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LYRIC POEMS

THE KEY-NOTE


Where are the songs I used to know,

    Where are the notes I used to sing?

    I have forgotten everything

I used to know so long ago;

Summer has followed after Spring;

    Now Autumn is so shrunk and sere,

I scarcely think a sadder thing

    Can be the Winter of my year.




Yet Robin sings thro’ Winter’s rest,

    When bushes put their berries on;

    While they their ruddy jewels don,

He sings out of a ruddy breast;

The hips and haws and ruddy breast

    Make one spot warm where snowflakes lie,

They break and cheer the unlovely rest

    Of Winter’s pause – and why not I?



DREAM-LOVE


Young Love lies sleeping

    In May-time of the year,

Among the lilies,

    Lapped in the tender light:

White lambs come grazing,

    White doves come building there;

And round about him

    The May-bushes are white.




Soft moss the pillow

    For oh, a softer cheek;

Broad leaves cast shadow

    Upon the heavy eyes:

There winds and waters

    Grow lulled and scarcely speak;

There twilight lingers

    The longest in the skies.




Young Love lies dreaming;

    But who shall tell the dream?

A perfect sunlight

    On rustling forest tips;

Or perfect moonlight

    Upon a rippling stream;

Or perfect silence,

    Or song of cherished lips.




Burn odours round him

    To fill the drowsy air;

Weave silent dances

    Around him to and fro;

For oh, in waking

    The sights are not so fair,

And song and silence

    Are not like these below.




Young Love lies dreaming

    Till summer days are gone, –

Dreaming and drowsing

    Away to perfect sleep:

He sees the beauty

    Sun hath not looked upon,

And tastes the fountain

    Unutterably deep.




Him perfect music

    Doth hush unto his rest,

And thro’ the pauses

    The perfect silence calms:

Oh poor the voices

    Of earth from east to west,

And poor earth’s stillness

    Between her stately palms.




Young Love lies drowsing

    Away to poppied death;

Cool shadows deepen

    Across the sleeping face:

So fails the summer

    With warm, delicious breath;

And what hath autumn

    To give us in its place?




Draw close the curtains

    Of branched evergreen;

Change cannot touch them

    With fading fingers sere:

Here the first violets

    Perhaps will bud unseen,

And a dove, may be,

    Return to nestle here.



“ENDURE HARDNESS”


A cold wind stirs the blackthorn

    To burgeon and to blow,

Besprinkling half-green hedges

    With flakes and sprays of snow.




Thro’ coldness and thro’ keenness,

    Dear hearts, take comfort so:

Somewhere or other doubtless

    These make the blackthorn blow.



“THERE IS A BUDDING MORROW IN MIDNIGHT”


Wintry boughs against a wintry sky;

  Yet the sky is partly blue

       And the clouds are partly bright: –

Who can tell but sap is mounting high

       Out of sight,

Ready to burst through?




Winter is the mother-nurse of Spring,

  Lovely for her daughter’s sake,

       Not unlovely for her own:

For a future buds in everything;

       Grown, or blown,

Or about to break.



A WINTRY SONNET


A Robin said: The Spring will never come,

    And I shall never care to build again.

A Rosebush said: These frosts are wearisome,

    My sap will never stir for sun or rain.

The half Moon said: These nights are fogged and slow,

    I neither care to wax nor care to wane.

The Ocean said: I thirst from long ago,

    Because earth’s rivers cannot fill the main. –

When Springtime came, red Robin built a nest,

    And trilled a lover’s song in sheer delight.

    Grey hoarfrost vanished, and the Rose with might

    Clothed her in leaves and buds of crimson core.

The dim Moon brightened. Ocean sunned his crest,

    Dimpled his blue, yet thirsted evermore.



MAY


I cannot tell you how it was;

But this I know: it came to pass

Upon a bright and breezy day

When May was young; ah pleasant May!

As yet the poppies were not born

Between the blades of tender corn;

The last eggs had not hatched as yet,

Nor any bird foregone its mate.




I cannot tell you what it was;

But this I know: it did but pass.

It passed away with sunny May,

With all sweet things it passed away,

And left me old, and cold, and grey.



SOMEWHERE OR OTHER


Somewhere or other there must surely be

    The face not seen, the voice not heard,

The heart that not yet – never yet – ah me!

               Made answer to my word.




Somewhere or other, may be near or far;

    Past land and sea, clean out of sight;

Beyond the wandering moon, beyond the star

               That tracks her night by night.




Somewhere or other, may be far or near;

    With just a wall, a hedge, between;

With just the last leaves of the dying year

               Fallen on a turf grown green.



SONG


She sat and sang alway

    By the green margin of a stream,

Watching the fishes leap and play

    Beneath the glad sunbeam.




I sat and wept alway

    Beneath the moon’s most shadowy beam,

Watching the blossoms of the May

    Weep leaves into the stream.




I wept for memory;

    She sang for hope that is so fair:

My tears were swallowed by the sea;

    Her songs died on the air.



AN ECHO FROM WILLOWWOOD


“O ye, all ye that walk in Willowwood.”

                                        D.G. Rossetti




Two gazed into a pool, he gazed and she,

    Not hand in hand, yet heart in heart, I think,

    Pale and reluctant on the water’s brink,

As on the brink of parting which must be.

Each eyed the other’s aspect, she and he,

    Each felt one hungering heart leap up and sink,

    Each tasted bitterness which both must drink,

There on the brink of life’s dividing sea.

Lilies upon the surface, deep below

    Two wistful faces craving each for each,

               Resolute and reluctant without speech: –

A sudden ripple made the faces flow

    One moment joined, to vanish out of reach:

               So those hearts joined, and ah! were parted so.



A TRIAD


Three sang of love together: one with lips

    Crimson, with cheeks and bosom in a glow,

Flushed to the yellow hair and finger-tips;

    And one there sang who soft and smooth as snow

    Bloomed like a tinted hyacinth at a show;

And one was blue with famine after love,

    Who like a harpstring snapped rang harsh and low

The burden of what those were singing of.

One shamed herself in love; one temperately

    Grew gross in soulless love, a sluggish wife;

One famished died for love. Thus two of three

    Took death for love and won him after strife;

One droned in sweetness like a fattened bee:

    All on the threshold, yet all short of life.



TOUCHING “NEVER”


Because you never yet have loved me, dear,

    Think you you never can nor ever will?

    Surely while life remains hope lingers still,

Hope the last blossom of life’s dying year.

Because the season and mine age grow sere,

    Shall never Spring bring forth her daffodil,

    Shall never sweeter Summer feast her fill

Of roses with the nightingales they hear?

If you had loved me, I not loving you,

    If you had urged me with the tender plea

Of what our unknown years to come might do

(Eternal years, if Time should count too few),

    I would have owned the point you pressed on me,

Was possible, or probable, or true.



BY THE SEA


Why does the sea moan evermore?

    Shut out from heaven it makes its moan,

It frets against the boundary shore;

    All earth’s full rivers cannot fill

    The sea, that drinking thirsteth still.




Sheer miracles of loveliness

    Lie hid in its unlooked-on bed:

Anemones, salt, passionless,

    Blow flower-like; just enough alive

    To blow and multiply and thrive.




Shells quaint with curve, or spot, or spike,

    Encrusted live things argus-eyed,

All fair alike, yet all unlike,

    Are born without a pang, and die

    Without a pang, and so pass by.



REST


O Earth, lie heavily upon her eyes;

    Seal her sweet eyes weary of watching, Earth;

    Lie close around her; leave no room for mirth

With its harsh laughter, nor for sound of sighs.

She hath no questions, she hath no replies,

    Hushed in and curtained with a blessèd dearth

    Of all that irked her from the hour of birth;

With stillness that is almost Paradise.

Darkness more clear than noon-day holdeth her,

    Silence more musical than any song;

Even her very heart has ceased to stir:

Until the morning of Eternity

Her rest shall not begin nor end, but be;

    And when she wakes she will not think it long.



ONE OF THE DEAD


Paler, not quite so fair as in her life,

    She lies upon the bed, perfectly still;

    Her little hands clasped with a patient will

Upon her bosom, swelling without strife;

An honoured virgin, a most blameless wife.

    The roses lean upon the window sill,

    That she trained once; their sweets the hot air fill,

And make the death-apartment odour-rife.

Her meek white hands folded upon her breast,

    Her gentle eyes closed in the long last sleep,

She lieth down in her unbroken rest;

    Her kin, kneeling around, a vigil keep,

Venting their grief in low sobs unrepressed: –

    Friends, she but slumbers, wherefore do ye weep?



HAVE YOU FORGOTTEN?


Have you forgotten how one Summer night

    We wandered forth together with the moon,

    While warm winds hummed to us a sleepy tune?

Have you forgotten how you praised both light

And darkness; not embarrassed yet not quite

    At ease? and how you said the glare of noon

    Less pleased you than the stars? but very soon

You blushed, and seemed to doubt if you were right.

We wandered far and took no note of time;

    Till on the air there came the distant call

Of church bells: we turned hastily, and yet

Ere we reached home sounded a second chime.

    But what; have you indeed forgotten all?

Ah how then is it I cannot forget?



COBWEBS


It is a land with neither night nor day,

    Nor heat nor cold, nor any wind, nor rain,

    Nor hills nor valleys; but one even plain

Stretches thro’ long unbroken miles away:

While thro’ the sluggish air a twilight grey

    Broodeth; no moons or seasons wax and wane,

    No ebb and flow are there along the main,

No bud-time no leaf-falling there for aye,

No ripple on the sea, no shifting sand,

    No beat of wings to stir the stagnant space,

No pulse of life thro’ all the loveless land:

And loveless sea; no trace of days before,

    No guarded home, no toil-won restingplace

No future hope no fear for evermore.



GUESSES


Was it a chance that made her pause

    One moment at the opened door,

    Pale where she stood so flushed before

As one a spirit overawes: –

Or
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