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                        55 
            The wish, that of the living whole 
                No life may fail beyond the grave, 
                Derives it not from what we have 
            The likest God within the soul? 

5         Are God and Nature then at strife, 
                That Nature lends such evil dreams? 
                So careful of the type she seems, 
            So careless of the single life, 

            That I, considering everywhere 
10             Her secret meaning in her deeds, 
                And finding that of fifty seeds 
            She often brings but one to bear, 

            I falter where I firmly trod, 
                And falling with my weight of cares 
15            Upon the great world’s altar stairs 
            That slope through darkness up to God, 

            I stretch lame hands of faith, and grope, 
                And gather dust and chaff, and call 
                To what I feel is Lord of all, 
20         And faintly trust the larger hope.

                        56 

            “So careful of the type?” but no. 
                From scarpèd cliff and quarried stone 
                She cries, “A thousand types are gone; 
            I care for nothing, all shall go. 

5         “Thou makest thine appeal to me: 
                I bring to life, I bring to death; 
                The spirit does but mean the breath: 
            I know no more.” And he, shall he, 

            Man, her last work, who seemed so fair, 
10             Such splendid purpose in his eyes, 
                Who rolled the psalm to wintry skies, 
            Who built him fanes of fruitless prayer, 

            Who trusted God was love indeed 
                And love Creation’s final law— 
15             Though Nature, red in tooth and claw
            With ravine, shrieked against his creed— 

            Who loved, who suffered countless ills, 
                Who battled for the True, the Just, 
                Be blown about the desert dust, 
20         Or sealed within the iron hills?

            No more? A monster then, a dream, 
                A discord. Dragons of the prime, 
                That tare each other in their slime, 
            Were mellow music matched with him. 

25         O life as futile, then, as frail! 
                O for thy voice to soothe and bless! 
                What hope of answer, or redress? 
            Behind the veil, behind the veil.

                        95 
            By night we lingered on the lawn, 
                For underfoot the herb was dry; 
                And genial warmth; and o’er the sky 
            The silvery haze of summer drawn; 

5         And calm that let the tapers burn 
                Unwavering: Not a cricket chirred; 
                The brook alone far off was heard, 
            and on the board the fluttering urn.

            And bats went round in fragrant skies, 
10             And wheeled or lit the filmy shapes
                That haunt the dusk, with ermine capes 
            And woolly breasts and beaded eyes; 

            While now we sang old songs that pealed 
                From knoll to knoll, where, couched at ease, 
15             The white kine glimmered, and the trees 
            Laid their dark arms about the field. 

            But when those others, one by one, 
                Withdrew themselves from me and night, 
                And in the house light after light 
20         Went out, and I was all alone, 

            A hunger seized my heart; I read 
                Of that glad year which once had been, 
                In those fallen leaves which kept their green, 
            The noble letters of the dead. 

25         And strangely on the silence broke 
                The silent-speaking words, and strange 
                Was love’s dumb cry defying change 
            To test his worth; and strangely spoke 

            The faith, the vigor, bold to dwell 
30             On doubts that drive the coward back, 
                And keen through wordy snares to track 
            Suggestion to her inmost cell. 

            So word by word, and line by line, 
                The dead man touched me from the past, 
35             And all at once it seemed at last 
            The living soul was flashed on mine, 

            And mine in this was wound, and whirled 
                About empyreal heights of thought, 
                And came on that which is, and caught 
40         The deep pulsations of the world, 

            Aeonian music measuring out 
                The steps of Time—the shocks of Chance— 
                The blows of Death. At length my trance 
            Was canceled, stricken through with doubt. 

45         Vague words! but ah, how hard to frame 
                In matter-molded forms of speech, 
                Or even for intellect to reach 
            Through memory that which I became; 

            Till now the doubtful dusk revealed 
50             The knolls once more where, couched at ease, 
                The white kine glimmered, and the trees 
            Laid their dark arms about the field; 

            And sucked from out the distant gloom 
                A breeze began to tremble o’er 
55             The large leaves of the sycamore, 
            And fluctuate all the still perfume, 

            And gathering freshlier overhead 
                Rocked the full-foliaged elms, and swung 
                The heavy-folded rose, and flung 
60         The lilies to and fro, and said, 

            “The dawn, the dawn,” and died away; 
                And East and West, without a breath, 
                Mixed their dim lights, like life and death, 
            To broaden into boundless day. 

                        130 
            Thy voice is on the rolling air; 
                I hear thee where the waters run; 
                Thou standest in the rising sun, 
            And in the setting thou art fair. 

5         What art thou then? I cannot guess; 
                But though I seem in star and flower 
                To feel thee some diffusive power, 
            I do not therefore love thee less. 

            My love involves the love before; 
10             My love is vaster passion now; 
                Though mixed with God and Nature thou, 
            I seem to love thee more and more. 

            Far off thou art, but ever nigh; 
                I have thee still, and I rejoice; 
15             I prosper, circled with thy voice; 
            I shall not lose thee though I die. 

