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Crossing the Bar

Sunset and evening star,
And one clear call for me!

And may there be no moaning of the bar,
When I put out to sea,

But such a tide as moving seems asleep,
Too full for sound and foam,
When that which drew from out the boundless deep
Turns again home.

Twilight and evening bell,
And after that the dark!
And may there be no sadness of farewell,
When I embark;

For tho' from out our bourne of Time and Place
The flood may bear me far,
I hope to see my Pilot face to face
When I have crost the bar.

O beauty, passing beauty!

O beauty, passing beauty! Sweetest sweet!
How can thou let me waste my youth in sighs?
I only ask to sit beside thy feet.

Thou knowest I dare not look into thine eyes.

Might I but kiss thy hand! I dare not fold
My arms about thee--scarcely dare to speak.
And nothing seems to me so wild and bold,

[ivY¥Wa n'xn

D2 AR NYIRY
oyn "% DX

129Y? NN N7 [l RIY
.0!7 279K

i1 9?7 .0) DTN
2NN Y19/ 'K
,1NDY NHXAN NZ7AY M
QY NN

nyn ,0mITnT 9y
Ny 72 qun%
,T192 2yY 72 'NITD|
;NXX 120D

YN AT DiPN DIYY ' DX
123 I¥ RI2Y
020 NN W97 NI 172
Jivw7 un

1889

(nTh ANXN 7Y "NIand" TN NNy NXD)
I9%in '9i 19i |n

,7INAN '990 N9IN ,N9IX N7 77

?NIiNIX 7282 DMV NMVIY

PNY? 770 TX7 Wigan i I

iY77 '02an Ny N

"7 A7 AT 0 'WOR DD

2770 D2 12720 MIVINT DY "2IX
S'N19 LTV NI NN 87 17 12T




As with one kiss to touch thy blessed cheek.

Methinks if I should kiss thee, no control
eep afloatkWithin the thrilling brain could
The subtle spirit. Even while I spoke,

The bare word "kiss" hath made my inner soul
To tremble like a lute string, ere the note
Hath melted in the silence that it broke.

Summer Night

Now sleeps the crimson petal, now the white;
Nor waves the cypress in the palace walk;
Nor winks the gold fin in the porphyry font:
The firefly wakens: waken thou with me.

Now droops the milk-white peacock like a ghost,
And like a ghost she glimmers on to me.

Now lies the Earth all Diana; to the stars,
And all thy heart lies open unto me.

Now slides the silent meteor on, and leaves
A shining furrow, as thy thoughts in me.

Now folds the lily all her sweetness up,
And slips into the bosom of the lake:

So fold thyself, my dearest, thou, and slip
Into my bosom and be lost in me.

The Blackbird
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O Blackbird! sing me something well:
While all the neighbours shoot thee round,
I keep smooth plats of fruitful ground.
Where thou may'st warble, eat and dwell.

The espaliers and the standards all
Are thine; the range of lawn and park:
The unnetted black-hearts ripen dark,
All thine, against the garden wall.

Yet, though I spared thee kith and kin,
Thy sole delight s, sitting still,

With that gold dagger of thy bill

To fret the summer jennetin.

A golden bill! the silver tongue,

Cold February loved, is dry:

Plenty corrupts the melody

That made thee famous once, when young;:

And in the sultry garden-squares,

Now thy flute-notes are changed to coarse,
I hear thee not at all, or hoarse

As when a hawker hawks his wares.

Take warning! he that will not sing
While yon sun prospers in the blue,
Shall sing for want, ere leaves are new,
Caught in the frozen palms of Spring.

Who Can Say?

Who can say
Why Today
Tomorrow will be Yesterday?
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Who can tell

Why to smell

The violet, recalls the dewy prime

Of youth and buried time?

The cause is nowhere found in rhyme.

The Eagle

He clasps the crag with crooked hands;
Close to the sun in lonely lands,
Ring'd with the azure world, he stands.

The wrinkled sea beneath him crawls;
He watches from his mountain walls,
And like a thunderbolt he falls.

Break, Break, Break

Break, break, break,
On thy cold gray stones, O Sea!
And I would that my tongue could utter
The thoughts that arise in me.

O, well for the fisherman's boy,

That he shouts with his sister at play!
O, well for the sailor lad,

That he sings in his boat on the bay!

And the stately ships go on
To their haven under the hill;

But O for the touch of a vanish'd hand,
And the sound of a voice that is still!

Break, break, break
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At the foot of thy crags, O Sea!
But the tender grace of a day that is dead
Will never come back to me.

Nothing Will Die

When will the stream be aweary of flowing

Under my eye? When will the wind be aweary of blowing
Over the sky? When will the clouds be aweary of fleeting?
When will the heart be aweary of beating? And nature die?
Never, oh! never, nothing will die?

The stream flows,

The wind blows,

The cloud fleets,

The heart beats,

Nothing will die.

Nothing will die;

All things will change
Through eternity.

'T1is the world's winter;
Autumn and summer

Are gone long ago;

Earth is dry to the centre,
But spring, a new comer,
A spring rich and strange,
Shall make the winds blow
Round and round,

Through and through,
Here and there,

Till the air

And the ground

Shall be filled with life anew.
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The world was never made;

It will change, but it will not fade.
So let the wind range;

For even and morn

Ever will be

Through eternity.

Nothing was born;

Nothing will die;

All things will change.

O, Were I Loved As I Desire To Be!

O, were I loved as I desire to be!

What is there in the great sphere of the earth,
Or range of evil between death and birth,
That I should fear, - if [ were loved by thee!

All the inner, all the outer world of pain,

Clear love would pierce and cleave, if thou wert mine;
As I have heard that somewhere in the main
Fresh-water springs come up through bitter brine.

‘I were joy, not fear, clasped hand in hand with thee,
To wait for death — mute — careless of all ills,
Apart upon a mountain, though the surge

Of some new deluge from a thousand hills
Flung leagues of roaring foam into the gorge
Below us, as far on as eye could see.

The Beggar Maid

Her arms across her breast she laid;
She was more fair than words can say;
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Barefooted came the beggar maid
Before the king Cophetua.

In robe and crown the king stept down,
To meet and greet her on her way;

“It 1s no wonder,” said the lords,
“She is more beautiful than day.”

And shines the moon in clouded skies,
She in poor attire was seen:
One praised her ankles, one her eyes,
One her dark hair and lovesome mien.
So, sweet a face, such angel grace,
In all that land had never been:
Cophetua sware a royal oath:
“That beggar maid shall be my queen!”

A Farewell

Flow down, cold rivulet, to the sea,
Thy tribute wave deliver:

No more by thee my steps shall be,
For ever and for ever.

Flow, softly flow, by lawn and lea,
A rivulet then a river;

No where by thee my steps shall be,
For ever and for ever.

But here will sigh thine alder tree,
And here thine aspen shiver;

And here by thee will hum the bee,
For ever and for ever.
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A thousand suns will stream on thee,
A thousand moons will quiver;

But not by thee my steps shall be,
For ever and for ever.

Move Eastward, Happy Earth

Move eastward, happy earth, and leave
Yon orange sunset waning slow:

From fringes of the faded eve,

O, happy planet, eastward go:

Till over thy dark shoulder glow

Thy silver sister world, and rise

To glass herself in dewey eyes

That watch me from the glen below.

Ah, bear me with thee, lightly borne,
Dip forward under starry light,

And move me to my marriage-morn,
And round again to happy night.

The Splendor Falls

The splendor falls on castle walls
And snowy summits old in story;
The long light shakes across the lakes,
And the wild cataract leaps in glory.
Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying,
Blow, bugle; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying.

O, hark, O, hear! how thin and clear,
And thinner, clearer, farther going!
O, sweet and far from cliff and scar
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The horns of Elfland faintly blowing!
Blow, let us hear the purple glens replying,
Blow, bugles; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying.

O love, they die in yon rich sky,
They faint on hill or field or river;
Our echoes roll from soul to soul,
And grow forever and forever.
Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying,
And answer, echoes, answer, dying, dying, dying.

Tears, idle tears

Tears, idle tears, I know not what they mean,
Tears from the depth of some divine despair
Rise in the heart, and gather to the eyes,

In looking on the happy autumn-fields,

And thinking of the days that are no more.

Fresh as the first beam glittering on a sail,

That brings our friends up from the underworld,
Sad as the last which reddens over one

That sinks with all we love below the verge;

So sad, so fresh, the days that are no more.

Ah, sad and strange as in dark summer dawns
The earliest pipe of half-awakened birds

To dying ears, when unto dying eyes

The casement slowly grows a glimmering square;
So sad, so strange, the days that are no more.

Dear as remembered kisses after death,
And sweet as those by hopeless fancy feigned
On lips that are for others; deep as love,
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Deep as first love, and wild with all regret;
O Death in Life, the days that are no more!

Marrige Morning

Light, so low upon earth,

You send a flash to the sun.

Here is the golden close of love,
All my wooing is done.

Oh, the woods and the meadows,
Woods where we hid from the wet,
Stiles where we stay'd to be kind,
Meadows in which we met!

Light, so low in the vale

You flash and lighten afar,

For this is the golden morning of love,
And you are his morning start.
Flash, I am coming, I come,

By meadow and stile and wood,
Oh, lighten into my eyes and heart,
Into my heart and my blood!
Heart, are you great enough

For a love that never tires?

O' heart, are you great enough for love?
I have heard of thorns and briers,
Over the meadow and stiles,

Over the world to the end of it
Flash for a million miles.

In memoriam A.H.H.
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Dark house, by which once more I stand
Here in the long unlovely street,

Doors, where my heart was used to beat
So quickly, waiting for a hand,

A hand that can be clasp'd no more—
Behold me, for I cannot sleep,

And like a guilty thing I creep

At earliest morning to the door.

He is not here; but far away

The noise of life begins again,

And ghastly thro' the drizzling rain

On the bald street breaks the blank day.

XI
Calm 1s the morn without a sound,
Calm as to suit a calmer grief,
And only thro' the faded leaf

The chestnut pattering to the ground:

Calm and deep peace on this high world,

And on these dews that drench the furze,

And all the silvery gossamers
That twinkle into green and gold:

Calm and still light on yon great plain

That sweeps with all its autumn bowers,
And crowded farms and lessening towers,

To mingle with the bounding main:

Calm and deep peace in this wide air,
These leaves that redden to the fall;
And in my heart, if calm at all,
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If any calm, a calm despair:

Calm on the seas, and silver sleep,
And waves that sway themselves in rest,
And dead calm in that noble breast
Which heaves but with the heaving deep.

Come not when I am dead

Come not, when I am dead,

To drop thy foolish tears upon my grave,

To trample round my fallen head,

And vex the unhappy dust thou wouldst not save.
There let the wind sweep and the plover cry;

But thou, go by.

Child, if it were thine error or thy crime

I care no longer, being all unblest:

Wed whom thou wilt, but I am sick of Time,
And I desire to rest.

Pass on, weak heart, and leave to where I lie:
Go by, go by.

In the Valley of Cauteretz

All along the valley, stream that flashest white,
Deepening thy voice with the deepening of the night,
All along the valley, where thy waters flow,

I walk'd with one I loved two and thirty years ago.
All along the valley, while I walk'd to-day,

The two and thirty years were a mist that rolls away;
For all along the valley, down thy rocky bed,
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Thy living voice to me was as the voice of the dead,
And all along the valley, by rock and cave and tree,
The voice of the dead was a living voice to me.

Flower in the crannied wall

I pluck you out of the crannies,

I hold you here, root and all, in my hand,
Little flower -but if I could understand
What you are, root and all, and all in all,
I should know what God and man is.

Minnie and Winnie

Minnie and Winnie
Slept in a shell.
Sleep, little ladies!
And they slept well.

Pink was the shell within,
Silver without;

Sounds of the great sea
Wander'd about.

Sleep, little ladies!
Wake not soon!
Echo on echo
Dies to the moon.

Two bright stars
Peep'd into the shell.
"What are you dreaming of?
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Who can tell?"

Started a green linnet
Out of the croft;
Wake, little ladies,
The sun is aloft!

Cradle Song

What does little birdie say
In her nest at peep of day?
Let me fly, says little birdie,
Mother, let me fly away.
Birdie, rest a little longer,

Till thy little wings are stronger.

So she rests a little longer,
Then she flies away.

What does little baby say,

In her bed at peep of day?
Baby says, like little birdie,

Let me rise and fly away.

Baby, sleep a little longer,

Till thy little limbs are stronger.
If she sleeps a little longer,
Baby too shall fly away.

The Throstle

‘Summer is coming, summer is coming.

I know it, I know it, I know it.
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Light again, leaf again, life again, love again,’
Yes, my wild little Poet.

Sing the new year in under the blue.
Last year you sang it as gladly.

‘New, new, new, new’! Is it then so new
That you should carol so madly?

‘Love again, song again, nest again, young again,’
Never a prophet so crazy!

And hardly a daisy as yet, little friend,

See, there is hardly a daisy.

‘Here again, here, here, here, happy year’!
O warble unchidden, unbidden!

Summer is coming, is coming, my dear,
And all the winters are hidden.

The Silent Voices

When the dumb Hour, clothed in black,
Brings the Dreams about my bed,

Call me not so often back,

Silent Voices of the dead,

Toward the lowland ways behind me,
And the sunlight that is gone!

Call me rather, silent voices,

Forward to the starry track
Glimmering up the heights beyond me
On, and always on!
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