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        WINDY WAY

      

      

      

      
        
        The wind comes fast at heels with time

        And bends the yellow tops of hay,

        And somewhere in the running wind

        I cast a thing I had away.

        It was my life, or so I said,

        And I did well, forsaking it,

        To go as quickly as the dead.

        For more than every traveller wise,

        They're off before their dawdling kin

        Can drop the pennies on their eyes,

        Knowing it would be vain to tell,

        Who have so vast a leave in mind,

        If all night long a fare you well.

        I did not give a backward look,

        Yet could remember, if I would,

        The lost was twenty jewels' worth

        And dearer to my heart than blood;

        And "Leave me here," its mourner cried,

        And in God's truth I think I did,

        Because I have so free a side;

        And past the hollow ribs a bird

        By chance came in, and ever since,

        And light as grass, his voice is heard.

        The cage is open, he may go,

        For since winged love has languished there,

        I'll use no other winged thing so.
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        CARYATID

      

      

      

      Not at midnight, not at morning, O sweet city,

      Shall we come in at your portal, but this girl, your servant,

      Bearing on her head a broken stone,

      In the body shaped to this, the throat and bosom

      Poised no less for the burden now the temple is fallen,

      Tells the white Athenian wonder overthrown.

      There is no clasp which stays beauty forever.

      Time has undone her, from porphyry, from bronze.

      She is winged every way and will not rest;

      But the gesture of the lover shall remain long after,

      Where lovely and imponderable there leans

      A weight more grave than marble on the breast.
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        GHOSTLY TREE

      

      

      

      
        
        O beech, unbind your yellow leaf, for deep

        The honeyed time lies sleeping, and lead shade

        Seals up the eyelids of its golden sleep.

        Long are your flutes, chimes, little bells, at rest,

        And here is only the cold scream of the fox,

        Only the hunter following on the hound;

        While your quaint-plumaged,

        The bird that your green summer boughs lapped round,

        Bends south its soft bright breast.

        Before the winter and the terror break,

        Scatter the leaf that broadened with the rose

        Not for a tempest, but a sigh, to take.

        Four nights to exorcise the thing that stood

        Bound by these frail which dangle at your branch,

        They ran a frosty dagger to its heart;

        And it, wan substance,

        No more remembered it might cry or start

        Or stain a point with blood.
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        EARLY WAKING

      

      

      

      
        
        Four hooves rang out and now are still.

        In the dark wall the casements hold

        Essential day above each sill,

        Just light, and colored like thin gold.

        Behind those hooves a drowsy course

        All night I rode where hearts were clear,

        And wishes blessèd at the source,

        And for no shape of time stop here.

        No more to raise that lively ghost

        Which ran quicksilver to the bone:

        By a whim's turn the whole was lost

        When all its marrow worth was known.

        Ghosts can cast shadows in the breast,

        And what was present tears to weep,

        Not heart nor mind would bid from rest

        As fast as sorrow's, ten years deep.

        I travel, not for a ghost's sake,

        One step from sleep, and not for one

        Left sleeping at my side I wake.

        Before bricks rosy with the dawn,

        The hooves will sound beyond the light:

        There are dark roads enough to go

        To last us through the end of night,

        And I will make my waking slow.

        It was for unconcerning light

        That has not fallen on earth, to stare

        An instant only out of night

        And with night's cloudy character,

        Before the laden mind shall slip

        Past dream and on to bright most dream

        And fetterless high morning dip

        Her two cold sandals in the stream.
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        THE ROUNDS AND GARLANDS DONE

      

      

      

      Now the golden looks are spent

      And light no more will brim from the large air,

      But green and changeling drips from the little round

      Of the close branch;

      And the shadow, born of nothing,

      Glides over the green ground.

      Day that cast the lovely looks is sped;

      And from the turf, circled with white dew,

      The lovers and the children are gone,

      Leaving the wreath, the bouquet fresh, looped up with grasses;

      All the golden looks are spent,

      And the time of the rounds and the garlands done.

      High from a drowning heart the waters' cry

      Rises subdued to silver and is lost

      On the pure bell of silence, and the petal

      Whose sweetness drooped the spray,

      Drained now of lustre, rides

      Upon a soundless wind

      More light than any ghost.
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        THE LONELY HOST

      

      

      

      Cast on the turning wastes of wind

      Are cords that none can touch or see,

      Are threads of subtle ore which bind

      The grains of wandering air to peace.

      If any stretch a hand to find

      How fast, how gold a stuff it be,

      He will but dizzy the poor mind

      With bending from the steeps of peace;

      And though rest catch him in once more,

      He is bewildered there, like birds

      The storm beat to the door.

      The day comes wildly up the east,

      Because the cup of vision broke,

      And those clear silver floods released

      Go ravaging the calm sky of night;

      And all who to that seeing woke

      Look coldly on a common sight,

      As to outstare substantial stuff.

      The substance never is enough

      When lids are drenched apart by light.

      Before the light shall fade again

      They drag a shadow forth from it

      To print upon the barren brain.

      And though when lips are parched to tell

      What brooded on the lips too long,

      They quench them at a noisy well,

      The noise of waters is so sweet

      They say, The heart has ease of this,

      And no more all its burden is

      Than the catch of an old song;

      And then to a lost catch repeat

      The carking woe, the little bliss:

      Like things every mortal hears,

      But these tell them in a tongue

      Barbarous to your ears.
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        THE HORN

      

      

      

      
        
        While coming to the feast I found

        A venerable silver-throated horn,

        Which were I brave enough to sound,

        Then all, as from that moment born,

        Would breathe the honey of this clime,

        And three times merry in their time

        Would praise the virtue of the horn.

        The mist is risen like thin breath;

        The young leaves of the ground smell chill,

        So faintly are they strewn on death,

        The road I came down a west hill;

        But none can name as I can name

        A little golden-bright thing, flame,

        Since bones have caught their marrow chill.

        And in a thicket passed me by,

        In the black brush, a running hare,

        Having a spectre in his eye,

        That sped in darkness to the snare;

        And who but I can know in pride

        The heart, set beating in the side,

        Has but the wisdom of a hare?
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        EVERY BIRD OF NATURE

      

      

      

      
        
        Every bird of nature

        Has a true wing,

        Save one that has the feather

        Of a foreign thing.

        The pulse in his bosom was so luckless and wild

        He spied a feather in the grass

        And plucked it from the bright dews lying,

        Brighter than dew with witcheries . . .

        So ever false he flies.

        The thicket of birds

        Is quivering with wings,

        And freshly there when bush is in sprig,

        The linnet sings.

        But the bird that I name,

        Though with a gentle body,

        Must nest him in flame,

        And calls to his love,

        The bird that I tell,

        A Love fare you well.

        You should have fashioned

        Your musician, Death,

        Of the strung wires,

        Cold air his breath.

        Dearest and last you bound

        In a dark harmony,

        It has a sweet sound;

        But death's a cruel note,

        Set in a mortal throat.
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