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Nomplacencies of the peignoir, and late
l|Coffee and oranges in a sunny chair,
And the qreen freedom of a cockatoo
@Hpun a rug mingle to digsipate

The holy hush of ancient gacrifice.

She dreams a little, and she feels the dark
Encroachment of that old catagtrophe,

Ag a calm darkens among water-lights.

The pungent oranges and bright, areen wings
Seem things in some procegsion of the dead,
(Ainding across wide water, without sound.
The day ig like wide water, without sound.
Stilled for the pagsing of her dreaming feet
Ober the seas, to gilent Palestine,

Dominion of the blood and sepulchre.
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' 3 by should she qibe her bounty to the dead?
| K d@bat is vivinity if it can come

oz Onily in silent shadotos and in dreams?
Shall she not find in comforts of the sun,

In pungent fruit and bright qreen wings, or else
In anpy balm or beauty of the earth,

Thinns to be cherished like the thouaht of Heaven?
Dibinity must live within herself:

Pagsions of rain, or moods in falling snotw;
Gricvings in loneliness, or ungubdued
CElations when the forest blooms; qusty
Emotions on et roads on autumn nights;
Al pleagures and all paing, remembering
The bough of summer and the winter branch.
These ave the meagure destined for Her soul.
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FA|obe in the clouds had his inhuman bicth.

o mother suckled him, no stweet land gabe

1| Large-mannered motions to his nmthy mind.

1He mobed among usg, ag a muttering king,
Maanificent, would mobe among his hinds,
Antil our blood, commingling, birginal,

d@ith heaven, brought such requital to desire
The very Hinds discerned it, in a star.

Shall our blood fail? Or shall it come to be
The blood of paradige? And shall the earth
Seem all of paradise that we shall knotw?

The gky will be much friendlier then than notw,
A part of labor and a part of pain,

And next in glory to enduring lobe,

ot this dibiding and indifferent blue.




4

3 %WO Z8lbe saps, “F am content when wakened birds,
AP {(Before they fly, test the veality

2 2A|Of misty ficlds, by their stoeet questionings;
PBut when the birds are gone, and their warm fields
Return no more, where, then, is paradise?”
There is not any haunt of prophecy,
Por any old chimera of the qrabve,
Peither the qolden underground, nor isle
Melodious, where spirits qat them home,
ot bigionary gouth, nor cloudy palm
Remote on Heaven’s hill, that has endured
Ag April’'s qreen endures; or will endure
Like her remembrance of awakened birds,
Or her degire for June and ebening, tipped
By the consummation of the swallow’s wings.
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: %?;@ he saps, “But in tqntentment B st’il[ feel
gﬁz«‘é@ The need of some imperishable bliss.”

lrzs 2| Death is the mother of beauty; hence from her,
Alone, shall come fulfillment to our dreams

And our degires. Although she strews the leabes

Of sure obliteration on our paths,

The path sick sorrow took, the many paths
@@pere triumph rang its bragsy phrase, or lobe
@@bispered a Llittle out of tenderness,

She makes the willow shiver in the sun
Ffor maidens who were wont to sit and gase
QApon the qrass, relinquished to their feet.

She causes bops to pile netw plums and pears
On digregarded plate. The maidens taste

And stray impassioned in the littering leabes.
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PAls there no change of death in paradise!?
DNl DBoes ripe fruit never fall? Gr do the boughs
1| Hang alwaps heaby in that perfect shy,
Unchanging, vet so like our perishing eavth,
d@ith rivers like our otwon that seek for seas
They never find, the same receding shores
That never touch with inarticulate pang?
@@y get pear upon those river-banks
Or gpice the shores with odors of the plum? -
Alag, that they should wear our colors there,
The gilken weavings of our afternoons,
Anb pick the strings of our ingipid lutes!
Death is the mother of beautp, mpystical,
d@ithin whose burning bosom we debige
Our earthly mothers waiting, sleeplessiy.
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upple and turbulent, a ving of men

A | Shall chant in orgy on a summer morn
lrza 2| Their boisterous debotion to the sun,
Pot as a god, but as a god might be,
Paked among them, like a sabage source.
Their chant ghall be a chant of paradise, i TISEBARIGER SRS
Out of their blood, returning to the sky; AR g

oy

And in theiv chant shall enter, boice by boice, ”}z-r LA s A
The windy lake wherein their lord delights, NEE g e T8y
The trees, like serafin, and echoing hills, | ﬁf‘ B o A

That choir among themsgelves long afterward.
They shall know well the heavenly fellotwship
Of men that perish and of summer morn.

And whence they came and whither they shall qo
The dew upon theiv feet shall manifest.
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?tiu:;@ Zalbe bears, upon that water without sound,
> 14 voice that cries, “The tomb in Palestine

5| Is not the poreh of spirits lingering.

It is the qrave of Jesusg, where He lap.”

@@e live in an old chaos of the sun,

Or old dependency of day and night,

Or igland golitude, ungponsgored, free,

Of that wide water, inescapable.

Deer walk upon our mountaing, and the quail

d@dhistle about ug their gpontancous cries;

Sioeet berries vipen in the wilderness;

Anv, in the isolation of the sky,

At ebening, casual flocks of pigeons make

Ambiquous undulations ag they sink,

Dotonivard to darkness, on extended wings.




