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  About the Author


  
    Eva Selina Laura Gore-Booth (22 May 1870 – 30 June 1926) was an Irish poet and dramatist, and a committed suffragist, social worker and labour activist. She was born at Lissadell House, County Sligo, the younger sister of Constance Gore-Booth (4 February 1868 – 15 July 1927), later known as the Countess Markievicz, whose illustrations have been used in this ebook.


    Both she and her sister, who later became a prominent Irish revolutionary, reacted against their privileged background and devoted themselves to helping the poor and disadvantaged. In 1895, Gore-Booth became seriously ill with threatened tuberculosis. In the following year, while convalescing in Italy, she met and fell in love with Esther Roper, the Manchester-based secretary of the North of England Society for Women’s Suffrage.


    Gore-Booth returned briefly to her home at Lissadell and established a Sligo branch of the Irish Women’s Suffrage and Local Government Association. Within months she rejected her privileged lifestyle and went to live in Manchester with Roper, where the couple had leading roles in the trade union and women’s suffrage movements.


    In 1916 Gore-Booth and Roper established a radical journal entitled ‘Urania,’ which expressed their pioneering views of gender and sexuality.


    In the aftermath of the 1916 Rising Gore-Booth was instrumental in the campaign to secure the reprieve of her sister who had been sentenced to death for her involvement. Along with Alice Stopford Green she also took part in the unsuccessful campaign for the reprieve of Roger Casement. After World War I, Gore-Booth and Roper became members of the Committee for the Abolition of Capital Punishment and worked for prison reform.

  


  
    Eva Gore-Booth was also a poet and playwright. Her first published volume was praised by Yeats and G. W. Russell (Æ). While some of her poems deal with her political activism, most are mystical and religious in theme; Gore-Booth was involved in theosophy and became a member of the Theosophical Society after World War I. Her versions of the Irish myths have a decidedly feminist bent, and her 1923 study A Psychological and Poetic Approach to the Study of Christ in the Fourth Gospel is an early example of feminist theology.


    As she grew older, Gore-Booth was forced to give up active work but continued writing poetry. Esther Roper took care of her throughout her long illness and they were together at the end. Eva Gore-Booth died in 1926 at her home in Hampstead, London.

  


  
    

    Adapted from Wikipedia, with additional information from the highly recommended biography by Sonja Tiernan: Eva Gore-Booth. An image of such politics, Manchester University Press, 2012.
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  NOTE


  
    Several of these Poems have appeared in various magazines. For kind permission to have them reprinted, the Author’s thanks are due to the Editors of ‘The Irish Homestead,’ ‘Longman’s Magazine,’ ‘Temple Bar,’ and the ‘Yellow Book.’

  


  FROM THE GERMAN

  

  (LESSING)


  
    If, Reader, for these poems you should lack


    All sense of gratitude, all words of praise,


    At least you might be thankful for the lays


    That I kept back.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  A LOVE SONG


  
    Like a wave that roams the sea


    So lonely and so free,


    Like a cloud that haunts the sky,


    So distant and so high,


    Like the fragrant summer wind,


    So gentle and so kind,


    Like a castle in the air,


    So joyous and so fair,


    Like a lily by the wall,


    So golden and so tall,


    Gay as any flower that blows,


    Splendid as a sun-lit rose,


    Bright and bravely blossoming,


    Is my Lady of the Spring.


    Fair of face, and clear of sight,


    Living always in the light,


    Valorous and free and strong


    As the wind’s courageous song,


    All of magic sunshine made,


    Secret as a forest glade,


    Silver-lit beneath dark trees


    By pale-starred anemones,


    Fair as that white dawn that gleams


    Through the ivory gate of dreams,


    Glorious to gaze upon,


    With strange lights of summers gone,


    Silver of bright daisies stored,


    Smallest change in summer’s hoard,


    Gold of vanished daffodils,


    Is my Lady of the Hills.


    The grace of all things gay,


    The joy of a swallow’s flight,


    The light of a summer’s day,


    The peace of a moon-lit night,


    All the strength, and the hope, and the gladness of living are hers,


    And her voice is the voice of the wind in a forest of firs.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  IN PRAISE OF LIBERTY


  
    Some care for glory, some for peace,


    The dying have desire to live;


    Sad spirits pray for death’s release,


    The rest that sleep alone can give;


    But peace, or strife, or toil, or rest,


    The stir of life, the silent grave—


    I know that Liberty is best,


    And no man sadder than a slave.

  


  
    And some would see their wealth increase,


    And some would hoard, and some would give,


    And each man has his own caprice,


    And all delight is fugitive;


    A silken robe, a ragged vest,


    For prince or beggar, fool or knave—


    I know that Liberty is best,


    And no man sadder than a slave.

  


  
    True lovers, when their kisses cease


    Cannot forget, will not forgive,


    That Love has but a mortal lease,


    A little time to strive and live;


    They cannot stay the parting guest,


    They can but curse the joy they crave.


    I know that Liberty is best,


    And no man sadder than a slave.

  


  
    For Love is not life’s masterpiece,


    And Hope has nothing much to give,


    And they who find the golden fleece


    Do not so greatly care to live;


    Though rich men smile, and saints are blest,


    And kings rejoice, and lovers rave,


    I know that Liberty is best,


    And no man sadder than a slave.

  


  
    Slave, Love is but a passing jest,


    And life the Herald of the Grave;


    Of these three Liberty is best,


    And no man sadder than a slave.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  ATTAINMENT


  
    I left the brazen tower on the plain,


    And climbed up here through the rain and cold,


    But now I’ll never believe again


    The rainbow’s promise of faery gold.


    Oh! better the glad earth’s golden green


    Than the fading rainbow’s fickle light,


    And better the seen than the unseen,


    The sunny day than the starry night.


    For there ’s storm and sorrow and little mirth


    On the hill where the rainbow touches the earth.

  


  
    Green was the hill from the distant plain,


    The grass was covered with Mary’s gold,


    In the brazen tower again and again


    The song was sung and the tale was told;


    Wonderful songs of the Rainbow Queen


    And her treasure hid from mortal sight,


    The gold deep buried beneath the green,


    And watched by the goblins day and night.


    For there ’s gold and glamour and light and mirth


    On the hill where the rainbow touches the earth.

  


  
    Vain were the words and the warnings vain


    Of those phantom faces pale and cold,


    Faces of dead men lost or slain


    On the bitter quest of the rainbow gold.


    How can one fight with a foe unseen?


    So near the sky should one want for light?


    Where an angel’s footstep once has been


    A star shines out on the darkest night—


    For there ’s light and hope and the shadow of mirth


    On the hill where the rainbow touches the earth.

  


  
    The sun burns low, on the marshy plain


    White fogs hang heavily, dank and cold,


    And the brazen tower gleams through the rain,


    It gleams and glitters and looks like gold.


    Yet here there ’s nothing but grey and green,


    A barren hill on a windy night,


    Not a sight nor sound of the Faery Queen,


    Or the buried gold, or the mystic light,


    No gladness, nor glory, nor joy, nor mirth,


    On the hill where the rainbow touches the earth.
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  A WELCOME


  
    I, the ancient King, and guardian of the city,


    Crave your justice, noble friend, and trust your pity;


    When you ride triumphant down the streets at last,


    As you trample under foot the gardens of the past,


    Be the grass untrodden where the cypress waves,


    Leave some roses blooming on your fathers’ sombre graves;


    Cast no flaming torch to burn a house that falls,


    Let the ivy hang unhindered from the ruins of its walls;


    And although you crown your brows, as victors should, with bays,


    Leave the laurels in the churchyard, for the dead have naught but praise.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  PRAYER OF THE MODERN GREEK


  
    Heroes, from the fields of light,


    Will ye watch the unequal fight?


    Souls who urged the battle on


    To victory at Marathon;


    Gods who bent from heaven to see


    Earth’s valley of Thermopylæ,


    Laurel-crowned and throned in state,


    Free spirits, ye who fought of late


    A fight as glorious as this


    By sea-surrounded Salamis;


    See the incense of our prayer


    Dulls the bright Elysian air,


    Whilst echoes of our grief and wrong


    Still ring across the fields of song.


    Hasten, help us, Strong and True,


    Surely we have need of you;


    Rest no more by lonely streams,


    Where Peace amongst her olives dreams,


    Go forth, nor linger as you pass,


    To gather poppies in the grass,


    But grasp your rusty swords again,


    Ye peaceful ones, for peace is slain.


    Placid-browed, indifferent-eyed,


    Cast your laurel wreaths aside;


    Let each man take his victor’s crown


    And fling it down, oh, fling it down!


    Let Liberty’s coarse cap of red


    Flame out athwart your brows instead,


    Ye souls of heroes long since dead.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  DISILLUSION


  
    When I was young


    The Sirens were most fair;


    Golden harps and golden hair;


    In a strange golden tongue


    Their songs were sung.

  


  
    Now I am old,


    The Muse is all my care;


    She is more fair


    Than Sirens manifold,


    When one is old.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  AN EPITAPH


  
    ‘Alas that every flower is dead!’


    These words a smiling angel read


    Carven on an ancient stone,


    By wild roses overgrown.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  REST


  
    All day the city’s din


    Must hem me in,


    And thus sublime


    At evening time


    Comes my release,


    Where daisies, white


    In the sun’s bright light,


    All silver pure


    The moon endure,


    And Heaven allows the stars caprice,


    Under grey olive boughs I seek for peace.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE PILGRIM


  
    Thus did she follow Art,


    Like a starved sparrow,


    Picking up every crumb


    Dropped on life’s muddy road.


    Meanwhile an arrow


    Sharp pointed from the gods’ abode


    Did quickly come,


    And struck her to the heart.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  A CRITIC


  
    His was the voice


    That—when the morning stars together sang


    In their first rapture of awakened life


    And God’s own angels held their breath for joy,


    Whilst heaven, by that new harmony entranced,


    Was wrapped in awful silence—broke the charm,


    Serenely speaking in cold accents thus—


    ‘I know not, yet methinks ’twas Jupiter


    Went out of tune and spoilt the whole effect.’


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE MUSICIAN TO HIS LADY


  
    Behold this life’s a glorious thing!


    Beloved, for thy joyous sake,


    I’ll write such music as shall make


    Sad angels sing.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  FROM A FAR COUNTRY


  
    I have such longing to be home again,


    ’Tis lucky that the Muse


    Doth still refuse


    To visit me on wingèd Pegasus,


    For if she came to see me riding thus


    I might be tempted with prosaic force


    To steal her horse.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  


  [Goddess of Drudgery, to thee]


  
    Drudgery itself is a sort of goddess.— SYMONDS.

  


  
    Goddess of Drudgery, to thee


    I dedicate my hopes and all my days,


    Knowing that labour brings no earthly praise


    Nor heavenly bliss for guerdon,


    Only this:


    The promise of a higher life, to be—


    The lightening of life’s burden


    Of satiety.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE REPENTANCE OF EVE

  

  (A PICTURE BY CON GORE-BOOTH)


  
    This is our Mother Eve, who shall not win


    Respite or peace; in vain she makes lament


    She ate but half the fruit, sinned half the sin,


    Eternal hunger is her punishment.

  


  
    She weeps and mourns for that sweet apple’s sake


    Whilst high above her in the sacred tree,


    Coiled round its withered boughs, the wily snake


    Smiles over her lost opportunity.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  JOAN OF ARC


  
    The treasure of age and the hope of youth


    And the hidden light of the dreamer’s heart,


    A treacherous word in the ear of Truth,


    The breath of fools on the mirror of Art;


    Honour and glory and slander and shame,


    These are the golden gifts of Fame.

  


  
    And the soul that fought for a laurel crown


    Shall flaunt it aloft in the victor’s car,


    But his golden fancies must dwindle down


    Like the flames that kindled a burnt out star;


    Indolence, safety, a glorious name,


    These are the golden gifts of Fame.

  


  
    But she whose spirit was strong in the strife


    Has gained the guerdon that was her due—


    The torture of death and the height of life,


    The blackness of Hell and the Heaven’s blue,


    Strength and rapture and sword and flame,


    These are the golden gifts of Fame.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  A STORM


  
    From the jasmine on the wall


    Such thick showers of white stars fall,


    That the violet at her feet


    Shivers in her safe retreat,


    Looking upward, blue with fright,


    Shudders at the dreadful sight,


    Folds her leaves and crouches low,


    Hiding from such early snow;


    Nay, it is not Winter yet,


    Only Autumn, Violet!


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  TRIOLET

  

  (‘L’AMITIÉ EST L’AMOUR SANS AILES’)


  
    If love has lost a wing


    He shall not fly away,


    For life has lost a sting


    If love has lost a wing,


    Though, idly wandering,


    He yet may go astray;


    If love has lost a wing


    He shall not fly away.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  TO ——


  
    In lines thus narrow


    Your mind can harrow


    The fields of thought,


    But never the wheat


    Shall grow at your feet;


    You don’t know how


    To drive the plough,


    You won’t be taught;


    You’ll find to-morrow,


    With heavy sorrow,


    Your harvest naught.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  A FABLE


  
    When restless Psyche of the radiant wings


    In pity on a drooping lily lit,


    She meant to rest a while and gladden it


    With light and life and faery flutterings.

  


  
    This was the sorrow of a summer’s morn:


    Just then, a laughing child, half mad with play


    And sunshine, chased the butterfly away,


    And the poor flower was left for aye forlorn.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  TO THE PEOPLE ON EARTH


  
    Ye tortured mortals, cease your cries,


    Ye are but fools who thus forget


    That in the centre of your Bridge of Sighs


    There is an oubliette!


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  A SPIRIT IN PRISON


  
    At midnight on the high sea


    A strange voice spoke to me,


    Strange eyes gleamed through the blast,


    A strange form stood by the mast.


    These are the words the phantom spoke:


    ‘I was the Dryad of an ancient oak,


    ‘My house was deep in the forest glade,


    ‘Strong were the walls, green was the shade.


    ‘Oh for the life so bright and good,


    ‘The long cool grass, the sun-lit wood,


    ‘The dear delight of mother earth,


    ‘The gladness of her summer mirth,


    ‘Beneath my feet her greenery spread,


    ‘And great boughs rustling overhead!’


    ‘Oh for the sheets of shining blue,


    ‘Down by the stream where the hyacinths grew


    ‘Now the Naiads dream alone,


    ‘And the laurel’s overgrown,


    ‘Strangling ivy free to choke


    ‘Every unprotected oak;


    ‘Nettles growing long and rank


    ‘Straggle up the river bank;


    ‘Unmourned, neglected utterly,


    ‘Sweet flowers shed their leaves and die.


    ‘Great Phœbus, I would rather now


    ‘Be the poor wretch who drives the plough


    ‘From morn till even, toiling thus,


    ‘In long straight lines monotonous;


    ‘Whose feet have never learnt to stray


    ‘From drudgery’s most narrow way;


    ‘Than wander up and down the earth


    ‘Bereft of freedom, void of mirth;


    ‘No strife well fought, no battle won,


    ‘No sweet rest earned, no labour done.


    ‘The ghost of a nymph thus fettered fast


    ‘To this ghost of a tree men call a mast.


    ‘Tossing always to and fro


    ‘Where ever you mortals choose to go,


    ‘Thus I live on the wild sea,


    Misery, ah misery!’


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  WEARINESS


  
    Amid the glare of light and song


    And talk that knows not when to cease,


    The sullen voices of the throng,


    My weary soul cries out for peace,


    Peace and the quietness of death;


    The wash of waters deep and cool,


    The wind too faint for any breath


    To stir oblivion’s silent pool,


    When all who swim against the stream,


    And they that laugh, and they that weep,


    Shall change like flowers in a dream


    That wither on the brows of sleep.

  


  
    For silence is the song sublime,


    And every voice at last must cease,


    And all the world at evening time


    Floats downwards through the gates of peace,


    Beyond the gloom of shadowy caves


    Where water washes on the stones,


    And breaks with quiet foamless waves


    The night’s persistent monotones;


    The stars are what the flowers seem,


    And where the sea of thought is deep,


    The moonlight glitters like a dream,


    On weary waters gone to sleep.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  PROMISES


  
    Snowdrops pushing through the snow


    Already bring,


    From nature’s quiet grave below


    The cold and darkness whence they grow,


    White thoughts of Spring.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  A STUDENT


  
    I am well learned in all the weary lore


    Of all the ancients, and my brain is tired;


    Each day I seem to wonder more and more,


    Is this great knowledge much to be desired?

  


  
    But just two things I’d really like to know—


    These childish questions haunt me day and night—


    ‘Where do the spirits of dead people go?


    And, in the darkness, what becomes of light?’


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  JANE CLERMONT TO BYRON


  
    Your words are vain.


    You wounded me; the pain was fierce,


    But now at last


    Your power is past,


    For, like a wasp, you left your sting


    In my sore sorrow festering;


    And thus you lost the means to pierce


    My heart again.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  PREOCCUPATION


  
    Thus did our swift boat past the islands glide,


    The pleasant islands of Delight and Youth,


    Where dwell the Sirens; as it sped along


    He did not even hear their fatal song,


    For Orpheus was standing by his side,


    Making sweet music of an unknown truth.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  ASPIRATIONS


  
    Eels in the mud of the garden pond,


    Do you ever think of a life beyond,


    Do you ever see that the sky is blue,


    And wish that the moon was nearer you?


    Do you ever sigh when the skylark sings,


    And dream of wings?


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  AN AUTHOR


  
    He wrote all day, he could not think,


    His very blood was turned to ink,


    He burned with endless patient toil


    Whole gallons full of midnight oil—


    A sort of Paper Chase sublime


    He ran with Time.


    Methinks he strewed the scent too thick,


    Time caught him, he grew old and sick;


    He ran too fast, he lost his breath


    And fell an easy prey to death.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  AN OLD STORY


  
    A maiden loved Diogenes,


    Well she thought the sage to please,


    But he did not understand her,


    Treated her like Alexander;


    To all her blandishments replied,


    ‘Gracious Maiden, stand aside,


    When your pleasant talk is done


    I would see the blessed sun.’


    After such cross words as these,


    Still she loved Diogenes.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  TRICOLOR


  
    In liberty of thought,


    Equality of life,


    The generations sought


    A rest from hate and strife.

  


  
    Hard work on common ground,


    Strong arms and spirits free,


    In these at last they found


    Fraternity.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  A DISCOVERY


  
    Hope and Life came to the well


    Where dwelt the toad Despair,


    They said, ‘It’s deep, and who can tell


    If truth lies buried there.’


    They stirred the bottom with a stick,


    They sought for Truth’s abode,


    And only found the mud was thick,


    And in it lived a Toad.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  DIE RHEINBAHN


  
    Als sie beendet war,


    Ein junger Fischer sah,


    Im hellen Mondenschein,


    Von ihrem Fels, mit wild Geschrei,


    Das schönste Mädchen Lorelei


    Sich toll hinunter stürzen in den Rhein.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  A POLITICIAN


  
    ‘Oh, Sisyphus, a weary life is yours


    Of endless toil and unrewarded pain.’


    ‘Not so, my friend,’ said he;


    ‘I toil to push my stone uphill, of course,


    But then I rest, and there’s a sight to see


    Each time, with right good will,


    The stone turns slowly on the hill,


    Although I rolled it up with all my force,


    The little impish schoolboy in my brain


    Chuckles to watch it rattling down again.’


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  DEAD LEAVES


  
    Is this what it means to die—


    Free and fair, powers of the air,


    On the wings of the wind to fly—


    Bold and bright, in sheets of light


    Out of the shaken sky;


    Over the wold in showers of gold


    Stricken of colours manifold,


    Shattered and scattered left to lie—


    Is this what it means to die?

  


  
    Is this what it means to die—


    Round and round, down to the ground,


    Floating and falling helplessly,


    Gold in the dust as dead things must,


    Wet and sodden, or hard and dry,


    Footsteps drowned in a rustling sound,


    Sweet to the feet of the passer by;


    To soar like gods for a space, and then


    To be trodden underfoot of men,


    Prostrate thus in the dust to lie—


    Is this what it means to die?


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  MORNING GLORY


  
    Perfectly pure and pale, a thing apart,


    Where long rank grass and common hedge flowers grow,


    Most like a star cast down from Heaven thou art,


    Here, by the dusty wayside, lying low


    With one brown earth stain at thy radiant heart.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  A NIGHTMARE


  
    I wrote eight verses late last night,


    And slept, and lo! a wondrous sight,


    There came eight funerals instead


    Marching slowly past my bed.


    As they went each nodding plume


    Swayed and rhymed across the gloom.


    In the twinkling of an eye,


    The whole procession passed me by,


    And every verse—became a hearse


    To carry murdered poetry.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  TO A POET


  
    No voices speak to thee—


    No visions shalt thou see—


    The very sunset thou shalt know


    But in its fading afterglow.


    In thy mind’s secret place


    Is neither light, nor song, nor grace—


    Foolish echoes, void of sound,


    Wander o’er the stony ground.


    In such an arid desert set,


    Music doth her truth forget;


    And in her highest rapture croons


    But snatches of remembered tunes.


    Think’st thou that life shall cast divine


    Pearls before such feet as thine?


    Strive as well thou mayest strive—


    Thou art only half alive.


    Ah, God! the sounds unheard,


    The whispered word,


    The songs unsung


    By mortal tongue,


    The shaft of light,


    Straight from the low sun’s golden bow,


    No power shall throw


    Across thy spirit’s night,


    Nor any life, nor beauty, shalt thou know,


    But endless echoes, and an afterglow!


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  A SONG


  
    I sing the song of the river,


    That mirrors the shallow stars,


    While misty moonbeams shiver


    Behind their cloudy bars;


    The stars, in mystic dances,


    Flicker and flash and gleam,


    To woo with their burning glances


    The icy-hearted stream.

  


  
    A voice of siren gladness


    Floats clear across the sky,


    And kindles into madness


    The river’s melody.


    For heaven’s fairest daughters


    Are singing like love-sick maids,


    To waken the sleepy waters


    With starry serenades.

  


  
    These cunning, clear-voiced Pleiads


    Shine out so near, they seem


    To lie like white-armed Naiads


    On the breast of the loving stream;


    The song of the starry seven


    Floats down in waves of light


    Across the vaults of heaven


    And through the shades of night.

  


  
    I sing the song of the showers


    That fall on the river’s breast,


    Forsaking their cloudy towers


    Away in the gleaming west;


    They whisper the secret story


    How fair, on far-off heights,


    The stars, in lonely glory,


    Burn cold, deceitful lights.

  


  
    The river laughs in their faces,


    Despising their fickle play,


    Now he knows their airy graces


    Are thousands of miles away;


    And they will not leave the beauty


    And light of heaven above,


    For a doubtful earthly duty,


    And a humble earthly love.

  


  
    I sing the song of the rushes,


    That bend o’er the river and pry


    To read its heart as it gushes


    In musical gladness by.


    It ripples over the shingle,


    And passes in laughter away,


    To where its waters mingle


    With the ocean of yesterday.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  ‘AN IDYLL’

  

  (A Picture by MAURICE GREIFFENHAGEN.)


  
    In the twilight land of gleams,


    Through the dusky waves of corn,


    Where the scarlet sunset dreams


    Languid of the morrow morn;


    Where the poppies nod and smile,


    Climbing slowly, one by one,


    Past the bank, beyond the stile,


    Up to meet the setting sun.


    Let us wander on and on,


    As the dreamy poppies do,


    Till the silent night is gone,


    And we meet the morning blue.

  


  
    If we wander very far,


    We shall find that distant land,


    Where the rainbow jewels are


    Buried deep beneath the sand.


    Dreamy eyes and gleaming hair,


    Where are gems that flash and shine


    Like those jewels rich and rare


    On the breast of Proserpine.


    For we toil not, must not weep,


    Cannot feel your scorn,


    In the arms of love and sleep,


    Dreaming through the corn.

  


  
    So they wandered through the fields,


    Till they came at last to Life,


    Holding up two golden shields


    And her poisoned sword of strife.


    And they would have passed her by,


    But she lifted up her head


    With a passing weary sigh,


    And reluctantly she said:


    ‘You must toil and you must weep


    Bear my love and scorn,’


    Far from where the poppies sleep,


    Nodding through the corn.

  


  
    ‘Take these heavy golden shields,


    Wake and gird yourselves to fight,


    Leave the dreamy poppy fields


    And the dreary shades of night.’


    But he flung the shield aside,


    Down the sword of life she cast,


    Dreamily he clasped his bride,


    Dreamily they floated past.


    Plucked the poppies, rich and red,


    Bound them round the brows of life;


    ‘Come and rest with us,’ they said,


    ‘Rest from all your barren strife.’

  


  
    So Life followed, poppy crowned,


    Steeped in blissful sleep,


    And her eyes, grown strange and round,


    Quite forgot to weep.


    Thus they wander on and on,


    As the holy spirits may;


    Change is past, and time is gone,


    Till they meet the coming day—


    For they toil not, cannot weep,


    Feel not any scorn,


    In the arms of love and sleep,


    Dreaming through the corn.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  SONG OF THE FAIR EXILE


  
    In this cold country of the seas


    The hills are gray, the mist is white;


    My very spirit seems to freeze,


    I shut my eyes on such a sight.


    Then all about me everywhere


    Golden lilies float and dance;


    My God, I wish that I were there—


    The sun shines joyously in France!

  


  
    In Scotland, people never smile,


    ’Tis months since I have heard a song;


    They tell me I am very vile,


    And everything I do is wrong.


    There’s nothing left but psalms and prayer,


    The folk don’t even care to dance;


    My God, I wish that I were there—


    Men live so joyously in France!

  


  
    ’Tis true that here I live in state,


    At home I’ve many foes, they say,


    Yet surely ’twere a noble fate


    To die thus free and young and gay;


    Death comes to all, why should I care?


    I think I’ll go and take my chance,


    And if they murder me out there—


    Well, folk die happily in France.

  


  
    Gold fetters bind my hands and feet,


    Men bow before me very low,


    And soldiers stand behind my seat,


    They follow me where’er I go.


    My guards take such unceasing care


    To save me from each evil chance,


    I often think in blank despair—


    I’ll never get to Heaven, or France!

  


  
    Yet sometimes, for long hours, I stand


    And gaze and wonder at the sea;


    And think of that fair distant land,


    The only Paradise for me!


    Among the vines and olives there


    In sunshine all my spirits dance,


    My God, the South is very fair,


    Some day, I shall go back to France.

  


  
    Yon golden lilies, flowers of light,


    Still folded in the dark away,


    Shall flaunt yet in a nation’s sight,


    Sun-gilded on that glorious day


    When all about us everywhere,


    The people laugh and sing and dance;—


    My God, I wish that I were there,


    Safe home at last in sunny France.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE EXILE’S RETURN


  
    You are old and I am young,


    Fling high the golden ball,


    Bells of joy for all are rung,


    The sun shines on us all.


    Rain fell heavily last night,


    Ah, but now the world is bright!


    Let us laugh and sing and dance,


    For the sun shines fair in France.


    And the rainy night is done,—


    Forward, Children of the Sun!

  


  
    Though the orange blossom’s dead


    And withered petals fall,


    Fling gold oranges instead,


    The sun shines on us all!


    Here we are at home again,


    Past is our long dream of pain;


    Let us laugh and sing and dance


    Though all flowers are dead in France


    Yet the day of death is done,


    For the Children of the Sun.

  


  
    Though you people cannot sing,


    Yet catch the golden ball,


    There’s a skylark on the wing,


    The sun shines on us all.


    Shines athwart the flitting breeze,


    On green vines and olive trees,


    Clasp your hands, my friends, and dance,


    Golden oranges of France,


    Life and liberty are won,


    By the Children of the Sun.

  


  
    Scotland may be gray with cold,


    Let hail or snowstorms fall,


    Here the world is green and gold,


    The sun shines on us all.


    Wave the flags and ring the bells,


    Out of Scottish dungeon cells


    Here we come to sing and dance,


    Back to liberty and France.


    Joy and freedom should be one


    To the Children of the Sun.

  


  
    Though the roses all are dead,


    Fling high the golden ball,


    Golden lilies bloom instead,


    The sun shines on us all.


    Earth shall echo with the shout


    As we shake the banner out;


    Round the flag of Freedom dance,


    Splendid fleur-de-lys of France!


    Life and liberty are one


    For the Children of the Sun!


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  CLOUDS


  
    Drooping over Ireland, veiled in sombre gray,


    See the sky is weeping all its light away;


    Heedless of the magic music of the spheres


    Drooping over Ireland, land of falling tears.

  


  
    Land of falling tears and broken promises;


    Land of idle slaves and famine and distress,


    Land of crime and struggle, and of futile strife,


    Land of acquiescence, land without a life!

  


  
    See amid the shadows where dead Ireland lies,


    Justice stands, the future flashes from her eyes:


    After thy new birth of travail and of pain,


    Rise, she says, dead nation, live and hope again.

  


  
    Nay, not dead but sleeping; surely she shall wake,


    In her mighty hands her life and honour take,


    Drink the wine of courage, break the bread of life,


    Bear the sword of Freedom foremost in the strife.

  


  
    Soon above those mountains clothed in sombre gray


    Joyous winds shall scatter clouds and mists away;


    Ireland’s sun is shining, strong and free again,


    And her fields are all the greener for the rain.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  A TRAITOR


  
    You think that I was false for guerdon or for gold,


    Nay, friends, I was not bought by such a base reward;


    Whose fingers smote and rang out, fearlessly, of old


    Steel music, and the clashing rhythms of the sword.


    Nay, how could I have cared for any golden chain


    Beneath that hateful medal shining on my breast,


    My conquered heart beats on in sobs of smothered pain,


    I mourn for my lost faith, I cannot sleep nor rest.


    They did not try a bribe, they were too wise for that,


    They said, ‘It’s only just to hear the other side.’


    I wish that they had turned and stabbed me where I sat:


    No traitor, your true friend I should have lived and died.


    And now that I have left you, your young men have dared


    Their fickle friend and leader daily to revile—


    I am ‘he whose avarice all his soul ensnared,’


    ‘Who feigned to love, like Judas, hating all the while.’


    Nay, friends, can you not fancy, did you never find


    The foe that slays and spares not all you hold most dear,


    Your enemy, your heart’s worst traitor, your own mind?


    For this is life’s last strife, that all men born must fear;


    With reason for a sword the mind goes forth to fight,


    The Heart’s fair citadel is guarded by love’s wall,


    Strange thoughts fly thick and fast, winged arrows swift as light,


    The feelings yield, the fight is o’er, the towers fall,


    And death, death, death, to those who flee or yield,


    Death to the vanquished, mercy is not there;


    Cold lies the dead heart on the battle field,


    Food for that bitter worm men call Despair.


    ’Tis death, death, death, and this is death indeed,


    Lay the slain powers in a soldier’s grave—


    Now is the martial mind for ever freed;


    See o’er the dead her glorious standard wave—


    Fair flag of freedom, splendid star of Truth,


    I will follow ever where thy beams are shed;


    Yea, though they light me to the grave of youth,


    And shine athwart pale faces newly dead.


    Hope for the morrow, faith in what shall be,


    Trust in the spirit’s striving that ascends


    To hard-earned life, far stronger and more free


    Than all your long lost love, my scornful friends.


    ’Tis life, life, life, the battle on the height—


    The wand’rer groping through the pathless wood—


    The patient following of a far-off light—


    The fight for freedom and for brotherhood.


    And if the darkness ever fades away,


    And in fair light we friends together stand,


    I think that I can promise in that day


    You shall not scorn to wring a traitor’s hand;


    For light, light, light is all we want on earth,


    Hearts were not hard if only eyes could see,


    We who are blind and selfish from our birth


    Are wrapped about with clouds and mystery.


    But light, light, light, we pray for all mankind


    A ray of sunshine on the churchyard sod,


    Fire in each heart—a torch in every mind,


    A star among the shadows veiling God!


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  AN EPITAPH


  
    O God, I thank Thee that all things must end,


    That soon pale life shall strive and cry no more,


    That Death tears down the veil Faith cannot rend,


    And wide before me stands an open door!


    That Thou hast given to pain a potent sword,


    And, building all the mansions of the Blest,


    Hast still created in Thy mercy, Lord,


    Before the House of Death, a Gate of Rest.


    And thou, my friend and comrade, hold my hand,


    Here on the threshold in the fading light


    Watch by my side, together let us stand


    And hearken to the voices of the night.


    Write thou these words in ashes, nay, embroider them


    In gold and purple, a phylactery


    Of pious thoughts, sewn round the vesture’s hem


    Of that pale ghost, fast-fading Memory:


    ‘He was a slave, fast bound to Fortune’s wheel,


    A saint, who strove in vain to serve the Lord—


    A sufferer whom no human art could heal—


    A soldier fighting with a broken sword—


    He was a sinner, whom may God forgive


    In pity on his life-long misery;


    By his own heart betrayed he feared to live,


    By his own hand destroyed he dared not die!


    Oh, listen, ye who stand upon the higher slope,


    And strain against the world’s low prison bars,


    And climb the rugged mountain tops of Hope


    Seeking for Joy amongst the barren stars.


    Ye, who would probe the secrets of the night—


    Fret not yourselves, ye go but whence ye came;


    Climb ye by faith who have no clearer light,


    Back to the silent land without a name.


    Thus be assured that Peace shall come at last


    Though Hope be dead, and Faith grow cold and strange,


    And all your years of endless life be past—


    Bow yourselves to the changeless law of change.


    Nay, when the wind’s voice in the wilderness


    Prepares the way for winter, scattering


    Sweet memories of summer’s long caress,


    And all the broken promises of Spring,


    Have ye not felt the first faint shudder pass


    Right through the garden; seen the daisies sink


    Their blushing faces deeper in the grass,


    Whilst high above them stricken lilies shrink,


    Each white-faced martyr bound upon a stake.


    The coward wind may stab them as it will,


    They know not how to bend, they cannot break,


    They can but wither slowly and be still.


    See where the hollyhocks, a gaudy row,


    Stand up erect against the darkening sky,


    Flaunting so bravely lest the wind should know


    The secret of their burnt-up agony;


    They too can bear their burden, undismayed,


    The hidden anguish and the secret stain,


    It is not only lilies that must fade


    Or chastened martyrs who can suffer pain;


    Sinner and saint still languish side by side—


    Virgin and harlot must alike endure—


    To what man’s life is misery denied?


    Few can be martyrs, Death is always sure.


    Think ye that Christ alone in torment died,


    Whilst all the careless world stood round to see?


    What of the thieves so justly crucified,


    One at each side of him on Calvary?


    Who does not suffer, who shall enter in


    The narrow path that leadeth unto life


    Without the knowledge gained through death and sin,


    Unsanctified by grief and bitter strife?


    Has not for man’s salvation pain sufficed?


    Those who with Him in torture drew their breath,


    Stand now for ever face to face with Christ,


    Ennobled thus and glorified by death,


    Thus bound together by a common woe,


    Scorn of despair and loss, contempt of gain,


    The only Christian brotherhood we know


    Is Christ’s eternal brotherhood of Pain.


    All men are equal, yet in this alone


    The spirit lives, the body perisheth;


    Amid the darkness of the blind unknown


    We feel the austere equality of death.


    Freedom is fair, yet is no spirit free,


    Bound and constrained by every linked nerve


    Of this great chain of flesh; for liberty


    Is but the power to labour and to serve


    Unlimited, unfettered, unrestrained


    By the heart’s weakness and the failing breath;


    Only through pain is perfect peace attained,


    And life’s ideal reached at last by death.


    Who are ye, then, that ye should stand alone


    Above the grovelling crowd serene and high,


    In the calm cloudland of the fair unknown,


    Building your golden stair to scale the sky?


    Can ye throw back the sunset gates of flame,


    And gaze deep down into the Heaven’s blue?


    And write across the sky God’s Holy Name,


    So that all men may know that He is true?


    Nay, then, come down from these your lonely heights,


    Give up the holy joys of solitude,


    And stars and storms, and all divine delights;


    Now the coarse faces of the multitude


    Must be to you as once was nature’s face,


    For the unfailing good, the changeless law of right,


    Do battle in the crowded market place—


    I, the dead coward, bid you heroes fight;


    And ye who dwell among the valleys, glad


    With the earth’s gladness and the youth of things,


    Care not, though youth shall fail and all the joys ye had


    Fly from the rustling of death’s mighty wings;


    Though love be very fair and deep your life’s delight,


    Yet rest is fairer, and the grave as deep;


    Hearken unto the voices of the night,


    Shall there be any bliss like this of sleep?


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  FINGER POSTS


  I


  
    This is the way of Heaven: you may kneel


    And beat your breast for hours in futile prayer.


    No faint light flickers on the golden stair,


    No hand draws back the curtains that conceal


    That land of shadows men imagine fair,


    And the beloved shade who wanders there


    Invisible, no power shall reveal.


    Men talk of all the strength of love and faith;


    Vain words and false, it is an idle boast


    To dream we hold communion with a ghost,


    Or bring to earth again a vanished wraith.


    No shadow answers to a shadow’s call,


    This is the way of all things spiritual.


    •

  


  II


  
    This is the way of Nature, as of old,


    When from the primal darkness first there grew


    Flowers, and the sun shone and all the sky was blue,


    And life’s bright promises were manifold,


    Her hidden wealth is now as then untold;


    He who digs deep enough shall find her true,


    Each miner gains at last his honest due


    Of her great buried store of gems and gold.


    This is the way of Earth: she hears the call


    Of every ploughman’s prayer; the labourer,


    If he be worthy, has his will of her


    From the deep furrows where the good seeds fall.


    She brings forth hope, and all the life that clings


    Round the strong patience of material things.


    •

  


  III


  
    This is the way of Sorrow: wearily


    Should one set out with such a weary guide;


    The path is narrow and the world is wide,


    And no man knoweth any reason why.


    And yet ’tis foolishness to strive or cry,


    The doom must fall on whom the gods decide,


    They walk with pain for ever at their side,


    Through her long wilderness of mystery.


    Yet though sweet sorrow hath few words to say,


    A dull companion on a lonely road;


    Yea, though she hath not faith enough to pray;


    And on life’s shoulders binds a heavy load,


    Her heart is true, her footsteps shall not stray.


    She leads at last unto the gods’ abode.


    •

  


  IV


  
    This is the way of Joy: the artist knows


    The secret that makes all things fresh and fair.


    She gives a fragrance to the summer air,


    And, flashing by where life’s dull river flows,


    She shakes the languor of its slow repose,


    And drives it, scattering music everywhere,


    Up to the foot of Heaven’s golden stair,


    Through the wild tangles of the mystic rose;


    There, in the shade beside the river’s bed,


    She rests awhile, and dabbles in the stream—


    Till down the giddy mazes of her dream


    She finds the little peaceful hour has fled.


    Then forth into the startled sky she springs


    With swift wet feet, and shining golden wings.


    •

  


  V


  
    This is the way of Life when Joy has fled:


    She passes through a wilderness of cloud,


    And, wrapped in music for a mimic shroud,


    She comes unto the dwellings of the Dead.


    No river now, a mournful nymph instead,


    By Joy’s short sojourn with a soul endowed,


    She seeks for her among the nameless crowd


    That throng the gateway of the Halls of Dread—


    Seeks for the long-lost Joy, the light divine,


    The Paradise that she shall never win—


    Content at last, and glad to enter in


    Despair’s abode, and rest with Proserpine,


    Sorrow, whose eyes are dark with unshed tears,


    And all the ghostly company of fears.


    •

  


  VI


  
    This is the way of Love: a ray of light


    In the mid forest through the foliage shines,


    And makes green shadows of the serried pines,


    Bringing a secret pathway into sight,


    Where two may walk alone in their delight,


    And half in darkness: for the thick set lines


    Of mighty trees their narrow road confines


    With the black limits of enshrouding night.


    Yet has the forest fortress failed in strength;


    Swift windy beams split through the leafy screen,


    And pierce the heavy shroud of waving green,


    Until the narrow pathway feels at length


    The strength of sunshine and the light of rain,


    And broadens out into the open plain.


    •

  


  VII


  
    This is the road of Hope, that some men call


    The way of Love, far out of human sight,


    Amid strange mansions of austere delight:


    A way of shadows, pale, æthereal,


    High among stars and storms, outsoaring all


    The silent glories of each lonely height,


    Above the tumult of the windy night,


    Beyond the bounds of Heaven’s cloudy wall,


    Still God’s calm splendour shineth overhead,


    The great white way where light and gladness are;


    This is the Joy of earth transfigurèd,


    Set high in heaven, very faint and far;


    The glorious Highway of the holy Dead,


    The path of Love from star to scattered star.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  HYMN


  
    ‘The wind bloweth where it listeth....So is everyone that is born of the Spirit.’

  


  
    Holy Spirit, force of light,


    Soul of beauty out of sight,


    Height of light and depth of pain,


    Golden sunshine after rain;


    Shivering seas and winds that glide,


    Shadows on the mountain side,


    All things swift and all things strong,


    Life and colour, hope and song,


    Are Thine, O Lord Divine.


    Freedom of the winds that fly


    Through waste spaces of the sky,


    Freedom of the thoughts that range


    On from change to endless change,


    Force of life that shall not yield,


    Victor on the battle-field,


    Lightning winged, and fire shod,


    Freedom of the laws of God;


    Spirit born of liberty,


    If the truth can make us free,


    In the power of the whole


    Of the world’s impatient soul,


    Strive with us when we aspire


    In the strength of self-restraint,


    To the land above desire,


    And the life beyond constraint


    Of the saint.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  SONNET


  
    They who rise satiate from Life’s banquet, spread


    With mystic providence of food and wine,


    Would worship something for an outward sign


    That they are grateful, being fully fed.


    Thus do they reverence golden calves instead


    Of God, and all high thoughts resign,


    Mistake abundance for the life Divine,


    Fulfilment for the secret of the dead.


    They shall not probe the mysteries of pain,


    The primal truths, whose feet have never trod


    Life’s barren wilderness of strife and strain,


    Nor learnt among her solitudes that God


    Not Satan is the spirit that denies,—


    The life and essence of self-sacrifice.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  A SOLDIER


  
    ‘Young knight, go forth and slay


    The Dragon while ’tis day,


    For soon the sun will set


    On your most vain regret,


    That no fair deed is done


    Ere set of sun.’

  


  
    ‘Nay, rather would I fight


    In darkness,’ said the knight,


    ‘Than go forth unprepared


    Unto my work, ensnared


    By reckless vanity,


    To do or die.

  


  
    ‘My sword not sharp enough,


    My armour sorry stuff,


    My horse half trained and wild,


    Defenceless as a child


    And immature,


    Defeat were sure.’

  


  
    ‘Yet doth the snake alway


    Such harmless people slay,


    And work his wicked will,


    The while you linger still,


    Jousting and throwing spears


    Through youth’s best years.

  


  
    ‘And all your blows ring hard,


    Sham fighting in the yard;


    I pray you waste no time,


    The battle joy sublime


    Is life to men like you.


    Bold hearts are few.’

  


  
    The soldier answered not,


    But still his blows fell hot


    And thick; his way he rent


    Through the mad tournament;


    Long strove he undismayed


    To learn his trade.

  


  
    But when strong-armed he rode


    At last from his abode,


    The country people said,


    ‘Behold, the Dragon’s dead.


    For all your warlike state,


    You are too late.

  


  
    ‘A knight unknown to fame,


    A braver warrior, came


    Across the sea to do


    The deed God meant for you.


    Thus has a stranger’s sword


    Earned your reward!’

  


  
    He smiled. ‘Shall I repine


    For fame that is not mine,


    And grudge with childish greed


    Another man his deed?


    Mourn at the sight of this


    Brave brother’s bliss?

  


  
    ‘Whilst still beneath the sun


    There’s work for every one,


    And never yet was knight


    Who found no foe to fight,


    No sword did ever lack


    Some skull to hack!’

  


  
    ‘As long as hearts are wrung,


    As long as songs are sung,


    Whilst still the Star of Hope


    Reigns in Life’s horoscope,


    The whole world through


    There’s work to do.’

  


  
    ‘Then forth strong armed I go


    To meet an unknown foe,


    An unknown friend to save,


    And fill an unknown grave.


    Thank God, the world is wide


    Through which I ride!

  


  
    ‘Forward through field and wood,


    To some far goal of good,


    Content if by the way


    Some evil thing I slay;


    Dreaming, when life seems hard,


    Of Joyous Gard.’

  


  
    I know not how he fared


    Who was so well prepared,


    Nor if the tales were true,


    Of giants that he slew,


    Of deeds of valour done,


    And battles won.

  


  
    Of hardships well endured,


    And captives fast immured


    He set at liberty—


    Such things as these may be—


    Right well I know he did his best—


    Sweet be his rest!


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  FEBRUARY AT ADARE


  
    Beneath a mist of dog-wood buried deep,


    Here, as I passed along the riverside,


    I found the Spring low-laid in blissful sleep,


    Entranced she seemed, yet watching open-eyed


    The deep brown pools that lie beneath the stream


    Like great thoughts hidden in a misty dream,


    The shadowy fishes darting to and fro,


    And all the wintry sunshine come and go.


    She seemed as one about to wake, who lingers


    Yet on the blessed borderland of consciousness,


    Her hair streamed down between her claspèd fingers,


    And fell upon the stream like a caress,


    To make a little passing stir and shiver


    In the cool surface of the lazy river.


    You might have thought her dead, so still she lay,


    This sleeping beauty, whom the tyrannous time


    Had left to dream the ice-bound hours away


    In calm despair or confidence sublime.


    The laurel wreathed about her sunken head


    Its sickly fragrance through the bower shed;


    All round here there had grown a magic ring,


    Enchanted snowdrops, whitely blossoming,


    Planted by faery hands long time ago,


    Perfect alike in beauty and in number,


    Bore witness to the pureness of her slumber;


    Unstained of sinfulness, undimmed by woe,


    Passed by of fear, untouched by joy or sorrow,


    Serene she waits life’s call and God’s divine tomorrow.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  A CHOICE


  
    In His Rainbow Garden, God


    Made the Spirit of the Spring,


    The very sunshine on the sod


    Rose to greet her, seemed to sing,


    As she openèd her eyes


    In the Flower’s Paradise.


    On the morning of her birth


    He gave her leave to pluck a flower


    From his Rainbow Garden bower,


    To take with her down to earth.


    The Spirit chose


    No gaudy rose;


    She passed where lilies blossomed fair,


    Making sweet the fields of air,


    Golden sunflowers in vain


    Called to her to turn again;


    When her scent-compelling feet


    Trod violets, she found them sweet,


    And passed the fragrant flowers by,


    And hurried down the Eastern sky;


    Till by Heaven’s utmost wall


    She met the Dawn, who, as she went,


    Scattered blossoms, letting fall


    A glory through the firmament.


    Down like a faded star she threw,


    Laughing softly all the while,


    A primrose drenched in light and dew,


    The very spirit of her smile.


    Then was Spring astonishèd,


    She caught the pale delight and fled


    To where, on the horizon’s verge,


    Heaven and earth in dreamland merge,


    And the silver April showers


    Scatter music through the skies;


    There she found no garden flowers,


    Nor any bird of Paradise,


    But an earthly skylark sang,


    And Heaven’s weeds were growing wild,


    Then through the Rainbow’s arch there rang


    The laughter of an eager child,


    As, roaming o’er the Eastern hills,


    She gathered common daffodils.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  SWEET PEAS

  

  TO MABEL


  
    Sweet peas! The very life of Spring


    Stirs each frail wing


    To a diviner colour, fair


    As the first glimmering


    Of moonlight in a spirit’s hair.


    Sweet with the essence of unfolding flowers,


    Fresh with the fragrance of the morning hours,


    Bury thy face deep down in dreams of these,


    Sweet Peas!


    Lift up thy heart to the divine delight


    Of their frail flight;


    Be thy life stirred by subtle airs


    Like theirs,


    To the faint music of the coloured dream


    They seem!


    The liquid light that paints the early sky,


    Ere in the noonday it grows cold and dry,


    Is yours, fair flowers, yours are the sunny ways


    Of sweet spring days;


    As frozen earth, the while she sleeps below


    This cruel sky grown white with thoughts of snow,


    Dreaming a dream of colour, seems to see


    The glory and the green that soon shall be,


    So does my heart, sweet peas,


    Though it may freeze,


    Long for the sun to warm it through and through,


    Dream of the touch of God’s own colour blue,


    And wandering through Fancies garden beds,


    Where ghosts of blasted rose trees droop their heads


    And weep down icicles instead of dew,


    Gain gladness from the very thoughts of you.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  LAMENT


  
    Oh, the streak of gold in the gray,


    And the sun’s first ray of light,


    And the fresh cold air of the day


    On the burning cheek of night,


    And the winds that shake as they pass


    The glory of piled-up sheaves,


    The shadow of wings on the grass,


    And the rustle of autumn leaves,


    Are as songs that are out of fashion


    That no man loves or sings,


    Since life in the fire of passion


    Has blackened her rainbow wings.

  


  
    The glory of struggle and strain—


    The joy of the world at morn,


    The light of the falling rain,


    The strength of the growing corn,


    A smile that transfigures the Truth,


    The sound of a voice that sings,


    The glory and gladness of youth,


    And the splendour of obvious things,


    The songs that were dear to the singer,


    Dead and devoid of mirth


    Are lost to the gods in heaven


    And voices of men upon earth.

  


  
    For the star of our hope burns faint,


    And the light of the world grows dim,


    As the halo that crowns a saint,


    Or the notes of a vesper hymn;


    And thoughts are too bitter for words,


    And the silence grows and grows


    And there’s never a song from the birds,


    Nor a scent from the dying rose;


    And fear in the soul of a nation


    Makes dreadful a noble strife,


    Whilst death, with a cold negation,


    Has broken the heart of life.

  


  
    Yet the sun still gladdens the sky,


    And the giddy stars endure,


    For the end is not yet nigh,


    The meaning is still obscure;


    Doomed spirits, unwilling to die,


    Can murmur still as they pass


    Into Silence and Mystery,


    ‘Perhaps,’ as well as ‘Alas’;


    For still the delight of colour


    Lies blue on the distant hills,


    And the air of spring’s all golden


    With sunshine and daffodils.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  


  [Pain is the price of freedom we must pay]


  
    La mort est le baiser de Dieu.

  


  
    Pain is the price of freedom we must pay,


    Wrapped in the pride of our most noble birth,


    Cut off from all the brotherhood of earth,


    We fret and struggle through our little day,


    And senselessly despise the senseless clay,


    Yet in the spring time feel but little mirth,


    And wonder whether what we gain is worth


    The gift of peace, so lightly cast away;—


    The silence and the strange unconscious life


    Of flowers and trees, deep rooted, strongly bound


    Beneath the base dominion of the ground,


    So near to nature, calm amid the strife


    Of forces, life’s degrading fight for breath,


    And all the noble quietness of death.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  SONNET


  
    Strong spirit, striving upward to the light,


    Soul of the world, half smothered in its dust


    Breath of the battle, life’s despairing trust,


    In progress and hope’s golden wingèd flight!


    Where art thou, spirit? Vainly through the night


    We call. Thy sword is eaten up with rust—


    We know that thou art strong as thou art just,


    Why hast thou wholly vanished from our sight?


    The Spirit works in darkness, secretly,


    Among the hidden depths and roots of things,


    Down in those caverns where no skylark sings,


    But germs of power and buried forces lie.


    Have patience, when all flags of hope are furled,


    Still there is courage in the under world!


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE ABBOT’S EPITAPH


  
    ‘The summary of a good man’s life,


    ‘The record of his earthly strife,


    ‘A holy message to his heirs


    ‘Beseeching for their constant prayers;


    ‘A voice of warning and of doom


    ‘Out of the silence of the tomb,


    ‘So deep anon.


    ‘Such things as these I mean to write


    ‘Ere I go forth into the night,


    ‘With my last breath they shall be said


    ‘And carved in marble o’er my head,’


    Said Father John.


    ‘That every passer by may see


    ‘That Death is Life’s epitome


    ‘When I am gone.’

  


  
    The Mass was sung, the prayers were said,


    We came about his dying bed,


    And prayed the most beloved of men


    To tell his mourning children then,


    Whilst still he flickered to and fro


    ’Twixt Life and Death prepared to go,


    Yet lingering on,


    What those most sacred words might be


    Of the long written Elegy,


    The Holy Rede that should be read,


    Carved in the marble o’er his head,


    When he was gone.


    He turned his face away from us


    ‘Miserrimus, miserrimus!’


    Said Father John.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  SHUT OUT


  
    ’Twas hard to bear,


    For years to wander thus and wait


    Amid pale shadows of half real despair


    In the dull road outside the Ivory Gate.


    All round my feet the pansies grew


    Nodding their wise heads to and fro


    Mocking faces gold and blue


    Seemed to whisper ‘No, No, No,


    No thoroughfare.’

  


  
    How strange it seems,


    Now round me poppies blossom red,


    Low at my feet the river gleams,


    Great beach boughs rustle overhead;


    Pansies, you mocked me all in vain,


    Light flowers who did not understand,


    Fade on outside, I live again,


    And labour in the magic land


    Of Light and Dreams.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  PETTY LARCENY


  
    Lived a man was wont to steal


    Oysters for his daily meal,


    He broke them open with a stone,


    And ate them on the shore alone.


    One day he had not strength enough,


    Or else the shell was very tough,


    He struggled till he sprained his wrist,


    E’en then the knave did not desist,


    But forced the oyster open wide


    And found a glorious pearl inside!


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  MONOTONY


  
    Oh, poor, pale days that pass me by


    Thus one by one!


    With neither tempest nor blue sky,


    Nor wind nor sun.


    Glad without smiles, and sad without a sigh,


    Beloved of none:


    Content to fade away and die


    At set of sun.


    With neither stars nor flowers nigh,


    Nor evening breeze nor sunset sky


    When day is done.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  TRANSMIGRATION—A NIGHTMARE


  
    Down in the darkness of his damp abode


    I heard the moaning of the dismal toad:


    ‘I was a princess on a golden chair,


    Right joyously I breathed the upper air,


    With glory crowned and gladness shod


    The polished palace floors I trod;


    I smiled to hear my mother say,


    “Such shows as these shall pass away.”


    Now as I sit where the well is deep,


    I weep all day, all night I weep,


    For the gladness has gone, and the glory flown,


    And here I live in the mud alone.’


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  FROM BACON


  
    Wings for the feet, not shoulders, poets need,


    To grace the motion of the flying deed,


    Slowly prepared, accomplishèd with speed.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  TO MAY


  
    Through the garden of my dreams


    Scantily the sunlight gleams,


    And the barren grass plot seems


    Void of grace.

  


  
    Yea, a wilderness indeed!


    Every flower has run to seed,


    Dying slowly; every weed


    Grows apace.

  


  
    In the spring last year there grew


    Violets white and violets blue,


    But never a dream or a flower for you,


    May, the Queen.

  


  
    Though your small feet, as you walk,


    Hardly bend the cowslip’s stalk,


    Or disturb the daisies’ talk


    On the green;

  


  
    And your white hands would not mar


    The petals of one yellow star,


    Where primroses in clusters are,


    In the grass;

  


  
    Though I know you fear to break


    The blue bell’s stem, or even shake


    Her fragile tower for music’s sake,


    As you pass,

  


  
    Yet methinks ’tis passing strange


    To hear the sudden catch and change


    In the ringings airy range


    Of delight.

  


  
    Such a chilly sobbing breath


    Through the sunshine shivereth;


    From the open gates of Death,


    And of Night;

  


  
    Till the music’s rapid whim


    Groweth very slow and dim,


    Dying in a mournful hymn


    Solemnly,

  


  
    And each heavy purple bell


    Seems to ring a funeral knell


    For the spirit of the dell


    Doomed to die:

  


  
    While without the garden rail


    Bright anemones turn pale


    As the lilies of the vale,


    And the breeze,

  


  
    Where the sleeping river lies


    Underneath the tranced skies


    In swift gusts of terror flies


    Through the trees.

  


  
    Seemeth it so small a thing


    Clouds and darkness thus to fling


    In the sunny face of Spring,


    Striking down

  


  
    All the thrills and flights of thirds


    Of the music of the birds,


    With a weight of weary words


    And a frown!

  


  
    Till the lark in his ascent


    Seemeth but to make lament,


    That all flowers have lost their scent


    On the earth;

  


  
    And the tulips talk in Dutch,


    Of the little human touch


    That makes sadness overmuch


    For their mirth,

  


  
    Whilst the wild wood Columbine,


    Cannot for her life divine


    Why the sun has ceased to shine,


    As of old.

  


  
    Where across the lawn you glide,


    Buttercups on every side


    Deep among the mosses hide,


    All their gold.

  


  
    At the rustle of your gown


    The very sunshine seems to frown,


    And the daisies shudder down


    In the grass.

  


  
    Shall I thank you much for this


    That you spare my clematis,


    For you blight it with a kiss,


    As you pass.

  


  
    Ah! the cowslips once were sweet,


    Spreading out their golden sheet


    In a carpet for your feet,


    Soft and bright.

  


  
    Yet they faded one by one,


    Lying withered in the sun


    Till the very thrushes shun


    Such a sight.

  


  
    Two tall tulips by the gate


    Spent the sunny hours of late


    In a stately tête-à-tête,


    Growing bold.

  


  
    Nodding each emphatic head,


    Found their petticoats too red,


    Wished that they were white instead,


    Trimmed with gold.

  


  
    Now their petals flutter down,


    And the scarlet fades to brown,


    As a smile turns to a frown


    In your eyes.

  


  
    Oh the dead dreams everywhere;


    Wingèd hopes that once were fair,


    Flitting through the tremulous air,


    Butterflies!

  


  
    Broken winged and dead they lie,


    Where beneath the faded sky


    Every flower seems to die,


    In the land.

  


  
    Blossoms wither where you go,


    The very brambles will not grow;


    The grass looked yellow as from snow


    Where you stand,

  


  
    Leaning lightly, lest you fall,


    Like a lily white and tall,


    With the carven sun-dial


    For a crutch.

  


  
    Thrilling through his overgrown


    And moss-hidden heart of stone,


    With the melody unknown


    Of your touch.

  


  
    You, before whose blighting breath


    Every flower withereth,


    Have cast your shadow as of Death


    On the green.

  


  
    In the spring this year there grew


    Nothing but rosemary and rue,


    And one white lily flower for you,


    May, the Queen.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  A WELCOME


  
    Friend, you enter to your heritage at length,


    You may pluck your laurels from the ruins of our strength;


    Desecrate our churches, liberate our slaves,


    Gather roses even from the gardens of our graves.


    But this thing I charge you, nay, beseech you, gracious lord,


    Though you ravage all the city now with fire and the sword,


    Though our lives go down in darkness and our children’s blood is spilt,


    Yet respect the gold we toiled for, and the treasury we built;


    You, who know not any worship for things mortal or divine,


    Bow your head and enter humbly, this is Mammon’s inmost shrine.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  A LOST MEMORY


  
    Ivory-gated, velvet-lined


    Is the cupboard in my mind,


    Where I put the things I find


    On the shelves.


    There behind the great white door


    Lies my precious, piled-up store—


    All the things I knew before


    I saw the elves.

  


  
    Misery, ah! misery,


    They have made a fool of me,


    Stealing thus my golden key


    In the night.


    When I tried to break the lock,


    The house trembled with the shock,


    But the door stood like a rock,


    Firm and white.

  


  
    For the elves, they understood,


    I might curse them if I would,


    It was not the slightest good—


    Waste of breath.


    When I meet them on the stairs


    They laugh at all my fruitless prayers,


    For they say my key is theirs


    Until Death.

  


  
    Oh, lock up your dusty shelves!


    Lest the little reckless elves,


    Seeking what they want themselves,


    Should invade


    The dark cupboards of your mind,


    Hide your keys, or you may find


    That they leave no hope behind


    On their raid.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  SPRING IN MANCHESTER


  
    The ghost of Twilight seems to dog


    The feet of golden morning hours,


    The sun gleams silver through the fog,


    And silver frost lies on the flowers.

  


  
    Poor battered crocus, feebly fair,


    Smutty and stained and crouching down,


    Half stifled by the smoky air


    And murky coldness of the town.

  


  
    And snowdrops, dreaming such a dream


    Of magic sounds too sweet for sight,


    And sunlit fields, and streams that seem


    The very smile of Spring’s delight.

  


  
    When, long e’er primroses unfold


    Their leaves, or birds care much to sing,


    Bright crocus flowers with cloth of gold


    Weave fairy carpets for the spring,

  


  
    Where all the earth is fresh and clean,


    In deep still woods the snowdrops grow.


    And spread above the struggling green


    Their whiteness like a fall of snow.

  


  
    First flowers of the Spring to be


    You chosen children of the light;


    Was it but inborn purity


    That made you so divinely white?

  


  
    Nay, rather powers of sun and breeze,


    And fresh sweet air, and scent, and sound,


    The sunshine gleaming through the trees,


    The gentle forces of the ground.

  


  
    Else had you not grown lovelier


    Than these grey ghosts who mourn their loss,


    The great beech boughs that shake and stir


    Above green bowers of rain-washed moss.

  


  
    You flowers who shiver through the gloom,


    Bound whom the blighting east wind sighs,


    Was it your fault, or Nature’s doom,


    That shut you out from Paradise?

  


  
    Remorselessly she passed you by,


    Poor broken-petalled silver ghosts,


    Phantoms of flowers, left to die


    So far from all her sunny hosts.

  


  
    Her gay-clad hosts, whose light and mirth


    Brings sunshine to the eyes of Truth,


    And crowns the ancient brows of earth


    With garlands of eternal youth,

  


  
    ’Twas strange she left you lying there,


    With weeds and bits of broken glass,


    You that might once have been so fair—


    Dead flowers on the blackened grass.

  


  
    And yet not strange, for all her ways


    Are hard and oftentimes unjust,


    Yet gently, after many days,


    She mingles always dust with dust.

  


  
    Dust of bright blossoms, manifold


    Dust of stained petals, glad to fall,


    Mixed with the same devouring mould


    The same stars shine above them all.

  


  
    Forgotten, yet not all unblest,


    Redeemed from strife, and hope, and fear,


    Wrapped in that silent dream of rest,


    Whence springs the life of every year.

  


  
    Dead flowers! To the world is lost


    So much of beauty, joy, and light,


    Killed by an accidental frost


    Embittering a winter’s night.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  AFTER THE STORM


  
    How the battle raged last night


    Through my garden of delight,


    And the east wind carried death


    In the terror of its breath.


    Broken is each lily’s cup


    The very moss is withered up,


    Where life and light were once outpoured,


    One sunbeam, like a dead man’s sword,


    Lies split and shattered on the grass,


    Alas! alas!


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  DEFEATED


  
    One more defeat! and so we’ve failed again;


    We can but yield, heart stricken and forlorn;


    Our swords are broken and our heroes slain,


    The very flag of freedom stained and torn.

  


  
    There’s none to stand, and not one left to strike,


    And evening veils the flight we call retreat;


    The sun goes down on friend and foe alike,


    Their glorious victory and our defeat.

  


  
    ‘It is too dark to fight,’ a traitor’s cry:


    The sky’s yet red, the sun’s not quite gone down.


    Cowards! ye still see well enough to fly;


    Strike now, if any yet would save the town!

  


  
    One more defeat, you think it’s time to yield;


    Nay, we’re not conquered, only driven back,


    For in the language of the battle-field


    One more defeat means but one more attack.

  


  
    A desperate hope, by desperation led,


    Shall triumph in the strong name of despair;


    For the great cause, in honour of the dead,


    Charge once again, now follow ye who dare!

  


  
    Oh! comrades, heroes, can you still hang back?


    ‘’Tis madness!’ Nay, can courage not enlarge


    The bounds of reason? Is it that you lack


    Courage? No! then sound the trumpet.—Charge!


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  FROM THE FRENCH (of VICTOR HUGO)


  
    When the fog hangs heavy and chill as death,


    When the moonlight floats where the sunshine stood,


    And the evening fills with its shivering breath


    The pallid darkness of field and wood—


    We will walk through the green land weeping again,


    We will lean and rest in the dying light,


    Our mortal souls opened out by pain,


    On the flowers that are open at night.


    Calm night has made such a sombre prayer


    From the rumours of earth and the stars above,


    Whilst we, of the darkness of life and despair


    Have made but love.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE PHILOSOPHER

  

  (BACON)


  
    You think it strange that I resort


    To seek Diogenes at Court?


    Nay, for he knows he needs material things,


    To give them is the privilege of kings:


    Whilst the poor king, indeed,


    Knows not his own sore need,


    Else he would put his empty glory by


    And kneel to court divine philosophy.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  TO CERTAIN REFORMERS


  
    As long as idols stand


    In the holy place, as of old,


    And, instead of light through the land,


    Shines the tawdry glitter of gold,


    So long as the senses reign,


    And the spirit is trodden down,


    Your desire ye shall not gain,


    Ye shall not win your crown;


    For the flesh is very strong,


    And the spirit is weak in the strife,


    And the weak must suffer wrong,


    These are the ways of life:


    Yet, take your swords in hand,


    And fight for the light to be,


    And the spirit’s promised land


    Of Truth and Liberty.


    White-souled women of the past,


    Heard ye not the trumpet blast?


    Were your spirits less pure then,


    Feebler than the souls of men?


    Men who told you, you are good,


    Holy, be it understood,


    And yet neither strong nor wise—


    May the spirit purge their eyes


    And teach the foolish world at length


    That purity is always strength.


    Right divine to rule ye feel,


    Strong in you the stronger born,—


    Then your right divine reveal,


    Lest your claims be met with scorn;


    For whilst the sky shines clear and blue


    Above us, these two things are sure,


    Who would be wise must first be true,


    Who would be strong must first be pure.


    Ye who have not learnt your power,


    Whose chained spirits shrink and cower


    Slavery stunted, idly tame,


    Lift your hearts whilst every nerve


    Quickens, in the spirit’s name


    Boldly claim the right to serve!


    Band together, fighters you,


    Strength and wisdom shall endure,


    Who would be wise must first be true,


    Who would be strong must first be pure


    Then put your trust


    In the spirit’s strife;


    The body is dust,


    And the spirit life,


    And take your swords in hand


    To fight for the Light to be,


    Ye shall reach your promised land,


    And the Truth shall make you free.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  FALLEN NATURE


  
    What though thick clouds have quenched the moon,


    And all the stars must follow soon,


    For blind winds groping in the dark


    Swiftly blow out each flaring spark,


    Whilst the night grows wild and strange


    With the voice of change,


    What though the room is warm and bright,


    And the fire burns gold on a chilly night—


    Let us rise up, my soul, and go,


    For outside in the wind and the snow


    I see a shadowy form, I hear a voice in the storm—


    Oh, Lucifer! through closed doors


    My heart goes out to yours.


    Soul of the Universe,


    My soul immerse,


    In the deep waters of the rolling years,


    And all the rainbow light of falling tears.


    Son of the morning, art thou fallen indeed


    As the good seed,


    The life of spring that’s lying now


    Cold in the furrows of the plough,


    In the first glory of the deep


    Unconsciousness of blessed sleep,


    The wingèd seed that shall arise


    To flaunt against the summer skies—


    Till God from His mercy seat


    Sees the banner of the wheat,


    Her brazen yellow flag unfurled,


    Waving out across the world.


    Thus, Lucifer, from Earth’s cold clay


    Be thy Resurrection Day,


    Fallen Nature reascend,


    With the higher forces blend


    This hidden human life of thine,


    Thy sacrament of bread and wine.


    Yet, soul of sin and life and pain


    When thou dost enter heaven again,


    Remember that the earth was sweet


    To thy naked human feet,


    Remember that the sea shone bright,


    Spread out before the gates of light;


    When thou dost wave thy spirit’s wing,


    Think of the earth’s good spirit spring,


    And how her meadows were more fair


    Than any wind-sown field of air;


    Remember how her daffodils


    Waved vagrant over all the hills—


    Nay, long before thy second birth,


    Most humble angel of the earth;


    Remember, though thou wert not then


    Regenerate or fit for men,


    Earth spirit, essence of the sod,


    Thou wert yet very near to God!


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  VISIONS OF SOLITUDE

  

  TO CON


  I


  
    Who shall venture to intrude


    In the dim secluded wood,


    Where the birds have hushed their song,


    Fearing to do silence wrong,


    And the wind’s breath scarcely stirs


    In the midst of shadowy firs;


    Whilst the sunshine, pale and thin,


    Hardly dares to enter in,


    Such a sombre gloom profound


    Hallows the enchanted ground?


    Here old Time might end his life,


    Rest from all his toil and strife,


    Lay his sickle in the grass,


    Smile to watch the hours pass,


    And the low winds wander by,


    Rustling through eternity.


    Hush! the silence grows immense


    Soon a shape shall issue thence;


    Some fair Goddess white and tall,


    Shadowy-limbed, majestical;


    Leaning on her bow and spear,


    Cynthia’s self might venture here;


    Satyrs through the bracken glide,


    Or the lonely wood nymph hide,


    ’Twas in such a place that Pan


    Last was seen of mortal man.


    Have the gods then in derision


    Swept away our powers of vision,


    Dreams and poems manifold,


    Souls of stories never told,


    And those sacred fancies, known


    Once to Mother Earth alone?


    Have they robbed her thus and fled,


    Gone to dwell amongst the Dead?


    Bringing these good gifts of hers


    To their ancient worshippers.


    Shadowy Phantoms, wild and gray,


    Sweep along the great white way,


    Shattering stars and scattering light


    In the tumult of their flight,


    Seeking high above the sky


    In the Halls of Harmony


    Light and peace, where lonely fate


    Their desire can satiate;


    Where no human voices rude


    On their silence can intrude,


    But the Rainbow’s column spread


    Joins the living and the dead,


    There they dwell alone, afar,


    On some vast mysterious star;


    Or could time perchance deface


    Even Aphrodite’s grace,


    Cynthia, growing old and wan,


    Cease to charm Endymion?


    Or the light grow dim that lies


    In Athenè’s cold gray eyes?


    The twilight of the gods began


    First when Psyche flouted Pan,


    Leaving him alone to dream


    By the bulrush-bordered stream,


    Forsaking the strange brotherhood


    And secrets of the magic wood,


    Foregoing all its ecstasies


    And half-discovered mysteries


    Of shady light and living shade;


    The all inconstant careless maid


    From her faithful Lover fled,


    ‘Following the Gleam,’ she said.


    So it is no vision stays


    In these dim degenerate days,


    To dazzle unaccustomed eyes


    With its old world ecstasies.


    Who shall wake the music mute


    Of Apollo’s broken lute?


    What strange priestess now can tell


    The secrets of his oracle?


    Nay, then in this dim and sweet


    Shadow of a green retreat


    Are the voices of the wood


    Clearly known and understood,


    Have the rash intruding hours,


    Searching out all hidden powers,


    Dragged its secrets forth to lie


    Bare beneath the open sky?


    And that song, to Life unknown,


    Sung by Mother Earth alone,


    Melody no spirit dare


    Breathe upon the shrinking air


    Sacred music unconfined,


    Born of Silence and the wind,


    Faintly heard amid the strife


    Of Life that crieth out to Life,


    Echoed back from sound to sleep,


    Deep that answereth to Deep.


    Dying with the mutterings


    Of those hopeless drowning things,


    That strive against the infinite


    Dark waters of oblivion’s night,


    To wake the silence with a cry,


    And probe the depths of mystery;


    Making a transient flash and gleam


    On the dark face of Lethe’s stream,


    A little shower of foam and light,


    Flecking the surface of the night.


    Heard by Eros, drowning there


    The echoes of unanswered prayer,


    Bending o’er the chasm’s brink,


    Watching life and gladness sink,


    Through the skies reflected show,


    Down to the dim depths below;


    Saved by Love when Hope was gone,


    Rescued from oblivion,


    Softly sung above the Dead


    Sweet with joy rememberèd,


    To Eros self grown doubly dear,


    When chanted over Psyche’s bier,


    The North wind heard it passing by


    And caught the ancient melody;


    Sang it loud along the black


    Silence of his nightly track;


    Rang it clear across the sky


    In great waves of harmony,


    Beating up against the white


    Glory of the growing light,


    Thundering through Heaven above


    Love’s triumphant call to Love.


    Dying when he fails for breath,


    Death that answereth to Death!


    Is that mighty music past,


    Has the world grown old at last?


    Does the soul of man desire


    Less Prometheus’ stolen fire,


    Can Tantalus his great thirst slake?


    Have weary hearts then ceased to ache?


    Do the Hours no longer throng


    Round the chariot of song,


    When the first swift quenchèd spark


    Shudders out into the dark,


    Waiting with awe-stricken eyes


    For the golden shaft that flies


    Suddenly and free and fair


    Through great waves of throbbing air,


    Down to where all swathed and hid


    By oblivion’s coverlid


    Earth lies sleeping, in her dreams


    The sudden flash of fire gleams,


    New-born thoughts and feelings start


    Into life in her chill heart,


    Every Dream becomes a flower,


    Deep rooted, waiting for its hour;


    In cold and darkness yet unborn,


    Striving upwards to the morn.


    How the struggling souls resent


    The prisons of their punishment!


    Beneath the silence and repose


    That every peaceful valley knows,


    And wintry calmness of the hills,


    Deep buried Life and sorrow thrills,


    And earth’s great heart must throb and ache


    For a smothered snowdrop’s sake,


    Till by the old accustomed pain


    She knows herself alive again.

  


  
    Are no midnight vespers chanted?


    No dark caverns vision haunted?


    Does no man worship now Divine


    Poppy crownèd Proserpine?


    Has the laurel ceased to grow?


    Do the nymphs no longer know


    How to make its foliage stir


    Best to charm the wanderer,


    That this forest glade can be


    Untenanted of mystery?


    Hark, a rustle in the grass,


    Heard ye not the wood nymph pass


    Nay, she did not pass, but stayed,


    Gazed around her unafraid,


    Look upon her ye who dare,


    Is she not, then, passing fair?—


    Mystery of mysteries!


    By yonder tree the goddess lies,


    And, although its branches spread


    Leafy shelter round her head,


    Still the sunbeams shiver through


    On her coronet of dew,


    And strange robes of radiant green,


    Faery maiden, Forest Queen


    Of the dim enchanted wood,


    Phantom haunted Solitude!

  


  II


  
    Let us sail and sail away


    Right across the sunny bay,


    Leaving far behind the shore


    Where the breakers evermore


    Toss themselves and foam and fret,


    Vainly striving to forget


    What the inconstant sea gulls say,


    Flashing on them through the spray,


    Far beyond the sun’s bright gates,


    Where the quiet twilight waits,


    And no ripples wave and sigh,


    But the cold dead waters lie,


    And the white sail flaps and falls


    Like great flags at festivals.


    Round us such a calm is spread


    The sea’s strange spirit might be dead,


    Dead or drifting in a swoon


    Through the silent afternoon,


    Down to where the great waves are


    Breaking on the sandy bar.


    Surely we shall find the vision


    Of that sunset land Elysian,


    Where the clouds and mountains go


    In the dreamy afterglow,—


    Hush! the silence grows immense,


    Till a Presence issues thence;


    Folded are her rainbow wings,


    Softly to herself she sings,


    And her white feet may be seen


    Dabbling in the waters green,


    Whilst the winds on either hand


    Seemed to wait her high command,


    Chained and silent to fulfil


    The mighty maiden’s sovereign will.


    High she sits, alone, serene,


    Holy Universal Queen,


    Snowy limbed and white and nude


    Ocean Maiden Solitude!


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  FINIS


  
    The dogwood’s dead, and a mantle red


    Over the corpse is flung,


    Bow down, oh willow, your silver head,


    Summer’s silver and winter’s red


    Glory and gray and green have fled,


    All winds are silent, all sorrows said,


    And all songs sung.


    •
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  UNSEEN KINGS


  
    
  


  PERSONS


  
    CUCULAIN.


    NIAMH, a Prophetess.


    EINEEN, called THE SORROWFUL.


    THE DRUID CATHVAH.


    A STRANGER, one of the daughters of CAILITIN.


    A BARD.


    And other men and women, the friends of CUCULAIN.

  


  


  [Unseen Kings]


  
    Once, long ago, secluded and alone,


    A King dwelt in the mountains near the sky,


    And brooding darkness hung about his throne;


    His people loved him as a memory.

  


  
    All day the castle doors were locked and barred,


    No man went forth and none might enter in;


    Whilst round his throne the great hills kept their guard


    Serenely pure, above our dust and din.

  


  
    He dwelt a wizard on enchanted ground—


    No human power could storm or desecrate


    The high inviolate walls that folded round


    A life beyond the dreams of Love or Hate.

  


  
    At dark, when doors are barred, and all safe souls


    Creep to the chimney nook, whilst the dim light


    Burns low and flickers in the glowing coals,


    The great King rode abroad into the night.

  


  
    And peasants brooding by the peat fires’ flare


    In many a crazy hut, in dreamy mood,


    Unmoved by the wild Powers of the Air


    And the boughs crashing in the shaken wood—

  


  
    Fearless amid a storm of thunder peals,


    Started and crossed themselves, time out of mind,


    To hear the distant sound of chariot wheels,


    And horses galloping along the wind.

  


  
    Thus have I heard in thunder laden hours


    Moving amid the stormy heart of things,


    The footsteps of the soul’s encrownèd powers—


    The echoing chariot wheels of Unseen Kings.

  


  


  [The Scene]


  
    Interior of the dun where CUCULAIN has been hidden by his friends in their frantic efforts to save him from the evil enchantments of the children of CAILITIN. CUCULAIN is resting on a couch at the right. His armour, which has been flung hastily aside, is piled up against the wall. His great sword, ‘Cruaidheen,’ has fallen to the ground at his feet. NIAMH leans over him, chanting monotonously and crooning to herself; she waves her arms to and fro with dreamy and rhythmical gestures. CATHVAH and EINEEN are sitting on a long couch at the back, holding themselves upright in the rigid and painful attitude of those who have watched long and yet fear to sleep. They are surrounded by a shadowy group of men and women, dimly discerned in the flickering torchlight. Worn out with the long strain, most of these have fallen asleep where they sit. Near them is a table covered with gold and silver vessels. The window is in the wall opposite CUCULAIN.

  


  
    NIAMH (chanting)


    The quiet stars have dazzled his fierce eyes,


    About his heart the snow lies cold and still,


    Deep in his soul the magic silence lies


    That burns away his passions and his will.


    Thus do my pale arms, waving to and fro,


    Unfold the hidden beauty like a scroll,


    The silence of the stars and of the snow,


    And the deep silence of the fire-born soul.


    Like one who dreams beneath a Druid mound,


    In the still dun Cuculain’s rest is deep,


    The silence of the stars is woven round


    His weary brow, and eyes half closed in sleep.


    His mighty sword lies idle on the ground,


    With his dull hands the sharp blade intercedes,


    The silence of the passionless is wound


    About his desperate hands eager for deeds;


    The battle fires burn dim, the noisy rout


    Of jarring passions in his breast are still;


    The silence of great love is wrapped about


    His restless heart—his ever striving will.


    About his couch strange shadows come and go,


    And starlit silence dreams of love and fame....


    Yet fairer is the silence of the snow,


    And the deep silence of the inmost flame.


    [NIAMH’S voice dies away into the profound stillness, CUCULAIN leans back on his couch with half-shut eyes. Suddenly there is a tumult outside, as of many horses galloping across the plain, amid the confused shouting, the rhythmical clash of steel striking against steely and the occasional dull thud of the falling javelins. CUCULAIN half rises and leans forward to listen.

  


  
    NIAMH


    Nay, ’tis but magic wrested from the stars


    And the wind’s tumult ringing in our ears.

  


  
    CUCULAIN


    Niamh, I hear the thunder of the cars,


    I see the flashing of a thousand spears.


    Give me my sword, the battle trumpets pierce


    And rend the silence of the sacred vale....


    The flash of confused armies and the fierce


    Shouts of the struggling hosts of Innisfail....


    Dost thou not hear the mad cries storm and ring


    Across the plain? this is no time for rest;


    Outside the fort great hosts are gathering,


    The armies of the fierce Queen of the West.

  


  
    NIAMH


    Nay, it is naught, the dreadful dreamy din


    Of ghostly swords, the unreal battle-cry


    And magic of the Clan of Cailitin,


    Making a battlefield of the blue sky.


    [CUCULAIN rises to his feet and begins to pace up and down impatiently.

  


  
    CUCULAIN


    Not so, oh Niamh, with thy spells and charms


    Thou dost the soldier’s sharp-edged wisdom wrong,


    Shall not Cuculain know the clash of arms


    From the pale tumult of a hireling throng?...

  


  
    NIAMH


    Cuculain, thou art skilful with the sword;


    A hero in the field, no man denies—


    Most strong and crafty at the council board.


    Wisest of men where none are very wise.


    [The tumult dies away.

  


  
    CUCULAIN


    Are they not wise, the heroes whose debate


    Is strong in counsel, heavy with great words?...

  


  
    NIAMH


    They do not know the stars, nor their own fate,


    Nor yet the singing of the smallest birds.

  


  
    CUCULAIN


    Stronger are they than fate, by their decrees


    Men live or die, host against host is hurled,


    And in their mighty hands they hold the keys


    Of raths and forts in the dim underworld.


    Yea, even the meanest soldier understands


    The runes of life when there are deeds to do....

  


  
    NIAMH


    And strikes his own dreams dead with murderous hands,


    Discerning not the semblance from the true....


    [A loud cry is heard from outside. A moment’s silence, and then the tumult begins again, softly at first, and then gradually louder. It grows darker.

  


  
    CUCULAIN


    A wingèd shadow blackens the bright sky...

  


  
    NIAMH


    Ah, there are evil things abroad to-night.

  


  
    CUCULAIN


    I hear the men of Erin’s battle-cry—


    Farewell—the hour has come for the last fight.


    [A huge crow flies violently against the window.

  


  
    CUCULAIN


    What was that dashed itself against the pane?

  


  
    NIAMH


    A carrion bird, most ominous of ill.

  


  
    CUCULAIN


    Nay, but a warning from one newly slain


    To fire the soul and rouse the sluggish will.

  


  
    NIAMH


    There was a cry, I heard no spoken word....

  


  
    CUCULAIN


    The war cry of the Heroes of the North.

  


  
    NIAMH


    Cuculain, it was but a frightened bird....

  


  
    CUCULAIN


    Alas, the very ravens call me forth.


    [CUCULAIN begins to arm himself— CATHVAH, EINEEN, a Bard, and one of the Druids crowd round him, trying to hold him back. NIAMH takes her harp and plays a soft and magical air. The tumult gradually grows less.

  


  
    EINEEN


    Go not, it was a false and evil sign....

  


  
    CUCULAIN


    Art thou a Druid, then, oh, fairest one?

  


  
    EINEEN


    Oh, stay with us and drink the fierce red wine;


    Dream not of battle in the peaceful dun....

  


  
    CUCULAIN


    Surely the feast is for the victor spread.

  


  
    BARD


    Nay, let me sing to thee, oh, mighty lord....

  


  
    CUCULAIN


    Songs are the tribute of the noble dead,


    Or garlands hung about the conqueror’s sword.

  


  
    CATHVAH


    Oh, think of the great peace thou wouldst destroy....

  


  
    CUCULAIN


    In the last battle peace will come to all.

  


  
    BARD


    Here in the silence hast thou not found joy?

  


  
    CUCULAIN


    Great joy is theirs who fight and fighting fall....

  


  
    NIAMH


    Nay, thou didst swear to rest in mine thy will,


    Nor leave the dun except at my desire.

  


  
    CUCULAIN


    Ah, Niamh, all my soul is with thee still,


    Yet these strange sounds have set my heart on fire.


    [The tumult dies away outside.

  


  
    NIAMH


    Hearest thou, oh, mighty one, how the thin cries


    Of magic battle fade away and cease;


    The earth lies peaceful under peaceful skies,


    Now will I sing thee a white song of peace.


    See, drowned in glory the fierce sun has set,


    Deep in the blue there shines a single star....


    Yea, I will sing to thee, thou shalt forget


    The pale deeds calling to thee from afar.


    [NIAMH begins to sing. As she sings CUCULAIN seems to grow calmer, and at last sinks down exhausted on a couch.

  


  NIAMH’S SONG


  
    The semblance of the world is woven fair


    Of Life’s most dear desires and bravest shows,


    And all the battles of the world are there,


    The pride of hero kings, the hate of foes,


    The joy of moonlit waters, and the rare


    Light of the lily—scarlet of the rose;


    And in and out and everywhere


    A pattern of pale loves in tumult goes,


    Wrought out with strands and strands of golden hair.

  


  
    The semblance of the world is woven thin


    And wears away to dreams, yea, every one


    Of Maeve’s great hostings and the endless din


    Of struggling armies, battles lost and won


    In blood drenched hours by Conchobar or Finn


    Shall be as clouds that float across the sun,


    And fade as fade the songs of Amergin,


    The mighty deeds by pale Formorians done,


    And all the evil dreams of Cailitin.

  


  
    The semblance of the world is woven strong


    And bound about the soul with iron bands,


    And painted with strange shapes of right and wrong


    And restless deeds by many eager hands.


    Yea, all our souls are as a captive throng


    Of thoughts in words that no man understands


    Save those that labour patiently and long,


    Content to live alone in alien lands—


    And those who have found freedom in a song.

  


  
    The semblance of the world is woven fine,


    Yet with a sword shall no man pierce the vail;


    But in the twilight, where great dreams divine


    Are drowned in silence and desires fail,


    As through green waves deep in the opal’s shrine


    A red light burns, the soul of Innisfail


    Gleams through her streams and meadows crystalline,


    The muffling web of life grows thin and pale—


    Clear on our souls at last her great stars shine.


    [During the last verse a sudden gust of wind shakes the dun. The door is flung violently open. On the threshold stands a wild-looking woman with dishevelled hair. She beckons to NIAMH.

  


  
    STRANGER


    Come hither, Niamh, for the time is short.

  


  
    NIAMH


    Who calls me thus out of the dark night?

  


  
    STRANGER


    Ah, Lady Niamh, leave the drowsy fort,


    Come forth with me into the clear starlight,


    Feel the cool wind, see how the flashing dew


    Has woven a starlit crown for thy long hair....

  


  
    NIAMH


    Nay, nay, we are but lonely souls and few,


    Compassed about with perils everywhere;


    Ere I can trust thee, tell me who thou art.

  


  
    STRANGER


    One who has come from a far foreign land


    To take a message—one whose faithful heart


    Is knit by love unto the heart of Fand.


    Yea, I have journeyed here from the dark sea


    That circles all the world with hollow tides,


    Where faint immortal fires wander free,


    And in her twilight kingdom Fand abides.


    Oh, Niamh, I have words for thee alone,


    My feet are sore with travel, drenched with dew.


    Last night my pillow was a Druid stone,


    The bitter wind has chilled me through and through;


    I crossed at midnight the deep waves of fear—


    Far out beyond the gates of death and birth,


    And dreaming not that I should find thee here,


    I wandered over all the hills of earth;


    Still as I went strange shadows crossed my path


    Of birds that never sang in sunlit skies,


    White faced Danaans from each haunted rath


    Looked out and mocked me with most evil cries.


    For where the semblance of the world wears thin


    The wind had rent the curtains of the night;


    And many evil shapes were peering in,


    And gray winds rocked the waves of gray twilight.


    Oh, I have greatly dared—and wandered far—


    And trusted in strange dreams and faery fires;


    For well I know thy star is as my star


    And thy desire the soul of my desires.

  


  
    CUCULAIN


    Thou cam’st from the dim land of the great Queen,


    Surely thou art with wind and fire shod,


    Since Mannanān shook out his cloak of green


    And many waters flow where men once trod....

  


  
    STRANGER


    Nay, is it strange that love should find a way


    To conquer the cold magic of sharp seas,


    Dividing but the green land from the gray,


    And those whose love is as the love of these?


    [She leans against the wall as if exhausted. NIAMH brings her a goblet of wine.

  


  
    STRANGER


    Nay, it is geis to me to drink or eat


    Or rest until the great Queen’s will is done.

  


  
    NIAMH


    Speak, then, thy message, surely thy tired feet


    And faithful heart a long repose have won.

  


  
    STRANGER


    Nay, it is geis to speak by walls confined.


    Outside, with all the free stars overhead,


    And long wet grasses waving in the wind,


    The words of the Queen’s message must be said.

  


  
    NIAMH


    I will go forth with thee into the night.


    [She takes the Stranger’s hand.

  


  
    STRANGER


    Dost thou not fear?

  


  
    NIAMH


    Nay, then, why should I fear?


    My soul is luminous with a strange light


    As of deep waters cool and green and clear


    Or sunlight in a green hung forest glade.


    How could I fear and hold thee by the hand?


    Shall not all evil things shrink back afraid


    From Niamh and the messenger of Fand?


    [They go out together.

  


  
    EINEEN


    Alas, alas, alas, I am afraid.

  


  
    CATHVAH


    Why dost thou fear, thou chicken-hearted one?

  


  
    EINEEN


    My heart is like a haunted forest glade,


    Bereft of green, forgotten of the sun—


    Or some dark wintry sea most desolate,


    Where waves, like silent wolves, pass ravening by.


    The air is heavy with an evil fate


    That drowns in darkness all the starlit sky.

  


  
    CATHVAH


    Oh, foolish soul, what art thou trembling for?

  


  
    EINEEN


    I fear each moment of the hours that pass,


    I fear the clash of arms, the din of war,


    I fear the stars, and the dew laden grass—


    Yea, my whole soul is broken down with fear....

  


  
    BARD


    See with strange light her deep eyes flash and burn....

  


  
    EINEEN


    The end of all our joy and pride is near


    Right well I know that she shall not return;


    Though Love has wrapped her soul in a bright dress


    Of woven dreams, yet shall she surely bear


    The burden of pity and of loneliness,


    And learn the secret of the world’s despair.


    Alas, alas, for Niamh, whose sad eyes


    Like magic crystals in their depths enshrine


    The sorrows and the wisdom of the wise,


    And a great love and many dreams divine.


    Her hour has come—amid the shadowy throng


    Of haunted souls, no beauty shines like hers,


    Yet her deep voice is sad as the wind’s song


    At evening, passing through the midst of firs.


    Alas, alas, for her fierce soul and free


    Amid the thunder of the battle cars.


    Alas, for the pale glory of the sea—


    Alas, for the fierce splendours of the stars.


    Alas, alas, alas!


    [The tumult grows louder and suddenly ceases. The long howl of a wolf is heard in the distance. CUCULAIN stirs uneasily. The door opens and the STRANGER comes in. She stands for a moment hesitating on the threshold. She has taken on herself the outward form of NIAMH. EINEEN gazes at her intently with a vague presentiment. CUCULAIN goes to meet her with outstretched hands. CATHVAH, who has been alarmed by EINEEN’S words, sinks back on the couch with a sigh of relief and soon falls into a deep and enchanted slumber.

  


  
    STRANGER


    I thought that some one called me by my name.

  


  
    CUCULAIN


    Ah, thou art pale, dear Niamh, and thy hair


    Is rent and streaming like a wind-blown flame—


    And yet I never saw thee look more fair.

  


  
    STRANGER


    Nay, it is naught, the wind and the cold dew


    Have tossed my hair, and made my forehead pale....

  


  
    CUCULAIN


    Deep in thine eyes thy great soul flashes blue


    Like starlight shining through a cloudy veil,


    Yea, thou art fairer than all women born,


    And I will never leave thy side again.

  


  
    STRANGER


    Nay, say not so, for love is soon outworn.


    I would not hold thee captive by a chain


    Of foolish promises and idle words....

  


  
    CUCULAIN


    In Tir-nan-ogue, where Angus is the king,


    Men say love is enough....

  


  
    STRANGER


    Like the white birds


    Of Angus, love is ever on the wing....

  


  
    CUCULAIN


    Yet Angus is the Lord of mighty deeds,


    And Love the soul of every noble dream.

  


  
    STRANGER


    Nay, love is but the wind that shakes the reeds


    Bending and rustling round a shallow stream.

  


  
    CUCULAIN


    Once, long ago, thou wert not thus unkind;


    Yea, with dear love thy soul to mine was knit....

  


  
    STRANGER


    Thy soul is a reed shaken in the wind,


    And as for love, I have small joy of it.

  


  
    CUCULAIN


    Hast thou forgotten, then, the great hall hung


    With woven dreams, and all the sweet words said


    In the dim sea-girt country of the young?

  


  
    STRANGER


    I loved a hero once; now he is dead—


    His rusty sword lies idle on the ground....

  


  
    CUCULAIN


    Alas, oh, Niamh, what strange words are these?

  


  
    STRANGER


    Ah, would that men had heaped his burial mound


    In a far country, under alien trees.

  


  
    CUCULAIN


    Mine hour has come, the storm of sorrow drives


    My thoughts like dead leaves torn from wintry boughs....

  


  
    STRANGER


    Thus doth the wind of love lay waste the lives


    Of heroes....

  


  
    CUCULAIN


    Nay, what but love can rouse


    The soul to action, doth not the same wind


    Stir all the clear depths of the passive sea


    Into a storm of deeds?...

  


  
    STRANGER


    Fierce waves and blind,


    Tossing most idly, a vain mutiny


    Of barren passions, weak as the pale horde


    Of thine own thoughts wind driven through the skies


    Like red dead leaves, thoughts that were once a sword


    Clear flashing through the storm of battle-cries.

  


  
    CUCULAIN


    Like magic graven on a Druid stone,


    Thy words are strange and hard to understand....

  


  
    STRANGER


    Ah, who could love a miserable drone


    Living at ease in a sore stricken land?

  


  
    CUCULAIN


    Do thou but free me from my promise, then—

  


  
    STRANGER


    So counselled Fand....

  


  
    CUCULAIN


    And thou, what sayest thou?

  


  
    STRANGER


    Thou wert a hero, first of the world’s men,


    Now is the garland withered on thy brow,


    The fire of Life that flared once in thy heart


    Has faded to a thin and shuddering flame,


    Thy spirit wanders in a place apart,


    The world forgets thee—no man speaks thy name—


    Now is thy sharp sword rusted at the edge,


    About thy heart the snow lies cold and still,


    Alas, the pale winds blowing through the sedge


    Bend all the souls of men unto their will....


    [She buries her face in her hands like one in great grief.


    Cuculain, rise and go forth as of old


    To battle, dost thou fear to face the foe?

  


  
    CUCULAIN


    Oh, Niamh, I had thought that for the gold


    Of the world thou wouldst not thus have bid me go


    To certain death, and after this ’tis hard


    To trust a woman....

  


  
    STRANGER


    Rather call down shame


    On thine own weakness. As for me, I guard


    The glory and the honour of thy name


    From slander....

  


  
    CUCULAIN


    Niamh, since thou bidst me face


    The men of Erin, life is no more dear


    To me, nor do I fear death or disgrace.


    Surely the end of all my time is near.


    Yea, I will go to meet the hosts of Maeve


    And all this rising tide of hate that flows


    To overwhelm me, wave on bitter wave;—


    Fierce with the vengeance of a thousand foes,


    Salt with the treacherous tears of one false friend.

  


  
    EINEEN


    Alas, thou goest to failure and defeat.

  


  
    CUCULAIN


    This is the fate of all men at the end,


    And the end comes when life is no more sweet.


    [The STRANGER goes to the door, opens it, and stands on the threshold pointing out into the night. Sudden lights flash out in the distance and strange cries are heard, CUCULAIN moves towards the door, EINEEN tries to hold him back.

  


  
    EINEEN


    For such a cause, wilt thou, then, quench the flame


    Of many famous years, and tear the scroll


    Of thy great deeds, and cast away thy fame,


    And break in twain the sword that was thy soul?


    [She sinks down on a couch by the table and buries her face in her hands—the magic harp of Aedh is heard outside, and the sound of a voice singing.

  


  SONG


  
    The Hosts of Eire sweep like a long wave


    Across the stricken land that knows no rest,


    Since Maeve the Yellow haired, the high Queen Maeve


    Led forth her armies out of the far West.

  


  
    Wrapped in the cloudy mantle of her pride


    She towers o’er the throng of warrior lords,


    Like the pale moon that rules the struggling tide,


    Her white face shines above a storm of swords.

  


  
    Have ye no heroes who shall save the land,


    No hosts to stem the flowing tide of war?


    Where is the Red Branch champion strong to stand


    Against the women of the western shore?

  


  
    Alas, Cuculain, wilt thou not, then, dare


    To face the sword of Fergus and defy


    Fleeas the Queen and Maeve of the Bright Hair;


    For such a cause will thou not dare to die?


    For such a cause...not dare to die?...


    [The song dies away in elfish laughter and broken cries. The distant roar of the sea fills the air with sound.

  


  
    EINEEN


    Cuculain, ’tis but one voice bids thee go.

  


  
    CUCULAIN


    Canst thou not hear, then, all the shadowy cries


    That waver like pale torches to and fro


    Across the darkness of storm-smitten skies,


    The souls of heroes passing in swift flight,


    They call in thunder from their brazen cars,


    Fire shod and crowned they flash across the night,


    And their lost dreams are flaming in the stars.

  


  
    STRANGER (still standing by the open door)


    Here in the dun the torches smoulder dim,


    Outside the starlight lies on Druid stones,


    The music of the world is calling him,


    The sighing wind, the long waves’ monotones....

  


  
    CUCULAIN


    This dying flame that flickers in the gloom


    And stirs the waving shadows on the wall


    Casts but a dim light in a narrow room,


    Outside the fierce stars shine—strange voices call.

  


  
    EINEEN (in a broken voice)


    Alas, thou hearest but the voice of hate,


    When all our voices call thee with dear cries


    From the parched lips of love made desolate


    By magic woven of evil dreams and lies.

  


  
    CUCULAIN


    Nay, nay, I am sent forth by unseen kings.


    Whither they guide me, I will go, their dreams


    Glide through the darkness crowded with great wings,


    Fierce on each crownèd brow the starlight gleams;


    And sudden spears flash silver into sight


    From the dim shadows of the haunted glen,


    Whilst hopelessly across the gulf of night


    The pale winds call unto the souls of men,—


    Yea, all the wave-washed caverns of the mind


    Ring with the rhythm of the brazen cars,


    The souls of heroes crying in the wind....


    The dreams of heroes flaming in the stars....


    [The STRANGER silently gives CUCULAIN his sword and passes out of the dun; he arms himself hastily and follows her. The white fog begins to flow in at the open door. EINEEN takes NIAMH’S harp and sings.

  


  SONG


  
    For such a cause did not Deirdre die,


    And many faithful lovers of old days,


    Who had found treason under the blue sky,


    They died of grief, and the songs give them praise....


    For such a cause....

  


  
    For such a cause the passionate child of Maeve,


    When the world’s sorrow pierced her golden shield,


    But yesterday was borne unto her grave,


    Dying of pity on the battlefield....


    For such a cause....

  


  
    For such a cause, the treachery of one


    Deemed true, the faithful-hearted weep in vain,


    A sound of keening fills the heroes’ dun


    And mourners weep above the newly slain....


    For such a cause....


    [NIAMH drifts into the room on a wave of the white fog. Her figure seems at first sight to be part of the thin and vaporous cloud that surrounds her. The door is shut violently by a gust of enchanted wind and the mist gradually disappears. NIAMH seems bewildered, like one dazed with many visions.

  


  
    NIAMH


    Eineen the sorrowful!

  


  
    EINEEN


    What dost thou here,


    Thou false and faithless one?

  


  
    NIAMH


    My heart is sore


    For thee, Eineen. Lo, where the waves of fear


    Break in white foam on the world’s weary shore,


    Deep in the magic mirror of the night


    Red gleam the waters of the haunted lake—


    I have seen sorrow in the sad starlight.


    My soul is torn with pity for the sake


    Of death that quenches every flaming brand,


    And chokes the song on the poor lips of clay,


    And wrests the sword out of the hero’s hand,


    And from the dreamer takes his dream away.


    Dark flow the mournful waters, I have seen


    The blue Lake of the Sword run red with blood,


    And, in the starlight flashing, Cruaidheen


    Sink through the darkness of the bitter flood.


    The shrouded mourner weeps beside the ford,


    And thick clouds gather over Innisfail,


    Vain is the lightning of Cuculain’s sword


    And all his thunder deeds of no avail;


    Yea, through my dreams wails a dim battle cry


    From unknown armies camped in a far plain,


    The stranger’s banner flaunts against the sky


    Above the graves of warriors long since slain.


    Oh, Roseen Dubh, most dear and desolate,


    Dark flower drooping o’er a hero’s grave,


    Storm shaken by the evil winds of Fate


    And the long rush and road of Cleena’s wave—


    Bow down thy splendid head, thou stricken Rose,


    For one by one thy bright leaves fall from thee,


    And leave thy heart bare to each wind that blows


    And all the sorrows of the moaning sea.


    Thy dreams are dead, the crimson petals fall,


    In vain, oh, Mother Eire, shalt thou weep,


    Not any battle cry or trumpet call


    Shall pierce the shadow of Cuculain’s sleep—


    My grief is as thy grief, and thy great need


    Lies heavy on my soul, thou Mournful One....

  


  
    EINEEN


    Alas, oh Niamh, was not this thy deed?


    Didst thou not drive him forth from the safe dun


    With many bitter words? Yea, for thy sake


    He scorned the world and cast his life aside.


    Alas, for such a cause his heart could break,


    Fallen are the coloured towers of his pride.


    [NIAMH gazes at EINEEN in amazement.

  


  
    NIAMH


    Nay, nay, he was sent forth by unseen kings.


    Of them I know not, nor of their desires;


    Yet is the darkness crowded with great wings,


    High on the mountains burn the faery fires.


    The semblance of the world is folded round


    Thy soul, Eineen; yea, many evil dreams


    Have cast gray shadows on the holy ground


    Where in thy heart the Druid twilight gleams....


    Thine eyes are blinded by a magic spell—


    Ah, who shall set the trancèd spirit free?


    Who shall deliver the wave-haunted shell


    From the loud clamour of the mighty sea?


    Dream thou thy dream, the hour of Love and Hate


    Is thine—the flashing hour of the sword—


    I go to seek among the dreams of Fate


    The bitter hour that waits beside the ford....


    [NIAMH goes out. EINEEN follows her across the room and stands on the threshold looking after her. The fog flows in at the open door and gradually fills the dun with heavy fumes.

  


  
    EINEEN


    Ah, there are dreams and darkness everywhere,


    And a white fog that hides the starlit skies,


    The mournful waves of Eire fill the air


    With a long level monotone of sighs....


    Alas...alas...alas!...


    •

  


  
    
  


  [POEMS]


  FROM EAST TO WEST


  
    Great ships glided into the port,


    Surely the ships of the gods laden with dreams;


    And men said, ‘It is well,


    They have brought their dreams to us as of old,


    And now new tales shall be told.’


    But the gods stood on the decks aghast—


    They saw the earth an iron fort,


    The air a silver citadel,


    The sky a fortress built of solid gold.


    Then Prāni said, ‘Here is no place for our dreams.’


    So they flung the great sails over the mast,


    And sailed out slowly across the seas


    Till they came to a twilight land in the west,


    Where old unquiet mysteries


    And pale discrownèd spirits dwell,


    And the world’s will is laid to rest;


    Where the wind sings a song with a golden lilt


    And the air flows by in silver streams,


    There in wide wastes of the world they built


    An ivory castle for their dreams.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  GRASS OF PARNASSUS

  

  (CALLED BY THE COUNTRY PEOPLE

  STAR OF BETHLEHEM)


  
    Ye who in old days dared to wander far


    Beside the haunted springs of Hippocrene,


    And ye Wise Men who followèd your Star,


    Look down on our pale land of gray and green,


    And see by these white tokens in the grass


    Here too the footsteps of the gods have been.


    Yea, though the black smoke of the world can mar


    The Vision sleeping in its magic glass,


    Star smitten still the hearts of wanderers are—


    The moon sits thronèd in her silver car—


    And in her shadow floating, dimly seen,


    The pale dreams smile upon us as they pass.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  A HERMIT’S LAMENT FOR MAEVE


  
    Now is the High-Queen vanquished, she has cast her sword aside,


    And the stones are gray on Knocknarea,


    That build up the cairn of her pride,


    And Maeve lies cold in her lonely grave on the haunted mountain side.

  


  
    Stately of earth-encrusted gold the High-King’s dun is built,


    Yet fairer by far is the gold of a star,


    Or a song with a golden lilt,


    Or the dream-gold of the dead Queen’s hair and her dagger’s carven hilt.

  


  
    My sorrow grows and darkens as the bitter years increase,


    I could have been brave to fight for Maeve,


    Now I pray that all war may cease—


    Now do I mourn for a Queen long dead and passed through the gates of Peace.

  


  
    I fear the folk that pass my door to market or to mass,


    Dearer to me are the waves of the sea


    Than the faces of those that pass;


    Better I love the silver mob of daisies that toss in the grass.

  


  
    I hate the sight of swords that flash in the noonday sun,


    I shrink with fear from the battle-cheer


    And the clatter of deeds that are done—


    My soul grows gray in the silence like the quiet soul of a nun.

  


  
    The Hood of Darkness on my brow is folded down and pressed;


    I care no more for peace or war,


    But I pray for a little rest,


    Where the golden soul of silence rises out of the West.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  TO MAEVE


  
    Not for thee, oh Maeve, is the song of the wandering harper sung,


    For men have put lies on thy lips, and treason, and shrieking fear,


    Because thou wert brave, they say thou wert bitter and false of tongue,


    They mock at thy weakness now—who once fled from thy flaming spear.

  


  
    Now thou art cold on the mountains—buried and silent and blind—


    Dumb as the hills and the stars, blind as the waves of the sea.


    A clatter of treacherous tongues goes railing along the wind


    And many an evil word is spoken in hatred of thee.

  


  
    Was it Fergus whose envious breath first cast o’er thy shining name


    A poison of venomous words in the midst of the mourning host,


    Till thy glory shone before them a wicked and perilous flame,


    And thy beauty seemed but a snare, thy valour an empty boast?

  


  
    They have buried thy golden deeds under the cairn on the hill,


    And no one shall sing of thy hero soul in the days to come;


    For the sky is blue with silence, and the stars are very still,


    The sea lies dreaming about thee, even the mountains are dumb.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  THE HARPER’S SONG OF SEASONS


  
    The wind that blows among the apple-trees


    Is as a harp of sorrow in the spring,


    Piercing the sunshine of sweet melodies


    With the sharp crying of a silver string—


    Yet there are white blooms on the apple-trees.

  


  
    The wind that blows among the apple-trees


    Makes musical the brazen summer hours,


    And gladdens the loud hosting of the bees


    With sweet scents torn from many honeyed flowers,


    Where the fruit reddens on the apple-trees.

  


  
    The wind that blows among the apple-trees


    Dies into silence on the wintry air,


    And breathes but iron sleep for the world’s ease,


    When the leaves fall and every bough is bare,


    And sunshine fails among the apple-trees.

  


  
    The wind that blows among the apple-trees


    Haunts the cold caverns of my frozen mind


    With dreams and sorrows and sweet memories,


    What are they but the crying of the wind....


    The wind that blows among the apple-trees.

  


  
    The wind that blows among the apple-trees


    Of my desire, breaks through the world’s control,


    And shakes with many secret melodies


    The silver harp-string twisted round my soul,...


    Where the stars shine above the apple-trees.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  LAMENT OF THE DAUGHTERS OF IRELAND


  
    In women, too, dwells the Spirit of Battle.—SOPHOCLES.

  


  
    Now is the day of the daughters of Eirinn passed and gone,


    Forgotten are their great deeds, and their fame has faded away;


    Alas, for one glorious hour, one ray of the sun that shone


    On the gold cathbarr of Maeve, and the might of her battle array.


    As we sit forlorn at the spindle the hours drag slowly on,


    Hour after hour for ever and ever, cold and discoloured and gray.

  


  
    Alas, for the deeds of the dead forgotten and out of mind,


    Lavarcam the Wise, and Fand, and the Faery-woman Feithleen;


    Alas, for the sword of Fleeas, red flaming along the wind,


    And Skiah from the Isle of Mists the dark and terrible Queen.


    Alas, alas, for Bride of the Songs grown feeble and old and blind,


    Who weeps in the darkness in vain, for the change that her soul has seen.

  


  
    We are the daughters of crownèd Queens, the children of the sword,


    Our mothers went forth to the battle strong-armed and eager to dare,


    Their souls were fierce with freedom, they loved, and they called no man lord,


    Freely the winds of Eirinn could tangle their loose-flowing hair.


    We who sit by the fireside spinning gain peace for our soul’s reward,


    And the sword slips out of the grasp of hands grown white and feeble and fair.

  


  
    Alas, for the camp, and the great watch-fires, and the battle-song,


    And the line of glittering cars that thundered over the plain,


    And the grapple hand to hand in the midst of the maddened throng,


    The swift delight of the sword, the joy that is fiercer than pain—


    Here in the sunny grianan the days are weary and long,


    Weary are we of the sunshine and the cry of the wind and the rain.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  THE QUEEN’S FLIGHT


  
    When the world was young and foolish and fair,


    And gold was as nothing to golden hair,

  


  
    Two mortals met in a forest glade,


    A King fell in love with a Beggarmaid.

  


  
    Dried by the wind and drenched with the dew,


    Her dress was a wonderful washed-out blue,

  


  
    Her shadowy face was pallid and thin,


    But gold was the frame that it glimmered in.

  


  
    Her little bare feet were as hard as stone,


    But her hands were the hands of a queen on a throne.

  


  
    Her hair was loose and her garments were torn,


    But her heart was gay as a summer morn.

  


  
    When the sunlight glittered through serried trees


    And the bracken rustled about her knees,

  


  
    In the thick wood far away from the town


    She gathered great heaps of the fir-cones brown;

  


  
    She carried them down to the city square


    And sold them for bread to the people there,

  


  
    Whilst the idle folk in the market place


    Gave alms for the joy of her lovely face.

  


  
    When the world was young and golden and green


    The Beggarmaid loved and became a Queen.

  


  
    With never a sigh for the forest shades


    Nor a tear for its dim-lit colonnades,

  


  
    She went forth to live amongst men and reign


    Thronèd in vanity over the vain;

  


  
    In flowing garments of velvet and vair,


    With a crown of gold on her golden hair,

  


  
    She sat on an ivory throne all day


    Till the world grew weary and old and gray.

  


  
    She sat on her ivory throne and sighed,


    ‘The palace is narrow, the world is wide.’

  


  
    On golden dishes the feast was spread,


    But she longed for a wayside crust of bread;

  


  
    Her robe was of velvet through and through,


    But she sighed for a gown of the washed-out blue.

  


  
    Her heart was sore when she thought of the King,


    ‘This life that he praised is a bitter thing,

  


  
    ‘Alas!’ she said, ‘and I would I were free,


    For love is but dust and ashes to me.’

  


  
    She tore off her robe of velvet and vair,


    And she took the crown from her golden hair;

  


  
    Then she put on her gown of washed-out blue,


    And she laughed aloud as she used to do.

  


  
    She went to the King in her rags arrayed,


    ‘Ah, the Queen is dead,’ said the Beggarmaid.

  


  
    And away she fled in the night alone,


    Her little bare feet were as hard as stone;

  


  
    Her shadowy face was shrunken and pale,


    But her eyes were as bright as a fairy-tale;

  


  
    Her dress was faded and ravelled and torn,


    But her heart was gay as a summer morn.

  


  
    Through the long soaking grass she hurried down,


    She paused when she came to the sleeping town.

  


  
    ‘Good people,’ she said,‘sleep on, take your rest,


    But you shall not be blest as I am blest.

  


  
    ‘Behold, I am free, that was once a Queen,


    I will seek my hut in the forest green—

  


  
    ‘The walls of the city are narrow and strong,


    Bringing great peace to the cowardly throng;

  


  
    ‘When the battle raged in the plain outside


    And many a patriot fought and died,

  


  
    ‘The walls of the city the foe withstood,


    Better I love the green walls of the wood;

  


  
    ‘The gates of the city are carven fair,


    All gateless stands the blue arch of the air;

  


  
    ‘The castle ramparts are stately and high,


    No fort defends the free dome of the sky;

  


  
    ‘The King’s hall is guarded by bolt and bar—


    Behold, I am free as the wild things are.

  


  
    ‘Alas, for all souls bound fast with a chain


    To the wheel of fortune—the wheel of pain—

  


  
    ‘At the heart of the city the goddess stands


    Turning and turning with bloodstained hands.

  


  
    ‘My soul grows weary, my senses reel


    At the giddy round of the whirling wheel.

  


  
    ‘The people rejoice that the wheel flies fast,


    But all men are ground in the dust at last.

  


  
    ‘The voice of the forest is low and sweet,


    I will tread the dead leaves under my feet;

  


  
    ‘Where great boughs shiver and sway in the breeze,


    The bracken shall rustle about my knees.

  


  
    ‘Though I eat my bread with labour and tears,


    Sounds of the forest shall ring in my ears.

  


  
    ‘Though I grow old and weary and wise,


    Sights of the forest shall gladden my eyes.

  


  
    ‘I have little delight in human words,


    My heart goes out to the song of the birds;

  


  
    ‘I care not at all for sceptre or crown—


    But I love the smell of the fir-cones brown!

  


  
    ‘The world grows old and its sorrows increase,


    But the forest’s soul is the soul of peace.’

  


  
    Her feet were frozen and drenched with the dew,


    And her dress was soaking through and through.

  


  
    But she laughed aloud in her youth and mirth,


    Her eyes were bright with the joy of the earth.

  


  
    Then away she wandered over the plain—


    For the Queen was a Beggarmaid again.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  THE WATERS OF LIFE


  
    ‘Nor deemed I that thy decrees were of such force, that a mortal could over-ride the unwritten and unfailing laws of Heaven. For that life is not of to-day or yesterday but from all time....’—Antigone to the King.

  


  
    Forth from her lofty spirit the wild deed


    Rushed like a torrent from the mountain height


    Unswerving to its end, a rapture freed


    By the swift tumult of its giddy flight


    From the long narrow channel down the hill,


    Fierce with the stored-up force of streams that rise


    In the deep waters of a Rebel Will,


    The hidden waters of the Brave and Wise,


    That move the earth’s heart with strange secret powers


    Stirring the idle slumbers of the wheat,


    They soak the bitter roots of the wild flowers—


    The buried springs that keep the whole world sweet.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  THE WISE HERMIT


  
    A Hermit dwells alone by the lost stream


    Of living waters long since sunk and dried,


    Where the brown lark once bathed her broken wing,


    He mourns the silent voices of the tide.

  


  
    Once, like night birds drawn by a lighthouse flame,


    From jungle cave and lair and secret den,


    The fierce-eyed dreamers of the forest came


    To seek the stream lost now to gods and men.

  


  
    The thirsty tiger left her bloodstained cave,


    And of the waters of the well drank deep;


    Wolves slew no more, among wild deer grown brave


    The lion and the lamb lay down to sleep.

  


  
    Now do all wild things follow their wild prey,


    Death out of death and war from war has grown;


    And the pale hermit, weeping night and day.


    Mourns by the dead stream broken and alone.

  


  
    Once, long ago, clear water from the well


    Gleamed in the hollow of his outstretched hand,


    His soul shrank back afraid, the great drops fell,


    Lost in devouring waves of the gray sand.

  


  
    Now here he dwells in a long, patient dream,


    For he has fashioned a great golden cup


    Ready to plunge into the living stream,


    And gather all her flowing sweetness up.

  


  
    Faithful he waits beside the buried spring


    Until the fountain of clear water flows;


    Then to the world his golden cup he’ll bring,


    And we shall know what the wise hermit knows.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  A MOMENT’S INSIGHT


  
    Beyond the smoke there burns a veilèd fire,


    Behind the horizon sails a ship of dreams,


    Yet in the night of deeds and dull desire


    The earth that blinds our eyes our Mother seems.

  


  
    Lo, now the smoke rolls her thick cloud away,


    And white sails gleam on the horizon line;


    Fierce Pity whispers in the ears of clay,


    And broken gods still know themselves divine.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  
    
  


  THE ONE AND THE MANY
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  [From sunlit meadows my tired gaze withdrawn]


  
    From sunlit meadows my tired gaze withdrawn


    Searches the blue sky, where with twilight shades


    And paling lights that vanish in the dawn,


    The Wingèd Circle of the White Moon fades.

  


  
    In all fair things there dwells one lovely form


    That moulds the curved rainbow’s fiery wings,


    And guides the whirling cycles of the storm,


    And winds the stars’ desires in golden rings.

  


  
    I seek the Ancient Form Divine and dear,


    The endless Arc of Light, the Perfect Whole,


    In the lost glory of a shadowed sphere,


    The broken circle of a Wingless Soul.

  


  
    Here among sunlit leaves, in lonely hours,


    The Vision of the Silence comes and goes,


    Touching the heart of pallid primrose flowers,


    Troubling the waters of the world’s repose.

  


  
    Thus did one muse for hours in a dim vale,


    Till day passed dreaming the horizon line,


    And twilight laid the spherèd dewdrops pale


    On the long grass and primrose blooms divine.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  


  [Many are the colours of the Rainbow]


  
    Many are the colours of the Rainbow reflected in the Dewdrops that shiver on the grass, but there is only One Light, and the Sea is One.

  


  


  [Fragments of rhythms I heard in manifold twilight places]


  
    Fragments of rhythms I heard in manifold twilight places:


    The cry of a broken wave, a wild breath of the passing storm,


    A flutter of deeds and dreams, and a lilt of vanishing faces,


    A flash from the wings of the Thought that is somewhere a radiant Form.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  THE ONE AND THE MANY


  
    White hawthorn boughs make heaven of the blue sky,


    White daisies mob the green ways of the ground,


    White waves at twilight, breaking sigh on sigh,


    Pass beyond sight or sound.

  


  
    We who have seen the spirit of the spring


    Die downward to the lowly life of grass,


    Whilst the dark earth holds fast each soaring wing—


    Dream that all dreams must pass.

  


  
    Yet Beauty, robed in silence and white Peace,


    Leans from the stars and fills not any grave,


    Nor ceases when the daisies fade and cease,


    Nor breaks with the broken wave.

  


  
    Deeper than twilight, whiter than the may,


    Lo, she hath built her house of wind and sun,


    Her coloured robe may change from day to day,


    But the soul of Beauty is One.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  IN THE PINEWOODS


  
    Here the white stars brood high above the austere pines,


    And the long pine stems seem to gather up the shadowy stream


    Of the earth’s beauty, all her flowing curves and rapturous lines,


    Folded together and lifted up in a long ecstatic dream.

  


  
    Here in the silent wood Beauty and Peace join hands at last,


    And all the wars of the world have shrivelled and fallen away,


    For the winds of an Unknown Will are blowing out of the Vast,


    And the soul of the world grows one with the lips that pity and pray.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  THE EYES OF THE BLIND


  
    Through the wise books that trouble the world


    Ye seek but ye shall not find,


    For no scroll that was ever unfurled


    Can open the eyes of the blind.

  


  
    The open-hearted Mystery


    Still slumbers among the hills,


    And her thoughts are the stars of the sky,


    But her dreams are daffodils.

  


  
    Her moods are the light of running streams


    That break into foam and pass,


    Where the sunset of her sorrow gleams


    The dew lies hoar on the grass.

  


  
    Her pity softens the twilight wind,


    Her hands that are cool with dew,


    Shall open at last the eyes of the blind—


    And her love is the heavens blue.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  OCTOBER


  
    The sleepless light of morning drives every cloud away,


    Shining on a garden space of blue and sunny hours,


    But the dreaming twilight holds the secret of the day,


    Forgotten by its sunshine and hidden from its flowers.

  


  
    The rainbow coloured robe of spring is delicate and dear,


    And bright with the unfolding of many eager wings,


    But the wise October is the Dreamer of the Year,


    And the Autumn twilight holds the secret of all things.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  PEACE


  
    The long and waving line of the blue hills


    Makes rhythmical the twilight, no sharp peak


    Pierces the kind air with a rough-hewn will


    To storm the sky, no soaring mountains seek


    To break the melody of the flowing line,


    But the hills wander on in a long wave,


    And all the while invisible stars shine


    Over the sea and the white cairn of Maeve.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  THE QUEST


  
    For years I sought the Many in the One,


    I thought to find lost waves and broken rays,


    The rainbow’s faded colours in the sun—


    The dawns and twilights of forgotten days.

  


  
    But now I seek the One in every form,


    Scorning no vision that a dewdrop holds,


    The gentle Light that shines behind the storm,


    The Dream that many a twilight hour enfolds.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  


  [The many colours of the world]


  
    The many colours of the world are the joy of the Artist, but the Worship of the One is the Wisdom of Art.

  


  SYMBOLS


  
    I have seen the dreams of the world in a rose that the winds have slain,


    And the flower of Life flaming gold in the blue shrine of the Light,


    The cry of a mystical harp shudders clear through the cold spring rain,


    And the twilight is folded in round a dream of the Infinite.

  


  
    For a moonray has slipped from my soul to the mirror of my mind,


    And lights up the shows of the world, changing its diamonds to dew—


    But the words and the deeds of men are as smoke that darkens the wind—


    Black smoke from the mills of the world blown across the unfaltering blue.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  THE REVOLT AGAINST ART


  
    The earth bends to her will, the obdurate marble serves


    Her dream, flowing about her soul in gracious lines,


    Rose white as sunlit waves—a mystery of pale curves


    Flung up in palace towers or dreaming over shrines.

  


  
    One Beauty moulds the fragile clay in many forms,


    Till men who build seem but the shadow of strange powers,


    And the wild southern sea with all her clouds and storms,


    Bends low beneath the yoke of a white host of towers.

  


  
    So doth the round arch of the blue air Byzantine


    Seem but the jewelled slave of her enthroned desire,


    Yet far from the unfolding of her loveliest line,


    Burn the free spiral flames and cones of wind-blown fire.

  


  
    I have seen broken veils of twilight folded round


    A purer mystery than the rich marble holds,


    Where from of old the mountain-throned Beauty frowned


    On carven forms divine, and towers inlaid with gold.

  


  
    The Austere Beauty with proud ætherial brows,


    Moulds not the dusty clay, thinks scorn of the hard stone,


    But, through her dreams, the shadow of forest boughs


    Wave o’er the towers of the world broken and overthrown.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  FROM THE WEST COAST


  
    Here the Atlantic breakers shake the shore


    And wild winds blast the life of grass and trees,


    Brave rocks are broken in that endless war,


    The very earth seems driven to her knees.

  


  
    Fearless the sea pink grows on the bare stone,


    Her wan face lifted to the wind and wave,


    Even as the Lonely turns to the Alone,


    And the brave soul is rooted in the Brave.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  ‘THE GREAT GOD HAS BEEN RELEASED FROM DARKNESS’

  

  (VEDIC HYMN)


  
    The sun that flames in the East, the Light-giver, Agni, Lord of the House of Gold,


    Rose radiant in Heaven and scattered afar the Gray Maidens of the Dawn,


    And men turned their eyes to the Light, and worshipped a Majesty burning and old,


    Till a fire sprang up in the soul of the wise, and delight, and a new song was born.

  


  
    But here under heavy boughs that droop over rain-haunted pools in the West,


    Whilst the daughters of Mannanan croon at sunset their old and shadowy rune,


    We, the children of dreams, who wander beside pale waters where waves are at rest,


    Have made a song for the white Life-giver, the Lonely—the silver-souled Moon.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  THE ANCIENT WISDOM


  
    Time in dark underground dungeons brought the pale seed to birth,


    Whilst the slow array of the seasons shed sunshine, and the centuries watered the sod,


    Till the Tree of Knowledge grew silently towering out of the darkness of earth,


    And the sun’s face was veiled in a mist of green boughs like the face of an angry God.

  


  
    But the broken dream that fell long ago from the far blue deeps of the twilight skies,


    Carved in the likeness of gods forgotten, great-browed desolate Powers Divine,


    Like a star that gleams in the blue abyss, or a moonlit wave in the soul of the Wise,


    In the innermost chancel of dreams shall brood, o’er a secret and shadowy shrine.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  THE CITY


  
    On through the iron day each stone-bound square


    The soul of the green grass entombèd hides,


    The buried spirit of the Wise and Fair


    Imprisoned in the earth’s heart still abides.

  


  
    Then evening passes cool hands o’er the town,


    Making a dream, against the conquering skies,


    Of giant Labour-houses that crush down


    The buried spirit of the Fair and Wise.

  


  
    As prisoners count the ray of sunshine dear


    That filters dimly through their prison bars;


    So my heart burns to feel the twilight near,


    And the far presence of the inviolate stars.

  


  
    Then does the Spirit of the Wise and Fair


    Break from her sepulchre and walk the town,


    The iron bonds are loosened everywhere—


    No pavement gray can crush the green grass down.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  A DREAM


  
    Behind the scenes, before the play,


    I watched the spirits dress their parts:


    They decked themselves in robes of clay,


    With patient skill and finished arts.

  


  
    One moulds in beauty a white face,


    One blurs the outline coarse and rough,


    One wraps herself in furs and lace,


    And one goes clad in tattered stuff.

  


  
    One soul has got a golden crown,


    Of strutting pride she takes her fill,


    Another gambols as a clown


    With all her limbs at her own will.

  


  
    One paints a pale ancestral woe


    On high cheek bones and pencilled brow,


    One has a world to overthrow


    And one goes forth to drive the plough.

  


  
    One fills with heavy words and long


    The measure of man’s patience up.


    Whilst one pours out the shining song


    Like wine into a golden cup.

  


  
    One dreams a joyous dream and dear,


    And smiles on life with flashing eyes,


    One carves on furrowed brows austere


    The deep-set wrinkles of the wise.

  


  
    One wraps herself in raiment fine


    And poses as a warrior-lord,


    One thinks the human form Divine,


    And Life herself her own reward.

  


  
    Content one gains her heart’s desire


    In carven beauty clear and trim,


    Whilst one seeks for the Sacred Fire


    To mould her rugged features dim.

  


  
    But ever all the spirits said,


    ‘We swathe our limbs in robes of clay


    And veil our lightning from the dead,


    And hide our secret selves away.

  


  
    ‘Behind the brows of king or slave


    The selfsame secret lingers still,


    The Rich, the Poor, the Base, the Brave


    Can but in dreams our dream fulfil.’


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  


  [The prayers of the many]


  
    The prayers of the many have made confusion among the Angels, but the Incarnation of the One is the hope of the World.

  


  INFLUENCE


  
    Ye who would mould men’s souls unto your tyrannous will,


    And soften the tiger’s heart, and make the wild deer brave,


    Can ye then lower the crest of one most gentle wave?


    Or shift the flowing lines of the dim absolute hill?

  


  
    The soul stands like a mountain strong against cloud and storm,


    On the face of wave-built waters is the spirit shed,


    And none are formless save the indifferent lost dead—


    For the immortal carven spirit itself is form.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  THERE IS NO AGE


  
    There is no age, this darkness and decay


    Is by a radiant spirit cast aside,


    Young with the ageless youth that yesterday


    Bent to the yoke of flesh immortal pride.

  


  
    What though in time of thunder and black cloud


    The Spirit of the Innermost recedes


    Into the depths of Being, stormy browed,


    Obscured by a long life of dreams and deeds—

  


  
    There is no age—the swiftly passing hour


    That measures out our days of pilgrimage


    And breaks the heart of every summer flower,


    Shall find again the child’s soul in the sage.

  


  
    There is no age, for youth is the divine;


    And the white radiance of the timeless soul


    Burns like a silver lamp in that dark shrine


    That is the tired pilgrim’s ultimate goal.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  THE THISTLE


  
    There’s no shade in the woods, through the moveless fir branches the sunlight streams down,


    Lying thick on the roots and mosses, and delicate fronds of wild fern,


    And the gray hills stand carven about us like the cold dead walls of a town,


    And the pines are as pillars, the mountains like marble towers at sunset burn,


    Yet here on the sunburnt heights of the world the springs of the cool rivers are,


    Up here on the high mountain meadow lost to the life of the plain below,


    The thistle has bloomed in a great white flower that dreams on the grass like a star—


    For out of sharp darkness and sword blades in silence the light of the world must grow—


    Whilst away on the distant mountain side the torrent thunders afar,


    And the thirsty valley stretches her lips to meet the cold touch of the snow....

  


  
    Oh ye men who have built up the marble, and carved out your hearts in the stone,


    Behold the white flower in the meadow was shaped by the hands of a God,


    By the storms of the world your high towers shall be blasted and overthrown,


    But the white thistle flower is rooted firm in the will of the life-giving sod.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  THE INNER LIGHT


  
    Between the mountains and the sea


    I trod last night on holy ground,


    Standing beside the quicken tree,


    I saw no sight, I heard no sound.

  


  
    Between the darkness and the light


    Vainly the haunted hour stood still,


    Void of all vision came the night,


    No magic fire burnt on the hill.

  


  
    The mystic earth seemed but dull ground


    And empty wastes of wood and sea,


    Yet deep in my deep heart I found


    The druid vision of the Shee.

  


  
    I stand between the night and day


    Once more in the dim world of dreams,


    And over miles of glimmering gray


    Far out at sea the sunset gleams.

  


  
    Now between silence and a song


    Once more the haunted hour stands still,


    About my path the pale dreams throng,


    And magic fires burn on the hill.

  


  
    Through the greenlands a strange voice glides,


    And lights flash near the quicken tree,


    Yet deep in the deep soul abides


    The druid vision of the Shee.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  THE LADDERS OF LIFE


  
    The heart of Life is lifted up with eager pride of birth,


    The monkeys, throned among the beasts in almost human shape


    Fling down their scorns on serpent forms left writhing on the earth;


    And snakes despise the helpless worm as men despise the ape.

  


  
    When sunshine and green shades serene the pleasant hours divide


    The radiant lily holds her head high amongst dreams and flowers,


    No man may flout the crimson rout of the gay rose’s pride,


    Who flaunts her royal flag above the garden’s gracious powers.

  


  
    Oh silver lilies, rainbow lit, are ye the Fairest Fair,


    Oh men who knit your brows in wrath are ye the Wisest Wise,


    Lo! moonlight gleams in silver dreams about a spirit’s hair,


    And Wisdom dwells in the clear deeps of great untroubled eyes.

  


  
    Red rose, there is another rose that mocks your crimson fine,


    The rose that is the world’s despair and wet with sacred dew,


    Though none ascend, all Ladders end in the one Dream Divine,


    Ye men who scorn the beasts, perchance calm eyes look down on you.

  


  
    The gods who dwell beyond our dreams have cast our prayers away,


    The angels leaning from their thrones have dealt us scorn for scorn;


    The monkey’s pride that dares divide our brotherhood of clay


    Is hushed before the Life Unseen, Unknown, Undreamed, Unborn.

  


  
    Yet one fair truth amid the shades the troubled soul discerns,


    One ray of light Divine has pierced the world’s rain-battered roof,


    In every shape of man or ape the sacred fire burns,


    And God is buried in our clay though angels hold aloof.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  ASPIRATION


  
    Soul of the acorn buried in the sod,


    Lord of high trees and sunset haunted hills,


    Planter of primroses and Very God


    Of the bright daffodils,


    Pity the weakness of the growing grain—


    And drench our fields with rain.

  


  
    Soul of the Light and Spirit of the Sword,


    Flash one great thought through hosts of huddled years,


    God of great deeds and dream-inspired Lord


    Of pity and of tears,


    Pity the weary ploughman’s barren toil—


    Cast sunshine on the soil.

  


  
    Dream of dim lights and twilight haunted wind,


    Spirit that moves upon the waters’ face,


    Lighten the wave-washed caverns of the mind


    With a pale starry grace:


    Pity the midnight hours of Death and Birth,


    Bring Hope back to the earth.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  


  [The Deeds of the Many]


  
    The Deeds of the Many have filled the world with tumult and lamentation, but the Dream of the One is the Music of Life.

  


  TIME


  
    The soul would know the rhythm and sound of time


    As men know music, cunning to divide


    Into dull bars a melody sublime,


    Breaking the song’s wings, crushing down her pride,

  


  
    They follow her swift steps among the flowers;


    Thus do we break the radiance of the whole,


    Into this rainbow prism of days and hours,


    Splitting the absolute glory of the soul.

  


  
    Then like a milky way of many stars,


    The manifold pale fires are brought to birth,


    And men grope blindly against iron bars,


    And pain and disappointment walk the earth.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  THE TRUCE OF GOD


  
    The wind has fallen at last, and the daylight has faded away,


    Peace lies on the hills and the sea, and peace on the rain-drenched sod,


    And the evening dreams in pity o’er the battlefields of the day;


    But those who shoot pigeons at twilight have broken the Truce of God.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  THE MERCIFUL KNIGHT

  

  BURNE-JONES


  
    In the dim twilight-haunted garden,


    Pardon has met with pardon,


    And the proud flashing giant arms divine


    That move the worlds, thus gently folded rest


    Long on the dreamer’s breast,


    Where Pity leans from that harsh cross of pain


    That is the inmost and inviolate shrine


    Of Him who is the Slayer and the Slain.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  A SPIRIT IN PRISON


  
    Oh pale discrownèd brow and quenchèd eyes,


    And thick dull flesh, like heavy clods of clay,


    Building a grave where some sad sleeper lies


    Half drenched in dreams, half conscious of decay.

  


  
    This is the mystery of prison bars


    That guard the dusty windows of the mind,


    Holding a long-lost glory from the stars,


    And a free spirit from the roaming wind.

  


  
    Yet shalt thou see beyond the nerveless brain


    In the dark chambers of unknown desire,


    A dim face pressed against the window pane—


    Behind the quenchèd eyes immortal fire.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  THE WEAVER


  
    I was the child that passed long hours away


    Chopping red beetroot in the hay-piled barn;


    Now must I spend the wind-blown April day


    Minding great looms and tying knots in yarn.

  


  
    Once long ago I tramped through rain and slush


    In brown waves breaking up the stubborn soil,


    I wove and wove the twilight’s purple hush


    To fold about the furrowed heart of toil.

  


  
    Strange fires and frosts burnt out the seasons’ dross,


    I watched slow Powers the woven cloth reveal,


    While God stood counting out His gain and loss,


    And Day and Night pushed on the heavy wheel.

  


  
    Held close against the breast of living Powers


    A little pulse, yet near the heart of strife,


    I followed the slow plough for hours and hours


    Minding through sun and shower the loom of life.

  


  
    The big winds, harsh and clear and strong and salt,


    Blew through my soul and all the world rang true,


    In all things born I knew no stain or fault,


    My heart was soft to every flower that grew.

  


  
    The cabbages in my small garden patch


    Were rooted in the earth’s heart; wings unseen


    Throbbed in the silence under the dark thatch,


    And brave birds sang long ere the boughs were green.

  


  
    Once did I labour at the living stuff


    That holds the fire, the water and the wind;


    Now do I weave the garments coarse and rough


    That some vain men have made for vain mankind.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  THE DESOLATE ARMY


  
    In the world’s wars we have no lot nor part,


    No tattered flag, no sound of trampling feet


    Thrills the dark caverns of a nation’s heart


    For us, no battle song makes danger sweet.

  


  
    In the world’s praise and love we have no place,


    We have not turned the drunkard from his wine—


    Nor toiled to build fine dwellings for the race—


    Nor burnt new incense at an ancient shrine.

  


  
    Yet have we seen a glimpse of radiant forms


    Behind the blackness of these smoke-stained hours,


    Where wisdom shines beyond all clouds and storms,


    And pity dwells amongst the steadfast powers.

  


  
    Then divine madness fills the heart and brain


    Of the pale army passionately proud,—


    We toil on dimly through much strife and strain


    To unveil those radiant brows unto the crowd.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  THE LAND TO A LANDLORD


  
    You hug to your soul a handful of dust,


    And you think the round world your sacred trust—


    But the sun shines, and the wind blows,


    And nobody cares and nobody knows.

  


  
    O the bracken waves and the foxgloves flame,


    And none of them ever has heard your name—


    Near and dear is the curlew’s cry,


    You are merely a stranger passing by.

  


  
    Sheer up through the shadows the mountain towers


    And dreams wander free in this world of ours,—


    Though you may turn the grass to gold,


    The twilight has left you out in the cold.

  


  
    Though you are king of the rose and the wheat,


    Not for you, not for you is the bog-myrtle sweet,


    Though you are lord of the long grass,


    The hemlock bows not her head as you pass.

  


  
    The poppies would flutter amongst the corn


    Even if you had never been born,


    With your will or without your will


    The ragweed can wander over the hill.

  


  
    Down there in the bog where the plovers call


    You are but an outcast after all,


    Over your head the sky gleams blue—


    Not a cloud or a star belongs to you.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  TO A FRIEND


  
    Carve thou thy dream in marble, scrawl it clear


    On the high walls of Art above the throng,


    Shape it in towers that climb from sphere to sphere,


    Fold it in music, mould it into song.

  


  
    But live it not, nor let the wandering wind


    Know of the gentle power in silence born,


    For in the ways of men the dreamer’s mind


    Shall be by dogs devoured, by vultures torn.

  


  
    Alas, dear heart, along the ways of sense


    No glory save the light of gold can shine;


    Men strive with angry deeds—ah! get thee hence,


    Cast not thy star before these hungry swine.

  


  
    The song would flood your soul in silver streams,


    The tower holds on high the builder’s trust,


    The marble bends unto the sculptor’s dreams,


    But men tread out your fire in the dust.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  FROM THE GARDEN OF PROSERPINE


  
    I dare not bend the white rose to my will,


    Nor break the lilies’ stalk, nor idly part


    The climbing sweetbriar from the green-clad hill,


    Nor steal the emerald’s fire from the earth’s heart.

  


  
    Yea, in the spring my fierce desires refrain


    From the pale primroses, my hands are cold


    To flaming poppies; through the woods in vain


    My path is lit with the laburnum’s gold.

  


  
    No rose shall shed for me her delicate leaves,


    No bluebell fade and die an hour too soon,


    No poppy mourn the cornfield’s golden sheaves,


    No radiant lily pine for the hot noon.

  


  
    Harmless I roam amongst the dreams that bloom


    In the lost garden, passing them thus by,


    Loath to pluck flowers too fair to deck a tomb,


    Too bright to thrive under a cloudy sky.

  


  
    Yet from the secret ways one dream I bring,


    One vision braves the harsh unkindly air,


    The blighting human touch, the world’s cold spring,


    The withering Autumn promise everywhere.

  


  
    Fallen I found this broken branch of may


    That once soared high above the bluebell towers,


    Now in my soul it blooms from day to day,


    White with the joy of lost immortal hours.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  


  [Many are the sorrows of men]


  
    Many are the sorrows of men as the waves of the sea, wandering to and fro with the restless tides, but One is the untroubled Fire that burns on the Hearth of the Universe.

  


  ‘THE SOUL ATTAINS’


  
    Oh strife too short, oh victory too dear,


    Deep in the artist’s soul the flame burns cold,


    Freed from the goad of dreams, the lash of fear,


    He who attains, remembers, and grows old.

  


  
    Oh youthfulness of failure, the long hours


    Of uncrowned labour, unregarded toil,


    Are as the wintry seed of the spring flowers,


    The starry Hope that blossoms near the soil.

  


  
    Is there not precious metal to be wrung


    From the earth’s heart and the streams’ secret ways,


    The stories not yet told, the songs unsung,


    The dreams undreamed—oh, fair beyond all praise,

  


  
    Like treasure buried underneath a hill,


    In some sea-guarded isle, or barren land,


    They wait the labour of the hero’s will—


    The magic touch of the adventurer’s hand.

  


  
    Joy dwells in austere deeds, the perilous climb


    That leads tired footsteps to the mountain height,


    And music trembles in the halting rhyme


    That scales with lagging steps the hill of light.

  


  
    Still are the world’s unseen yet crowned powers,


    The courage and the ecstasy of toil,


    And the sweet wind-blown breath of the wild flowers,


    The starry Hope that blossoms near the soil.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  LIS-AN-DOILL


  
    Once in the year the ancient world grows young,


    For me alone there is no dream of spring,


    Alas there are many songs to be sung—


    New songs and old—I am too old to sing.

  


  
    Songs of the constant world that never grows


    Tired of green boughs—impatient of the may—


    That waits for the unfolding of the rose,


    On fire with hope to-day as yesterday.

  


  
    I am too old—I pass the daisies by,


    And tread the grass down under tired feet.


    Time washes all the blue out of the sky—


    The very violets are no longer sweet.

  


  
    Even the constant spring is false to me,


    Not all the rosebuds ever yet unfurled,


    Nor any dream of roses yet to be,


    Can reconcile me to this evil world.

  


  
    Once in the year the young spring’s green and gold


    Gleams in the sun and rustles in the wind;


    Alas! there is neither light for the old,


    Nor any dream of colour for the blind.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  THE LITTLE WAVES OF BREFFNY


  
    The grand road from the mountain goes shining to the sea,


    And there is traffic in it and many a horse and cart,


    But the little roads of Cloonagh are dearer far to me,


    And the little roads of Cloonagh go rambling through my heart.

  


  
    A great storm from the ocean goes shouting o’er the hill,


    And there is glory in it and terror on the wind,


    But the haunted air of twilight is very strange and still,


    And the little winds of twilight are dearer to my mind.

  


  
    The great waves of the Atlantic sweep storming on their way,


    Shining green and silver with the hidden herring shoal,


    But the Little Waves of Breffny have drenched my heart in spray,


    And the Little Waves of Breffny go stumbling through my soul.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  MONNA LISA

  

  LEONARDO DA VINCI


  
    Her narrow eyelids radiantly obscure,


    Veiling the profound smile of her strange eyes,


    Trouble the Well where the world’s secret lies


    Lost in blue grottoes icy cold and pure,


    Deep in the buried spirit of the Wise.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  LA PENSÉE

  

  RODIN


  
    Hiding in mazes of marble her chin sunk deep in the stone,


    She breaks away from the senses five, the warders of the soul,


    Alone in the wind-swept deeps of Being she seeks the Alone,


    The adventurer’s innermost light the dreamer’s perilous goal.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  THE LOST STREAM


  
    Down this dry watercourse once long ago


    The Living Waters strong and clear and cold,


    Fresh from the mountain summit and the snow,


    Shining with dreams, into the valley rolled.

  


  
    Now the green valley mourns, the rock-hewn bed


    Of the loud torrent lies sunstruck and still,


    The wild flowers droop, the very grass is dead,


    And the tired traveller faints on the parched hill.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  THE PLACE OF PEACE


  
    The Fear that lurks in the crowded street


    And hides in the market-place,


    And follows the stranger with unseen feet


    And a half-averted face,


    Shall fly from the silence that sanctifies


    The lonely wood and the wind’s held breath,


    From the sorrows of fools, and the dreams of the wise,


    And the shadows that darken the gates of death.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  CLAIRVOYANTE


  
    Nothing that is vast enters into the life of mortals without a curse.— ANTIGONE.

  


  
    Long ago a spirit was torn from the fire of the opal spheres,


    To light the lamp of the world with a spark from the infinite,


    Though dull is the lamp and stained with the smoke of the dusty years,


    Behind the dark glass burns ever a magic circle of light.

  


  
    Comrade, your soul goes crowned with an aura of gracious rays,


    Burning brighter about your brow as the sunbeams fade and cease—


    For passion and pity and love are the moonlight of your days,


    But in my soul is a flame of the pitiless astral peace.

  


  
    Wings that are pale with dreaming or folded in flaming wrath,


    Crowd round us rainbow-hued through the shadows of dread and desire;


    But in the mirror my soul has the shrivelled wings of a moth,


    Blackened and blistered and scorched by the magic circle of fire.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  THE TRAVELLERS


  
    Was it not strange that by the tideless sea


    The jar and hurry of our lives should cease?


    That under olive boughs we found our peace,


    And all the world’s great song in Italy?

  


  
    Is it not strange though Peace herself has wings


    And long ago has gone her separate ways,


    On through the tumult of our fretful days


    From Life to Death the great song chimes and rings?

  


  
    In that sad day shall then the singing fail,


    Shall Life go down in silence at the end,


    And in the darkness friend be lost to friend,


    And all our love and dreams of no avail.

  


  
    You whose Love’s melody makes glad the gloom


    Of a long labour and a patient strife,


    Is not that music greater than our life?


    Shall not a little song outlast that doom?


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  


  [The Winged Horse]


  
    The Winged Horse shall be harnessed to many ploughs, but in the end there is freedom, and the aether vibrates with the rhythm of Unseen Light.

  


  
    
  


  THE PROUD PHILOSOPHER


  
    Plotinus, like a proud and idle boy


    Ashamed to study in the lowest class,


    Himself the comrade of the sons of joy,


    Disdained the secrets of the earthbound grass.

  


  
    He sought not beauty in the dawn’s pale fire,


    Nor sorrow in the stream of human tears,


    But mourned the broken wings of his desire,


    And loved the songs of far ancestral spheres.

  


  
    He knew whence he had come, there was no bar


    Between his spirit, into darkness hurled,


    And the blue deeps that mocked him from afar,


    Dreaming in sorrow over a lost world—

  


  
    Shrinking before his mighty comrade’s scorn,


    He hid from men the country of his birth,


    For shame and grief to think he had been born


    Far from the spheres of light on this dull earth.

  


  
    Unmoved he passed through mystic twilight hours,


    Flouted the very sunset on the hill,


    Brother of shadowy, proud immortal powers,


    Child of the spirit’s iridescent will.

  


  
    He who thus claimed high lineage rent the veil


    Between the worlds, and tore away the cloud


    That hides the snowclad summit from the dale—


    The world is fairer for the Pure and Proud.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  THE INCARNATE


  
    Deep in the soul there throbs the secret pain


    Of one homesick for dear familiar things,


    When Spring winds rock the waves of sunlit rain


    And on the grass there falls the shadow of wings.

  


  
    How should one bend one’s dreams to the dark clay


    Where carven beauty mixed with madness dwells?


    And men who fear to die fear not to slay,


    And Life has built herself ten thousand hells.

  


  
    No wave that breaks in music on the shore


    Can purify the tiger’s bloodstained den,


    The worms that crawl about the dark world’s core


    Cry out aloud against the deeds of men.

  


  
    Alas the peace of these still hours and deep


    Is but a dream that wanders from afar,


    And the great Dreamer, turning in His sleep,


    Smothers in darkness all our little star.

  


  
    Yet in the gentle spirit of the wise


    Light flashes out through many a simple thing,


    The tired ploughman with impassive eyes,


    Knows in his heart that he was once a king.

  


  
    He sees in dreams the crown long lost and dear,


    That glittered on a fallen spirit’s brow,


    A shattered gleam from some far shining sphere


    Has dazed the eyes of him who drives the plough.

  


  
    The long brown furrows of the broken soil


    Lead in straight lines unto the sunset’s gates,


    On high green hills, beyond the reach of toil,


    The vision of the twilight broods and waits.

  


  
    The silence folded in about the heart


    Whispers strange longings to the broken soul,


    That lingers in a lonely place apart,


    Stretching vain hands to clasp the secret whole.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  PROSERPINE IN HADES


  
    Prosèrpina, who sought for poppies, fell


    Beyond the reach of summer and sweet flowers,


    Content to reign amongst the Lords of Hell,


    Queen of grey shades and dreams and outcast Powers.

  


  
    Was she content?—nay, Charon saw her weep,


    When Orpheus came from the bright world above,


    And sang his way across the twilight deep,


    And found and lost his unforgotten love.

  


  
    Was she not dreaming of fair meadow lands,


    And sunlit rivers, when that Other came?


    And the spheres broke like glass beneath His hands,


    And souls rushed forth in spires of wandering flame.

  


  
    The Light beyond all dreams of hours and days,


    The Songs that break their way from sphere to sphere,


    In broken gleams they pierced the sunless ways,


    And bound her soul to hopes that once were dear.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  PROSERPINE ENTHRONED


  
    All day she reigns in dreams amongst the dead,


    At night, strong-winged, she flames across the skies,


    O’er the dark world her floods of light are shed,


    The silver goddess of the pure and wise.

  


  
    Oh! soul that gropes on through the drowsy day


    Amongst dead thoughts and deeds and fading flowers,


    Dost thou not leave at night the foolish clay,


    To join the starry throng of radiant Powers?

  


  
    Rising amongst the gods on moonlit wings,


    Dost thou not drive thy fiery winged steeds


    Right through the sheer abyss and soul of things,


    Forgetting the dull round of dreams and deeds?

  


  
    Incarnate Spirit fallen from great light,


    Doomed many days in darkness to endure,


    Thou art yet Proserpine—the Queen of Night—


    The Silver Goddess of the Wise and Pure.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  THE BODY TO THE SOUL


  
    You have dragged me on through the wild wood ways,


    You have given me toil and scanty rest,


    I have seen the light of ten thousand days


    Grow dim and sink and fade in the West.

  


  
    Once you bore me forth from the dusty gloom,


    Weeping and helpless and naked and blind,


    Now you would hide me deep down in the tomb,


    And wander away on the moonlit wind.

  


  
    You would bury me like a thing of shame,


    Silently into the darkness thrust,


    You would mix my heart that was once a flame


    With the mouldering clay and the wandering dust.

  


  
    The eyes that wept for your sorrowful will


    Shall be laid among evil and unclean things,


    The heart that was faithful through good and ill


    You scorn for a flutter of tawdry wings.

  


  
    You were the moonlight, I lived in the sun;


    Could there ever be peace between us twain?


    I sought the Many, you seek the One,


    You are the slayer I am the slain.

  


  
    Oh! soul when you mount to your flame-built throne


    Will you dream no dream of the broken clay?


    Will you breathe o’er the stars in your pathway strown,


    No sigh for the daisies of yesterday?

  


  
    As you wander the shining corridors,


    A lonely wave in the ocean of light,


    Have you never a thought of the lake’s lost shores,


    Or the fire-lit cottage dim and white?

  


  
    Shall not the dear smell of the rain-wet soil


    Through the windless spheres and the silence float?


    Shall not my hands that are brown with toil


    Take your dreams and high desires by the throat?

  


  
    Behold, I reach forth from beyond the years,


    I will cry to you from beneath the sod,


    I will drag you back from the starry spheres,


    Yea, down from the very bosom of God.

  


  
    You cannot hide from the sun and the wind,


    Or the whispered song of the April rain,


    The proud earth that moulds all things to her mind,


    Shall gather you out of the deeps again.

  


  
    You shall follow once more a wandering fire,


    You shall gaze again on the starlit sea,


    You shall gather roses out of the mire:


    Alas, but you shall not remember me.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  RE-INCARNATION


  
    The darkness draws me, kindly angels weep


    Forlorn beyond receding rings of light,


    The torrents of the earth’s desires sweep


    My soul through twilight downward into night.

  


  
    Once more the light grows dim, the vision fades,


    Myself seems to myself a distant goal,


    I grope among the bodies’ drowsy shades,


    Once more the Old Illusion rocks my soul.

  


  
    Once more the Manifold in shadowy streams


    Of falling waters murmurs in my ears,


    The One Voice drowns amid the roar of dreams


    That crowd the narrow pathway of the years.

  


  
    I go to seek the starshine on the waves,


    To count the dewdrops on the grassy hill,


    I go to gather flowers that grow on graves,


    The world’s wall closes round my prisoned will.

  


  
    Yea, for the sake of the wild western wind


    The spherèd spirit scorns her flame-built throne,


    Because of primroses, time out of mind,


    The Lonely turns away from the Alone.

  


  
    Who once has loved the cornfield’s rustling sheaves,


    Who once has heard the gentle Irish rain


    Murmur low music in the growing leaves,


    Though he were god, comes back to earth again.

  


  
    Oh Earth! green wind-swept Eirinn, I would break


    The tower of my soul’s initiate pride


    For a gray field and a star-haunted lake,


    And those wet winds that roam the country side.

  


  
    I who have seen am glad to close my eyes,


    I who have soared am weary of my wings,


    I seek no more the secret of the wise,


    Safe among shadowy, unreal human things.

  


  
    Blind to the gleam of those wild violet rays


    That burn beyond the rainbow’s circle dim,


    Bound by dark nights and driven by pale days,


    The sightless slave of Time’s imperious whim;

  


  
    Deaf to the flowing tide of dreams divine


    That surge outside the closèd gates of birth,


    The rhythms of eternity, too fine


    To touch with music the dull ears of earth—

  


  
    I go to seek with humble care and toil


    The dreams I left undreamed, the deeds undone,


    To sow the seed and break the stubborn soil,


    Knowing no brightness whiter than the sun.

  


  
    Content in winter if the fire burns clear


    And cottage walls keep out the creeping damp,


    Hugging the Old Illusion warm and dear,


    The Silence and the Wise Book and the Lamp.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE SOUL TO THE BODY


  
    The lamp has gone out in your eyes,


    The ashes are cold in your heart,


    Yet you smile indifferent-wise,


    Though I depart—though I depart.

  


  
    I was the Joy that made you young,


    The Light on the moon-haunted sea,


    The soul of each song that was sung,


    And the heart of Mystery.

  


  
    I was the Harper old and blind,


    The Breaker of Waves on the shore,


    The sorrow that cries on the wind—


    I weep no more—I weep no more.

  


  
    I was the Cloud that made your grief


    In the grey twilight of the year,


    Now you fall like a fallen leaf,


    Without a tear—without a tear.

  


  
    I was the Force that made you strong


    From your brain to your finger tips,


    And lifted your heart in a song,


    And fashioned the words on your lips:

  


  
    I was the Hour that made you great,


    I was the deed you left undone,


    The soul of love—the heart of hate,


    I was the cloud that hid the sun.

  


  
    I was the Light that made you wise,


    I was the Dream that broke your heart—


    Now the tears are dry in your eyes


    Though I depart—though I depart.


    •

  


  
    

    


    
  


  


  [In spite of the laughter of the fauns]


  
    In spite of the laughter of the fauns, Athene played on the pipes until she caught sight of her distorted face reflected in a stream. Many melodies could not compensate her for the troubled deeps of the Divine Beauty, so in sorrow she gave away her pipes to the children of this world.


    Since then Wisdom has smoothed out the wrinkles of wrath and desire from her quiet brow, the crying of the Little Waves trouble no more the deep waters of Silence, the stars fade in the moonlight, and many sorrows have dreamed themselves into the one Peace.


    For the voice of Wisdom and of the Silence is the music of the world.


    •
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  THE THREE RESURRECTIONS


  I

  

  LAZARUS


  
    Like driven cattle groping in blind herds


    The hours passed me by, I stood alone,


    And human dreams and light-winged prayers and words


    Singed their frail wings about a flame-built throne.

  


  
    Lost among outward things the poor limbs lay,


    Holding no hint of the fled fire divine,


    Like painted towers that crumble and decay,


    When the God vanishes from some fair shrine.

  


  
    Then from the broken edge and granite sheer


    Of this harsh world, unto her heart of flame


    A cry rang inwards, through the secret sphere,


    Till the soul trembled at the body’s name.

  


  
    A wild wind sweeping through the fortressed gate


    Of fire precipitous, in storms of will,


    Did through the fibres of my soul vibrate,


    And shook the Lilies on the Holy Hill.

  


  
    Down in the deep abyss the deep voice sighed,


    The pitiless voice that rhythmic tides obey,


    Did through the inner courts in whispers glide,


    And thrust my soul forth on her lonely way.

  


  
    Yea, with strange fires down to the crumbling soil,


    Amid the shambling herd of days and hours,


    Drove the poor soul back to her patient toil,


    And bid the slave rebuild her broken towers.

  


  
    Oh Mary, dreamer without ruth or fear,


    Brave through the radiant aether to descend


    Into the holiest inner deeps austere,


    Was this well done of Him who was thy friend?

  


  
    Lo, when amid past homely hours serene,


    One called to thee for service, thou didst stand


    Silent, thine eyes fixed on the Light Unseen,


    And the bread broken in thine idle hand.

  


  
    Did then His voice call back to outward things


    The radiant spirit wandering afar?


    He bade us not to break the wild bird’s wings


    With heavy loads, nor wreck our sister’s star.

  


  
    Now does He break Himself the wing that flies


    Too far, and quench the starlight on the wind,


    Yea, the lost light still dazzles my sad eyes,


    And the lost silence haunts my fevered mind.

  


  
    How shall I thank Him? With but little zest


    I grind the corn of Life in His dark mill,


    Close to the hard heart of the Manifest,


    I grope through days and hours that are His Will.

  


  
    Ah, Love can drag the soul down from the spheres,


    And bind her to the heart of human things,


    And turn her high resolves to sighs and tears,


    And break her wings, alas, and break her wings.

  


  
    Still it may be hid treasure on the earth


    Shall make this life of shadows worth its cost


    Of dust and dreariness and death and birth


    And broken wings and blue-lit radiance lost.

  


  
    And though my soul athwart the great white way


    Uncrowned, mysterious, weeping, starry-eyed,


    Flared down into her humble house of clay,


    Lonely amongst dim meadows to abide,

  


  
    Yet strange it is that He whose voice rang through


    The austere deeps found fire in clay concealed,


    Found in the false the likeness of the true,


    And His own inner will in each green field.

  


  
    This thought of all the thoughts that flash and blaze,


    Lightens the kingdom of my shadowy trust,


    He knew the wisdom of the secret rays


    Who drew my soul back to the alien dust.

  


  
    This is the fixed heart of each changing dream,


    The inner light that burns but for the blind—


    The gold that lies beneath the flowing stream—


    The buried treasure of a lonely mind.

  


  
    Now He is dead, and no man understands


    The mystery folded round each living heart,


    What gulfs of mystic seas and unknown lands


    Hold every man from his own soul apart.

  


  
    But He dwelt ever on that desolate verge,


    Amid the roar of winds and whirling tides,


    And in His soul the moaning of the surge


    And broken waters of the world abides.

  


  
    His hidden thought was veiled by too much light;


    Yet even when He wept I understood


    That the stars shine on many a moonless night,


    And bright streams glitter through the pathless wood.

  


  
    Each crazy hut, all walls of mud or clay


    Can hold the Eternal Beauty’s light Divine.


    This kingdom fails not, passes not away....


    He said so, who was Mary’s friend and mine.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  II

  

  THE RETURN OF ALCESTIS


  
    When wise Alcestis, risen from the grave,


    Stood by Admetos for whose sake she died,


    Her eyes were fierce that once were only brave


    And her heart hard with an unearthly pride.

  


  
    Admetos, the pale King who feared to die,


    Feared the dead risen, shrank from the proud Queen,


    Her white cheeks flushed with fading ecstasy,


    Bright with the radiant breath of the Unseen.

  


  
    He knew she saw straight through the kingly guise,


    Into his soul’s poor garret starved and grim,


    Behind the threatening brow and flashing eyes,


    Discerned the secret coward soul of him.

  


  
    ‘Fear not, Admetos, the long road ’—she said—


    ‘Led me through wind and fire, made pure by these,


    I bring no deadly vapours from the dead,


    No dreadful grave dust clings about my knees.

  


  
    ‘How shouldst thou, hearing but the last harsh sigh


    Of the poor noisy flesh, dream of the smile,


    Of the unheard, invisible ecstasy,


    Lo, I have lived in light a little while!’

  


  
    Then did Admetos praise her with soft phrase


    And Love’s dear silences, but she stood cold,


    And slowly the fire died from her white gaze,


    And her pale lips, once sweet, grew stern and old.

  


  
    The King raved, ‘Thou whose stony eyes austere,


    Lay humbled in the dust that I might live,


    Hast thou no love for him once held so dear?’


    And naught she answered save ‘O King, forgive?’

  


  
    Men brought her children to her, with cold hands


    She touched their hair and left them, murmuring


    ‘No prince or priest or peasant understands


    That this our life is but a shadowy thing.’

  


  
    At last Admetos tired of his dull bride


    And went back to his comrades and his wine,


    Whilst the cold silent Queen throned at his side,


    Dreamed of the Vision and the light divine.

  


  
    The coward King had but another dread,


    A white-faced phantom stood beside his throne;


    But sad Alcestis, risen from the dead,


    Faced this dark world and her own soul alone.

  


  
    And Heracles, whose death-defeating sword


    Had saved her, looking in her starving eyes,


    Knew he had robbed her of that just reward


    That crowns the desolate courage of the Wise.

  


  
    The freed bird comes not for her own delight,


    Back to the narrow cage and prison bars,


    Lo, the wide air scarce held her far-flung flight


    What time her will was throned beyond the stars.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  III

  

  PSYCHE IN HADES


  
    When Psyche staggered through the darkness dense,


    And stood in Hades, still she feared to taste


    The feast of the dark gods of clay and sense,


    But ate dry bread with tears and fled in haste.

  


  
    Yet did she bear a gift from Proserpine


    To Aphrodite in the spheres of light,


    A casket holding the lost dream divine,


    The perilous beauty of the Infinite.

  


  
    As forth she journeyed on her homeward way


    The Unseen Light lay clasped against her breast,


    And through the darkness piercing ray on ray


    Troubled the deeps of the Unmanifest.

  


  
    Yea, down among the earth’s uncared-for things


    Rushed forth a sense of greatness unfulfilled,


    Till in the darkness secret faëry wings


    Deep in the grub’s dim being stirred and thrilled.

  


  
    And daffodils, whose petals of pale gold


    Lie folded round the bulb’s heart, buried deep,


    Seemed in the darkness softly to unfold


    As if the sun were shining through their sleep.

  


  
    Then Psyche journeyed o’er the dangerous hills


    And read the secret of forbidden streams,


    And gazed into the hearts of daffodils,


    And knew life’s treasure-house of buried dreams.

  


  
    Yet some men say the casket of white brass


    She brought from Hades with such loving care


    Held only the long sleep of flowers and grass,


    And silences of dumb things everywhere.

  


  
    She heeds them not, who knows the hidden worth


    Of day and night and twilight, flower and weed,


    The strong white roots that shake the crumbling earth


    And frail wings of the sycamore seed.

  


  
    Again she wanders through this world not ours,


    Far from the unseen beauty, prison bound,


    She seeks to steal the radiance of the flowers,


    To ravish the ground’s secret from the ground.

  


  
    She knows no idle dream of fair and foul,


    With the same rapturous breath she tells the tale


    Of the high soaring lark or the brown owl,


    The corncrake or the urgent nightingale.

  


  
    For her the sea thrift from her rocky ledge


    Blazons the secret of the passing storm,


    And briony leaves carve out in the green hedge


    The decorate delight of sculptured form.

  


  
    Her will the universal will allows,


    The snake’s dark poison, yea, and the wasp’s sting,


    She has no special favour for May boughs,


    Nor craves long life for the frail painted wing.

  


  
    And we in this dull house of tears and clay


    Seek but her treasure, labouring everyone


    To take the starlight with us on our way


    Or steal some fire of beauty from the sun,

  


  
    Till, in the darkness, banished Proserpine


    Flashes her fierce torch in our shrinking eyes,


    And thrusts into our hands the gift divine,


    The magic treasure casket of the Wise.

  


  
    Thus, when we pass again the long-closed door


    That leads unto the Real, we bear afar


    The will of seaweed on the barren shore,


    The thought that holds in heaven star on star.

  


  
    The riches of new powers accumulate


    Have made of dying herdsmen gods and kings,


    Life takes with both hands all the gifts of fate,


    Till each poor soul grows worthy of her wings.

  


  
    Oh, whiteness of the dawn and sacred fire,


    The folded strength of the light sycamore seed,


    And the hid rose’s heart in the wild brier,


    Are all the incarnate spirit’s utter need.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  


  [The torn fibres of the soul]


  
    The torn fibres of the soul are the price of Wisdom.

  


  THE UNKNOWN GOOD


  
    All dreams seem but a bunch of withered flowers


    Beside the living joy from anguish rent;


    We wrestle with the world’s embattled powers


    To mould the outline of the fair event.

  


  
    With labour each great deed is hammered out,


    On every battle-field the dead are strown,


    Fair truth is carven out of anguished doubt,


    The builder’s heart lies crushed beneath the stone.

  


  
    The price of every joy the soul may gain


    Is paid in blood and sighing and sharp tears,


    Who is a miser of the hoard of pain,


    Shall win no great good from the crafty years.

  


  
    Because the Ferry-man still takes his toll


    Of fear and agony and sobbing breath,


    Because of the torn fibres of the soul,


    I know there is a great good gained by death.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  POVERTY


  
    One swallow dared not trust the idle dream


    That called her South through fading skies and gray,


    One spirit feared to follow the wild gleam


    That drives the soul forth on her starlit way.

  


  
    As the starved swallow on the frozen wold


    Lies dying, with her swift wings stiff and furled,


    So does the soul grow colder and more cold,


    In the dark winter of this starless world.

  


  
    Poorer than slaves of any vain ideal,


    These are the saddest of all living things—


    Souls that have dreamed the Unseen Light unreal,


    And birds without the courage of their wings.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE PERILOUS LIGHT


  
    The Eternal Beauty smiled at me


    From the long lily’s curvèd form,


    She laughed in a wave of the sea,


    She flashed on white wings through the storm.

  


  
    In the bulb of a daffodil


    She made a little joyful stir,


    And the white cabin on the hill


    Was my heart’s home because of her.

  


  
    Her laughter fled the eyes of pride,


    Barefoot she went o’er stony land,


    And ragged children hungry eyed


    Clung to her skirts and held her hand.

  


  
    When storm winds shook the cabin door


    And red the Atlantic sunset blazed,


    The fisher folk of Mullaghmore


    Into her eyes indifferent gazed.

  


  
    By lonely waves she dwells apart,


    And seagulls circling on white wings


    Crowd round the windows of her heart,


    Most dear to her of starving things.

  


  
    The ploughman down by Knocknarea


    Was free of her twilight abode;


    In shining sea winds salt with spray,


    She haunted every gray cross road.

  


  
    Some peasants with a creel of turf


    Along the windswept boreen came,


    Her feet went flashing through the surf,


    Her wings were in the sunset’s flame.

  


  
    Beyond the rocks of Classiebawn


    The mackerel fishers sailing far


    Out in the vast Atlantic dawn


    Found, tangled in their nets, a star.

  


  
    In every spent and broken wave


    The Eternal Beauty takes her rest,


    She is the Lover of the Brave,


    The comrade of the perilous quest.

  


  
    The Eternal Beauty wrung my heart,


    Faithful is she, and true to shed


    The austere glory of Art


    On the scarceness of daily bread.

  


  
    Men follow her with toil and thought


    Over the heavens’ starry pride,


    The Eternal Beauty comes unsought


    To the child by the roadside.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  NARCISSUS


  
    I gaze at my own form from morn till night,


    Reflected in the stream, thus do I find


    Great wisdom in flung curves of wind-blown light,


    And am the jest and scorn of all mankind.

  


  
    The ploughman bending over the dark soil


    Dreams himself free and every flower his slave,


    Well may he, pausing in his useful toil,


    Frown at the thought of such an idle knave.

  


  
    The shepherd labouring o’er the cloudy height,


    The warrior storming the high fortressed hill,


    Dream not at all of the Diviner Light,


    Or the clear waters of the lonely Will.

  


  
    The King who rules our lives with flame and sword


    Sees not his own face mirrored in the tide,


    He knows that every warrior calls him Lord,


    And scorns to linger at the river-side.

  


  
    All these have many deeds, here the dark firs


    Dream on the edge of silence, mirrored green,


    Deep in the river’s magic chrystal stirs


    The image of the Seen and the Unseen.

  


  
    Down in the river’s heart strange broken dreams


    Float luminous and tremble and recede,


    And the lost torch of vanished wisdom gleams,


    Caught in the green net of the water weed.

  


  
    I gaze into my own eyes, finding there


    The silver flame of Beauty’s austere powers,


    The sunlight dazzles me from my own hair,


    My face is but a flower among the flowers.

  


  
    Behold each shining curl, in watery curves,


    Presses the circle of all living things


    To my dull heart; the current breaks and swerves,


    And back to heaven the drowning starlight flings.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE HARVEST OF SILENCE


  
    Gay is the call of the Sower going forth in the morning refreshed from sleep,


    Glad is the song of the Reaper coming home in the evening laden with sheaves,


    But in silence the lonely plough the fields, and sow, and the patient labourers reap,


    And in silence the Reaper comes home empty-handed on desolate rain-soaked eves.

  


  
    Beyond the clang of immortal verse, and the prayers of men and whispers divine,


    In the Holy of Holies, where lights burned dim, and only the Wise Ones might go,


    Corn reaped in silence by silent Reapers lay shrined in the innermost shrine,


    Whilst outside in the darkness the priestess fell tranced, and the god paced to and fro.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  ECSTASY


  
    God holds the soul attracted to Him by its roots.— PLATO.

  


  
    He who seeks God has yet no need of wings,


    Down in the deeps of being a dim road


    Leads through the soul unto the roots of things,


    And that abyss that is the gods’ abode.

  


  
    There in the elemental caves of night,


    And dim recesses of unconscious mind,


    The Wise Men’s star burns with a steady light,


    And a faint whisper lingers on the wind.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE HUMAN ADVENTURE


  
    On these wave-haunted sands the children play,


    And silver twilight, clad in radiant gleams,


    Comes laughing down the hill from Knocknarea,


    With a gay company of wandering dreams.

  


  
    The while a dog in careless ecstasy,


    Trusting the guidance of a human hand,


    Plunges forth headlong into the wild sea,


    Brings but a stick and courage back to land.

  


  
    So in the incarnation of the Wise


    At times it seems a light and foolish whim


    To brave the abyss for such a doubtful prize,


    Plunged in wild waters of the twilight dim.

  


  
    Yea, the tired spirit struggling with the tide


    Of flowing life and monstrous waves of time,


    Clutches but feebly her immortal pride,


    And clings unto a broken bough of rhyme.

  


  
    When the strong swimmer rescued from the wave,


    Deep in the sunlit grass enraptured lies,


    May she hold fast the secret of the grave,


    The light of Peril in her dauntless eyes.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  


  [At twilight the room is full]


  
    At twilight the room is full of the shadows of great waves.

  


  TRAGEDY


  
    The radiance of heaven diffused all about me lifted up my soul to its own contemplation.— THE EMPEROR JULIAN.

  


  
    The soul dwells in the body as sunshine


    Dwells in the air, wide, radiant, intense,


    Drowned in untroubled blue the Light Divine


    Would make transparent all the walls of sense.

  


  
    Across the blue a ragged cloudlet sails,


    A little wandering shadow delicate


    Vails the sun’s face, the supreme glory vails,


    So small a cloud can hide a light so great.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  A DWELLER BY THE OCEAN


  
    Oh very near the wide Atlantic shore


    Is my white cottage homestead dark and low,


    No idle neighbours stand about the door,


    But great waves storming past the window go.

  


  
    At times I dream the Atlantic infinite


    Watching the sun rise over fields of foam,


    And smile to think those floods of gracious light


    Flow round the darkness of my narrow home.

  


  
    When light fades from the green-lit fields of surf,


    Wave shadows flicker on the white-washed wall,


    I stir to flame the smouldering heap of turf,


    And dream of greatness in my cottage small.

  


  
    Then the wind moans athwart the unquiet sea,


    Thin streaks of white across the ocean creep,


    And, in my soul, forgotten ecstasy


    Stirs restlessly and shudders in her sleep.

  


  
    But when the bitter storm wind lifts and shakes


    My little cottage, least of fragile things,


    Out of the deeps of memory awakes


    The soul’s voice weeping o’er her broken wings.

  


  
    Again the lost divine procession fair


    Crosses the humble threshold of my mind;


    A rush of wings makes pure the evening air,


    And the dark hour gives sight unto the blind.

  


  
    Then is the vail of woven fancy rent,


    Into the eyes of truth again I gaze,


    And read the doom of the long banishment,


    My soul shrinks backward from the lightning’s blaze.

  


  
    Not pure enough for vision, and not just


    Enough for justice, yet too pure and wise


    To be thus lightly mingled with the dust,


    And look at earth and sea with clay-built eyes.

  


  
    Yea, the poor soul, the sorry charioteer,


    By wings uplifted, by desire undone,


    Seems to my heart that God dethroned and dear


    Who yet was Lord of the far-shining sun.

  


  
    Oh, fallen majesty, austere, unseen,


    So weak and captive, easy to forget,


    My heart gives homage to the Vailèd Queen,


    Phoebus among the herds is Phoebus yet.

  


  
    I who eat porridge from a wooden bowl,


    Whilst one dim candle gutters in the gloom,


    Do wonder at the greatness of the soul,


    And narrow windows of the little room.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE FALL


  
    Alas, the twisted evil word.


    Under the olives yesterday,


    I heard a passing satyr say


    Unto the small brown singing bird:


    ‘Oh, fly from these dull garden thieves;


    She who plucks daisies in the wood


    Will surely come to nothing good.


    There is but greenness in green leaves,


    Who seeketh beauty findeth woe,


    Down where the fairest flowers are,


    Though light on light and star on star


    The silver shrinèd lilies grow,


    Though still the ancient Pan abides


    And wild winds to the olives tell


    The secrets of the oracle,


    Whilst through dim glades the moonlight glides,


    Till wood nymphs dream themselves divine,


    Behind the twisted boughs and gray


    The dark god lies in wait alway,


    And the earth gapes for Proserpine....’


    Oh, they are wise, these woodland things,


    Yet this is but a satyr’s tale,


    Told unto the nightingale,


    And birds are conscious of their wings.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE GODDESS OF THIS WORLD


  
    Matter exists for the sake of the Form which it contains.— PROCLUS.

  


  
    Queen Proserpine, from yonder shining star,


    Came long ago to our brown world of clay;


    Because of her I keep my door ajar


    For every thought or dream that comes my way,


    Since to our world of brown


    Prosèrpina came down.

  


  
    Unto her will men say, the giant toil


    And little flowers of earth were over dear,


    Now does she mix the sunlight with the soil,


    And with the dusty clay a shining tear,


    Prosèrpina the Queen


    Has made the whole world green.

  


  
    Queen Aphrodite, rising from the waves,


    Finds rose and honeysuckle scents too sweet,


    Finds the green grass of earth too full of graves


    For the delicate white splendour of her feet—


    The skies sprang blue and wide


    For Aphrodite’s pride.

  


  
    Once long ago, lost amid dreams and lies,


    Queen Pallas wandering held her dreadful shield


    Between her and the Wisdom of the Wise,


    And thus she lived a few short hours concealed,


    Till at the end of day


    From earth she fled away.

  


  
    May Aphrodite reign in light afar


    Where flowers are fairer and the skies more blue,


    And Pallas find a perilous white star


    Where all her dreams are true,


    But Princess Proserpine


    Has made our life divine.

  


  
    And the green earth is hers, is hers,


    The primrose springing from the sod,


    Anemones beneath the firs


    And laurels know no other god,


    Day meekly follows night


    For Proserpine’s delight.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  ANDROMEDA


  
    Chained to the rock of this sheer world, the Will


    Endures the slow wash of the rising tide,


    And the cold stars above her far and still


    Through the dark secret spheres in silence glide.

  


  
    Who steals the sacred fire shall be the prey


    Of elemental forces; think not thou


    To cheat the gods who art not strong as they,


    To crown with starry light a mortal brow.

  


  
    Yet doth Andromeda, her labour past,


    Stand among stars, herself a shining star,


    So shall my will burn through the dust at last,


    To that far sphere where truth and wisdom are.

  


  
    Yea, by the magic force miscallèd death,


    The vibrant drawing of the inmost light,


    The hidden rapture of the failing breath,


    The Blessed Vision of the fading sight.

  


  
    Shall not one storm the gateway of that sphere


    Where dwells the soul of our pale twilight skies,


    And every austere beauty shines as clear


    As Winter starlight on the True and Wise?


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE ELM BOUGHS


  
    The Elm boughs shudder in the sooty wind,


    From their bright leaves the City children know


    That somewhere the black world is glad and kind,


    And through green woods the sunlit breezes blow.

  


  
    All starved and stunted from the poisoned sod,


    They shiver upwards through the stainèd air;


    These are the battered pioneers of God,


    Waving His green flag in the city square.

  


  
    Thus in the gray-built city of the mind


    Wave the green boughs of a few hostage powers,


    Their secret whispered to the soilèd wind


    Holds all our faith in Beauty’s austere flowers.

  


  
    Somewhere the fair and secret troops of Spring


    Shine in strange colours icy clear and cold.


    But I pass on through dark streets wandering,


    Or dream a dream beneath the elm boughs old.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE ARTIST


  
    The spirit lonely in the spheres of night


    Would draw down fire from other worlds and far,


    And with a flash of the Diviner Light


    Trouble the darkness of this narrow star.

  


  
    As the young dreaming Christ, with power at play,


    Moving among the earth’s unsculptured things,


    Moulded the crumbling balls of dust and clay


    Into the swift delight of swallows’ wings,

  


  
    So do we gather up the stubborn soil,


    Carving weak forms to hold the primal spark,


    O God, have mercy on the artist’s toil,


    Lest the swift flame slip back into the dark,

  


  
    Unfold the wisdom of those secret rays


    That break in violet waves from sphere to sphere,


    Piercing our starry nights and sunny days


    With the strong rhythm of perilous fires and dear.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE SECRET SPRING


  
    ‘All our fathers were under the cloud.’

  


  
    A tale that Maximus the Tyrian tells


    How Alexander, flushed with warfare, came


    To ask a question of the oracles


    That speak to dreaming souls in Wisdom’s name.

  


  
    He asked not for the conquest of the world,


    Nor craved to know the fortunes of his sword


    Should Victory’s flaming wings be soon unfurled


    Above the rout of the wild Persian horde.

  


  
    As one deep sunk in an abyss of thought,


    The warrior smiled a dim and gentle smile,


    And prayed for wisdom long and vainly sought,


    The secret of the sources of the Nile.

  


  
    Thronèd above the high Egyptian gate


    Still doth the unknown goddess radiant pale,


    Queen over many waters, brood and wait,


    No mortal hand can lift her shining vail.

  


  
    And no man knows whence comes the magic tide


    Of moving water that makes fair our dreams,


    Though where hard soil once crumbled, scorched and dried,


    The roses nod their heads, the lily gleams.

  


  
    Where once the land was waste, the harvest yields


    Full measure down of corn and wine and oil,


    The Mighty River floods our thirsty fields,


    The waves of life soak through the barren soil.

  


  
    The sacred stream o’erflows her banks of clay,


    And who can tell where those great floods arise


    That wash the barriers of the soul away


    And purify the wisdom of the wise?

  


  
    Still we, like that great king of long ago,


    Must question idly ’twixt a sigh and smile,


    From what deep spring do the bright waters flow—


    Where are the hidden sources of the Nile?


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  REALITY


  
    Beloved Pan, and all ye other gods who haunt this place, give me beauty in the inward soul; and may the outward and inward be at one.— SOCRATES.

  


  
    You think the joy and sorrow passionate


    Of human life should be the singer’s theme,


    And man’s old idle dream of love and hate


    More real than the proud, fierce, immortal dream.

  


  
    Not mine the hot desires and scornings proud


    That shake the strings of a rose-crowned lyre,


    And all the blood-red passions of the crowd


    Setting the singer’s heart and brain on fire.

  


  
    The secrets of the soul, have they no place


    In the earth’s heart, and should her children then


    Despise the hand that moulds all beauty’s grace,


    And carves a dream out of the lives of men?

  


  
    Shall, then, a song of this fair world hold all


    The force of life out of the silence grown?


    Nay, Helen held the sons of men in thrall,


    But Psyche built among the gods her throne.

  


  
    Though Helen’s beauty ravaged a fair town,


    And drenched the songs of men in blood and tears,


    Yet before Psyche did that god bow down


    Whose dreams are all the light of flaming spheres.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  FOREBODINGS


  
    Whate’er I touch to-night I spoil,


    No rhythm sings, no light burns clear,


    My weary fingers blur and soil


    The glory of each crystal sphere.

  


  
    The twilight lingers in the West


    And light fades into burning flame,


    Yet deep in the Unmanifest


    Burns my soul’s secret, why she came.

  


  
    What pale hands, beckoning from afar,


    Could bind her delicate fibres white


    Round the earth’s heart, whilst every star


    In heaven shines with a purer light?

  


  
    The secret of the sensible world


    Smiles out of blue transparent skies,


    Deep in the bulb’s deep heart lies furled,


    Mocks at the wise and the unwise.

  


  
    This living will of thine and mine


    Is stranger and more secret yet


    To catch a glimpse of light divine,


    And go away and straight forget.

  


  
    Has, then, the spirit no bright goal


    Beyond the radiant opal waves,


    That one should mix with dust one’s soul


    And wander amongst dreams and graves?

  


  
    To-night my spirit vails her face


    And weeps beyond me lonely tears;


    My heart shrinks back from her embrace


    And all the dust within me fears.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE DREAMER


  
    All night I stumble through the fields of light,


    And chase in dreams the starry rays divine


    That shine through soft folds of the robe of night,


    Hung like a curtain round a sacred shrine.

  


  
    When daylight dawns I leave the meadows sweet


    And come back to the dark house built of clay,


    Over the threshold pass with lagging feet,


    Open the shutters and let in the day.

  


  
    The gray lit day heavy with griefs and cares,


    And many a dull desire and foolish whim,


    Leans o’er my shoulder as I spread my wares


    On dusty counters and at windows dim.

  


  
    She gazes at me with her sunken eyes,


    That never yet have looked on moonlit flowers,


    And amid glaring deeds and noisy cries


    Counts out her golden tale of lagging hours.

  


  
    Over the shrine of life no curtain falls,


    All men may enter at the open gate,


    The very rats find refuge in her walls—


    Her tedious prison walls of love and hate.

  


  
    Yet when the twilight vails that dim abode


    I bar the door and make the shutters fast,


    And hurry down the shadowy western road,


    To seek in dreams my starlit home and vast.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE SACRED FIRE

  

  (LA MAIN DE DIEU—Rodin)


  
    Folded about my soul is deep content,


    For well I know that every wild deed done


    Is shaped by the strong hand that moulds the event,


    The hand that broke the stars and lit the sun.

  


  
    I weep not for false hopes and baffling foes,


    Our lives are metal welded in the fire,


    The earth’s cold iron in the furnace glows,


    The Forger bends hard facts to his desire.

  


  
    The Sacred Fire that is the Forger’s will


    Flashes in speed about the wings of birds,


    And lights the lonely sunset on the hill,


    And flames across the world in human words.

  


  
    That passionate fire and fierce has burnt its way


    Down to the innermost abyss of sense,


    And shakes the spheres and breaks our towers of clay,


    And moulds the struggling shapes that issue thence.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  DEATH


  
    I thought in going to the other world he could not be without a divine call.— PLATO.

  


  
    Amongst the daisies on the dewy lawn


    The melody, with delicate steps and slow,


    Comes radiant forth, from vibrant wood withdrawn


    By the strong fibres of the patient bow.

  


  
    About my heart a broken music clings,


    Shut in this prison of senses five, I pray


    That the tense fibres of the sobbing strings


    May draw my soul from her close cell of clay.

  


  
    No fumbling hands can loose the nerves that bind


    That music folded in about my heart,


    Thrilling with every breath of haunted wind,


    In the far silent deep she dwells apart.

  


  
    Patient she waits the Player’s rhythmic touch,


    The skill that draws her from her dark abode,


    In austere joy not fearing over much


    The lonely starlight or the open road.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  POWER


  
    The soul who knows herself dreams not of rest,


    Brooding in secret o’er her new-found wings,


    Having no fear of the Unmanifest,


    Safe from the primal nothingness of things.

  


  
    She breaks her way athwart the inmost fires


    And moulds the force of life unto her mind,


    Shaping the lightning to her fierce desires,


    Shifting the currents of the unseen wind.

  


  
    The world’s six crownèd powers are but her slaves,


    Unto the end of time, for good or ill,


    Her rainbow wings beat out in rhythmic waves


    Of fiery aether all her vibrant will.

  


  
    And men who strive, and cry, and dream they rule


    Are but in very truth the instrument


    Of the wise soul, who carves with a sharp tool,


    Sculptor of life and god of the event.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  HEREDITY


  
    There is one thing I know


    About life, and thought, and art—


    That my soul did not grow


    Out of my mother’s heart.

  


  
    To the Wise and the Unwise


    Life is a secret still,


    But my spirit did not arise


    Out of my mother’s will.

  


  
    Our dreams are weak and wild,


    And nothing is made plain,


    But my soul is not the child


    Of my mother’s brain.

  


  
    Behold this muddy star


    Knows the laws of mine and thine,


    But the soul dwells afar


    Child of the Light Divine.

  


  
    These things I know because


    In Life, and Thought, and Art,


    The soul obeys strange laws


    That break the heart.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE CADUCEUS


  
    Though I lie all day on the green hillside, where the bracken waves and sighs,


    And my soul is too happy for dreams, and my heart too heavy for deeds,


    And the song of my rhythmic and idle hours is a scorn to the wise,


    And my hopes float winged in the sunshine like the fragile sycamore seeds.

  


  
    As I lie all day where the bracken sighs frond upon whispering frond,


    Watching the way of the wind in the grass and the blue sky overhead,


    Know this, I am forging out of my will a strong and delicate wand,


    To guide the footsteps that falter and swerve in the ways of the newly dead.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  


  [The labour of love]


  
    The labour of love is the equilibrium of the Universe, and magnetic circles are the strongholds of power.

  


  MAGNETISM


  
    Matter, at any rate in its relations to other matter at a distance, is an electrical manifestation....and electricity is a state of intrinsic strain in a universal medium.—WHETHAM.

  


  
    The mountains tower in snow-built curves austere,


    White and eternal peaks of carven mind,


    Rather to me are the green grass blades dear,


    That wave their delicate curves in the soft wind.

  


  
    The mountain torrents down their rocky course


    Rush with a rainbow riot of foam and strife,


    Nearer to God is the dumb silent force


    That burns behind the atoms’ whirling life.

  


  
    The hills are as the Earth’s aspiring brow,


    Covered with snowy peace and eagles’ wings,


    Yet do the green fields yield unto the plough


    The secret of the buried life of things.

  


  
    Deep down amid the forces of the soil


    Lies hid the path of that electric spark


    That rushes forth in flowers to crown our toil,


    Yet holds the world together in the dark.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  BEYOND


  
    Because the world’s soul looks me through and through


    From every breaking wave and wild bird’s wing,


    I trust my own soul, knowing to be true,


    Full many a worn-out old discrownèd thing.

  


  
    Because of those unearthly fires that shine


    Beyond Dūneira of the sunset waves,


    I know that life is deathless and divine,


    And dead men’s souls rest never in their graves.

  


  
    Because of twilight over miles of green


    And one small fishing vessel sailing far


    On through the torment of wild winds unseen


    I steer my little boat by a great star.

  


  
    Because the rose is sweeter after rain,


    Because fierce lightning strengthens the weak sod,


    I know life flares behind the golden grain,


    And ecstasy beyond the thought of God.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE NEW RAINBOW


  
    Obscurity being perhaps the matter of every invisible colour.—PLOTINUS.

  


  
    Of old the rainbow on the water’s face


    Showed forth to men the divine promise fair,


    That no dark flood should quench the golden air,


    Nor great wave rob the daisy of her grace.

  


  
    Now in our souls mysterious rays are shed,


    And stranger lightning of the later years


    Uplifts our hearts unto the fortressed spheres


    Beyond the violet, beyond the red.

  


  
    This is the secret of the spirit’s wings,


    The strong mysterious promises of pain,


    The shining of the rainbow after rain,


    The strength and surety of eternal things.

  


  
    Beyond all fires that wither in the west,


    Immortal rays of the aetherial arc,


    Blaze the world’s rapture out across the dark,


    The rainbow of the will is manifest.

  


  
    We that are sense encompassed, put our trust


    In light that shines in darkness, the lost will


    That hides in dim bulbs of the daffodil,


    And raises radiant lilies from the dust.

  


  
    No man can dream of beauty without light,


    The blue lit Adriatic to the blind


    Is but thick darkness and a wandering wind,


    And cold death creeping through the shades of night.

  


  
    We, worshipping the sunlight, have not found


    The limits of desire in summer’s green;


    We pass from lovely forms to light unseen,


    That draws forth beauty out of broken ground.

  


  
    And find the winds and waves we dreamed exist


    Are but pale pictures on the walls of sense


    Of that far throbbing inner life intense—


    The Life and Light of the Evangelist.

  


  
    Eternal light beyond the rainbow’s scope


    Of coloured fire unseen about us gleams,


    And no dark flood shall quench our golden dreams,


    Nor death’s deep waters rob our souls of hope.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  RADIUM


  
    The secret of this sensible world of ours


    Blazed out for centuries close to human eyes,


    Yet hidden from the wise and the unwise,


    Folded in twilight, flaming forth in flowers.

  


  
    For years the labourer drove his heavy cart


    O’er treasure buried under the white road,


    And amid unseen armies reaped and sowed,


    And no man knew the flame in his own heart.

  


  
    Till the wise dreamer with unflinching toil,


    Brake through the narrow walls of sense and sight,


    And to the dimness of the outer light


    Dragged forth the ultimate secret of the soil.

  


  
    Who thought to find this radiance in the sun,


    This hidden glory in the heart of earth,


    Deep in the shadow beyond death or birth


    Lay hid the treasure of the All-seeing One.

  


  
    And darkness seemed the end, now mystic light


    Enfolds all shadows, surely each wild gleam


    That once seemed but the radiance of a dream


    Shines from some true star in the spirit’s night.

  


  
    Thus should one find at last the god who hides


    In every wood, by whose lost light divine


    The gods are beautiful and the stars shine,


    And the white moon through clouds and darkness glides.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  UNDINE


  
    The sun draws up all things out of the earth.—THE EMPEROR JULIAN.

  


  
    The one light throned beyond the starry spheres


    Draws forth the Wise, the True, the Pure, the Just,


    From the earth’s heart beneath the mounded years


    As sunshine draws the flowers from the dust.

  


  
    Each primal force strives upward to the light,


    Among the lily roots there is no rest,


    And every delicate fibre frail and white


    Would be in higher beauty manifest.

  


  
    Down in the earth’s heart the deep mining gnome


    Seeks buried treasure under each green hill,


    The river nymph is weary of her home,


    The sylph would bend the wild winds to her will.

  


  
    Who knows the fire spirit’s hidden goal,


    Or tracks the sylph through thunder-haunted skies—


    But the nymphs toil for an immortal soul,


    And men would toil for love if they were wise.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  SURVIVAL


  
    In the darkness I planted a rose


    And it withered and died,


    Now a poisonous fungus lives and grows


    By the dead rose’s side.

  


  
    Full many an ill weed evil and old


    In caves and dungeons thrives,


    ’Mid poisonous forces manifold


    The bitterest life survives.

  


  
    Out in the fields there’s rain and sun


    And a rustle of wind-blown wheat,


    There’s nought to shrink from and nought to shun,


    The fittest is honey-sweet.

  


  
    Honey-sweet from the heart of toil


    The inner life of flowers,


    The scorching sun and the rain-drenched soil,


    The war of living powers.

  


  
    There is nothing good, there is nothing fair,


    Grows in the darkness thick and blind—


    Pull down your high walls everywhere,


    Let in the sun, let in the wind.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  PEACE


  
    I am sad with the city’s sadness, sick of toil,


    Choked with smoke and tumult, weary of noisy mills,


    Weaver of twilight hold me close to the brown soil,


    Fold round my soul the lofty peace of thy green hills.

  


  
    The lonely winds of twilight o’er gentle waters glide,


    Grown secret with the magic thrill of unseen wings,


    Here doth the soul of the wild land in peace abide,


    And tired hearts find rest from world-old wanderings.

  


  
    The great white daisies toss at ease in the long grass,


    I will fling down my soul to rest in this green glade,


    Where amongst waving fronds the silent angels pass,


    And brown hares fawn about their knees noiseless and unafraid.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE WORLD’S THIEF


  
    The light shines on the rich man’s feast


    From many a flickering brazen lamp,


    God set that great star in the East


    To guide the footsteps of a tramp.

  


  
    Each long moon shadow shakes my soul,


    And every gust of harsh wind flings


    Rich treasure in my wooden bowl,


    Beyond the dreams of the three kings.

  


  
    The dark night is my coverlid,


    I steal from God my grassy bed,


    And in this beggar’s bowl lies hid


    The ravished secret of the dead.

  


  
    The winds of God I make my own,


    My soul was once His starry will,


    Flesh of my flesh, bone of my bone,


    His world is mine for good or ill.

  


  
    Here on this wide star-haunted waste


    I trespass on His lonely grief,


    I have no need for fear or haste,


    No prison waits for the world’s thief.

  


  
    His rainbow lights to me are dear,


    And stolen moonlit forms divine


    Shine in my soul’s deep waters clear—


    With God there is no mine nor thine.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE MYSTIC


  
    Your soul has set sail like the returning Odysseus for its native land.— PLOTINUS.

  


  
    Nay, though green fields are fair


    And the fiords are blue,


    I need a clearer air,


    I need a region new,


    Out beyond the Northern Lights


    Where the white Polar Day


    To herself in silence sings,


    Without thought of words or wings


    The secret of a hundred nights.

  


  
    I shall find there I know


    The lost city of my birth,


    Innocent white wastes of snow,


    A new heaven and a new earth.


    Neither lamb, nor calf, nor kid,


    In those lonely meadows play,


    All things calm and silent are


    Underneath the Polar star,


    Where all my dreams are hid.

  


  
    I am sick of wind and tide—


    Tired of this rocking boat


    Creaking ever as we glide


    Into the white waste remote,


    Out there no sound is heard


    Save the icebergs’ crash and grind,


    No human voice e’er shuddered through


    The realms of white, the realms of blue,


    Nor cry of a sea bird.

  


  
    Lying at ease in the dark ship


    I watched the last pale night depart,


    I dreamt I saw blue shadows slip


    O’er the white snowfields in my heart;


    And the world had grown so wide


    There was room for all mankind—


    The icebergs round about the Pole


    Crashed in the silence of my soul,


    And hemmed me in on every side.

  


  
    In that crowded world of white


    There are many joys unknown,


    Without colour there is light,


    Loneliness for the alone,


    Heedless stars that blaze and shine,


    O’er the world’s untrodden edge,


    You come with me you who dare


    Leave the cart and the plough-share,


    For the white horizon line.

  


  
    Over many seas we sail


    Passing many peopled shores,


    Like the Greek in the old tale


    Homeward sailing from the wars.


    Gentle voices bid us rest


    From green isle or barren sedge,


    ‘In our world all things are new,


    We have passed away from you,


    You must seek another guest.’

  


  
    Voices of enchanted time


    Call to us to leave our ships,


    Hyacinths of honeyed rhyme


    Float from Aphrodite’s lips,


    We for Circe born unkind,


    All the songs the sirens sing


    Seem but idly to oppress


    Hearts in love with loneliness,


    Sails that flutter in the wind.

  


  
    O’er the wide cold wastes serene


    Rise the walls of wandering white,


    Circles of strange gods unseen


    In the electric arc unite.


    Arctic faces flash and glide,


    Glimmers many a flaming wing,


    Where the aether strains to hold


    The hard heart of the Manifold


    All the greater gods abide.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  IMMORTALITIES


  
    Again a voiceless statue is Apollo, and Daphne a shrub bewailed in fable.—GREGORY NAZIANZEN.

  


  
    Now do men say that though the gods be fair


    Phœbus who moulded beauty into rhyme


    And Irish Niamh of the wind-blown hair


    Are but the children not the lords of time.

  


  
    It is not true, still does Apollo hide


    In little songs the world’s great mysteries,


    And the white beckoning hands of Niamh guide


    The hero-hearted over pathless seas.

  


  
    My secret treasure-house beyond the grave


    Holds but the stars of heaven, the gods of Greece,


    And some faint echo of the voice of Maeve,


    And the One Voice that is the Eternal Peace.


    •
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  [I have seen Maeve of the Battles wandering]


  
    I have seen Maeve of the Battles wandering over the hill,


    And I know that the deed that is in my heart is her deed,


    And my soul is blown about by the wild wind of her will,


    For always the living must follow whither the dead would lead—


    I have seen Maeve of the Battles wandering over the hill.

  


  
    I would dream a dream at twilight of ease and beauty and peace—


    A dream of light on the mountains, and calm on the restless sea;


    A dream of the gentle days of the world when battle shall cease


    And the things that are in hatred and wrath no longer shall be.


    I would dream a dream at twilight of ease and beauty and peace.

  


  
    The foamless waves are falling soft on the sands of Lissadil


    And the world is wrapped in quiet and a floating dream of gray;


    But the wild winds of the twilight blow straight from the haunted hill


    And the stars come out of the darkness and shine over Knocknarea—


    I have seen Maeve of the Battles wandering over the hill.

  


  
    There is no rest for the soul that has seen the wild eyes of Maeve;


    No rest for the heart once caught in the net of her yellow hair—


    No quiet for the fallen wind, no peace for the broken wave;


    Rising and falling, falling and rising with soft sounds everywhere,


    There is no rest for the soul that has seen the wild eyes of Maeve.

  


  
    I have seen Maeve of the Battles wandering over the hill


    And I know that the deed that is in my heart is her deed;


    And my soul is blown about by the wild winds of her will,


    For always the living must follow whither the dead would lead—


    I have seen Maeve of the Battles wandering over the hill.


    •

  


  PERSONS


  
    MAEVE, High-Queen of Connaught.


    FIONAVAR, her daughter—a girl of sixteen.


    FLEEAS, Queen of the Granaradians—a tributary Queen.


    HEROES and WARRIOR WOMEN of Connaught.


    NERA, a Harper in Maeve’s Court who has been a year in Faery Land.


    FERGUS, Chief of the Ultonian exiles.


    ULTONIAN EXILES: Men who have left the service of the High-King Conchobar of Ulla, because of the treachery practised on the sons of Usna, and the sorrows of Deirdre.


    AN OLD WOMAN.


    A DRUIDESS.


    A BLIND MAN.


    A LAME MAN.


    NERA’S FAERY LOVE.


    A SPIRIT who was Deirdre, and other Spirits.


    •

  


  


  [The Scene]


  
    A large hall in MAEVE’S palace at Cruhane. The room is thronged by the heroes and warrior women of Connaught. MAEVE sits on a high throne a little apart. She is dressed in a heavy golden robe with a gold crown on her head. She has a sword at her side, and is surrounded by a bodyguard of warrior women. The Ultonian exiles crowd together at one end of the room. Near them, FLEEAS, Queen of the Granaradians, is sitting on a raised seat not as high as MAEVE’S throne. Some of the warriors are drinking out of golden vessels and some of them are playing chess in the background. MAEVE is a beautiful woman with a long pale face and a mass of reddish-gold hair. She seems absorbed in profound and gloomy thought. FERGUS is standing near the window, looking out into the darkness. The door opens and FIONAVAR comes in.


    It is the night of Samhain (November Eve) when the door of the Magic Cave of Cruhane opened, and the inhabitants of unknown spheres were free to haunt the lonely hillsides and meadows of Connaught.


    •

  


  ACT I


  
    FERGUS


    The night is dark and Orchil’s dreadful hosts


    Wander the world, the moon is on the wane.

  


  
    FLEEAS


    Men say a company of evil ghosts


    Camp round the magic cavern of Cruhane.

  


  
    FERGUS


    I saw nought save a dim star in the west.

  


  
    FIONAVAR


    As I came down the valley after dark,


    The little golden dagger at my breast


    Flashed into fire lit by a sudden spark;


    I saw the lights flame on the haunted hill,


    My soul was blown about by a strange wind.


    Though the green fir trees rose up stark and still


    Against the sky, yet in my haunted mind


    They bent and swayed before a magic storm:


    A wave of darkness thundered through the sky


    And drowned the world....

  


  
    FERGUS


    Saw you no monstrous form,


    No green-clad host of warriors rushing by,


    None of the Sidhe women, oh Fionavar?

  


  
    FIONAVAR


    I would have given my helmet and my crown


    For the soft shining of a single star,


    But darkness hung about me, held me down,


    Though on the hillside burnt the mystic gleam


    I saw the light yet saw not by the light,


    For, self absorbèd in a magic stream,


    It shed no rays out on the starless night.


    A wizard fire and strange, and yet no fear


    Entered my soul, but longing and fierce pain.

  


  
    MAEVE


    I would the queen’s house were not built so near


    The Hill of the Sidhe....

  


  
    FIONAVAR


    Yea, ’twas but last Samhain


    That Nera left us, he who ever heard


    At twilight, Druid voices calling him;


    To-night without a cry, without a word


    The twilight fell about us, silver dim.


    I would that I were Nera....

  


  
    FERGUS


    Say not so,


    Little thou knowest, oh Princess, of the Sidhe,


    And the dull measure of his sleepless woe


    Is but a faery tale to such as thee.

  


  
    MAEVE (suddenly)


    Fergus, dost thou remember Deirdre?


    Deirdre of the Prophecies....

  


  
    [There is a silence and the wind begins to moan round the fort.

  


  
    FERGUS


    Oh Maeve!


    For her the blue sky has grown dull and gray


    And the wind sighs and every breaking wave


    Cries out her name.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Sing now the song


    That thou didst make in the forgotten days


    Of thy great sorrow, and Deirdre’s wrong.

  


  
    FERGUS


    I will not sing that song for gold or praise


    Of the Queens of the World....

  


  
    AN ULTONIAN


    Will the Queen give gold?


    Then will I sing a little song I made


    When we left Ulla in the days of old.

  


  
    MAEVE


    I will give thee a sword with a sharp blade


    For thy song, Fergus....

  


  
    AN ULTONIAN


    Sing, oh Fergus, sing,


    And may thy song be heard in the far hall


    Of Emain Macha where the treacherous king


    Has hung his golden armour on the wall.

  


  
    [FERGUS sings the exiles’ lament for Deirdre.

  


  SONG


  
    FERGUS


    I hear the wise woman weeping, weeping for her lost dream,


    And the bitter wars of the world and the cry of a broken wave


    Near the wounded heart of the earth, where the buried lightnings gleam,


    I have seen the flaming opal burn dull in her grief-haunted cave.

  


  
    I hear the waves’ dim crying as they fall on the soft sea sand,


    And the silver fires grow pale in heaven and the wind sighs;


    I hear the wise woman sighing over the desolate land


    And the deeds and the dreams of men, of men who are not wise.

  


  
    I will leave Ulla for ever, and follow the wars of Maeve


    For the Harper’s daughter is dead and life is of little worth,


    Through my soul there rings for ever the cry of a breaking wave,


    Dark grows the flaming opal in the broken heart of the earth.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Yet wouldst thou bring a new war on the world?

  


  
    FERGUS


    Yea, but the wave sighs breaking on the shore


    And the wind moans, by stormy spirits hurled


    Into the fiery elemental war—

  


  
    MAEVE


    I am weary of war and the world’s tears


    And the cry of the sea and the wind’s sighs,


    I would I were beyond these crowded years


    At rest with Deirdre of the Prophecies.

  


  
    FERGUS


    Art thou so weary, yet thy soul is young.

  


  
    MAEVE


    They who are weary change not nor grow old,


    By them the sorrows of the world are sung,


    Their weariness is as a harp of gold


    That the wind plays on, every little wind


    Of the old world is playing on my heart....


    [The door opens and NERA comes in. He is laden with spring flowers, primroses and golden fern.


    Oh, I am weary of the dreams of the blind,


    The loves that fail and the joys that depart


    Like the white fading foam on faery streams


    That the stars mock from far eternal skies,


    Oh, I am weary of my many dreams....

  


  
    NERA


    Shall not one little dream make the world wise?


    [He offers her primroses, which she twists in her hair, then he flings down his flowers in a shining mass at her feet.

  


  NERA’S SONG


  
    I bring you all my dreams, oh golden Maeve,


    There are no dreams in all the world like these


    The dreams of Spring, the golden fronds that wave


    In faery land beneath dark forest trees—


    I bring you all my dreams.

  


  
    I bring you all my dreams, Fionavar,


    From that dim land where every dream is sweet,


    I have brought you a little shining star,


    I strew my primroses beneath your feet,


    I bring you all my dreams.

  


  
    I bring you all my dreams, your swords are sharp


    Ready for battle, yet you smile and say—


    Here is the dreamer with his foolish harp,


    Now shall he wile an idle hour away,


    I bring you all my dreams.

  


  
    FIONAVAR


    Why didst thou linger in the faery dun,


    Of that strange hosting wert thou not afraid?

  


  
    NERA


    Shall I not wander under the white moon


    Whilst in my soul the moonlight does not fade?

  


  
    MAEVE


    Lo, far from here the moon shines on the sea,


    Crowning the waves with silver as they break.

  


  
    NERA


    I have been false to a woman of the Sidhe,


    I have forsaken the moonlight for thy sake.

  


  
    MAEVE


    What wouldst thou with me?

  


  
    NERA (aside to MAEVE)


    Lo, thou shalt dare


    Beyond all daring, joy and love and fame,


    Stand where the spheres part, face the twofold glare


    And quench the Outer in the Inner Flame.

  


  
    FERGUS


    These flowers at Samhain are an evil sight,


    As if old Winter’s wiles had robbed the May,


    For Autumn roses and pale fires at night


    Wandering, lead the foolish world astray.

  


  
    NERA (dreamily)


    I have seen roses growing at Samhain


    In the enchanted gardens of the Sidhe,


    The stars that shine above the magic plain


    Roam as they will and every flower is free,


    I have seen roses growing at Samhain....

  


  
    FERGUS


    Each flower should have its season and its time,


    Thus every changing month is doubly dear.

  


  
    NERA


    Oh Queen! the faery flowers are free to climb


    At their own wandering will up the steep year.

  


  
    MAEVE


    The gardens of the Sidhe must be more fair


    Than any land I conquered in old days.

  


  
    NERA


    Yea, there is neither law nor hatred there,


    But all things live at peace for their own praise.

  


  
    MAEVE


    I would that land were mine, for I have won


    Praise with the sword and now am growing old.


    Men tell of ancient wars and great deeds done


    Yet I rejoice not, and my heart is cold.

  


  
    NERA


    Thou hast stormed the world with a sword, oh Maeve,


    And bent the dreams of the earth to thy will,


    Yet close to thy fort is the haunted cave


    And a star shines over the faery hill


    Free as the foam on a breaking wave.

  


  
    Fearless of thee are the dreams of the dead,


    The shadowless host know thee not for their Queen,


    Before thee the dreams of the world have shed


    Their golden petals and branches of green,


    Yet what are they to the dreams of the dead.

  


  
    On a primrose bank thou shalt build thy throne,


    In the Hill of the Sidhe where the great dreams dwell


    They have carved thy name on a Druid stone


    And thy gold crown lies in a haunted well


    On the Hill of the Sidhe thou shalt build thy throne.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Alas! I am weary of building thrones.

  


  
    NERA


    Out there the kingdom waits for thee, oh Maeve.

  


  
    MAEVE


    I hear men sighing with most bitter moans


    I have heard the cry of a breaking wave


    I weep for the sad world.

  


  
    NERA


    Heed not these things


    Heed but the laughter of a magic stream


    And the glad song outshaken from swift wings.


    The sorrow of the world is but a dream—


    All winter I have seen the Spring’s desire


    Bloom in the magic gardens of the wise,


    Shall not these primroses, pale flames of fire,


    Light up the joy that slumbers in thine eyes—


    Maeve of the Battles, Queen of Dreams and Fire.

  


  
    MAEVE


    A gold crown hidden in a haunted well!


    Strange are thy words, oh Nera, and weighed down


    With many heavy meanings.

  


  
    AN ULTONIAN


    He could not tell


    A primrose garland from a golden crown!

  


  
    ANOTHER ULTONIAN


    I like not songs like these, the dreaming Queen


    Is fooled by every bard that walks the land.

  


  
    ANOTHER ULTONIAN


    Were I the King, this folly had not been,


    I would put down the bards with a strong hand.


    [A murmur among MAEVE’S followers.

  


  
    FLEEAS


    Friend, thou art surely mad or drunk with wine,


    And thy distemper makes thee over bold—

  


  
    NERA (to MAEVE)


    Oh Queen! I bid thee conquer what is thine,


    A crown of primroses, or bronze, or gold.

  


  
    MAEVE


    This is the world’s most desolate enterprise.

  


  
    NERA


    Men follow wandering fires of love and hate


    And lonely is the labour of the wise,


    The dreams of all the world are desolate.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Nay, I have many friends.

  


  
    NERA


    The dreaming sea


    Has many waves, yet is it none the less


    Lonely.

  


  
    FLEEAS


    There are none here who would not die for thee!

  


  
    MAEVE


    Friends, underneath the blue eternal skies


    Of that green land where the free stars look down:


    In the midst of a haunted well there lies


    A crown of primroses, the magic crown


    Of the Sidhe people, guarded night and day


    By monstrous warriors. Life lightly hurled


    Into the abyss were a small price to pay


    For perilous lordship in that unseen world.


    I would go forth among those shadowless ones,


    Groping through wind and fire from height to height,


    Daring to climb beyond all stars and suns


    To join the Inner and the Outer Light.


    Yea, I will tear aside the world old Vail.


    Friends, will ye follow me if I go forth


    To do this deed?


    [The ULTONIANS murmur together.

  


  
    FERGUS


    ’Tis but a faery tale


    A woman’s dream, the heroes of the North


    Would smile at such a fancy....

  


  
    AN ULTONIAN


    Yea, it seems


    The crown she dreams of is not even gold!

  


  
    MAEVE


    Oh Fergus, mockest thou at women’s dreams?


    Thus didst thou smile when Deirdre foretold


    The fall of Ulla, now the patient years


    Hang ivy on the ruins of her pride.


    Hast thou forgotten all thy bitter tears,


    The woe of the world when Usna’s children died?


    Hast thou forgotten Deirdre, art thou blind


    That thou canst dream that wisdom dwells with scorn?


    So winter sunshine fades on the cold wind,


    And the snow lies not on a summer morn;


    Thus has thy wisdom vanished!

  


  
    FERGUS


    Nay fair Maeve


    The wisdom of the world is mine to bow


    To an evil fate, yet ere men heap my grave


    My star shall triumph, and though I serve thee now,


    Being a man, I shall rule in the end.


    Let it not grieve thee that I being a man


    Am greater, for no warrior soul could bend


    To a woman’s rule since the world began...


    [There is a deep murmur of anger among the warriors of MAEVE’S body-guard. They press round FERGUS. The ULTONIANS crowd together.

  


  
    FLEEAS (to FERGUS)


    There is an end of patience in my soul:


    Lo, I have suffered thee for many days


    Thus creeping underground like a blind mole


    Among the worms, and finding nought to praise


    In the blue sky above thee, the great Queen


    Who gave thee life and shelter in her host


    And saved thee with her sword, else hadst thou been


    No man at all, but a poor whining ghost


    Slain by the Red Branch in some obscure feud.


    Behold the Queen asks but a small reward


    For her great deeds, and a light gratitude


    Of silence, and the service of thy sword,


    And this were well for thee....

  


  
    FERGUS


    Yet would I not obey


    A woman....

  


  
    FLEEAS (to MAEVE)


    Oh Queen, my fierce sword burns my hand,


    Red hot for battle....

  


  
    NERA


    Ah, be not led astray


    By such an idle deed, in faery land


    The wars of the vain world are put to scorn,


    The wind sighs low o’er many a reedy pool,


    And sweet sounds wander through the shaken corn,


    And no man stays to battle with a fool.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Put up thy sword, oh Fleeas, little worth


    Thy loyal rage is his wild threatening,


    Who trusts no man nor woman on the earth


    Save the Red Branch and his thrice treacherous King.


    [The ULTONIANS murmur.

  


  
    FLEEAS


    Wilt thou let him go free?...

  


  
    MAEVE


    Free as the air.

  


  
    FLEEAS


    A year ago thou wouldst have struck him down


    With the sword....

  


  
    MAEVE


    Nay, friends, I have done my share


    Of foolish deeds and won a fierce renown,


    Now I have dreamed a dream and the sword gleams


    Idle in my hand—let him go free,


    Some day he will build the city of his dreams,


    I go to conquer mine.

  


  
    FLEEAS


    My grief that such as he


    Should build a city.

  


  
    MAEVE


    By the Gods it is willed


    That foolish men should dream a dream of pride


    And wrath, yea, and that every man should build


    The city of his dreams. The world is wide


    For such as thee, oh Fergus, go thy ways.

  


  
    FERGUS


    Nay, Queen, I did but question in my heart,


    Drive me not forth after so many days


    In this great host, I am loath to depart.

  


  
    MAEVE


    So be it, Fergus, have thou thy desire.


    [She turns from him to the people of Connaught.


    Friends, will ye follow me to distant lands,


    To storm the city of the magic fire


    And wrest the throne of the world from ghostly hands?


    [She stands beside her throne. Her gold robe and crown glitter in the torch-light.

  


  
    FLEEAS


    Thou art the bright star of my dreams, I came


    To this dark world that I might follow thee.

  


  
    AN OLD WARRIOR


    I will follow thee as smoke follows flame—

  


  
    A WARRIOR


    And I as the little waves of the sea


    Follow the moon’s will high in heaven above—

  


  
    A WOMAN WARRIOR


    Lo, I will serve thee as men serve for gold.

  


  
    ANOTHER WARRIOR


    And I as a lover following his love


    Through the length and breadth of Eirinn, as of old


    Finn followed Grania.

  


  
    A WOMAN WARRIOR


    Lo, like a dreamer seeking for his dream


    I will go with thee even to the world’s edge,


    Where moonlight withers and pale waters gleam


    And the wind whispers through the faded sedge.

  


  
    CHORUS OF WARRIORS


    Yea, we will follow thee unto the end,


    Seeking thy smile as flowers seek the sun.

  


  
    MAEVE (moving forward with outstretched arms)


    Ye shall go with me as friend goes with friend,


    Thus in all freedom shall this deed be done.


    [The people of Connaught cry out ‘Eirinn for Maeve—Maeve of the Battles.’ The ULTONIANS join in the cry. MAEVE signs to them—there is a hush.

  


  
    MAEVE


    To arms, to arms, ye who would do my will.


    [The trumpets sound.

  


  
    NERA


    I have no sword, yet would I follow thee.


    [MAEVE signs to an attendant, who brings her a sword. She offers it to NERA. He takes it and lays his harp at her feet.

  


  
    NERA


    Fairer than starlight on the magic hill


    Is thy white sword, Queen of the Western Sidhe.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Be thy soul armed against wind and flame


    And all the magic wars of faery land.


    [She takes the harp in her hands lovingly and winds round its strings a wreath of primroses. She lays it on the gold-embroidered cushion of her throne.

  


  
    NERA (gazing earnestly at MAEVE)


    Beautiful as a song is thy great name,


    Fairer than the gold harp is thy white hand


    As thou art more than music, for thy sake,


    Oh Maeve, I have cast all my dreams aside....

  


  
    MAEVE


    Take back thy dreams, let not thy heart break


    For a lost song and one vain hour of pride.

  


  
    NERA


    Nay, I will follow thee, Maeve of the Bright Hair.


    [He kisses her hand, and stands on one side. MAEVE begins to descend the steps of her throne. FIONAVAR rushes forward impetuously.

  


  
    MAEVE


    What wouldst thou, beautiful Fionavar?

  


  
    FIONAVAR


    I would go with thee, I would have my share


    Of thy great deeds, and when the songs are sung


    My name shall be with thine as our hearts beat


    Together....

  


  
    MAEVE (sadly)


    I fear for thee, thou art young—

  


  
    FIONAVAR


    Oh Maeve, my youth lies there before thy feet,


    Tread not thou down this glory of bright days


    Into dull ashes.

  


  
    MAEVE


    I will quench no fire


    Nor set my foot on any love or praise,


    Yet is my heart now like a broken lyre,


    Have thou thy will....


    [The warriors cry out again ‘Eirinn for Maeve—Maeve of the Battles.’ They divide themselves into two lines, leaving a space between.

  


  
    NERA


    Mourn not, oh golden Maeve,


    Happy are they who for thy sake are slain


    Though they lie songless in the cold grave.


    [The trumpets sound again and MAEVE passes down the room between the lines of warriors, who salute her as she goes. She is followed by FLEEAS and FIONAVAR. The warriors and attendants form themselves into a procession and go out after her. NERA is left alone. The music dies away in the distance. He has the sword in his hand, which he holds clumsily, and gazes round him disconsolately.

  


  
    NERA


    Alas! I would I had my harp again.


    [He goes out slowly after the others as the scene closes.


    •

  


  ACT II


  
    A grassy bank covered with primroses by the side of a well. In the background, on the gentle slope of a hill, is the magic cave of Cruhane. The ivory gates at the cave’s mouth are wide open, and the cave is full of light. On every side an enchanted forest stretches into the distance. Leaning against the gate are the guardians of the well. One of them is blind, the other lame.

  


  
    THE BLIND MAN


    I hear a low sound as of falling leaves


    In the dim wood, or else a little wind


    Stirs in the fern and shakes the yellow sheaves


    Of rustling corn. I would I were not blind—

  


  
    THE LAME MAN


    Nay, I see nothing—

  


  
    THE BLIND MAN


    If I had thy sight


    I would see more than thou—

  


  
    THE LAME MAN


    There’s naught to see,


    Come friend we should be back ere night


    In the King’s Hall.


    [They stumble away together and disappear in the cave. MAEVE comes in followed by NERA. She is in her battle-dress, a golden helmet on her head, dented by many blows. She has a heavy sword in her hand. She looks round and sinks down wearily on the bank.

  


  
    MAEVE


    I heard the fading voice of the Sidhe.


    Play to me, Nera, for my soul has need


    Of music.

  


  
    NERA


    Alas! I cast my harp aside


    At Rath Cruhane.

  


  
    MAEVE


    That was an idle deed.

  


  
    NERA


    A vain deed vainly done, the songs abide


    Deep in my heart and cry about my soul


    Seeking in vain for the sweet answering cry


    Of the three strings.


    [NERA’S Faery Love comes in from the cave at the back. She is dressed from head to foot in a long purple robe. She goes up to the well.

  


  
    FAERY


    Alas! for the thief who stole


    My golden harp, under the rain-haunted sky


    Of Eire he shall sing Danaan songs:


    Alas the shining dreams that fade and cease,


    Oh! magic water, heal my many wrongs


    And wrap my soul about in songless peace.


    [She leans over the well drinking the water, which she scoops up in the hollow of her hands.

  


  
    NERA


    She drinks the waters of the faery pool


    And dreams thus to find solace for her grief,


    And by their potent magic to make cool


    Her burning heart.

  


  
    FAERY


    Oh, like a fallen leaf


    That no green spring with living sap renews


    Is my dead soul—in vain and all in vain


    Are faery waters and flower-dazzling dews.


    Oh! Nera, give me back my harp again.


    [She goes out, mournfully wringing her hands.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Who is this woman?

  


  
    NERA


    Nay, I do not know,


    Some faery dreamer who dreamed of the earth


    As we might dream of a star, and found woe


    And gave her harp away for a mortal’s mirth.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Did he not love her?

  


  
    NERA


    Yea, for a little while.

  


  
    MAEVE


    The dream of conquest withers in my heart,


    I would go back to the world where lovers smile—

  


  
    NERA


    Is the land not fair that thou wouldest depart?


    Thou hast not even seen the faery host.

  


  
    MAEVE


    What is thy faery host to me? I have seen


    The sorrows of faery land!

  


  
    NERA


    Let not the thin drawn ghost


    And shadow of grief pull at thy heart-strings, Queen,


    This was no sorrowing girl, but a pale shade


    Mourning an unreal woe with fickle breath


    To turn thee from thy purpose, a trick played


    Or a dream dreamed by the lords of life and death


    For our undoing.

  


  
    MAEVE


    These same lords


    Are strong to bend the whole world to their will,


    They bind our souls about with mighty cords.

  


  
    NERA


    Yet is the soul free on this wind-swept hill


    From the bonds of fate.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Nay, I cannot tell.


    A load of grief about my spirit lies,


    I would drink of the waters of the magic well,


    The magic waters bring dreams to the wise.

  


  
    NERA


    Drink then, oh Queen, and dream of faery springs


    That fill the long grass with soft shining sounds


    Most musical, struck from the silver strings


    Of the world’s harp, streams that flow underground


    Tunnelling the hard earth with a buried song.


    [MAEVE drinks the water. She falls immediately into a deep sleep, lying on the grass propped against the stonework of the well. NERA’S Faery Love comes to the edge of the wood and beckons to him. They wander away together among the trees. The air is full of the thin and melodious voices of spirits who flit past on their way back to faery land.

  


  
    FIRST SPIRIT


    This is the woman who drank from the well.

  


  
    SECOND SPIRIT


    Oh, she is of the bright immortal throng.

  


  
    FIRST SPIRIT


    Through her weak hands the enchanted waters fell.


    I heard them fall.

  


  
    SECOND SPIRIT


    Yet is she not as fair


    As any spirit?

  


  
    THIRD SPIRIT


    She is mortal born.


    I hear the west wind rustling through her hair,


    Her heavy human hair, like waving corn


    That shivers in the breeze, also she sighs


    In her sleep, as the wind sighs in the reeds.

  


  
    FIRST SPIRIT


    We will watch her dreams.

  


  
    SECOND SPIRIT


    Yea, for men grow wise


    In sleep and their dreams are greater than their deeds.


    [A very glorious spirit pauses in her flight, and spreading out great wings floats down to the ground and stands among the primroses by the side of MAEVE.

  


  
    SPIRIT


    What wouldst thou, Maeve, why dost thou come here


    With a sword?

  


  
    MAEVE


    Lo! I have dreamed magic dreams


    Of conquest and a gold crown to be won,


    And a sharp sword that in the moonlight gleams.

  


  
    SPIRIT


    Here shall no deed of violence be done,


    No crown be won or heart pierced with the sword,


    Here all the battles of the world must cease,


    And a white shining peace is the soul’s reward.


    Why dost thou come here troubling our white peace?

  


  
    MAEVE


    I am but the leader of a great host.

  


  
    SPIRIT


    No host can enter into this pure land,


    But every desolate and lonely ghost


    Finds shelter here. The sword in the warrior’s hand


    Is turned against his heart, and the dream in his eyes


    Has led his soul astray—unto his battle car


    The gates are shut for ever.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Spirit most wise,


    Fairer than any dream, or flower, or star,


    Who art thou?

  


  
    SPIRIT


    I am she who was called


    Deirdre!

  


  
    MAEVE


    Oh Beauty like a venomous white flame


    That wasted Ulla!

  


  
    SPIRIT


    Shrink not thou appalled


    From my great sorrow. Beauty knows no shame


    For the wild dreams and hollow deeds of fate.


    Nay, what was I but a glass the gods held up


    To the souls of men grown fierce with love and hate—


    For the drunkard’s deed blam’st thou the golden cup


    That held the wine—or the emblazoned page


    For the wars chronicled—or the mirror’s face


    For the dark world of evil deeds and rage


    Reflected there?

  


  
    MAEVE


    Oh Queen! thou art the grace


    And glory of the world, Beauty the passionate Rose


    And mystic flower of life, and the dull wars of earth


    Flow from thee even as a river flows


    Down from the sunlit hills where dreams have birth.

  


  
    DEIRDRE


    I dream no dream of war, ere light burns gray


    In the world the hosts that follow thy wild will


    Shall wither like dead leaves and fall away


    Blasted by magic of the inviolate hill.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Queen of the storm-built citadel of dreams


    And all the radiant kingdoms of the wind—


    Hast thou forgotten how the sword gleams


    In the world, and put the old days out of mind?

  


  
    DEIRDRE


    I have seen many wars and hard deeds done—


    And now live peaceful days of glad intent


    Yet Naisi pines for the light of the sun


    He wields no dream sword in his banishment


    As I do joyfully, a peaceful sword,


    Sharp edged with dreams and as a flame of fire


    Deep in the soul of many a fierce warlord,


    That burns away, oh Queen, thy heart’s desire


    And flames in the breast of young Fionavar,


    Dividing many spirits from their peace.


    And this my sword is as a fiery star


    Shining at evening when all battles cease.


    I go to Naisi, he sits sullen-eyed


    With folded wings and dreams still of the wars


    Of the world and the Red Branch and his lost pride.


    [DEIRDRE goes away sighing.

  


  
    MAEVE


    May thy star guide his soul to peaceful shores.

  


  
    DEIRDRE


    May a great lonely peace abide with thee.


    [The spirit of DEIRDRE vanishes. There is a short silence broken only by the beat and rustling of many wings. Gradually this sound dies away in the distance and all is still. The guardians of the well come out of the cave.

  


  
    THE LAME MAN


    I see their white spears shining in the glen


    Where green boughs toss like an unquiet sea,


    I hear the tramping of a thousand men.

  


  
    THE BLIND MAN


    Lo! ’tis the army of world-conquering Maeve.


    Let us make fast the gates with bolt and bar


    Against the fury of the flowing wave.

  


  
    THE LAME MAN


    Oh! dost thou see the young Fionavar


    Smile at the people from her car of state


    With a fierce smile? Men call her the Fair-browed—

  


  
    THE BLIND MAN


    Bar up the gate, oh friend, bar up the gate.

  


  
    THE LAME MAN


    Like a tall flower she sways above the crowd,


    And there is Fleeas of the wild will,


    And Fergus, and strange warriors of the north.


    Come, we will bar the gate—in the faery hill


    There shall be peace.


    [THE BLIND and THE LAME MEN go together into the cave. The gates shut behind them with a loud and ominous clang. NERA and his Faery Love come out of the wood. MAEVE is still asleep. There is a sudden dimness behind the ivory gates.

  


  
    FAERY


    Oh Nera! go not forth


    Into the world again. There is a hard frost


    In the world, the sky is dull and gray


    As the gray shuddering willows tempest tossed,


    Or the pale years that melt like smoke away


    Over dim meadows.

  


  
    NERA


    Yet should I not mourn


    For the brown pools and purple wastes and hills


    Of Eire and the blue sea and rustling corn,


    Are they not more to me than many ills—


    What wilt thou give me fairer than these things?

  


  
    FAERY


    I gave thee my harp, what wouldest thou more?


    Is there not moonlight in the silver strings,


    And the wind and the waves sighing on the shore?

  


  
    NERA


    Even as my love so do my dreams increase:


    I have dreamed of a great sword that overcame


    The world.

  


  
    FAERY


    I have nought to give thee but peace....

  


  
    NERA


    My soul is wrapped about in warring flame.

  


  
    FAERY


    Alas! the gate is shut, it is too late—


    The way is barred against us—we are exiled


    From all our dreams—

  


  
    NERA


    This is the deed of fate.


    I will go back to earth and, like a child


    Of faery land, make music of my heart’s desire


    And sing sweet songs and find rest by Maeve’s fireside.

  


  
    FAERY


    I have no place by any mortal fire.

  


  
    NERA


    Nay, say not so, beloved, the world is wide


    For wandering, and these ivory doors


    Shall stand open unto all souls again


    In a year’s time.

  


  
    FAERY


    Oh, many weary wars


    Shall be in the world, and many heroes slain


    Ere I go back to the land of my delight—


    Alas! Alas!


    [FLEEAS comes in followed by FIONAVAR and attendants.

  


  
    FLEEAS (in a loud voice)


    Where is the High-Queen Maeve?

  


  
    FAERY


    Behold your Queen!

  


  
    FLEEAS


    Alas! oh Maeve, the host reels back with fright


    Crying for their leader.

  


  
    NERA


    Lo! she has drunk


    Of the well water—doubtless she has seen


    A shining vision—spirits talked with her


    But now....


    See how she smiles, her head has sunk


    Among the primroses, long grasses stir


    About her quiet fingers.

  


  
    FLEEAS


    She left the host


    In secret, panic has taken her place,


    And while she communes idly with a ghost


    Leads us to dire confusion and disgrace.

  


  
    MAEVE (waking)


    What heavy news, oh Fleeas, dost thou tell?

  


  
    NERA


    The sword has broken in the hero’s hand.

  


  
    FLEEAS


    There’s mutiny in the host.

  


  
    MAEVE


    It is well.


    I would go lonely into faery land.

  


  
    FAERY


    Alas! Alas! thou canst not enter there


    Though thou art Queen and leader of this war


    And men tell of thy great deeds everywhere.

  


  
    MAEVE


    I am a beggar at the ivory door


    Bereft of deeds.

  


  
    FAERY


    Alas! the door is barred....

  


  
    MAEVE (fiercely springing to her feet)


    No door is barred against the High Queen.


    [She goes up to the gate and tries to open it.


    Sound the trumpets, call the Queen’s guard, Fleeas!


    [FLEEAS signs to an attendant who sounds the trumpet three times. There is a long silence.

  


  
    FLEEAS


    Alas! they dare not set foot on the green


    Of the haunted hill.

  


  
    MAEVE (storming)


    Cowards and Knaves!


    Now will I rouse my soul from dreams, I swear


    By the oath of my people many new-made graves


    Shall witness of this hour, ye do not dare


    To face a spirit’s wrath—is there rage like mine


    Think ye in faery land—oh! ye have found


    Safety—I will pour out your blood like wine


    At a banquet, ye shall seek sunlight underground


    And find joy sailing in a sinking ship


    And mercy in the lightning, pray the storm


    To shelter you, and fire to cool a fevered lip,


    Yea, with an icicle make your hearts warm


    Ere ye win pity from my outraged soul.


    Oh! Nera, where is then the golden crown


    Of thy vain story? Is this the end and goal


    Of all thy dreams?

  


  
    NERA


    There is peace for thee beyond the gates.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Cease the soft flowing of thy honeyed tongue


    Made sweet with many lies, my sick soul hates


    Thy flattery—Now shall no song be sung,


    But every bard accursed for thy sake.


    Nera, the dreamer, whose songs broke the heart


    Of a Queen that the World’s wars could not break.

  


  
    NERA


    Cease thou thy railing, I will depart


    Oh terrible Queen, alas, my songs


    Have broken my own spirit.

  


  
    FLEEAS


    This is no time


    For words, the host has broken up in separate throngs,


    And evil thoughts are ripening into crime


    In a blaze of flaming fear....

  


  
    MAEVE


    Ye faithful ones speed with swift feet


    Down to the valley where these warriors hide,


    And bid them ponder in their safe retreat


    The words ye have heard on the mountain side.


    [FLEEAS, FIONAVAR and attendants go out, NERA lingers.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Farewell, I will not see thy face again


    Nor shall thy voice drop poison in my mind.

  


  
    NERA


    Yet shalt thou hear my tears fall in the rain,


    And my sad spirit cry along the wind,


    My homeless spirit knock at the shut doors


    Of thy proud soul. Bend low thy passionate brow


    Oh Queen, thou hast not conquered grief in thy wars.


    Thou shalt be lonely as I am lonely now,


    Exiled as I am exiled, thou shalt weep


    As I have wept for thee....

  


  
    MAEVE (listening intently)


    I heard a little dreamy din,


    A pebble fall into the abyss of sleep,


    A sudden noise as if one moved within


    With stealthy steps....

  


  
    NERA


    Thou hast broken my life,


    Oh Queen, as a brand is broken for the fire.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Why dost thou vex my soul with this vain strife?

  


  
    NERA


    I have given thee my dreams and my golden lyre.

  


  
    MAEVE


    I have given thee a sword.

  


  
    NERA


    A sorrowful gift.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Yea, sorrowful as any lying tale


    Fashioned with empty longings to uplift


    The burden of grief when all our false dreams fail.

  


  
    NERA


    These are not gracious gifts, take back thy sword.


    [He flings the sword down on the grass.

  


  
    MAEVE


    There is some one singing....

  


  
    NERA


    She hears me not,


    I served her with my soul for this reward.

  


  
    MAEVE (breathlessly)


    A gracious melody.

  


  
    NERA


    This is their lot


    Who serve a Queen’s will.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Such gentle sounds


    Flow in soft waves past the coarse gates of sense


    Nor deign to enter.

  


  
    NERA


    Oh, this doth pass the bounds


    Of patience—This is the end—I will go hence,


    Yet will I drench her sweet name with my tears


    Once more—farewell, Maeve, beautiful friend.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Alas! why dost thou trouble my tired ears....

  


  
    NERA


    Oh Maeve, must I leave thee thus, is this the end


    Of all my joy and love?

  


  
    MAEVE


    Why wilt thou tease


    My soul with memories, such joys are past


    For me, I have seen fairer things than these,


    And a new song holds my spirit fast.


    Open the gates, oh ye of faery birth,


    To a poor spirit desolate and alone.

  


  
    NERA (going out)


    I will go back to the cold earth


    Where my harp lies near an empty throne,


    And silence reigns from door to golden door,


    And pale winds blow from the unquiet sea


    Over Rath Cruhane, bringing news of war.


    [He goes out. MAEVE sinks down on the ground with a cry.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Oh wilt thou not open the gate to me Deirdre?


    [A light flickers and vanishes behind the ivory gate, and the hillside begins to grow dark as the scene closes.


    •

  


  ACT III


  SCENE I


  
    Interior of a tent in MAEVE’S camp at midnight. FLEEAS comes in.

  


  
    FIONAVAR


    Hast thou been the rounds, is all well in the camp,


    Dost thou bring news?

  


  
    FLEEAS


    Nay, the long hours creep


    Onward in silence, in vain the signal lamp


    Burns o’er the Western gate, and all men sleep,


    Save the slow guard who pace with measured tread


    To stir their watch fires, no other sound is there.

  


  
    FIONAVAR


    Oh, is she among the living or the dead


    Thinkest thou Fleeas....

  


  
    FLEEAS


    Everywhere


    I feel the bitter winds of her desire.

  


  
    FIONAVAR


    The dead are ever near....

  


  
    FLEEAS


    Nay, they are pent


    In the bodiless æther, as the fire


    Is prisoned in the opal...what strange event


    Has changed thy fierce soul to a timid dove


    Trembling with fear?

  


  
    FIONAVAR


    How can I be brave?


    Great fear is hidden in the heart of love.


    Surely some evil has befallen Maeve.

  


  
    FLEEAS


    She dreamed, doubtless, she saw a radiant sight.


    Should there be any terror in these things?

  


  
    FIONAVAR


    Yea, there is terror in the haunted night,


    And fear for every spirit with frail wings,


    Breasting a storm.

  


  
    FLEEAS


    She is strong to stand


    Against all the storms of all the worlds that toil


    About the heavens, and even in faery land


    The grass grows greener when she treads the soil.


    She spreads her wings to every wind that blows,


    Beyond the tempest seeking the calm goal


    Of her desire, the peace her spirit knows


    In dreams, the waveless harbour of the soul.

  


  
    FIONAVAR


    How many a weak ship with mighty sails


    Driven before the wind, founders at last


    Amongst the reefs and shoals—What dream avails


    To quench the lightning or hold the storm fast....

  


  
    FLEEAS


    Yet, throned above all these, the gods are kind,


    And great sails bear a little vessel far—


    Blessed are they that trust the homeless wind.


    [MAEVE comes in. Her face is pale and her eyes luminous.

  


  
    MAEVE


    I have come down from the hill, Fionavar—


    Fleeas, thy good words smite me to the heart,


    I have found no kingdom, but a grievous war.

  


  
    FLEEAS


    Oh Maeve, the host are ready to depart.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Didst thou not say they follow me no more?

  


  
    FLEEAS


    They will do thy will without murmuring,


    Save Fergus only!

  


  
    MAEVE


    It is very well:


    I would go forth against the Red Branch King,


    I think it is not Fergus who will rebel


    Against this deed.

  


  
    FLEEAS


    The King Ailill


    Sends messengers, he waits thee at Cruhane.


    He fears for thy safety on the faery hill,


    He is old, he would look on thy face again


    Once ere he dies.

  


  
    MAEVE


    He whines his life away,


    He is not old, it is not he who will die.


    Fleeas, true friend, as soon as it is day


    We will hold a council, the midnight sky,


    With its mysterious stars and cloudy fires,


    Is but an ill deviser of sharp schemes


    To rule the world, and this long watching tires


    The soul that sees the beckoning hands of dreams


    Wave through the starlight—go thou to thy rest.

  


  
    FLEEAS


    My rest is in thy love.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Then hast thou found peace.

  


  
    FLEEAS


    May all the secret ways of sleep be blest


    To thee, oh Queen, and daylight sorrows cease.


    [FLEEAS goes out.

  


  
    FIONAVAR


    Oh Mother, what didst thou see on the hill,


    Why dost thou follow hotly this new strife?

  


  
    MAEVE


    I saw lost dreams and a defeated will,


    I saw the ivory shut gates of life.

  


  
    FIONAVAR


    Yet why wilt thou go forth against the Lord


    Of Ulla, thou who art weary of war?

  


  
    MAEVE


    Deirdre must be avenged....

  


  
    FIONAVAR


    Can any sword


    Avenge Deirdre?

  


  
    MAEVE


    Yea, the sword evermore


    Must answer treachery. My lips would scorn


    To speak the traitor’s name, yet this sharp blade


    Shall know his heart....

  


  
    FIONAVAR


    Oh Mother, thou wert born


    Under a fierce star, I am almost afraid


    Of thy wild words....

  


  
    MAEVE


    Think well ere thou goest forth


    With me to battle, this is no child’s play;


    There are many mighty heroes in the North.

  


  
    FIONAVAR


    I dreamed that thou didst see Deirdre


    Among the Danaan people, is it not so?

  


  
    MAEVE


    She would not open the ivory gate.

  


  
    FIONAVAR


    She will open to thee the gates of woe,


    She it is who has brought thee to this fate


    Alas, she has brought much sorrow on the earth.

  


  
    MAEVE


    All great souls bring great sorrow: in past years


    There was a woman of Danaan birth


    Who brought grief to faery land, and many tears.


    [NERA passes outside singing.

  


  SONG


  
    In a dream of opal and cloudy blue,


    The starlight gives rainbow wings to the wind;


    The stars toss their flaming crowns to the dew—


    Silent, oh Queen, is the dew on the grass....


    Behold, I have given my dreams to the blind,


    And my shining songs to the shadows that pass


    Dumb as the dewdrops and deaf as the wind.

  


  
    The moonlight has given a soul to the sky


    With white rays into the darkness shed;


    But the voice of the wind is a bitter cry,


    Listen, oh Queen, to the voice of the wind...


    My harp is broken, the music has fled,


    Behold I have given my dreams to the blind,


    Behold I have given my love to the dead.

  


  
    FIONAVAR


    Oh Maeve, go not thou forth to do this deed.

  


  
    MAEVE


    What fearest thou?

  


  
    FIONAVAR


    There is enough blood shed,


    My soul is broken like a windblown reed


    Crushed down beneath the footsteps of the dead....


    I have seen Feithleen—

  


  
    MAEVE


    Think not to frighten me,


    I dream no dream of sunshine and sweet flowers,


    I have talked with the ever blessed Sidhe,


    I have seen many sorrows and dark hours.

  


  
    FIONAVAR


    Like little flames of fire, short tufts of hair


    Waved round her brow and many times she cried


    To me, she said there was blood everywhere


    About the host.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Doubtless she prophesied


    The fall of Ulla, the death of Conchobar.

  


  
    FIONAVAR


    Her face was white and hollow like a ghost,


    As she stood beside me on the chariot bar;


    She pointed with wild hands towards the host


    And babbled of blood and many griefs to come;


    Red everywhere, blood red. I have never seen


    So much bloodshed; lo, Queen, I was stricken dumb


    With terror, I fear greatly for the end,


    I fear for all our lives.

  


  
    MAEVE


    I that am Queen


    Have seen much blood shed, and many a friend


    Fall dead at my feet, I have no fear.


    Think thou no more of all these childish tales,


    Take courage.

  


  
    FIONAVAR


    Oh Mother, thy life is dear


    To me, I am not brave, no courage avails


    To bring the dead to life.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Foolishness


    And empty terrors are these dreams of thine.

  


  
    FIONAVAR


    Seest thou not how, lit by the fiery stress


    Of love, lights in the darkness shine


    Of the time to come....

  


  
    MAEVE


    Who stands on the threshold?


    [FERGUS comes in.

  


  
    FERGUS


    I have been the rounds, all’s well, be not afraid.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Come hither, friend, I promised thee of old


    A goodly gift, a sword with a sharp blade.


    For thy song, Fergus, take now thy reward,


    Here are sharp swords to avenge Deirdre’s wrong,


    And in the host is many another sword.

  


  
    FERGUS


    This is a great gift for a little song.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Tomorrow we go forth against Conchobar.

  


  
    FERGUS


    Oh Queen, thy glory is as the white moon,


    That shines in heaven beyond every star;


    Till all the spears flash in the warrior’s dun—


    And round the hero’s brow burns the fierce light


    Of mighty deeds.


    [NERA is heard singing outside.


    The moonlight has given a soul to the sky


    With white rays into the darkness shed,


    But the voice of the wind is a bitter cry—


    Listen, oh Queen, to the voice of the wind....

  


  
    FERGUS


    I thank thee from my heart,


    Great Queen, for the promise of this moonlit night.


    [He kisses her hand and goes out. FIONAVAR takes the torch which has burnt low and extinguishes it, trampling it under her feet.

  


  
    FIONAVAR


    Alas, alas, the moonlight shall depart


    From the world—the night is lonely and dark.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Nay, thou art foolish, why now dost thou weep?

  


  
    FIONAVAR


    The torch is dead now, and each little spark


    Quenched....

  


  
    MAEVE


    Surely thou art weary, thou hast need of sleep,


    Go now and rest.


    [NERA sings outside.


    My harp is broken, the music has fled;


    Behold I have given my dreams to the blind,


    Behold I have given my songs to the dead,


    My songs and my love and my soul to the dead.


    [The song dies away in the distance. MAEVE goes to the door and looks out. The room is flooded with moonlight.

  


  
    MAEVE


    The world is fair as any warrior’s dream,


    Bathed in white moonlight luminous and clear,


    Still here and there the sullen watch-fires gleam.

  


  
    FIONAVAR


    My heart is heavy with an unknown fear.


    [She goes over to MAEVE. They stand together looking out. The scene closes.

  


  ACT III

  

  SCENE II


  
    Interior of a tent, through which a little stream runs. A DRUIDESS is crouching in the shadow gazing into the dark water. The tent is hung with magical symbols, triangles and other mathematical figures. There is a bronze lamp on a high pedestal, under it is a huge opalescent shell. A yew bough is hung over the entrance. MAEVE flings aside the curtain and comes in. She looks fierce and haggard—in her hand is a javelin. The DRUIDESS does not move or look up, but goes on crooning to herself and gazing into the stream.

  


  
    DRUIDESS


    Oh, wandering water fallen from thy rest,


    Among the hills in many secret streams,


    What dream dost thou bear away to the West,


    Where the Atlantic waits for all our dreams?

  


  
    Thy creeping footsteps fill the night with sound


    And silence, gliding through the windless tent


    Still as deep waters that flow underground,


    Dark with the vision of a fierce event.

  


  
    Like children struggling on the breast of night,


    The image of the slayer and the slain


    Float past in trembling waves of broken light


    With running water for their battle plain.

  


  
    Oh, Mannanān, call all thy streams to thee,


    Be thy voice heard above the silvery din


    Till restless rivers find the untroubled sea


    And every little wave is gathered in.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Druidess!

  


  
    DRUIDESS


    What is thy will?

  


  
    MAEVE


    I have come here


    Straight from the battle, I would know the end.

  


  
    DRUIDESS


    The end is peace.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Speak plainly friend, no fear


    Is in my soul. Plain words do but offend


    The timid. What dost thou see in the stream?

  


  
    DRUIDESS


    A victory such as the poets sing


    And the unbroken triumph of a dream.

  


  
    MAEVE


    I would break the pride of the Red Branch King.

  


  
    DRUIDESS


    Deirdre shall be avenged.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Is it even so?


    Why dost thou tremble, Druidess, and turn pale?

  


  
    DRUIDESS


    I have seen another sight, a vision of woe.

  


  
    MAEVE


    A false dream surely; shall this great host fail?

  


  
    DRUIDESS


    I have seen the bearers carrying the dead.

  


  
    MAEVE


    All men must die; the battle hours hold


    A short and painless death....

  


  
    DRUIDESS


    Oh, so much bloodshed


    Has dulled the vision....

  


  
    MAEVE


    Thy tale is but half told,


    What seest thou?

  


  
    DRUIDESS


    Oh, Maeve hold thou thy shield


    Before the breast of her thou lovest most,


    See to her safety on the battle-field.


    May the kind gods who march beside the host


    Protect her.

  


  
    MAEVE (with a loud cry)


    Fionavar! Fionavar!


    [FIONAVAR pushes aside the curtain and comes in.

  


  
    FIONAVAR


    What wouldst thou, Maeve? I wait here for thy will.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Fleeas goes with me in the battle car,


    Go thou to thy tent....

  


  
    FIONAVAR


    What have I done?

  


  
    MAEVE (speaking quickly in great agitation)


    Naught, be still.


    The omens are evil, go thou to thy tent.


    Wait there in peace, the battle is not for thee


    To-day; have pity, child, my soul is rent


    With fear.

  


  
    DRUIDESS


    It is the will of the ever-blessed Sidhe.


    [A sudden echoing cry is heard. The DRUIDESS puts her ear to the shell and listens intently. The tent grows dark.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Fionavar, where art thou?

  


  
    FIONAVAR


    At thy side....

  


  
    MAEVE


    A cold hand touched me....

  


  
    FIONAVAR


    Waves of chilling air


    Darken the world.

  


  
    MAEVE


    The crowding shadows glide


    About us....


    [There is a flash of lightning. For a moment glimmering faces are seen as of a host of spirits rushing through the tent. There is a slight earthquake shock.

  


  
    FIONAVAR (absently gazing into the darkness)


    The faces of the gods are very fair,


    The earth rocks underneath their scornful tread.


    [Through the dark tent there rushes a shining spear made of living and fluid particles of light. There is a hissing sound as of red-hot iron plunged into water, and the spear vanishes.

  


  
    A VOICE (wailing)


    Ioldana, why hast thou hurled thy spear


    Into the world?

  


  
    ANOTHER VOICE


    The living and the dead


    Have met in the crashing of a broken sphere.

  


  
    FIRST VOICE


    The lance should have lain among lifeless things


    Made drowsy with poppies steeped in Mandragore.


    [A flight of white birds passes.

  


  
    A VOICE


    Red is the blood on thy birds’ wings,


    Angus!

  


  
    A VOICE


    There is one here I know not.

  


  
    ANOTHER VOICE (shrieking)


    A God of War,


    A new and terrible god....

  


  
    A VOICE


    Oh, stranger Lord,


    Bid the spheres part and all this tumult cease....

  


  
    ANOTHER VOICE


    Thy soul has come amongst us like a sword...


    Leave us in peace—leave us in peace.


    [The thunder grows louder and louder. There is a violent earthquake shock.

  


  
    FIRST VOICE


    Pass on thy way, bid the struck earth be still.


    What have we to do with thee, pass on thy way.

  


  
    A VOICE (in terror)


    Thou hast put out the sun with thy wild will.

  


  
    A SHRIEKING CRY


    Where is the sunshine, give us back the day!


    [The earthquake shock is repeated. The tent becomes darker and darker till suddenly a little circle of light begins to grow in the midst of the blackness. Figures gradually become visible, very small and clear like a vision in a crystal ball. Three crosses stand out for a moment against a lurid sky surrounded by a confused and panic-stricken multitude, then there is another earthquake crash and everything disappears in the darkness for a short time. Crash succeeds crash and all is confusion. Then the light gradually and very dimly re-appears. FIONAVAR is lying on the ground in a dead faint. MAEVE stands beside her pale and rigid.

  


  
    DRUIDESS


    Oh! Mannanān, call all thy streams to thee,


    Be thy voice heard above their silvery din


    Till restless rivers find the untroubled sea


    And every little wave be lost therein.


    [FIONAVAR gradually comes to herself.

  


  
    MAEVE


    The gods have given a sign—the ground shook


    And sank beneath us like a sinking wave,


    I have read of such things in an ancient book.

  


  
    FIONAVAR (in a voice of passionate entreaty)


    May the gods pity a tortured slave!

  


  
    MAEVE


    Alas! alas! my soul is full of fear


    And evil boding.

  


  
    DRUIDESS


    Hast thou no pity then


    For the death of a god? Oh Queen, the crystal sphere


    Is broken and a new star gone forth....


    •

  


  ACT IV


  
    MAEVE’S tent. It is growing dark. FIONAVAR and an OLD WOMAN. The OLD WOMAN is spinning.

  


  
    FIONAVAR


    Old mother, dost think they will soon return?

  


  
    THE OLD WOMAN


    Have patience, child, the day is not yet done.

  


  
    FIONAVAR


    See, in the distance, dost thou not discern


    Their helmets flashing in the setting sun?

  


  
    THE OLD WOMAN


    ’Tis but the river glittering on the plain.


    Young eyes are dazzled by a dream of strife


    In every stream.

  


  
    FIONAVAR (impatiently)


    I strain my eyes in vain.


    This is the longest day in my whole life.


    [She paces about impatiently. The OLD WOMAN spins. A MESSENGER enters the tent. He is dusty and travel-stained.

  


  
    MESSENGER


    The battle is over—the Ultonians fled.


    I have seen Cuculain fly before the Queen,


    He saved himself by flight—now he is dead


    And Ulla has fallen.

  


  
    FIONAVAR


    I would I had seen


    The triumph of Maeve!

  


  
    MESSENGER


    Lady, even now


    She stands victorious in her battle-car


    Lonely among the dead. Grief is on her brow—


    She speaks but of thee, Princess Fionavar.

  


  
    FIONAVAR


    I will go forth to meet her.

  


  
    THE OLD WOMAN


    Nay, child, rest


    A little while.

  


  
    FIONAVAR


    I cannot rest, my heart


    Does not know peace. The sun is in the west,


    I must see her ere the last gleams depart


    From the world.

  


  
    THE OLD WOMAN


    Oh! I am old and feeble grown;


    I pray thee wait awhile.

  


  
    FIONAVAR


    I cannot stay.

  


  
    THE OLD WOMAN


    Wilt thou leave me mourning here alone?

  


  
    FIONAVAR


    I must be with her ere the close of day.

  


  
    THE OLD WOMAN


    Oh! wild and passionate will, ye shall not meet


    Before the daylight deepens into night.

  


  
    FIONAVAR


    Yet will I run to find her with swift feet


    Chasing the last rays of the fading light.

  


  
    THE OLD WOMAN


    Ah, do not go, a sharp and shuddering chill


    Warns all my soul against this deed of thine.

  


  
    FIONAVAR


    My heart is on fire, and my mortal will


    Is but a wine-cup for the spirit’s wine


    That overflows in deeds.

  


  
    THE OLD WOMAN


    Oh, rash and reckless one!


    The Queen feared much for thee this battle plain.

  


  
    FIONAVAR


    I will be with her there ere set of sun,


    The battle is over and all her fears in vain—


    I go to find the sweet and shining hour


    I have seen mirrored in each running stream


    And in the heart of every wind-blown flower,


    I go to find the glory of a dream—


    The triumph of Maeve!


    [She goes out. The OLD WOMAN begins to spin and sing to herself in a low voice.

  


  SONG


  
    Out of the depths of the crystal spheres


    To the wind-blown world a spirit came,


    And from the joy of her shining years


    She brought but a little waving flame.

  


  
    The winds of the world blew strong to scorch


    With the burning dream her crystal mind.


    Alas, for the spirit that held the torch!


    Alas, for a flame blown by the wind!

  


  
    Alas, for the wild desire that stole


    From the opal’s heart the spark divine,


    For the flame has burnt through her inmost soul


    And cracked and blackened its crystal shrine.

  


  
    MESSENGER


    Does any evil thing threaten the Queen?

  


  
    THE OLD WOMAN


    She will find her lonely amongst the dead.

  


  
    MESSENGER


    That was a strange song, surely thou hast seen


    A vision or dreamed some dark dream of dread.

  


  
    THE OLD WOMAN


    The flame has cracked and scorched its crystal shrine....

  


  
    MESSENGER


    Cease thou thy riddles, who may understand


    These twisted dreams and subtle words of thine?


    Speak thou the common speech of all the land.

  


  
    THE OLD WOMAN


    There is no need for words, it is too late—

  


  
    MESSENGER


    Dost thou see anything?

  


  
    THE OLD WOMAN


    On the grass outside


    I hear the swift foot-fall of fate,


    I know that she will find what she sought.


    [Another MESSENGER comes in.

  


  
    SECOND MESSENGER


    Where is the Princess Fionavar?

  


  
    THE OLD WOMAN


    She has gone forth to meet the High-Queen Maeve.

  


  
    SECOND MESSENGER


    The Queen drives homeward in her battle-car,


    Crushing the grass where many a new-made grave


    Shall soon be heaped, she bids the Princess stay


    Her coming here, her soul is strangely rent


    With evil dreams and bodings. Canst thou say


    Where I shall find the Princess?

  


  
    THE OLD WOMAN (goes to the door and points)


    This way she went.

  


  
    SECOND MESSENGER


    How shall I know her, lady; by what signs?

  


  
    THE OLD WOMAN


    She is young and tall, like a tall meadow flower


    Delicate wristed with a sword that shines


    Guiltless of blood. Stay, in an evil hour


    She bound the golden cath-barr on her head


    That marks for all the world her royal birth.

  


  
    SECOND MESSENGER


    I would know her among the living or the dead


    By the gold circle of the kings of earth.


    [He goes out.

  


  
    FIRST MESSENGER


    What dost thou fear, why is thy soul downcast?

  


  
    THE OLD WOMAN


    She has gone out into a world of woe


    At twilight.

  


  
    FIRST MESSENGER


    Surely all danger is past.

  


  
    THE OLD WOMAN


    Danger is never past while rivers flow


    Down to the sea, and white spring flowers fade


    In the sharp winds, while every weary year


    Autumn makes barren the green forest glade,


    Thinking these thoughts my heart is full of fear.

  


  
    FIRST MESSENGER


    These are the foolish fancies of the old,


    Their dreams are ever but a craven throng


    Of fears, their hearts beat slow—their blood is cold.

  


  
    THE OLD WOMAN


    Oh! spirit of youth, thou doest the world wrong,


    The sunny April world where old and new,


    The aged earth and the young growing flowers


    Are lit by rainbow dreams the whole day through;


    But the pale primrose haunted twilight hours


    Gazing at old unfathomable things,


    Crowd round the threshold of the nearer stars


    And beat the blue air with their weary wings—


    Believe me, the old behind their prison bars


    Have lit strange altar fires.

  


  
    FIRST MESSENGER


    I hear the sound


    Of galloping horses.

  


  
    THE OLD WOMAN


    It is the Queen!


    Grief is on me, I am bowed to the ground,


    I would that all this sorrow had not been.


    [There is a moment’s silence—then MAEVE comes in.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Where is Fionavar?

  


  
    THE OLD WOMAN


    Oh! great Queen, blame me not


    For I am old.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Where is Fionavar?

  


  
    THE OLD WOMAN


    I know not. She fled like an arrow shot


    Into the twilight, gray, without a star,


    I am old and feeble, and my sight is weak.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Oh fool, fool, fool, why didst thou let her go?

  


  
    THE OLD WOMAN


    There was her dream that she went forth to seek.

  


  
    MAEVE


    She has found the gates of the world’s woe


    And flung them wide for me to enter in.


    Did I not leave her young life to thy care?


    Oh! she was better in the fury and din


    Of battle, there is no safety anywhere.


    Old woman, hast thou then no words to say?

  


  
    THE OLD WOMAN


    I thought I heard music.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Who are these


    Who sing such strange songs? They pass on their way


    In slow procession winding through the trees.


    [The OLD WOMAN goes to the door and looks out.

  


  
    THE OLD WOMAN


    It is the bearers carrying the dead,


    A warrior lying on a golden shield.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Alas, the vision—there was much blood shed


    Not hers. I kept her from the battle-field,


    I kept her from the sight of my sad eyes—


    I could not keep her from my dreams.


    [The DRUIDESS comes in.

  


  
    DRUIDESS


    She died


    On the battle-field.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Oh thou most wise


    Canst thou not save her.

  


  
    DRUIDESS


    Nay, the dead abide.


    [A procession of warriors comes slowly into the tent, chanting as they go. They are carrying the dead FIONAVAR on a long oval shield.

  


  LAMENT


  
    She is rescued from days and hours, she is lost to the years that pass,


    And the broken pride of her beauty shall lie near the roots of the grass.

  


  
    In vain dost thou seek to restore her, oh Queen, she was weary of war,


    Let us bear her away to the peace of the lonely and dream-trodden shore.

  


  
    Far away near the haunted Rosses where the sea shrinks out of the bay


    And the world is a purple shadow from the green lands to Knocknarea,

  


  
    Where the sky is above and about us and the sand crumbles under our tread,


    And a rain-soft wind from the hills shall soothe the tired eyelids of the dead,

  


  
    We will fold her round with our pity, we will lay her down in her grave,


    Fionavar, fairest of women, the daughter of yellow-haired Maeve.

  


  
    Oh Mother! how shall we remember, how shall we bear her in mind—


    A spent lamp lost in the darkness or a flame that went forth on the wind.

  


  
    Is she broken and silent and gone like the broken string of a lyre,


    Or radiant, a child of the lightning, a spirit of music and fire?

  


  
    Did she mock at the growing flowers, think scorn of the spring in her pride?


    Though the guardian hills stood dreaming about her she would not abide.

  


  
    The rain and the wind were her comrades, she left them, she went forth alone;


    Now the rainbow’s circle is broken, the dreams of the wind overthrown.

  


  
    She forsook the kind hearth of the world and the sweetness of things that are,


    To build up the pride of her soul on some lonely and perilous star.

  


  
    She is hidden away from the twilight, her secret is known to none,


    She has broken her faith with the wind and the sea—she is false to the sun.

  


  
    AN OLD MAN (on the outskirts of the crowd)


    My sight is dim—why do these idle folk


    Crowd round the Queen, what evil has come to pass?—

  


  
    A WARRIOR


    Men say the great heart of the Princess broke


    For pity of the dead lying on the grass


    After the battle.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Ye who have borne her hither on her shield


    Tell now your tale, how did this thing befall


    Fionavar?

  


  
    A WARRIOR


    She came at evening, running to the field


    Knowing naught of battle, or sights that appal


    The strongest soul unused to the ways of war.


    Thou knowest her heart was ever wont to burn


    For any little grief—therefore when she saw


    The primroses all soaked in blood and the brown fern


    Broken—Death that was servant to no gentle God


    And everywhere pale faces wild with pain,


    The blood-stained daisy cried out from the sod


    Unto her soul, there on the stricken plain


    For very pity she fell down and died.

  


  
    NERA


    Should a man die for pity of those who die


    I weep for the immortals patient eyed


    And pale fixed stars that weary of the sky.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Oh ye who saw her fall, ye must have heard


    Her idlest whisper, her last sobbing breath.


    Did ye not rescue one half-drownèd word


    From the black tides and silent gulfs of death?

  


  
    WARRIOR


    She shrieked—a bitter cry.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Is there then none of you


    Will tell me the words of her whose swift end


    Has broken my heart?


    [There is a silence.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Unfaithful and untrue!


    Are you all slaves, have I not then one friend?

  


  
    FLEEAS


    She flung her arms out to the blue and cried,


    ‘Is this the triumph of Maeve’ and shrieked and fell,


    And lay so still, none knew when she died.


    Oh Queen! this is a grievous tale to tell.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Yea, and a grievous triumph.


    [FERGUS comes in.

  


  
    FERGUS


    Queen, I am loath to bring


    Noises of battle to this quiet tent


    Where all men mourn, and only the bards sing


    Praises of the dead.


    [MAEVE rises to her feet and motions to the attendants, who go out one by one.

  


  
    MAEVE


    What sudden event


    Has brought thee here, what dark and evil fate?

  


  
    FERGUS


    There are strange tidings from the fortressed hills,


    The captains sit in council, and they wait


    Thy presence and crowning will.

  


  
    MAEVE (gazing at FIONAVAR)


    Oh, least of many ills


    Is death. Child, thou wert wise beyond thy years.

  


  
    FERGUS


    The jealous captains wait for thee, oh Queen,


    This is no time for mourning or for tears.

  


  
    MAEVE (still looking at FIONAVAR)


    I will go with thee.

  


  
    FERGUS


    ’Twere well thou wert seen


    In the camp, for men say the Queen is dead.


    [MAEVE rises slowly and goes towards the door.

  


  
    MAEVE


    I come.

  


  
    FERGUS


    They have cast covetous eyes on the throne.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Alas! Alas! shall there be more blood shed?

  


  
    FERGUS


    Pity them not, they reap as they have sown,


    The host is murmuring like a troubled sea,


    Speak them soft words, and bid this tumult cease.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Pass on.


    [FERGUS goes out. MAEVE stands for a moment near the door as if about to follow him. Suddenly she stops, drops the curtain and rushes back to where FIONAVAR is lying. She flings herself on her knees beside her.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Oh, wilt thou not open the gates to me?


    Fionavar, Deirdre, the gates of Peace.


    •

  


  ACT V


  
    Great Hall at Rath Cruhane as in Act I. A feast is spread on gold and silver dishes, everything is prepared for MAEVE’S home-coming. The DRUIDESS is surrounded by a group of warriors and attendants talking eagerly.

  


  
    A WARRIOR


    Men say there is a great and evil change


    In the High-Queen since Fionavar died.

  


  
    ANOTHER


    Yet she is not old, it is very strange....

  


  
    ANOTHER


    She stands entranced for hours, vacant eyed,


    Speaking to none. It is as if a spell


    Had fallen upon her, she does not hear


    The voices of the world, no man can tell


    Whither her soul strays....

  


  
    DRUIDESS


    She mourns perchance


    Fionavar or Ailill.

  


  
    WARRIOR


    Nay, men say


    This is no sorrow, but a Druid trance


    That dulls her sense and wraps her soul away.


    For her lips murmur many a strange word


    Unknown to dreams, as in the battle-song A sudden rush of strange desire is heard


    That shudders away beyond the straining throng


    In a moment....

  


  
    DRUIDESS


    It is not often in the time


    Of their great victory that the stars call


    To the souls of men, yet the golden chime


    And thunderous procession of the spheres,


    In waves of music hiding the wise dead,


    Sweeps through her soul and breaks the web of years


    That muffles the will, reverberant to the tread


    Of Dreams....

  


  
    WARRIOR


    Surely the Queen’s heart is dead and cold,


    Once she had many lovers, now no man


    May please her, men say she is growing old.

  


  
    DRUIDESS


    She had grown old before the world began.

  


  
    WARRIOR


    Strange such a woman should tire of delight.

  


  
    ANOTHER


    Is it to-day that she divides the spoil?

  


  
    ATTENDANT


    As I looked out across the plain last night,


    I saw great carts laden with precious things,


    And heavy burdened oxen strain and toil


    Along the Eastern road.

  


  
    ANOTHER ATTENDANT


    Doubtless she brings


    Great gifts to Connaught.

  


  
    ALL


    Long may the Queen reign!


    [Singing is heard in the distance.

  


  
    Far away in the Curlew mountains, the fires of welcome flare,


    For word has gone out through the country that Maeve has come home again.


    Men tell of her glorious deeds and her victories everywhere,


    And all the idle folk in the land are flocking to Rath Cruhane.

  


  
    Oh, ye warriors weary of battle! here is an end of toil,


    For the gray-necked crow has fled away with a flapping of bloodstained wings.


    Far from the place of slaughter shall be the dividing of the spoil,


    And the bards shall sing of the battles of Maeve in the hall of the Kings.


    [Procession of Dancers, Harp Players, Druids, Druidesses and Warriors.


    [There is a moments hush, then MAEVE comes in alone. She is dressed in a long gold-embroidered robe, as in Act I., with a gold crown on her head. She moves like one in a dream but goes straight to the throne.

  


  
    Now the young tell their dreams to the old and the wise go crowned with flowers;


    Weak spirits shall dwell with heroes, and be comrades of the brave,


    For this is the day of all days in the world, the hour of hours,


    The day of the glory of Connaught, the hour of the Triumph of Maeve.

  


  
    MAEVE


    I have given the captains orders to divide


    The spoil, each warrior shall have his part,


    All shall be done in justice without pride


    Or fear of men....

  


  
    FERGUS


    Some folly is in her heart.

  


  
    MAEVE


    All souls shall share alike, and be content.

  


  
    FERGUS


    Great gifts befit great names and little men


    Are grateful for little.

  


  
    A WARRIOR


    The host will be rent


    With the wrath of princes.

  


  
    MAEVE


    What sayest thou then,


    Oh Fleeas? Many who served in the ranks


    Who were not heroes or kings yet were slain.

  


  
    FLEEAS


    For this justice thou shalt gain little thanks.

  


  
    CHORUS OF WARRIORS


    The Queen is just....Long may the Queen reign.

  


  
    MAEVE (passionately)


    Let them reign who may, Fionavar


    Is dead.


    [She sinks down on the throne.

  


  
    ATTENDANT


    Queen there is one without,


    A poor man, he says he has travelled far


    To find thee.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Let him in, without doubt


    He brings news.


    [There is a stir in the crowd and CONAL pushes his way into the hall.

  


  
    CONAL


    A favour, Queen.

  


  
    MAEVE


    What is thy will?

  


  
    CONAL


    Do justice, Lady, between me and mine,


    I am blind Conal of Knock Lane Hill.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Say then, oh Conal, what is this boon of thine?

  


  
    CONAL


    Bid Nera who was my brother, divide


    The fields he stole—the beautiful green lands


    He wrested from me when our father died.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Couldst thou then hold them with those poor weak hands


    Of thine?

  


  
    CONAL


    Yea Queen, weak hands are strong to grasp


    The sword of justice, and my claim is just.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Have then thy justice, go thy ways, and clasp


    To thy cold heart this handful of dry dust.


    I know thee of old, thy brother who stole


    It from thee is a dreamer, he has no need


    Of land; he has much treasure in his soul.

  


  
    CONAL


    He is a man of avarice and greed.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Fergus, see thou that Conal have his share


    Of the fields, I have other work to-night.


    [A Voice in the hall.

  


  
    VOICE


    Justice, oh Queen! Vengeance on them that dare


    Deceive me, and defraud me of my right.

  


  
    MAEVE


    What is thy right!

  


  
    A WARRIOR


    The love and happiness


    Of the beautiful Edane, she who was my wife.

  


  
    MAEVE


    There is but little right in love, and less


    In happiness.

  


  
    WARRIOR


    They have stolen away my life.

  


  
    MAEVE


    There is no right in life.

  


  
    WARRIOR


    There is the law


    That gives each man his own.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Love is not thine,


    Or joy my gift to give or to withdraw.


    No law can help thee to hold fast these things.

  


  
    WARRIOR


    She fled away with Dary from the North.


    MAEVE


    In vain dost thou hope to clip the swallow’s wings.


    Let those who dream of summer freely fort


    Lest in their bonds they poison the deep wells of Life.

  


  
    WARRIOR


    I would have vengeance for my ancient name,


    Disgraced and blackened by this deed that tells


    My loss to the world, and mars my fair fame.

  


  
    MAEVE


    She has gone forth to the world, let the world deal


    With her, fear not, sorrow is at her side


    And the world’s vengeance sharper than the steel


    Of thy fierce sword, thou shalt be satisfied!

  


  
    VOICES


    The Queen is just! Long may the Queen reign.

  


  
    A VOICE


    Justice, oh Queen! and blood for bloodshed.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Which of us all is there who has not slain


    Another.


    [A pause. An OLD MAN pushes to the front.

  


  
    OLD MAN


    Nay, but my son’s blood is red


    On the grass: shall not the slayers die?

  


  
    MAEVE


    I have seen pity on a blood-stained field.

  


  
    OLD MAN


    Men say he cried a very bitter cry.


    They bore him home to me dead on his shield.

  


  
    MAEVE (earnestly)


    Oh friend! have pity on the holy dead.

  


  
    OLD MAN


    They have no pity, four warriors can boast


    They slew my son, in secret was his blood shed—


    By treachery.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Trouble not his ghost


    With this dark folly of revenge, he knows


    It is well to die, he thinks thee but a fool


    Old man, to fill the world with noise and blows


    For his sake.

  


  
    FERGUS


    The Queen grows old, she is not fit to rule.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Hush! there is music—


    [NERA is heard singing outside. The great doors at the end of the hall are flung wide open as if by an invisible force, and as NERA advances the Guards and Attendants fall back on all sides. He passes up the room and stands before MAEVE.

  


  THE WELL OF WISDOM


  
    In the Queen’s dun a heavy curtain shuts


    The sun out and the air is dark and cool,


    In Tirnanogue the wind-blown hazel nuts


    Drop down through sunlight into a clear pool.

  


  
    And knowledge dwells where the red berries are


    And wisdom among the waters cool and bright,


    Wherein deep sunken many a drownèd star


    Burns with a secret and unearthly light.

  


  
    Not in the judgment hall shall the Queen find


    Wisdom, nor on the breast of warring seas,


    But in lost waters where a haunted wind


    Rustles the green boughs of the hazel trees.

  


  
    MAEVE


    I have taken from thee, oh Nera, thy green lands,


    Yet would I give thee for this song great praise.


    [NERA untwines the wreath of primroses from his harp.

  


  
    NERA


    I have a gift for thee, oh Queen, my hands


    Are empty now of gifts, I go my ways.


    [He lays the primrose wreath on the step of MAEVE’S throne and turns to go, but the people gather round him with threatening murmurs and angry gestures.

  


  
    A VOICE IN THE CROWD


    This is the man who has bewitched the Queen


    With words.

  


  
    ANOTHER VOICE


    He made a mighty and a three-fold curse


    And put it on her.

  


  
    ANOTHER VOICE


    What do such songs mean


    But treason and red murder, yea, far worse


    Than all these things, contempt poured on the throne


    And sovereign power of Connaught.

  


  
    FERGUS (scornfully)


    Let him be,


    He’s but a fool.

  


  
    A VOICE IN THE CROWD


    Nay, not of him alone


    Judge ye, but of the strife and misery


    His dreams will bring on the land.

  


  
    ANOTHER VOICE


    Drive him forth


    From Connaught.

  


  
    ANOTHER VOICE


    Nay, vengeance is on his brow,


    He will make songs in some dun in the North


    And put a curse on us.

  


  
    ANOTHER VOICE


    Yea, let us slay him now.

  


  
    CONAL


    Oh, Nera, give me back those lands of mine


    Thou knowest of!

  


  
    NERA


    Peace, peace, hot-headed one,


    Get thee back to thy cattle and thy swine.

  


  
    MAEVE (to NERA)


    This is a foolish deed that thou hast done.

  


  
    NERA


    ’Tis the last folly and the last farewell!

  


  
    CONAL


    Traitor, give forth thy life for thy false tongue,


    Thy life for thy treachery.

  


  
    NERA


    The bards shall tell


    This tale in the aftertime, and songs be sung


    How a man slew his brother for lean lands


    And scraggy hills, spray-swept by the harsh sea.

  


  
    CONAL


    Were those green fields a waste of shifting sands


    Yet would I slay thee.

  


  
    NERA (drawing his sword)


    Even so, then let it be,


    I will give battle unto thy desires


    Oh Conal, knowing that this is the end.


    Beyond the ivory gate burn starry fires


    Where the spheres meet and rushing torrents blend


    With peaceful waters, and each broken wave


    Of melody flows on from sphere to sphere.

  


  
    CONAL


    Nay,thou shalt find but green grass for a grave,


    Yea, in the end shall the green grass be dear


    To thy proud soul.


    [They fight. NERA defends himself languidly, and is soon wounded and overcome.

  


  
    FERGUS


    He was no fighter, yet shall he have praise


    In the aftertime.

  


  
    CONAL


    ’Twere well he were slain,


    Else will he come back after many days.


    Yea, surely he will bewitch the Queen again.


    [MAEVE is sitting on the throne with her head on her hands and her elbows on her knees.

  


  
    NERA


    Wilt thou not lift my poor gift from the ground?


    See it is stained with blood, oh Proud Queen!

  


  
    MAEVE


    Nera, these magic primroses were found


    In the dim wood where hazel boughs are green


    Above enchanted waters.


    [She takes the primrose wreath in her hands. NERA watches her intently.


    Withered flowers,


    Oh blood-stained primroses, ye speak unto my will


    With a harsh cry, a burden of bitter hours


    Drowned in blind caverns under the dark hill


    Of dreams....


    [She shudders. There is a silence.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Now has the hour struck that is the last


    Of all my hours. The busy moments cease


    To vex me, crowding ever thick and fast


    Round my sick soul—beyond the gates of peace


    I breathe the air of that wide, quiet sea


    Where music has changed the rhythm of all things


    To the round measure of Eternity,


    And ancient time with dark and broken wings


    Has sunk beneath the waves—


    [She casts aside her crown and royal robes.


    Oh! lie thou there thou crown of life and fate,


    Now is my heart for ever and ever free


    As the free stars beyond the ivory gate.


    For the last time these rags of royalty


    Cumber the soul, now will I find the way


    To Tirnanogue—the way to my own soul,


    The way to the world’s heart beyond night or day


    Or love or hate or any golden goal


    Of Empire, the inexorable doors


    Yield to the passionate rhythms of the wise.


    My feet are on the elemental floors,


    The fierce ætherial fires dazzle mine eyes.


    I did not save thee, Nera, yet will I go


    With thee—


    [She winds the wreath of primroses in her hair.

  


  
    FLEEAS


    Wilt thou then die with him, oh Maeve?

  


  
    MAEVE


    Nay, nay, fear not, I know


    A better way—the hazel branches wave


    And sway in the wind, and gentle voices call


    From the deep shadows, voices that once I knew


    Of those who stand in peace when the stars fall.


    In such a place it seems that my soul grew


    Out of the darkness long and long ago


    At the world’s edge.

  


  
    NERA


    Oh! I will follow thee


    And greet thee where the quiet waters flow


    Under green boughs.

  


  
    FERGUS


    Nay, Queen, this cannot be.


    Hast thou forgot thy kingdom and thy throne—


    And us who did thy will on the red plain of battle? A king’s life is not his own.

  


  
    MAEVE


    It is not given unto kings to reign


    For more than a little while—

  


  
    A CHIEF


    Dost thou not know


    The royal bonds that bind thy soul to ours


    Thy people, from of old—

  


  
    MAEVE


    Long, long ago


    My soul lay deep amongst the roots of flowers


    And now, my people wander o’er the hills,


    The white-faced daisy and the homeless clan


    Of primroses and the most loyal daffodils


    Are waiting for me. Since the world began


    My soul was bound with many a secret bond


    Unto the intimate will of the brown soil


    That fought for beauty in green boughs beyond


    The wars of men, and with long silent toil


    Built up the hills and flowered in the white thorn


    And faded in the twilight, and at noon


    Lay in thick sunshine on the growing corn


    And mixed the gentle magic of the moon


    With the soft sighing of the flowing tides


    And a dim dream of spirit faces pale


    That haunt the woods.

  


  
    DRUIDESS


    Oh Queen, the glory of the world hides


    Much grief.

  


  
    MAEVE


    Nay, nay, the primroses are but a veil—


    A rag of beauty hiding immortal brows


    From easily daunted eyes.


    [MAEVE goes slowly down the room like one in a dream—nobody dares to stop her.

  


  
    NERA


    Oh, most wise Queen,


    I will greet thee again under the hazel boughs


    In Tirnanogue when the hazel trees are green.


    [MAEVE does not seem to hear.

  


  
    WARRIOR


    Nay, sorcerer, that thou shalt never do.


    [He stabs NERA as MAEVE goes out. A warrior rushes forward to seize the fallen crown. Others try to hold him back. Another warrior snatches up the sword of MAEVE—and the scene closes in confusion and wild disorder.


    •

  


  


  [I think also that life is a certain long road]


  
    I think also that life is a certain long road leading to Eleusis or Babylon, but that the boundaries of the road are palaces and temples, and the greatest of the mysteries.

  


  
    MAXIMUS TYRIUS.

  


  
    
  


  AN INTERPRETATION


  
    As I have been accused of taking liberties with an ancient myth, I would say in defence that all myths have many meanings, perhaps as many as the minds of those who know them: and it is in the nature of things that where there is a variation of meaning there is also a variation of form. The truth of this will be seen by studying the various forms of the old Greek myths, such as the stories of Proserpine or Psyche, and comparing their deep and mystical eastern versions with the commonplace love-stories familiar to the Latin mind.


    The meaning I got out of the story of Maeve is a symbol of the world-old struggle in the human mind between the forces of dominance and pity, of peace and war. The time has come, in the history of a human soul, when a newly developed and passionate sense of unity undermines the ancient ideals of savage heroism and world-power. Thus the reign of the old warlike gods is rashly broken into and threatened by the fascination of a new idea. The birth of imagination, the new god of pity, is symbolised in the outside world by the crucifixion of Christ.


    A vision of this event is seen by Maeve the Warrior Queen of Connaught at the moment of its happening and becomes the turning point of her life and thought. Before she arrives at this experience she has had many victorious adventures and has even tried to conquer by force of arms that mythical faery land, the Tir-nan-ogue of the Gaelic people, the entrance to which was supposed to be in the mountain close to her palace. She is inspired to this attempt by the stories and songs of Nera, the harper, who has spent many years in the enchanted country and comes back to Ireland on a dark November eve, laden with primroses and spring flowers and singing songs of faery-land.


    The first shock is given to Maeve’s military ideals when she finds herself and her army baffled by unseen powers and realises that no army can enter the ivory gate of her dreams. For force is a useless and futile weapon against the soul and its mysterious powers, and the ambitious fighter is for ever an outcast from the country of the mind, which can only be entered by a pilgrim who has cast aside anger and power and worldly possessions. The glimpse of the new ideal is at first not strong enough to make any difference in Maeve’s life, and she continues her everlasting raids and campaigns. Beyond her fighting, her great joy in life is her daughter Fionavar, a young girl of fifteen who has as yet seen nothing of war. Whilst the battle is raging, Maeve and Fionavar go to consult a Druidess as to the result of the fight. The Druidess, under the influence of the sea god Mannanaum, sees visions of the future in the stream of water that flows through her tent. She prophesies the death of Fionavar on the battlefield. At her incantation the presence of the ancient warlike gods of Ireland is felt everywhere. The spear of Ioldana rushes through the tent, the spear that has such a strange savage life of its own that it has to be kept steeped in poppy and mandragore. Mysterious voices are heard on all sides. Then suddenly the advent of the new god of pity is heralded by consternation and fear, for at the first approach of the idea of non-resistance, terror and antipathy are felt by most people, and gods and men alike shrink back from the coming of a new and terrible god, the god of war. The gentleness that is bringing new suffering in its train, the pity that is the sword that Christ said He came to bring into the world. The scene ends in a vision of the Crucifixion, that is supposed to be happening at the same moment. Fionavar falls to the ground unconscious at the sight of so much pain, struck to the heart by the force of that new and terrible Imaginative Pity that has come into the world, and the Druidess speaks sadly of the advent of the new God.


    The next scene describes how Fionavar goes down in the evening after the fight to meet her mother, who is coming home victorious. She has never before seen the horrors of battle, and is full of a happy dream of glory and victory. When she suddenly stumbles on the real thing, the death and pain of the battlefield, the shock is too much for her delicate organism; she falls dead on the bloodstained grass, thus dying of pity on the battlefield, the first victim of the new and terrible god. She is carried,dead, on her shield by lamenting warriors, to the tent where her mother is waiting for her, full of gloom and foreboding.


    The effect of these events on Maeve is very slow and gradual; she begins to lose her interest in fighting and her ambitions. It is not exactly sorrow that possesses her, but her ideas of the value of things slowly change, and she begins to feel it impossible to rule and lead armies, and not worth while to fight for narrow ambitious ideals. Her interest in the mystical world wakes up again, the faery land she had once hoped to take by force makes its influence felt in her dreams. She becomes unpopular as new ideas of impartial good will, instead of rewards and favours, shew themselves in her dealings with the world, whilst pity and understanding take the place of punishment.


    The climax is reached when Nera, who has felt for a time also the illusion of the sword, comes to her court, singing songs and bringing with him a breath of the gentleness and peace of the other world, the Tir-nan-ogue, or country of the young, the faery land of Irish legend. He is murdered by the soldiers, who think he has thrown a spell over the Queen. And Maeve casts away her kingdom and all her many possessions and ambitions, and goes away by herself to meditate and live austerely under the hazel boughs in an island on the Shannon. Thus, without force or sovereignty, in loneliness and poverty, she finds the way into faery land, the way to her own soul.


    E. G.-B.


    May, 1916.


    

    [From: The Death of Fionavar, London: Erskine Macdonald, 1916, an illustrated edition of excerpts from The Triumph of Maeve.]
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    The soul has its Revelations, the heart its Mysteries.


    —THE EMPRESS JOSEPHINE.

  


  


  
    To my Sister,


    CONSTANCE DE MARKIEVICZ,


    in remembrance of November 10th, 1906,


    and of some dreams we hold


    in common.
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  [One thought has been my whole life]


  
    One thought has been my whole life through the soul of every dream,


    It shines from the blue sky, it rustles in sheaves of corn,


    It laughs in the waves of the sea, it shakes in the flowing stream....


    To think one thought I was born.....

  


  
    I know that I saw the world from a far and holy place,


    And dreamed e’er my life began of the deed I would do


    When I had moulded the clay to the likeness of a face,


    With eyes that the tears ran through.

  


  
    Therefore it is that I have no choice in the world to-day,


    Therefore I have no will, I am but a Blind Man led


    By the secret hand and the unknown power that carved my heart out of clay,


    And numbers the tears that I shed.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  ROSES


  
    When her twigs are bare


    In the grim air,


    And her leaves are shed,


    Is the Rose dead?

  


  
    Does she dream, does she sleep,


    In her roots buried deep?


    Does she lie at rest


    With the earth on her breast?

  


  
    Ah no, the Rose goes—


    The spirit of the Rose


    Blooms, and is fair


    Elsewhere.

  


  
    Behold, there is no birth


    From the earth to the earth,


    But the Roses, wise and dear,


    Live in heaven half the year.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE DARK VALLEY


  
    No honey for the busy artist throng,


    No glittering texture dear unto the mind;


    No shining web of many-coloured song


    Shalt thou here find.

  


  
    In this dark valley shadows everywhere


    Whisper and mock at life’s so radiant will;


    Thus do I know the golden sun shines fair


    Behind the hill.

  


  
    I bring you but a little magic shade...


    A dream found true when one awakeneth..


    A shadow that the sun’s dear light has made


    In the Valley of Death.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  FREEDOM


  
    We who are mourners make no moan


    For the Body lost in the grave,


    For the Soul is a shining wave


    And the Body is but a stone


    Dragged out in the under tow


    And tossed by the waves to and fro,


    And worn and tormented and cast


    Back again on the rocks at last.

  


  
    Ah, the body lost in the grave


    Is freed from the tyrant soul,


    Delivered from wind and wave.


    Current and quicksand and shoal.


    Freed from the cruel sea....


    But the spirit is never free....


    There is no truce in that war


    Of the tides that clash near the shore.

  


  
    Quietly under the green roof


    Does the worn-out body lie,


    With a shadow of strange reproof


    The soul wonders it could die—


    Wonders that her slave is dead,


    Has no need of daily bread,


    Free as dust and free as air,


    With nothing in the world to bear....


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  IMMORTALITY


  
    Is there nothing you care for or dream to remember


    When the earth crumbles off from your sharp-edgèd will?


    Now through your life’s last tormented December


    Howls the ravenous wind round the desolate hill.

  


  
    When you pass in great joy the storm-shaken portal,


    Shall the welcoming Angels in unison cry:


    What flower have you brought of the spirit immortal


    From the tenebrous earth to the æther-lit sky.

  


  
    Lo! this will I tell them, to their shining bowers


    I bring but a light from the House of the Blind,


    For earth hath great need of each one of her flowers,


    Whilst last Summer’s last roses have failed from my mind.

  


  
    Yea, the dreams and the deeds and the sorrows of night


    In the opal-cut splendour forgotten shall be,


    Yet clear in my mind burns a ray of starlight,


    In my soul flows immortal a wave of the sea.

  


  
    My life, with its burden of toil and derision,


    Is lost as the leaves of the sycamore shed.


    Yet the verses’ dark waters reflecting the Vision


    Roll on evermore through the soul of the dead.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE WELL AT THE WORLD’S END


  
    Here on dark waters falls the yellow leaf,


    Here many broken days and stormy hours intense,


    And moments of deep passion buried gleam;


    This is the Pool of Patience, Toil, and Grief,


    Ah Life, the river of song doth issue thence...


    These things are but the waters of the stream.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE THRONE OF OSIRIS


  
    In the roof the swallow has built her nest,


    And the martins under the eaves,


    And all wingèd things have a chamber of rest


    In the shadow of swaying leaves.

  


  
    The rabbit has dug for himself a hole,


    The green worm lies at the heart of the rose,


    And there is rest for the vagrant soul


    Wherever the shallowest river flows.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE STREET ORATOR


  
    At Clitheroe from the Market Square


    I saw rose-lit the mountain’s gleam,


    I stood before the people there


    And spake as in a dream.

  


  
    At Oldham of the many mills


    The weavers are of gentle mind;


    At Haslingden one flouted me,


    At Burnley all the folk were kind,

  


  
    At Ashton town the rain came down,


    The east wind pierced us through and through,


    But over little Clitheroe


    The sky was bright and blue.

  


  
    At Clitheroe through the sunset hour


    My soul was very far away:


    I saw Ben Bulben’s rose and fire


    Shining afar o’er Sligo Bay.

  


  
    At Clitheroe round the Market Square


    The hills go up, the hills go down,


    Just as they used to go about


    A mountain-guarded Irish town.

  


  
    Oh, I have friends in Haslingden,


    And many a friend in Hyde,


    But ’tis at little Clitheroe


    That I would fain abide.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  WOMEN’S TRADES ON THE EMBANKMENT


  
    “Have Patience!”—The Prime Minister to the Franchise Deputation, May 19th, 1906.

  


  
    Where the Egyptian pillar—old, so old—


    With mystery fronts the open English sky,


    Bearing the yoke of those who heap up gold,


    The sad-eyed workers pass in silence by.

  


  
    Heavily hewing wood and drawing water,


    These have been patient since the world began—


    Patient through centuries of toil and slaughter,


    For Patience is the ultimate soul of man.

  


  
    Patient with endless lords and overseers,


    Since long-dead Israelites made bricks to please


    A King whose heart was hardened to their tears,


    What time they still besought him on their knees.

  


  
    Their patience was the King’s confederate,


    Their weakness helped his power unaware;


    In vain men pray unto the rich and great,


    For only God-like spirits answer prayer.

  


  
    Long has submission played a traitor’s part—


    Oh human soul, no patience any more


    Shall break your wings and harden Pharaoh’s heart.


    And keep you lingering on the Red Sea shore.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE GOOD SAMARITAN


  
    Robbed and wounded, all the day


    The great cause by the roadside lay.


    The Rich and Mighty in their Pride


    Passed by on the other side.


    With smiling lips indifferent


    On their way the statesmen went.


    At evening in the sunset flame


    Out of the mill the winders came;


    She who with four great looms weaves


    Found Justice fallen amongst thieves,


    Stone-breakers resting from their toil


    Have poured out wine and oil.


    The miner hurrying from the mine


    Has seen a flash of light divine,


    And every tired labourer


    Has given a helping hand to her.


    The workman leaning on his spade,


    Or the tramp resting in the shade,


    The navvy who the roadway mends,


    These are our comrades, these our friends—


    Beggars, never yet in vain


    Have we stood in wind and rain


    For hours at the Factory Gate;


    Never idly do we wait


    In the dark and empty street,


    Till the thronging shadows fleet


    Gather round us, grief, despair,


    Is no idle story there:


    Patient faces from the loom,


    Eyes dark with the whole world’s gloom,


    Haunted faces, sorrowful eyes,


    Read the secret of the Wise,


    Look the round world through and through,


    Seeing naught but false or true,


    Seeing in the whole world wide


    But one side or the other side.


    Want and hunger linger near


    The Divine Fire burning clear.


    The cold sleet and the bitter wind


    Open the eyes of the blind.


    Gracious deeds are dreamed and done


    By those who seldom see the sun.


    Lips grow pitiful, drawn, and pale


    Where the darkness does not fail;


    But one dim street lamp braves the night...


    Yet in these souls burns a great light.


    Thus from the poor we beg our bread....


    And Justice rises from the dead....


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  VAGRANTS


  
    Oh, Little Human Words and delicate,


    You wander through the great world up and down;


    Though rich men heed fine phrases of the great,


    Poor Words and wingless tramp from town to town.

  


  
    He who loves Wisdom for her rich attire


    Will turn her ragged children from his door,


    And yet an empty chair beside the fire


    Kind hearts keep for these Vagrants evermore.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  A LOST OPPORTUNITY


  
    Others there were who spake with fire and art;


    I stammered, breaking down beneath the weight


    Of that great stone that lies upon my heart


    When with one passion all my nerves vibrate.

  


  
    Little I said, who had so much to say—


    This is the memory that sears and stings,


    My soul was fire, my thoughts were clear as day,


    Yet had my soul no wings.

  


  
    No matter, when that force beyond control


    Sweeps on one side the cobwebs of the brain,


    In broken stammers speaks the inmost soul..


    Nor shall her passion smite the air in vain.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE THRIFTLESS DREAMER


  
    Psyche, the Queen, says truly the old tale,


    Into the heart of life’s thick darkness fell,


    And she dwelt lonely in an obscure vale,


    Yet waited on by Powers Invisible.

  


  
    Thus Ireland many blame and many praise,


    And she the while radiant in meadows green,


    And following silently her ancient ways,


    Is served by hosts of delicate hands unseen.

  


  
    You whom the bitter hour maketh wise,


    In vain you urge on her your prosperous goal,


    She has her visions in her own eyes,


    She has her destinies in her own soul.

  


  
    Down from her mountains still the old cart crawls


    As it crawled long ago laden with turf;


    There are still gaps, thank God, in all our walls,


    On lonely shores still breaks the Atlantic surf.

  


  
    Ye who would measure all things by a rule


    And cut the holy day in busy hours,


    There is one land you cannot put to school,


    And therefore shall she be one of the world’s powers.

  


  
    On through your anxious voices fret and jar,


    The soul pursues unmoved her silent course,


    You shall not shake her trust in her own star,


    Her unseen legions and embattled force.

  


  
    For round her, driven from this dark world, wait


    Mysterious powers and unseen ministers,


    And all the veilèd Angels at the Gate


    Guard with their swords this thriftless dream of hers.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  ON THE EMBANKMENT


  
    The Rich, the Great, the Wise are here, the Living and the Dead,


    Where the Great Towers of Westminster hold the high heavens at bay,


    And the poor souls who have no hope take fame or power instead,


    Whilst many an obscure wingèd one goes smiling on her way.

  


  
    This I know of the poor, ’tis when the Great Hopes fail


    That men have gained possession of material things;


    But all the praise of all the crowds shall not prevail


    To make good to a human soul the loss of her wild wings.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  WOMEN’S RIGHTS


  
    Down by Glencar Waterfall


    There’s no winter left at all.

  


  
    Every little flower that blows


    Cold and darkness overthrows.

  


  
    Every little thrush that sings


    Quells the wild air with brave wings.

  


  
    Every little stream that runs


    Holds the light of brighter suns.

  


  
    But where men in office sit


    Winter holds the human wit.

  


  
    In the dark and dreary town


    Summer’s green is trampled down.

  


  
    Frozen, frozen everywhere


    Are the springs of thought and prayer.

  


  
    Rise with us and let us go


    To where the living waters flow.

  


  
    Oh, whatever men may say


    Ours is the wide and open way

  


  
    Oh, whatever men may dream


    We have the blue air and the stream.

  


  
    Men have got their towers and walls,


    We have cliffs and waterfalls.

  


  
    Oh, whatever men may do


    Ours is the gold air and the blue.

  


  
    Men have got their pomp and pride—


    All the green world is on our side.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  HAVE PITY


  
    Because some seed, no man knows why,


    Has not got the heart to grow,


    I think the fountains have run dry,


    The Living Water ceased to flow.

  


  
    Because that such a little Tower


    Is built with so much strain and toil,


    I think there’s but a feeble power


    Hiding behind the broken soil.

  


  
    Under the blue and beaming sky


    I watched a white bud fading brown;


    The lost and folded mystery


    Unborn unto the dust go down.

  


  
    Unto the weak all weak things cried,


    And pity in the human breast—


    Ah, break not the hedge-sparrow’s pride


    Nor rob the blue eggs from her nest.

  


  
    All the world’s weak and shackled will


    Would fain bring every seed to bear—


    Spare thou the Primrose on the Hill,


    The frail wind-shaken Tower spare.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  COMRADES


  
    Men who are born to die whose dreams are soiled by the dust


    Are yet most dear to their friends, and gentle lovers and kind;


    But only the gods in heaven are true enough to be just.


    Alas that Justice dwells not in any human mind.

  


  
    That star that fell from heaven, dethroned and lost long ago,


    Thou shalt not find it hidden in the wisdom of the wise,


    Thou shalt not see it glimmer in the deep heart of a foe.


    And hardly shall it shine on thee from any comrade’s eyes.

  


  
    We who have followed the same star and fought for the same dream,


    Are bound together for ever by the wild deed’s bond and power.


    Behold we have cast our nets into the same dark stream,


    We have climbed the same sheer cliff to seek the same blue flower.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  ON THE CLIFF

  

  (At Dunraven)


  
    Where the waves in a moaning throng


    From darkness to darkness glide,


    And the everlasting song


    Is chanted by wind and tide,

  


  
    In the wood on the cliff’s face


    The gentle primroses flower,


    And by the sun and the wind’s grace


    The daffodils have their hour.....

  


  
    All round me the tides moan—


    And my soul, to battle hurled,


    Is wounded and overthrown


    In the wars of the dark world.

  


  
    But ever at evening,


    Through the great tide’s ebb and flow,


    And the waves’ moan and the spray’s sting,


    Out of the world I go.

  


  
    To the soul’s secret place,


    Where in the golden air,


    By the sun and the wind’s grace,


    The primroses grow fair.

  


  
    There to that flower-lit hill,


    Whither all joy has fled,


    By the sun and the wind’s will,


    Come the holy dead.

  


  
    Broken beauty, quenchèd light,


    Soul of truth, out-faced, denied,


    Violets blue and snowdrops white


    Grow on that lost hill-side.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE FLAMING SWORD


  
    Oh, softly falls the shining leaf,


    There is no beauty without grief,


    And all our loving is one long regret,


    Seeing in the pageant of the sunset


    But shadows of those pure mysterious skies


    That hid the secret of the white sunrise.

  


  
    Harsh streams of cold forgetfulness,


    Far from the great tide’s strain and stress


    Silver at dawn, and when the day is done


    Gliding through the fires of the red sun—


    Shadows are these of that sharp flaming sword


    That hides from us the garden of the Lord.

  


  
    The Hidden Eden in our dreams


    Beyond the shining barrier gleams,


    Thither it is that all our loves do go,


    There between the tide’s ebb and the tide’s flow


    With silent footsteps doth the spirit glide,


    Amongst her secret comrades to abide.

  


  
    Alas, the great sword flaming red


    Between the living and the dead;


    Those who yet sojourn from eve till morn


    With the newly dead and the pale unborn,


    At noon with dazzled eyes disconsolate


    Stand weeping by the barred and dreadful gate.

  


  
    For all our heavy sorrows sink


    Deep down beneath the thoughts we think;


    Thus can no comfortable sayings cure


    Grief for the separate, dead, obscure.


    One flash of secret Light may the gods give


    To all who in the wilderness must live.

  


  
    Lord of the sunset’s flash and shine,


    Lord of the hard dividing line,


    Between thy stars and our so barren heath,


    Till thou has thrust thy sword back in its sheath


    Till we can wholly know, or quite forget,


    Still all our love must be one long regret.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE VISIONARY


  
    “Constant use of will power extends the sphere of its action.”—Eliphas Levi.

  


  
    Dear life has cast me forth from her gay throng.


    Unto her pipings I could never dance,


    Nor learn the music of her simplest song—


    I was a traitor to her brave romance.

  


  
    A traitor to her flag of gold and blue


    I sought for wisdom silently apart,


    What was there left for such an one to do,


    But trust the stranger voices in her heart?

  


  
    He who would search the silence dwells alone.


    From far-off towers in the inner air


    Floats down the sudden cry of the Unknown,


    The lonely Eastern Voice that calls to prayer.

  


  
    I dream a dream of comrades, but not here


    Of fellowship, not now, that life denies


    These songs that I in truth alone hold dear


    When I am dead shall fall under strange eyes.

  


  
    And some brave spirit, smiling and serene,


    Where I trod blindly choked with dust shall say:


    “She sought her whole life through the Light Unseen;


    Stumbling and lost she still held on her way “

  


  
    Ah, gentle comrade of the coming time,


    For you there is no danger in that road;


    Casting aside the broken staffs of rhyme


    You enter easily the gods’ abode.

  


  
    From that rash mountainous and sheer ascent


    You gaze down on the weakness of the will,


    The darkness of the feeble lost intent,


    The blind soul groping on the perilous hill.

  


  
    You shall not scorn dark seas or wind-swept caves,


    You Dweller on the Rainbow Towers of Light,


    While through your being thrills in stormy waves


    The call of the Abyss unto the Height

  


  
    Few flowers but fair on the high mountains grow,


    Whilst to the Rich belongs the sunny day,


    And Wise men walk where living waters flow,


    The Poor are the best comrades either way.

  


  
    You shall not scorn the feeble voice that cries


    In the world’s wilderness...for his reward


    The rough-voiced pioneer whom men despise


    Doth yet prepare the way for a new Lord.

  


  
    With toil one groped along the path you tread,


    Your gay robe shining in the sun and wind,


    Yet shall the Living join hands with the Dead,


    The Seer find a Comrade in the Blind.

  


  
    So might one boast: “Lo, I have climbed the crest


    Of the high hill and stood on that sheer peak


    Whereon the golden eagle builds her nest”—


    This is the giant labour of the weak.

  


  
    The Mighty Spirit of the secret place,


    The little coward soul afraid to climb,


    Shall meet upon the mountains face to face,


    As Moses met with God in the old time.

  


  
    In Light you pass unto your star-lit goal,


    Yet my harsh purposes and baffled feet


    And little foolish songs cry to your soul,


    And surely in the end we two shall meet.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE PASSAGE OF THE STAR


  
    “Since thou knowest, pass on, O Osiris.”—Book of the Dead.

  


  
    [Outside the door that leads into the Hall of Double Maati, the Palace of Justice and Truths where “the soul is separated from every sin which he hath done and may behold the faces of the gods.” Here wait the dead Kings of Upper and Lower Egypt amid a great throng of souls who must pass the ordeal of Knowledge before they can gain the true life of Osiris.

  


  
    VOICES IN THE PYRAMID


    Round Heaven’s Gate the gods have set no guard,


    Nor round the pathway of the Wingèd Sun


    Unto the Just no door is ever barred,


    Nor shrine of Amen Ra the Hidden One.

  


  
    Ye who would put your shining dreams to proof,


    Ye who have lost your kinship with the ground


    Beneath the gleaming Lintel in the Roof,


    Your way lies open to the Life Profound.

  


  
    Lo, king and peasant, beg the Key of Life


    From Sekhet. All men born would pass the gate


    That leads beyond rough ecstasies of strife


    To the far meadows of the Discarnate.

  


  
    Safe doth the key lie on the goddess’ knees,


    No stranger treadeth down the growing wheat,


    The cold hands of the Inner Mysteries


    Guard all our meadows from barbarian feet.

  


  
    The open secret of the Mystic Door


    Deep in the passage of the star lies hid;


    Oh, Amen Ra be praised for evermore,


    Thou lonely Dweller in the Pyramid.

  


  
    [A dead Pharaoh comes forward out of the darkness, and tries to pass the Hidden Lintel.

  


  
    THE PHARAOH


    Strange, whilst I lived I had both wine and oil


    And the year’s spoil of corn well harvested,


    But now I have naught but wanderings and much toil;


    All doors are shut to me now I am dead.

  


  
    THE CHALLENGE OF THE THRESHOLD


    Speak thou my name.

  


  
    THE EARTH SPIRITS


    Lo, this is that dark hour


    That leads each mighty soul to his reward.

  


  
    THE DEAD PHARAOH


    Behold, oh hidden gate, thy name is Power,


    Thou art the Pathway of the Flaming Sword.

  


  
    VOICES OF DEAD KINGS IN THE PYRAMID


    An answer from the clay that fears the fire..


    An answer from the dust that dreads the wind....


    Oh thou lost music of a broken lyre,


    Dear art thou to the exile’s heavy mind...

  


  
    [The Dead Pharaoh is surrounded by a throng of ghostly Kings. An old woman, bearing a heavy jar of water on her shoulders, comes slowly down the passage, and stands before the Hidden Lintel.

  


  
    THE LEFT LINTEL OF THE DOOR


    Speak thou my name.

  


  
    SPIRITS OF THE WATER


    I hold the light’s lost rays


    As the cold dewdrop holds the mirrored flame,


    The stars shine on the Burden of many days.

  


  
    THE OLD WOMAN


    The Lamp lit in the Window is thy name.

  


  
    THE RIGHT LINTEL OF THE DOOR


    My name, tell me my name.

  


  
    SPIRITS OF THE AIR


    This was the smile


    Of Isis and the circle of her eyes,


    And starlight on green waters of the Nile


    Lighting the homeward journey of the Wise.

  


  
    THE OLD WOMAN


    Thou art the Light of Light in darkness spilt,


    The strange divided glory of the sun,


    The Rainbow’s Arch of the seven colours built,


    The way of the Many unto the One.

  


  
    [The old woman draws nearer. Light shines from the Hidden Lintel.

  


  
    THE CHALLENGE OF THE THRESHOLD


    Tell me my name, or else thou shalt not cross


    This stone.

  


  
    SPIRITS OF THE FIRE


    The secret of the House of Flame


    Is Justice and the swing of gain and loss.

  


  
    A long silence.

  


  
    THE OLD WOMAN


    Behold, the Weight in the Right Place, that is thy name.......

  


  
    [The Hidden Lintel opens to her. She passes over the threshold, and disappears into the Hall of Right and Truth. The Dead Pharaoh, surrounded by the spirits of his ancestors, moves away into the darkness, lamenting. From a very long way off the chant of the Israelites is heard. They have passed over the Red Sea in safety.

  


  
    CHORUS


    Lift up your heads, oh ye gates, and be ye lift up ye everlasting doors, and the King of Glory shall come in.....Who is the King of Glory.....


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  MAN AND WOMAN


  
    When Solomon of old


    Shewed all his stuffs of silver sheen


    And walls inlaid with gold


    To Sheba’s Queen,


    Her very spirit sank in her


    Such treasure of white ivory


    And crystal bowls and scented fir


    And marble did she see.


    And loud she praised the great King’s store


    Of carven wood and flashing stone,


    Where cedar was as sycamore


    Before the lion-guarded throne.


    And all his words were very wise,


    And his great temple passing fair,


    And humble were her soft replies


    Treading his ivory stair.


    But when she came to her own place


    She smiled to think of him,


    And all the glory and the grace


    Of his wise words grew dim.


    Behold she sent a slave


    With gifts unto the King;


    She bade her goldsmiths cut and grave


    For him an agate ring.


    “This too will pass”—the Queen’s reply


    From her dark jewel shone.


    Thus did she answer with a sigh


    The wise King Solomon.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  RETROSPECT


  
    When I was young the world looked old


    And all the mountains hard and gray,


    I shivered in the winter’s cold;


    The very sunshine was not gay


    When I was young.

  


  
    When I was old the world seemed young;


    On primroses the spherèd dew


    Shone with a sudden radiance flung


    From miles of gold and miles of blue


    When I was old.

  


  
    I feared the world when I was young,


    I loved the world when I was old;


    But now in vain her songs are sung,


    Her strangest stories leave me cold


    As tales twice told.

  


  
    Now I am dead the vernal earth


    Seems very small and very far,


    And every soul in death or birth


    Too great for such a narrow star,


    Now I am dead.

  


  
    For broken is the golden bowl,


    And old and young are reconciled,


    All things are frailer than the soul,


    And life seems but a faery child


    Now I am dead.


    •
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    “Whenever the elementary body is at rest, asleep, or unconscious the sidereal body is awake and active...There are some...whose souls are so exalted that they can approach the highest spiritual spheres at a time when their bodies are asleep...The greatest mysteries are thus laid open to the perception...and we may be enabled to see the Mysteria Dei...and such things have happened not only to Christians, but also to the heathens, to Jews, Saracens, Mamelukes, Persians and Egyptians.”
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    “The limits of the soul thou shall not discover though thou shouldst journey on every path.”
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    SCENE. A wood in Egypt before the shrine of Isis.

  


  
    The Litany to Osiris is from “The Book of the Dead” (Translation : E. Wallis-Budge).

  


  THE SORROWFUL PRINCESS

  

  

  ACT I


  
    A wood in Egypt. The Shrine of his is in the front on the left side of the stage. On the right there is a tree sacred to Osiris. In the background on the left is another great tree, on the right, a hut. A winged sun is over the door, the PRIESTESS OF ISIS stands on the threshold gazing into her magic mirror. A procession of country people carrying great red blossoms come and kneel before the shrine.

  


  Song of the Country People


  
    Help us, thou lonely Dweller in the Wood,


    Whose subtle fingers moving fast disturb


    The magic roots of every healing herb,


    In every poison plant the Secret Good


    Hid at the heart of ill


    Comes forth and blossoms at thy potent will.

  


  
    We bring to thee a crimson poison flower


    That flaunts above red barley and white grain,


    And stains all Egypt in the dragon’s power,


    Watered with blood of men and women slain


    By him the monster vile


    That riseth with the flood of the broad Nile.

  


  
    Oh! by our mournful sighing and dread woe,


    And fields all scorched and burnt and desolate,


    The Holy River that with blood doth flow,


    And all the flaring stars that mock our fate,


    Find thou some balm to shed


    On those poor souls who mourn the newly dead.

  


  
    Priestess of Isis, pale and patient-eyed,


    Dwelling in peace under her cold green trees,


    Thou who dost read the stars’ unfathomed pride,


    Hast thou no pity on such woes as these?


    To Mother Isis cry,


    For those of us who are about to die.

  


  
    We lay the Poison flowers before thy shrine


    Knowing thy power over all living things,


    Thou from the hard earth wrestest bread and wine


    And teachest the Brown Bird the song she sings :


    O Mother Isis, shalt thou not distil


    A draught of sweetness from this root of ill...

  


  
    A COUNTRY WOMAN


    You who know all things,


    Dweller in the Wood,


    Help us or else we die.

  


  
    ANOTHER


    My child is slain,


    The little joyful one that played all day


    In the bulrushes near the river’s edge.

  


  
    A MAN


    The dreadful snake that rose out of the slime


    Breathed once its blasting venomous flames of fire


    On the white flower of my belovèd’s face


    And turned the Lotus petals into stone.

  


  
    A GIRL


    No man dare reap the harvest in the fields,


    At sunset toiling was my mother slain.

  


  
    A MAN


    Yea, the dread snake has eaten all our years,


    Seed time and harvest and the storèd corn;


    Famine and blight and hunger rule the land.

  


  
    A YOUNG MAN


    My father was cup-bearer to the King,


    Dwelling in safety behind palace walls,


    Yet did he love his children, and at night


    Would steal out from the long slow-waning feast


    In the star-guarded palace on the hill


    To visit us, alas! on that dark road


    The dragon slew him.

  


  
    A WOMAN (wailing)


    Ah! the snake has slain


    All those I love.

  


  
    AN OLD MAN


    Yea, all our crops are dead,


    For the great blight and poison of foul breath


    Has burned and shrivelled the land.

  


  
    A WOMAN


    There is none


    To help us, only thou who fearest not


    And art wise, oh thou Dweller in the Wood.

  


  
    PRIESTESS


    What does the King?

  


  
    A WOMAN


    He hears our prayers,


    And boasts and fears and flatters on his throne


    Whilst the months pass and the fierce snake grows fat


    With all the lives and harvests of the poor.


    [There is a sound of voices and laughter in the distance, and a golden ball is flung out of the wood and falls at the feet of the PRIESTESS OF ISIS—she takes the golden ball and gives it to the young woman.

  


  
    PRIESTESS


    Take thou this golden hall and go thy ways


    Unto thine own house where the child was slain,


    Lay it among the reeds at the stream’s edge


    Under the sycamores and wait thou there


    The wise one whom our Mother Isis sends;


    All ye who mourn, seek ye the riverside


    And tell your bitter news to her who comes


    For your deliverance. Forgetting not the while,


    Oh sorrowful ones, the alms and tribute due


    To Isis.


    [The country people come forward talking together. The PRIESTESS still stands near the door of her hut.

  


  
    A WOMAN


    Alas! I dreamt that she would save the land.

  


  
    ANOTHER


    So small a thing to take a golden ball


    Down to the water’s edge and wait for her.

  


  
    A MAN


    And not forget the Temple’s dues and alms.

  


  
    A WOMAN


    These people think of nothing but their dues.

  


  
    A MAN


    How can a ball help us? ’tis but a toy


    For children.

  


  
    A YOUNG WOMAN


    Alas! there is no child...


    No child of mine to play in the dark house


    Under the sycamores.


    [They go out as the PRINCESS SABRA comes in running to look for her ball.

  


  
    SABRA


    Oh! wise and holy Dweller in the Wood,


    Thou who seest all things in the magic glass...


    Old Mother, where is now my golden ball?

  


  
    PRIESTESS


    It lies among the reeds at the stream’s edge


    Under the sycamores near the dwelling place


    Of Anu.

  


  
    SABRA (looking for her ball)


    Art thou sure, how canst thou tell?


    Thy magic wood has swallowed all my joy,


    The ball we tossed from hand to eager hand,


    The ball that flashed like sunlight through green leaves,


    And now thou bid’st me seek it far away—


    How can it lie so far from where it fell?


    Now all the summer hours pass away


    Like wind-blown clouds while I still search in vain


    And your black wood has hidden my delight—


    Yet will I call the others—we will seek


    Down at the water’s edge among the reeds.

  


  
    PRIESTESS


    If thou wouldst find it thou must go alone.

  


  
    SABRA


    Alone I go, oh thou mysterious one,


    And Isis be my guide.


    [SABRA goes out. ST. GEORGE comes in surrounded by the PRINCESS’S MAIDENS. They crowd round him, chattering.

  


  
    FIRST MAIDEN


    Who art thou wandering in this holy wood?

  


  
    ST. GEORGE


    I am a stranger from a distant land,


    St. George of Cappadocia.

  


  
    SECOND MAIDEN


    Stay with us,


    Dear stranger, thou shalt dance and play and sing


    With the King’s daughter under magic boughs.

  


  
    ST. GEORGE


    Alas! I seek a battle; your soft ways


    And languid sweet princesses are but toys


    Fit for the weak and idle, not for me.

  


  
    THIRD MAIDEN


    Great battles shall be thine...

  


  
    ANOTHER


    And gentle hours


    Of sunshine and bright dreams and fair green boughs


    And rivers in the moonlight....

  


  
    FOURTH MAIDEN


    In your land


    With the harsh name is every man unkind,


    And none the comrades of the gay and wise....

  


  
    ST. GEORGE


    I would not be unkind....

  


  
    FIRST MAIDEN


    Oh! stay with us


    In our dear garden but a little while.

  


  
    THIRD MAIDEN


    You must be a great hero; we would hear


    A tale of fair adventures....

  


  
    SECOND MAIDEN


    See, his sword


    Gleams in the sunlight flashing out sharp rays....

  


  
    FOURTH MAIDEN


    Tell us of battles with fierce warriors, ten to one,


    Or giants in some cloudy castle high,


    Or demons rising from a burning lake.

  


  
    ST. GEORGE


    I came to slay a dragon...

  


  
    ALL (startled)


    Oh, a dragon!...

  


  
    FIRST MAIDEN


    Dear stranger, stay with us a little while.

  


  
    SECOND MAIDEN


    And pluck the golden apples from green boughs—

  


  
    THIRD MAIDEN


    And tell us tales of all thy glorious deeds.

  


  
    ST. GEORGE


    Nay, if I stayed with you I could not slay


    The Dragon....


    Lo! I have journeyed-here from a far land;


    I follow but an ancient prophecy,


    Seeking a very mournful pale princess


    Whose destiny is written in the stars


    Bound up with all the sorrows of the world.

  


  
    FIRST MAIDEN (shaking her head)


    That is not our beautiful Sabra....

  


  
    SECOND MAIDEN


    Ah! no, she is very gay and wise.

  


  
    THIRD MAIDEN


    And her hair shines in the sunlight....

  


  
    FOURTH MAIDEN


    Do not leave us, St. George.

  


  
    FIRST MAIDEN


    Come and help us to find our golden ball.

  


  
    ST. GEORGE


    Alas! my princess is not here—farewell, kind friends,


    Farewell.


    [ST. GEORGE goes out. The MAIDENS look for their ball among the bushes and go out in the opposite direction—talking as they go.

  


  
    FIRST MAIDEN


    He will not find his sorrowful pale princess


    In Egypt.

  


  
    SECOND MAIDEN


    He is one of those who make long journeys.

  


  
    THIRD MAIDEN


    He dreams much of glorious deeds.

  


  
    FOURTH MAIDEN


    He will not help us to find the golden ball.

  


  
    FIRST MAIDEN


    Didst thou search well the thicket on the hill?


    [The PRIESTESS stands at the door of the hut looking out. SABRA comes in empty-handed and very sad.

  


  
    PRIESTESS


    Oh, Princess Sabra, where is your gold ball?

  


  
    SABRA


    Alas! the ball is naught—I gave it her,


    The woman waiting for me in the reeds


    By the water’s edge, alas! for I have seen


    Sorrow and hunger and death and bitter tears.

  


  
    PRIESTESS


    All these things have the gods laid on thee...

  


  
    SABRA


    On me?

  


  
    PRIESTESS


    On thee, oh Princess, for they who have seen sorrow have the heart to feel hunger, and the soul to know death, and the eyes to weep.

  


  
    SABRA


    Oh why should these things be?

  


  
    PRIESTESS


    There was a man here now who called himself


    Slayer of Dragons—little is done by the sword—


    But thou, oh Princess! art called to a hard deed.

  


  
    SABRA


    Thy words are strange—I know not of this deed,


    My soul is troubled, surely I would gaze


    In the magic glass and read the inner will


    Of Isis and the meaning of these things...


    [SABRA looks in the magic mirror.

  


  
    SABRA (with sudden horror)


    Who are these who draw lots for their lives?


    My comrades, yea, and I myself am one.


    Alas! I dare not look...

  


  
    PRIESTESS


    Nay, fear is vain


    And childish : what seest thou in the deeps?

  


  
    SABRA


    I see great pain and anguish in all hearts,


    Yet do I know they have no cause for fear;


    She that is me hath won the prize, she holds


    The little scroll shut tightly in her hands....


    ‘Moritura, moritura...’ the mournful eyes


    Of dark Osiris gaze into my soul;


    Is death so terrible?...It is not they


    Who will die....


    [CLEANTHES comes in, reading from a scroll; he is followed by the MAIDENS.

  


  
    CLEANTHES


    Alas, alas, oh Priestess of Isis! a terrible doom has come upon us; even now has the King’s proclamation gone forth. Nekhtu Amen, the Priest of Osiris, hath declared that the gods are very wroth, and therefore do they allow the Dragon to lay waste the land. There is naught that will appease them save the death of one who is innocent of all ill—one of those who tossed the golden ball to and fro under the sycamores. Therefore lots are to be drawn by the Princess’s maidens, and she on whom the lot falls must die by the power of the Dragon. Save the King’s daughter. Only she need not fear—she shall not take part in the drawing of lots. This is the King’s command.

  


  
    SECOND MAIDEN


    The King is in great fear, so he would slay


    Someone.

  


  
    THIRD MAIDEN


    Alas, alas, for the black doom and death


    Of one who is innocent, oh cruel fate!

  


  
    A VERY YOUNG ONE


    I do not want to die—I am afraid.

  


  
    ANOTHER


    We are all innocent—why should we die?

  


  
    ANOTHER


    Only the King’s daughter need not fear—

  


  
    SABRA


    For her there is no need to draw lots...

  


  
    PRIESTESS


    Nay, let it be as Osiris wills.

  


  
    FIRST MAIDEN


    My mother is very old, she has none but me


    To tend her. Ah, sorrowful was the day


    I came to serve the Princess.

  


  
    SECOND MAIDEN


    There is one


    Who loves me as his life : if I am slain,


    Lo! he will die of grief.

  


  
    THIRD MAIDEN


    We have done


    No evil, why should we die to save men


    From their own dreadful deeds?

  


  
    SABRA


    Is death so dreadful, friends, and life so fair?

  


  
    A VERY YOUNG MAIDEN (coming forward)


    Oh, Princess on thy high-set throne, no doom


    Can reach thee : what knowst thou of death?

  


  
    SECOND MAIDEN


    Life seems not fair until one sees the face


    Of death.

  


  
    FOURTH MAIDEN


    Yea, who amongst us is not brave


    When no man threatens?

  


  
    FIRST MAIDEN


    It is well for thee.


    Yea, only the King’s daughter need not fear.

  


  
    SABRA (turning away)


    Osiris guides the soul that does not fear


    Through the dark hall of death.

  


  
    CLEANTHES (coming towards her)


    Oh Sabra, hast thou then forgotten all


    Our love that thou dost follow this blind doom?

  


  
    SABRA


    Cleanthes, dreamest thou of joyful love


    In the midst of all our grief and bitter woe?

  


  
    CLEANTHES


    Sabra, there is a dreadful purpose in your eyes.

  


  
    SABRA


    My eyes are sad because of the dark snake


    That wastes the land; I mourn for all the poor.

  


  
    CLEANTHES


    I can see your soul in your eyes, Sabra,


    You cannot deceive me with vain words.

  


  
    SABRA


    What do you see in my soul?

  


  
    CLEANTHES


    The dark will


    Of suffering and death.

  


  
    SABRA


    Is not that will


    Everywhere in the world?

  


  
    CLEANTHES


    But yesterday


    Your soul was clear as a swift crystal stream;


    Now do I see all griefs that darken the wide world


    Reflected there...

  


  
    SABRA


    Cleanthes, understand


    The god has spoken in my secret soul,


    Therefore the stream murmurs mystic words,


    And the deep waters mirror a strange form,


    And all the currents of my being surge


    And hurry onward to the starlit sea.

  


  
    CLEANTHES


    Thou seekest death, yet have the great gods willed


    That the King’s daughter should not bear this doom.

  


  
    SABRA


    Nay, the King wills to save her whom he loves,


    But the gods will otherwise.

  


  
    CLEANTHES


    Dark the doom


    And terrible thou seekest; it is strange,


    But yesterday thou wert so gay and wise,


    And yesterday thou lovedst me, but now...

  


  
    SABRA


    The gods have spoken...

  


  
    CLEANTHES


    The gods have turned thy very heart to stone.

  


  
    SABRA


    Nay, not my heart, Cleanthes, not my heart;


    Farewell, and yet again farewell.


    [She goes out. CLEANTHES stands for a moment thinking.

  


  
    CLEANTHES


    The King will not suffer her to abide


    Amid pale shadows in the underworld;


    His mighty word and absolute command


    Shall save her from this doom; she shall not die.


    •

  


  ACT II


  
    Scene the same as in Act I

  


  
    The KING and CLEANTHES

  


  
    KING


    Cleanthes, all your prayers are vain, as vain


    As the vain tears of an old broken King.

  


  
    CLEANTHES


    There’s none can help her now save thou, oh King.

  


  
    KING


    I cannot help her, I am very old.


    Remember that each one of all these girls


    In deadly peril has friends and lovers—yea,


    And an old father or a mother, one


    Who fain would die with her...


    One who would weep


    And pray to me as thou art praying now...

  


  
    CLEANTHES


    Thus dost thou give thy daughter unto death—


    Oh, shame on thee, old man!—hast thou no love


    For her who is too young and gay to tread


    The gloomy corridors and mystic halls


    Of dark Osiris—she who but yesterday


    Was playing ball under the sycamores?

  


  
    KING


    It is her will, Cleanthes...may Osiris judge


    Between her and thee!...perchance she yet may live.

  


  
    CLEANTHES


    Blind not thine eyes, oh King, unto the truth,


    All of her strength she gathers and her will


    Unshrinking fronts the death she draws to her;


    I know it by the curved line of her chin


    And the pale light of her resolved brow;


    It is on Sabra that the lot will fall


    Unless thou save her.


    [Procession of the God Osiris, led by the PRIEST NEKHTU AMEN and the PRIESTESS OF ISIS. SABRA and her MAIDENS are last in the procession.

  


  SONG. (MAIDENS)


  
    Osiris, lord of the shadows of night and the sands of the days that have run,


    One of us gazes her last on the blue of the sky and the cheerful sun.

  


  
    We suffer we know not why, we have dreamed of no evil and done no wrong,


    Osiris, grant that she who must die shall be one of the wise and strong.

  


  
    Let not the soul of a child be torn from the light of her radiant hour,


    Break not, oh dark Osiris, the stalk of the delicate half-opened flower.

  


  
    There is none shall have pity upon us, and the gods shall not spare us or save;


    But Osiris grant that the lot of death shall fall on the true and the brave.

  


  
    Let her go down to the underworld with a smile in her desolate eyes,


    The sister of all who are noble of heart and the comrade of the wise.

  


  
    Nay, she whom Osiris calls shall not sigh, by her not a tear shall be shed,


    With a sword in her hand and a radiant will she shall go down to the dead.

  


  
    Face to face with the Hidden One at last in the underworld she shall stand,


    And she who dies a pitiless death shall gain pity for all the land.

  


  LITANY TO OSIRIS


  
    [The PRIEST and PRIESTESS stand in the middle of the stage facing the tree sacred to Osiris. The PRINCESS and her MAIDENS stand on the right near the tree. The KING and CLEANTHES on the left. The country people group themselves in the background.

  


  
    PRIEST OF OSIRIS


    Homage to thee, oh Lord of the Acacia Tree, the crown is established upon thy head; thou art the one who maketh the strength which protecteth himself, and thou dwellest in peace.

  


  
    CHORUS (all)


    Oh grant unto me a path whereon I may pass in peace, for I am just and true; I have not spoken lies wittingly, nor have I done aught with a false heart.

  


  
    PRIESTESS OF ISIS


    Homage to thee, oh thou who art within thy boat, thou bringest the Nile forth from his source, the Light shineth upon thy Body, and thou art the dweller in the sanctuary of Upper Egypt.

  


  
    CHORUS


    Oh grant unto me a path whereon I may pass in peace, for I am just and true; I have not spoken lies wittingly, nor have I done aught with a false heart.

  


  
    PRIEST


    Homage to thee, thou king of the North and South, O Osiris, Victorious One, Creator of the Everlasting, thou art the Lord of the Celestial world, Ruler of the Unseen and Holy River.

  


  
    CHORUS


    Oh grant unto me a path whereon I may pass in peace, for I am just and true; I have not spoken lies wittingly, nor have I done aught with a false heart.

  


  
    ALL (with lifted arms)


    Hail, Osiris, we are thy children.

  


  
    THE PRIEST OF OSIRIS


    This is the will of the great Osiris, the Living One, the Dweller in the Mountains of Sunrise, the Lord of Eternity and the Opener of the Roads, the Governor of Amentet. He who is Lord of Life hath brought death on the land and an evil and venomous monster. She who fears not death shall bring life unto Upper and Lower Egypt and the snake shall be slain. Oh Daughters of Egypt, draw lots, draw lots, that one among you may come forth among the Shining Ones to dwell under the palm trees of the Goddess Hathor.

  


  
    KING (falling on his knees with outstretched hands)


    Oh, Nekhtu Amen, have pity, must it be


    That one of these should die thus innocent?

  


  
    PRIESTESS


    Nay, there is no deliverance without grief,


    No life without many deaths, and she who dies


    Forces the pity of the Lord of Life,


    Her courage knocks against the closèd heart


    Of the Hidden One.

  


  
    KING


    But if she fear?

  


  
    PRIESTESS


    Nay, the lot falls on her who doth not fear.

  


  
    CLEANTHES


    Sabra, hast thou no pity? Stand aside.


    Come forth from among these Maidens, thou art


    The King’s daughter. This doom is not for thee....

  


  
    SABRA


    Should then the Princess shiver and turn pale,


    And fly from death while all these maidens smile,


    And front the darkness with heroic brows....


    Farewell, Cleanthes, think not thus of me.

  


  
    CLEANTHES


    Farewell, thou beautiful and heartless one.

  


  
    SABRA


    Mourn not, mourn not, I will come forth again


    Amongst the living ones. Ah! vex not thou


    With vain laments these holy mysteries.


    [The MAIDENS draw lots one by one. Each one kneels to take the lot out of the casket. She unfolds it and holds it high above her head, still kneeling. Every time a lot is drawn the PRIEST OF OSIRIS says :

  


  
    PRIEST


    He who is Opener of the Roads and Lord of the Underworld has driven away the storm from the path of the helpless. Go thou and dwell in peace under the light of Ra, Who is the Lord of the two horizons.


    [The PRINCESS SABRA draws a lot; on it is written ‘Moritura’; she holds it above her head.

  


  
    PRIEST


    Hail, thou most exalted among the stars that never fail...thou shalt never perish. Make her radiant, oh Osiris, who goeth forth among the Shining Ones whose soul is divine.


    [The MAIDENS crowd round SABRA.

  


  
    FIRST MAIDEN


    Oh, Princess Sabra, this shall never be.

  


  
    SECOND MAIDEN


    Unjust and cruel fate, alas! alas!

  


  
    ANOTHER


    Will no man save her from this dreadful doom?

  


  
    SABRA


    Mourn not; the lot has fallen on one


    Who does not fear.

  


  SONG


  
    The lot has fallen on her,


    The True and the Brave.


    She is pale but she does not stir;


    There is none to save.


    She is strong, she doth not cry


    Against the terrible doom,


    She will not yield or fly,


    But she sighed like one who has lost her way in the gloom.


    Hermes, be thou her guide who has lost her way in the gloom.

  


  
    She who is wise and fair,


    Sabra the Princess stands


    Feeling the dear lost air


    On her face and her hands,


    Knowing her sorrowful eyes


    Shall behold no more


    The blue and the golden skies


    And the great green boughs of the oak and the broad-leaved sycamore.


    Hermes, be thou her guide on the dim mysterious shore.

  


  
    Sabra, thou goest thy ways


    Full of courage and truth,


    Hid from the sorrowful gaze


    Of our rainbow-lit youth.


    Thee there is none to greet


    In the homes of the dead;


    We hear the sound of thy feet,


    But we shrink from the terrible path that thy spirit must tread.


    Osiris, be thou her guide in the bitter world of the dead.

  


  
    ALL (with lifted arms)


    Hail, Osiris, we are thy children.

  


  
    KING (kneeling before the Shrine of Osiris)


    I have come, I have brought unto thee the land of the South, I have united unto thee the land of the North.

  


  
    ALL


    I have come, I have brought unto thee cool water from Abu wherewith thou mayest refresh thy heart.

  


  
    PRIESTESS (kneeling)


    I have come, I have brought unto thee herbs of every kind.

  


  
    ALL


    I have come, I have made thee cakes in the City of the Red Barley.


    I have come, I have made thee ale in the City of the White Grain.


    I have come, I have ploughed for thee wheat and barley in Sekhet Aaru.

  


  
    KING


    I have come, I have reaped it for thee therein.

  


  
    ALL


    I have come, I have glorified thee.

  


  
    SABRA


    I have come, I have given to thee thine eyes; behold all our sorrows who follow right and truth.

  


  
    FIRST MAIDEN (kneeling)


    I have come, I have given to thee thy power.

  


  
    SECOND MAIDEN (kneeling)


    I have come, I have given to thee thy terror.

  


  
    THIRD MAIDEN (kneeling)


    I have come, I have given to thee thy victory.

  


  
    SABRA (kneeling)


    I have come, I have given to thee my soul.

  


  
    ALL (kneeling)


    Hail, Osiris, we are thy children.

  


  
    PRIESTESS OF ISIS


    Send forth thy light upon her, oh Soul Unknown, for she is one of those who are about to enter into the hidden way, and the divine speech is in her ears.

  


  
    ALL


    Make thy roads glad for her and make broad thy paths, oh Osiris.

  


  
    PRIEST


    Hail, Thou who shinest from the Moon. Hail, Thou who shinest from the Moon. Grant that she who shall be Osiris Sabra may come forth among those multitudes which are outside and let her be established as a dweller in the heavens and let the underworld be open to her. And behold Osiris, Osiris Sabra shall come forth by day to do whatsoever she pleaseth among the living ones.

  


  
    ALL (with lifted arms)


    Hail, Osiris, we are thy children.

  


  
    PRIEST


    Oh ye who are dwellers in light, grant that Osiris Sabra shall shine in the darkness.

  


  
    PRIESTESS


    May the company of the Gods who hide Osiris grant that Osiris Sabra shall sit upon the throne which she loveth.

  


  
    PRIEST


    May the Nine watchers grant that Osiris may awake and never be destroyed.

  


  
    PRIESTESS


    May the Gods who dwell in the land of Tuat grant justice unto Osiris Sabra in the Hall of Truth.

  


  SONG


  
    Let her go down to the underworld with a smile in her desolate eyes,


    The sister of all the noble of heart and the comrade of the wise.

  


  
    For she whom Osiris calls shall not sigh, by her not a tear shall be shed;


    With a sword in her hand and a radiant will she shall go down to the dead.

  


  
    Face to face with the Hidden One in the underworld she shall stand,


    And she who dies a pitiless death shall gain pity for all the land.

  


  
    Osiris, Lord of the Shadows of night and the sands of the days that have run,


    One of us gazes her last on the blue of the sky and the cheerful sun.


    [During the song the procession is reformed, and they all go out singing.


    •

  


  ACT III


  
    In the wood near the Shrine of Isis. The PRIESTESS stands at the door of her hut. The PRINCESS SABRA is bound to the tree on the left, her arms high above her head. On her head is a wreath of roses. She seems in a sort of trance. A great sword lies on the ground at her feet. ST. GEORGE comes in.

  


  
    ST. GEORGE


    I have found her at last. Yes, this is she,


    My sorrowful Princess.


    [SABRA opens her eyes slowly and heavily.

  


  
    SABRA


    Oh come not here


    Or speak, for I am as one already dead.

  


  
    ST. GEORGE


    Are not the dead my comrades?...

  


  
    SABRA


    Whence art thou


    Who speakest lightly of the dead?

  


  
    ST. GEORGE


    I am come


    From a far distant land that I may find


    A sorrowful and very pale princess


    Whose destiny is written in the stars


    Bound up with all the sorrows of the world.

  


  
    SABRA


    Behold, I am she whom thou seekest. How can the dead help the living?

  


  
    ST. GEORGE


    I would do


    A deed beyond the power of living men,


    And without thee I perish...I would slay


    The evil monster that lays waste the land.

  


  
    SABRA


    Now doth my soul that moved in alien deeps


    Feel the world’s sunlight flashing on her wings—


    I who have roamed through the dark underworld


    Have brought back to the daylight with much toil


    A magic sword to slay the evil snake.


    My sorrow knocked against the closèd heart


    Of the Hidden One, Lord of Life and Death,


    Osiris, I have seen him face to face


    In the dark innermost abyss, the Hall


    Of Right and Truth...

  


  
    ST. GEORGE (kneeling)


    Ah, Lady, shall I cut


    These cruel bonds?

  


  
    SABRA


    Nay, for no sword


    Can cut the bonds that bind my captive soul


    Unto this enterprise.

  


  
    ST. GEORGE


    Oh, Sorrowful One,


    Be with me in the battle, for I go


    As one blindfolded, but to do a deed


    That is thy dream...

  


  
    SABRA


    My strife is with strange foes,


    To wrest the victory from the ruthless hands


    Of unseen powers...Take thou the sword; go down


    To the River’s edge under the sycamores;


    There shalt thou find the monster, slay him there;


    I see the white Nile redden with his blood—


    Thou shalt deliver the land...


    Farewell, farewell...


    [She relapses into a trance. ST. GEORGE takes the sword and rises to his feet.

  


  
    ST. GEORGE


    A sorrowful and very pale princess


    Whose destiny is written in the stars,


    Bound up with all the sorrows of the world,


    And dead, yea dead as she had never lived,


    For a few moments speaking strange wise words;


    Yet will I do thy will, Princess...


    Farewell...


    [ST. GEORGE goes out. One by one and very slowly the MAIDENS pass by singing.


    SONG


    Under the Sacred Bough


    Does the Princess Sabra stand,


    There is none shall save her now


    Who was first in the land.


    Behold, with a gentle tread


    Through the valley of tears we pass,


    Where the shadow of her who is dead


    Grows longer towards the darkness, and waves and fails on the grass...


    Alas for the Lonely One and the Shadow that fails on the grass.

  


  
    Isis, thou Queen of the Wood,


    And Osiris who dwells apart


    In the Hall of Right and Good,


    Ye have measured her heart,


    And behold in her shining form


    She shall come forth from the gloom


    Out of the cloud and the storm;


    Her spirit shall grow divine in the pitiless whirlwind of doom,


    Lo, her soul shall never rest in the dark and sorrowful tomb.


    [CLEANTHES comes in and goes up to SABRA.

  


  
    CLEANTHES


    Sabra, beautiful Sabra, I have come


    To bring thee freedom...to cut these cruel bonds...


    Oh come with me, together we will go


    Over the blue sunlighted happy seas


    To the far land of Greece that is my home,


    There will we dwell amongst the olive trees


    And vineyards with a cheerful company


    Of those who laugh and labour in green fields,


    And dream no evil dreams but sing glad songs


    At dawn and sunset and lay in great stores


    Of wine and oil through golden harvest hours...


    Why dost thou not answer me?...


    Dreamest thou


    The gods will punish us?...an idle dream,


    The threat of cowardly priests...the gods love most


    Those who do most defy them...


    Gracious one,


    Sabra, beloved...dost thou hear?... awake,


    Arise, fear nothing, thou art free...


    [He cuts the bonds; SABRA sways heavily and falls forward into his arms. He lays her gradually and gently on the ground, and kneels beside her, leaning over her. The PRIESTESS OF ISIS comes out of her hut.


    Alas, alas, Sabra, my beautiful Sabra, what is this?...


    Together we will brave the utmost wrath


    Of dark Osiris...faint not, beloved... speak...


    Nay, look at me...

  


  
    PRIESTESS OF ISIS


    Fret not her soul, Cleanthes, who has gone


    To dwell awhile under the sacred palms


    Of the goddess Hathor...

  


  
    CLEANTHES


    Oh she is dead ...

  


  
    PRIESTESS


    Mourn not for her who has passed the Inner Gate


    Of Knowledge. What knowest thou of life or death?

  


  
    CLEANTHES (furiously to the PRIESTESS)


    I know she is dead and gone from my sight...


    Murdered by these black hosts of cruel gods


    And cowardly men,—shame on your mysteries!

  


  
    PRIESTESS


    She has gone forth among the Shining Ones.

  


  
    CLEANTHES


    Oh, mock me not with these most empty tales...

  


  
    PRIESTESS


    Barbarian, dweller amongst noisy courts


    Of foolish kings, what dost thou know of her


    Who wanders freely in the underworld,


    Who has seen Isis in the lonely wood.

  


  
    CLEANTHES


    Old woman, thou who didst not cut her bonds,


    But watched her die with unrelenting eyes,


    Little it were to me with this sharp sword


    To send thee forth unto thy cruel gods


    To carry all my hatred to the throne


    Of black Osiris.

  


  
    PRIESTESS


    Wilt thou, who dost fear


    To slay the Dragon, brave the divine wrath


    Of great Osiris?...

  


  
    CLEANTHES


    Him I do not fear,


    Yet will not slay thee, who perchance dost know


    Her hiding place in the dark underworld...(he turns to SABRA)


    Well does she keep her secret; all in vain


    I gaze upon her white mysterious brow


    And closely lidded eyes...


    Do thou, black witch,


    Gaze in thy magic glass and tell me now


    What doeth my beloved...where is she?...


    Read thou her secret if thou canst.


    [The PRIESTESS gazes for a few moments silently into the magic mirror.

  


  
    PRIESTESS


    I see


    The glitter of the Princess’ golden hair


    Outshine the glory of the Sektet boat,


    The golden boat of Ra. I see her stand


    Far in the deeps among the secret ones.


    She has knocked at the heart of the great Hidden God


    Osiris...Amongst the pale bloodstained reeds


    Lies the Snake, all his evil being fills


    The holy air of evening with foul flames,


    And there is one would slay him, in his hand


    Flashes the magic sword, and at his side


    Radiant the Princess stands in silver light...


    He drinks in all the fire of her fierce will


    Who sways the conflict at the water’s edge...


    Behold, she has gone forth by day amongst


    The living ones...Now is the battle terrible;


    The Dragon rises reeking from the slime,


    The evil power unfolds its coilèd might,


    In vain doth the dread snake hiss forth great breaths


    Of venomous flame; the waters of the Nile


    Are red with blood...the battle sways...


    No foulest poison from the uttermost pit


    Can blast the hero’s life...stroke follows stroke—


    Oh joy, this is the end of all our woe!


    The vision of the Princess vanishes....


    St. George has slain the Dragon....


    [A great shout is heard in the distance. SABRA moves and opens her eyes.

  


  
    SABRA


    I saw the white Nile reddened with the blood


    Of the dead Dragon.

  


  
    CLEANTHES


    Sabra!

  


  
    PRIESTESS


    Oh, speak not thou to her awhile—


    She is still as one dead.

  


  
    CLEANTHES


    Nay, she lives, she lives....


    Sabra, dost thou remember?—it is I,


    Cleanthes, whom thou lovest....

  


  
    SABRA (dreamily)


    Was it thou


    Who slew the Dragon...nay, a stranger, one


    Who came from a far country. I would rest


    A little while, remembering...what I may...

  


  
    CLEANTHES


    Her soul still wanders in the corridors


    And hidden Halls of Mystery and Truth.

  


  
    SABRA


    Was it thou who cut my bonds, defying thus


    The gods who hold the scales of life and death....

  


  
    CLEANTHES


    Yea, dearer art thou to me than life or death


    Or treacherous Osiris, or the dreams


    Of foolish men who fear all unseen things.

  


  
    SABRA (raising herself slowly)


    Cleanthes, this is a strange deed of thine,


    Thou who didst fear that venomous snake,


    Yet didst not dread the Powers of the Air,


    The immortal gods thronèd in light and truth.

  


  
    CLEANTHES


    The snake slays all men, but the gods hate most


    The man who fears them, doubtless him they love


    Who fronts them with a fierce unshrinking will,


    Nor kneels abashed before their mysteries.

  


  
    SABRA (springing to her feet)


    Thou art as I am, little before men,


    Yet great with the great gods....Thus thou and I,


    Cleanthes, trembling much in this dark world,


    Shall be the comrades of the morning star,


    And of that fair and secret Company


    Who fear not the veiled faces at the gate,


    Knowing the hidden light of Amen Ra.


    [The country people and MAIDENS come in.

  


  CHANT


  
    PRIESTESS


    Joy that the deed is done,


    The evil thing is dead;


    Princess, in the light of the sun,


    Lift up thy drooping head.


    Oh, holy one, low at thy feet


    Do we kneel, do we kneel,


    For thy life was joyful and sweet,


    Yet thou didst not shrink from the cold embrace of the terrible steel.


    Behold, thou wert brave to endure the cold kiss of the steel.

  


  
    Under the sycamore trees,


    In the silver twilight cool,


    The Dragon lay at his ease


    By a deep and silent pool.


    To Osiris, Lord of the flame,


    Vainly the stricken ones prayed


    Till unto the battle came


    St. George, and the pale one, the Princess, the wonderful maid,


    She who dwelt in the valley of tears, pale Sabra the Wonderful Maid.


    [ST. GEORGE comes in.

  


  
    ALL


    Hail...Hail...Hail....

  


  
    PRIESTESS


    King, this is he who slew


    That evil one abhorred,


    He clove the hard scales through


    With a stroke of the sword.


    The Dragon of venomous breath


    Lies on the bulrushes slain,


    Out of the terror of death


    The people of Egypt, the mourners have come forth again;


    The Princess of Egypt, the Brave One, has come forth again....


    [ST. GEORGE goes straight across the stage and kneels before SABRA.

  


  
    ST. GEORGE


    Oh mystery, Oh hidden life and will.


    Thou livest, Oh Princess, yet did I see


    Thy shining form among the long pale reeds


    By the River...thou wert dead...thou wert dead...


    And now thou livest, yet didst thou not stand


    Among the wind-blown rushes....Mystery


    Of Mysteries...Art thou alive or dead?...

  


  
    SABRA


    I have entered into the Temple of Osiris, and I have arrayed myself in the apparel of him that is therein. I have seen the hidden things that are therein, and I have come forth by day amongst the living ones.

  


  
    KING


    St. George of Cappadocia, thou great prince,


    Thou who hast slain the monster, for this deed


    Ask of me what thou wilt.

  


  
    PRIEST


    The country people hail thee with great shouts


    As their deliverer.

  


  
    PRIESTESS


    Lo, thou hast saved the land.

  


  
    SABRA


    Yea, stay thou here and rest a little while.

  


  
    KING


    Together will we make great festival


    For many happy days, and afterwards


    Ask what thou wilt, our very lives are thine.

  


  
    ST. GEORGE


    I may not dwell or feast with any man,


    I am the world’s star-guided wanderer,


    Good friends, I go on a long pilgrimage,


    I am under a vow...I dare not rest.

  


  
    KING


    At least then let me cheer thee on thy way


    With a king’s gift of mother-of-emerald.

  


  
    ST. GEORGE


    I follow Him who wore a crown of thorns,


    Therefore I ask for no gifts, but one rose


    From the red crown of this deep mystery


    Of grief, oh sorrowful and pale Princess


    Whose destiny is written in the stars


    Bound up with all the sorrows of the world,


    One red rose for remembrance of this hour


    Ere I go forth on my long pilgrimage


    Through unknown seas to a far sunset land.

  


  
    SABRA


    Take thou the symbol of this mystery


    From Egypt to that kingdom in the west,


    And on the rough road of thy pilgrimage


    May fair amid all brave adventures shine


    The Red Rose of St. George.


    [SABRA takes a rose out of her wreath and gives it to ST. GEORGE, who goes out in silence. The procession is formed in front of the Shrine of Isis. During the first verse of the song all kneel except the PRIESTESS, who stands by the shrine.

  


  SONG


  
    Oh Mother Isis, in the forest green


    We knelt to thee with weeping and sharp sighs,


    And thou didst flash on us thy light unseen


    From the cold shadow of close-veilèd eyes.


    All we to Isis kneel,


    Who doth the secret of the world reveal.

  


  
    Oh gentle goddess of this lonely glade,


    To her who still the road of dreams doth tread,


    Yet down the dark ways wandered unafraid,


    Grant all the hidden wisdom of the dead.


    May she, the Shining One,


    Dwell in the glory of the Wingèd Sun.

  


  
    Oh Thou of many dreams and sufferings,


    Princess of Egypt lost in the world’s gloom,


    Pale pilgrim to the Temple of Dark Wings,


    Thy star shines clear beyond the clouds of doom....


    Princess, be thou our guide


    Through the far underworld so dim and wide.


    [All go out singing except the PRIESTESS, who waits till the end and then prostrates herself before the shrine and goes out alone on the other side of the stage.


    •
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    “The agate lamp within thy hand,


    Ah! Psyche, from those regions which


    Are holy land.”


    E. A. POE.

  


  
    

    


    C’est un phare allumé sur mille citadelles,


    Un appel de chasseurs perdus dans les grands bois.


    BAUDELAIRE
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  [How is it doomed to end?]


  
    How is it doomed to end?


    Shall I, when I come again,


    Watch the old sun in a new eclipse,


    Breathe the same air with different lips,


    Think the same thoughts with a different brain,


    With a new heart love the same old friend?

  


  
    How shall I hold the thread?—


    The brittle thread of the past,


    On through the terrible maze—


    The labyrinth of lost days—


    A pilgrim through tireless centuries vast,


    Where one dreams with the living and sleeps with the dead?

  


  
    What is there that will not change


    That I can recognise?


    The sun, and the wind, and the April rain,


    And the wild sea’s shining plain—


    The ancient joy in the world’s young eyes—


    The blue hills’ dim eternal range?

  


  
    Ah! there are other things


    That shall not fade—


    The painter’s dream, the poet’s thought,


    The calm-browed Muse in marble wrought—


    Pan’s pipes out of dry reeds at twilight made—


    And Orpheus’ lute, and Nike’s wind-blown wings.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  LEONARDO DA VINCI


  
    He in his deepest mind


    That inner harmony divined


    That lit the soul of John,


    And in the glad eyes shone


    Of Dionysos, and dwelt


    Where Angel Gabriel knelt


    Under the dark cypress spires;


    And thrilled with flameless fires


    Of Secret Wisdom’s rays


    The Giaconda’s smiling gaze;


    Curving with delicate care


    The pearls in Beatrice d’Esté‘s hair;


    Hiding behind the veil


    Of eyelids long and pale,


    In the strange gentle vision dim


    Of the unknown Christ who smiled on him.


    His was no vain dream


    Of the things that seem,


    Of date and name.


    He overcame


    The Outer False with the Inner True,


    And overthrew


    The empty show and thin deceits of sex,


    Pale nightmares of this barren world that vex


    The soul of man, shaken by every breeze


    Too faint to stir the silver olive trees


    Or lift the Dryad’s smallest straying tress


    Frozen in her clear marble loveliness.


    He, in curved lips and smiling eyes,


    Hid the last secret’s faint surprise


    Of one who dies in fear and pain


    And lives and knows herself again.


    He, in his dreaming under the sun,


    Saw change and the Unchanging One,


    And built in grottos blue a shrine


    To hold Reality Divine.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  SANO DI PIETRO

  

  (SIENA)


  
    Floating in pale-rose waves the sun has set,


    Slowly on silver feet doth twilight glide


    Among the hills, flooding with violet


    Those marble mountains where the gods abide.


    Here Sano’s lingering dim Madonnas hold


    The sky and all its stars and mysteries,


    In their strange robes of shadowy blue and gold.


    Here voices haunt the twisted olive trees


    With magic whispers of a far-off goal,


    Where fortune finds, beyond her turning wheel,


    All light and colour in the radiant soul.


    Here with the sunset’s all-enfolding dream


    Harsh lines and broken curves do blend and cease.


    Lo the hoar olives on the mountains gleam—


    The hills grow pale with that white dream of peace.


    Ah, let no sob of pain, nor bitter cry,


    The fragile robe of beauty rend or soil!


    Slay not the smallest creature doomed to die,


    The fruit of million weary years of toil.


    Here, in this little city on the height,


    Hatred and sorrow into shadow blend,


    Deep in rose marble sinks the evening light,


    And all things come to beauty at the end.


    Of days to come, here might one dream awhile—


    How men were gentle and had ceased to kill,


    How Sano dead such years ago would smile,


    To find the world grown lovely with goodwill.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  RODIN’S CARYATIDES


  
    Poor weary mortal crushed beneath the weight


    Of the harsh stone, with muscles strained and tense,


    And limbs all wrenched and torn and dislocate,


    Writhing beneath the stony load immense.

  


  
    Thine is the strife and struggle of our age,


    On heavy labour and hard toil intent,


    The fury of fierce dreams and blinding rage,


    Thou art of all weak souls the monument.

  


  
    Ah, let us go to where glad peace divine,


    On many an ancient sun-warmed marble gleams,


    The sorrow of all pitiful deeds is thine—


    Our deeds that are not sisters to our dreams.

  


  
    From thee we turn to those divinely fair


    And marble-soulèd Caryatides,


    Who bore great walls like garlands in their hair,


    And smiled beneath the carven temple-frieze.

  


  
    Oh, long ago, in lost Hellenic hours,


    That heavy burden did but lightly press


    On the calm patient brows of austere powers,


    Terrible in their unmoved loveliness.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  “ADORATION OF THE SHEPHERDS”

  

  (BY DOMENICO GHIRLANDAJO)


  
    The pale Madonna, radiant and serene,


    Smiles the long summer hours in peace away,


    Where the child lies on the bird-haunted green,


    Nor heeds the patient folk who come to pray.

  


  
    So this was Ghirlandajo, eager-eyed,


    Who had not seen the hidden light in vain,


    With those sad shepherds from the far hillside


    He, sleepless, under the white stars had lain.

  


  
    And he who smiles as he gives thanks to God,


    With humble gaze serene and kindly just,


    He then was that Magnificent who trod


    The liberties of Florence in the dust.

  


  
    Nay, no dark soul of proud and evil mind


    Was he who round the stiff lamb folds his arm,


    A gentle labourer, most wise and kind,


    No tyrant ever knew his gracious calm.

  


  
    And he had listened to the Thracian’s song,


    And seen the grey light of Athene’s eyes;


    And for his joy the gracious white-limbed throng


    Of laughing nymphs did from the marble rise.

  


  
    The little golden daisies, silver-rayed,


    Were dear to him as the great golden sun,


    And he who bent before the Holy Maid


    Saw in the Many glimpses of the One.

  


  
    Thus be it said of him: Here was a man


    Whose faith in God was very deep and wide,


    Yet did he keep a little shrine for Pan,


    And wise Athene by his heart’s wayside.

  


  
    The friend of all things lovely and sincere,


    This pale Madonna kneeling on her knees


    Dwelt in his heart’s deep twilight silver-clear,


    Where white gods gleamed among the olive trees.

  


  
    And all the shining forms of joy and grief,


    And every broken dream of truth divine,


    Were to his soul the reapèd golden sheaf


    And garnered treasure of the Eternal Shrine.

  


  
    Yea, this was rather one who comraded


    With Plato, one who loved all visions fair;


    The shepherd who the angels’ warning read—


    Peace upon earth and beauty everywhere.

  


  
    The pale Madonna, lost to mortal things,


    Still through the long-drawn silence kneels to pray,


    Meanwhile the grand procession of the Kings


    Comes glittering down the winding mountain way.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  DAVID

  

  IN THE BARGELLO


  
    This was the shepherd boy who slung the stone


    And killed the giant; sunshine and the wind


    Had given his harp so clear and strange a tone


    That all the world forgave him when he sinned.

  


  
    The gently formed and stately Greek who stood


    On the Piazza, throned in classic pride,


    Was not the boy who roamed through field and wood,


    Fighting and singing on the bright hillside.

  


  
    Swift on the mountains, swift to save or slay;


    Eager and passionate, and lithe of form;


    Fighting and singing, pausing but to pray


    Unto his God of music and of storm.

  


  
    The bare hillside and sharp rocks castellate


    Rang with the clanging of his restless bow;


    Where, in the dawn of the world’s love and hate,


    He found and would not slay his sleeping foe.

  


  
    No sorrowful shadow of the evil years


    Falls on this boy’s face of the wood and wild;


    Vanished are rage and lust and passionate tears;


    The king is dead, immortal stands the child.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE DAWN

  

  (MICHELANGELO)


  
    Not as Aurora of the smiling eyes


    And rosy fingers doth this dawn awake;


    Neither, like Aphrodite, doth she rise


    From the bright waves, all silver for her sake.


    Rather is she the Image in the Soul,


    The beautiful young dawn of all things fair,


    Who wakes in a dark world of gloom and dole,


    Wrapped in the marble coldness of despair.


    Thou sorrowful Dawn invincible, alone,


    Pale sleeper, from thy long rest turn aside;


    Four hundred years of slumber hast thou known;


    Long broken is that Florentine’s fierce pride


    That held thee tranced through years of storm and stress;


    Oh, buried in the marble calm and cold,


    Wake thou, the world is full of heaviness,


    And men have need of beauty, as of old.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  ANGELS OF THE INCARNATION

  

  (BOTTICELLI)


  
    These are those brows no life or death has marred—


    The wistful eyes and wingèd forms that guard


    The fortress of our thoughts, too dim and frail


    To hide from us the shadowy faces pale


    Mourning outside the cloudy-pillared gate,


    To some mysterious sorrow consecrate.


    Sad angel faces that the Florentine


    Made wistful with strange longing more divine


    Than any ghastly arrow-ridden saint,


    Or God Himself (whom Angelo did paint


    High, in the Sistine, which may God forgive)


    Who shews Himself in swift gleams fugitive,


    And dwelling in the world’s deep heart unseen,


    Shines through the thin veil of the spring’s young green,


    And the breaking wave, and the shadowy wind,


    And the opal dream in the painter’s mind.


    These Angels in their pale arrested flight,


    Flooding with rays of a mysterious light


    The lilies in the twilight garden cool


    And great stars shining in a little pool,—


    Ah shadowy angels, ye are they that weep


    Beside the waters flowing still and deep


    Above our dreams, hiding, since time began,


    God’s sunken image in the soul of man.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  ATHENE (RESTORED)


  
    Hers is the patient waiting of the wise


    Who beareth all things, e’en the clownish fist


    Of lumpy restorations that disguise


    The delicate clear carving of the wrist.

  


  
    Yet o’er her form that vacuous face, intent


    Its ancient holiness to desecrate,


    Casts not a shadow of disfigurement;


    For beauty is no passive toy of fate.

  


  
    The tireless light of her undaunted dreams,


    Above all littleness of heart and brain,


    Through simple curves and patient carving gleams


    In a white mystery of peace and strain.

  


  
    Athene triumphs, deathless and divine:


    She waits her wisdom’s hour, the end of all.


    The eternal glory of the gracious line


    Flows through the heavens, though the great stars fall.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  SILENZIA

  

  (BERNARDINO LUINI)


  
    Deep buried dreams dwell in her laughing eyes;


    She holds one finger on her lips close pressed:


    Hers are no solemn phrases of the wise;


    Smiling, she hides a secret in her breast.

  


  
    Treasure is hers, she has great joy of it,


    Nor cares that men should count her vain and gay,


    No thought has power her gentle brow to knit


    Or turn her red-gold hair to anxious gray.

  


  
    Hers is no frown on the world’s outer things


    Who in the deeps of silent wisdom knows


    The meaning folded in the wild bird’s wings,


    Wrapped in the curved petals of the rose.

  


  
    The love of all things, in that peace unknown,


    Has wrapped her round through centuries of strife;


    And wisdom slowly into joy has grown:


    An oft-returning guest, she smiles on life.

  


  
    Faithful to earth through crowding ages past,


    Her eyes, grown gentle to the things she sees,


    Shrink not from the deep Quiet and the Vast:


    Her lips are shut on many memories.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE ANNUNCIATION

  

  (LEONARDO DA VINCI)


  
    Through silver twilight, lily-laden, came


    The Angel unto Mary. Everywhere


    Small flowers lit the grass with gleams of flame,


    Between those two, in the pale evening air.

  


  
    It was the gentle hour of violet light,


    The Angel smiled and sank upon his knees;


    Darkly athwart the marble terrace white


    Fell the chill shadow of the cypress trees.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  ANGELS OF THE PASSION

  

  (BOTTICELLI)


  
    Are not these they, who, since the world uprose,


    Out of the darkness haunt man’s desolate fate,


    Who knows not whence he comes or where he goes,


    Or if he is the child of love or hate?

  


  
    Their tirèd eyes and pitiful faces pale,


    With wistful passion and long weeping spent,


    Keep watch about our sorrows, and avail


    To throng with mysteries the steep ascent.

  


  
    The riddle of the ancient world looks out


    Of their strange faces; sighing do they spoil


    Man’s triumphs with the shadow of their doubt,


    And gently bring to nought his passionate toil.

  


  
    Ah pitiful angels, since the world began,


    And from the rock flowed forth time’s bitter stream,


    You have brought sorrow to the soul of man,


    Knowing his purpose other than his dream.

  


  
    You hold the harsh nails and the crown of thorns


    In trembling hands, waiting with patient eyes,


    Through the long waste of many-coloured morns,


    The white dawn of the eternal truth’s sun-rise.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE EVERLASTING HERETIC

  

  (A WOUNDED AMAZON IN ROME)


  
    In age-long silence patiently she stands,


    Hiding deep in her wounded breast of stone


    The secret of her lifted arms and hands


    Raised by a lost dream to a deed unknown.

  


  
    The world’s first heretic and questioner


    Of the dark instincts, this was her reward—


    Red fire that burned the very heart of her—


    She took the sword and perished by the sword.

  


  
    The wild world went its way, since her harsh breath


    Failed on the air, the wandering soul of man


    Has passed from faith to faith, from death to death


    Seeking through centuries the ultimate Pan.

  


  
    She, through the storm of breaking dreams, wind-built,


    Has seen religions fail and empires fall,


    Whilst through the ages blood in torrents spilt


    Has blurred the secret writing on the wall.

  


  
    She has seen temples burned and faiths recede,


    Catching swift gleams athwart the glare of strife


    Through the torn rift in every world-worn creed,


    Of that brave purpose buried under life.

  


  
    The centuries passing on their way, consigned


    The world that conquered her to dust and fire,


    They are but shadows shut out of her mind:


    Eternal doubter of the world’s desire.

  


  
    Again and yet again, through the long years,


    She hears the confident clear voice of youth


    Unfold the secret of all joys and fears,


    Claiming a captive in the chainless Truth,

  


  
    Who silently eludes the feverish grasp


    And desperate glamour of that fierce embrace;


    For the sad soul of man outgrows his grasp,


    And dreams but soothe him for a little space.

  


  
    Oh, secret of the world and far-off goal


    Of that long road that life’s first pilgrim trod,


    Most dear art thou unto the rebel soul,


    Herself grown lovelier than her dream-built God.

  


  
    Surely we dream, this calm-browed Amazon,


    Whose will was like a great stream at the flood,


    In whose fierce eyes the light of battle shone—


    Shaker of iron laws, shedder of blood—

  


  
    She whose hard deeds and gentle thoughts once braved


    The swords of men, and all the world’s dark powers—


    Now on her marble brow holds deep engraved


    The secret of a nobler will than ours.

  


  
    Her soul aloof from our wild wayfaring,


    No more the bitter pilgrim of a day,


    Has found the goal of every swallow’s wing,


    Her marble peace smiles on our broken clay.

  


  
    Thus doth the harsh defeated beauty, spent


    In the lost battle, all sweet dreams outshine—


    Soul of the white force and the sheer ascent,


    Wounded, implacably at peace, divine.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE FISHERMEN

  

  (BY HOLMAN HUNT)


  
    Though they live in a fairy land


    Homely people are they,


    Dragging their nets o’er the sand


    Of the opal and luminous bay.


    There are prizes and honours to win


    In the world as of old,


    And they watch for a silver fin


    In a sea of gold.


    Those who read the signs of the skies


    Make haste to crowd on sail


    And all men born who are wise


    Get home before the gale.


    This is the world’s desire—


    This is the fisherman’s goal—


    The lamp and the cottage fire,


    And shelter and ease of soul.


    Ah, but the voice in the wind


    The call of the glittering wave?


    Better an easy mind,


    Long life, and a grassy grave!


    Thus the sunset glory in vain


    Rose flashes over the bay:


    To the village safe in the plain


    Unmoved they take their way.


    Alas these fishermen so blind


    May that wise God forgive,


    Who hides in dreams from all mankind


    The light by which they live.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  DIVINA COMMEDIA


  
    “In la sua volontade è nostra pace.” — DANTE.

  


  
    These things have passed; no more through twilight hours,


    In that dark Eden of the coloured May,


    On the brown river’s bank among the flowers,


    Countess Mathilda takes her painted way.

  


  
    And little red anemones, and white


    Narcissus seem to dream in vain,


    Of the blue sky and the sun’s gentle light


    And the lost streams of the far Tuscan plain.

  


  
    Now long forgotten is that wood serene


    Where Lethe’s moonless waters onward glide,


    Bending the ragged blades of grass that lean


    Forth from the green bank underneath the tide.

  


  
    Noble Piccarda’s pearly brows divine


    Holding the secret of the world-old rune,


    Like a fair jewel in a carven shrine


    Trouble no more the white ways of the moon.

  


  
    Long mute is Cavalcanti’s broken prayer;


    The smile of Beatrice, to earth denied,


    Shines now no more on Saturn’s golden stair;


    Through no sad town shall Virgil be our guide.

  


  
    Along the dark ravine, in single file,


    Monks of Bologna now no longer tread


    The weary mazes of the dismal aisle,


    Beneath the torment of the cowls of lead.

  


  
    No flaming tomb can smother down the chords


    Of the new music delicately harsh,


    Beyond the glint of crowns, the clash of swords,


    And the lost horror of the blood-stained marsh.

  


  
    For we, men say, have lost our heaven and go


    Along dim valleys shadowed everywhere,


    Far from the hills where, glittering, the white snow


    Yet stabs with cruel knives the sunny air.

  


  
    As Dante’s fierce God, throned in love and light


    Yet pierced the hearts of gentle folk and kind,


    And drove out gracious Virgil from his sight


    And turned to bitterness the sunny wind.

  


  
    We sigh where Dante sang, our hungry eyes


    Grown weary of the angels’ flaming wings,


    Have made a rainbow heaven of tears and sighs,


    And the sea’s voice, and pale and sorrowful things.

  


  
    We sigh where Dante sang—thus have we found


    His poor lost people on that open road,


    That leads through marsh and fire and broken ground


    Unto the ultimate divine abode.

  


  
    Piccarda triumphs in that dream of hers


    That bitter grief and outrage had not slain,


    The secret that the world’s soul shakes and stirs,


    That Dante sought through conquered stars in vain.

  


  
    And Beatrice,—vanished is the shining sphere


    And saints’ high throne above the world apart,


    Yet with us dwells the dream divine and dear


    That folds in beauty every living heart.

  


  
    The heaven time brings us shall not be too strait


    For pale Francesca; only broken bars


    Lie prone where once was hid, by the sad gate,


    “The love that moved the sun and the other stars.”

  


  
    A love grown wide enough for Plato’s dream


    And Homer’s story; not too cramped to hold


    Those pilgrim souls, by Acheron’s sad stream,


    For ever shut out of the barred fold.

  


  
    Death without glory, heaven without wings


    Or angels, bright hopes overthrown,


    We sigh where Dante sang, our wanderings


    Have brought us to the gate of life unknown.

  


  
    No heaven is ours of lights and whirling flame—


    For dying warriors a starlit goal—


    But a lost country called by a new name,


    Deep buried in dim valleys of the soul.

  


  
    A gentle land where the white singing waves


    Move softly under silver twilight skies,


    And life with her fierce wars and dreadful graves


    Seems but a little wind that falling sighs.

  


  
    No painful voice makes pitiful that wind,


    All bitter dreams sleep in the quiet vale


    Where, out of clashing darkness fierce and blind,


    A new dawn glimmers gently, olive-pale.

  


  
    The poet’s laurel and the martyr’s palm


    Wither, the old enchantments fade and cease;


    Yet still the vision of the ancient calm


    Folds, round this weary world, wide wings of peace.

  


  
    And all men passing down beneath the boughs


    Of the dim forest to the magic sea


    Mysterious have felt against their brows


    The buffet of the ancient mystery.

  


  
    A drift of scattered spray, a fallen leaf,


    Bear witness to that strange and unseen wind


    That drives the high tide over shoal and reef


    And lonely beaches of moon-haunted mind.

  


  
    The light that passes, with a sudden thrill,


    The moonlight’s glamour and the twilight’s gleam—


    Waking beyond our world of good and ill


    The sleeping purpose underneath the dream.

  


  
    The ray of cold reality austere,


    Shining beyond the gates of joy or dole,


    That to the eyes of sorrow shall make clear


    The hidden dweller in the darkened soul.

  


  
    For whose sake Dante by the convent door,


    Sure of his golden heaven at close of day,


    When the monk asked what he was seeking for,


    Answered but “Peace” and went upon his way.

  


  
    Shrinking from dreadful creeds of storm and stress


    And dreams of passionate wrath, bitter and blind,


    To seek in his own soul for gentleness


    And find the Divine in a comrade’s mind.

  


  
    As one who knew the inner unseen tide


    Of beauty beating up against the walls


    At evening, breaking down their coloured pride


    When all things are as one, and twilight falls.

  


  
    This was his grief, shut behind iron bars,


    Roaming through darkened rooms in sunless towers—


    His soul yet caught a glamour from the stars


    And knew the dauntless will of the wild flowers.

  


  
    The captive soul of gentleness in him


    Looked out through narrowed windows, passion-blurred;


    Yet through the darkness of his prison dim


    The far faint voices of the rain were heard.

  


  
    With them he trysted outside heaven’s gate


    Who mould the gracious word and carve the stone,


    To thrust aside one moment love and hate


    And gaze into the eyes of the Unknown.

  


  
    For he was one of those sad souls who wrought


    Life into glory, marble into form,


    And carved across the brows of human thought


    The Eternal Beauty’s pale and frozen storm.

  


  
    Now that the sunshine has quenched all his fire


    And time has swept his narrow gates apart,


    We lean across the sundering ages dire


    To greet the dreamer of the pitiless heart,

  


  
    Knowing the Infinite Quiet, pale and vast,


    Floats round his dreams, as the dark tide floats round


    The loud green waves that rise and thunder past


    And sink to rest in silent seas profound.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  LUCIFERA


  
    Oh, tired of many lives and many dooms,


    Breaker of waves and shedder of all tears


    Staggering beneath the weight of the world’s years,


    Builder of cities, hewer out of tombs,


    What though thy torch, amid these ancient glooms,


    Burns dimly in a flicker of hopes and fears,


    Casting pale shadows on the shining spheres


    From that lost verge where giant darkness looms—


    Yet is the secret of all beauty thine,


    Oh, mother of many sorrows! Thou art still


    Witness of peace and the one light divine;


    Shedder of rays, yet the dark secret will


    Of troubled waters in this soul of mine,


    And bright cloud shadows on the blue-lit hill.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  FORM


  
    The buried statue through the marble gleams,


    Praying for freedom, an unwilling guest,


    Yet flooding with the light of her strange dreams


    The hard stone folded round her uncarved breast.

  


  
    Founded in granite, wrapped in serpentine,


    Light of all life and heart of every storm,


    Doth the uncarven image, the Divine,


    Deep in the heart of each man, wait for form.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE INNER EGERIA


  
    Once long ago in this dim wood


    The Wise Nymph of the shining stream


    Before the dreaming Numa stood,


    Her clear voice mingled with his dream.

  


  
    At Rome amongst the ilex glooms


    When all the world waits for the spring,


    And while the early crocus blooms,


    She whispered wise words to the King.

  


  
    Though Rome be far as Nineveh


    From the dark road my feet must tread,


    Yet do I meet her every day—


    Salt on my cheek her tears are shed.

  


  
    Nymph of the stream of life, she hides


    In that small sacred wood apart,


    Where the enchanted king abides


    And the first flowers bloom in my heart.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE DEATH OF ORPHEUS


  
    One was the undivided Holy Light


    When those wild wills found Orpheus on the plain,


    And tore apart the rhythmic limbs and white,


    Thus was the music of the whole world slain,


    Thus was the deed of devastation done


    And broken rays split from the wingèd sun.

  


  
    Soft music lingers through sea-scented days


    And songs can harden coward hearts to war,


    And streams with sweet sounds fill the wild wood ways


    And the waves chant on every broken shore;


    But the lost music’s secret strain and thrill


    Shall break no more the heart of each green hill.

  


  
    The west wind rustles through green leaves and brown;


    The white clouds sail along the chanting breeze;


    On the glad grass the rain comes singing down,


    Piercing through green boughs of unbending trees;


    And all these singers mourn the great dream fled,


    The music of the world broken and dead.

  


  
    Now do swift gleams and shining circles float


    In each bright stream that glitters on the wind;


    And ever and anon a sudden note,


    Harsh in the singing, brings the dead to mind.


    Lost rhythms sigh in every wind that blows,


    And sleep in the curved petals of the rose.

  


  
    Yea, at the twilight hour when white waves break


    On silver shores under the rose-lit blue,


    The world is hushed awhile for Orpheus’ sake,


    And the lost music of the Wise and True


    Her rainbow arch across the silence flings,


    And to the sun gives pale translucent wings.

  


  
    Faithful are all things to that Holy One;


    There is no traitor under the blue skies.


    Beyond all golden dreams and deeds once done


    The memory of the Eternal Beauty lies,


    And buried deep beneath the grass and fern


    The fires of the Eternal Beauty burn.

  


  
    Thou who didst lift the mountain from the vale


    With song, and drag the red rose from her root,


    And o’er the secret herbs and stones prevail,


    Amongst the hemlock lies thy broken lute;


    Nor shall the echoes of that singing cease,


    Nor any tree, nor wind, nor wave, have peace.

  


  
    Children of Dionysos, ye were strong


    To shatter all the tense strings of the lyre,


    To break the fierce line of the embattled song,


    To wreck the boat that held the Eternal Fire:


    For the one Light ye gave us many gleams,


    For the one Dream a host of shining dreams.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE IMMORTAL SOUL


  
    Pure gold did Nero’s palace shine,


    O’er mighty ships the Eagles soared,


    Lord of the world was Constantine,


    Of a lost dream was Julian lord.

  


  
    The eagles passed on blood-stained wings,


    Blurred is the broken marble’s pride,


    Yet fair amongst immortal things


    Did that rejected dream abide.

  


  
    The golden house has passed away,


    And sunk is every fierce trireme;


    The conquered dreamer men could slay,


    No man could conquer the proud dream.

  


  
    The trumpets, mute for many days,


    Call forth no more the embattled host;


    And Cæsar, in his crown of bays,


    Is but a weak and wandering ghost.

  


  
    Yet amongst columns overthrown


    Of the white vestal temple fair,


    A Pilgrim from the far unknown


    Breathes here once more the golden air.

  


  
    Once more in Rome she takes her rest


    Holding from the great life outcast,


    Safe in a little human breast,


    The august secret of the past.

  


  
    Into her hands in ages gone


    The great dreams of the spirit fell—


    From life to life she hands them on


    Inviolate, invincible.

  


  
    No great thought crumbles with the hours,


    No dreams decay, no gods grow old.


    Though broken are the temple towers,


    Shall not our hearts those shrines enfold?

  


  
    We look at life with our new eyes,


    The ancient spirit in us stirs,


    Piercing the flimsy fresh disguise


    Wrapped round that secret past of hers.

  


  
    Each Soul holds all the oracles—


    In a few years, to every man


    Who hears her gentle voice, she tells


    Life’s mysteries since time began.

  


  
    Like a child playing in the grass


    On through the wind-blown sunny hours,


    The patient ages as they pass


    But fill her lap with fallen flowers.

  


  
    The golden asphodel that shone


    Beyond dim Hades’ gate of glooms;


    Great dreams of Tyre and Babylon,


    And pale Egyptian lotus blooms;

  


  
    Green laurels from the victor’s car;


    Deep Syrian roses, white and red;


    And that pale scented Eastern star,


    The jasmine flower that crowns the dead.

  


  
    All these are hers, who, weeping strange,


    Deep in the heart of hearts abides,


    And all the woes of time and change


    Beneath our joys and sorrows hides.

  


  
    Glad is she through the centuries


    With each new morning’s golden air,


    Beneath all beauty she is wise,


    Beyond all wisdom she is fair.

  


  
    Once in the brave lost dawn of time


    She watched, with an exultant thrill,


    The crownèd victor’s chariot climb


    In triumph the steep sacred hill.

  


  
    Now the low wail of death and grief


    She hears in every trumpet call;


    She shudders, at the falling leaf,


    Who saw Troy burn and Carthage fall.

  


  
    To her the conqueror’s battle-cry


    Is as a doomed army’s moan,


    She has seen thousands fail and die—


    Alas, the soul grows wise alone.

  


  
    Veiled watcher in the deeps unseen,


    Thou ancient childlike soul of mine,


    Life after life hast thou not been


    The priestess of a crumbling shrine?

  


  
    As vestals in a city marred


    By war and famine, change and fate,


    Through the long centuries could guard


    The dreams of Rome inviolate:

  


  
    So has she held in her long trust


    The wisdom and the fire of earth;


    She stands between us and the dust,


    From death to death, from birth to birth.

  


  
    And ever, through sunshine and cloud,


    She guards the ancient holy flame,


    And shares with all things fair and proud


    Her radiant secret whence she came.

  


  
    Hers are the dreams that once were Rome’s,


    No light nor flame shall she forget,


    Deep in her secret catacombs


    The Lord Christ’s footsteps linger yet.

  


  
    Older than Rome, through ages dark


    She knew swift smiles and bitter tears,


    And heard the singing of the lark


    Self-conscious through ten thousand years.

  


  
    Strong with a strange transfigured youth


    The ages cannot break her wings,


    She is the witness of the truth,


    The guardian of immortal things.

  


  
    Scant new light on her path is shed


    She follows where the dreamers trod,


    Behind the banners of the dead


    Unto the temple of the God.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE MAN WHO WOULD REMEMBER


  
    “All of them marched into the plain of Lethe amidst dreadful heat and scorching. … When night came on they encamped beside the river Amalete whose waters no vessel contains. Of this water all of them must drink … and he who from time to time drinks forgets everything.”— PLATO.

  


  
    Parchèd and thirsty on the river bank,


    In that pale meadow of the long since dead,


    Amongst the waving poppy blooms he sank,


    Deep in long grasses laid his weary head.

  


  
    Here the dead passed, a pale and changing throng,


    The king, the priest, the fighter and the knave,


    The wronger and the sufferer of wrong,


    The true, the false, the coward and the brave.

  


  
    And many lingered by the sighing stream


    And wept a little while ere they could part


    With the sharp sword of wrath, or the bright dream,


    Or the king’s mantle folded round the heart.

  


  
    Yea, even those whose sorrows craved an end


    Shrank from the verge of that so dark relief,


    And mourned the sad face of a dying friend


    In the dim features of their fading grief.

  


  
    The coward and the false, the foully slain,


    The poor, forlorn, despised, shed bitter tears,


    Clung to the memory of their withered pain


    And folded round them all their heavy years.

  


  
    As Hector parted weeping from his bride


    On that dark morn when Ilium’s towers fell,


    So did each mourner by sad Lethe’s side


    Unto his own soul say a long farewell.

  


  
    Though many a one in that dim resting-place


    Did from a heavy burden find release,


    Yet all men wept over the river’s grace


    Of fair oblivion and most blessed peace.

  


  
    And he who would remember with sad eyes


    Watched the white stars burn forth his horoscope,


    And saw his soul, in many a strange disguise,


    Build up the baffled walls of light and hope.

  


  
    Soft winds swayed rustling in the fringèd reeds,


    And gentle voices cried “Drink, dreamer, drink,


    Go forth unhindered to the life of deeds,


    Deep in the stream thy heavy burden sink.”

  


  
    A poet passed him singing in great praise


    Of fair oblivion, the Eternal’s grace


    To those who toil along the rough earth ways,


    From life to life, finding no resting-place.

  


  
    He sang of moon-lit waters rippling cool,


    And how one might forget this life of pain


    And drown one’s burden in deep Lethe’s pool,


    And be a little laughing child again.

  


  
    “I will lay down,” he said, “Remembrance cold,


    And all the store of dreams that once were mine,


    And thoughts and lives and wisdoms manifold,


    For the restorèd light of my lost youth divine.

  


  
    A child among the children of the earth,


    I will go forth and laugh and weep once more,


    Remembering not the woes of death and birth,


    But a new soul with new worlds to explore.”

  


  
    Then, at his word, the ever-mourning host


    Saw the white fearlessness of life-to-be


    Safe in the arms of every pallid ghost,


    The promise of a new youth shadow-free.

  


  
    And each one, clasping close the radiant dream,


    No more from the pale river’s margin shrank.


    Like ghostly willows bending o’er the stream


    The silver shadows swayed and stooped and drank.

  


  
    Then did a voice speak in the dreamer’s soul:


    “Drink not, behold, the tears of all men flow.


    Better set out for thine appointed goal


    Dry-eyed and watchful, with thy haunting woe.

  


  
    Lest thou once more should be as thou hast been,


    Hold closely thy dead selves to be thy guides


    To that lost treasure of the Light Unseen


    That in the soul of every man abides.

  


  
    Who drinks of this dull tide must thirst again,


    For him are strife and peace and death and birth,


    The long monotonies of joy and pain


    That bind men to the circle of the earth.

  


  
    But he who seeks beyond the waves of sleep


    The star that shines above the shadow-strife,


    Finds the lost stream, the well of waters deep,


    That springeth upward to Eternal Life.

  


  
    His soul, deep set in the eternal mind,


    A broken light in Saturn’s star-strewn ring,


    In blue transparent deeps of life shall find


    The gulf of ages but a little thing.

  


  
    He shall be one with all men’s striving, one


    With every passing hour and sorrowful fate,


    Whose heart through centuries of wind and sun


    Is still a beggar at the ivory gate.”

  


  
    Then he who would remember, undismayed,


    Laid down the lovely form of shining youth,


    To the Eternal in the twilight prayed:


    “I give my childhood for thine ageless Truth.”


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  SONNETS


  SUNSET NEAR THE ROSSES


  
    Mysteriously the last hour’s opal light


    Doth on the glamoured sea in peace descend,


    The great winds fail, and gently comes the night,


    The wild swans float on sunset waters bright.


    All coloured tides and fire-born rhythms blend,


    Intent the veil of mystery to rend


    Where secret things glide upward into sight.


    Poseidon tending his white flock of sheep


    Has driven them downward to the twilight fold


    And lulled each restless breaking wave to sleep;


    A thin cloud, wrapped about the sunset’s gold,


    O’er fallen waves a little rain doth weep;


    Surely the secret Lazarus never told


    Lies buried somewhere in the silent deep.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE HIDDEN PURPOSE


  
    Silver the river flows out of the West—


    Into the deeps of the ocean she flings


    Her singing streams and her radiant springs—


    Serenely she flows to her age-long rest.


    Child of the hills and the green meadows’ guest,


    Here under the flash of the sea bird’s wings


    She learns the wild song that the free wind sings,


    Great waves and new wonders surge in her breast.


    Blue sweep her tides o’er the opaline shells,


    For her joy no longer the primrose blows,


    She scorns the high hills and the shadowy dells,


    Forgetting the lily and false to the rose,


    She is faithful unto her hidden wells


    And straight to the heart of the deep she goes.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  “WHERE GREAT WAVES BREAK”


  
    Far from the downs and the safe farm lands


    And the quiet meadows and comforting trees,


    And the gladness of men who take their ease,


    Where the tide flows over treacherous sands,


    Earth fenced about with her sharp rocks stands,


    With her waters gathered about her knees,


    Where the breaking waves of impossible seas


    Build up dream houses not made with hands—


    The soil is scant and stubborn and bare,


    There is light and to spare and yet not a sound


    Save the surge of the wild sea everywhere;


    But the grimmest of rocks are folded round


    By the glory of moving waters fair,


    And where great waves break there is holy ground.


    •

  


  
    
  


  THE LOST COLOUR


  
    The small blue waves in the great flood of light


    Break on sunk rocks and shiver and are still,


    Whilst seas of gold flow onward with a will—


    Great waves that break on the far mountain height,


    Or foam away through yellow cornfields bright,


    Where to the sunlight strains each wind-swept hill,


    And earth holds up her cup for heaven to fill


    With the clear glory of the gold and white.


    Outcast from earth the ripples scattered lie,


    Reflected, tossed back like a baffled prayer,


    Gliding through silent pools of shining air,


    Far from the broken sunbeams, high and dry


    Above the green world, flooding everywhere


    In deep lost lakes of blueness, the vast sky.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  SHELLS


  
    Cowries among the rocks the children find,


    Sharp cut and shining in the sunset glow,


    Eternal victims of the ebb and flow,


    Moulded by rhythms of the mournful wind


    In those deep waters, terrible and blind,


    Where mighty waves draw out the under-tow,


    And the sea’s precious things drift to and fro,


    And God moulds all things mortal to His mind.


    Breaker of Waves, and Lord of the High Tide,


    Has the long pilgrimage no end nor goal?


    Is there no peace here under the blue sky?


    Nothing but sand and storm and rock and shoal,


    And the dark water’s sullen heave and sigh,


    The eternal tumult of the baffled soul?


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  WAVES


  
    Surely this life is as a flowing wave,


    Foaming itself away on rock and shoal


    And thundering into many a dark sea-cave


    And finding many a dim mysterious goal


    Where on black rocks the Atlantic breakers rave,


    Shattering in wrath the sea’s untroubled whole,


    Or near the blue hill and white cairn of Maeve


    Flinging on grey sands down a silver soul,


    Waves of the world and children of the tide,


    Broken and battered on earth’s sharp set shore,


    Were it not then much better to abide


    Far from the endless elemental war,


    In the sea’s deep and silent heart to hide,


    And break on the world’s jaggèd edge no more?


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  TRAGEDY


  
    Dark earth of fading leaves and dying flowers


    Behold, the blue and golden summer air,


    And mighty waters moving everywhere,


    And all the joy of sunshine and swift showers,


    Are but the gentleness of kindly powers


    That help us with cold strengthening hands to bear


    Our restless doom and agonising share


    Of the great sorrow of this birth of ours.


    Yet in this world of waves and flashing wings


    We dream awhile of lost and broken spheres,


    And learn among life’s deep mysterious springs


    That pain is all the wisdom of our years,


    And sorrow, deepest of life’s hidden things,


    From all men’s eyes at last shall dry the tears.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  KNOCKNAREA


  
    Where silver lights and twilight shadows glide,


    And the last coloured air grows tense and keen,


    Floating aloft in the pale water’s sheen


    The mountains seem to rise out of the tide,


    So blue it looks and near the other side


    Of that great stretch of sea that lies between.


    Though many meadows gold and white and green,


    And grassy lawns, do on that far shore hide,


    For all men’s ways trodden of weary feet


    By many pilgrims, up the mountain wind,


    Past fields of barley and deep golden wheat:


    Some on the haunted cairn still hope to find


    The light of dreams, and some but dig for peat


    Where the high hills hold fire for all mankind.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  BY THE SEA


  
    The people who live in the Midlands know


    How to build cities and temples and towers


    And live fair lives in gardens of flowers


    Where round their windows the roses blow.


    But we, who can neither reap nor sow,


    Find little enough in the land that is ours;


    We have lost touch of the green earth’s powers;


    The tides of our being ebb and flow


    With those lonely waters that all men shun.


    We seek the swift current’s secret goal:


    Ours are the dreams that are many and one?


    The waves that shatter the sea that is whole,


    The spirit’s rhythm of wind and sun,


    And eternal broken waves of the soul.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  WALLS


  
    Free to all souls the hidden beauty calls,


    The sea thrift dwelling on her spray-swept height,


    The lofty rose, the low-grown aconite,


    The gliding river and the stream that brawls


    Down the sharp cliffs with constant breaks and falls—


    All these are equal in the equal light—


    All waters mirror the one Infinite.


    God made a garden, it was men built walls;


    But the wide sea from men is wholly freed:


    Freely the great waves rise and storm and break,


    Nor softlier go for any land-lord’s need,


    Where rhythmic tides flow for no miser’s sake


    And none hath profit of the brown sea-weed,


    But all things give themselves, yet none may take.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE VAGRANT’S ROMANCE

  

  (A REINCARNATION PHANTASY)


  
    This was the story never told


    By one who cared not for the world’s gold.

  


  
    One of the idle and unwise,


    A beggar with unfathomable eyes.

  


  
    One who had nothing but dreams to give


    To men who are eager to labour and live.

  


  
    For the world in its wisdom deep and dim


    Had taken all pleasure and treasure from him.

  


  
    This was the story his soul could tell,


    Immortal and unfathomable.

  


  
    There was no record in his brain,


    He did not know he should live again.

  


  
    But there was one who read the whole,


    Buried deep in a dead man’s soul.

  


  
    “In the days of Atlantis, under the wave,


    I was a slave, the child of a slave.

  


  
    When the towers of Atlantis fell,


    I died and was born again in hell.

  


  
    From that sorrowful prison I did escape


    And hid myself in a hero’s shape.

  


  
    But few years had I of love or joy,


    A Trojan I fell at the Siege of Troy.

  


  
    I came again in a little while,


    An Israelite slave on the banks of the Nile.

  


  
    Then did I comfort my grief-laden heart


    With the magic lore and Egyptian art.

  


  
    Fain was I to become Osiris then,


    But soon I came back to the world of men.

  


  
    By the Ganges I was an outcast born,


    A wanderer and a child of scorn.

  


  
    By the waters of Babylon I wept,


    My harp amongst the willows slept.

  


  
    In the land of Greece I opened my eyes,


    To reap the fields of Plotinus the Wise.

  


  
    When the great light shattered the world’s closed bars,


    I was a shepherd who gazed at the stars.

  


  
    For lives that were lonely, obscure, apart,


    I thank the Hidden One, in my heart,

  


  
    That always and always under the sun


    I went forth to battle and never won.

  


  
    A slayer of men, I was doomed to abide,


    For ever and aye, on the losing side.

  


  
    Whenever I dream of the wonderful goal,


    I thank the hidden God in my soul

  


  
    That though I have always been meanly born,


    A tiller of earth and a reaper of corn,

  


  
    Whenever through ages past and gone


    The light divine for a moment shone,

  


  
    Whenever piercing laborious night


    A ray fell straight from the Light of Light,

  


  
    Whenever amid fierce lightning and storm


    The divine moved in a human form,

  


  
    Whenever the earth in her cyclic course


    Shook at the touch of an unknown force,

  


  
    Whenever the cloud of dull years grew thin


    And a great star called to the light within,

  


  
    I have braved storm and labour and sun


    To stand at the side of that Holy One.

  


  
    No matter how humble my birth has been,


    There are few who have seen what I have seen.

  


  
    Mine the shepherd’s star and the reaper’s reward,


    And the dream of him who fell by the sword.

  


  
    One thing I have learned the long years through,


    To know the false words from the true.

  


  
    The slave who toiled on the banks of the Nile


    With wisdom gladdened his long exile.

  


  
    From Buddha at eve by the Ganges’ side


    An outcast learnt the worth of the world’s pride.

  


  
    To the tired reaper, when day was done,


    Did Plotinus unveil the hidden sun.

  


  
    Amongst the stars, on a Syrian night,


    A ragged shepherd found the Light of Light.

  


  
    From dream to dream, o’er valley and hill,


    I followed the Lord Christ’s wandering will.

  


  
    Kings there are who would barter a throne


    For the long day’s toil and the light unknown,

  


  
    The deed of the strong and the word of the wise,


    And the night under cold and starry skies—

  


  
    The white light of dawn on the hillside shed


    On Him who had nowhere to lay His head.

  


  
    Behold there are kings who would change with me,


    For the love of the ancient mystery.

  


  
    Shepherd and reaper and slave I have been,


    There are few who have seen what I have seen.

  


  
    I have been a gipsy since those days,


    And lived again in the wild wood ways.

  


  
    Wise with the lore of those hidden things,


    Learnt from Lord Christ in His wanderings,

  


  
    Beggar and reaper and shepherd and slave,


    I am one who rests not in any grave;

  


  
    I will follow each stormy light divine,


    And the secret of all things shall be mine.

  


  
    These things have I seen, would you bid me mourn


    That I was never an Emperor born?”


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  HARVEST


  
    Though the long seasons seem to separate


    Sower and reaper or deeds dreamed and done,


    Yet when a man reaches the Ivory Gate


    Labour and life and seed and corn are one.

  


  
    Because thou art the doer and the deed,


    Because thou art the thinker and the thought,


    Because thou art the helper and the need,


    And the cold doubt that brings all things to nought.

  


  
    Therefore in every gracious form and shape


    The world’s dear open secret shalt thou find,


    From the One Beauty there is no escape


    Nor from the sunshine of the Eternal mind.

  


  
    The patient labourer, with guesses dim,


    Follows this wisdom to its secret goal.


    He knows all deeds and dreams exist in him,


    And all men’s God in every human soul.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE ANTI-SUFFRAGIST


  
    The princess in her world-old tower pined


    A prisoner, brazen-caged, without a gleam


    Of sunlight, or a windowful of wind;


    She lived but in a long lamp-lighted dream.

  


  
    They brought her forth at last when she was old;


    The sunlight on her blanchèd hair was shed


    Too late to turn its silver into gold.


    “Ah, shield me from this brazen glare!” she said.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE VISION OF NIAMH


  
    Niamh was perhaps the Uranian Aphrodite of Irish legend—the goddess of remote and spiritual beauty.

  


  
    Life grows so clear, beneath the dreaming lamp,


    I can see through the darkness of the grave,


    How long ago in her high mountain camp


    The stars shone on the stormy soul of Maeve

  


  
    And leaning from the shadow of a star


    With hands outstretched to hold the hands of clay,


    One looked into her spirit fairer far


    Than sun or moon of any mortal day.

  


  
    Oh Niamh, thou art child of the dim hours


    Between the day and night, when Summer flings


    A little flashing dew on the wild flowers,


    And all the starlight glimmers in thy wings.

  


  
    Thou sorrow of lost beauty, thou strange queen


    Who calls to men’s souls out of twilight seas,


    Whose white hands break the stars in silver sheen,


    Whose voice is as the wind in the fir trees.

  


  
    For thee Maeve left her kingdom and her throne,


    And all the gilded wisdom of the wise,


    And dwelt among the hazel trees alone


    So that she might look into Niamh’s eyes.

  


  
    No sorrow of lost battles any more


    In her enchanted spirit could abide;


    Straight she forgot the long and desolate war,


    And how Fionavar for pity died.

  


  
    Ah, Niamh, still the starry lamp burns bright,


    I can see through the darkness of the grave,


    How long ago thy soul of starry light


    Was very dear to the brave soul of Maeve.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE PROMISE OF SPEED


  
    Drive faster, the spirit out of the vast


    Stands in the storm knocking at the heart’s door,


    There’s a truce, there’s a truce in the ancient war,


    And my heart and my soul are at peace at last.

  


  
    Fast follow the clouds on their wind-driven wings,


    The white road writhes under our rushing wheels,


    And rent with fierce rapture the air reveals


    The innermost truth at the heart of things.

  


  
    Now, through the torn sunlight and shaken blue air,


    Waves of the fury and storm of our speed,


    Thrill to the heart of the hard world’s need,


    Break on the stones of the earth’s despair.

  


  
    Light shines in the body’s innermost glooms,


    The senses thrill, with mysterious power,


    The deeps of the heart where a magic flower


    In a rapture of life and laughter blooms.

  


  
    Dark element rushing forth into light


    In the crumbling brain and the vanishing fire,


    She shall not die with the dead desire;


    She shall not abide in the shades of night.

  


  
    Blue sky, the immortal design of her!


    In thy gleam is her dream-power manifest,


    To build up a palace fit for her guest,


    A prison fit for her prisoner.

  


  
    Therefore, long after the last disgrace


    Of ashes to ashes and earth to earth,


    She stands at the gate of the second birth,


    She too is of proud eternal race.

  


  
    She who was one with the grass and the weed


    Shall be one with the sunshine, one with the soul,


    One with the restless illuminate Whole,


    One with the flower who was one with the seed.

  


  
    She who was one with the wind and the storm,


    One with the whirling and glittering stars,


    Shall break through the elemental bars


    And fold her white dreams in the Ultimate Form.

  


  
    She who swayed in the shadows and flashed in the sun,


    And danced with the hail on the desolate plain,


    And rose in the rainbow and fell in the rain,


    Shall be gathered at last to the deeps of the One.

  


  
    She who lay dark at the roots of the flowers


    Shall soar with the White May and shine with the Rose,


    And gleam in the River of Life that flows


    Deep under the Spirit’s embattled towers.

  


  
    She who was one with the broken sod,


    One with the worm and one with the dust,


    One with the terror, one with the trust,


    Shall be one with the radiant and lightning-winged god.

  


  
    Oh, dim burns the lamp of the Infinite!


    In the unknown Spirit’s innermost shrine


    Does the little candle of this world shine;


    No shadowy power can quench the frailest light.

  


  
    No man shall sever the part from the whole,


    Nought shall be refuse or thrown away,


    The sculptor shall never forget the clay,


    The Body knocks at the door of the Soul.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  THE ROMANCE OF MAEVE


  
    The harvest is scant, and the labourer,


    Returning at sunset with so few sheaves,


    Has gathered gold bracken and silver fir


    And boughs of the elm and the brown beech leaves.

  


  
    Fuel enough for the evening blaze,


    When the blue of the sky grows wintry and pale,


    And the pilgrim home from the wild wood ways


    Can read by the fire an ancient tale:

  


  
    How a great Queen could cast away her crown,


    The tumult of her high victorious pride,


    To rest among the scattered fir-cones brown


    And watch deep waters through the moonlight glide.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  “I”


  
    “All this is threaded on Me as jewels on a string.”


    Bhagavad Gita.

  


  
    If I could be one with the waves of grief


    That break on the earth’s unquiet shores,


    One with belief and unbelief,


    The digger of graves and the maker of wars,

  


  
    One with the passionate dreams of the brave,


    One with the changing and idle throng,


    One with the tyrant, one with the slave,


    I should be one with the whole world’s song.

  


  
    One with the rising and falling tides,


    The guiding stars and the perilous deep,


    One with the opal shadow that glides


    Over the blue-lit mountain steep.

  


  
    One with the flash of storm-driven wings,


    One with the river of light that flows


    Over the meanest of trivial things


    Into the heart of the wild rose.

  


  
    My heart would be as the moonlight still,


    The silver light on the cold night wind,


    The soul of good in the evil will,


    The dream of peace in the painful mind.

  


  
    If I could lose myself in the whole,


    My soul in the sunshine, my heart in the storm,


    I should find peace in the human soul,


    And the spirit of God in a human form.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  CLEOPATRA’S PEARL


  
    In the deep world unseen,


    Under the wash of the tide,


    On bright sands coraline


    Did the pearl of pearls abide


    Till the Queen’s valiant slave,


    He who had eaten her bread,


    Sank down through the blue wave


    To the land of the white and red,


    The land where no man may embalm or bury the wandering dead.

  


  
    The evil sharks in the bay


    Waited in vain to kill.


    More swift and subtle than they,


    The fisherman had his will.


    The pearl that shone in the Queen’s hair


    Brought light from the shades profound.


    The fisher had night for his share:


    Yea, the pearl fisher was drowned,


    And clasped in his rigid hand was the glory of Egypt found.

  


  
    Ah, the Queen had a crown of gold!


    Such a pearl for her crown!


    With a bitter acid and cold,


    She has melted it down.


    Hers was the precious draft,


    White from the shades of night;


    And the fisherman’s broken raft


    Lies buried and out of sight.


    But deep in the diver’s soul burns clear the lost pearl’s hidden light.


    •
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  A BUDDHIST PILGRIMAGE

  

  (FROM THE DHAMMAPADA)


  
    Two pilgrims journeyed through a desert place


    To find the grove where that world-honoured One


    Preached unto men and Devas; by God’s grace


    A lion met them at the set of sun.

  


  
    Unto the love of all things bound and vowed,


    One pilgrim dared to die nor drew his sword,


    But his white soul winged like a silver cloud


    Stood with the Deva throng before the Lord.

  


  
    The other, gazing on his senseless clay,


    Longed so for the Lord Buddha that he slew


    The lion standing in the Holy Way,


    Nor any gentle dream of pity knew,

  


  
    But stumbled on the Path, and wandered far,


    And toiled across the sandy desert wide,


    And found our Lord under the evening star


    And a bright Deva standing at his side.

  


  
    And knew his comrade by the lion slain,


    And marvelled much and long to see him there,


    Dreaming him rotting on the distant plain,


    Who dwells with Buddha in the inner air.

  


  
    ‘Whence come you, brother, whom I left for dead,


    Such worlds away by that fierce lion torn?’


    ‘Oh long I wait for you,’ the Deva said,


    ‘Here by his side who waits for all things born.’

  


  
    And gently on those brave companions smiled


    The Lord of all things at the inner gates,


    Where through long centuries by blood defiled


    Gotāma, dreaming, for the lion waits.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  CRUCIFIXION


  
    In the crowd’s multitudinous mind


    Terror and passion embrace,


    Whilst the darkness heavily blind


    Hides face from horror-struck face;


    And all men, huddled and dumb,


    Shrink from the death-strangled cry,


    And the hidden terror to come,


    And the dead men hurrying by.


    White gleam the limbs of the dead


    Raised high o’er the blood-stained sod,


    And the soldier shuddered and said,


    ‘Lo, this was the Son of God.’


    Nay, but all Life is one,


    A wind that wails through the vast,


    And this deed is never done,


    This passion is never past.


    When any son of man by man’s blind doom


    On any justest scaffold strangled dies,


    Once more across the shadow-stricken gloom


    Against the sun the dark-winged Horror flies,


    A lost voice cries from the far olive trees


    Weary and harsh with pain, a desolate cry,


    What ye have done unto the least of these


    Is done to God in Heaven, for earth and sky,


    And bird and beast, green leaves and golden sun,


    Men’s dreams, the starry dust, the bread, the wine,


    Rivers and seas, my soul and his, are one


    Through all things flows one life austere, divine,


    Strangling the murderer you are slaying me,


    Scattering the stars and leaves like broken bread,


    Casting dark shadows on the sun-lit sea,


    Striking the swallows and the sea-gulls dead,


    Making the red rose wither to its fall,


    Darkening the sunshine, blasting the green sod,—


    Wounding one soul, you wound the soul of all,


    The unity of Life, the soul of God.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  PALLAS OF THE TIDES


  
    In profound sighs the Atlantic voices glide


    Nearer and nearer, drenching field and hill


    With the wild glory of the rising tide


    And broken light of lost Athenes’ will.


    On the waves march


    To their shadowy goal,


    Each green translucent arch


    Is a shrine for the world’s soul—


    Oh, gray-eyed goddess, patient-browed and brave,


    From Aphrodite thou hast reft her shrine


    In the green arch of an Atlantic wave


    Do thy white brows and dreadful breastplate shine.


    White Aphrodite rising long ago


    In that far isle girt round with coral bars


    Out of the silver of the tides’ flow,


    Knew never such a storm of waves and stars.


    Nay, for the tide of the mind...


    Shall it not rise


    With the evening wind


    Under sunset skies?


    Then shall the floods at twilight onward pour


    O’er rock and pool to drench the shining air


    Beyond the farther and the nearer shore,


    Till all fair forms are merged and lost in the one and radiant Fair.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  UNITY


  
    The primrose has her gentle root


    A hundred miles beyond the sod,


    Deep buried in the Absolute,


    Safe in the inmost will of God.

  


  
    The One Thing that is everything,


    Is very close to grass and trees;


    Hers is the song the satyrs sing,


    The wild fern clings about her knees.

  


  
    And Psyche’s lamp, and Buddha’s dream,


    Those words that shall not fade or pass,


    Are but the lilt of a lost stream


    That flows under the world’s grass.


    •

  


  
    


    
  


  


  [Poets, Utopians, bravest of the brave]


  
    Poets, Utopians, bravest of the brave,


    Pearse and MacDonagh, Plunkett, Connolly,


    Dreamers turned fighters but to find a grave,


    Glad for the dream’s austerity to die.

  


  
    And my own sister, through wild hours of pain,


    Whilst murderous bombs were blotting out the stars,


    Little I thought to see you smile again


    As I did yesterday, through prison bars.

  


  
    Oh bitterest sorrow of that land of tears,


    Utopia, Ireland of the coming time,


    That thy true citizens through weary years


    Can for thy sake but make their grief sublime!

  


  
    Dreamers turned fighters but to find a grave—


    Too great for victory, too brave for war,


    Would you had dreamed the gentler dream of Maeve .....


    Peace be with you, and love for evermore.


    •

  


  
    

    [From: The Death of Fionavar, London: Erskine Macdonald 1916, an illustrated edition of excerpts from The Triumph of Maeve.]
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    A Hermit dwells alone by the lost stream


    A maiden loved Diogenes


    A tale that Maximus the Tyrian tells


    Abbot’s Epitaph, The


    “Adoration of the Shepherds” (By Domenico Ghirlandajo)


    After the Storm


    ‘Alas that every flower is dead!’


    Alas, the twisted evil word


    All day she reigns in dreams amongst the dead


    All day the city’s din


    All dreams seem but a bunch of withered flowers


    All night I stumble through the fields of light


    Als sie beendet war


    Amid the glare of light and song


    Amongst the daisies on the dewy lawn


    Ancient Wisdom, The


    Andromeda


    Angels of the Incarnation (Botticelli)


    Angels of the Passion (Botticelli)


    Annunciation, The (Leonardo da Vinci)


    Anti-Suffragist, The


    Are not these they, who, since the world uprose


    Artist, The


    As long as idols stand


    Aspiration


    Aspirations


    At Clitheroe from the Market Square


    At midnight on the high sea


    At twilight the room is full …


    Athene (Restored)


    Attainment


    Author, An


    Because some seed, no man knows why


    Because the world’s soul looks me through and through


    Behind the scenes, before the play


    Behold this life’s a glorious thing!


    Beneath a mist of dog-wood buried deep


    Between the mountains and the sea


    Beyond


    Beyond the smoke there burns a veilèd fire


    Body to the Soul, The


    Buddhist Pilgrimage, A


    By the Sea


    Caduceus, The


    Carve thou thy dream in marble, scrawl it clear


    Chained to the rock of this sheer world, the Will


    Chant (Joy that the deed is done)


    Choice, A


    City, The


    Clairvoyante


    Cleopatra’s Pearl


    Clouds


    Comrades


    Cowries among the rocks the children find


    Critic, A


    Crucifixion


    Dark earth of fading leaves and dying flowers


    Dark Valley, The


    David in the Bargello


    Dawn, The (Michelangelo), The


    Dead Leaves


    Dear life has cast me forth from her gay throng


    Death


    Death of Orpheus, The


    Deep buried dreams dwell in her laughing eyes


    Deep in the soul there throbs the secret pain


    Desolate Army, The


    Defeated


    Discovery, A


    Disillusion


    Divina Commedia


    Down by Glencar Waterfall


    Down in the darkness of his damp abode


    Down this dry watercourse once long ago


    Dream, A


    Dreamer, The


    Drive faster, the spirit out of the vast


    Drooping over Ireland, veiled in sombre gray


    Dweller by the Ocean, A


    Ecstasy


    Eels in the mud of the garden pond


    Elm Boughs, The


    Epitaph, An (‘Alas that every flower is dead!’)


    Epitaph, An (O God, I thank Thee that all things must end)


    Everlasting Heretic, The (A Wounded Amazon in Rome)


    Exile’s Return, The


    Eyes of the Blind, The


    Fable, A


    Fall, The


    Fallen Nature


    Far from the downs and the safe farm lands


    February at Adare


    Finger Posts


    Finis


    Fishermen, The (Holman Hunt)


    Flaming Sword, The


    Floating in pale-rose waves the sun has set


    Folded about my soul is deep content


    For such a cause did not Deirdre die


    For years I sought the Many in the One


    Forebodings


    Form


    Forth from her lofty spirit the wild deed


    Fragments of rhythms I heard in manifold twilight places


    Free to all souls the hidden beauty calls


    Freedom


    Friend, you enter to your heritage at length


    From a Far Country


    From Bacon


    From East to West


    From sunlit meadows my tired gaze withdrawn


    From the French (of Victor Hugo)


    From the Garden of Proserpine


    From the German (Lessing)


    From the jasmine on the wall


    From the West Coast


    Gay is the call of the Sower going forth in the morning refreshed from sleep


    Goddess of Drudgery, to thee


    Goddess of this World, The


    Good Samaritan, The


    Grass of Parnassus


    ‘Great God Has Been Released from Darkness, The’


    Great ships glided into the port


    Harper’s Song of Seasons, The


    Harvest


    Harvest of Silence, The


    Have Pity


    He in his deepest mind


    He who seeks God has yet no need of wings


    He wrote all day, he could not think


    Help us, thou lonely Dweller in the Wood


    Her narrow eyelids radiantly obscure


    Here on dark waters falls the yellow leaf


    Here the Atlantic breakers shake the shore


    Here the white stars brood high above the austere pines


    Heredity


    Hermit’s Lament for Maeve, A


    Heroes, from the fields of light


    Hers is the patient waiting of the wise


    Hidden Purpose, The


    Hiding in mazes of marble her chin sunk deep in the stone


    His was the voice


    Holy Spirit, force of light


    Homage to thee, oh Lord of the Acacia Tree …


    Hope and Life came to the well


    How is it doomed to end?


    How the battle raged last night


    Human Adventure, The


    Hymn


    “I”


    I am sad with the city’s sadness, sick of toil


    I am well learned in all the weary lore


    I bring you all my dreams, oh golden Maeve


    I dare not bend the white rose to my will


    I gaze at my own form from morn till night


    I have seen Maeve of the Battles wandering over the hill


    I have seen the dreams of the world in a rose that the winds have slain


    I have such longing to be home again


    I hear the wise woman weeping, weeping for her lost dream


    I left the brazen tower on the plain


    I sing the song of the river


    I, the ancient King, and guardian of the city


    I was the child that passed long hours away


    I wrote eight verses late last night


    Idyll, An (A Picture by Maurice Greiffenhagen)


    If I could be one with the waves of grief


    If love has lost a wing


    If, Reader, for these poems you should lack


    Immortal Soul, The


    Immortalities


    Immortality


    In a dream of opal and cloudy blue


    In age-long silence patiently she stands


    In His Rainbow Garden, God


    In liberty of thought


    In lines thus narrow


    In Praise of Liberty


    In profound sighs the Atlantic voices glide


    In spite of the laughter of the fauns …


    In the crowd’s multitudinous mind


    In the darkness I planted a rose


    In the deep world unseen


    In the dim twilight-haunted garden


    In the Pinewoods


    In the Queen’s dun a heavy curtain shuts


    In the roof the swallow has built her nest


    In the twilight land of gleams


    In the world’s wars we have no lot nor part


    In this cold country of the seas


    Incarnate, The


    Influence


    Inner Egeria, The


    Inner Light, The


    Is there nothing you care for or dream to remember


    Is this what it means to die—


    Ivory-gated, velvet-lined


    Jane Clermont to Byron


    Joan of Arc


    Joy that the deed is done


    Knocknarea


    La Pensée


    Ladders of Life, The


    Lament (Oh, the streak of gold in the gray)


    Lament (She is rescued from days and hours)


    Lament of the Daughters of Ireland


    Land to a Landlord, The


    Lazarus


    Leonardo da Vinci


    Let her go down to the underworld with a smile in her desolate eyes


    Let us sail and sail away


    Life grows so clear, beneath the dreaming lamp


    Like a wave that roams the sea


    Like driven cattle groping in blind herds


    Lis-an-Doill


    Litany to Osiris


    Little Waves of Breffny, The


    Lived a man was wont to steal


    Long ago a spirit was torn from the fire of the opal spheres


    Lost Colour, The


    Lost Memory, A


    Lost Stream, The


    Lost Opportunity, A


    Love Song, A


    Lucifera


    Magnetism


    Man and Woman


    Man Who Would Remember, The


    Many are the colours of the Rainbow …


    Many are the sorrows of men as the waves of the sea …


    Men who are born to die whose dreams are soiled by the dust


    Merciful Knight, The


    Moment’s Insight, A


    Monna Lisa


    Monotony


    Morning Glory


    Musician to His Lady, The


    Mysteriously the last hour’s opal light


    Mystic, The


    Narcissus


    Nay, though green fields are fair


    Nera’s Song


    New Rainbow, The


    Niamh’s Song


    Nightmare, A


    No honey for the busy artist throng


    No voices speak to thee—


    Not as Aurora of the smiling eyes


    Not for thee, oh Maeve, is the song of the wandering harper sung


    Now do men say that though the gods be fair


    Now is the day of the daughters of Eirinn passed and gone


    Now is the High-Queen vanquished, she has cast her sword aside


    O God, I thank Thee that all things must end


    October


    Of old the rainbow on the water’s face


    Oh, Little Human Words and delicate


    Oh Mother Isis, in the forest green


    Oh pale discrownèd brow and quenchèd eyes


    Oh, poor, pale days that pass me by


    ‘Oh, Sisyphus, a weary life is yours


    Oh, softly falls the shining leaf


    Oh strife too short, oh victory too dear


    Oh, the streak of gold in the gray


    Oh, tired of many lives and many dooms


    Oh very near the wide Atlantic shore


    Old Story, An


    On the Cliff (At Dunraven)


    On the Embankment


    On these wave-haunted sands the children play


    On through the iron day each stone-bound square


    Once in the year the ancient world grows young


    Once long ago in this dim wood


    Once, long ago, secluded and alone


    One and The Many, The


    One more defeat! and so we’ve failed again


    One swallow dared not trust the idle dream


    One thought has been my whole life through the soul of every dream


    One was the undivided Holy Light


    Osiris, lord of the shadows of night and the sands of the days that have run


    Others there were who spake with fire and art


    Out of the depths of the crystal spheres


    Pain is the price of freedom we must pay


    Pallas of the Tides


    Parchèd and thirsty on the river bank


    Passage of the Star, The


    Peace (I am sad with the city’s sadness, sick of toil)


    Peace (The long and waving line of the blue hills)


    Perfectly pure and pale, a thing apart


    Perilous Light, The


    Petty Larceny


    Philosopher (Bacon), The


    Pilgrim, The


    Place of Peace, The


    Plotinus, like a proud and idle boy


    Poets, Utopians, bravest of the brave


    Politician, A


    Poor weary mortal crushed beneath the weight


    Poverty


    Power


    Prayer of the Modern Greek


    Preoccupation


    Promise of Speed, The


    Promises


    Prosèrpina, who sought for poppies, fell


    Proserpine Enthroned


    Proserpine in Hades


    Proud Philosopher, The


    Psyche in Hades


    Psyche, the Queen, says truly the old tale


    Pure gold did Nero’s palace shine


    Queen Proserpine, from yonder shining star


    Queen’s Flight, The


    Quest, The


    Radium


    Reality


    Re-Incarnation


    Repentance of Eve, The


    Rest


    Retrospect


    Return of Alcestis, The


    Revolt Against Art, The


    Rheinbahn, Die


    Robbed and wounded, all the day


    Rodin’s Carytaides


    Romance of Maeve, The


    Roses


    Round Heaven’s Gate the gods have set no guard


    Sacred Fire, The (La Main de Dieu — Rodin)


    Sano di Pietro (Siena)


    Secret Spring, The


    She is rescued from days and hours, she is lost to the years that pass


    Shells


    Shut Out


    Silenzia


    Silver the river flows out of the West—


    Snowdrops pushing through the snow


    Soldier, A


    Some care for glory, some for peace


    Song, A


    Song (For such a cause did not Deirdre die)


    Song (In a dream of opal and cloudy blue)


    Song (Let her go down to the underworld)


    Song (Oh Mother Isis, in the forest green)


    Song (Osiris, lord of the shadows of night)


    Song (Out of the depths of the crystal spheres)


    Song (The exiles’ lament for Deirdre)


    Song (The Hosts of Eire sweep like a long wave)


    Song (The lot has fallen on her)


    Song (Under the Sacred Bough)


    Song of the Country People


    Song of the Fair Exile


    Sonnet (Strong spirit, striving upward to the light)


    Sonnet (They who rise satiate from Life’s banquet)


    ‘Soul Attains, The’


    Soul of the acorn buried in the sod


    Soul to the Body, The


    Spirit in Prison, A (At midnight on the high sea)


    Spirit in Prison, A (Oh pale discrownèd brow and quenchèd eyes)


    Spring in Manchester


    Storm, A


    Street Orator, The


    Strong spirit, striving upward to the light


    Student, A


    Sunset near the Rosses


    Surely this life is as a flowing wave


    Survival


    Sweet peas! The very life of Spring


    Sweet Peas (To Mabel)


    Symbols


    The buried statue through the marble gleams


    The darkness draws me, kindly angels weep


    The Deeds of the Many have filled the world with tumult …


    The dogwood’s dead, and a mantle red


    The earth bends to her will, the obdurate marble serves


    The Elm boughs shudder in the sooty wind


    The Eternal Beauty smiled at me


    The Fear that lurks in the crowded street


    The ghost of Twilight seems to dog


    The grand road from the mountain goes shining to the sea


    The harvest is scant, and the labourer


    The heart of Life is lifted up with eager pride of birth


    The Hosts of Eire sweep like a long wave


    The labour of love is the equilibrium …


    The lamp has gone out in your eyes


    The light shines on the rich man’s feast


    The long and waving line of the blue hills


    The lot has fallen on her


    The many colours of the world …


    The mountains tower in snow-built curves austere


    The one light throned beyond the starry spheres


    The pale Madonna, radiant and serene


    The people who live in the Midlands know


    The prayers of the many …


    The primrose has her gentle root


    The princess in her world-old tower pined


    The Rich, the Great, the Wise are here, the Living and the Dead


    The secret of this sensible world of ours


    The semblance of the world is woven fair


    The sleepless light of morning drives every cloud away


    The small blue waves in the great flood of light


    The soul dwells in the body as sunshine


    The soul who knows herself dreams not of rest


    The soul would know the rhythm and sound of time


    The spirit lonely in the spheres of night


    ‘The summary of a good man’s life


    The sun that flames in the East, the Light-giver, Agni, Lord of the House of Gold


    The torn fibres of the soul …


    The treasure of age and the hope of youth


    The wind has fallen at last, and the daylight has faded away


    The wind that blows among the apple-trees


    The Winged Horse shall be harnessed to many ploughs …


    There Is No Age


    There is no age, this darkness and decay


    There’s no shade in the woods, through the moveless fir branches the sunlight streams down


    There is one thing I know


    These are those brows no life or death has marred—


    These things have passed; no more through twilight hours


    They who rise satiate from Life’s banquet, spread


    This is our Mother Eve, who shall not win


    This is the road of Hope, that some men call


    This is the way of Heaven: you may kneel


    This is the way of Joy: the artist knows


    This is the way of Life when Joy has fled


    This is the way of Love: a ray of light


    This is the way of Nature, as of old


    This is the way of Sorrow: wearily


    This was the shepherd boy who slung the stone


    This was the story never told


    Thistle, The


    Though I lie all day on the green hillside, where the bracken waves and sighs


    Though the long seasons seem to separate


    Though they live in a fairy land


    Three Resurrections, The


    Thriftless Dreamer, The


    Throne of Osiris, The


    Through silver twilight, lily-laden, came


    Through the garden of my dreams


    Through the wise books that trouble the world


    Thus did our swift boat past the islands glide


    Thus did she follow Art


    Time


    Time in dark underground dungeons brought the pale seed to birth


    To ——


    To a Friend


    To a Poet


    To Certain Reformers


    To Maeve


    To May


    To the People on Earth


    Tragedy (Dark earth of fading leaves and dying flowers)


    Tragedy (The soul dwells in the body as sunshine)


    Traitor, A


    Transmigration—A Nightmare


    Travellers, The


    Tricolor


    Triolet


    Triumph of Maeve, The


    Truce of God, The


    ’Twas hard to bear


    Two pilgrims journeyed through a desert place


    Under the Sacred Bough


    Undine


    Unity


    Unknown Good, The


    [Unseen Kings]


    Vagrants


    Vagrant’s Romance, The (A Reincarnation Phantasy)


    Vision of Niamh, The


    Visionary, The


    Visions of Solitude


    Walls


    Was it not strange that by the tideless sea


    Waters of Life, The


    Waves


    We who are mourners make no moan


    Weariness


    Weaver, The


    Welcome, A (Friend, you enter to your heritage at length)


    Welcome, A (I, the ancient King, and guardian of the city)


    Well at the World’s End, The


    Well of Wisdom, The


    What though thick clouds have quenched the moon


    Whate’er I touch to-night I spoil


    When her twigs are bare


    When I was young


    When I was young the world looked old


    When Psyche staggered through the darkness dense


    When restless Psyche of the radiant wings


    When Solomon of old


    When the fog hangs heavy and chill as death


    When the world was young and foolish and fair


    When wise Alcestis, risen from the grave


    “Where Great Waves Break”


    Where silver lights and twilight shadows glide


    Where the Egyptian pillar—old, so old—


    Where the waves in a moaning throng


    White hawthorn boughs make heaven of the blue sky


    Who shall venture to intrude


    Wings for the feet, not shoulders, poets need


    Wise Hermit, The


    Women’s Rights


    Women’s Trades on the Embankment


    World’s Thief, The


    Ye tortured mortals, cease your cries


    Ye who in old days dared to wander far


    Ye who would mould men’s souls unto your tyrannous will


    You are old and I am young


    You have dragged me on through the wild wood ways


    You hug to your soul a handful of dust


    You think it strange that I resort


    You think the joy and sorrow passionate


    You think that I was false for guerdon or for gold


    ‘Young knight, go forth and slay


    Your words are vain


    •

  


  


  
    
  


  
    Cuculain


    Cuculain (pronounced Cuhoolin) was the great hero of the Ultonians, the champion of the famous fellowship of the Red Branch.

  


  
    Niamh


    Niamh was a wise woman who, in the old myths, stood for the Spiritual Beauty. It was at her call that Oisin wandered away to Tir-nan-ogue, the Country of the Young, the mystical eden of Celtic mythology.

  


  
    Cailitin


    Cailitin was a wizard who, together with his six sons and six daughters, was employed by Maeve in her wars against the Red Branch.

  


  
    A huge crow...


    The Morrigān (a war goddess) was wont to take on herself the form of a gray crow.

  


  
    Conchobar or Finn


    Conchobar, chief of the Red Branch. Finn, leader of the Fenians.

  


  
    Amergin


    Amergin was a Druid poet of the Milesians.

  


  
    Fand


    Fand, a goddess who once loved Cuculain. She was wife of Mannanān, the sea-god, who ultimately shook out his green cloak of many waters between her and her lover.

  


  
    Geis


    Geis was the sacred obligation to avoid certain sights or actions, laid on special individuals, and which was as binding as the ‘taboo’ practised among some savage tribes.

  


  
    Angus


    Angus was primarily the God of Love.

  


  
    Maeve


    Maeve was the great hero-queen of Connaught, who led many military expeditions against the Ultonians.

  


  
    Fergus


    Fergus was a Red Branch warrior who had gone over to Maeve’s camp on account of the treacherous assassination of the sons of Usna.

  


  
    Deirdre


    Deirdre was the beautiful daughter of an Ultonian harp-player, loved by King Conchobar. Through her fatal love for Naisi, one of the children of Usna, was wrought out the destruction of the Red Branch. For the king’s jealousy led him at last to the treacherous murder of the sons of Usna, a deed that caused much bloodshed and the breaking up of the Red Branch fellowship.

  


  
    The wind that blows among the apple-trees


    The Durd-abla (the Wind among the Apple-trees) was the magical harp of the ancient gods of Ireland. It had three strings—the iron string of sleep, the bronze string of laughter, and the silver string, the sound of which made all men weep. These three strings also evoked the three seasons into which the year was then divided.

  


  
    Lament of the Daughters of Ireland


    By a law passed at the Council of Drumceat, 590, the women of Ireland were exempted from military service. Over 100 years later the law had to be renewed as it had become inoperative.— DOUGLAS HYDE, Literary History of Ireland.

  


  
    Grianan


    ‘Grianan’ is the old name for the women’s apartment in a hero’s dun.

  


  
    Lavarcam


    Lavarcam was a Druidess famed for her wisdom. She was King Conchobar’s chief counsellor and messenger.

  


  
    Feithleen; Fleeas


    Feithleen was a prophetess, and Fleeas, Queen of the Granaradians, a warrior-queen who fought beside Maeve in many battles.

  


  
    Skiah


    Skiah (or Scathach) was another warrior-queen, who kept a famous school of arms where Cuculain got his training.

  


  
    Bride


    Bride (or Brihid), mentioned in some very ancient legends, was the Goddess of Song.

  


  
    Sidhe


    Pronounced ‘Shee,’ the magic people who haunted the raths and forts of the West of Ireland.

  


  
    Deirdre


    The story of Deirdre, the Harper’s daughter, was the principal story of the Red Branch cycle. She was a beautiful woman, foster child to the King Conchobar, who loved her and murdered her lover Naisi out of jealousy. This treacherous deed caused, eventually, the destruction of the Red Branch brotherhood. Deirdre was also famous for her wisdom and prophetic powers.

  


  
    The King Ailill


    Ailill was Maeve’s husband, who is said to have fought in her army at times, but often remained in Connaught when she went out to battle.

  


  
    Feithleen


    Feithleen was a mysterious prophetess of the people of Connaught.

  


  
    Conchobar


    Conchobar, the King of Ulla, who treacherously murdered Naisi, the lover of Deirdre and comrade of Fergus.

  


  
    Mannanān


    Mannanān was the sea-god.

  


  
    Ioldana, why hast thou hurled thy spear


    The living spear of the god Ioldana had tremendous magic powers.

  


  
    Angus


    Angus was the god of love.

  


  
    Tirnanogue


    Tirnanogue, the country of the young, the paradise of Irish mythology.

  


  
    that Magnificent


    Lorenzo de’ Medici.

  


  
    The Lost Colour


    From an essay of Tyndall’s.

  


  
    Lis-an-Doill


    ‘The Fort of the Blind Man.’
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