SHORT POEMS



Published @ 2017 Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd

ISBN 9780649298556

Short Poems by Gascoigne Mackie

Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilisation of this work in whole or in part in
any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented,
including xerography, photocopying and recording, or in any information storage or retrieval
system, is forbidden without the permission of the publisher, Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd, PO Box
1576 Collingwood, Victoria 3066 Australia.

All rights reserved.

Edited by Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd.
Cover @ 2017

This book is sold subject to the condition that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent,
re-sold, hired out, or otherwise circulated without the publisher's prior consent in any form or
binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition
including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

www.triestepublishing.com



GASCOIGNE MACKIE

SHORT POEMS

ﬁTrieste






SHORT POEMS

HY

GASCOIGNE MACKIE

ATTHOE OF
CHARMIDES, ThHE Man o Kitajors,
ETC.

Oxford:
B. H. BLACKWELL, 50 & 51 Bhoip STEEET.

LoD
SIMPKIN, MARSHALL, & €O, Lip,

oo,






CONTENTS.

England's Angel
How fair thon art
The wandering Jew

The humming hawk-moth

This is pure joy

Auntuma in Wadbam Garden .

The Bells of Assaisi
St. Jean de Luz
On the beach "
Inartieulate Nature
February 17th '
A Child
Interraption .

At Cannes

Home from Franoce
A Violinist

Chorus . Fi

-

*

172931

FAGE

IT

12
15
h
1y
18
g
20
21
zZ

5E 4

it



vi, CONTENTS.

The gnats are playing .

Why hast thon whispered
Clevedon ;

Her epirit walke these starr_w,r ﬁelds
By a Roman weil |,

O for a humble life

Auntomn io Norway '

When summer oights are fair

Oh, may nd dmpgeon-cloud of sln
Empty is the nest

Oh that hiz banod would g'u.lde (il
Singing in the orchard meadow
Ab, mever more . ’ '

The Watchers

Look down, O Lowve

Vesper

T TH 3

———



ENGLAND'S ANGEL.

L.
As, in the glimmering avtume glade
When no rode wind is hlowing,
The moon above the pinewood peers
' While yet the west is glowing ;
So—when the hoes of passion fade
Our mortal pride o'erthrowing,
There rises through the deepening shade
Beyond the hush of hopes decayed
Another world in white arrayed;
And dim uporn our dreaming sars
A wvoice—thy voice, celeatial maid,—
Falls, like a river flowing :
Singing to those that sow in tears
The harvest of their sowing.

I1.
% It shall be measured " saith tha lips
Of Justice, **even as ye mete " :—
Mightier 15 she than many ships,
QOlder than flag or fleet.



The sea iz grand with England's dead
Who died for duty not for fame:

And still they watch with jealous dread
Her splendour and her shame.

“Ye sow your seed through every land ;
And yet it seems ve do not know—
My people do not understand
What seed it is they sow.

« If might be all the right ye have,—
Then—barren as the broken deep,
And bitter as the beaten wave
The harvest ye shall reap.”

ILl.
Faint, as at dawn a gentle wind
That sways a field of standing wheat,
She breathes upon me, and my mind
Bows down before her eet.

“ 0 drink the living water-springs
Of lowly duties, humble joys;
Peace to the pure in heart,” she sings,
" For they shall hear my veice.”



1V,
1 called to you, but ye were deaf,
Ye only whispered—as 1 passed—
That, like the cak’s tenacious leaf,
The strongest fall the last.

“ (0, call your children from afar |
Bind ve the Mazzaroth in onel
Can the bright splendovr of a star

Redeem a dying sun ?

# (Oh red with blood ic many lands!
How shall my Temple builded be ?—

Swift throngh Time's glass the glowing sands
That measure my decree

¢ Sink, and can never be recalied:
O, guard the moments ere they glide !
50, when the nations stand appalled,
Or ere th' indignant tide

“Of want and woe, and war's wild shock
Beat down strong thrones,—the Saxon race

Shall hew me from the living rock
Justice-—my temple-base.



