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SELECTED POEMS

INTRODUCTION


Romance, who loves to nod and sing,

With drowsy head and folded wing,

Among the green leaves as they shake

Far down within some shadowy lake,

To me a painted paroquet

Hath been — a most familiar bird —

Taught me my alphabet to say —

To lisp my very earliest word

While in the wild-wood I did lie

A child — with a most knowing eye.




Succeeding years, too wild for song,

Then roll’d like tropic storms along,

Where, tho’ the garish lights that fly

Dying along the troubled sky,

Lay bare, thro’ vistas thunder-riven,

The blackness of the general Heaven,

That very blackness yet doth fling

Light on the lightning’s silver wing.




For, being an idle boy lang syne,

Who read Anacreon, and drank wine,

I early found Anacreon rhymes

Were almost passionate sometimes —

And by strange alchemy of brain

His pleasures always turn’d to pain —

His naivete to wild desire —

His wit to love — his wine to fire —

And so, being young and dipt in folly

I fell in love with melancholy,

And used to throw my earthly rest

And quiet all away in jest —

I could not love except where Death

Was mingling his with Beauty’s breath —

Or Hymen, Time, and Destiny

Were stalking between her and me.




O, then the eternal Condor years

So shook the very Heavens on high,

With tumult as they thunder’d by;

I had no time for idle cares,

Thro’ gazing on the unquiet sky!

Or if an hour with calmer wing

Its down did on my spirit fling,

That little hour with lyre and rhyme

To while away — forbidden thing!

My heart half fear’d to be a crime

Unless it trembled with the string.




But now my soul hath too much room —

Gone are the glory and the gloom —

The black hath mellow’d into grey,

And all the fires are fading away.

My draught of passion hath been deep —

I revell’d, and I now would sleep —

And after-drunkenness of soul

Succeeds the glories of the bowl —

An idle longing night and day

To dream my very life away.




But dreams — of those who dream as I,

Aspiringly, are damned, and die:

Yet should I swear I mean alone,

By notes so very shrilly blown,

To break upon Time’s monotone,

While yet my vapid joy and grief

Are tintless of the yellow leaf —

Why not an imp the greybeard hath,

Will shake his shadow in my path —

And even the greybeard will o’erlook

Connivingly my dreaming-book.



ROMANCE


Romance, who loves to nod and sing,

With drowsy head and folded wing,

Among the green leaves as they shake

Far down within some shadowy lake,

To me a painted paroquet

Hath been — a most familiar bird —

Taught me my alphabet to say —

To lisp my very earliest word

While in the wild wood I did lie,

A child — with a most knowing eye.




Of late, eternal Condor years

So shake the very Heaven on high

With tumult as they thunder by,

I have no time for idle cares

Through gazing on the unquiet sky.

And when an hour with calmer wings

Its down upon my spirit flings —

That little time with lyre and rhyme

To while away — forbidden things!

My heart would feel to be a crime

Unless it trembled with the strings.



THE SLEEPER


At midnight, in the month of June,

I stand beneath the mystic moon.

An opiate vapour, dewy, dim,

Exhales from out her golden rim,

And, softly dripping, drop by drop,

Upon the quiet mountain top,

Steals drowsily and musically

Into the universal valley.

The rosemary nods upon the grave;

The lily lolls upon the wave;

Wrapping the fog about its breast,

The ruin moulders into rest;

Looking like Lethë, see! the lake

A conscious slumber seems to take,

And would not, for the world, awake.

All Beauty sleeps! — and lo! where lies

Irenë, with her Destinies!




Oh, lady bright! can it be right —

This window open to the night?

The wanton airs, from the tree-top,

Laughingly through the lattice drop —

The bodiless airs, a wizard rout,

Flit through thy chamber in and out,

And wave the curtain canopy

So fitfully — so fearfully —

Above the closed and fringéd lid

’Neath which thy slumb’ring soul lies hid,

That, o’er the floor and down the wall,

Like ghosts the shadows rise and fall!

Oh, lady dear, hast thou no fear?

Why and what are thou dreaming here?

Sure thou art come o’er far-off seas,

A wonder to these garden trees!

Strange is thy pallor! strange thy dress!

Strange, above all, thy length of tress,

And this all solemn silentness!




The lady sleeps! Oh, may her sleep,

Which is enduring, so be deep!

Heaven have her in its sacred keep!

This chamber changed for one more holy,

This bed for one more melancholy,

I pray to God that she may lie

Forever with unopened eye,

While the pale sheeted ghosts go by!




My love, she sleeps! Oh, may her sleep,

As it is lasting, so be deep!

Soft may the worms about her creep!

Far in the forest, dim and old,

For her may some tall vault unfold —

Some vault that oft hath flung its black

And wingéd pannels fluttering back,

Triumphant, o’er the crested palls,

Of her grand family funerals —

Some sepulchre, remote, alone,

Against whose portal she hath thrown,

In childhood, many an idle stone —

Some tomb from out whose sounding door

She ne’er shall force an echo more,

Thrilling to think, poor child of sin!

It was the dead who groaned within.



TO HELEN (I)


Helen, thy beauty is to me

    Like those Nicéan barks of yore,

That gently, o’er a perfumed sea,

    The weary, way-worn wanderer bore

    To his own native shore.




On desperate seas long wont to roam,

    Thy hyacinth hair, thy classic face,

Thy Naiad airs have brought me home

    To the glory that was Greece,

    And the grandeur that was Rome.




Lo! in yon brilliant window-niche

    How statue-like I see thee stand,

The agate lamp within thy hand!

    Ah, Psyche, from the regions which

    Are Holy-Land!



TO HELEN (II)


I saw thee once — once only — years ago:

I must not say how many — but not many.

It was a July midnight; and from out

A full-orbed moon, that, like thine own soul, soaring,

Sought a precipitate pathway up through heaven,

There fell a silvery-silken veil of light,

With quietude, and sultriness, and slumber,

Upon the upturned faces of a thousand

Roses that grew in an enchanted garden,

Where no wind dared to stir, unless on tiptoe —

Fell on the upturn’d faces of these roses

That gave out, in return for the love-light,

Their odorous souls in an ecstatic death —

Fell on the upturn’d faces of these roses

That smiled and died in this parterre, enchanted

By thee, and by the poetry of thy presence.




Clad all in white, upon a violet bank

I saw thee half reclining; while the moon

Fell on the upturn’d faces of the roses,

And on thine own, upturn’d — alas, in sorrow!

Was it not Fate, that, on this July midnight —

Was it not Fate, (whose name is also Sorrow,)

That bade me pause before that garden-gate,

To breathe the incense of those slumbering roses?

No footstep stirred: the hated world all slept,

Save only thee and me. (Oh, Heaven! — oh, God!

How my heart beats in coupling those two words!)

Save only thee and me. I paused — I looked —

And in an instant all things disappeared.

(Ah, bear in mind this garden was enchanted!)

The pearly lustre of the moon went out:

The mossy banks and the meandering paths,

The happy flowers and the repining trees,

Were seen no more: the very roses’ odors

Died in the arms of the adoring airs.

All — all expired save thee — save less than thou:

Save only the divine light in thine eyes —

Save but the soul in thine uplifted eyes.

I saw but them — they were the world to me.

I saw but them — saw only them for hours —

Saw only them until the moon went down.

What wild heart-histories seemed to lie en written

Upon those crystalline, celestial spheres!

How dark a wo! yet how sublime a hope!

How silently serene a sea of pride!

How daring an ambition! yet how deep —

How fathomless a capacity for love!




But now, at length, dear Dian sank from sight,

Into a western couch of thunder-cloud;

And thou, a ghost, amid the entombing trees

Didst glide away. Only thine eyes remained.

They would not go — they never yet have gone.

Lighting my lonely pathway home that night,

They have not left me (as my hopes have) since.

They follow me — they lead me through the years.

They are my ministers — yet I their slave.

Their office is to illumine and enkindle —

My duty, to be saved by their bright light,

And purified in their electric fire,

And sanctified in their elysian fire.

They fill my soul with Beauty (which is Hope,)

And are far up in Heaven — the stars I kneel to

In the sad, silent watches of my night;

While even in the meridian glare of day

I see them still — two sweetly scintillant

Venuses, unextinguished by the sun!



ANNABEL LEE


It was many and many a year ago,

    In a kingdom by the sea,

That a maiden there lived whom you may know

    By the name of Annabel Lee; —

And this maiden she lived with no other thought

    Than to love and be loved by me.




She was a child and I was a child,

    In this kingdom by the sea,

But we loved with a love that was more than love —

    I and my Annabel Lee —

With a love that the wingéd seraphs of Heaven

    Coveted her and me.




And this was the reason that, long ago,

    In this kingdom by the sea,

A wind blew out of a cloud by night

    Chilling my Annabel Lee;

So that her high-born kinsmen came

    And bore her away from me,

To shut her up in a sepulchre

    In this kingdom by the sea.




The angels, not half so happy in Heaven,

    Went envying her and me;

Yes! that was the reason (as all men know,

    In this kingdom by the sea)

That the wind came out of the cloud, chilling

    And killing my Annabel Lee.




But our love it was stronger by far than the love

    Of those who were older than we —

    Of many far wiser than we —

And neither the angels in Heaven above

    Nor the demons down under the sea

Can ever dissever my soul from the soul

    Of the beautiful Annabel Lee: —




For the moon never beams without bringing me dreams

    Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;

And the stars never rise but I see the bright eyes

    Of the beautiful Annabel Lee;

And so, all the night-tide, I lie down by the side

Of my darling, my darling, my life and my bride

    In her sepulchre there by the sea —

    In her tomb by the side of the sea.



LENORE


Ah, broken is the golden bowl! — the spirit flown forever!

Let the bell toll! — a saintly soul floats on the Stygian river: —

And, Guy De Vere, hast thou no tear? — weep now or never more!

See! on yon drear and rigid bier low lies thy love, Lenore!

Come, let the burial rite be read — the funeral song be sung! —

An anthem for the queenliest dead that ever died so young —

A dirge for her the doubly dead in that she died so young.




“Wretches! ye loved her for her wealth and ye hated her for her pride;

And, when she fell in feeble health, ye blessed her — that she died: —

How shall the ritual then be read — the requiem how be sung

By you — by yours, the evil eye — by yours the slanderous tongue

That did to death the innocence that died and died so young?”




Peccavimus: — yet rave not thus! but let a Sabbath song

Go up to God so solemnly the dead may feel no wrong!

The sweet Lenore hath gone before, with Hope that flew beside,

Leaving thee wild for the dear child that should have been thy bride —

For her, the fair and debonair, that now so lowly lies,

The life upon her yellow hair, but not within her eyes —

The life still there upon her hair, the death upon her eyes.




“Avaunt! — avaunt! to friends from fiends the indignant ghost is riven —

From Hell unto a high estate within the utmost Heaven —

From moan and groan to a golden throne beside the King of Heaven: —

Let no bell toll, then, lest her soul, amid its hallowed mirth

Should catch the note as it doth float up from the damnéd Earth!

And I — tonight my heart is light: — no dirge will I upraise,

But waft the angel on her flight with a Pæan of old days!”



ELIZABETH


Elizabeth — it surely is most fit

(Logic and common usage so commanding)

In thy own book that first thy name be writ,

Zeno1 and other sages notwithstanding;

And I have other reasons for so doing

Besides my innate love of contradiction;

Each poet — if a poet — in pursuing

The muses thro’ their bowers of Truth or Fiction,

Has studied very little of his part,

Read nothing, written less — in short’s a fool

Endued with neither soul, nor sense, nor art,

Being ignorant of one important rule,

Employed in even the theses of the school —

Called — I forget the heathenish Greek name —

(Called any thing, its meaning is the same)

“Always write first things uppermost in the heart.”





1 It was a saying of this philosopher “that one’s own name should never appear in one’s own book.”

EULALIE — A SONG


                         I dwelt alone

                         In a world of moan,

               And my soul was a stagnant tide,

Till the fair and gentle Eulalie became my blushing bride —

Till the yellow-haired young Eulalie became my smiling bride.




                         Ah, less — less bright

                         The stars of the night

               Than the eyes of the radiant girl!

                         And never a flake

                         That the vapor can make

               With the moon-tints of purple and pearl,

Can vie with the modest Eulalie’s most unregarded curl —

Can compare with the bright-eyed Eulalie’s most humble and careless curl.




                         Now Doubt — now Pain

                         Come never again,

               For her soul gives me sigh for sigh,

                         And all day long

                         Shines, bright and strong,

               Astarté within the sky,

While ever to her dear Eulalie upturns her matron eye —

While ever to her young Eulalie upturns her violet eye.



TO MARGARET


[image: ]

“TO OCTAVIA”


When wit, and wine, and friends have met

And laughter crowns the festive hour

In vain I struggle to forget

Still does my heart confess thy power

    And fondly turn to thee!

But Octavia, do not strive to rob

My heart, of all that soothes its pain

The mournful hope that every throb

    Will make it break for thee!



SONNET — TO ZANTE


Fair isle, that from the fairest of all flowers,

    Thy gentlest of all gentle names dost take!

How many memories of what radiant hours

    At sight of thee and thine at once awake!

How many scenes of what departed bliss!

    How many thoughts of what entombéd hopes!

How many visions of a maiden that is

    No more — no more upon thy verdant slopes!

No more! alas, that magical sad sound

        Transforming all! Thy charms shall please no more —

Thy memory no more! Accurséd ground

    Henceforth I hold thy flower-enamelled shore,

O hyacinthine isle! O purple Zante!

    “Isola d’oro! Fior di Levante!”



TO MISS LOUISE OLIVIA HUNTER


Though I turn, I fly not —

    I cannot depart;

I would try, but try not

    To release my heart.

And my hopes are dying

While, on dreams relying,

    I am spelled by art.




Thus the bright snake coiling

    ’Neath the forest tree

Wins the bird, beguiling

    To come down and see:

Like that bird the lover

Round his fate will hover

Till the blow is over

    And he sinks — like me.



FOR ANNIE


Thank Heaven! the crisis —

    The danger is past,

And the lingering illness

    Is over at last —

And the fever called “Living”

    Is conquered at last.




Sadly, I know

    I am shorn of my strength,

And no muscle I move

    As I lie at full length —

But no matter! — I feel

    I am better at length.




And I rest so composedly,

    Now, in my bed,

That any beholder

    Might fancy me dead —

Might start at beholding me,

    Thinking me dead.




The moaning and groaning,

    The sighing and sobbing,

Are quieted now,

    With that horrible throbbing

At heart: — ah, that horrible,

    Horrible throbbing!




The sickness — the nausea —

    The pitiless pain —

Have ceased, with the fever

    That maddened my brain —

With the fever called “Living”

    That burned in my brain.




And oh! of all tortures

    That torture the worst

Has abated — the terrible

    Torture of thirst

For the napthaline river

    Of Passion accurst: —

I have drank of a water

    That quenches all thirst: —




Of a water that flows,

    With a lullaby sound,

From a spring but a very few

    Feet under ground —

From a cavern not very far

    Down under ground.




And ah! let it never

    Be foolishly said

That my room it is gloomy

    And narrow my bed;

For man never slept

    In a different bed —

And, to sleep, you must slumber

    In just such a bed.




My tantalized spirit

    Here blandly reposes,

Forgetting, or never

    Regretting its roses —

Its old agitations

    Of myrtles and roses:




For now, while so quietly

    Lying, it fancies

A holier odor

    About it, of pansies —

A rosemary odor,

    Commingled with pansies —

With rue and the beautiful

    Puritan pansies.




And so it lies happily,

    Bathing in many

A dream of the truth

    And the beauty of Annie —

Drowned in a bath

    Of the tresses of Annie.




She tenderly kissed me,

    She fondly caressed,

And then I fell gently

    To sleep on her breast —

Deeply to sleep

    From the heaven of her breast.




When the light was extinguished,

    She covered me warm,

And she prayed to the angels

    To keep me from harm —

To the queen of the angels

    To shield me from harm.




And I lie so composedly,

    Now, in my bed,

(Knowing her love)

    That you fancy me dead —

And I rest so contentedly,

    Now in my bed,

(With her love at my breast)

    That you fancy me dead —

That you shudder to look at me,

    Thinking me dead: —




But my heart it is brighter

    Than all of the many

Stars in the sky,

    For it sparkles with Annie —

It glows with the light

    Of the love of my Annie —

With the thought of the light

    Of the eyes of my Annie.



TO M.L.S ——


Of all who hail thy presence as the morning —

Of all to whom thine absence is the night —

The blotting utterly from out high heaven

The sacred sun — of all who, weeping, bless thee

Hourly for hope — for life — ah! above all,

For the resurrection of deep-buried faith

In Truth — in Virtue — in Humanity —

Of all who, on Despair’s unhallowed bed

Lying down to die, have suddenly arisen

At thy soft-murmured words, “Let there be light!”

At the soft-murmured words that were fulfilled

In the seraphic glancing of thine eyes —

Of all who owe thee most — whose gratitude

Nearest resembles worship — oh, remember

The truest — the most fervently devoted,

And think that these weak lines are written by him —

By him who, as he pens them, thrills to think

His spirit is communing with an angel’s.



TO —— —— ——


Not long ago, the writer of these lines,

In the mad pride of intellectuality,

Maintained “the power of words” — denied that ever

A thought arose within the human brain

Beyond the utterance of the human tongue;

And now, as if in mockery of that boast,

Two words — two foreign soft dissyllables —

Italian tones made only to be murmured

By angels dreaming in the moonlit “dew

    That hangs like chains of pearl on Hermon hill” —

Have stirred from out the abysses of his heart,

Unthought-like thoughts that are the souls of thought,

Richer, far wilder, far diviner visions

Than even the seraph harper, Israfel,

Who has “the sweetest voice of all God’s creatures,”

Could hope to utter. And I! my spells are broken.

The pen falls powerless from my shivering hand.

With thy dear name as text, though bidden by thee,

I cannot write — I cannot speak or think,

Alas, I cannot feel; for ’tis not feeling,

This standing motionless upon the golden

Threshold of the wide-open gate of dreams,

Gazing, entranced, adown the gorgeous vista,

And thrilling as I see upon the right,

Upon the left, and all the way along

Amid empurpled vapors, far away

To where the prospect terminates — thee only.



A VALENTINE TO —— —— ——


For her this rhyme is penned, whose luminous eyes,

    Brightly expressive as the twins of Lœda,

Shall find her own sweet name, that, nestling lies

    Upon the page, enwrapped from every reader.

Search narrowly the lines! — they hold a treasure

    Divine — a talisman — an
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