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ARIETTE

S the moon’s soft splendour
O’er the faint cold starlight of heaven
Is thrown,
So thy voice most tender
To the strings without soul has given

Its own.

The stars will awaken,
Though the moon sleep a full hour later
To-night :
No leaf will be shaken
Whilst the dews of thy melody scatter
Delight,

Though the sound overpowers,
Sing again, with thy sweet voice revealing
A tone
Of some world far from ours,
Where music and moonlight and feeling

Are one.
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TO —
MUSIC, when soft voices die,

Vibrates in the memory—
Odours, when sweet violets sicken,

Live within the sense they quicken.

Rose leaves, when the rose is dead,

Are heaped for the beloved’s bed;

And so thy thoughts, when thou art gone,
Love itself shall slumber on.



LINES TO AN INDIAN AIR

ARISE from dreams of thee
In the first sweet sleep of night,

When the winds are breathing low,
And the stars are shining bright:
I arise from dreams of thee,
And a spirit in my feet
Has led me—who knows how?
To thy chamber window, sweet !

The wandering airs they faint
On the dark, the silent stream—
The champak odours fail

Like sweet thoughts in a dream;
The nightingale’s complaint,

It dies upon her heart,

As I must die on thine,

Beloved as thou art!

O lift me from the grass!

I die, I faint, I fail!

Let thy love in kisses rain

On my lips and eyelids pale.

My cheek is cold and white, alas!
My heart beats loud and fast,

Oh! press it close to thine again,
Where it will break at last.
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A BRIDAL SONG

HE golden gates of sleep unbar

Where strength and beauty met to-

gether,
Kindle their image like a star
In a sea of glassy weather,
Night, with all thy stars look down,—
Darkness, weep thy holiest dew,—
Never smiled the inconstant moon
On a pair so true.
Let eyes not see their own delight;
Haste, swift Hour, and thy flight
Oft renew,

Fairies, sprites, and angels keep her!
Holy stars, permit no wrong!
And return to wake the sleeper.
Dawn,—ere it be long,
Oh joy! oh fear! what will be done
In the absence of the sun!
Come along!
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SONG, ON A FADED VIOLET

HE odour from the flower is gone,
Which like thy kisses breathed on me;
The colour from the flower is flown,

Which glowed of thee, and only thee!

A shrivelled, lifeless, vacant form,
It lies on my abandoned breast,
And mocks the heart which yet is warm
With cold and silent rest.

1 weep—my tears revive it not!

1 sigh—it breathes no more on me;
Its mute aid uncomplaining lot

Is such as mine should be.
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TO-MORROW

WHERE art thou, beloved To-morrow ?
Whom young and old and strong and
weak,
Rich and poor, through joy and sorrow,
Thy sweet smiles we ever seek,—
In thy place—ah ! well-a-day !
We find the thing we fled—To-day,



T

INE eyes were dim with tears unshed;
Yes, I was firm—thus wert not thou;
My baffled looks did fear yet dread
To meet thy looks—I could not know
How anxiously they sought to shine
With soothing pity upon mine.

To sit and curb the soul’s mute rage
Which preys upon itself alone;
To curse the life which is the cage
Of fettered grief that dares not groan,
Hiding from many a careless eye
The scorned lvad of agony.

Whilst thou alone, then not regarded,
The [ ] thou alone should be,
To spend years thus, and be rewarded,
As thou, sweet love, requited me
‘When none were near—Oh! I did wake
From torture for that moment’s sake.

Upon my heart thy accents sweet
Of peace and pity, fell like dew
On flowers half dead;—thy lips did meet
Mine tremblingly; thy dark eyes threw
Thy soft persuasion on my brain,
Charming away its dream of pain.
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e are nol happy, sweet; our state
Is strange and full of doubt and fear;
More need of words that ills abate;
Reserve or censure come not near
Our sacred friendship, lest there be

No solace left for thou and me.

Gentle and good and mild thou art,
Nor I can live if thou appear
Aught but thyself, or turn thine heart

Away from me, or stoop to wear
The mask of scorn, although it be
Toe hide the love thou feel’st for me.



TO ——

I FEAR thy kisses, gentle maiden,
Thou needest not fear mine;
My spirit is too deeply laden
Ever to burden thine,

I fear thy mien, thy tones, thy motion,
Thou needest not fear mine;
Innocent is the heart’s devotion
With which I worship thine.




