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The Song of the Santer

From out the secret mountain deéps my yearning soul waa
drawn,

I flow through violet valleys, snd by languorous leaguea of
lawn,

In the beauty of the mountains in the dusk and in the down.

There I saw the far blue mountains in the visionary west,

Saw the mist upon the mountaing in the opsl evening west,

Saw the clouds that lsbor for me c'er the mevntains’ misty
creat.

Then I journey through the midland where the cotton’s in the
boll,

‘Where the stalwart rustling corn-ranks, like en army past
control,

March down npon my margin whers my waters softly roll.

{Once I saw my queenly City, when the foe had stormed the

gate;
Baw my proud, defenceless City, in the brutal hands of fate,
And the land eried out for mercy on Columbia, desolate.)

But the ocean aver calle me in a solemn undertons,

Past the mountains, past the meadows whers the waving wil-
lows shone,

Past many a pine and cypress gtanding sentinel alone.

And so I reach the Delta in the quiet cloging day;
Through the reaches of the ricefields, stretching mistily away,
I go as a grey spirit throngh » throng of apirits grey:
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By the sweet plantatione old, where the silence seems to fold
Forms of Beauty in caresses with & love that is not told,
By the faces that are sleeping, by the hearts so dim and cold.

O the places that I passed, and the pictures that I glassed,
And the loveliness T mirrored ere I came to rest at last,
From Whaterhon to Wiclkdow, and from Wicklow to the const.

Thers was Hampton on the shore, white and stately as of yore,
Seen glimmering throngh a vista as of years long gone before;
Then the desolate Montgomery of thoss who come no more.

Then Fairfield on the high bluff where my waters gather wide,
With Navarino Island just seross the yellow tide,
With the Wedge and Harrietta gazing from the southern side

Then the ruined Eldorado, tha monument to those
For whom no lenger flame the stars, nor any lily blows,
Nor any fower of enmmer Iands, nox any Sonthern roes:

Though the voices of ita loved onea the haunted past enshrines
With the broken years of childhood and the light that dimly

Yot I hear their voicas acho in the music of the pinea.

By night I reach the coast-Line, with ita myriad creeks and
bays;

‘Whers the dark palmettoes gather, and the blagted cedars gaze,

Lona watchers ever by the deep’s tremendous thunder-ways.

And so unto the ending of my journey do I come,
The sea-wind blowing softly o'er the beaving midnight foam;
‘Within those luminons waters far, my epirit finde its homs,



The Hast

Here where the twilight treea
Gather strange darknesses,

One liea low;

And to her I must go,

Even ag todey glides into yesterday,
Not dead, but passed away.

Mysterious Past| how lika a face T knew,
Leng dreaming now:

The shadows of thy silent years

Sleep, ag tha tall dark fira

Over that dream of hers

The werm hand and heart,
The lovelinesa of days,
Must neade depart,

Must go their ways:

Grod willa it so,

That they should go.

But in the Frture's eyes

I read the unsarprise

Of wondrous things concealed
&he holds to be revealed,—
The face that I have asen,
The land whare I have been.

Mystericus Pest! how like a face I Ioved,
Long slesping now;

O'er thee thy grey and shadowy years
Dream, as the high dim firs

Over that sleep of hers.



@he Boly Grail

Within your eyes are deops of peace;
The sleeping stars above the trees,
The white meon dreaming in the skies
Are of your eyes,

The mystery of night ia theirs,

And ull the yearning of the years,—
A farewell and » sacrifice

Within your eyes,

Far deeds of valor shine through them,—
The Enights befors Jerusalem: "
A dying martyr's glorious spirit

Your ayes inherit,

The constaat followers love has had,
Love-led, and by Sir Galahad,

Find in your face, when wanderings fail,
The Holy Grail.




A Beaerted Plantation

Over the fielde and the far lonely strand

The harren broom-grass waves, the lost winds eigh:
Grey-shrouded oaks and rustling lsurels high

To eentinal the desolation stand.

The wild sweet woade are desp on either hand.
Beneath the blue and trembling Southern aky,
There is & beanty here that cannot die,

For love makes beautiful & ruined land.

I saw A mourner in that solituda,

And the gtill twilight seemed to search his face
‘With abguish dim. Taint with vain tesrs he stood,
A loneliness, and of that scena a patt,

For he beheld the tomb of all hiz race,

And gazed upon the burial of hiz heart.



Good Friday Night

The hills are folded in & mist
By Qaliles, on Galilee

A silence comes and it is night,—
The stars awaken trangnilly.

Night’s beauty, mirrored in her dreams
In Galiles, in Galiles,

Sleeps, and the stars like apizit barks
Move softly on & spirit sea.

The windas sigh with immortal grief
O'er Guliles, and Galiles

Zeoms mortsl and remembers all
That cannot be, that mannot be.

The palms are moving in dim waves
By Geliles, on (ialiles

Thae starlight falls an motionless
Blue waters of a quiet sea,

The ghores are hushed, the winds are still
On Galiles, o'er (falilee

The stars are setting far sway,
And One has died for thee and me.
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Houthern Pives

The shadowy glory of ramembering

Falls on those days whose light has never died;—
That light thet lingers still on sea and shore,
Gleaming in fragrant woods and far away.
Beautiful with a beauty that is past.

The willows waving in soft mystery,

Beeming to lands of wonder marginal,

Breathe forth this spirit: ah, it is the song

Heard o’er the darkening twilight river's tide,

Or sweatly borne by aromatic winds

O'er pine and palm and dark green myrtle grove,
From languorous tumults of the dreaming ses.

O yet I knew not the pangs of loss,

Of splendor long departed, til1 T heard

In the dim Pines n gighing as of death,

Or sound of falling tears, or as the wind

(Yer melancholy waters in the night;

Deep every breath was in glow anguish drawn,
And was released in monrnful ecstasy.

I stood beneeih those sounding purple spires
Ag down the pathway of her solamn light

The moon descended: through the vistas sad,

I saw old faces glimmer, burn and fade,

Full of a vanished power or so feir

That round them all a dreadful sweetness shone,
From parted lips and pitiful bright eyea

Az one returns from dreamland beauntiful,

Or from & vision mystical with stars,

To desolate encounter with the Dawn,

To lamentable knowledge of the Truth,

8¢ I awole from vizions of the Past,

And turned away, from wailings musical,
Through the lone land toward the setting moon.



