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¢ A Love on buried ecatacy buildath bis tower™
Rossrt Brinces

LONDON
WILLIAM HEINEMANN
1907



Copyripht rooy by William Hefnemann



“ Nowe bul God and T
Kunamws what is in nwy kearl,”
RATIARA SONG,

“ The thyme and the marjoram are not yet honey.”
(EMEHSON, OF THOREAU.)

“ Rememberest thow, then, rememberest thou,
O bt heart,
Home onee Lhon ifirsledyt
For keavenly legrx ond dropping of dew,™
NIETESCHE.
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TO A MEMORY

FHE NILLE OF DREAM
By, Jomx's Eve 1901

Tuzng has been lwilight here, since ome mhowm some
pame Fife and some Death slid between we the Kitle
shadow that is the unfathomable dark and wilence. In a

e deeper than ix hollowed wnder the windsweel gross
res What whick was w0 passing foir,

Who ylays the Song of Semgs wpon the Hills of
Dream ® It is said Love is that reed-player, for there
is no somg like fis.

Bul to-day I saw one, on these dim garthe of shadon
and silence, who put @ reed to kix lipe wmd played o
white spell of beanty, Then I bnew Toveamid Death fo
be one, as in the ofd wmyth of Oengus of the White Hirds
anid the Grey Shadomws,

Ilere are the broken airs that once you loved. . .

w The fuble-flowering land wherein they grem
Hath dreaws for stere, and grey romance for dee.”

They are bt the breath of what has been : onfy are
they for this, that they do the will of beauty and regret,






