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RESLEEE

Up at the Stars Thou Art Gazing

l ’ p at the stars thou art gazing, o love! would I might be
Heaven, that with thousand eyes | might look back on

thee.
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A Book of Verse

\r

book of verse, underneath the bough,
A jug of wine,a loaf of bread—and thou

Beside me singing iithe wilderness—

Ahj wilderness wer@paradise enow!
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Signs of Love

f amorous faith, a heart of guileless ways,
ISoft languors, courteously controlled desire,
And virtuous will, kindled with noble fire,

And lengthened wanderings in a lightless maze;

If thoughts, which evermore the Brow displays,

or words that faint and brokenly suspire,

Still checked with fear and shame; if hues no higher
Than the pale violet hath, or love displays;

If holding some one than one’s self more dear,

If sorrowing and sighing evermore,

If Chewing grief, and rage, and many a cross,

If burning far away, and freezing near,

Are signs that Love consumes me to the core,

Yours, lady, is the fault and mine the loss.
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If It Be Destined

If it be destined that my Life, from thine
Divided, yet with thine shall linger on
Till, in the later twilight of Decline,

1 may behold those Eyes, their luster gone;

When the gold tresses that enrich thy brow
Shall all be faded into silver-grey,
From which the wreaths that well bedeck them now

For many a Summer shall have fall’'n away;

Then should I dare to whisper in your ears
The pent-up passion of so long ago,
That Love which hath survived the wreck of years

Hath little else to pray for, or bestow.

Thou wilt not to the broken heart deny

The boon of one too-late relenting Sigh.
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Cantus Troili
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f no love is, O God, what feel I so?

And if love is, what thing and which is he?
If love be good, from whennes comth my wo?
If it be wikke, a wonder thinketh me,
When every torment and adversitee
That cometh of him, may to me savory thinke;

For ay thurst I, the more that I it drinke.

And if that at myn owene lust I brenne,
Fro whennes cometh my walling and my pleynte?
If harme agree me, wher—to pleyne I thenne?
1 noot, ne why unwery that I faynte.

O quike deeth, o swete harm so queynte,
How may of thee in me swich quantitee,

But if that | consente that it be?




