





BEYOND

LOVE’S aftermath! I think the time is now

That we must gather in, alone, apart

Tne saddest crop of all the crops that grow, Love’s
aftermath.

Ah, sweet,~—sweet yesterday, the tears that start

Can not put back the dial; this is, I trow,

Our haresting! Thy kisses chill my hcart,

Our lips are cold: averted eyes avow

The twilight of poor love: we can but part,

Dumbly and sadly, reaping as we sow,
Love’s aftermath.
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DE AMORE

SHALL oue be sormﬁful because of

Which hath no earthly crown,

Which lives and dies, unknown?

Because no words of his shall ever move
Her maiden heart to own

Him lord and destined master of her owns

Is Love so weak a thing as this,
Who can not lie awake,
Solely for his own sake, |

For lack of the dear hands to hold, the lips to kiss,

A mere heart-ache?

Nay, though love’s victories be great and sweet,
Nor vain and foolish toys,

His crowned, earthly joys,

Is there no comfort then in love’s defeat?

Because he shall defer,

For some short span of years all part in her,
Submitting to forego

The certain peace which happier lovers know;
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DE MAORZ

Becausa he shall be utterly disowne
Nor length of service bring
Her least awakening:

Foiled, frustrate and alone, misunders

ned,
Is Love less King?

Grows not the world to him a fairer pla
How far soever his days
Pass from his Lady’s ways,
From meére encounter with her golden fa
Though all his sighing be vain,
Shall he be heavy-hearted and complain?
Is she not still a star,
Deeply to be desired, worshipped afar,
A beacon-light to aid
From bitter-sweet delights, Lovv’s masquerade?
Though he lose many things,
Though much he miss:
The heart upon his heart, the hand that clings,

The memorable first kiss;

(6)



B Th= 2R R,
ZAEM R D
WA GE 15— R 5L T T
N RptRRes, BRA, DU, AL,
A RESAMES

Al % < 3 1E ARl & 5 L
PR Sdn R Hie K, -
SRR Y 25 3T 10 IR 1,

2R w7 R A fik Al — B e i SR 0
BESR Mt — LAy F e B TESR,
ARt 55 S D i AR DL

Sl B FEUCAR R Ly — R 2

OE A\ CRYRHIVE &, R03EM B0,
— (B P
FH) Ay R B

BRI TE T 2,
BEAR LR 2 7%
AR LT, IEMT PR T,

AME ] REE A S8 — KA EWI;
(7)



DE AMO

Love that is love at all,

Needs not an earthly coronals
Love is himself his own exceeding great rew
A mighty lord!

Leord over life and all the ways of breath,
Mighty and strong to save
From the devouring grave;

Yea, whose dominion doth out-tyrant death,
Thou who art life and death in one,
The night, the sun;

Who art, when all th_ings seoms?
Foiled, frustrate and forlorn, rejected of to-day
Go with me all my way, |

And let e not blaspheme.

(8)
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' THE DEAD CHILD

SLEEP on, dear, now
The last sleep and the best,
And on thy brow,

And cn thy quiet breast
Violets I throw.

Thy scanty years

Were mine a little while;
Life had no fears

To trouble thy brief smile

With toil or tears.

Lie still, and be
For evermore a child!
Not grudgingly,

Whom life has not defiled,
I render thee.

Slumber so deep,
No man would rashly wake;
I hardly weep,

F ain Only ' f(f[' tl]y Sakﬁg
(10)
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THE DEAD CHILD

To share thy sleep.

Yes, to be dead,
Dead, hers with thee to-day,—
When all is said

"Twere good by thee to lay
My weary head.

The very best! |
Ah, child so tired of play,
) stand confessed:

' want to come thy way,
And share thy 1est.

(12)
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CARTHUSIANS
THROUGH what long heaviness, assayed in vs:hat

strange fire,

Have these white monks been brought into the way
of peace, .

Despising the world’s wisdom and the world’s desire,

- 'Which from the body of this death bring no release?

Within their austere walls no voices penetrates
A sacred silence only, as of ceath, obtainss
Nothing finds entry here of loud or passionate;
This quiet is the exceeding profit of their pains.

From ma.hy lands they came, in divers fiery ways;
Fach knew at last the vanity of earthly joys;

And one was crowned with thorns, and one was
crowned "with bays,

And each was tired at last of the world’s foolish
noise.

It was not theirs with Dominic to preach Good’s holy
wrath,

They were too stern to bear sweat Francis’ gentle
swWay s <.
(14)
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CARTHUSIANS S

Theirs swas a higher calling and a steepor path, . -
To dwell alone with Christ, to meditate and pray,

A cloisterad company, they are compmﬁonlx_:és,-
None knoweth here the secret of his brother’s hears!

They are but come together for more loneliness,
Whose bond is solitude and silonce all thoir part.

O beatific life! “Who is there shall gainsay,

Your great refusal’s victory, your little loss,
Deserting vanity for the more perfect way,

The ‘Bweeter service of the most dolorous Cross.

Ye Eh;!.ll prevail at last! Sarely ye shall prevaill
Your silence and austerity shall win at last:
Desire and mirth, the world’s ephemeral lights ghall
© fail,
The sweet star of your queen is never overcast.

We fling up flowers and laugh, we laugh across the
wines; |
With wine-we dull cur souls aud caveful straing
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