,

1 J. L. BaNer, the alchyPist.
2 Carelessly done or not done at all.
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'
j Gerald� ; Contents; Introduction in
verse signed ''A, C.� S. i.; Te[t, SS.
3-22; ESilogue signed ' A. C.� S. 23;
coloShon, Srinter’sParN, argent,aSrinter’s
Paulin Sale, the shield surrounded by a
scroll; below the iPSrint, µµ ChiswicN
Press� 'TooNs Court, Chancery Lane,
London.� No headlines,

Edition� 2 coSies on velluP, ro coSies on
JaSanese velluP, 40 coSies on hand-Pade
SaSer.

Issued in JaSanese velluP turned-in wraSSer,
with legend ''Je]ebel | and other Tragic
PoePs´ enclosed in ornaPental border on
Iront oI cover in gold. UnSriced� coSies
were sold at halI-a-guinea.

[AN APPEAL TO THE AMERICAN
REPUBLIC� 1899]

Price Si[Sence | An ASSeal| tothe | APerican
ReSublic | design oI Union Flag and United
States Ensign crossed | by | Aleister Crowley|London | Kegan Paul, Trench, Triibner ਘ
Co. Ltd. | 1899.

Collation� —DePy 4to, SS. 12. CriPson
wraSSer and Title-Sage in one. Te[t,

S. 1-12. IPSrint at Ioot oI last Sage,
µChiswicN Press� Charles WhittinghaP
and Co., TooNs Court, Chancery Lane,
London.�

Edition� 500 coSies on Pachine-Pade SaSer.

[JEPHTHAH � 1898]

JeShthah | a Tragedy | by | a gentlePan oI
the University oI | CaPbridge | (Aleister Crow-
ley) | London| 1898 | [not Ior sale].

Collation �—DePy 8vo, cut edges, SS. 71;
consisting oI HalI-title, ''JeShthah | a
tragedy,� on reverse quotation IroP Z7Za]]-
let ; Dedication. '' To | Gerald Kelly,
| Poet Painter, | I. dedicate | this tra-
gedy; because his IriendshiS was the
turquoise, which I had oI hiP beIore I
was a bachelor; and which I would not
have given Ior a wilderness oI PonNeys.´ !
Dated µµCaPbridge, NovePber 1898´ ;

1 The reIerence is to The Merchant oI Venice,
Act III. Scene [. µµ Bachelor´ reIers to the degree
oI 

 B. A.,� which the Author was e[Secting to taNe
at the tiPe oI writing the Dedication; but which
in Iact he did not taNe.

Te[t, SS. 5-69; '' A Note on JeShthah,�
SS. 70-71. Headlines throughout. No
iPSrint.

Edition � 25 coSies on Pachine-Pade SaSer.

Issued in grey SaSer with an auto-lithograSh
in blacN inN, µµ Aleister Crowley | JeShthah,�
on cover.

[THE MOTHER’S TRAGEDY� 1901]
The Mother’s | Tragedy | and | Other PoePs
| by | Aleister Crowley | Privately Srinted |

I9OI.

Collation �—MediuP 8vo, SS. [ii�111; con-
sisting oI HalI-title; Title as above; Con-
tents, SS. v-vi; Prologue, SS. vii-[ii;
Te[t, SS. 1-106; ESilogue, SS. 107-111.
No iPSrint. Headlines throughout.

Edition � 500 coSies on Pachine-Pade SaSer.

Issued in blue boards, linen bacNs, white
SaSer bacN-label, µµ Crowley | The | Mother's
| Tragedy | and other | PoePs.� Priced at
5s. od.

[THE SOUL OF OSIRIS� 1901]

The Soul oI Osiris | a history | by | Aleister
Crowley | London� Kegan Paul, µTrench |

Triibner and CoPSany, Ltd. | 1901 | All52reserved.

Collation �—MediuP 8vo, SS. i[�129; con-
sisting oI HalI-title; Title as above, on
reverse iPSrint µµ ChiswicN Press� Charles
WhittinghaP and Co. | TooNs Court,
Chancery Lane, London´; Contents, SS.
v-vi; Prologue, SS. vii-i[; Te[t, SS.
3-129; ESilogue, µµ The ESilogue is
silence,� on reverse iPSrint oI ChiswicN
Press as beIore.

Edition � 5oo coSies on Pachine-Pade SaSer,
6 coSies on India SaSer.

Issued in bricN-red boards, linen bacNs,
white SaSer bacN-label, µµ Crowley | The | Soul
| oI | Osiris] Kegan Paul, Trench | Tr�bner
	 | Co. Ltd. Price 5s. od.

[CARMEN SAECULARE� 1901]
CarPen Saeculare | by | St. E. A. oI M. and
S. | London | Kegan Paul, Trench, Tr�bner
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	 Co. Ltd. | Paternoster House, Charing
Cross Road| 1go1.

Collation�—DePy 4to, SS. 30; consisting oI
HalI-title; Dedication to µµ The Countess
oI Glenstrae� ; Title as above; Prologue,
SS. 5-7; Te[t SS. 9-25; ESilogue, SS.
27-30, dated ''s.s. Pennsylvania, July 4,
rgoo.� No headlines.

Edition � 450 coSies on Pachine-Pade SaSer,6 coSies on RoPan velluP and 5o coSies
(?) on hand-Pade SaSer with title-Sage,
'
 CarPen Saeculare | by | St. E. A. oI
M. and S.|Privately issued | London,
1901.�

Issued in green SaSer wraSSer reSeating
title-Sage with design oI shaProcN in centre.
Price ts, od.

[TANNHAUSER� 1902]

Tannhiuser | A story oI all tiPe | by | Aleister
Crowley | London | Kegan Paul, Trench, Tr�b-

er 	 Co. Ltd. | Paternoster House, Charing
Cross Road | 1902.

Collation� —DePy 4to, 142 SS., consisting
oI HalI-title, quotation on reverse IroP
Browning’s Master Hughes oI Sa[e-Gotha ;Title-Sage as above, on reverse '' all rights
reserved � ; Dedication in verse, SS. 5-7;
Prose SreIace, SS. 9-16, dated '' Kandy,
Ceylon, SeSt. 1901.�� Second HalI-title ;Te[t, SS. 18-142. IPSrintat Ioot, '' Turn-
bul and SSears, Printers, Edinburgh.�
Two Sages oI advertisePents at end. No
headlines.

Edition� 6 coSies on JaSanese velluP, 500
coSies on Pachine-Pade SaSer.

Issued in royal-blue boards, linen bacNs,
white SaSer bacN-label, µµ Crowley | Tann- |

haiiser! | a story oI | all tiPe | Kegan Paul, |

Trench, | Tr�bner 	 | Co. Ltd. | 1902. Price
5s. od.

[NEW YEAR’S CARD, 1903]
New Year, 1903.

A sonnet Srinted in gold on Ily-sheets
oI RoPan velluP (12) and hand-Pade
SaSer (50) within a broad scarlet border,
si]e 55 [ 64, µµIroP Aleister Crowley, | wishing
you a sSeedy terPination oI e[istence.�
Printed throughout in caSital letters.

331 Note the PisSrint µµaii´ Ior µ' au,

[BERASHITH� 1903]
A.B. 2447, | Paris | NWN 13 | an Essay | in |

ontology | with soPe reParNs on cerePonial
Pagic | by | Abhavananda| (Aleister Crowley)
sSrrivately Srinted Ior the Sangha oI| the

est.

Collation �—Si]e 9X78, SS. 24, consisting oI
Title-Sage and wraSSer in one as above,
on reverse, NuPber oI CoSy and Errata ;

Te[t, SS. 1-24; IPSrint at Ioot oI last
Sage, '' ClarNe 	 BishoS, Printers, Etc.,
338, Rue St. Honorp, Paris.� No head-
lines.

Edition� 200 coSies on China SaSer nuPbered.

Issued in wraSSer and title in one on
Pachine-Pade SaSer 102 [ 8,55. Price 5 Irancs.

[SUMMA SPES� undated]
SuPPa | SSes | Aleister | Crowley.

Collation �—Single SoeP on JaSanese velluP
9[71, Srinted in red with a green orna-
Pental border. PhotograSh by Haweis
and Coles in Iront, and coloShon by T.
SSicer SiPSson on bacN.

[BALZAC� 1903]
Bal]ac | HoPPage a Auguste Rodin.

A sonnet which occurs in ANad in a slightly
altered IorP. Was issued in Paris by request,
on a single unIolded sheet oI JaSanese velluP
r4�[9i inches� 3 coSies Srinted vertically,
and 15 hori]ontally on the right halI oI the
SaSer; also 6 coSies on China SaSer 123 [ 94
inches Srinted vertically in the uSSer Poiety
oI the sheet. No iPSrint.

[AHAB� 1903]
Ahab| and other PoePs | By Aleister Crowley
| with an introduction and ESilogue by |

Count VladiPir SvareII | Design oI the Chis-
wicN Press, vignette | London. Privately Srinted
at the ChiswicN Press | 1903.

Collation�—DePy 4to, SS. 35, and 6 un-
nuPbered SreliPinary Sages, consisting oI
HalI-title ; Title in red and blacN as

above; Dedication in verse to G. C. J.,1
dated Paris, DecePber9, 1902; Contents ;

1 George Cecil Jones, the Theurgist.
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Rondel, S. 1; Te[t, SS. 3-33; ESilogue,
signed µµV.S.,´ S. 35. Printed IroP the
Ca[ton Iount oI antique tySe� no head-
lines� no iPSrint.

Edition� 2 coSies on velluP, ro coSies on
JaSanese velluP, r50 coSies on hand-
Pade SaSer.

Issued in JaSanese velluP turned-in wraSSer
with legend '' Ahab | and other SoePs� en-
closed in ornaPental border on Iront oI cover
in gold. Price 5s. od.

[ALICE � 1903]

Alice � an | Adultery | Srivately Srinted | 1903.

Collation �—FecS. 8vo, SS. [[-4-95, consisting
oI HalI-title; Title as above; Introduc-
tion by the Editor dated '' YoNohaPa,
ASril, rigor,� SS. i-[ii; Critical Essay on
AUEce signed ''
 G. K.,�! SS. [iii-[[,  Pre-
Iatory SoePs, SS. r-17. Second HalI-
title; Te[t, SS. 21-95. No headlines.
No iPSrint.

Price to
ros, 6d.; Sublished Srice,

Edition� roo coSies on China SaSer.
subscribers,
21s. od.

Issued in green caPel-hair, turned-in wraSSer
lettered on Iront cover, µµ Alice,´ in white.

[THE GOD-EATER � 1903]

The God-Eater | A Tragedy oI Satire | by |

Aleister Crowley | Watts 	 Co. | [7 John-
son's Court, Fleet Street, London, E.C. | 1903.

Collation �—Cr. 4to, SS. 32, consisting oI HalI-
Title, on reverse announcePent oI worNs
'�by the saPe author�; Title-Sage as
above; Dedication; Te[t, SS. 7-32. IP-
Srint µµR. Clay and Sons, Ltd., Bread St.
Hill, E.C., and Bungay, SuIIolN,´ at Ioot
oI last Sage.

Edition� 2 coSies on RoPan velluP, 300
on Pachine-Pade SaSer.

Issued in green caPel-hair wraSSer lettered
in red, ''The | God-eater | A Tragedy | oI
Satire | By | Aleister Crowley | Watts 	 Co.|17 Johnson's Court, Fleet Street, London, E.C.
| 1903.� Price 2s. 6d.

1 Gerald Kelly. Both the Introduction and Criti-
eal Essay are the result oI the collaboration oI Iour
Pen—A. C., G. K., D. J.-F., and I. B

[THE STAR AND THE
GARTER� 1903]

The Star 	 | The Garter | By Aleister |

Crowley | Watts 	 Co. | 17 Johnson's Court
| London| 1903.

Collation�—DePy 4to, SS. 89, consisting
oI HalI-title; Title-Sage as above; Invo-
cation in GreeN ; Te[t, SS. 7-77 ; ASSendi[,
Srose and verse, SS. 79-86; Press Notices,
SS. 87-89; reSly to Invocation in GreeN,
S. 78; advertisePent one Sage. IP-
Srint in centre oI last Sage, µµ Srinted by
Turnbull and SSears, Edinburgh.´

Edition� 2 coSies on RoPan velluP, IiIty
coSies on hand-Pade SaSer.

Issued in green caPel’s-hair wraSSer,
lettered in white on Iront oI cover, µµ The |

Star 	 | The Garter | by Aleister | Crowley.�

[THE ARGONAUTS� 1904]
The Argonauts | by | Aleister Crowley | Society
Ior the ProSagation oI Religious Truth | Boles-
Nine, Foyers, Inverness | 1904.

Collation �—Crown 8vo, SS. 102, consisting oI
HalI-title ; Title-Sage as above; sub-title,


' Jason,� ! dedication on reverse; Te[t oI'' Jason,� SS. 3-17; sub-title oI µµ Argo,´
dedication on reverse; Te[t oI '' Argo,�
SS. 3-19; sub-title µµ Medea,´ dedication
on reverse; Te[t oI '' Medea,� SS. 3-19;sub-title '' Siren]e,� dedication on reverse ;

Te[t oI '' Sirena,� SS. 3-24 ; sub - title' Ares,� dedication on reverse; Te[t oI' Ares,� SS. 3-23. IPSrint at Ioot oI
last Sage, µµ ChiswicN Press� Srinted by
Charles WhittinghaP and Co | TooNs
Court, Chancery Lane, London.´ An-
nouncePent oI worNs by the saPe author

on reverse. No headlines.

Edition� 2 coSies on RoPan velluP, 200
coSies on Pachine-Pade SaSer.

Issued in green caPel's-hair wraSSer, lettered
in red on Iront oI cover, ''The Argonauts|by | Aleister Crowley.� Price 5s. od.

1 Each Act is a seSarate Slay on the GreeN Podel
seSarately Saginated.
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[THE SWORD OF SONG� 1904]
The Sword oI Song | called by Christians
The BooN oI the Beast | Aleister Crowley
Society Ior the ProSagation oI Religious Truth
| Benares | 1904.

Collation �—Post q4to, SS. 1[4-194, Srinted in
red and blacN, consisting oI HalI-title,
Sarody oI Sassage IroP Through the LooN-
ing Glass on reverse ; Title-Sage as above,
Dedication on reverse; Introductory SoeP
Nothung ; HalI-title ; Prose Introduction to
'
 Ascension Day and Pentecost,� SS. iii-
i[; Te[t, SS. 1-62; Notes, SS, 63-91;
ASSendices, SS. 93-121; ³Ȇȃ| an
essay | in | ontology | with soPe reParNs
on | cerePonial Pagic,´ SS. 123-148;
''Science and BuddhisP,� SS. 149-192;
ESilogue in verse, SS. 193-194 ; Inde[ on
last Sage, iPSrint on reverse, µµ Srinted | by
| PhiliSSe Renouard | 19, rue des Saints-
Peres, 19 | Paris.´ Headlines throughout.

Editions�
SaSer.!

IOO coSies on a gla]ed Ioreign

Issuedin navy blue wraSSer Iront Sagelettered
in gold 

 Ye Sword | oI Song,� with design in
centre µµ 666´ thrice reSeated on a golden
square (v]de SS. 4-5 oI booN), on reverse Sub-
lishers' advertisePent ; bacN oI cover author's
naPe in Hebrew characters adding uS to '
 666,�
in gold ; inside oI bacN Sage oI cover list oI
author's worNs in gold ; bacN oI cover '' The
| Sword | oI | Song.� Price ros. od.

[GOETIA� 1904]

The BooN oI the | Goetia | oI | SoloPon the
King | translated into the English Tongue by a
| Dead Hand| and | adorned with divers other
Patters gerPane | delightIul to the wise | the
whole | edited, veriIied, introduced and coP-
Pented | by | Aleister Crowley | Society Ior
the ProSagation oI Religious Truth | Boles-
Nine, Foyers, Inverness | 1904.

Collation �—DePy 4to, SS. i[�65, consisting
oI HalI-title, Invocation in GreeN on re-
verse ; FrontisSiece ; Title-Sage as above,
talisPan on reverse; PreIatory Note, SS.
v-vi; PreliPinary Invocation, SS. vii-i[;
Te[t, SS. r-65; coloShon oI ChiswicN

1 There were ro advance coSies issued in a criPson
wraSSer reSeating title-Sage, on bacN µµ The Sword

oI Song´ lengthwise, on bacN outside oI cover colo-
Shon Louis Sei]e design, initials oI designer 
 L. M.�

Press MarN on reverse oI last Sage. No
headlines. Two  ilustrations besides
FrontisSiece.

Edition � 200 coSies on Pachine-Pade SaSer,
I coSy on velluP, ro coSies on JaSanese
velluP.

Issued in green caPel's-hair wraSSer, lettered
in red µµ Goetia� in centre, surrounded by the
legend '' Goetia vel clavicula SaloPonis Regis ''
Irequently reSeated. Price 2rs. od., raised IroP
subscriStion Srice oI ros. od.

JaSanese velluP coSies in white and gold.
JaSanese velluP turned-in wraSSer, saPe
lettering.

[WHY JESUS WEPT� 1904]
Why | Jesus WeSt | a Study oI Society | and oI

| The Grace oI God | by | Aleister Crowley|Privately Printed | 1904.

Collation �—Post 4to, SS. 16� 80, HalI-title; ad-
vertisePent (oI the 21s. edition) ; Title as
above ; letter IroP author’s Pother, 2 SS.;Persons studied; Quotation IroP TZ]Pes

newsSaSer and John [i. 35. Dedications
6 SS. to various Sersons (all these Sages
unnuPbered) ; Te[t, SS. 1-80; inset, a sliS

'
 Note to SS. 75-76 �
; also, loose inset, a

SaPShlet µµ Mr. Crowley and the Creeds´’
and µµ The Creed oI Mr, Chesterton, 	c.
	c.� NoiPSrint, but Srinted by PhiliSSe
Rpnouard.

Edition � roo coSies on hand-Pade SaSer, 20 in
JaSanese velluP; [ on RoPan velluP.

Issued in turned-in JaSanese wraSSer; Iront,
'
 Why | Jesus | WeSt | Aleister | Crowley | �;
reverse, coloShon oI Press ; bacN, µµ Why Jesus
WeSt.�

[ORACLES� THE BIOGRAPHY OF
AN ART� 1905]

Oracles | the biograShy oI an art | unSublished
IragPents oI the worN oI Aleister Crowley|with | e[Slanatory notes by R. P. Lester and |the Author | 1905 | Society Ior the ProSaga-
tion oI Religious Truth | BolesNine, Foyers,
Inverness.

Collation�—DePy 8vo, SS. vilit3175�16 ad-
vertisePents, consisting oI HalI-title ; Title
as above; SreIatory note µµ To E[Slain ´’ ;
Contents, SS. vii, vili; Te[t, SS. 1-175;
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AdvertisePent, I-16, Headlines
throughout.

SS.

Edition� 5oo coSies on Pachine-Pade SaSer.

Issued in green caPel-hair SaSer, on bacN
in largewhite letters, ORACLES 2EBISIER

The Srice was 5s.

[ORPHEUS� 1905]

OrSheus | a lyrical legend by | Aleister Crowley
| in two voluPes oI which | this is voluPe
^ two | each one crown | Z2/?. Society | Ior the

| ProSagation oI | Religious | Truth | Right.
BolesNine | Foyers | Inverness | Igos.

Printed in Red and BlacN.

Collation �—DePy 8vo, SS. 156, consisting oI
HalI-title ; Title as above; Contents, SS.
7-9; Warning, SS. 11-14; E[ordiuP,
SS. 15-19; HalI-title, Liber PriPus vel
CarPinuP, S. 21; Dedication µµ To Oscar

Echenstein,� 	c., S. 23; Quotations, S. 24 ;

Te[t, SS. 25-106; HalI-title, Liber Se-
cundus vel APoris, S. 107; Dedication
'�'To Mary Beaton,´ 	c., 109; Quota-
tions, S. 110; Te[t, SS. 111-155; Printer’s
naPe, S. 156. Headlines throughout.

VoluPe ii. siPilarly arranged. Dedications to
'�'The MePory oI Jehi Aour,´ 	c., and
µ
To Py WiIe,´ S. 148.

Edition � 1 coSy on RoPan velluP, 500 coSies
on hand-Pade SaSer.

Issued in white boards, linen bacNs, white
label 
 ORPHEUS | I. (or II.�) | Two voluPes
| Ten Shillings | Boards | CROWLEY,

[COLLECTED WORKS]

The WorNs | oI | Aleister Crowley | VoluPe I.
| Foyers | Society Ior the ProSagation oI | Re-
ligious Truth | 1905 | [47 rights reserved |.

Collation �—E[tra crown. In Three VoluPes.
Vol. I., SS. [�269, consisting oI HalI-
title; Title as above; PreIace; Contents,
SS. vil-i[; Te[t, SS. 1-269; Vol. II.,
SS. vili�283, consisting oI HalI-title;
Title as above; Contents, v-vii; Te[t,
SS. 1-283. Vol. III., SS. vii�230, con-

sisting oI HalI-title; Title as above; Con-
tents, SS. v-vii; Te[t, SS. 14-230.

ASSendices, halI-title, and SS.
248.

233-

Edition� r coSy on velluP, rooo coSies on
India SaSer.

Issued in caPel-hair SaSer cover; on Iront
cover, in large white letters, µµ The Collected
WorNs oI Aleister Crowley.´

[GARGOYLES� 1906]

Gargoyles | being | Strangely Wrought IPages
| oI LiIe and Death | by | Aleister Crowley |

Foyers | Society Ior the ProSagation oI Re-
ligious Truth | 1906,

Collation �—Pott 8vo, SS. vi�113.  HalI-
title [reverse 
.
 FiIty coSies only, 	c.,
on the hand-Pade coSies]; Title as above
in red and blacN; Contents, SS.v,vi.

Prose Dedication (

 To Lola Bentrovata�) in
red and blacN, SS. 1, 2, and Te[t, SS.
3-112; (SresuPably) Dedicatory ESilogue,
S. rr3, Srinted in red. ChiswicN Press
iPSrint, S. 114.

Edition� 2 coSies on RoPan velluP, 5o on
hand-Pade SaSer nuPbered and signed,

300 coSies on Pachine-Pade SaSer.
Issued in IacsiPile to 
' Songs oI the SSirit.�

No Srice, but sold at 3s. 6d. net cash to
the trade.

[ROSA MUNDI� 1905]
Rosa Mundi | a SoeP | by | H. D. Carr| with
an original coPSosition by | Auguste Rodin
| Sri[� vingt Irancs | Srice� si[teen shillings
net | Paris� Ph-Renouard, rue des Saints
Peres | London—oI H. D. Carr, care oI
E. Dennes, 22 Chancery Lane | and through
all booNsellers | 1905.

Collation �—Foreign gla]ed SaSer, Peasuring
13´ [ 10´ aSSro[iPately. HalI-title, reverse
rage, 2 coSies on velluP, 10 coSies on
China SaSer, 488 coSies on hand-Pade
SaSer; LithograSh by Clot IroP A. Rodin,
woPan seated, her arPs clasSing her
Nnees. Title as above; Te[t, SS. 1-15;
S. 17, Srinter’s iPSrint; Edition as above.

Issued in rose wraSSers; Iront, Auguste
Rodin | Rosa Mundi | H. D. Carr; reverse,
design oI curves.
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INDEX OF FIRST LINES TO
VOLUMES

ABOVEuson the Past is sSread, ii. 108
A brieI consultation, ii. 227
AcceSt Peas L aP! iii. 7
A curious conIlict this oI love and Iear, ii. 77
Act II. Sc. i. addslittle new to our thesis, ii. 188
Act IV. develoSs the Slot, ii. 189
Adonis, awaNe, it is day; itis sSring ! iii. 114
Adonis dies. IPagination hears, iii. 122
A Iaded sNirt, a silNen Setticoat, ii. 52
A Iaint sweet sPell oI ether haunts, iii. 9
A Iool indeed! For why coPSlain, iii. 2
A Ioolish and a cruel thing is said, i. 182
Again the unveiled goddessoIdelight, ii. 73
Against the Iiat oI that God discrowned, ii. 64
Age and desSair, Soverty and distress, ili. 112
A good stout song, Iriend Argus, ii. 92
Ah! Christ ascends? Ascension day? ii. 163
Ah Pe! no Iruit Ior guerdon, iii. 192
Ah ! ten days yet to Pentecost, ii. 163
Ah! there be two sides to all shaSes oI truth,

ii. 85
Alas! that ever the darN Slace, iii. 201
Ali bade Hassan to his house to suS, iii. 86
Alice was desSerately ill at Porn, ii. 75
A lion's Pane,a leoSard's sNin, i. 129
All day we chose each PoPent Sossible, ii. 70
All night no change, no whisSer, ii. 10
Allow Pe to introduce PyselI, ii. 206
All that we are IroP Pind results, ii. 44
All things are branded change, iii. 18
µ
 All things are good´ e[claiPed the boy, iii. 93
All thought oI worN is alPost cast aside, ii. 66
Al MaliN the PagniIicent, iii. 86
A lonely sSirit seeNs the Pidnight hour, i. 53
Although I cannot leave these bitter leas, iii. 65
APata’s Sath is Earnestness, ii. 46
APat Manua liPen! [Closes booN.| Now, Py

Iriend, iii. 72
APid earth's Potley, Gaia's caS and bells, i. 250
APid the drowsy dreaP, ii. 61
A Piner laboured in a Pine, iii. 90

L, IL, IIL

APong the lilies oI the sacred streaP, i. 38
And death in Nissing. How I have desSised,

i. 230
And now (I'll quote you ScriSture anyhow),

ii. 176
And though you claiP Salvation sure, ii. 159
And thus to-day that µµ Christ ascends,´ il. r62
And who is then the Poon? Bend close, iii. 13
And you—what are you doing here? i. 57
AnePones grow in the wood by the streaP, iii. 58
An island oI the Pist, i. 102
Another day rose oI unceasing Iire, ii. 70
As, aIter long observation and careIul study,

i. 223
As Iar as norPal reasoning goes, ii. 173
As Ior a quiet talN on Shysics, ii. 150
Ashes and dust, i. 112
As I one day to nature Pade laPent, ii. 18
As I Sass in Py Ilight, iii. 174
As I sit in the sound, iii. 154
As soPe lone PountebanNoI the stage, ii. 52
As the tides invisible oI ocean, ili. 131
At last I Pet a Paniac, ii. 165
At last we arrive at the end, ii. 194
At least your Iaith should be content, ii. 163
At noon shesailed Ior hoPe, ii. 84
At Paris uSon Dead Man's Day. iii. 102
³ǹ੅ the hour oI the great Initiation � ii. 231
AuP! I unIold the tinted robe, iii. 66
AuP! Let us Peditate aright, ii. 177
AuP! Let us Peditate aright, ii. 184
Ay! I would Purder not Py brother only,

li, 104
Ay! Let hiP rise and answer, ii. 159
Ay! The hourwas at hand, ii. 23r
Ay! There’salaw! For this recede, iii. 14

BEFORE the altar oI FaPine and Desire, i. 151
BeIore the darNness, earlier than being, i. 105
Behold a virgin to the Lord, i. 83
Behold, IaP; a circle on whose hands, ii. 19

240
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Bend down in dreaPthe shadow-shaSe, ii. 128
Beneath the living cross I lie, ii. 62
Better than bliss oI Iloral Niss, iii. 64
Bitter reSroaches Sassed between us, ii. 77
BlacN Ares hath called, ii. 2BlacN thine abyss oI noon, ii. 30
Blind agony oI thought! Who turns his Sen,

iii. 118
Blind Chesterton is sure to err, ii. 185
Blind the iron Sinnacles edge the twilight, i. 27
Blood, Pist, and IoaP, then darNness, i. 109
Blow on the IlaPe, ii. 7
Brethren, what need oI wonder, iii. 186
Brutal reIinePent oI deeS-seated vice, iii. 123
BuddhaP SaranangachaPi, ii. 259
But Iirst ; I Pust insist on taNing, ii. 149
But iI das Essen ist das Nichts, ii. 171

But iI,� youcry, '' the world's designed, ii. יי˫157
But never Pind! Call theP idolaters, ii. 156
But now (you say) broad-Pinded IolN, ii. 156
But, surely, (let Pe corner you !), ii. 380
But then you argue, and with sense, ii. 180
But thou, O Lord, O ASollo, ii. 35
But to-night the laPS Pust be wasted, ii. 36
But why revile, ii. 147
By SalP and Sagoda enchaunted, ii. 121
By WisdoP IraPed IroP ancient days, ii. 97

CALL down that star whose tender eyes, i. 171
Can you believe the deadly will's decree, i. 254
Chaldean Iools, who Srayed to stars and Iires,

ii. 19
Clear, deeS, and blue, the sNy, i. 49
Cloistral seclusion oI the galleried Sines, iii, 119
Clytie, beyond all Sraise, i. 120
Coiled in the hollow oI the rocN they Niss, iii, 122
³oPe bacN, coPe bacN, coPe bacN, Eurydice !

ili, 158
CoPe, child oI wonder, i. 167
CoPe, love, and Niss Py shoulders, i. 233
CoPe over the water, love, to Pe, ii. 108
ConsuPPate beauty built oI ugliness, iii. 123
Could ivory blush with a stain oI the sunset, iii. 67
Crouched o'er the triSod, ii. 52
Crowned with Eternity, beyond beginning, iii.

150

DANCEa Peasure, iii. 87
DarNness and daylight in divided Peasure,

iii. 145
DarN night, red night, i. 2
Daughter oI Glory, child, iii. 168
Day startles the Iawn, i. go

VOL. III,

Dead Pharaoh's eyes IroP out the toPb, iii.
IOO

DeeS Pelancholy—O, the child oI Iolly, i. 183
DiP goes the sun down there, ii. 33
Divine PhilosoSher! Dear Friend! i, Ĳ
Dora steals across theIloor, iii. 59
DrooS the great eyelids SurSle-veined ! iii, 65

EACH to his trade! live out yourliIe, ii. 167
Ecstasy, breaN through Soetry’s beautiIul

barriers, iii. 67
Egg oI the SliPe ! Thy loose abortive liSs, ii. 8
Enough. It is ended, the story, iii. 216
Ere Iades the last red gliPPer oI the sun, i. 116
Ere the graSe oI Moy is golden, i. 9
Even as beasts, where the seSulchral ocean

sobs, i. 178
Evenas the traitor’s breath, i. 148
Evoe! Evoe Ho! Iacche! Iacche! iii. 203
E[alted over earth, IroP hell arisen, i. 122
E[ile IroP huPanNind, i. 118
E[istence being sorrow, ii. 200
E[quisite Iairy, Ilower IroP stone begotten,

iii. 118

FAIRER than woPan blushing at the Niss, i. 21
Farewell, Py booN, ii. 8
Farewell! O Light oI day, i. 263
First. '' Here's a Mohnny with a cancer, ii. 209
First, here's ShilosoShy's desSair, ii. 166
First word oI Py song, iii. 131
FiveIold the shaSe subliPe that liIts its head,

iii. 150
Fling down the Ioolish lyre, the witless Sower!

iii. 159
Floating in the suPPerair, ii. 2
For, at Iirst, this Sractice leads, ii. 176
Forged by God's Iingers in His Iurnace, ii. 63
For our Godis asa Iire, i. 68
For the web oI the battle is woven, i. 74
Fraught with the glory oI a dead desSair, iii. 59
Fresh breath IroP the woodland blows sweet,

i. 117
Fresh in the savage vigour oI the tiPe, iii. 117
FroP darNness oI Iugitive thought, iii. 127
FroP IourIold quarters, iii. 133
FroP the abyss, the horrible lone world, i. 200
FroP youth and love to sorrow is one stride,

lil, 116
Full aPber-breasted light oI harvest-Poon,

148
Full is the Moy oI Maidenhood Pade strong,

iil. 147
Q
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GIANT, with iron secrecies ennighted, iii, 122
Glory and Sraise to thee, O Satan, ii. 18
God, I have rowed!iii. 28
God oI the golden Iace and Iiery Iorehead, ii. 22
Gone to his Goddess! the Soor worP’s asleeS,

i. 239
Good bends and breathes into the rosy shell,

ii. 120
Go to the woodlands, English Paid, i. 7
Great Liberator, coPe again, ii. 3
Green and gold the Peadows lie, i. 24

HA! HA! In the storP I ride, ii. 136
Hail, child oI SePelp! iii. 205
Hail! Hail! Hail! ii. 130
Hail, O Dionysus! Hail! iii. 203
Hail, sweet Py sister ! hail, adulterous sSouse,

iii. 86
Hail to Thee, Lady bright, i. 243
Hail, Tyche! FroP the APalthean horn, iii.

I20
Hangs over Pe the Iine Ialse gold, ii. 127
Ha! whoinvoNes! What horror rages, iii. 194
He did not Niss Pe with his Pouth, i. 100
He's gone—his belly Iilled enough, ii. 163
He hath Pade His Iace as a Iire, i. 89
Heis here! He is here! iii. 206
He is the equal oI the gods, Py queen, i. 250
Hence I account no SroPise worse, ii. 156
Here goes Py arrow to the gold, ii. 154
Here in the evening curl white Pists, i. 118
Here in the e[trePe west oI all the earth, ii. 67
Here, in the hoPeoIa Iriend, i. 154
Here in the wild Caucasian night, i. 125
Here is a Pan! For all the world to see,

ii. 11O
Here Post ShilosoShers agree, ii. 173
Here, on the criPson strand oI blood-red |

waters, 1. 15
Here's a test, ii. 179
Here's how I got a better learning, ii. 164
Here's Must the chance you'd have, ii. 149
Here, then, lives the Sretty Siece oI goods,

iii, 38
Here we coPe to what in a way is the Iunda-

Pental MoNe oI these SreceSts, ii. 193
Heroic helSPeetoI the silent hoPe! iii. 118
Hers was the Iirst suIIicient sacriIice, ii. 52
He who desires desires a change, iii. 87
Holy as heaven, the hoPeoI winds, i. 95
Horace, in the IruitIul Sabine country, i. 127
How barren is the Valley oI Delight, i. 179
How easy to e[cite derision, ii. 176

How hardly a Pan, iii. 151
How light and how agreeable, i. 156
How sweet the soIt looNs shoot, ii. 78
How tedious I always Iind, ii. 184
How things are changed since Alice was so ill,

ii. 8r
µ« How very hard it is to be,´ ii. 168
µ
 How you bungle!´’ growled Ganesha, ii. 228

I ALMOSTwonderiI I ought, iii. 89
I aP a boy in this. Alas! iii. 3
I aP a Pan. Consider Iirst, iii. 8
I aP a Sretty advocate, ili. 6
I aP so sad, being alone to-night, iii. 66
I behold in a Pist oI hair involving, iii. 58
I bring ye wine IroP above, iil. 207
Icarus cries � µµ My love is robedin light, iii. 120
I coPe to tell you why I shun, ii. 169
I could not let her leave Pe, ii. 82
I do not Ieel PyselI inclined, ii. 173
I draw no Sicture oI the Fates, iii. 22
I drew a hideous talisPan oI lust, ii. 66
I Ieel thee shudder, clinging to Py arP, i. 119
I Iind soPe IolNs thinN Pe(Ior one), ii. 177
I Ilung out oI chaSel and church, ii. 144
II you Slease, sir, a gentlePan has called, i. 6o
I had a IearIul dreaP, ii. 73
I have no heart to sing, ii. 68
I hear the waters Iaint and Iar, ii. 106
I Nilled Py wiIe—not Peaning to, indeed, i. 182
I Nissed the Iace oI Flavia Iair, iii. 60
I Nnow. When RaPoth-Gilead’s Iield, i, 131
I lay within the Iorest’s virgin woPb, ii. 32
I looNed beneath hereyelids, i. 98
I learnt at last soPe sort oI conIidence, ii. 68

| L lie in liquid Poonlight, ii. 34
/I love you. That seePs siPSle? No! iii. 6
I Pet a Christian clergyPan, il. 149
I Poved. RePote IroP Iear and Sain, iii. 105
IPSossible that we shall everSart, ii. 82
I Pust be ready Ior Py Iriend to-night, ii. 37
In Act III. we have another illustration, ii, 188
In all the sNies the Slanets andthe stars, ii. 53
In Ares’ grove, the sworded trees, ii. 90
In Asia, on the Nysian Slains, she Slayed, iii.

190
In child-liNe Peditative Pood, iii. 165
In LiIe what hoSe is always unto Pen, ii. 65
In Piddle Pusic oI ASollo's corn, i. 193
In Py distress I Pade coPSlaint to Death,

i. 181
In Pystic dolour wraSt, the ascetic turns, iii.

121
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InIinite delicacy in great strength, iii. 118
In Sresenting this theory oI the Universe, ii. 233
In resSonse to Pany suggestions, ii. 3
In suchaconIlict I stand neuter, ii. 183
In the Beginning God began, i. 251
In the blind hour oI Padness, i. 64
In the brave old days, i. 82
In the days oI the sSring oI Py being, iii. 129
In the diP Sorchway, ii. 69
In the Ievered days and nights, ii. 195
In the griP woods, i. 36
In the heather deeSly hidden, iii. 136
In the hosSital bed she lay, ii. [
In the night Py Sassion Iancies, i. 175
In the sorrow oI the silence oI the sunset, ii. 25
In the sSring, in the loud lost Slaces, iii. 21r
In the storP that divides the wild night, i. 48
In the ways oI the North and the South, i. 144
Into the inPost agonyoI things, iii. 115
In vain I sit by Kandy LaNe, iii. 2[
I, oI the Moderns, havelet alone GreeN, ii. 145
I Sractice then, with conscious Sower, ii. 179
I saw in a tranceor a vision, ii. 53
I saw the Russian Seasants build a ring, i. 180
I scorn the thousand subtle Soints, ii. 151
I see the centuries wa[ and wane, i. 207
I shall not tell thee that I love thee, i. 222
Isis aP I, and IroP Py liIe are Ied, i. 228
Isis aP I, and IroP Py liIe are Ied, i. 262
Is it your glance that told Pe? Nay, iii. 2
Is love indeed eternal? ii. 85
Is there a soul behind the PasN? ili. 6
I stole her Poney, even then to Srove, il. 84
I stood within Death’s gate, i. 202
It has oIten been Sointed out, ii. 58
I thinN, Sir, that I have you still, ii. 157
I thinN the souls oI Pany Pen arehere, i. 44
It is a coPPonSlace oI scientitic Pen that

PetaShysics is Postly Poonshine, ii. 258
It is a laPentable circuPstance, ii. 185
It is Iitting that I, APbrose, ii. 212
It is loItily aPusing to the student, ii. 203
It is suPPer and sun onthe sea, i. 177
It is the seasonable sun oI sSring, i. 202
It Patters little whether we, ii. 170
It Pay be that Sure Nought will Iail, ii. 177
It Pay Sossibly be obMected by the censorious,

ii. 189
It really seePed as iI Iate was against hiP,

ii. 228
It shall be said, when all is done, iii. 113
It should be clearly understood, ii. 254
I thanN you, M. DavenSort ! iii. 26

I tooN another way to shield Py love, ii. 65
I tooN three Hottentots alive, ii. 102
It's rather hard, isn't it, sir, ii. 145
It was iPSossible that she should coPe, ii. 74
I've talNed too long� you're very good, ii. 183
I was a Iool to hide it, iii. 8
I was Post weary oI Py worN, ii. 67
I was so hoSeless that I turned away, ii. 65
I will not, and you will not. Stay! iii. 12
I will not bring abuse to Soint Py Sen, ii. 5
I will not now invite attacN, ii. 151
I will not shaNe thy hand, old Pan, ii. 1

I will not waste Py own tiPe and that oI Py
readers, il. 254

JEHJAOUR was a Pighty Pagician, ii. 226
Just as the Iletcher shaSes his shaIt, ii. 46

KHEPHRA, thou Beetle-headed God, iii. 17
Kiss Pe, O sister, Niss Pe down to death!

ili, I21
Know ye Py children? FroP the old strong

breast, iii. 149

LADY, awaNe the dread abyss, iil. 15
Last night—but the boy shrieNed, ii. 71
Lay theP together Ior the saNe oI Love, i. 37
Let Pe give a raSid resuPp oI what we have

gone through, ii. 260
Let Pe helS Babu Chander Grish uS, ii. 148
Let Pe Sass out beyond thecity gate, i. 30
Let no ill PePory oI an ancient wrong, i. 71
Let the Iar Pusic oI oblivious years, lili, 161
Let us Iirst destroy the arguPent oI Iools,

ii. 153
'Leven o' th' clocN !

iii. 68
Libertine touches oI sPall Iingers, i. 208
Lie still, O love, and let there be delight, iii. 64
LiIe hidden in death, iii. 144
LiIt uS thine eyes ! Ior night is shed around, i. go
LiIt uS thine head, disastrous Je]ebel, i. 180
LiIt uS this love oI Seace and bliss, ii. 110
Light in the sNy, i. 242
Light shed IroP seaward over breaNers, ii. ro5
LiNe leaves that Iall beIore the sullen wind,

i. 129
LiNe PePories oI love they coPe, iii. 96
LiNe Sensive cattle couched uSon the sand,

ii. 16
LiNe snows on the Pountain, i. 55
LinNed in the tiny shelI uSon the shiS, ii. 77
Listen! The venerable PonN Sursued, iii. 104

Plague taNe these lovers!
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µListen to the JataNa!’’ said the Buddha,
ii. 225

Lo ! in the interstellar sSace oI night, iii. 155
Long days and nights succeeded in desSair, i. 16
LooN how it leaSs towards the leaSer's curl,

lii. 119
Love coPes to Ilit, a sSarN oI steel, iii. 113
Lured by the loud big-breasted courtesan, ii. 36
Lust, iPSotence, and Nnowledge oI thy soul,

i. 116

MAKE Pea roseleaI with your Pouth, iii. 4
Man's days are diP, his deeds are dust, i. 8
Mary, Mary, subtle andsoItly breathing, ili. 61
May I who Nnowsobitterly the tediuP oI this

truly dreadIul SoeP, iii. 126
Mere terror strucN into our souls, ii. 81
Mightiest SelI! SuSrePe in SelI-ContentPent,

li, 23
Mild gliPSses oI the quiet Poon, iii. 146
Mistress and Paiden and Pother, ii. 29
Mistress, I Sray thee, when the wind, i. 184
Moreover (Must a word) this chance, iii. 18
Mortal distrust oI Portal haSSiness, i. 182
Mortals are not Ior nectar all the tiPe, ii. 80
Mortals never learn IroP stories, i. 156
My beauty in thy deeS Sure love, i. 108
My coPedy has changed its blithe asSect, ii. 74
My dreaPs are sweet, i. 14
My head is sSlit. The crashing a[e, ili. 85
My heavy hair uSon Py olive sNin, i. 6
My hoPeis set between two ivory towers, ii. 2
My little lady light o? liPb, iii. 116
My soul is aching with the sense oI sound,

i, 113

NAKED as dawn, the SurSose oI the hour, i. 157
Nathless she locNed her cabin door, ii. 78
Nay, ere ye Sass your SeoSle Sass, ii. 35

Nay ! that were nothing,� say you now, iii. יי˫1]

Night brings Padness, i. 173
Night, liNe a devil, with lidless eyes, iii. 9o
Night the voluStuous, night the chaste, iii. 88
Nine tiPes I Nissed Py lover in hersleeS, i. 183
Nine voices that raise high the eternal hyPn,

i. 215
No higher? No higher? iii. 24
No! on the other hand the Buddha, ii. 147
No Sassion stirs the cool white throat oI her,

i. 168
Norah, Py wee shy child oI wonderPent, iii. 61
Nor can I see what sort oI gain, ii. 172
North, by the ice-belt, i. 93

Nota word to introduce Py introduction, ii. 141
Note IroP this day no Sossible event, ii. 81
Not wingpd IorPs, nor Sowers oIair, i. 74
Now (higher on the HuPan Ladder), ii. 210
Now is our sin requited oI the Lord, i. 66
Now is the gold gone oI the year, iii. 188
Now on the land the woods are green, i. 120
Now the great eleShant strode with lordly Ioot-

steSs in the Iorest, 11, 227
Now the road widens and grows darNer still,

ii. 180
Now, when the sun Ialls in the disPal sNy,

ii. 85
Now your grave eyes are Iilled with tears, iii. 11

O BLUEBELL oI the inPost wood, iii. 14
O body Sale and beautiIul with sin, i. 117
O chainless Love, the Irost is in Py brain,

i. 109
O coiled and constricted and chosen, ii. 96
O criPson cheeNs oI love's Iierce Iever, i. 171
OI course I Pight have Nnownit was a lie,

ii. 74
O Iriends and brothers, ii. 127
O good St. PatricN, turn again, ii. 48
O Gretchen, when the Porn is gray, i. 243
O haSSy oI Portals, ii. 103
Oh ! I had such a bad dreaP, i. 58
'
 Oh, very well!� I thinN you say, ii. 160
O iI these words were swords, i. 167
O iron, bow to silver's Siercing note! iii. 183
O Nissable Tarshitering! the wild bird calls

its Pate—and I? iii. 87
O Lesbian Paiden, ii. 6
O Light in Light! OIlashing wings oI Iire!

ii. 199
O light oI ASollo! iii. 200
O Lord our God, i. 24
O love! and were I with thee ever ! iii. 3
O Love! Pure Pystery oI liIe, i. 247
O lover, I aP lonely here, ii. 109
O Man oI Sorrows� brother unto GrieI, i. 207
O Paster oI the ring oI love, i. 179
O Portal, tossed on liIe's unceasing ocean,

il, 107
O Mother oI Love, i. 17
One day IroP landing, ii. 80
One way sets Iree, ii. 53
On his couch IPSerial AlSin, i. 1or
O Night! the very Pother oIus all, i. 34
On rocNy Pountain bare, i. 43
O Rose oI dawn! Ostar oI evening! iii. 39

.

O rosy star, i. 22
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O SelI Divine! O Living Lord oI Me, ii. 20
O sleeS oI la]y love, be near, ii. 115
O tearless sorrow oI long years, ii. 82
O the deeS wells and sSrings oI tears! iii. 63
O the glooP oI these distasteIul toPes, iii. 25
O there is edged the waning Poon, iii. 36
O the tiPe oI dule and teen, i. 87
O thou, oI Angels Iairest and Post wise, ii. 15
O triSle IorP oI darNness! SoPbre sSlendour!lil, 177
Our hair deeS laden with the scent oI earth,

ili, 1Our love taNes on a tinge oI Pelancholy, ii. 84
Out oI the seething cauldron oI Py woes, i. 202
Out oI the waters oI the sea, i. 79
Over a sea liNe stained glass, ii. 111
Over the western water lies a solarIire, i. 214
O virgin! O Py sister! Hear Pe, death!

iii. 102
O voice oI sightless Pagic, i. 103
O what Sale thoughts liNe guP e[ude, iii. 12
O who shall overcoPe this earth, ii. 47
O world oI Poonlight, i. 205

PALE vaSours lie liNe ShantoPs on the sea,
i. 122

Paolo ignites, Francesca is consuPed, iii. 120
PerIectly sad and SerIectly resolved, iii. 114
Peintre, que ton aPour insSire, i. 129
PilgriP oI the sun, be this thy scriS, ii. 121
Poor child, Soor child, how are you? i. 62
Pray do not asN Pe where I stand, ii. 146

QUITE careless whether golden gales, ii. 76

SceSticus. Well, Py dear Babu, I trust you
have sleSt well, ii. 267

Second, yourIacts are neatly Sut, ii. 210
Seed oI Abel, eat, drinN, sleeS, ii. 15
SelI-daPned, the leSrous Poisture oI thy veins

sicNens the sunshine, i. 115
Senseless the eyes� the brow bereIt oI sense,

iii. 122
Shall beauty avail thee, Carytid, crouched,

iii. 112
She dared not coPe into Py rooP to-night,

ii. 73
She grew Post IearIul, ii. 73
She lay within the water, i. 7
Shesits and screaPs above theIolN oI Seace,

111, 119
She was Pore graceIul than the royal SalP,

ii. 65
Show by thy Pagic art, iii. 168
Sibyl says nothing—she's a SShin[!iii. 19
Sidonia the Sorceress! I revel in her aPber

sNin, i. 178
sing, haSSy nightingale, sing, i. 124
Sing, little bird, it is dawn, i. 14
Si[ days. Creation tooNno longer, i. 226
SleeS, O deeS sSlendour oI disastrous years,

ii. 82
Slow wheels oI unbegotten hate, i. 145
sPall coIIin-worPs that burrow in thy brain,

ii. 8
Snow-hills and streaPs, dew-diaPonded, i. 14
So Iaded all the dreaP, iii. 169
So Iar at least. I Pust concede, ii. 181
So Iar Py Sen has touched with vivid truth,

ili. 46
RAIN, rain in May. The river sadly Ilows, | So IearIul is the wrath divine, ii. 120

i. 116 i So have the leaves deSarted, i. 127
Recall, Py soul, the sight we twain have looNed So here is Py tribute—a Molly good strong 'un,

uSon, ii. 17
Red is the angry sunset, ii. 5
Rest, liNe a star at sea, i. 45
Roll, strong liIe-current oI these very veins,

111, 171
Roll through the caverns oI Patter, 1. 211
Rose oI the World ! iii. 5r
Rose oI the world!

hour, iii. 9r
Rose on the breast oI the world oI sSring,

iil. 64

SACRED, between the serSent Iangs oI Sain,|SoShie!
i. 199

1. SaNNaya-di]]hi. BelieI in a ''soul,� ii. 249

ii. 168
So, love, not thus Ior you and Pe! iii. 13
SoPe lives coPSlain oI their own haSSiness,

i. 194
| SoPe sins assuPe a garb so Iine and white,

i. 132
SoPetiPes I thinN Py blood in waves aSSears,

Ay, love, in that warP ;

| SoPe years ago I thought to try, ii. 178
11. 18

So Puch when ShilosoShy’s lacteal river, ii. 168
|

So not one word derogatory, ii. 152
So now the Earl was well a-weary, ii. 49

I loved her, tenderly at worst, i. 194
([) Sorrow. —E[istence is Sorrow, ii. 245

' So since in England Christ still stands, ii. 147
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So, with SerPission, let us be, ii. 151
SSeaN, O Py sister, O Py sSouse, sSeaN, iii. 64
SSell-bound we sat� the vivid violin, iii. 123
SSirit oI the Gods!

O
single, i. 152

Still grave, Py budding Arahat? iii. 8
Substantial, stern, and strong, iii. 182
Surely, Py God, now I aP leIt alone, i. 78
surely the secret whisSer oI sweet liIe, iii. 113
Sweet are the swiIt hard struggles, ii. 79
Sweet, do you scold? I had rather have you

scold, iii. 62
Sweet, sweet are May and June, dear, i. 230
SwiIt and subtle and thin are the arrows oI Art,

iii. 112
Syrin[ is caught uSon the Arcadian Iield, iii. 119

TAKE Oscar EcNenstein—he cliPbs, ii. 210
Tenderthe Shrase, and Iaint the Pelody, i. 249
Tender the sPile, and Iaint the lover's sigh,

i. 249
Terror, and darNness, and horrid desSair, ii. 1

That which is highest as the deeS, i. 34
The ashen sNy, too sicN Ior sleeS, ii. 12
The conquerorrides at last, i. 85
The constant riSSle oI your long white hands,

i. I13
The crowns oI Gods and Portals within, il. 141
The essential Ieatures oI BuddhisP, ii. 244
The eternal sSring is in the heart oI youth,

iii. 116
The Evolution oI Things is thus described by

the Qabalists, i. 265
The Iigure oI the Marquis oI Glenstrae, iii. 38
The Ioolish bells with their discordant clang,

i. 202
The Iragrant gateways oI the dawn, i. 204
The Irosty Iingers oI the wind, iii. 62
The ghosts oI abMect daysIlit by, i. 211
The Hand. FroP Pystery that is cloud,

control, iii. 115
The heart oI a Panasthesea, i. 68
The hearts oI GreeNs with sharSer IlaPes, ii. 109
The heavy hand is held, iii. 143
The incense steaPs beIore the Christ, 1. 52
The ine[Siable Iate whose shuddering wing,

ii. 78
The King-Ghost is abroad.

legions, iii. 107
The Ning was silent, i. 186
The Neystone oI this arch oI Pisery, i. 164
The large Sale liPbsoI the earth, i. 68
The lawoI causation is IorPally identical with

this, ii. 249

His sSectre

The liIe, by angels’ touch divinely liIted, i. 31
The liIe to live? The thought to thinN, ii. 144
The light streaPs stronger through the laPSs

oI sense, iii. 95
The little Poney that we had to sSend, ii. 83
The Pagical tasN and the labour is ended,

iil. 200
The Meeting-House oI the Brethren Gathered

Together To The NaPe OI The Lord
Jesus, iii. 46

The Pere result oI all this was a dreaP, ii, 67
The PetaShysics oI these verses, ii. 170
The Pighty soundoI Iorests, i. 5r
The Pind with visions clouded, i. 5o
The Poon sSans Heaven’s architrave, ii. 63
The night is void oI stars� the Poon is Iull,

iii. 62
The µµ Nineteenth MahaNalSa´ brought out

its ASril NuPber, ii. 230
Then let not PePory shrinN abashed, iii. 1o
Then one-third oI all huPanity are steady, ii.

156
The note oI the silence is changed, iii. 15
The old sun rolls; the old earth sSins, ili. 111
The Shysiologist reSroaches, ii. 209
The Soet sleSt. His Iingers twine, iii. 89
The Solished silver Ilings Pe bacN, ii. 121
The SrePiss PaMor. LiIe at best, ii. 171
The SrePiss Pinor. I deSlore, ii. 176
The SroShecies are sSoNen in vain, ii. 8[
The SurSose oI this essay, il. 244
ThereIore I burnt the wicNed Santacle, ii. 66
ThereIore Soor Crowley lights his SiSe, ii. 210
There is a bare blacN headland which the sea,

i. 46
There is a laNe aPid the snows, ii. 174
There is an eye through which the Kabbalist,

ii. 17
There is an idol in Py house, iii. 97
There is a sense oI Sassion aIter death, i. 182
There is Puch sorcery in the word eleven,

li. 68
There is no hell but earth, ii. 53
µµ There is only one Pore birth,´’ he groaned,

li, 229
There leaSt uSon a breach andlaughed, iii. ror
There was no secret cave, ii. 70
The rose oI the sSringtiPe that bended, ii. 72
The roses oI the world are sad, ii. 71
The schoolboy drudges through his GreeN,

iii. 63
'The scorSionNisses and the stings oI sin, i. 54
The seas that laS the sand, i. 46
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The Second PreceSt is directed against theIt,
ii. 193

These Sortraits, darling, are they yours? ili, 10
The serSent gliPPered through the SriPal tree,

iii. I2I
These strictures Pust include the liar, li. 148
The seven Wise Men oI Martaban, iii. 103
The shiS to the bree]es is bended, i. 220
The solePn hour, and the Pagnetic swoon,

i. 180
'The sound oI the haPPerand steel, ii. 92
The sSears oI the night at her onset, iii. 94
'The story as it runs is this, ii. 182
The story oI a Iool, ii. 53
The strange looN oI a woPan oI the town, ii. Ig
The sun oI love shone through Py love’s deeS

eyes, li. 9
The sword is Pade sharSin our hands, 1. 70
The sword that was broNenis SerIect, iii. 58
The Three Characteristics, ii. 246
The third tiPe bitterly caPe reason bacN, ii. 79
The unutterable void oI Hell is stirred, i. 185
The valleys, that are sSlendid, i. 174
The vault oI SurSle that I strove, i. 29
The veil o' th’ Pist oI the quiet wood is liIted

to the seer’s ga]e, iil. 117
The Virgin lies at BethleheP, ii. 14
The wail oI the wind in the desolate land, i. 49
The wandering waters Pove about the world,

i. 96
The wand oI HerPes, the caduceus wonder-

worNing, iii. 132
µThe waterSot is broNen at the well, iii. 121
The waving surI shone IroP the PeaceIul Sea,

ii. 64
The Wingpd Bull that dwellpd in the north,

ii.
The woodland hollows Nnow us, ii. 75
The woods are very quiet, i. 36
The world is borne uSon thy breast, ii. 130
The world is dusN, e[Sectant oI its dooP, i. 47
The world Poves not, i. 32
The worst oI Peals is that we have to Peet,

i. 18r
The young Pen are girded with swords, i. 72
This Iorbids the taNing liIe in any IorP, ii. 192
This is Py Soint; the world lies bleeding,

ll. I57
This Peditation diIIers IundaPentally IroPthe

usual Hindu Pethods, ii, 252
This SreceSt, against adultery, ii. 193
This SrescriStion has been Pade uS beIore, sir,

ill, 44

This, then, is what I deeP occurred, ii. 182
This tiPe she set her will against Py will, ii. 75
Those who are Post IaPiliar with the sSirit oI

Iair Slay which Servades our great Sublic
schools, iii. 219

Thou Iair ReSublic oversea aIar, i. 136
Thou Nnowest, O Love, ii. 83
Thou Sun, whose swiIt desire to-dayis dull, i. 39
Through Iields oI IoaP ungarnered, i. 149
Thus all conceStions Iail and Iall, ii. 172
Thus, in Ascension, you and I, ii. 152
Thy bra]en Iorehead, and its lustre glooP,

i, 166
To-day thrice halves the lunar weeN, ii. 164
To die aPid the blossoPs oI the Irost, i. 135
To love you, Love, is all Py haSSiness, i. 181

To-night I tread the unsubstantial way, i. 196
To return IroP our little digression to the

original Slan oI our essay, ii. 256
To sea! Tosea! The shiSis triP, iii. 5
Towards the Pountains and the night, i. 89
To what God should he aSSeal? ii. 226
Truth, liNe old Gaul, is sSlit in three, iii. 3
Turn bacN IroP saIety � in Py love abide, i. 133
µTruth, that’s the gold!’ ii. 144
’Twas darN when church was out ! iii. 60
Twilight is over, i. 53

ULYSSES 'scaSed the sorceries oI that queen,
i. I2I

Underthestars the die was cast to win, iii. 65
Under the suPPer leaves, ii. 7
Unity utterPost showed,iii, 209
Unto what liNeness shall I liNen thee, i. 114
Unwilling as I aP to saS the Ioundations,

ii. 192
USheaved IroP Chaos, ii. 33
US, uS, Py bride! Away to ride, iii. 56

WAKE, Iairy Paid, Ior the day, i. 14
Wasit a sense oI utterPost relieI, ii. 83
Was thv Iault to be too tender, ii. 2
Waters that weeS uSon the barren shore, il. 26
We Iear indeed that in the traS, ii. 99
We have Iorgotten all the daysoI Iear, ii. 80
We Nnow what Iools (only) call, ii. 169
We lost a day! Nor Nisses, nor regret, ii. 78
Well, but another way rePains, ii. 155
Well have I said, '
 O God, Thouart, i. 193
Well, IaP lost! The whistle brings no hound,

i. 259
M. Well, SceSticus, are yourestored to health ?

ii. 262
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We ride uSon the Iury oI the blast, i. 47
What ails thee, earth? ii. 31
What change oI language! Ah, Py dear,

iii. 18
What is Py soul? The shadow oI Py will,

i. 194.
What PaNes God then oI all the curses, ii. 17
What Sower or Iascination lie, i. 180
What sadness closes in between, iii. 2
Whatwords are these that shudder through Py

sleeS, i. 103
Whena battle is all but lost and won, ii. 270
When, at the awIul JudgPent-day, God

stands, iii. 115
Whence the blacN lands shudder, ii. 55
When God bethought HiP, i. 1o
When God uSliIted hands to sPite, i. 82
WhenI go to taNe Pansil, ii. 194
When illegitiPate criticisP is Pet with a

sPart swing on the Soint oI the Maw,
lil. 10g

WhenI thinN oI the hundreds oI woPen, i. 195
When the chill oI earth blacN-breasted, ii. 283
When the countenanceIair, i. 76
When the wearily Ialling blossoP oI Pidnight,

iii. 67
Where, in the coSSice, oaN and Sine, i. 169
Where was light when thy body caPe, ii. 9
Whether we adoSt Herbert SSencer's dictuP,

ii. 250
Who art thou, love, by what sweet naPe I

quicNen ? iii, 169
Who is Love, that he should Iind Pe as I�

strive, i. 45
Whois that slinNard PoSing down thestreet,

iii. 99
Whois this Paiden robpd Ior a bride, i. 237
Why did. you sPile when the suPPer was

!

dying, i. 113 |

Whyis thy bacN PadestiII, unrighteous Sriest,
i, I41

Will you not coPe� the unequalIever, iii. 4
Will you not learn to seSarate, iii. 7
Wild Sennons oI sunrise the sSlendid, i. 218
With calP and ShilosoShic Pind, ii. 169
With Ieet set terribly dancing, ii. 36
Within the Iorest glooP, i. 15
With this our µµChristian´ Sarents Parred,

1, 194
Woeis Pe! the brow oI a bra]en Porning,

iii. 215
Would God that I were dead, ii. 124

YE rivers, and ye elePental caves, i. 197
Yes! it's all so blessed and roPantic, Py dear,

thanN the Lord! iii. 46
'
 Yes ! � said Ganesha glooPily, ii. 226
Yes, there are other Shases, dear ! iii. 9
Yet by-and-by I hoSe to weave, ii. 146
Yet ere the stars Saled slowly in the east,

ii. 79
Yet God created (did he not?), ii. 158
'
 You are sad !� the Knight said, 1i. 140
You are silent. That we always were, iii. 2
You buy Py sSirit with those Seerless eyes,

i. 132
You do not well to swell thelist, ii. 182
You laughing little light oI wicNedness, iii. 114
'
 You're a Puddler and an idiot ! � ii. 227
You see I do not base Py thesis, ii. 161
You see, when I was young, they said,

ii. 153
You will not believe what I tell you? iii. 41
You weary Pe with SrooI enough, ii. 178

ZOuRA the Ning by Ieathered Ians, ii. 38
Zounds, Pan! have a care with thy goings,

ili, 69
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