LAST POEMS,
PP.1- 43



Published @ 2017 Trieste Publishing Pty Ltd

ISBN 9780649250882

Last Poems, pp. 1 - 43 by James Russell Lowell

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



JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL

LAST POEMS,
PP.1- 43

ﬁTrieste






LAST POLLMS

LaF

JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL

FOSTOR AKD WEW YR
TIOUGHEON, MITFLIN AND COMIANY
iLhe Tithergine Pacds, Conboitge

KL W0



Cluprright, £598,
Lv CHARLES ELIDT NORTOMN.

A R reseried.

Yiectratyp=d ued Prasted Ly H. O, Hoaghton §& {n,
Ty Rigersie Frers, Conbpidps, Mass., UL A4,



Tnurs livde volume contains those of the
poems which Mr, Lowell wrote in his last
vears which, I believe, be mlght have wished
to prescrve. Three of them woere published
before his death. OF the rest, two appear
here for the first tine,
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HOW T CONSULTED THE ORA-
CLE OF THE GOLDFISHES

'\:\_}"H;\T know we of the world im-
'Y mense
Beyond the narraw ring of sense?

What should we know, who lounge about
The house we dwell 1n, nor find out,
Masked by 2 wall, the secret cell

Where the soul's priests in hiding dwell ?
The winding stair that steals aloof

Ta chapel-mysteries *neath the roof?

It lies about us, vet as far

From sense sequestered as a star

New launched its wake of five to {race

In secrecies of unprobed space,

Whose beacon's lighining-pinioned spears
¥



