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DEDICATION

Tao Rictiirn YWacswER.

Master and cfaddf of all for whom the singers
Strnin avlth fwll dosons and écxiatic Fhreats,

For whom the sérings bemealk the flying fiugers,
The clear fipes and the viods, yield their nofes,—

Lord ewer all for whop the frumpels thunder,
For wwhou ffe barfs Shrob ke the distanr sea,
Foar wiom the shrill sveet Autings cleave in sunder
The surges of the strines thad meet and fee,—

O strong sweel sond, wokese N i as a mounlain
Fymued ronnd abont with styess of spivii-choirs,

Wi lose mighfy sone leaps siengrard il o fonnfain,
Reacking for Nehdnings from celestial fiver—



Dedication.

O burning heard and tender, highest, mildesd,
Nightingale-throaled, with the eagled's wing,—

Thir cheaf of sonps, culled where the ways are wildest
And the shade decpest, to thy feet T bring !

I hasl thee as from many kearts that cherish,
Serve, and becf wiiife thy thonehi woadlion their shrines,
Where the flame fades wol, thongh ifs Tustve peresh,
Midweost the fersd amd e $lovmy signs,

T greet thee as from hose preat males deparied *
Who first tauehi Song o know the ways of Seul,
Fit havbingers of thee, the cagle-kearted,
Saz fu the art the new sun-plavics roll.

I grect thee with a promise and & cheering—
1, that fave loved thee many weary years,

I, that anth cyes strained for the daw's appearing,
Hlave clung to thee for hape and healing tears ;

1, that am wought, whose weakling voice has in it
The shrill sole sadness gf one wailing note ;
No mightingale 1, but n sadepoiced Iinnel,
Piping thin ditties from a blecding throal ;
* Gluck, Schumann, Hector Berlios.




Dedication. Vil

f— since the masters Bt no vaice lo-thee-tvard
T slap thy batlle in the weary fine—

St foudh for thee these wenk-winged songs 1o seatvard,
Lo bear to thee thedr freight af idle rigyme.

Ak, ko weakb-toroed and Siile soarth, my masder [
Yol kafly, ar a larb-song on the brecze,

Theat wimping dhrongh e air, black with disasir,
flearfens sangd vxtle gocrme by Hhe sear,

Sa even wiine, sy weak and wnsbilled singing
M&j smidle thine dar with no wndleassny noles,
What time the shrill somnds of the fight are ringing
Abgrel thee, awd the clamour of dull throets.

Al peradveninre { for least fove I prafeful)
Tihe huandile somgr may, for a il wiide,

Swrgoth frome thy brovw the sodness lich and folefid,
Call Lo thy lips the vare and tender smilr.

My harmonics are harmonies of sadness,
My Jfight is but as starlight on the wane

Far nobler bards skall cheer thee with their pladness ;
£ bring thee but the sonppuise of my pain,



vitl Dedication.

He wot dishéariened, O our Zoroaster,
O mage of eur wew mnsic-world of fire !
Flegpe art not qll wnfricnded, O my masier !
Let not the gpreal keart fadl thee jor desive.

Wkat maltzr though the storm-wind round thee rages,
Thoegle men judee weally with tngperfoct sight !

(7 smaster-sinper of the hevoic ages,
Each dawa s brighter with ke appoinied lghi,

Ifate's eckovs oit the inconsiawt arr dud languish,
Win ot writhin the svorld’s frice keard fo bey—

Faiud seails for wi of far-off souls in anguish,
That chide ther own sick selves in all fhey see-

Thine i3 he Fulwre—hardly theivs the Presend,
The floweriess days that pui forth leaf and die—

Theirs that fie stecped in idle days and pleasand,
Letting the pageant of the years pass by,

For the days Aasten when shall all adore thee,
Al ab thy spring shall drink, and knoa 3§ sweet;
Al the false temples shall fall dewn before dice,
Ap—and the false gods crumbie af thy jeel.



Dedication. 1x

Then shall wen sef thee in their holy places,
Hymwon thee wwoith anthems of remembering ;

Faiths shall spring up and blossom in thy traces,
Thick as the violels clusier round the spring.

And thert, perchance, wlen in e brighier ages
Men shall azvake and Ewowr the god they scorned,

Aund, mad with grich, grave upon marble fages
{ That therewithal the Fature way be warnad)

The tale of thefr remorse and shame nndying,

They, coming wilere thy wanee kas fepl these sweel—
Lhese idle songs of witne—skall set with sighing

Ay aame nfon fhe wiarble af fhy feetf,

For that, when all made mock of and dented thee,
Seeing not the porient and the fiory sword,
£ from sy dreans i the mid-feaven desorred Mo,

Saur and confessed fhee, fnewe and named thee Lovd.



