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BLACKBERRIES.

YOU cannot see in the world the work of the Poet's
pen:

Yet the Poet is master of words, and words are masters
of men,

WHAT chiefly makes a poem ? not opulence, nor grace,

Nor grandeur, nor simplicity ; the subject nor the
measure ;

But sweetness of proportion, to have everything in place ;

Such Poem is a ripen’d fruit, an everlasting pleasure.

THROUGH the harmony of words
Murmurs harmony of things,

In whispers of our human life,

All the various world, our scene,
Pensive memories, lofty hopes,
What we were, and long to be,
Sequent, mingling, musical.

Subtle, complex, mystical,
Our Human Being, in the midst
Of operation manifold,

Uncomprehended, closely felt.
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Existence, how intangible !
How real l—and such is Poetry ;
Where, through harmony of words

Murmurs harmony of things.

THE Bard sings Beauty, and what lies behind
All Beauty, in the Everlasting Mind.

Rejoice, O World, if one true verse you find ;
Grave it in gold and on your forehead bind.

N O wonder if tke accurate man,

‘Who fails to weigh, do all he can,

Art and Poetry with his scales,

Be somewhat angry that he fails ;

Will rather reckon those as nought
Than doubt his instruments of thought.

IF you love not Poetry,
Pr'ythee, name it not to me.
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A SONG or ariddle? I best like a song.
But if it's a riddle don’t make it too long.

And if it's a riddle one hopes there’s an answer,—

Which we perhaps can’t give, but you of course can, Sir.

FOR Heaven’s sake, Mighty Poet! leave thy tricks,
Confuse us not the more, but clear and fix.

ACCURST, O Poet! be thy song

That blurs the bounds of right and wrong.

“ LOVE’S but a kind of itch”
He sings : reward him how?
A laurel for his brow ?

—A nettle for his breech !

EPITAPH (BETWEEN THE LINES).

BEHOLD me at the zenith of fame’s sky ;
The feeblest who hath ever climb’d so high.
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“W HY murmur at this foolish crown of bays ?
Because a cheapen’d praise makes cheap all praise.

A NEW Thing’s rare indeed! The Poets play
But variations mostly,—even they.

(GOOD Sense and Poetry, old friends, are now not seen
together ;

Alas, ’tis said they've even turn’d their backs on one
another.

THE Poet launched a stately fleet : it sank.
His fame was rescued on a single plank.

ADVICE TO A YOUNG POET.

YOU’RE a true Poet : but, my dear,
If you would hold the public ear,
Remember to be nof foo clear.

Be strange, be verbally intense ;

Words matter ten times more than sense ;
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L i ity -

His highest moral reach ; yet "——
Hold you there !
Grant also his reverberated blare
Louder than fifty Alpine thunder-storms ;
His fame the Muses’ holy hill deforms,
Whereto, while passing impulse had the sway,
He forced his careless arbitrary way.
Muses, Heav’'n keep your State republican !
Your one lord is your one vulgarian.

APOLLO smiles on bards of every sort,
Save sneerers ; they’re unwelcome at his court.

INSCRIPTION OMITTED ON A PUBLIC MONUMENT.

Loo K, and receive admonishment from me :
Such as I was, take good care not to be !

STATUA INFELIX.

“ ERECTED by B. D., and carved by lord knows who,
If I look doubly sulky, no wonder that I do,

This endless penal servitude condemn’d to undergo,

In Wellington’s back garden to sit watching Rotten

Row,”
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To A MODERN POET.

“SONGS of despair, O Poet, only songs of despair ?

True, we have trouble enough, fear and sorrow and care.

And this is the courage, the help, the consolation thou’rt
bringing,—

All that’s evil in life and man persistently singing ?

Love, joy, wisdom, and goodness, are shams, by you
detected ;

Beauty’s a poisonous growth, root, fruit, and flow’r in-
fected,

Passing fair and sweet, a savour of death unto Death ;

Life being a painted bubble, the chance of an idle breath.

If Will there be, ’tis a Cacodemon’s, half-mocking,
half-loathing,

Who plays with his puppets, tortures them, touches
them into nothing !

Songs such as these, O brother, how will they help us
along ?

We have a journey to make, would fain be cheerful and
strong ;

The deepest thing we know is that right does differ
from wrong.

Evils there are in the world. Shall we add to them evil
song ?
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Turn to the Devil at once, and worship %#ém, body and
soul ?—

By your leave, that looks not to me the wisest plan on
the whole.”

MODERN POET ANSWERS:

“BUT supposing I, the Poet, . . .

A BRILLIANT literature, no doubt, have we.

Gay poison-toadstools on the rotting stem,
Prismatic bubbles on the putrid pond,—
Such Books this age produces : far beyond
All flow’rs, the critics tell us,—trust to them !

Or sunset’s glory mirror'd in the sea.

Felt in the soul which hath recourse on

high
Of the Universal with the Human Spirit.
This also through the gates of ear and eye
Reveals itself in beauty, so intense
That the glad Spirit, using modes of sense,
Brings forth our angel-mortal, Poesie.
Form satisfies, establishing the past.
Colour enlivens, makes the present keen.
Music breeds longings, wooing bodiless.
By habitude of Language, things are seen,

And Music’s cousin can to ear express

The musical of Life, orb’d in sweet Verse at last.
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DOTH Music tickle ear, and that’s the whole ? HOW rotten the Art is that works for display !

—It speaks a heavenly language to the soul. Yet this mode of doing things carries the day.

OUT of this hard and thin life ; ARTIST, your business is with surface : true.
Through Music’s gate I peep I But slicing off the surface will not do.

Into a life within life, No mask or hollow elle-maid give us, you,
Purer and more deep, But life, with heart and brain within it too.

HoOW should Oratory give
Contentment to the higher mind,
Being an art correlative

To the dulness of mankind ?

WitH pen and with pencil we’re learning to say

Nothing, more cleverly every day.

PAINTERS, Composers, can make use no doubt
Of mind,—but they do pretty well without.
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(O HEROES, ye comfort my brotherly heart !

O Scoundrels, too often with you is my part !

WHEN the vile and the noble he juggles to mix,
That is one of Mephisto’s most damz

5 = .
iot% BASE and selfish discontent

From hell is sent;

A noble discontent is given
I DO not show

All myself to you;

Direct from Heaven.

That, cowardice and low desires
Fill with unrest ; But as far as I go
I tell you true.

T'his, the soul’s longing that aspires
The worst and best of me

To find the Best.
No eye doth ever see.

—_—

GIVE us all under, and above, the Moon ;
THAT base curmudgeon who in Nelson’s stead

And we should tire of all so plaguy soon !
Was made an earl (the one true Nelson dead),

What do we ask then? Just a thought, no more :
And flung poor generous Emma to the dogs,

A skiff to waft us from this mortal shore.
Would sooner when his hour approach’d, I'll swear,
How & . - Have chosen Erebus’s fiery bogs
OW different is the life within our breast Than Heav'n, if sure to meet Horatio there.

From what we seem to those who know us best !
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BERRIES, and also seeds,

Out of moments and moods they have sprung.

Pearls, or only glass beads,

On a thread of life they are strung.

Goop Reader, were I but in Greek,
For wit and wisdom you might seek
In many readings, not thus put

Me by with half my leaves uncut.

ONE or two at a time
Give your soul some ;

A little dose of rhyme ;
More is not wholesome.

y to each other *“ My Soul! my Life!”

With love’s best unanimity.
Each mortal to mortal hath much to give :
Each soul by its very self must live
At the centre of infinity.

THE figures of Heroes by history outlined
Can only take colour and life from your mind.

HE who worships Success
Follows no blind guide :

¢1 merely can grope and guess ;
Let the Universe decide.”

Only, to learn aright
Who does or does not succeed,
He must keep true ends in sight,—
A difficult matter indeed !
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What will he do with my little boy,

Bud of hope and blossom of joy ?

Can he deal with him in dudgeon ?
Millions of Babes that must be men |
At the end of your three-score years and ten
What sort of a world will ye leave behind ?

What sort of a world will your grandsons find ?

THE weak, all-powerful force, now in our hand :
Earth’s future lords, the Children of the Land.

THE Children of the Land
Are given into thy hand,
O wish’d-for future King :
Gently, boldly, take them ;
All they are fit for, make them ;
Teach them to work, pray, sing,

" ‘ RUBB thinks and talks and brags from
morn till night
Of money, money, money. Grubb is
right.
Grubb cuts a figure now : but take away
His money—what were left of Grubb, I pray?

AN INCALCULABLE MAN.

DUMP’S grand stupidity is such,
No genius could surprise so much ;
What it may think or say or do
Guess not : ’tis boundless, ever new !
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VETERATOR. JACTATOR.

YOU know him a rogue, and you keep him your friend; DoONT 100k so bold and talk so loud, my friend !

Shall we pity you when you are bit in the end ? You're not so much alive as you pretend.

PROFIT AND Loss.
DivEs.
JOHN makes ten pound a day : but John, ifakes !

Loses a day for each ten pound he makes. CHARITABLE do you say,
Dives is 7—content to pay
Three per cent. for commutation
DORR. a dind -
Of love in life and conversation.
DoRR through his life has been content to wait
In lazy hopes of doing something great ;
In practice null, in theory surprising,

. 5, FLIBB.
Dorr sleeps till noon to dream of early rising.

“ LIFE is a jest,”—Flibb finds this true.
His is a mighty dull one too.

CORPULENTUS.

HOPE not to dominate by bulk, ————

Tho' tall of stature, huge of hulk | = :
I've known a portlier man than you In PR e, s goam

= . e .
. How many have been ruin’d by success.
The biggest fool I ever knew, g g
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THE Chief Malefactors of the time
Have never once committed a crime ;

To look for them, do not lower your eyes,
But lift them to the social skies.

LOUCHE plays the honest and high-minded man,
Almost as cleverly as mortal can ;
And yet one plainly sees, through all his art,

That Louche is not well-fitted with his part.

“ THE Devil take him ! »—nay, Old Nick,
Believe me, knows a better trick.
False, plausible, malignant, clever,—

« My dear,” says Satan, * live for ever | "

GEORGE.

OF early rising George great boast doth make ;

But, all day through, George is but half awake.

DONANS.

YES, you give gifts, yourself you never give ;
So thanks, but never gratitude, receive.
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TuMIDUS.

H 1S body, voice, and gesture are so strong,
You think his will is also ; but you’re wrong.
Self-will he has ; but then the Self is weak,

And knows not where to go, or what to seek.

FRANK RASCAL.

“] HAVE some right to scorn the world indeed,
Where men like me (I know myself) succeed :
Why should I spare it 7— Vours be virtue’s meed !

Come to me for a dinner if you need.”

Jay.

J.‘\Y, having done a vile thing, goes away
And boasts of it ; whereafter, people say

% Ah, his own tale—and what a liar is Jay !”
Yes, we may reckon him a liar indeed

Who can make truth a first-rate lie at need,
And by being known as liar doth so succeed.
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GRUNCH,

GRUNCH, being sold to the Devil,
Would fain think everything evil,
Make lord and master of all

The Demon that holds him in thrall.

BRISK.

BRISK’S a very industrious man, it is true ;
But most that he does, ‘twere well not to do.

CLICK.

CLICK’S brain is small, but hung
Close at the back of his tongue ;
His best without waiting you hear ;
No better, and give him a year.

TOMPEKINS.

BILLY Tompkins is a fool ;
Billy Tompkins looking cool,
Pray how should this be anything to me?
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Yet in Tompkins looking cool,
Though I know he is a fool,
I am ready something ominous to see.

CRESULUS.

KEEP what you've got. But hark’ee, wealthy sir !

Be proud in secret; make but little stir.
Your overshare should fill your heart with shame,

Let toleration be your utmost claim.

ON A TRADESMAN.

A GENTLEMANLY tradesman this .
To deal with such a man is bliss.
Him as a gentleman you treat
Of course,—you have no other mind ;
But he reserves in full, you'll find
The tradesman’s privilege to cheat ;
Then scold, reprove him if you can,—
He’s such a gentlemanly man !

Methinks a better time we had

With commonplace obsequious cad.
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“ ADULTERATION is a_form of Competition” . ToMr FIReD ERwARD

Saith a British Manufacturer and Statesman ; To say “All . . . are rogues,” dear Ned,
Shall we write upon his monument the sentence ? ' Were rash ; and so I leave the words unsaid.
There are many who will frankly hold it wisdom ;
There are some who may interpret it more subtly, To My FRIEND MATTHEW.
“ Britisk Trade is more or less a form of Cheating.” o alle s o St Mot daar Mab

To AN EGG-MERCHANT. : Were too severe ; we will not call him that.

WHAT the deuce is your use? You nothing produce,
You never lay eggs. O, you're a transmitter. To My FRIEND DANIEL.
If A has an egg intended for me,
He hands itto B, Bto C, Cto D,
D to E, E to me—who pay, after A,

SA\", have you ever known a truthful man,
But me? I have not, save yourself, dear Dan.

And we can sometimes lie. I know I can.
B, C, D, and E, for stopping the way ;

For surely ’twere fitter A’s egg and my penny
y 44 YP ¥

Changed hands without paying a toll to so many,
Which terribly docks Farmer A of his gain,
While of eggs far from fresh I often complain.

BROWN AND GREEN.
MR. BrowN, Mr. Green, are precisely an age ;
By the register so we are priggishly told,
One noteworthy fact it omits from its page,—

Brown never was young ; Green will never be old.
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NUTSIDE warm, inside cool,
£ Then my body’s in good rule.

I LIKE a good dinner ; but none is good

Where the company does not excel the food.

B’s wine is excellent—but you
Must swallow his conversation too.

No banquet’s ever to my wish
Unless the talk be the finest dish.

GIVE me enough of meat and drink

That of meat and drink I may cease to think.
But what is enough? Much less, I trow,
Than all that ill habit longs for now.

And what is too little 7—with all the rest,
My whim demands its share of the best.
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FOR my soul’s and body’s food,
I will take what does me good.
Spite of folk’s or sages’ cry,
Take what does me good will L.

WINE, good wine, is an excellent thing ;
The vintner, too often, deserves to swing.

N OTHING that is not immortal is worth an immortal’s
care.
But mortal things nourish immortal ; therefore of these

be aware.

CLOUDED mind and sluggish will,—
All my life is full of ill!

Give me, give me—one blue pill.

A ten-mile walk is better still.
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Pig’s tail and snout !

WEALTH can serve special uses,—failing these,

Here’s truth, no doubt ;
But topsy-turvy, inside-out. Wealth is at once a vice and a disease.
The Needfullest,

2 ?
Is that the Best ? ALL should work, and all should play,

Give to, gather from, the day:
Make the share
Of each as fair

Your guts in modest cave should rest !
Who binds up dung
Sweet flowers among ?
Are frying-pans as pictures hung ?— As human laws ‘and customs may.
Eat, drink, your fill,
Gain strength and will ; (e =cs
If need be, take a draught or pill ; BETTER a hollow tree in a wood,
And if some power Or a cave by the wild sea-foam,
In lucky hour Than the warmest bed and the daintiest food,

Shall make you feel the heavenly dower And another man’s house for home.

That Genius brings
On mystic wings

To light the world of common things,—
Poor dolt! at least
Mock not the feast
Which proves you are not all a beast.
Be humble,—nay
Kneel down and say
 Thank Heaven for one true glimpse to-day !”
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BLACKBERRIES.

OBSERVE thy Dreams. LOOK close at your bills ; do you find no cheat ?

Why so?
To know
Thy inmost hopes and schemes.
True loves and hates

TR

Does the sauce, maybe, cost you more than the meat ?

— =

A WHEN changes must be granted, ’tis the knowing
ppear

Most clear :
Thus Dreams foreshow men’s fates.

Statesman’s plan
To let them seem as great, and be as little as he can,

LIBERALITY’S much in vogue ; I NEVER write from personal spite

Toleration’s the favourite plan ; So much as a single word.
But everything you give to a rogue When hot I feel, ’tis public zeal,—
You take from an honest man. Which may seem to you absurd,

IF we had neither church nor throne,

And no corn grown, nor roses blown, IN greater things or less

We were in evil case, T own. Beware of Selfishness,
With every good at strife.
It makes one deaf and blind,

ONE who can see without seeming to see,— It ossifies the mind,

That’s an observer as good as three. It kills the life of life.
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HERB Duty in life’s common ground hath root ;

hIONEY matter:
. -~ . . S nota renty :
oy 1ts sweet flow’r, Content its wholesome fruit. tat tw ty;
y ]

But at fifty, best have plenty.

« F OOL’S Parsley ” is rank poison ; leam to know 0]
: ’ WORLD, if I had known y
) you long ago,

Fool’s Duty too, which far and wide doth grow. g
Me you had scarcely had the chance to know !

IF I could smile DEAR Son, I say to you
. ; ; :
On the useful vile, Learn much ; say little ; be true

Proud ass and clever varlet,—
You, Madam World,
With red lip curl’d, How many things would be ridiculous

Would smile on me, you harlot ! Were they not tragic. Be not our life thus.
Fate shall be Fate itself to conquer us.

IF successful thou wouldst be,

One thing avoid—Sincerity. A WEALTHY MAN.
ALL landscapes are his land ;
His gold’s in sky and sea ;

Fair Idea his mistress

3oldly sting ; and some will fear thee. =AE ’
Boldly sting . Child of Eternity.
Wouldst thou thy gpinion show ? ?

’Tis what no one wants to know.

BOLDLY praise ; and some will hear thee.

—
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PLEASURE, torture, victory, crime,—
A time, a time, a little time,

Soothes and smooths all away.

Is this our hardness, dulness, blame ?
Human privilege ? human shame ?

Or does the blank Night, all-surrounding,
All-absorbing, all-confounding,
Thus leak in 7—and who shall say ?

— IR - PEREL B o 3

“WEARY your life was, day by day,
You groan that these are pass’d away :
BY and by, we shall meet What would you have, or have had, say ? "—
Something truly worth our while, “ Leave me my discontent, I pray!”
Shall begin to live at last,
By and by.

HOW swift the days do pass !
And bring no gift, alas !

That is the bitter thing.

Joys take they, sorrows bring.

|

By and by, days that fleet
After days, in countless file
Bring one day, like all the past,

And we die.
—Hush, know you not these joys

?
HEeRrE they are : how little they are ! In sooth were only toys?

i ike sh fly.
Here they were : how wondrous they were ! Griefs, too, like shadows fly

Once they were : what were they ? And all of us can die.
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HAST ever chanced to stare aghast WHY ever asking “why ?” you cry; and I

Into that gulf we call the Past, Can't tell you why my soul asks ever why ?

Filld with shapes or shades which fancy « Deny—rely—I can’t, and must ask why ?

Raises by her necromancy, Of every man and thing ’m passing by,

Waving shadows of our thought “Why? why? why? why?” though never they reply.
On the cloudy dimness wrought,

And through those forms of vapour spy

Heaps of rags and bones that lie
N EEDS and greeds and ties and lies

Eating up our industries,
Sluttish sloth and paltry pleasure
Drinking up our priceless leisure,

In sordid twilight scatter’d round

0Old Dustman Time’s shot-rubbish ground ?
Such a dream I had last night.

It blackens all this morning’s light.

These postpone to dereliction

And thus are soul’s wings prest and pent s =38
Wish and purpose and conviction.

At times by grosser element,
How many a man says ‘“ Here am 1—

I think—would—will—ah me, I die!”
DULL and dumb,
Sad and slow;

Such moods come,
QUT of the land of dreams and youth, alas !

At the cold touch of morning light I pass,
And see a greybeard in the looking-glass.

Such moods go.

PERCEPTION, Will, Personality :
Metaphysical facts enough for me.
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Some for old times will draw a sigh.

LOST chance—never again ;

Others, name and date being redd,

Lost hours—bitter pain ; Will feel a pleasure that I'm dead.

Lost grief—waste of breath ; Perhaps a tear may, after all,

Lost life—welcome death ! On my lower'd coffin fall.
Do what wilt with me,

SOON life ends ; Destiny !

Have I any friends ? If no,—so ! if yes,—bless !

Or even enemies, In any case whatever

Mightier than fleas ? I am the bubble, not the river,

Would I had a foe Much less the source :

Worth blow for blow ! Slight my knowledge, small my force.

Would I had a friend, And howsoever things may be,

Ere life end ! The self-same World holds me and thee,
Destiny !

“I'm learning, every day.”
WHO will sorrow when I die ?

O happy chance !
Tell me who, and tell me why?

What art thou learning, say ?”

He whose leasehold void is made ; « My ignorance :

He who cheats me in his trade ; That all man’s pride must bend

He who reckons on mine alms ; Al dategiie
He, being older, that feels qualms.

Some, for snap of custom’s tie, SRS
Wer't but the seeing of the eye,
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FLUNG out of Dreamland into cold harsh Day,

THERE’S plenty of credit in life at first,
Work and keep warm ; there is no other way.

But all must be paid for, that's the worst.
The worst ?—nay rather call it the best ; —_—

“ Was this world,” said the Arab, * created in jest ? ”
; : - For bodily or mental food,

—— Use whatever does you good.

(GOOD luck and bad luck come to all -
But few see where and when they fall. THE healthy man loves life ; you love it not:
Go to your doctor then, and plague us not !

GOOD luck’s no use unless you can s

i oty by : LET not man, ignorant and weak,

Use it ; it must fit its man. :
To live by endless forecast seek,
But day by day, and hour by hour,

Give, take, what’s fairly in his power.
Goop Luck, the merry rambler, shuns

Some roads, and favours other ones :
Be sure of Luck you can’t, but may ToO what good end shall ear be lent
Choose for yourself a lucky way. To preachers of discouragement ?

LLOVE first, Work second, IN every trouble, say—

Prudence be for third reckon’d. ¢ This too will pass away.”
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IAYERE must I stay awhile, against my will,
) And long to flee to lonely Bramble Hill.
% ‘What countless crowds these grimy streets
do fill !

How cheap is man !—and woman cheaper still

“ NATION of Shopkeepers ”—how base a name !
“ Of chéating Shopkeepers ” were still worse fame.

A WHORE that's gentle, mild, and sweet,
Dainty, modest-worded, neat,

She’s a creature just so far

Worse than filthy trollops are,

As of womanhood the more

She puts into this trade of whore.
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SOLDIERS have fame, and harlots infamy ;
Birds of a feather, for all that, they be,
And gladly flock together, as you see.

HIRELING Soldier, Priest, and Woman,
Not uncommon, yet inhuman,

MANY things flash across the town-bred mind,
They come and go and leave small trace behind.
Few things, oft trudging through the rustic brain,
Impress themselves in marks that long remain.
Country makes much of trifles ; Town makes light
Of life’s chief things. How hard to judge aright !

THE Workers’ Revolution must begin
(Else that were also vanity) within ;

Grant honest life and honest work its aim.
Or do they merely envy whom they blame ?
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OLD folk, tho’ weak, will serve you best: of late ONE Cockney you despise ; four million such
Conscience in work is quite gone out of date. You brag of; why? London a larger smutch
On England, is it truly more a town ?
Thames more a river when its borders drown ?
IS idleness indeed so black a crime ? Uses and graces of a town are hid
What are the Busy doing, half their time ? And lost the dingy labyrinth amid,

O the buzz and clack and clatter,

Mighty noise and little matter ! 2 :
42 BAT-WING’D Cupid takes his flight

e Through the city streets by night ;
THE Century gallops, glorying itself Dread him, shun him, Boys and Girls !
On swiftness, downhill, to an unknown gulf. He has horns among his curls,

He has venom on his arrow,

Rotting skin and bone and marrow,*
IN the Great City, as 'twere Hell,

People who know each other well

Rub elbows and go blankly by

With a pretended stranger’s eye ;— STIR and change from morn till night,
Yet this is better than the grin Wealth of culture and delight,

Where all is cold and dark within ; Pictures, music, libraries,

Better than the wink or glance Theatres, the flower of these,

Of the comrogue’s countenance.

* The Hogarthian or rather Goyan drawing attached to this cannot at
present be reproduced ; it might do much good.
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Plagued with flies, and pleased with
flowers ;

Children dear, the sun is low,

The bell is tolling : let us go.

THE metal sleeps in its hidden vein,
The blue-eyed flax waves over the plain,
The silk-worm spins on the mulberry leaf;
The Days are spinning their joy and grief.

Threads are a-twining, manifold,

Of flax, hemp, cotton, and silk, and gold ;
For joyous Beauty, for Soldier proud,
For work-dress, cable, halter, and shroud.

From fields of sense, and mines of thought,
Threads of life are twisted and wrought :
We are weaving Character, weaving Fate,
And Human History, little and great.
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WE count men subject to mortality ;

Yet take one man—we could not let him die.

IF I must die when all is said and done,
7 am dead now ; true life has ne'er begun.

IF we saw these things clear, what then ?
This were not Earth, and we not Men.

A SKELETON typifies Death.
Let be: 'tis enough exact.
Death, the bones of a fact,

Wanting the blood and breath.

WHAT! am I toogrown old? How days have hasted !
Soon I must leave this world, nor loth to go.
Novelty, Hope, Defeat, Success, I've tasted,
Each various flavour of Life’s joy and woe.
Great things I can surmise, but nothing know.,
I've lived a man with men, and with the rest
Move on to die in turn, and say * So best.”
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A MYSTIC tracery of Stars
Hung in the midnight sky,
Wherein methought
In one great word was wrote,

Could I but read it, Human Destiny.

But Destiny debars.

ALL things freely flow
In the starry current :
Sullen or abhorrent,
As half-drown’d we glide ;
Know too much, too little ;

Turn our strength and gladness

Into gloom and madness,
Struggling with the tide.

Multitudes of germs
Travel unconfounded ;
Planets simply rounded
Make gigantic way ;
Terms of fate protect them,
Ignorant of treason :—
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Well when human reason
Chooses to obey.

Fatal flowing Time,
Strong thy liquid fetter ;
Yet I swim the better,
Nor compassion crave :
Prime of thee and all things,
Nature’s secret essence
Lives to its own presence
‘Where we break thy wave.

O YOUNG Man! cast off cowardice
And sloth and selfishness ; arise,

Wash with clear dew thy drowsy eyes,
Run on the joyful hills of morn,

Let dull dreams fly the breeze’s horn,
And golden rays make fresh thy blood !
To Age the dubitating mood ;

In youth audacity is wise.
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Poor little Wandering Jew,
Pilgrim it ! will-you, nill-you ;
Welcomed of none or few ;

Yet neither can any man kill you.

Go ! for fate’s voice is heard ;
No longer with me sojourner.
Heaven send a kindly word

Whiles, and a chimney-corner !
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