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f dedicale this book fo those who, with me, are
gazing in delight towards where on the horizon
there shall be dawn.

Henceforth, together, humble though fearless,
we must profse, worship, and obey the begutiful
Fufure, which alone we may cafl God.
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TWO VISIONS

Two visions came to me. At drear midnight,
When first 1 laid my weary head adown,
The chamber filled with chasms on my sight,

And the wide darkness gathered in a frown :
And [, whe had dreamed wonders through the long
Sweet daylight of that last enduring crawn

Humanity, the subtle and the firong,
Should wear as in fulfilment on his brow,
Was haunted by the phantoms that belong

To deepedt living Hell. From high to low
The sultry room was gradually filled
Ax with vague matter, that began to flow

Into some form, irresolutely willed,
And palpitating while it gathered shape,
Floated, then sank and groaned ; rose, chattered and
tnilled :

Broke in dtark faces, mouths and eyes agape ;
Then shrank again and indolently slept :
Then sprang with guttural noises of the ape ;

Then drifted, formless, out of sight and wept :
True to no cause, yet swift in all deceit,
When slumber almost held me, slowly crept



Round the low wainscot, and in violent heat,
Roared at me, crimson auddenl}r: then leant

Backward to shake with laughter, [ could meet

No steadfast gaze of eyes, although intent
To find and, $iaring, hold them : and | heard
No utterance resolute or consequent.

For if some red mouth formed to speak some word,
It melted ere the word was spoken, and
That hopeless laughter of derision stirred

The wake of all attempt, Or if some hand
Shot pointing up translucent as a flame,
“T was quenched before it ever could command.

All things began, but unito nothing came.

No purpose lingered : none was ever clear.
COnce only something like a ery of shame

Brake—like thin smoke to waste and disappear,
_ The fiercest impulse ended but in vain,
And sudden laughter dimmed the eyes of fear:

Mirth made it shriek, but scarcely ever, pain.
Thus all the night it thwarted my repose,
Vanishing for a moment ; then again

Appearing mid an agony of throcs,
Like sap in spring miraculously rife,
But drifting as a leaf in autumn goes ;
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