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TO J. G. FAIRFAX


Noon smote down on the field, Burning on spears and helms, Shining from Theseus' shield. As a wave of the sea that whelms A rock, and its crest uprears, Through the wreck of the trampled wheat The charge of the charioteers Thundering broke. A sleet Veiled light, and the air was alive, As with hissing of snakes, as with swarms Of the Spring by a populous hive, As with wind, and the clamour of storms: So hurtled the arrowy hail Loosed from the Amazon ranks, Smote ringing on brazen mail, Struck fanged through the shuddering flanks Of the stallions; and half were hurled In the dust, and broken, and brayed By the chariots over them whirled, Which, eager and undismayed, Swept ruining on to the hordes Of the Amazonian camp, With the lightning of terrible swords; Till the dead were heaped, as a ramp For the quick. But the chariots shocked On the thicket of close-set spears; And the long ranks reeled, and rocked, Broke; and the charioteers Went through them, cleaving as ploughs Cleave earth: they were rent, and tossed With the tumult of tortured boughs. And the stallions, with foam embossed, Fought, tearing each other with teeth, In the red, blind rage of their lust, Screaming; and writhed underneath The wounded, trodden as must Of the grapes trodden out in the press, Empurpling the knees, and bare Thighs of the men. Through the stress Of their shoulders drove as a share, Hippolyta. Avenging she came; And they streamed, and they surged round her car, The women: her face was a flame As she rode through the tempest of war; And they cried, made glad with the sight, As those desiring the dawn, When the darkness is cloven by light, Cry for gladness: they rallied, upborne, When she rayed as the sun through their cloud. But she strung the bow, and she prayed Unto Artemis, calling aloud, As a maid might call to a maid; And the Goddess of shining brows Heard, as she paused from the chace Upon Tainaros hoary with snows; And a shadow darkened her face: A shadow, and then a ray Lightening, glorying, smiled, As her thought pierced years to a day Unborn, and an unborn child, With the pure fount of his praise Lifted to her, from the shrine Rock-hewn, at the three cross-ways In a waste of hills, as wine Gladdening her; and she shed A wonder, a terror, a fear, A beauty that filled with dread, A glory no eyes might bear On her maid; stooped, hushed, from the height Her thought, as a bird on the wing, Rained down from her, swifter than light. Hippolyta notched on the string An arrow, and loosed it, and smote, As he drove at her car with a jest, Agelaus, cleaving his throat Speechless; and smote through the breast Polytherses; and Euenor then Felt the teeth of the flints at his veins, As his mares dragged him back to his men All bloody, entangled in reins; Then Damastor she smote: and they fled As doves or as linnets fly When a hawk that has towered overhead Stoops, ravening, out of the sky On their quires. But her arrows sighed After them, swifter than feet: They ran, shrieked, stumbled, and died, Shot through with her shafts. In the wheat, With the sunlight gilding their greaves, Helmets, and shields, and mail, They lay, strewn thickly as leaves When Autumn has swung his flail. But afar, where Thermodon rolled The deep, swift strength of its flood To the ocean turbidly gold, Drave Theseus, eager for blood; And as herds stampede in affright At the reek of the beast in the air Precipitately through the night When a lion forth comes from his lair, So the women before him fled In a rout, headlong, overborne, For he drave as a beast all red, With the blood of the prey he had torn, Circled them round; they were rent, Whirled under him, flung from him, far Seaward, and lost; until spent, Heaped in a mound by her car Broken, and dying, and dead, Hippolyta saw. And she fled.

Theseus followed. Afar, Over the storm of the spears, He had seen her face as a star Shine; and no tremble of tears Softened her terrible eyes, Cruel they shone there, and blue With the beauty of windless skies. But her bowstring ever she drew, Loosening arrows that sang Through the air exulting as wind; And the clamour of battle rang Most by her car, while behind The fierce, wild women upheld Their queen, and their anger burned In staring eyeballs. She felled A man as her car overturned, Sped onward, her swift white feet The dead and the dying spurned Who lay in the wasted wheat. Theseus followed his prey As a lean hound follows the fleet Quarry: the dusty way Smoked with the speed of his feet. She was swift; but he burned in the chace: He was flame, he was sandalled with fire, Hungering after her face, With a fury, a lust, a desire, As a hound that whines for the blood Of the hart flying winged with fear; And she yearned, and she longed for the wood, Seeming far from her still, though near, And she strained, and she panted, and pressed, With her head flung backward for breath, And the quick sobs shaking her breast, Agonised, now, as by death, Fearing utterly, fighting with fate, Stumbling. And swifter behind, With a love made hot by his hate, Strained he pursuing. The wind, Lifted, and played with the fold Of her chlamys; and showed made bare The swift limbs shining, as gold From sunlight, and streamed through her hair As wind in a cresset of fire, As tresses of flame in the night, While she fled, desired, from desire, Till the brakes hid the flame from his sight.

Yea, but no long time he stood, As one who resigns the prize When a moment baffled. The wood Hid her indeed from his eyes, But the track of her feet lay clean As the slot of a deer in the grass. Slower he followed, and keen Were his downcast eyes. As a glass A wide lake gleamed in the ebb Of the latest tide of the light; Stars shone clear through the web Of the branches, beckoning night; The leaves fell softly, gilt With autumn, and tawny and red; And the blue of the skies lay spilt, Pooled, shining, from late rains shed; The tall reeds seemed to dream By the full lake's murmuring marge. She paused by a chiming stream, Listened awhile, hung her targe From a tree with her unstrung bow, Loosened her breast-plate and greaves, Bathing her limbs: and slow, Like a snake through the fallen leaves, Theseus crept on his prize, Paused, to gaze on her grace, The fine clean curve of the thighs, Pure brow, and well-chiselled face, Beautiful knees, and the play Of muscles, splendidly wrought. Theseus leapt on his prey.

Laughing softly, he sought Ease from desire as a flame: Struggled she still, and fought, Calling on Artemis' name, Who went, unheeding her prayer, Beyond Tainaros streaming with floods, Till the cries came faint through the air, Dwindling among the woods, For the numberless tongues of the leaves Echoed with myriad cries Low, and as plaintive as grieves The wood under darkening skies. The quick, sharp sobs from her breast Came thick, and she, to whom spears Hurtling close were a zest To battle, felt the hot tears Well and fall from her eyes, Struggled not long, lay still. Theseus stooped on his prize, Drank of her lips his fill.
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The wind wails overhead, With a grieving sore; And the little souls of the dead Beat on the door.

Crying: Light and a fire, We have travelled far Over the plowed fields' mire. Will ye lift the bar?

Would ye have us go all night On the windy ways, Who were strong men once in the light Of our own days?

Ours are the fields ye plow, And ye sow our wheat: Let us stretch our hands to the glow Of the warm, red peat.

 We, who have lain in earth For a long dark year, Crave for our own old hearth, And ye will not hear.
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O quiring voices of the sleepless springs, O night of beauty, calm and odorous, O bird of Thrace, that ever ceaseless sings The passion of thy music amorous,

My heart is but a spring that, with its prayer, Is choric through an April plenilune; My music but a rapture in the air, A nightingale loud-voiced in leafy June.
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Ah, my heart! my heart! It is weary without her. I would that I were as the winds which play about her! For here I waste and I sicken, and nought is fair To mine eyes: nor night with stars in her clouded hair, Nor all the whitening ways of the stormy seas, Nor the leafy twilight trembling under the trees: But mine hands crave for her touch, mine eyes for her sight, My mouth for her mouth, mine ears for her footfalls light, And my soul would drink of her soul through every sense, Thirsting for her, as earth, in the heat intense, For the soft song and the gentle dropping of rain. But I sit here as a smouldering fire of pain, Lonely, here! And the wind in the forest grieves, And I hear my sorrow sobbing among the leaves.
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TO YNEZ STACKABLE


In the soul of man there are many voices, That silence wakens, and sound restrains: A song of love, that the soul rejoices, With windy music, and murmuring rains;

A song of light, when the dawn arises, And earth lies shining, and wet with dew; And life goes by, in a myriad guises, Under a heaven of stainless blue.

The willows, bending over the river, Where the water ripples between the reeds, Where the shadows sway, and the pale lights quiver On floating lily, and flowing weeds,

 Have whispering voices, soft as showers Of April falling on upland lawns, On the nodding harebell, and pale wind-flowers, Through silver evens, and golden dawns.

But softer than love, and deeper than longing Are the sweet, frail voices of drifting ghosts; In the soul of man they are floating, thronging As wind-blown petals, pale, flickering hosts.
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Yea! even such as creep With eyes bent earthward, in the little space Between the dawn and waning of the day, Between a sleep and sleep: Even these, without a fixed abiding-place, Travel, though tardily, upon the way Labouring; while your lighter, swifter sail Soars, rising over sudden hills of foam, Exultant, through the storm; and, eager, flies Like a fleet swallow up to meet the gale, That drives with anger, through the heaven's dome, Clouds, like great silver galleons in a sea of skies.

 For every man, and each, Is like a venture putting forth to sea, Voyaging into unknown ways to find Kindlier lands; and urges on to reach Kingdoms which there may be Hidden the grey gloom of the sea behind: Fabulous kingdoms piled with golden toil And the slow garnering of mortal dreams: Such as lured forth the splendid sails of Spain. So, journeying, we, in hope of that great spoil, Steer hardily through all conflicting streams Of Ocean, and count all the exultant battling gain.
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TO LILLIE


Lovely thou art, O Dawn! As a maiden, who wakes, Opening eyes on a world Filled with wonder and light, After a sleep of dreams. Issuing, clad in a robe Of blue, and silver, and green. From the tents of God in the east Comest thou; as a thought Slippeth into the mind Of a maid, awakened from sleep, By the swallows, under the eaves, Twittering to their young; As a flower
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