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M SCELLANEQUS PCENMS
by Gscar Wl de
THE TRUE KNOW.EDGE

Thou knowest all- | seek in vain
What lands to till or sow with seed-
The land is black with briar and weed,
Nor cares for falling tears or rain.

Thou knowest all- | sit and wait
Wth blinded eyes and hands that fail,
Till the last lifting of the veil

And the first opening of the gate.

Thou knowest all- | cannot see.
I trust | shall not live in vain,
| know that we shall neet again,
In sone divine eternity.
A LAVENT

Owell for himwho lives at ease
Wth garnered gold in w de domain,
Nor heeds the splashing of the rain,
The crashing down of forest trees.

O well for himwho ne'er hath known
The travail of the hungry years,
A father grey with grief and tears,
A not her weeping all al one.

But well for himwhose feet hath trod
The weary road of toil and strife,
Yet fromthe sorrows of his life

Buil ds | adders to be nearer Cod.

WASTED DAYS

A fair slimboy not made for this world s pain.
Wth hair of gold thick clustering round his ears,
And | onging eyes half veiled by foolish tears

Li ke bl uest water seen through msts of rain:

Pal e cheeks whereon no kiss hath left its stain,
Red under lip drawn for fear of Love,
And white throat whiter than the breast of dove.
Al as! alas! if all should be in vain.

Behi nd, wide fields, and reapers all a-row
In heat and |abour toiling wearily,
To no sweet sound of laughter or of lute.
The sun is shooting wide its crimson gl ow,
Still the boy dreans: nor knows that night is nigh
And in the night-tinme no nan gathers fruit.
LOTUS LEAVES
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There is no peace beneath the noon, -
Ah! in those nmeadows is there peace
Wiere, girdled with a silver fleece,

As a bright shepherd, strays the noon?

Queen of the gardens of the sky,
Where stars like lilies, white and fair,
Shi ne through the mists of frosty air,
Oh, tarry, for the dawn is nigh

Oh, tarry, for the envious day
Stretches | ong hands to catch thy feet.
Al as! but thou art overfleet,
Alas! | know thou wilt not stay.
Il

Eastward t he dawn has broken red,
The circling msts and shadows fl ee;
Aurora rises fromthe sea

And | eaves the crocus-fl owered bed.

Eastward the silver arrows fall,
Splintering the veil of holy night:
And a | ong wave of yellow Iight

Breaks silently on tower and hall.

And speedi ng wi de across the wold
Wakes into flight some fluttering bird,
And all the chestnut tops are stirred,
And all the branches streaked w th gol d.
11

To outer senses there is peace,
A dream i ke peace on either hand,
Deep silence in the shadowy | and,
Deep sil ence where the shadows cease

Save for a cry that echoes shril
From sonme | one bird di sconsol at e;
Acurlewcalling to its nate;

The answer fromthe distant hill

And, herald of my love to Hm
Who, waiting for the dawn, doth lie,
The orbed mai den | eaves the sky,
And the white firs grow nore dim
IV

Up sprang the sun to run his race,

The breeze blew fair on neadow and | ea,
But in the west | seened to see
The |ikeness of a human face.

A linnet on the hawt horn spray
Sang of the glories of the spring,
And made the flow ring copses ring
Wth gl adness for the new born day.

Alark fromout the grass | trod
Flew wildly, and was lost to view



In the great seanless veil of blue
That hangs before the face of God.

The wi || ow whi spered over head

That death is but a newer life

And that with idle words of strife
We bring di shonour on the dead.

I took a branch fromoff the tree,
And hawt horn branches drenched with dew,
| bound themwi th a sprig of yew,

And made a garland fair to see.

| laid the flowers where He lies
(Warm | eaves and flowers on the stones):
Wiat joy | had to sit al one

Till evening broke on tired eyes:

Till all the shifting clouds had spun
A robe of gold for God to wear
And into seas of purple air
Sank the bright galley of the sun
\Y;

Shall | be gl addened for the day,
And let ny inner heart be stirred
By murmuring tree or song of bird,

And sorrow at the wild winds' play?

Not so, such idle dreans bel ong
To souls of |esser depth than nine;
| feel that | am half divine;

| that | am great and strong

| know that every forest tree
By | abour rises fromthe root
I know that none shall gather fruit
By sailing on the barren sea.
| MPRESSI ONS
I

Le Jardin

The lily's withered chalice falls
Around its rod of dusty gold,
And fromthe beeeh trees on the wold
The | ast wood- pi geon coos and calls.

The gaudy | eoni ne sunfl ower
Hangs bl ack and barren on its stalk,
And down the wi ndy garden wal k

The dead | eaves scatter,- hour by hour.

Pale privet-petals white as mlk
Are blown into a snowy nass;

The roses lie upon the grass,
Like little shreds of crinmson silk.
Il
La Mer



A white mist drifts across the shrouds,
Awld nmoon in this wintry sky
G eans like an angry lion's eye

Qut of a mane of tawny cl ouds.

The nmuffled steersman at the wheel

I's but a shadow in the gl oom -

And in the throbbing engi ne room
Leap the long rods of polished steel.

The shattered stormhas left its trace
Upon this huge and heavi ng done,
For the thin threads of yellow foam
Fl oat on the waves |ike ravelled | ace.
UNDER THE BALCONY

O beautiful star with the crimson nouth!
O noon with the brows of gold!
Ri se up, rise up, fromthe odorous south!
And light for ny |love her way,
Lest her feet should stray
On the windy hill and the wol d!
O beautiful star with the crimson nouth!
O noon with the brows of gold!

O ship that shakes on the desol ate seal
O ship with the wet, white sail
Put in, put in, to the port to ne!
For ny love and | would go
To the |l and where the daffodils bl ow
In the heart of a violet dale!
O ship that shakes on the desol ate seal
O ship with the wet, white sail

O rapturous bird with the I ow, sweet note!
O bird that sits on the spray!
Sing on, sing on, fromyour soft brown throat!
And ny love in her little bed
WIIl listen, and lift her head
Fromthe pillow and conme nmy way!
O rapturous bird with the | ow, sweet note!
O bird that sits on the spray!

O bl ossom that hangs in the tremul ous air!
O blossomwith Iips of snow
Cone down, Cone down, for ny love to wear!
You will die in her head in a crown,
You will die in a fold of her gown,
To her little Iight heart you will go!
O bl ossom that hangs in the tremul ous air!
O blossomwith Iips of snow
A FRAGVENT

Beautiful star with the crinmson |ips
And flagrant daffodil hair,
Come back, come back, in the shaking ships
O er the nmuch-overrated sea,
To the hearts that are sick for thee
Wth a woe worse than nmal de ner-
O beautiful stars with the crinson |ips



SONNET

And the flagrant daffodil hair.

O ship that shakes on the desol ate sea,
Neath the flag of the wan Wiite Star
Thou bringest a brighter star with thee
Fromthe land of the Philistine,
Where Niagara's reckoned fine

And Tupper is popul ar-
O ship that shakes on the desol ate sea,
Neath the flag of the wan Wiite Star
LE JARDI N DES TUI LERI ES

This winter air is keen and cold,
And keen and cold this winter sun
But round ny chair the children run
Like little things of dancing gold.

Soneti mes about the painted kiosk
The minic soldiers strut and stride,
Sonetimes the bl ue-eyed brigands hide
In the bleak tangles of the bosk

And sonetines, while the old nurse cons
Her book, they steal across the square
And | aunch their paper navies where

Huge Triton withes in greenish bronze.

And now in minmic flight they flee,
And now they rush, a boisterous band-
And, tiny hand on tiny hand,

Cinb up the black and | eafl ess tree.

Ah! cruel tree! if | were you
And children clinbed ne, for their sake
Though it be winter | would break

Into spring blossons white and bl ue!

SONNET

On the Sal e by Auction of Keats' Love Letters

These are the letters which Endym on wote
To one he loved in secret and apart,

And now the brawl ers of the auction-nmart

Bargain and bid for each tear-blotted note,

Aye! for each separate pul se of passion quote
The merchant's price! | think they |love not art
Who break the crystal of a poet's heart,

That small and sickly eyes nay glare or gloat.

Is it not said, that nany years ago,
In a far Eastern town sone soldiers ran
Wth torches through the midnight, and began
To wangle for nmean rainment, and to throw
Dice for the garnents of a wetched Mn,
Not knowi ng the God's wonder, or His woe?
THE NEW REMORSE

The sin was mine; | did not understand.
So now is music prisoned in her cave,



Save where sonme ebbing desultory wave
Frets with its restless whirls this meagre strand.
And in the withered hollow of this Iand
Hat h Summer dug herself so deep a grave,
That hardly can the | eaden willow crave
One silver blossomfromkeen Wnter's hand.
But who is this that coneth by the shore?
(Nay, love, look up and wonder!) Who is this
Who coneth in dyed garnents fromthe South?
It is thy newfound Lord, and he shall kiss
The yet unravished roses of thy nouth,
And | shall weep and worship, as before.
AN | NSCRI PTI ON

Go, little book,
To himwho, on a lute with horns of pearl
Sang of the white feet of the Golden Grl:
And bid himl ook
Into thy pages: it may hap that he
May find that gol den mai dens dance through thee.
THE HARLOT' S HOUSE

We caught the tread of dancing feet,
W loitered down the noonlit street,
And stopped beneath the Harlot's House.
I nsi de, above the din and fray,

We heard the | oud nusicians play
The "Treues Liebes," of Strauss.

Li ke strange nechani cal grotesques,
Maki ng fantastic arabesques,

The shadows raced across the blind.
W wat ched the ghostly dancers spin,
To sound of horn and violin,

Li ke bl ack | eaves wheeling in the w nd.

Li ke wire-pul | ed Autonatons,
Slimsilhouetted skel etons

Went sidling through the slow quadrille,
Then took each other by the hand,
And danced a stately saraband;

Their | aughter echoed thin and shrill.

Sonetimes a cl ock-work puppet pressed

A phantom | over to her breast,
Sonetines they seened to try and sing.

Sonetines a horrible Marionette

Canme out, and snoked its cigarette
Upon the steps like a live thing.

Then turning to ny love | said,

"The dead are dancing with the dead,
The dust is whirling with the dust."

But she, she heard the violin,

And left ny side and entered in:
Love passed into the House of Lust.

Then suddenly the tune went false,
The dancers wearied of the waltz,
The shadows ceased to wheel and whirl,



And down the long and silent street,
The dawn with silver-sandalled feet,
Crept like a frightened girl.

THE END
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