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Introduction 
   WHEN Australia makes up its account with the late A. G. Stephens, one of the 
outstanding items in its indebtedness to that able critic will obviously be his early 
and helpful recognition of the genius of John Shaw Neilson. In a world so given to 
what it calls the practical, courage is needed to back an unknown writer. “A.G.S.” 
had that courage. It was he who produced Neilson's three books and he was bold 
enough, in very early days, to acclaim John Shaw Neilson as “first of Australian 
poets.”  
   Many good judges have followed Stephens. “This delicate singer should be 
proclaimed as part of our heritage,” wrote Nettie Palmer; Frank Wilmot 
(“Furnley Maurice”) declared that “a writer like Neilson stands high and alone 
among the Australians”; Mary Gilmore also placed him above everyone here—“I 
class him with Blake and Keats,” was her verdict.  
   It was in 1919 that his first book, “Heart of Spring,” appeared, and in 1923 
came “Ballad and Lyrical Poems,” this second collection repeating many of the 
poems published in its predecessor. Here gratefully must be acknowledged the 
kindness of Mrs. Louise Dyer, then of Melbourne, now residing in Paris, but for 
whose generosity the “Ballad and Lyrical Poems” volume would possibly not 
have appeared. Both of these works are now out of print, and copies of his third 
book, “New Poems” (1927) are difficult to procure.  
   So assured is John Shaw Neilson's place in Australian letters that the inability to 
obtain his work constitutes a definite loss to students of the subject and to lovers 
of the best in our literature. The time has arrived: this Collected edition is put out 
to meet the need that so patently exists. It contains all that the poet himself 
considers worth preserving of his three earlier volumes, together with certain 
fresh poems hitherto uncollected.  
   John Shaw Neilson was born at Penola, South Australia, on the 22nd February, 
1872. His grandparents were William Neilson and Jessie MacFarlane of Cupar, 
and, on his mother's side, Neil McKinnon of Skye, and Margaret Stuart of 
Greenock. His father, John Neilson, was a farmer and contractor who removed to 
Victoria when the boy, John Shaw, was nine years of age.  
   The lad was destined to follow the life of the ordinary bush-worker. Only of 
recent years has he known other than hard manual labour as a means of living. It 
is an amazing thing that his mind could retain its refinement unsullied and breed 
loveliness amidst the rough surroundings of his daily tasks.  
   He was given little schooling, but he had the singing blood and the singing heart 
and a native impulse towards culture which has enabled him to surmount all 
difficulties of expression. He is true poet; moreover he is a skilled artist in 
complete command of the means of stating his thoughts. Anything unusual in form 
is deliberate and commonly chosen with insight and skill.  
   In attempting to trace the sources of his decided gift it must be remembered that 
the father had also some of the genuine poetic fire. Here are the two concluding 



verses of an effort by his father, titled “The Last Time.”  

The goodly ships lie broken at the haven, 
Fair tresses float upon the heaving tide; 
And riderless the steed comes home at even: 
The unseen shadow follows by our side, 
Follows through winter's chill and summer's prime 
Until we say Good-bye “For the last time.” 

But we shall meet again, love cannot die; 
In life infinite soul with soul shall blend 
In other worlds, be the time far or nigh: 
Surely this little life is not the end: 
And tears will fall in heavenly spheres sublime 
And sighing sorrow weep “For the last time.” 

   Mysteries John Shaw Neilson may have, and has, as in the fascinating set of 
verses he has named “The Orange Tree,” but who would deny a poet the privilege 
of reserves beyond reach of the general? Customarily his meaning is clear, his 
diction simple and expressive. “Let your song be delicate,” he wrote, and never 
was word better chosen to describe his own utterances.  
   Beautiful thoughts and beautiful lines are showered on us—  

Let your voice be delicate, 
The bees are home, 
All their day's love is sunken 
Safe in the comb.” 

“Shyly the silver-hatted mushrooms make 
Soft entrance through . . . ” 

“Faint as a widow mourning with soft eyes . . . ” 

“Softly as griefs call 
In a violin . . . ” 

   It has been truly said of Neilson's work that it has the dew on it.  
         R. H. CROLL.  
   Melbourne,  
   March, 1934.  



Collected Poems of John Shaw Neilson 



Heart of Spring! 
         O HEART of Spring! 
Spirit of light and love and joyous day 
So soon to faint beneath the fiery Summer: 
Still smiles the Earth, eager for thee alway: 
Welcome art thou, so ever short thy stay, 
Thou bold, thou blithe newcomer! 
Whither, oh whither this thy journeying, 
         O Heart of Spring! 

         O Heart of Spring! 
After the stormy days of Winter's reign 
When the keen winds their last lament are sighing 
The Sun shall raise thee up to life again: 
In thy dim death thou shalt not suffer pain: 
Surely thou dost not fear this quiet dying? 
Whither, oh whither blithely journeying, 
         O Heart of Spring! 

         O Heart of Spring! 
Youth's emblem, ancient as unchanging light, 
Uncomprehended, unconsumed, still burning: 
Oh that we could, as thee, rise from the night 
To find a world of blossoms lilac-white 
And long-winged swallows unafraid returning . . .  
Whither, oh whither this thy journeying, 
         O Heart of Spring! 



Green Singer 
ALL singers have shadows 
     that follow like fears, 
But I know a singer 
     who never saw tears: 
A gay love—a green love— 
     delightsome! divine! 
The Spring is that singer— 
     an old love of mine! 

All players have shadows 
     and into the play 
Old sorrows will saunter— 
     old sorrows will stay. 
But here is a player 
     whose speech is divine! 
The Spring is that player— 
     an old love of mine! 

All singers grow heavy: 
     the hours as they run 
Bite up all the blossoms, 
     suck up all the sun. 
But I know a singer, 
     delightsome! divine! 
The gay love—the green love— 
     an old love of mine! 



Song Be Delicate 
LET your song be delicate. 
     The skies declare 
No war—the eyes of lovers 
     Wake everywhere. 

Let your voice be delicate. 
     How faint a thing 
Is Love, little Love crying 
     Under the Spring. 

Let your song be delicate. 
     The flowers can hear: 
Too well they know the tremble, 
     Of the hollow year. 

Let your voice be delicate. 
     The bees are home: 
All their day's love is sunken 
     Safe in the comb. 

Let your song be delicate. 
     Sing no loud hymn: 
Death is abroad . . . oh, the black season! 
     The deep—the dim! 



Petticoat Green 
I WOULD not ask of a joyful man 
     for his heart would be too cold; 
And I would go on a long journey 
     to a country ripe and old: 
I would like to walk where the mad folk went 
     and never a soul was mean; 
—'Twill all come easily, mournful man! 
     if you paint me a petticoat green. 

Oh, every feud is a lifelong feud 
     and every fight is fair: 
The girls have eyes and the men have blood 
     and the swords are sharp and bare: 
The witches fight with the dairymaids 
     and the fairies still are seen: 
—'Twill all come easily, mournful man! 
     if you paint me a petticoat green. 

For green indeed is a dear colour: 
     we learn to lisp thereon, 
Till we grow too tall for our first fair love 
     and the glories all are gone; 
And when at length we have footed it well 
     our eyes grow tender then: 
We sit and talk when we may not walk, 
     we are close to the green again. 

A petticoat is a tender thing, 
     tender as love or dew, 
Perhaps it is piece of an angel's garb 
     that has sometime fallen through; 
For there be gates in the distant sky 
     that the elder seers have seen, 
And you—you have known them, mournful man! 
     so paint me a petticoat green. 

Paint me all that the children laugh 
     in a long white afternoon: 
Paint me all that the old men know 
     when they croak to the setting moon: 
Paint me flowers and the death of flowers 
     and the tenderlings that grew 
Between the time of the north wind 
     and the kindness of the dew. 



Paint me eyes on a holiday 
     and the long kiss of a bride: 
Paint me ashes and dying men 
     And the shriek when a woman died: 
Mournful man, there is love in you 
     but your big tears come between: 
Grant me a favour, mournful man! 
     and paint me a petticoat green. 

Paint me joy in a whistling dance 
     and gloom on a heavy hill: 
Paint me reeds and a water-bird 
     and a matchless maiden's will: 
Paint me men who have laughed at death 
     and hope that is good to see: 
—I know you have known it, mournful man! 
     you can beckon it up to me. 

Paint me prisons of olden times 
     and the flight of the butterflies: 
Paint me all that the madmen see 
     when they speak to the sullen skies: 
Paint me rogues that are loth to die 
     and the sighing of honest men: 
Paint me Youth that is weak and worn 
     and Age that is young again. 

I would not ask of a joyful man 
     for his heart would be too cold; 
But the love is deep in you, mournful man! 
     though your speech is white and old: 
Paint me lilies and summer maids 
     and skeletons—all are clean— 
'Twill all come easily, mournful man! 
     if you paint me a petticoat green. 



Greeting 
FILL up! fill up! to-day we meet: 
     What of the wind? Who knows the weather? 
Shall we be old men in the street? 
     (Fill up! fill up!—to-day we meet!) 
We, who have found the eager feet 
     That kindly God is loth to tether. 
Fill up! fill up! to-day we meet! 
     What of the wind? Who knows the weather? 



The Land Where I Was Born 
HAVE you ever been down to my countree 
     where the trees are green and tall? 
The days are long and the heavens are high, 
     but the people there are small. 
There is no work there: it is always play: 
     the sun is sweet in the morn; 
But a thousand dark things walk at night 
     in the land where I was born. 

Have you ever been down to my countree 
     where the birds made happy Spring? 
The parrots screamed from the honey-trees 
     and the jays hopped chattering. 
Strange were the ways of the water-birds 
     in the brown swamps, night and morn: 
I knew the roads they had in the reeds 
     in the land where I was born. 

Have you ever been down to my countree 
     have you ridden the horses there? 
They had silver manes, and we made them prance, 
     and plunge and gallop and rear. 
We were knights of the olden time 
     when the old chain-mail was worn: 
The swords would flash! and the helmets crash! 
     in the land where I was born. 

Have you ever been down to my countree? 
     it was full of smiling queens: 
They had flaxen hair, they were white and fair, 
     but they never reached their teens. 
Their shoes were small and their dreams were tall: 
     wonderful frocks were worn; 
But the queens all strayed from the place we played 
     in the land where I was born. 

I know you have been to my countree 
     though I never saw you there; 
I know you have loved all things I loved, 
     flowery and sweet and fair. 
The days were long—it was always play; 
     but we,—we are tired and worn: 
They could not welcome us back again 
     to the land where I was born. 



The Sun is Up 
SPEAK not of Death: it is a merry morn; 
A glittering bird has danced into a tree: 
From his abundant heart bravely are borne 
The loves of leafy choristers to me: 
Music is of the sunlight, strong and free . . .  
The sun is up, and Death is far away: 
The first hour is the sweetest of the day. 

Blithely a bush boy wanders on a walk— 
Shaking with joy, joyous in heart and limb: 
For his delight the trees have learned to talk 
And all the flowers have little laughs with him 
Watching the far sky, wonderful and dim . . .  
The sun is up, and Death is far away: 
The first hour is the sweetest of the day. 



Pale Neighbour 
OVER the road she lives not far, 
     My neighbour pale and thin: 
“Sweet is the world!” she cries, “how sweet 
     To keep on living in!” 

Her heart it is a right red heart 
     That cannot stoop to pine; 
Her hand-clasp is a happiness, 
     Her welcome is a wine. 

Love, she will have it, is a lilt 
     From some lost comedy 
Played long ago when the white stars 
     Lightened the greenery. 

Ever she talks of earth and air 
     and sunlit junketing: 
Gaily she says, “I know I shall 
     Be dancing in the Spring!” 

Almost I fear her low, low voice 
     As one may fear the moon, 
As one may fear too faint a sound 
     In an old uncanny tune. 

. . . Over the road 'twill not be long— 
     Clearly I see it all . . .  
Ere ever the red days come up 
     Or the pale grasses fall. 

There will be black upon us, and 
     Within our eyes a dew: 
We shall be walking neighbourly 
     As neighbours—two and two. 



To a Blue Flower 
I WOULD be dismal with all the fine pearls of the crown of a king; 
But I can talk plainly to you, you little blue flower of the Spring! 

Here in the heart of September the world that I walk in is full 
Of the hot happy sound of the shearing, the rude heavy scent of the wool. 

Soon would I tire of all riches or honours or power that they fling; 
But you are my own, of my own folk, you little blue flower of the Spring! 

I was around by the cherries to-day; all the cherries are pale: 
The world is a woman in velvet: the air is the colour of ale. 

I would be dismal with all the fine pearls of the crown of a king; 
But I can give love-talk to you, you little blue flower of the Spring! 



Old Nell Dickerson 
THE young folk heard the old folk say 
     'twas long ago she came; 
Some said it was her own, and some 
     it was another's shame. 
All pleasantly the seasons passed 
     in gray and gold and green, 
But the heart of old Nell Dickerson 
     no one had ever seen. 

They said that when a baby crowed 
     she turned her head away, 
And when delightful lovers kissed 
     her sallow face went gray: 
Some say she laughed at love and death 
     and every man-made law— 
But the heart of old Nell Dickerson 
     no babbler ever saw. 

October ran with greenery 
     and blossoms white and fair; 
The poorest soul had time to feast 
     on beauty everywhere; 
A thousand anthems rose to God 
     through the uproarious blue, 
But the heart of old Nell Dickerson 
     no singer ever knew. 

The summer sauntered in with wheat 
     and forest fire and haze, 
And the white frocks of white girls, 
     and lads with love ablaze; 
Sweet sighs were in the high heavens 
     and upon the warm ground— 
But the heart of old Nell Dickerson 
     it never yet was found. 

The winter came with wistful talk 
     of water-birds in tune, 
And while their snowy treasures slept 
     did mother ewes commune; 
In every wind and every rain 
     some daring joys would climb— 
But the heart of old Nell Dickerson 
     was prisoner all the time. 



The streamers stood across the sky 
     one evening clear and warm; 
The old folk said the streamers come 
     foretelling strife and storm. 
When old Nell laughed her hollow laugh 
     the neighbours looked in awe, 
But the heart of old Nell Dickerson 
     no neighbour ever saw. 

And with the night came thundering 
     like Evil wandering near, 
And the tender little children wept 
     and the women shook with fear; 
Out on the night went one stern soul— 
     along the wind it blew; 
Oh, the heart of old Nell Dickerson 
     no babbler ever knew! 

Softly they sought her little room, 
     and she was blue and cold; 
Upon the wall some straggling words 
     her last poor wishes told: 
Nothing she gave, and little begged— 
     they read there mournfully: 
“Bitter and black was all my life, 
     but wear no black for me.” 

            *      *      *      *      *  

'Twas a green day and a wild day 
     and lovers walked along, 
And the old men, the grey men, 
     the ruddy men and strong, 
And the tenderest of pale girls 
     in pink and green and blue 
Walked mournfully behind the heart 
     that no one ever knew. 

And there were many dropping tears 
     on sashes red and wide, 
And more hot prayers were said that day 
     than if a king had died; 
And some wore white and yellow frocks 
     and some wore blue and green, 
But the heart of old Nell Dickerson 
     no one had ever seen. 



Along a River 
GREEN leaves—a patch of world along a river, 
     The drab and silver draping every limb, 
The cackling kingfisher with throat a-quiver 
     Eager to sing for us a morning hymn. 

By yonder trees the rough red rock hangs over 
     The black duck's brood—a little fleet at sea; 
In the far sky a wicked foe doth hover: 
     A plover calls—it is a call for me. 

Across the stream, slowly and with much shrinking 
     Softly a full-eyed wallaby descends 
To the blue water's edge . . . I see him drinking . . .  
     And he and I and all his folk are friends. 



Julie Callaway 
THIS world, I always call it mine, 
     Because no other world I know: 
Love it or hate it, how you will, 
     With kindness like the overflow 
Of some bare river rambling on, 
     So does it only seek to bless: 
—Oh, dry your tears! for, all things gone, 
The old world kindly wanders on. 

This world of mine, this world of yours: 
     November, and a glorious day, 
So drowsily the bees did hum 
     And pretty Julie Callaway 
Stood laughing, lingering at the door . . .  
     Of all this sweetness, grace and gleam 
The old-time singers sang of yore; 
So let us all sing evermore. 

The air grew sweeter; days were long; 
     Yet everywhere beneath the sky 
Death, who would never be gainsaid, 
     Sat waiting with a watchful eye . . .  
On every tree there comes a flower, 
     To every lad and lass a time— 
A dancing day, a month, an hour— 
The gold world trembles in a shower. 

Oh, pretty Julie Callaway, 
     God surely loved her for her dream— 
A little home not far away . . .  
     How wonderful the world may seem 
When one we love (and Love is strong) 
     Walks with us in the flowery way: 
All else that in the world is wrong, 
How soon forgotten. Love is long. 

It is not far, you see her grave, 
     'Tis in the shadow of the trees; 
I sometimes fancy Julie hears 
     The mid-day murmuring of the bees 
And knows our footsteps every way 
     And this sweet world to her denied. 
—'Twas in the bloom of bride's array 
She died, upon her wedding day. 



And is God merciful or kind? 
     He knoweth all, full well He knew 
Millions of hard, sin-maddened men 
     And wasting, worn-out women too, 
Praying for Death, as devils pray; 
     And she pure-hearted, beautiful . . .  
In orange bloom, in bride's array, 
Death found her on her wedding day. 



At a Lowan's Nest 
HERE, in the rubble and the sand, 
This monument by thee was planned: 
Great was the love that in thee hid, 
O, builder of the Pyramid! 

By no delirious king compelled 
But by the mother-heart upheld, 
Little of pain or toil thou recked, 
Brave builder! eager architect! 

This and no other was thy shrine: 
This monument to birth was thine: 
Great was the love within thee hid, 
O, builder of the Pyramid! 



Old Granny Sullivan 
A PLEASANT shady place it is, a pleasant place and cool— 
The township folk go up and down, the children pass to school: 
Along the river lies my world, a dear sweet world to me; 
I sit and learn—I cannot go: there is so much to see. 

But Granny she has seen the world, and often by her side 
I sit and listen while she speaks of all that women pride. 
Old Granny's hands are clasped; she wears her favourite faded shawl— 
I ask her this, I ask her that: she says, “I mind them all”. 

The boys and girls that Granny knew, far o'er the seas are they; 
But there's no love like the old love, and the old world far away. 
Her talk is all of wakes and fairs—or how, when night would fall, 
“ 'Twas many a quare thing crept and came!” And Granny “minds them all”. 

A strange new land was this to her, and perilous, rude and wild— 
Where loneliness and tears and care came to each mother's child: 
The wilderness closed all around, grim as a prison wall; 
But white folk then were stout of heart—Ah! Granny “minds it all”. 

The day she first met Sullivan—she tells it all to me— 
How she was hardly twenty-one, and he was twenty-three. 
The courting days! the kissing days!—but bitter things befall 
The bravest hearts that plan and dream. Old Granny “minds it all”. 

Her wedding dress I know by heart: yes! every flounce and frill; 
And the little home they lived in first, with the garden on the hill. 
'Twas there her baby boy was born, and neighbours came to call; 
But none had seen a boy like Jim—and Granny “minds it all”. 

They had their fight in those old days; but Sullivan was strong, 
A smart quick man at anything; 'Twas hard to put him wrong. . . .  
One day they brought him from the mine . . . (The big salt tears will fall). . . .  
“ 'Twas long ago, God rest his soul!” Poor Granny “minds it all”. 

The first dark days of widowhood, the weary days and slow, 
The grim, disheartening, uphill fight, then Granny lived to know. 
“The childer,” ah! they grew and grew—sound, rosy-cheeked, and tall: 
“The childer” still they are to her. Old Granny “minds them all”. 

How well she loved her little brood! Oh, Granny's heart was brave! 
She gave to them her love and faith—all that the good God gave. 
They change not with the changing years: as babies just the same 
She feels for them—though some, alas, have brought her grief and shame. 

The big world called them here and there, and many a mile away: 
They cannot come—she cannot go—the darkness haunts the day; 



And I, no flesh and blood of hers, sit here while shadows fall— 
I sit and listen—Granny talks; for Granny “minds it all”. 

'Tis time to pause, for pause we must—we only have our day— 
Yes; by and by our dance will die, our fiddlers cease to play: 
And we shall seek some quiet place where great grey shadows fall, 
And sit and wait as Granny waits—we'll sit and “mind them all”. 



May 
SHYLY the silver-hatted mushrooms make 
     Soft entrance through, 
And undelivered lovers, half awake, 
     Hear noises in the dew. 

Yellow in all the earth and in the skies, 
     The world would seem 
Faint as a widow mourning with soft eyes 
     And falling into dream. 

Up the long hill I see the slow plough leave 
     Furrows of brown; 
Dim is the day and beautiful: I grieve 
     To see the sun go down. 

But there are suns a many for mine eyes 
     Day after day: 
Delightsome in grave greenery they rise, 
     Red oranges in May. 



Maggie Tulliver 
I SEE the old-time mill, the old-time miller, 
     The peaceful river in a pleasant land; 
And you, the dark-eyed dear rebellious Maggie 
     They could not understand. 

Love in the bud . . . hedgerows and English meadows . . .  
     The sunlight's flickering shadows gathering fast . . .  
And your big tears because the world has gripped you, 
     The golden gates are passed. 

Dreamer of many dreams from the beginning! 
     Eager to love, eager to spoil and spend! 
Into your life God put a crooked lover 
     And pity, love's old friend. 

Anon I see a tall man proudly fashioned, 
     A full, sweet woman, lovable and fair . . .  
What of the path? Sweet flowers and sharp-edged perils 
     And bleeding hearts are there. 

The world has branded you a false, foul sinner: 
     It is not merciful and you were rash. . . .  
Up at the whipping-post your white flesh trembled: 
     You felt the cruel lash! 

In the last anguish does the Unseen Pity 
     See the long wrestlings of this flesh and blood? 
—But Death was kind to you, dear dark-eyed Maggie 
     Who walked into the flood. 



Break of Day 
             THE stars are pale. 
Old is the Night, his case is grievous, 
             His strength doth fail. 

             Through stilly hours 
The dews have draped with Love's old lavishness 
             The drowsy flowers. 

             And Night shall die, 
Already, lo! the Morn's first ecstasies 
             Across the sky. 

             An evil time is done. 
Again as some one lost in a quaint parable, 
             Comes up the Sun. 



Sheedy was Dying 
GREY as a rising ghost, 
     Helpless and dumb; 
This he had feared the most— 
     Now it had come: 
Through the tent door, 
     Mocking, defying, 
The Thirsty Land lay, 
     —And Sheedy was dying! 

Why should he ever 
     Keep turning, keep turning 
All his thoughts over 
     To quicken their burning? 
Why should the North wind speak. 
     Creeping and crying? 
—Who else could mourn for him? 
     Sheedy was dying! 

Ay! he had travelled far— 
     Homeless, a rover; 
Drunk his good share and more 
     Half the world over; 
So now had ended 
     All toiling and trying: 
Out in his tent alone 
     Sheedy was dying! 

Never a priest to make 
     Prayer to his travel 
Out to that mist of things 
     None may unravel. 
Steering out, staring out, 
     And the wind crying, 
Who else could mourn for him, 
     Sheedy was dying. 

Kind, in a surly way; 
     Somewhat rough-spoken; 
Truth to his fellow-men 
     Keeping unbroken; 
A strong man, he stood without 
     Flinching or sighing— 
Now, on his bunk alone, 
     Sheedy was dying! 



Birds of the Thirsty Land 
     In the dull grey . . .  
Mist of the even-time 
     Floating away. . . .  
Still did the North wind speak, 
     Creeping and crying: 
White, with his mouth agape, 
     Sheedy was dying! 



The Eyes of Little Charlotte 
NOW God has made a wistful world 
     And a woman strangely coy: 
Her eyes say come, and go, and come, 
     And stay and be a boy. 
Oh, the eyes of little Charlotte say 
     Come, kiss me if you can! 
But in a trice they change and cry 
     Go out and be a man. 

Oh, the eyes of little Charlotte say 
     You shall not flinch at pain; 
You shall not sigh for the cool cities 
     Or moan for the soft rain. 
The wind shall bite you, throat and cheek; 
     The sun shall leave its tan; 
But the eyes of little Charlotte say 
     Go out and be a man. 

And you shall speak as a man speaks, 
     Not mealy-mouthed or mild, 
But you must go with a girl's love 
     For every lisping child; 
Nor shall you live in the far clouds 
     As only dreamers can: 
For the eyes of little Charlotte say 
     Go out and be a man. 

And you shall fight as a man fights 
     And fare as a man may; 
And you shall see as giants see 
     And hear what giants say; 
You shall not bide in a safe place 
     Near by a lady's fan— 
For the eyes of little Charlotte say 
     Go out and be a man. 

And your reward,—the old reward 
     That is for all who dare, 
The long love of a warm woman 
     And kisses, proud and fair. 
Oh, you shall toil for Love—the Law 
     Since ever Love began— 
For the eyes of little Charlotte say 
     Go out and be a man. 



Meeting of Sighs 
YOUR voice was the rugged 
     old voice that I knew; 
I gave the best grip of 
     my greeting to you. 
I know not of your lips— 
     you knew not of mine; 
Of travel and travail 
     we gave not a sign. 

We drank and we chorused 
     with quips in our eyes; 
But under our song was 
     the meeting of sighs. 
I knew not of your lips— 
     you knew not of mine; 
For lean years and lone years 
     had watered the wine. 



Old Violin 
SPEAK not to me, old violin! 
     Mock not this heart of mine! 
Thou mummy with the glistening skin 
Speak not to me, old violin! 
For the dead men have shadows thin, 
     And all their sobs are thine— 
Speak not to me, old violin! 
     Mock not this heart of mine!! 



Love's Coming 
QUIETLY as rosebuds 
     Talk to the thin air, 
Love came so lightly 
     I knew not he was there. 

Quietly as lovers 
     Creep at the middle moon, 
Softly as players tremble 
     In the tears of a tune; 

Quietly as lilies 
     Their faint vows declare 
Came the shy pilgrim: 
     I knew not he was there. 

Quietly as tears fall 
     On a wild sin, 
Softly as griefs call 
     In a violin; 

Without hail or tempest, 
     Blue sword or flame, 
Love came so lightly 
     I knew not that he came. 



The Lover Sings 
IT is not dark; it is not day; 
     The earth lies quivering to the dew: 
Shall we not love her? All men may. 
     Lo, here a lover passes too! 
Down a green shadowy path he goes 
And in his hand he bears a rose, 
     Still singing that his heart is true. 

Creeps the low darkness where the eve 
     Groweth more gloomy; and anon 
The lover sings. And doth he grieve 
     For red-lip kisses three days gone? 
Hark how he sings! high heavenly clear, 
Chief messenger of light to cheer 
     The brown earth and that bides thereon. 

Listen, and we shall leave the earth, 
     Brooding no more o'er baser things. 
My lily love hath rosy worth! 
     Like to a happy flower she clings! 
Glories have come up in his eyes— 
Wrapt in a fire he leaps, he flies . . .  
     Not for himself the lover sings. 

In every loveless lane or way 
     Hearts have been heavy, prison-cold: 
For all who only moan and pray 
     Still doth he sing—he sang of old, 
Joy-bearer, bard of better things: 
     Not for himself the lover sings: 
     Singer of Summer uncontrolled. 

Mourners move onward from the gloom— 
     Not for himself the lover sings: 
Give us, they cry, the buds, the bloom, 
     The long light on our journeyings. 
Star follows star in the dull grey, 
Deep is the dark, it drinks the day: 
     For very love of God he sings. 



The Girl with the Black Hair 
HER lips were a red peril 
     To set men quivering, 
And in her feet there lived the ache 
     And the green lilt of Spring. 

'Twas on a night of red blossoms, 
     Oh, she was a wild wine! 
The colours of all the hours 
     Lie in this heart of mine. 

I was impelled by the white moon 
     And the deep eyes of the Spring, 
And the voices of purple flutes 
     Waltzing and wavering. 

Of all the bloom most delicate, 
     Sipping the gold air 
Was the round girl with round arms— 
     The girl with the black hair! 

Her breath was the breath of roses, 
     White roses clean and clear; 
Her eyes were blue as the high heaven 
     Where God is always near. 

Her lips were a red peril 
     To set men quivering, 
And in her feet there lived the ache 
     And the green lilt of Spring. 



'Twas in the Early Summer Time 
PERCHANCE it was of Chaucer's day— 
     Old Chaucer!—cheerier soul than he 
Ne'er drank the good red wine of life, 
     And all his rhymes rang joyfully. 
Or did it spring from some sad heart— 
     A dreamer wandering in the blue, 
Who in the slumbering sunlight sang 
     Of sweetness that he never knew? 
Poor old faint half-forgotten rhyme! 
'Twas in the early Summer time. 

I dreamed a dream of gardens clothed 
     In many a bloom of pink and snow; 
Of meadows where a river ran, 
     And woodland noises sweet and low: 
The bold hills and the great calm sky, 
     The song-birds warbling far away, 
The green wheat in the ear, and all 
     The glory of a golden day: 
—Poor old quaint, half-forgotten rhyme! 
'Twas in the early Summer time. 

I dreamed of kisses and of tears, 
     A sweet warm world, and wondrous fair; 
Of lovers lingering in the gloom, 
     And holy men at evening prayer; 
Of singers and their brave old songs, 
     Of flowers and many a field of hay, 
Of strong men riding out to war, 
     And children dancing at their play: 
—Poor old quaint, half-forgotten rhyme! 
'Twas in the early Summer time. 

Five hundred years ago, and more! 
     Five hundred years—and I to-day 
Am sauntering in the bloom, and lo, 
     A sigh! a kiss! they haste away. . . .  
My heart beats happier for your loves! 
     My heart is merrier for your joy! 
God's blessings come in sun and bloom 
     To every love-sick girl and boy! 
—Poor old quaint, half-forgotten rhyme! 
'Twas in the early Summer time. 



As Far as My Heart Can Go 
I CARE not now for the gardens or the gayest flowers that grow: 
The little flower in the firelight is as far as my heart can go. 

I care not now for the long road o'er the mountains far away; 
The little world that we love in is far as my feet can stray. 

No smile from me from the city! No salty call for me! 
The mouth of my little sweetheart is as far as my eyes can see. 

I sing no more of the red wars; I have no love for steel; 
The glamour of my darling is as far as my lips can feel. 

What can I know of heaven? What should a lover know? 
The little face at the fireside is as far as my heart can go. 



Her Eyes. 
DARK eyes are hers; but in their darkness lies 
     all the white holiness of Paradise; 
A tender violet within them shows 
     and the unsullied beauty of the rose; 
                 Dark eyes are hers. 

Dark eyes are hers—that move my heart to sing. 
They have consumed the Summer! caught the Spring! 
Stolen the star-light, and exultingly 
     lifted the moon-beams' old embroidery: 
                 Dark eyes are hers. 



The Hour is Lost 
THE hour is lost. Was ever hour so sweet? 
     Fruitful of blessing, friends and honeyed words— 
The sunlight in our faces—at our feet 
     The world, bright, beautiful, its flocks and herds, 
     Foliage of forests, choruses of birds . . .  
O happy time, why did we stand downcast? 
We should have leapt for love: but now, the hour is past. 

The hour is lost. Scarce had we time to mark 
     The glory of the green, the sky's soft blue; 
It came as silently as comes the dark, 
     Our hearts burned hot within us ere we knew . . .  
     Then suddenly we said, Can it be true 
This golden time was ours?—and now downcast 
We stand dumb and amazed. Alas! the hour is past. 



Surely God was a Lover 
SURELY God was a lover when He bade the day begin 
Soft as a woman's eyelid—white as a woman's skin. 

Surely God was a lover, with a lover's faults and fears, 
When He made the sea as bitter as a wilful woman's tears. 

Surely God was a lover, with the madness love will bring: 
He wrought while His love was singing, and put her soul in the Spring. 

Surely God was a lover, by a woman's wile controlled, 
When He made the Summer a woman thirsty and unconsoled. 

Surely God was a lover when He made the trees so fair; 
In every leaf is a glory caught from a woman's hair. 

Surely God was a lover—see, in the flowers He grows, 
His love's eyes in the violet—her sweetness in the rose. 



You, and Yellow Air 
I DREAM of an old kissing-time 
     And the flowered follies there; 
In the dim place of cherry-trees, 
     Of you, and yellow air. 

It was an age of babbling, 
     When the players would play 
Mad with the wine and miracles 
     Of a charmed holiday. 

Bewildered was the warm earth 
     With whistling and sighs, 
And a young foal spoke all his heart 
     With diamonds for eyes. 

You were of Love's own colour 
     In eyes and heart and hair; 
In the dim place of cherry-trees 
     Ridden by yellow air. 

It was the time when red lovers 
     With the red fevers burn; 
A time of bells and silver seeds 
     And cherries on the turn. 

Children looked into tall trees 
     And old eyes looked behind; 
God in His glad October 
     No sullen man could find. 

Out of your eyes a magic 
     Fell lazily as dew, 
And every lad with lad's eyes 
     Made summer love to you. 

It was a reign of roses, 
     Of blue flowers for the eye, 
And the rustling of green girls 
     Under a white sky. 

I dream of an old kissing-time 
     And the flowered follies there, 
In the dim place of cherry-trees, 
     Of you, and yellow air. 



Dear Little Cottage 
'TIS not for the lilies, white lilies and tall: 
The grass has outlived them, it grows by the wall 
     Of the dear little cottage that I know. . . .  

'Tis not for the cherries—the cherries are wild, 
And into their branches has clambered no child 
     To drink up the blood of a cherry. 

'Tis not for the river, hemmed in by the weir, 
Or the lilt of the winds in the glow of the year 
     When the birds o' the water make merry. . . .  

A spell is upon me, and why should I stray 
When I have fine company all the long day 
     In the dear little cottage that I know. 

It is for the voices, the voices that blessed, 
The lips that made music, the hands that caressed 
     In the dear little cottage that I know. 

It is for the shadows that sit by the door, 
The feet that go tripping the old broken floor 
     At night when the fiddles are shrieking. 

It is for the counsel, long-loving and wise, 
The hopes that were born in a legion of sighs . . .  
     The lips (oh, the cold lips) are speaking. 

It is for a temple enshrouded in mist, 
A rosy girl raising her face to be kissed 
     In the dear little cottage that I know. 



Roses Three 
WHAT is a rose—a white, white rose? 
     A sweetheart sweetening in the Spring: 
Shyly she lives, and shyly grows, 
     Mourner and mystic—blossoming. 

What is a rose—a red, red rose? 
     A woman proud, in a proud hour: 
Scented of love, she overflows— 
     It is the ripening of the flower. 

What is a rose, a yellow rose? 
     A woman grave, in the pale gold 
Braver than all—she smiles and knows 
     It is the quiet'ning for the cold. 



The Sacrifice 
WHITE for the grave, strange-eyed and sable-dressed, 
     Is this my love so quietly doth lie? 
The sunlight of her sweetness, her dear grace, 
     All that she gave . . . falls to the earth to die. 
Love's utter sacrifice—life's old long pain— 
Lost! lost! and shall this ever live again, 
                 O, God of pity! 

White for the grave—all grace, all glory gone! 
     My love was young, my love was sweet and warm, 
And so we dreamed as quiet voyagers . . .  
     Most hateful wreck! too cruel strife and storm! 
The grave will cry its hunger every hour; 
Yet thus to spoil the glory of a flower, 
                 O, God of pity! 

Yet in her rest she shall not see gray hairs 
     Or children trampling on the holy things; 
Though every day be dark, still in the dark 
     Love looks for light, the old hope climbs and clings 
Up through all tears. . . . In the black gloom and pain 
My torn heart cries, “Give me my love again, 
                 O, God of pity!” 



Little White Girl 
FEARS are mine for a face so pretty! 
     Violets perish, lilies are few: 
     There is an ache in my heart for you: 
In all the tawdry, treacherous city 
     You are the one thing white and clean, 
     The only riches where all is mean,  
Little white girl so pale and pretty! 

Fears are mine for a face so pretty! 
     I have been lover of lips and chins, 
     And a listener to violins 
Crying for love and calling for pity; 
     And it all comes back with your eyes and hair . . .  
     But the darkness threatens you everywhere, 
Little white girl, so pale and pretty! 



In the Street 
THE night, the rain, who could forget?— 
The grey streets glimmering in the wet: 
Wreckers and ruined wreckage met: 
     There was no dearth 
Of all the unlovely things that yet 
     Must plague the earth. 

Gloom, and the street's unhallowed joys: 
The sly-eyed girls, the jeering boys: 
Faint-carolling amid the noise 
     A woman worn— 
A broken life: a heart, a voice, 
     Trembling and torn. 

She did not sing of hillside steep, 
Of reapers stooping low to reap: 
No love-lorn shepherd with his sheep 
     Made moan or call: 
A mother kissed her child asleep, 
     And that was all. 

Slowly into our hearts there crept 
I know not what: it flamed! it leapt! 
Was it God's love that in us slept? . . .  
     I saw the mark 
Of tears upon her, as she stept 
     Into the dark. 



Child of Tears 
IMPETUOUS as a wild-winged bird 
     Your mother could not be a slave; 
Her gift she gave unto the world, 
     A child of many tears she gave. 

No mouth was mad your mouth to kiss, 
     No bosom held you safe and warm, 
Poor little soul who came and cried 
     And no one heard you in the storm. 

The people of the market-place 
     Of all your shame made merry play; 
The worshippers to chapel went 
     And said, Our hearts are clean to-day. 

Each mother to her white breast held 
     Her little mite of Love's own gold; 
Softly she sang for its sweet rest, 
     And you were sleeping hard and cold. 

They said of you, His eyes are bright; 
     Fair was his mother's face to see. 
His mother's heart was false and black 
     So as his mother he shall be. 

Why the dark shadows hovering frowned 
     You knew not with your wondering eyes; 
You played about the brink of Hell, 
     And you were sweet for Paradise. 

In the long row your little grave 
     Can cover all your baby fears; 
The great world cursed you and you died, 
     Dear little unloved child of tears. 



The Petticoat Plays 
TEACH me not, tell me not, 
     Love ever sinned! 
See how her petticoat 
     Sweetens the wind. 

Back to the earth she went, 
     Broken at noon; 
Here is her petticoat 
     Flapping a tune. 

Have ye not ever heard 
     Petticoats sing? 
I hear a mourning flute 
     And a sweet string. 

Little silk ally in 
     This her last war, 
Know ye the meaning of 
     What she died for? 

Mourner most delicate, 
     Surely you hold 
Manna that she has stored 
     Safe from the cold. 

She had the loving blood, 
     Love gave her eyes, 
And the world showered on her 
     Icicles—lies. 

Speak to her, little wind, 
     Lovable sky, 
Say to the soul of her 
     Brava—good-bye. 

Teach me not, tell me not, 
     Love ever sinned: 
See how her petticoat 
     Sweetens the wind! 



The Loving Tree 
THREE women walked upon a road, 
     And the first said airily, 
“Of all the trees in all the world 
     Which is the loving tree?” 

The second said, “My eyes have seen 
     No tree that is not fair; 
But the Orange tree is the sweetest tree, 
     The loving blood is there.” 

And the third said, “In the green time 
     I knew a loving tree 
That gave a drink of the blood-red milk, 
     It was the Mulberry.” 

Then the first one said, “Of all the trees 
     No sweetest can I name; 
Ask her who yonder slowly comes— 
     That woman lean and lame.” 

Grief like a hideous suckling hung 
     Along her hollow breast, 
Pain was upon her as she walked, 
     And as she stooped to rest. 

“Why will you question so?” she said, 
     “Is it to mock at me? 
For how should I, who walk in Hell, 
     Know of a loving tree? 

“My eyes are not as woman's eyes, 
     They hope not east or west: 
Dull Famine my bed-mate is, 
     And Loneliness my guest. 

“ 'Tis not the most delicious flower 
     That leaves the scent of Spring, 
Nor is it yet the brightest bird 
     That loads his heart to sing. 

“A tree may dance in the white weather 
     Or dream in a blue gown, 
A tree may sing as a sweetheart 
     To bid the stars come down: 

“Some trees are slim and lovable 
     And some are sleek and strong, 



But the tree that has the cripple's heart 
     Will know the cripple's song. 

“The sweetest death is the red death 
     That comes up nakedly, 
And the tree that has the foiled heart 
     It is the loving tree. 

“While ever lip shall seek for lip, 
     While ever light shall fall, 
The tree that has the ruined heart 
     Is tenderest of all. 

“Oh, ye may have your men to kiss, 
     And children warm to hold, 
But the heart that had the hottest love 
     Was never yet consoled.” 

The women three walked on their way, 
     Their shamed eyes could see 
How well the tree with the foiled heart 
     Is still the loving tree. 



Inland Born 
THE tall man wooed her in the South, 
     They loved along the Sea; 
The tall man caught her to the North 
     And she went tearfully. 

He talked of all the full seasons, 
     The white wheat was his gold; 
But the long fight in the wilderness 
     To her he never told. 

She saw the cool brown Winters pass, 
     The heart-sick Spring come on, 
And the Summer as a great tyrant 
     Till half her hope was gone. 

Her lips they were the woman's lips 
     Eager to bless and blame; 
The lean years quelled her, and in them 
     Her snow-white children came. 

At night she sang them to their sleep 
     With cool songs of the Sea, 
And in the day her big soft eyes 
     Went South eternally. 

She sang of boats and merriment, 
     And ships that come and go, 
Of orchards and the rosemary, 
     And all the flowers that grow. 

She sang of all the miracles 
     That in the South are seen, 
Of all the gracious waterfalls 
     And all the world of green. 

She told them of the blue waters, 
     Of all her soul had planned, 
Of the crying birds and the seaweed 
     And the music on the sand. 

She said, These whom I love shall go 
     Where the wind is sweet and free, 
My little inland children 
     Shall wander by the Sea. 

The elder was a five-years girl 
     With the blue eyes of the mother, 



And younger by a year there ran 
     A flaxen-headed brother. 

The North Wind in his war came out 
     And ceased not night and day, 
And the little inland children 
     Had lost the heart to play. 

These two fell ill with a quick fever 
     —'Twas in the red ripe weather— 
Kind neighbours came with flowers for them 
     When they lay dead together. 

Oh, that we love goes lightly out: 
     The clouds play in the sky, 
And half the winds say openly: 
     Here is a day to die. 

Slowly she saw them, and her eyes 
     Went South eternally: 
She said, God stole my children— 
     They never saw the Sea. 

An old man said, Your children now 
     Shall walk the streets of gold; 
But she said, It is a dim Heaven 
     And merciless and cold. 

Then spoke to her an old mother 
     Of Love that is Divine; 
But she said, The God of Love he is 
     A foe to me and mine. 

Then spoke to her a sweet neighbour 
     Of good days yet to be; 
But she said, God stole my children, 
     They never saw the Sea. 

The tall man spoke in lover talk 
     To blind her for the day, 
But the Sunlight was more merciful: 
     It had no word to say. 



The Child We Lost 
SIX weeks it was till Christmas time 
     And Summer seemed not far away; 
The white sheep ran upon the hills, 
     The white lambs bleated all the day: 
Oh, never was the earth more fair! 
There was a sweetness in the air 
That sang of heaven everywhere. 

The garden was a world of bloom; 
     The cherry-trees were red and green; 
A league away the white smoke rose— 
     And always did there come between 
The glory that we feel and know 
When sunlight seems to overflow 
Into a green, warm world below. 

Our brown-eyed beauty claimed a kiss: 
     Sweet were her words, and full of play: 
Light as the dancing thistle-down 
     Was all her airy talk that day— 
Of flowers, and skies, and heavenly things, 
And sometimes softest whisperings 
Like music trembling on the strings. 

Life to the child was very fair, 
     Up from the ranges far and blue 
The sun came rosily each morn 
     To shine upon the world she knew: 
—It was the time when bush-birds sing 
And children's thoughts go wandering; 
When Summer-time makes love to Spring. 

The seasons sixteen times had turned— 
     Gladsome or bitter, dark or fair— 
Since to our lives there came a love, 
     A joy that lightened every care. . . .  
We watched her wandering down the hill: 
We watched her lovingly until 
She seemed like someone standing still. 

The angels spoke not that bright day: 
     Alas, that they should love the gloom! 
Had they but whispered, she had turned 
     Back to the well-loved garden bloom . . .  
O, gentle heart so soft and kind! 



O, big brown eyes so bright and blind! 
What was it that you sought to find? 

. . . Back in the dim, grey times they tell 
     Of children tempted far away 
In the white flimmering of the moon, 
     In twilight or at dawn of day . . .  
One evening when the sun was down 
A woman came; her eyes were brown. 
But our child came not from the town. 



Under a Kurrajong 
HERE is the ecstasy 
     Of sun-fed wine and song: 
Drink! it is melody 
     Under a kurrajong. 

What sweeter space on earth 
     For glistening youth and maid 
To find the quiet mirth 
     Under the quiet shade? 

What sweeter place than this 
     For loving eyes to see, 
For lovers' lips to kiss 
     Under the lovers' tree? 

It is the time to blow 
     Hot kisses on the Spring, 
When dreams begin to go 
     Under the blossoming. 

Let not the mouth be cold: 
     Love is not over-long: 
Only to-day is gold 
     Under a kurrajong. 



The Luckless Bard to the Flying Blossom 
YOU and I and our kind 
     Had glees together: 
Now in our turn shall we find 
     Foul friends and weather. 
You had the love of the sky, 
     All the world's honey: 
You are a pauper—and I, 
     I have no money. 

Back in the days that we knew, 
     Oh, idle fellow! 
You had the heart for the blue, 
     The mouth for the yellow: 
You who have scented the sky, 
     Sat around honey, 
You are a pauper—and I, 
     I have no money. 

In the dim place where we go 
     No sweet rebelling 
Burns: for the eyes never glow 
     Down in our dwelling. 
I had the taste of the wine, 
     You of the honey, 
Little white kinsman of mine! 
     I have no money. 



From a Coffin 
WRAPT in the yellow earth 
     What should I fear? 
Sour hate and shallow mirth 
     Never come near. 
Shape me no epitaph! 
     Sugar no rhyme! 
I had the heart to laugh 
     Once on a time. 



All the World's a Lolly-Shop 
Life is behind the counter, 
     and he waits on all who buy; 
He has a sweet for every mouth, 
     a smile for every sigh; 
And 'tis the greatest miracle 
     that ever did befall— 
He has so many customers 
     and yet he serves them all. 

Now, some do fear too much the powers 
     that would all joy retard; 
And some bite slow and gingerly, 
     and others quick and hard; 
And some look ever left and right 
     and some have little care— 
For all the world's a lolly-shop 
     and always trading fair. 

Life is behind the counter, 
     and he knows not how to frown; 
His talk is of a lad's delight 
     and of a wench's gown: 
He puts the hot love on the lip, 
     the red blush on the skin, 
And ever to his spacious shop 
     the customers come in. 

But when the sweetness leaves the sweet 
     and sugars bring no joy, 
May we have love of tenderling— 
     some gracious girl or boy; 
And when we have not heart to love 
     we are not wanted then, 
So let us die as ladies calm 
     and courteous gentlemen. 

When we shall face the weather bleak 
     outside the trembling wall, 
Can we be sure of taste of bliss 
     or any shop at all? 
So let us not despise the place 
     where we had feastings rare, 
For all the world's a lolly-shop 
     and always trading fair. 



It Is the Last 
WHITE is the world, the weather warm and sweet, 
                 But time is dear 
To thee and me, my friend! for we may meet 
                 Just once a year. 

Soon shalt thou rest, a warrior home from war: 
                 It seems not strange: 
Gently Time maketh thee more ready for 
                 The old sharp change. 

Thou hast done well indeed to come thus far, 
                 Cheery and bright, 
Bold as a tranquil summer evening star 
                 Smiling good-night. 

Thou hast beheld the sunlight, sung the song, 
                 Fought with the fears, 
In the grim days thou hast been all along 
                 The track of tears. 

Thou art not teased of love, afraid of fate 
                 Or storms within; 
Too weary art thou now for hope or hate, 
                 Small strife or sin. 

Still is thy talk of olden time and friend 
                 That thou hast known; 
But all thy stories run to one sad end— 
                 “I am alone.” 

How goes the time, O friend of mine? I think 
                 Thy voice doth fail. 
Here is my best tobacco; let us drink 
                 This good brown ale. 

Smoking, I watch thy fainting features through 
                 The smoky way . . .  
O, ancient friend! shall I clasp hands with you 
                 Next Christmas Day? 



The White Flowers Came 
'TWAS in the sweet month, tremulous 
     With dancing joys that none may quell, 
The white flowers came upon the world: 
     They taught the old-time parable. 

Life looked so very sweet a thing: 
     The watcher wept, the lights burned low: 
He moved, he felt the long cold kiss 
     And yet it seemed not good to go. 

Two damsels, underneath the stars, 
     Lay listening on the cool green ground: 
Faint as the falling dew they heard 
     The song that spins the world around. 

Strange bickering rose where Death and Life 
     Sat quarrelling on the green hillside . . .  
Soft as a blessing spoke the bells, 
     Blue sky and blossoms for a bride. 

Toiling and tired at close of day 
     A thin white widow woman prayed . . .  
In many a lighted town was told 
     The mystery of man and maid. . . .  

'Twas in the grey of eventime, 
     Cool earth and sky delightsome mild, 
God's pity came. . . . In tears he saw 
     The blue eyes of a little child. 



The Wedding in September 
THEY talked as neighbours solemnly 
     Of lambs and wheat and wool . . .  
The stripling said, “ 'Twill not be dark: 
     To-night the moon is full.” 

Into the wedding feast there came 
     The many psalms of Spring: 
The fiddler by the seamstress sat 
     And said not anything. 

The bridegroom was the happiest man 
     That ever stepped the town; 
But the little seamstress she had cried 
     And made the wedding gown. 

Oh, ask me not why she has cried! 
     Nay, ask a simpler thing: 
Why do the little birds go out 
     To meet the kiss of Spring? 

In with the dark the dancing came 
     In a little yellow room, 
And by the flowers the old folks said 
     The young ones love the bloom. 

The fiddler was a witless man 
     By night or noon or day, 
But the world had need of moistening 
     And he had tears to play. 

He played the darkness into death 
     And stood where joy had been. . . .  
The bridegroom could not see the bride 
     Or know what love could mean. 

He played of maids and merriment 
     And the young blood of the rover; 
Of sacraments he played, and tolls, 
     And the baby joy of clover. 

The fiddler was a handless man 
     That could not sew or reap: 
He did not know the care of kine 
     Or the many ways of sheep. 

Of water-birds he played and boats 
     And the white legs in a stream, 



Of hot love in the market-place 
     And the spinning of a dream. 

He played for timorous worshippers 
     Who have no God to call; 
He played to make the flowers grow, 
     To make the manna fall. 

He played of falls and holiness 
     And the whistling of a rover; 
Of sacraments he played, and tolls, 
     And the baby joy of clover. 

The fiddler played. On lies or hate 
     He would not waste a tune: 
A bridesmaid pale with jealousy 
     Was patient as the moon. 

The seamstress had the unsoiled heart 
     That suffers heat and chill, 
And God had plagued her in the eyes 
     With pity hot to spill. 

He played of all that men call death, 
     Too dear a thing to end: 
And Life, the unfilled reveller 
     That has a coin to spend. 

He played of deeps and loneliness 
     And the whistling of a rover, 
Of merriment he played and maids 
     And the summer-time in clover. 



The Hour of the Parting 
SHALL we assault the pain? 
     It is the time to part: 
Let us of Love again 
     Eat the impatient heart. 

There is a gulf behind 
     Dull voice and fallen lip, 
The blue smoke of the mind, 
The gray light on the ship. 

Parting is of the cold 
     That stills the loving breath, 
Dimly we taste the old 
The pitiless meal of Death. 



The Song and the Bird 
HE hath his Heaven got: 
     For Love he shakes the tree: 
Happy he heedeth not 
     The many gods that be. 

He telleth all his mad 
     Manoeuvring to the morn: 
The shy slow-footed lad 
     Hears him, and is forlorn. 

And doth he grieve or think 
     In dreaming drab and dim? 
Can aught of dull earth sink 
     Into the heart of him? 

He fears not wind or sky: 
     He counts not moon or year, 
Or the many men who die, 
     Or the green wheat in the ear. 

He knoweth the false and fair 
     And the deeps of deep things: 
—How shall I know this bird 
     Who sings and sings and sings? 



The Scent o' the Lover 
I SAW the mushrooms hoping 
     In the cool June: 
It is the scent o' the lover 
     Sweetens the tune. 

May the good men mock me 
     That I dare to say 
I have seen buds at kissing 
     On a holy day! 

'Tis no unsalted music 
     The moons bestow, 
'Tis the untaught eternal 
     So long, so low. 

Time is the old man crying 
     Lives on a string, 
In the eyes of a child fallen 
     We fear the Spring. 

I am assailed by colours 
     By night, by day: 
In a mad boat they would take me 
     Red miles away. 

Love is the loud season: 
     Tears fall too soon: 
It is the scent o' the lover 
     Sweetens the moon. 



At the End of Spring 
PUT down thy bonny head, 
     This is the end: 
Thou wert a joyous love, 
     Thou wert a pleasing friend: 
Soft-silken is the grass 
     Where thy twinkling colours blend. 

Bend low thy bonny head 
     This last sweet morn: 
An eager amber child 
     Smothered in flowers and corn 
Waits for thy death to wear 
     The glories thou hast worn. 

Bend low thy sunny head: 
     Upon the wing 
The tender-tinted hours 
     Make merry journeying; 
The tyrant Sun who slays 
     He waits for every Spring. 

Bend low thy weary head: 
     Kiss all good-bye— 
Thy life it was a time 
     Of love for lip and eye: 
The grief is at our hearts 
     That our beloved should die. 



For a Child 
INTO your angel mouth 
     The sport of Spring 
And the Summer's honey 
     Came rioting. 

Your eyes were as flowers, 
     Fine gold your hair, 
Warm in my heart you sang 
     Love like a prayer. 

The sunbeam, the moon-mist 
     Were one with you, 
And all the sighing bloom 
     That takes the dew. 

Love was about you, 
     Through your silken skin 
Love like a sun-ray 
     Ran out and in. 

Wild kiss and heavy love 
     Lose every hold, 
Oh, sunlight—my sunlight— 
     How dark the cold. 



The Dream is Deep 
SING me the song that never dies, 
     Of little Love blinded and bold, 
Blossoms unblemished and blue skies 
     And the green going into gold. 

All the uproarious pipes we played! 
     Frenzy and Folly, Fire and Joy: 
Carols we caught up for a maid 
     And ballads boisterous for a boy. 

I hear the blended bells and bands, 
     The fiddlers fiddling on the green, 
The clapping of a thousand hands, 
     The trembling of the tambourine. 

O, happy hours! run kindly slow: 
     Black lies the Night, nauseous and grim 
Who knoweth what a man may know 
     “Not all he hath shall die with him.” 

The man God made he dreameth deep 
     Down in his heart. High in the air 
His heaven lies. How shall he sleep? 
     He had a dream—the dream was fair. 



The Quarrel with the Neighbour 
CLEAR was the morning 
     ('Twas the time o' the hay) 
The little birds running heard 
     All we could say. 

The quarrel came so quickly 
     ('Twas a sweet sunshine), 
'Twas the straying of cattle, 
     His rights and mine. 

Then spoke we fury 
     In the white morning air, 
—Never again to my doorstep 
     Should his body dare. 

And he with his big eyes 
     By the Great God swore 
Never again should my feet 
     Come in at his door. 

Then did the blood-rush 
     Beset me, and I 
Told of good I had done him 
     In the years gone by. 

In his eyes' glitter 
     Vile threats could I see, 
And he spoke of past favour 
     In the old days to me. 

'Twas a clear morning 
     In the time o' the hay— 
With a shut fist my neighbour 
     Rode grimly away. 

At the end o' the harvest 
     Sickness burned me, 
Yet always of my neighbour 
     I thought bitterly. 

Oh, the night—the hot anguish— 
     The poor fight with pain; 
But I craved not for my neighbour 
     At my door again. 

'Twas morning. The sunlight 
     Ran round at the door. 



The voice was an old voice 
     Long loved before. 

In came my neighbour, 
     Shook me by the hand— 
He smelt of the morning, 
     He smelt of the land. 

Of markets and weather 
     He spoke cheerily, 
And I saw his big eyes 
     Look squarely at me. 

Of my little sickness, 
     Of men we had known, 
Of old folk gone under, 
     Children all grown. 

So spoke we and slowly 
     Of days yet to come— 
But at his going why, 
     Why was I dumb? 

When at the doorway 
     He laughed Good-bye, 
How great was my neighbour! 
     How mean was I! 



His Love was Burned Away 
SHE seemed as one who looks upon 
     a hill and cannot climb . . .  
The long days burned her; she was faint 
     and white at Christmas-time. 

Her lover like a bold spider 
     spun lovewebs night and day; 
The sunlight knew no pity . . . still 
     it burned her blood away. 

She died ere yet the butterflies 
     knew all her dreamings thin, 
She died a blossom penniless 
     of honeythirst within. 

He talks into the barren night 
     that it might hear him pray, 
Because it was the long sunlight 
     that burned his love away. 

He looks as one who sees too far 
     and findeth all things dim; 
I sometimes think that the deep night 
     may blindly pity him. 

He will not love the slow delight 
     that tells the birth of day, 
Because it was the long sunshine 
     that stole his love away. 

He talks into the heavy night; 
     it laughs not as the day; 
It dances not as the sunlight 
     That stole his love away. 



For a Little Girl's Birthday 
IS there a beauty over pain, 
     Is there of music for a song, 
Gentle as sunlight on the rain, 
     Gentle with crying all day long? 

How should a singer of the cold 
     Seeing strange holiness in air 
In his blue famine seek to hold 
     Vainly your paradise of hair? 

Once in a wonderment I prayed: 
     —Earth is upon me tedious mild: 
Hear me, O hapless God of Aid! 
     Throw me a heaven around a child. 



When Kisses are as Strawberries 
WHEN bees are hot with honey-thirst 
     and hastening with the Spring, 
When kisses are as strawberries 
     and Love is more than king— 

When quiet birds have merriment 
     by waters brown and blue, 
And little maids wool gathering 
     will murmur, “I love you”— 

When blossoms dance in carnival 
     to hearten maids and men 
And kisses are as strawberries 
     who would be sober then? 



Schoolgirls Hastening 
FEAR it has faded and the night: 
     The bells all peal the hour of nine: 
The schoolgirls hastening through the light 
     Touch the unknowable Divine. 

What leavening in my heart would bide! 
     Full dreams a thousand deep are there: 
All luminants succumb beside 
     The unbound melody of hair. 

Joy the long timorous takes the flute: 
     Valiant with colour songs are born: 
Love the impatient absolute 
     Lives as a Saviour in the morn. 

Get thou behind me Shadow-Death! 
     Oh ye Eternities delay! 
Morning is with me and the breath 
     Of schoolgirls hastening down the way. 



Dolly's Offering 
DOLLY has fashioned a wee bird home—two white eggs in a nest: 
I dare not laugh at a holy thing, or a place where the young may rest: 
Rude it is, but the mother love in Dolly beats home to me: 
It shouts aloud of the heights of love and the wells of its melody. 

Lips and eyes in the summer time and the faintest feet are bold: 
Colours come to the heart and sing the song that is young and old: 
The skies salute and the winds salute and the face of the earth is kind— 
But Dolly can never come out to see, for Dolly is lame and blind. 

Dolly is wise at eleven years old, for the dark has been her law: 
Her body is put in a frozen place that only a love can thaw: 
Love is keen in this that her two little hands have wrought for me: 
It tells of wooing and joy and pain, and the pulse of the greenery. 

I go out where the joys awake and the glistening lovers talk; 
Joy is there in the young bird's flight and joy in the young child's talk; 
Joys alight with the honey bees at the gates of the honey comb; 
But 'tis a piece of the endless dark where Dolly is chained at home. 

Dolly is all for love, it speaks in a thousand ways and shrill: 
A home she heats with a good red heart, as a woman ever will: 
The poor little nest is lined with love as warm as a man may find: 
Out of the blackness light is called—and Dolly is lame and blind. 



To a School-Girl 
O MOST unconscious daisy! 
     Thou daybreak of a joy! 
Whose eyes invade the impassioned man 
     In every wayside boy. 

Can I, walled in by Autumn, 
     With buoyant things agree? 
Speak all my heart to a daisy 
     If one should smile at me? 

Out of the Summer fallen, 
     Can I of Summer sing? 
Call that I love on the deep yellow 
     Between me and the Spring? 



'Tis the White Plum Tree 
IT is the white Plum Tree 
     Seven days fair 
As a bride goes combing 
     Her joy of hair. 

As a peacock dowered 
     with golden eyes 
Ten paces over 
     The Orange lies. 

It is the white Plum Tree 
     Her passion tells 
As a young maid rustling, 
     She so excels. 

The birds run outward, 
     The birds are low, 
Whispering in manna 
     The sweethearts go. 

It is the white Plum Tree 
     Seven days fair 
As a bride goes combing 
     Her joy of hair. 



The Unlovely Player 
OVER his petty mouth, his sorry chin, 
There runs a carnival—a summertime of follies men call sin. 

What thing is on his soul he will not say. 
Come on! come on! ye keen of wit and hear the unlovely fellow play. 

Playing and loving much, he seems so hot 
He could show sweetness to a sunbeam, and he would offend it not. 

Have ye within your soul so faint a joy? 
He will put diamonds on it, though he be a dull, grey-headed boy. 

His heart hath done a warfare with old Time, 
And he moons deep as ballad-maker who tracks up a vagrant rhyme. 

He hath been long with Summer, and the gold 
Of memory props him up to be a man and quite defy the cold. 

Sweethearts and fools who have the best of day 
Come on! come on! ye quick of wit, and hear the unlovely fellow play. 



The Eleventh Moon 
'TWAS in the eleventh moon I went 
     wool gathering in the dim, 
Near by me was a lover lad 
     and the sweetness was on him. 

Lightly his eyes went to the east 
     and he with joy was dumb, 
His sweet love walked a miracle 
     out of the moonlight come. 

Oh, but he was the fine lover! 
     with a lover's thirsting eye: 
—When two hearts beat the tune is sweet 
     and knows not how to die. 

Her laugh it was the rainbow's laugh 
     delicious to the land, 
And she gave to him for close loving 
     her little silken hand. 

Her face was made of Summer thought 
     joined with the giddy Spring: 
Gently I said, O heart, she is 
     too heavenly a thing. 

The moon did seem as music spilled 
     upon her spotless gown, 
And at her height of happiness 
     the summer tear came down. 

Night—and the silence honey-wet: 
     the moon came to the full: 
It was a time for gentle thought 
     and the gathering of wool. 



The Evening is the Morning 
TO make my love more delicate 
     I say into her eyes 
The evening is the morning, dear, 
     but in a sweet disguise. 
The morning was too loud with light 
     and the many birds would sing— 
Who but the thoughtless would exchange 
     The Autumn for the Spring? 

To make my love more beautiful 
     I sing into her ear 
'Tis not the morning that I love, 
     it is the evening, dear: 
No sweets of all the sweets we knew 
     are sweet as those we know, 
And tho' she sighs most heavily 
     she says 'tis even so. 

To make my love think happily 
     I say the morning wine 
Did much disturb thy maiden's heart 
     and put a storm in mine: 
The sunlight did so play with us 
     what strength or sight had we? 
And tho' her tears will come, she says 
     I speak most faithfully. 

I say to make my sweetheart laugh 
     now all our work is done, 
The evening is the morning dear, 
     we shall deceive the sun: 
Her hair that once was summer heat 
     is but a bloom in gray, 
Still she will tell me Evening is 
     the Morning that I say. 



The Orange Tree 
THE young girl stood beside me. I 
     Saw not what her young eyes could see: 
—A light, she said, not of the sky 
     Lives somewhere in the Orange Tree. 

—Is it, I said, of east or west? 
     The heartbeat of a luminous boy 
Who with his faltering flute confessed 
     Only the edges of his joy? 

Was he, I said, borne to the blue 
     In a mad escapade of Spring 
Ere he could make a fond adieu 
     To his love in the blossoming? 

—Listen! the young girl said. There calls 
     No voice, no music beats on me; 
But it is almost sound: it falls 
     This evening on the Orange Tree. 

—Does he, I said, so fear the Spring 
     Ere the white sap too far can climb? 
See in the full gold evening 
     All happenings of the olden time? 

Is he so goaded by the green? 
     Does the compulsion of the dew 
Make him unknowable but keen 
     Asking with beauty of the blue? 

—Listen! the young girl said. For all 
     Your hapless talk you fail to see 
There is a light, a step, a call, 
     This evening on the Orange Tree. 

—Is it, I said, a waste of love 
     Imperishably old in pain, 
Moving as an affrighted dove 
     Under the sunlight or the rain? 

Is it a fluttering heart that gave 
     Too willingly and was reviled? 
Is it the stammering at a grave, 
     The last word of a little child? 

—Silence! the young girl said. Oh, why, 
     Why will you talk to weary me? 



Plague me no longer now, for I 
     Am listening like the Orange Tree. 



In the Dim Counties 
IN the dim counties 
     we take the long calm 
Lilting no haziness, 
     sequel or psalm. 

The little street wenches, 
     The holy and clean, 
Live as good neighbours live 
     under the green. 

Malice of sunbeam or 
     menace of moon 
Piping shall leave us 
     no taste of a tune. 

In the dim counties 
     the eyelids are dumb, 
To the lean citizens 
     Love cannot come. 

Love in the yellowing, 
     Love at the turn, 
Love o' the cooing lip— 
     how should he burn? 

The little street wenches, 
     the callous, unclean 
—Could they but tell us what 
     all the gods mean. 

Love cannot sabre us, 
     blood cannot flow, 
In the dim counties 
     that wait us below. 



Show me the Song 
IT is of Love and lovers—all the old dream in me— 
Weary am I of Hate and Pride and its finery: 
Summer is soon behind and the Autumn stays not long: 
Is it of Love that you sing, sing, sing? Show me the song! 

Love is not soiled for all they would sully his pretty name: 
Blood that is good and red is on every soil the same: 
Love will be loud as the sunlight, quiet as the moon, 
Sweet as the sigh of a little child that shall waken soon. 

Is there a singer would waste his breath in singing Pride 
When little Love can follow wherever a man may bide? 
I would be listening, listening, out on the green, 
But my heart could never come up to tell that my eyes have seen. 

Weary am I of Hate that withers the heart of a man: 
I can only dream in a heavy way as a peasant can: 
Summer is gone so soon and the Autumn stays not long: 
Is it of Love that you sing, sing, sing? Show me the song! 



The Woman of Ireland 
IT was a woman of Ireland in old days I knew 
Being far down was embittered—her little voice grew 
Loaded with all the sweet honey and having love too. 

So would she sit in the long days and mad to the core 
Shrill would she say to her Michael to make his heart sore, 
How slow would she say to her Michael, “Now love me no more.” 

Her man would be telling and telling the things he had told 
How she would be always a sweetheart; but never consoled 
Was she with the little feet falling down into the cold. 

Sometimes she would say that the angels did stay at the door, 
And sometimes she spoke to the fairies seen long before. 
Then slow would she say to her Michael, “Now love me no more.” 

How strange it did seem that a woman too weary to sigh, 
That a woman should take all her honey to sweeten a lie, 
That a woman should call to her lover to let his love die. 

She would be thinking too long of the flowers and the dew 
And of all striving and loving the young lovers do: 
“Ah, sure,” she would say, “'tis a famine up there in the blue.” 

How often at even come little blue clouds in the sky 
And she would be knowing their meaning, would make not a sigh, 
But taking up all her sweet honey would call a good-bye. 

Long would she sit in the summer, and mad to the core 
Slow would she say to her Michael to make his heart sore, 
How slow would she say to her Michael, “Now love me no more.” 



Ride him Away 
NOW that I weary, lad o' my heart, 
I will not say that the sun is cold— 
The days go heavily, joys depart, 
The feet can never be quite so bold— 
But you have the eyes . . . and the lights of gold 
Run like rivers around the day: 
                     When I am dead, 
                     Bound to a bed, 
Take my horse, my holiday horse, 
                     Ride him away! 

He will not tarry where grey men halt 
And long confer of the coming doom; 
But he will loiter (an old-time fault) 
In shady place, where summer bloom 
And whites and yellows defeat the gloom 
While birds speak up to the heat of day: 
                     When I am dead, 
                     Heavy as lead, 
Take my horse, my holiday horse, 
                     Ride him away! 

He will tarry long where the children play. 
The young ears listen to sounds that stir 
When we have wandered too far away . . .  
The clouds come over, the lights demur, 
The red goes into the lavender, 
When Love has fallen, oh, who would stay? 
                     When I am dead, 
                     Nailed to a bed, 
Take my horse, my holiday horse, 
                     Ride him away! 

He may stop and linger at some old tree, 
A place of lovers and night come down, 
Where grasses listen and flowers agree 
Till the moon as white as a wedding gown 
Puts her tremour upon a town, 
And little lovers have tears to say: 
                     When I am dead, 
                     Straight in a bed, 
Take my horse, my holiday horse, 
                     Ride him away! 



The Magpie in the Moonlight 
GOLD he has poured out and silver on this tent of mine: 
He leaves in the last of the moonlight his song without wine. 

Sable and snow-white the bird is, and he would define 
Love in the leaves to the moon in his song without wine. 

Old is the love in his music, and cool to the ear: 
His joy is the width of a sorrow, the weight of a tear. 

He fails not: the many loud singers he will outshine: 
Death he will take into Love in his song without wine. 



The Birds Go By 
WESTWARD at even . . . yet never, never to die! 
Surely they live as ever the laugh and the sigh: 
After the fight and the fall, the defeat of the pilgrim, 
                 The birds go by. 

No, not for dying like all the sweet flowers are they, 
—Flowers giving hope to mankind on their little stay, 
Failing only as love fails at the end of the day. 

Green earth and water have gladdening out of their cry, 
Lifting the eyes of the heart to the height of the sky: 
I dream that they bear to the dead the thoughts of the living . . .  
                 The birds go by. 



The Sweetening of the Year 
WHEN old birds strangely-hearted strive to sing 
     and young birds face the Great Adventuring: 

When manna from the Heaven-appointed trees 
     bids us to banquet on divinities: 

When water-birds, half-fearing each blue thing, 
     trace the blue heavens for the roving Spring: 

When school-girls listening hope and listening fear: 
They call that time the sweetening of the year. 

            *      *      *      *      *  

When schoolboys build great navies in the skies 
     and a rebellion burns the butterflies: 

Sunlight has strange conspiracies above 
     and the whole Earth is leaning out to Love: 

When joys long dead climb out upon a tear; 
They call that time the sweetening of the year. 



Out to the Green Fields 
HERE there is crying, cruelty, every tone: 
Cruel is iron, and where is the pity in stone? 
The ancient tyrannies tower, they cannot yield: 
Let the tired eyes go to the green field! 

Flowers are foreigners here, subdued and calm, 
Standing as children under a heavy psalm: 
My heart is ever impatient of standing so: 
Out to the green fields the tired eyes go. 

Out where the grasses hasten the resolute heart of man! 
Out to the place of pity where all his tears began! 
Only down with the young love are the fairy folk concealed: 
Let the tired eyes go to the green field. 

The leaves have listened to all the birds so long: 
Every blossom has ridden out of a song: 
Only low with the young love the olden hates are healed: 
Let the tired eyes go to the green field! 



Green Lover 
“Froggie was caught while crossing a brook:  
A lily-white duck came and gobbled him up.”  
         —OLD RHYME.  

GHOSTS in plenty about the world 
     Step lightly here and there: 
They take a trip in the chimney-smoke, 
     They cough in an empty chair; 
But one I know of, he sets his sail 
     When the stars run pale and thin: 
He sails away at the flush of Day 
     In a curled-up lolly tin. 

Long ago did he saunter forth 
     When the trees come out to bloom: 
Oh, evil luck with the lily-white duck! 
     He went to an early doom. 
Crossing a brook he was. His heart 
     Was hot with love therein: 
—Now he sails away at the flush of Day 
     In a curled-up lolly tin. 

The peacock's colour was on his back 
     And great thoughts in his eyes: 
He would not care for the slow beware 
     Of his mother, old and wise! 
He hopped elate; but a pitiless Fate 
     As a lily-white duck came in: 
—Now he sails away at the flush of Day 
     In a curled-up lolly tin. 

Sugar is love, and honey is love, 
     And that is the reason why 
He loves to float in a sugary boat, 
     And he makes no moan or sigh: 
He puts no curse on a race perverse 
     (With nothing to lose or win) 
He sails away at the flush of Day 
     In a curled-up lolly tin. 

If ever you rise when the little flowers 
     Come shyly one by one, 
Whispering little white thoughts of Love 
     And leaning out to the Sun: 
When the Laughing Jacks by the river side 



     Their comedies begin, 
Then a ghost in green is plainly seen 
     In his curled-up lolly tin. 

The peacock's colour is on his back 
     And great thoughts in his eyes: 
He is no trader, he has no need 
     Of a thousand worn-out lies: 
He loses well, and he will not grieve 
     For the world or its weight of sin: 
—He sails away at the flush of Day 
     In a curled-up lolly tin. 

Whenever I read of kings and queens 
     And knights and ladies fair 
Who drank of Life as a goodly cup 
     Nor dreamed of a sorrow there, 
I know they were driven of Love for Love, 
     They fought through thick and thin, 
And fell for Love—like the glistening ghost 
     In the curled-up lolly tin. 

The Dawn is ever a creepy time: 
     The Mysteries make it so: 
Beauty is broken about the sky 
     And into the earth below: 
Shadows go out, and stars go out, 
     And the Royal Red comes in: 
—A lover green is always seen 
     In his curled-up lolly tin. 

Wise men perish, and old dreams go; 
     But many, the great and wise, 
Have told the truth to our golden Youth 
     That a lover never dies! 
His bones may whiten, his dust may go 
     Where new worlds would begin: 
—And Love prevails: 'tis a lover sails 
     In the curled-up lolly tin. 



Stony Town 
IF ever I go to Stony Town, I'll go as to a fair, 
With bells and men and a dance-girl with the heat-wave in her hair: 
I'll ask the birds that live on the road; for I dream (though it may not be) 
That the eldest song was a forest thought and the singer was a tree. 

Oh, Stony Town is a hard town! It buys and sells and buys: 
It will not pity the plights of youth or any love in the eyes: 
No curve they follow in Stony Town; but the straight line and the square: 
—And the girl shall dance them a royal dance, like a blue wren at his prayer. 

Oh, Stony Town is a hard town! It sells and buys and sells: 
—Merry men three I will take with me, and seven and twenty bells: 
The bells will laugh and the men will laugh, and the girl shall shine so fair 
With the scent of love and cinnamon dust shaken out of her hair. 

Her skirts shall be of the gossamer, full thirty inches high; 
And her lips shall move as the flowers move to see the winds go by: 
The men will laugh, and the bells will laugh, to find the world so young; 
And the girl shall go as a velvet bird, with a quick step on her tongue. 

She shall cry aloud that a million moons for a lover is not long, 
And her mouth shall be as the green honey in the honey-eater's song: 
—If ever I go to Stony Town, I'll go as to a fair, 
And the girl shall shake with the cinnamon and the heat-wave in her hair. 



To an Early-Flowering Almond 
GOWNED as a bride thou art 
     Caught with the glow, 
Giving with ruddy heart 
     Blood to the snow. 

Thou hast come in to make 
     Dreams to the boy, 
Lightly the girl will take 
     Omens of joy. 

Thou hast the taste of all 
     Sweethearts in Spring, 
Thou hast come out to call 
     Colours to sing. 

Low rides the sun above, 
     Meek as the moon: 
Thou art as moist in love 
     As a love tune. 

Still as a bride thou art 
     In a bride's gown: 
See! an uplifted heart 
     Beats in a clown. 



Those Shaded Eyes 
EYES of a damsel 
     In the ungoverned Spring 
Would send me the long roads 
     Adventuring! 

Reason the unwelcome 
     As a coward cries, 
“Look not too long under 
     Those shaded eyes!” 

Eyes so shaded 
     Do me inspire 
As the falling water, 
     The blue ways of fire. 

Full eyes burn over 
     The fallen mind, 
Bid the dumb utter 
     Thoughts to the blind. 

Such eyes give dreaming 
     Of lights that grew 
Flowers on the darkness 
     Ere the wind blew. 

Eyes so shaded 
     To me display 
Doves in the white of Heaven, 
     Death in his day. 

Eyes so shaded 
     To me declare 
Heights, and the birds loving, 
     Hollows of prayer. 

Reason the unwelcome 
     As a coward cries, 
“Look not too long under 
     Those shaded eyes!” 

But my heart is singing, 
     “Oh, the green gown! 
The woe . . . the sweet weather . . .  
     The tears on a town.” 



The Blue Wren in the Hop-Bush 
HIS home is in the wild hop, in brown and lemon green, 
And all the orange followers of gold that come between: 
He often says, to mock me, “How slow of soul are you!” 
And he puts into the broad sunshine his melody of blue. 

The bushman's joke is gentle in long November days: 
He fears the blue light of his friend may set the world ablaze; 
And the blue friend says, to mock me, “How slow of foot are you!” 
And he puts into the broad sunshine his melody of blue. 

All children who have seen him are gladder for all time: 
He spells Romance and Comedy, his body is a chime; 
And he often says to my heart, “How thin of blood are you!” 
And he puts into the broad sunshine his melody of blue. 



April Weather 
HOW long—but, nay! it is not long 
     Since we two chirped together: 
And, oh! we spoke unwittingly, 
     And it was April weather. 

The sun did seem as one well past 
     All jealousy and fretting, 
And as an old man lonesome smiles 
     Remembering and forgetting. 

The cool wind waited patiently 
     For all the sun's delaying, 
And, like a fallen player, spoke 
     The bitterness of playing. 

Tears were upon us; and the pain 
     Of all the poor misplanted: 
Of famine old and merciless 
     And children disenchanted. 

The sky came up with chronicles 
     Beyond the blue air blowing: 
The bitterness of Love lived on, 
     And Love himself was going. 

How long—but, nay! it is not long 
     Since we two chirped together . . .  
And, oh! we spoke unwittingly: 
     And it was April weather. 



The Irish Welcome 
ALL the good drinks are unworthy! No food is too fine! 
(Though you did hate them, you love them: you cannot decline). 
Angels are with you! and ten million fairies and more! 
—You will never speak ill of the Irish—you tap at the door! 

A handshake can feel like a sorrow—a home like a jail: 
When hearts are half-frozen, the elegant book-manners fail: 
—Though you be son of the Enemy! black to the core! 
You will have all the wealth of the Irish—you tap at the door! 

Words are not welcome. 'Tis something too deep and too fine. 
'Tis like a fiddle strung up—or the sun in the wine. 
A welcome can come like a famine, and leave the heart sore; 
But the warmth is all there in the Irish—you tap at the door! 

A welcome is red with the summer, and hearty and bold: 
'Tis something that drags you in, out of the dark and the cold: 
—The saints are not far, you can feel them! The blessings all pour! 
The leprechauns caper around you!—you tap at the door! 

No matter how humble the table, it cannot be bare: 
Of all that would put you to Heaven you take the full share: 
You will have all the wealth of all Ireland—what could you have more? 
The Irish! they make the world Irish!—you tap at the door! 



Colour Yourself for a Man 
THE seers may chasten; the fools may bid the waters dance uphill; 
The seers may sorrow that little of all in the world can heed their will: 
The hills may fall to the vales, and earth forget where the rivers ran: 
Listen, Sally! Stifle your woes: colour your eyes and lips and hose! 
             Colour yourself for a man! 

Thirst is Heaven, and thirst is Hell, and every fire between; 
And Famine is old as the Winter time, and Pain is an evergreen: 
Thirst is the maker of thieves; so, take every colour you can! 
—Every glitter about the day: colour your words on the tiresome way! 
             Colour yourself for a man! 

Colour is life and hate and heat and a million joys beside: 
'Tis vanity keeps the world awake, and the wealth in a man is pride: 
Thirst is the mother of theft, and theft was old when the world began: 
Listen, Sally! Stifle your woes: colour your thoughts and eyes and hose! 
             Colour yourself for a man! 



The Hen in the Bushes 
CALL me the man seeing 
     Too much in air: 
Low by the little hen 
     Love it is there. 

Winds of the Summer, 
     The red, the unkind, 
Tilt at her motherhood 
     Resolute, blind. 

As a Queen guarding 
     Her jewels so rare, 
Patiently all the day 
     I see her there. 

'Tis the Old Tyrant 
     To her body come, 
He who will leave us all 
     Weighted and dumb. 

He the Old Tyrant 
     Will many men slay, 
He will most gladly 
     Burn women away. 

He turns the peasant lad 
     To the raw soil, 
He calls by candle-light 
     Slaves to their toil. 

He it is urging up 
     Cities of sighs; 
Who has seen Pity yet 
     Enter his eyes? 

He it is under 
     The war and the moan, 
He it is under 
     The lies on the stone. 

Soon will the thin mother 
     With her brood walk; 
Keen is the crow—and keen, 
     Keen is the hawk. 

Call me the man seeing 
     Too much in air . . .  



Low by the little hen 
     Love it is there. 



The Moon was Seven Days Down 
“PETER!” she said, “the clock has struck 
     At one and two and three; 
You sleep so sound, and the lonesome hours 
     They seem so black to me. 
I suffered long, and I suffered sore: 
     —What else can I think upon? 
I fear no evil; but, oh!—the moon! 
     She is seven days gone.” 

“Peter!” she said, “the night is long: 
     The hours will not go by: 
The moon is calm; but she meets her death 
     Bitter as women die. 
I think too much of the flowers. I dreamed 
     I walked in a wedding gown, 
Or was it a shroud? The moon! the moon! 
     She is seven days down.” 

“Woman!” he said, “my ears could stand 
     Much noise when I was young; 
But year by year you have wearied me: 
     Can you never stop your tongue? 
Here am I, with my broken rest, 
     To be up at the break of day: 
—So much to do; and the sheep not shorn, 
     And the lambs not yet away.” 

“Peter!” she said, “your tongue is rude; 
     You have ever spoken so: 
My aches and ills, they trouble you not 
     This many a year, I know: 
You talk of your lambs and sheep and wool: 
     —'Tis all that you think upon: 
I fear no evil; but, oh! the moon! 
     She is seven days gone.” 

“Peter!” she said, “the children went: 
     My children would not stay: 
By the hard word and the hard work 
     You have driven them far away. 
I suffered, back in the ten years 
     That I never saw a town: 
—Oh! the moon is over her full glory! 
     She is seven days down!” 



“Woman!” he said, “I want my rest. 
     'Tis the worst time of the year: 
The weeds are thick in the top fallow, 
     And the hay will soon be here. 
A man is a man, and a child a child: 
     From a daughter or a son 
Or a man or woman I want no talk 
     For anything I have done.” 

“Peter!” she said, “'T was told to me, 
     Long back, in a happy year, 
That I should die in the turning time 
     When the wheat was in the ear; 
That I should go in a plain coffin 
     And lie in a plain gown 
When the moon had taken her full glory 
     And was seven days down.” 

Peter, he rose and lit the lamp 
     At the first touch of the day: 
His mind was full of the top fallow, 
     And the ripening of the hay. 
He said, “She sleeps,”—but the second look 
     He knew how the dead can stare: 
And there came a dance of last beauty 
     That none of the living share. 

How cool and straight and steady he was: 
     He said, “She seems so young! 
Her face is fine—it was always fine— 
     But, oh, by God! her tongue! 
She always thought as the children thought: 
     Her mind was made for a town.” 
—And the moon was out in the pale sky: 
     She was seven days down. 

He sauntered out to the neighbour's place 
     As the daylight came in clear: 
“The wheat,” he said, “it is filling well,” 
     And he stopped at a heavy ear. 
He said, “A good strong plain coffin 
     Is the one I am thinking on.” 
—And the moon was over his shoulder: 
     She was seven days gone. 



The Flight of the Weary 
YOUR feet have been made for the fairies: 
     Your seventeen sorrows are there: 
The moonlight has been with the sunlight 
     And both have misgoverned your hair: 
You love not the noise of the city: 
     You love not the scent of the sea; 
And, oh, you are weary! how weary! 
     And the world is so weary with me. 

You cannot go out to the blossom: 
     You cannot contend in the play: 
I call you the little white maiden, 
     The moon that is out all the day. 
The lights in the leaves are of scarlet, 
     The colour that comes to redeem: 
The winds are all painted with honey, 
     And we can escape in a dream. 

In moods of unmeasured magenta 
     The sun has apparelled the day: 
The leaves are as words in a fable 
     Or tears that come out in a play: 
Oh, you with a year to a sorrow! 
     The cynical Summer and Spring 
Shall both be ashamed of their dancing, 
     And you shall hear many birds sing. 

Oh, we have been sorry and soiled by 
     The low-living scent of the sea: 
Come, let us escape in the scarlet! 
     And you can be weary with me. 
The flowers shall have all the sweet voices 
     That ever came into the ear, 
And Spring as a mourner shall listen, 
     And Summer shall save us a tear. 

Out there in beloved October, 
     Then shall we anoint for a king 
Some little old desolate dreamer 
     Who had not the passion to sing: 
The wind shall be sweet as the kisses 
     That come when a maiden is kind: 
The dews out of Heaven shall hasten 
     And open the eyes of the blind. 



The silent shall speak, and the ears of 
     The deaf shall be shaken with sound: 
There shall be a forest, and lovers 
     Shall make it the holiest ground: 
The sunlight shall be with the moonlight 
     And leave the delight on your hair: 
The birds of the forest shall journey 
     And sing the sweet hymns for you there. 

The lakes shall be many and gentle: 
     The water-birds, holy and wise, 
Shall put the grief out of your shoulders 
     And pull the pain out of your eyes: 
Our God shall be drowsy, and think out 
     His thoughts like a beautiful tree; 
And you shall be weary! how weary! 
     With all that is weary to me. 



Love in Absence 
WHEN thou art gone but a little way 
     I am in a cold fear: 
The day like a long sickness is, 
     And I count the moon a year. 

When thou art gone but a little way 
     I am in a deep alarm: 
I cry, Oh God! her dear body, 
     If it should come to harm! 

When thou art gone and light is gone 
     I fiercely wish thee near: 
The day like a long sickness is, 
     And I count the moon a year. 

Now mournfully I dream I fall 
     Where uncouth shadows be: 
I foot it on the mist,—the heart 
     Renounces liberty. 



The Child Being There 
SHE will be looking at all the bright shops in the town, 
Some like the sunrise, and some like the sun going down: 
—“Such lights,” she says, “are in Heaven. Oh, that I might stare 
Right in through the door into Heaven!—my child being there.” 

She being so long a great sinner—ill-spoken—unwise— 
Softly she goes now, and looking at God with both eyes; 
And she will say at the midnight—her heart lying bare— 
“Surely I have part of Heaven?—my child being there.” 

Loneliness hangs on her dress—it is now the long worn: 
On the shoes that are broken—the hat that has fallen forlorn: 
She says: “Would God see me, I wonder now? if I should stare 
Right in through the door into Heaven—my child being there.” 

She will be looking at women the young and the strong, 
And the frocks of the little ones laughing and dancing along: 
“'Tis hard that they have all the riches!” she says in despair: 
“I helped in the making of Heaven—my child being there.” 

Poor though her body be, still it is goaded of Love: 
—This that can hasten the tiger, and moan with the dove: 
This that can make God a shadow. She says: “I will dare! 
I will look for a moment in Heaven!—my Child being there.” 



He Sold Himself to the Daisies 
HE stayed too long in the sunlight, 
     He was so thin and shy, 
He sold himself to the daisies 
     When no one strove to buy. 

They called him hopeless coward, 
     They called him dull and mean, 
Because he spoke to the people 
     His elders had not seen. 

Slow were his eyes and only 
     The dull speech on his tongue, 
He sold himself to the daisies 
     When a summer day was young. 

For the daisies came together, 
     And they made no boastful sound, 
And the grasses fell as playmates, 
     Over the green ground. 

The traders knew no pity, 
     They called him shapeless clown, 
And they put long prayers upon him 
     And chained him in a town. 

But he rose ere the day had broken, 
     He rose when the stars hung high, 
And his heart did hope within him 
     To die as the daisies die. 

The daisies climb together, 
     They meet not death alone, 
Their only life is loving 
     And the daisies know their own. 

They make no changeless Heaven, 
     No God with a furious Law, 
And the dreamer under his eyelids 
     Saw that the daisies saw. 

The traders saw him loiter 
     (And he had small heart to toil) 
They said he was born to evil, 
     A black weed on the soil. 

The clouds came thick and thicker, 
     The blue winds one by one 



Baffled his hopeless body, 
     Carried him out of the sun. 

They gave to him small pity 
     Of priest or prayer or stone, 
But the daisies climbed together 
     And the daisies knew their own. 



So Sweet a Mouth Had She 
HER eyes foretold of happiness 
     As grapes foretell of wine: 
Her feet were as the lights that fall 
     In greeneries divine. 

Her forehead seemed a clear heaven 
     Where all the loves agree: 
Her lips were as the flowers' lips, 
     So sweet a mouth had she. 

Her hair was like the thoughts that fall 
     As raiment for a rhyme: 
Her bosom was a white morning 
     In the keen Summer-time. 

She had that old delightsomeness 
     Shed by the strawberry, 
And lacked not kisses in her time— 
     So sweet a mouth had she. 



Lament for Early Buttercups 
THE lambs are white and lavender, the frost is with the moon, 
The mushrooms go to God and say they cannot die so soon: 
Oh, they would see the love-works of the birds sent up to sing! 
And I—I mourn for buttercups that stay not till the Spring. 

Oh, that they were adventuring in long November days 
When barley-tips are in the dance to every wind that plays, 
When old birds lose all that they love and young birds feel the wing: 
I mourn—I mourn for buttercups that stay not till the Spring. 

Oh, had their gold delayed until the last moon of the year 
When maids bedeck themselves and say that princes will appear, 
They would have loved with a warm love the birds sent up to sing: 
I mourn—I mourn for buttercups that stay not till the Spring. 



Half a Life Back 
HALF a life back now the faces careworn or sunny, 
     Stare as we knew them, patient with heavy good-byes; 
Yet they give still the good warmth and the taste of the honey: 
     Neighbour! oh, neighbour! the light has gone out of their eyes. 

Did we despise them?—We made little room for their sorrow: 
     All that was truth to them seemed to us spotted with lies: 
They did so steadily speak of a shining to-morrow: 
     Neighbour! oh, neighbour! the light has gone out of their eyes. 

Ruddy men, sallow men, praying and ever rebelling: 
     Men with their dreams burning out—women unwise— 
To little white overloved children parables telling: 
     Neighbour! oh, neighbour! the light has gone out of their eyes. 



The Lad Who Started Out 
OCTOBER and the shining air put wondrous thoughts in him; 
And he could fight and climb and ride, and he could shoot and swim: 
The baby was about him yet, but a mystic fever ran 
In the little lad who started out one day to be a man. 

Tempting and fair, two furlongs off, there rose the forest green 
Where the subtle bees had hid their home; but the river ran between. 
Out of a gaudy dandelion a whispering pirate flew, 
And the fever spoke in the dear lad and told him what to do. 

Ay, 'twas a madness of the heart! but of the kind that goes 
With the kingly men and conquerors, wherever red blood shows: 
A thousand fathers stormed in him and drove him in his dream; 
Quickly he cast his clothes aside and walked into the stream. 

The babe's blue was on his eye, and the yellow on his hair: 
Proudly he held the good broad chin that all the heroes bear: 
But oh! too high and far and strong the snow-fed river ran 
For the little lad who started out one day to be a man. 

                        *      *      *      *      *  

Ah, madly comes the taste of him in coats the children wear, 
And the red caps of the toddlers, and ruddy legs and bare: 
The pirates whispering in the gold say grievous things of him, 
And the leaves along the sunshine laugh, because he could not swim. 

There is a woman sweet and kind, a woman calm and grey, 
And her eyes have love for little lads in all their boisterous play. 
She says, “So was his merry heart! so was his pretty chin! 
My sorrow must run out and out, for I dare not keep it in.” 

But when the snow-fed waters come, and the yellow's in the air, 
She looks not long on the blue sky; for his blue eyes are there: 
Oh, the yellow had not left his head when all her tears began 
For the little lad who started out one day to be a man. 



To a Lodging-House Canary 
IN you are all the good jigs of the Irishman out for a day, 
Little one! close to the Maker you whistle away. 

Prisoned, and born in a prison, and yet in your song 
Out to the top o' the twilight you take us along. 

The goodman has need of sweet noises; he calls to his dame: 
And she, being barren, she knows but the edge of the flame. 

You dance into heaven, O rude one!—and higher and higher 
You mock at the craven who eats not his fill o' the fire. 

Free men we are not: we cannot come out of the fear. 
Call the dead! Let the dead march in your merriment here! 

Soldier you are, and good neighbour: you come not to cry 
Of any dull ache in the body or doubt in the sky. 

In you are all the good jigs of old Irishmen out for a day, 
Little one! close to the Maker you whistle away. 



Native Companions Dancing 
ON the blue plains in wintry days 
     These stately birds move in the dance. 
Keen eyes have they, and quaint old ways 
On the blue plains in wintry days. 
The Wind, their unseen Piper, plays, 
     They strut, salute, retreat, advance; 
On the blue plains, in wintry days, 
     These stately birds move in the dance. 



Stephen Foster 

         (Composer of “My Old Kentucky Home”)  

WHO was the man? he was not great or wise, 
     He lived in sore distress, 
Always he went with pity in the eyes 
     For burnt-out Happiness. 

He who was poor had melodies of gold, 
     He had the rude man's Art, 
No one can now deny him—he could hold 
     The quick roads to the heart. 



The Stolen Lament 
IT has the seal of sorrow; it was born 
In lamentation where sweet women died 
And the red smoke came out upon the corn. 

Leave it in pity—it is sealed of woe— 
Lest you should hear the hisses of the Dead 
Of Ireland seven hundred years ago. 

Beauty of light is on it, scent of dew 
That once in Heaven was, the bud that came 
On trees of happiness that never grew. 

Beauty it has that never came by words, 
The lordly evidence of Summer-time, 
And the deep adoration of the birds. 

It has been lifted on rebellion's red. 
But listening in the calm we know that night 
Is but a generous playtime for the Dead. 

            *      *      *      *      *  

Its wealth of tears is not for you to know, 
Lest you should hear the hisses of the Dead 
Of Ireland seven hundred years ago. 



The Whistling Jack 
NOT far above me in the boughs he sat, a solemn thing; 
On the grey limb in grey he sat, he did not move to sing: 
He was so dumb, he seemed to see no glamour in the Spring. 

Near by me did the chickens run beneath their mother's eye: 
'Twas but a little noise I heard, and I looked up to the sky— 
The Whistling Jack and a white chicken! I did not see it die. 

He ate so greedily, and then—as if he did no wrong— 
He poured into the morning air the beauty of his song: 
And I stared at him, I scowled at him: I kept not silence long. 

“This is,” I said, “no little thing. How can you live and dare 
To sing this song that is a song, and sometimes is a prayer? 
And the blood is still upon your beak, and tells of murder there. 

“When the mother at the even-fall will, with the mother wing, 
Give love unto her brood, and they in eager love will cling: 
What of the blood upon your beak? Is it a little thing?” 

The Whistling Jack hopped lower down, and he looked me in the eye. 
He said, “I kill to eat; but you pray long into the sky 
For the help of God in all you do, to make your fellows die. 

“I know not God. How could I? But I am not always dumb; 
With many flags you march: you make strange noises on a drum; 
And you praise God for murders old, and murders yet to come. 

“Your hymn you found with mating birds; and you have stolen prayer: 
All earth you claim and all the sea, and even the sweet air; 
You, without pity, cry to God for all His love and care. 

“Your Heaven is but a theft; you saw the white walls in the sky; 
And the mystery of the wings you took to make your angels fly: 
For all your bravery as a thief—you have not loved to die. 

“You own the earth and all therein, and all you hear and see: 
You cut the flower into the heart, your axe is at the tree; 
You burn the body beautiful that was a friend to me. 

“If this you say to me is true, that slaughter is a sin, 
What of the hat upon your head? the shoes you saunter in? 
The fur you found by cruelty, by cruelty the skin? 

“You have not ceased one day to rob, since ever you were born; 
There was a theft to give you milk, and all that you have worn 
Is only yours by plunder foul that fills me with a scorn. 



“If you can preach of murder, I can preach of murder too. 
You have defiled the sweet, green earth, and prayed into the blue 
For strength unto your God that you may other murders do. 

“I am a little thief; but you with evil caution strive 
For the white wool and the glistening silk, and the honey of the hive! 
But for a million cruelties you would not be alive. 

“Of valour do you boast, and yet your whole life is a whine. 
Where is your pity for the sheep? Your mercy for the kine? 
You who would dare to preach to me at this little meal of mine!” 

This bird had almost stilled my heart, and both my eyes were dim, 
There was no mercy in his speech, as I saw him on the limb. 
I said, “Perchance he is of God. Who knows the heart of him?” 

Oh, the bird he was on fire: he spoke so long and bitterly: 
I heard him till at last he flew. I did not wish to see 
The heavens blue: for he had put such weakness into me. 



The Good Season 
THE old mother talks, and her eyes will be dimming and dimming; 
     It is the good season that comes up, and, “Oh!” she will say, 
“All summer the ducks do I see; they are swimming and swimming! 
     The barley it talks to the butterflies wheeling away. 

“Oh! that was the season for all the long grass and the clover; 
     The oats they were over the fences, and seven foot high! 
Our own little creek, it was flooded a dozen times over; 
     And water-birds came without warning to blacken the sky. 

“But what did we think of? It was not the storing of money; 
     For he would be riding to see me the whole summer through; 
How sweet was the scent of the world! it was shaking with honey 
     And I would be building my palaces up in the blue. 

“The sun it was more like a moon; it was never so mellow; 
     Your heart would be thinking of plenty, and always at ease; 
How drowsy the cattle were! Oh!, and the butter was yellow! 
     All summer the little round parrots fell out of the trees. 

“The shearing was late; for you never could get the fine weather; 
     'T was close on to autumn the last of the wool was away. 
The wheat was too rank, and the year was too rich altogether; 
     We started at Easter the second time cutting the hay.” 

The old mother dreams, and the blood will be thinning and thinning; 
     Her eyes they go up to the heavens and over the ground; 
She says, “I can see him still, laughing and losing and winning, 
     And oh! he looks long at me, riding off, all the year round.” 



The Soldier is Home 
WEARY is he, and sick of the sorrow of war, 
     Hating the shriek of loud music, the beat of the drum; 
Is this the shadow called glory men sell themselves for? 
     The pangs in his heart they have paled him, and stricken him dumb! 
                 Oh! yes, the soldier is home! 

Still does he think of one morning, the march and the sun! 
     A smoke, and a scream, and the dark, and next to his mind 
Comes the time of his torment, when all the red fighting was done! 
     And he mourned for the good legs he left in the desert behind. 
                 Oh! yes, the soldier is home! 

He was caught with the valour of music, the glory of kings, 
     The diplomat's delicate lying, the cheers of a crowd, 
And now does he hate the dull tempest, the shrill vapourings— 
     He who was proud, and no beggar now waits for his shroud! 
                 Oh! yes, the soldier is home! 

Now shall he sit in the dark, his world shall be fearfully small— 
     He shall sit with old people, and pray and praise God for fine weather; 
Only at times shall he move for a glimpse away over the wall, 
     Where the men and the women who make up the world are striving together! 
                 Oh! yes, the soldier is home! 

Simple, salt tears, full often will redden his eyes; 
     No one shall hear what he hears, or see what he sees; 
He shall be mocked by a flower, and the flush of the skies! 
     He shall behold the kissing of sweethearts—close by him, here, under the trees— 
                 Oh! yes, the soldier is home! 



The Poor, Poor Country 
OH 'twas a poor country, in Autumn it was bare, 
The only green was the cutting grass and the sheep found little there. 
Oh, the thin wheat and the brown oats were never two foot high, 
But down in the poor country no pauper was I. 

My wealth it was the glow that lives forever in the young, 
'T was on the brown water, in the green leaves it hung. 
The blue cranes fed their young all day—how far in a tall tree! 
And the poor, poor country made no pauper of me. 

I waded out to the swan's nest,—at night I heard them sing, 
I stood amazed at the Pelican, and crowned him for a king; 
I saw the black duck in the reeds, and the spoonbill on the sky, 
And in that poor country no pauper was I. 

The mountain-ducks down in the dark made many a hollow sound, 
I saw in sleep the Bunyip creep from the waters underground. 
I found the plovers' island home, and they fought right valiantly. 
Poor was the country, but it made no pauper of me. 

My riches all went into dreams that never yet came home, 
They touched upon the wild cherries and the slabs of honeycomb, 
They were not of the desolate brood that men can sell or buy, 
Down in that poor country no pauper was I. 

            *      *      *      *      *  

The New Year came with heat and thirst and the little lakes were low, 
The blue cranes were my nearest friends and I mourned to see them go; 
I watched their wings so long until I only saw the sky, 
Down in that poor country no pauper was I. 



The Winter Sundown 
THEY falter, they stay not 
     To your eyes and mine, 
The boatmen in violet 
     On bays of wine. 

Calm without sorrow, 
     The peace without prayer: 
All fear is folly in 
     That country out there. 

Many we mourn are out 
     Seaward away; 
Tears did they leave us 
     As players who play. 

The highlands, the hilltops, 
     They make the heart bare, 
Burned out with wishing for 
     That country out there. 

     
*         *         *         *         * 

They stay not, they stay not, 
     But your eyes and mine 
Have boatmen in violet 
     On bays of wine. 



The Bard and the Lizard 
THE lizard leans in to October, 
     He walks on the yellow and green, 
The world is awake and unsober, 
     It knows where the lovers have been: 
The wind, like a violoncello, 
     Comes up and commands him to sing: 
He says to me, “Courage, good fellow! 
     We live by the folly of Spring!” 

A fish that the sea cannot swallow, 
     A bird that can never yet rise, 
A dreamer no dreamer can follow, 
     The snake is at home in his eyes. 
He tells me the paramount treason, 
     His words have the resolute ring: 
“Away with the homage to Reason! 
     We live by the folly of Spring!” 

The leaves are about him; the berry 
     Is close in the red and the green, 
His eyes are too old to be merry, 
     He knows where the lovers have been. 
And yet he could never be bitter, 
     He tells me no sorrowful thing: 
“The Autumn is less than a twitter! 
     We live by the folly of Spring!” 

As green as the light on a salad 
     He leans in the shade of a tree, 
He has the good breath of a ballad, 
     The strength that is down in the sea. 
How silent he creeps in the yellow— 
     How silent! and yet can he sing: 
He gives me, “Good morning, good fellow! 
     We live by the folly of Spring!” 

I scent the alarm of the faded 
     Who love not the light and the play, 
I hear the assault of the jaded, 
     I hear the intolerant bray. 
My friend has the face of a wizard, 
     He tells me no desolate thing: 
I learn from the heart of the lizard, 
     We live by the folly of Spring!” 



Song for a Honeymoon 
THE bells have bidden me speak my heart; and the glistening pair I know 
Have both defied me to fashion a song to quicken them into the glow; 
Have both defied me to beckon the words, and the folly to feed the tune: 
I drop to the shadows, and follow a man, for a song for a honeymoon. 

The folk I see are a forest folk; their gods go everywhere; 
They speak their rage on the mountain top; they crouch in the golden air; 
Their magic lurks in the serpent's eye, in the witches' wavering tune; 
The Devils of old come down and walk in the song for a honeymoon. 

The man I see is a barbarous man, but newly from the dark; 
His spearmen follow him: blood there is wherever he leaves his mark. 
He tames the leopard; he leads the bull; a lord that his slaves obey: 
Through burning forests or roaring seas he carries a bride away. 

This man will have no fear of men; he carries, he makes the law; 
I want the devil about his mouth, and the ironstone in his jaw; 
And under his shirt the rattle of Life shall beat so fierce and strong, 
Wherever he rides, I too shall ride for the heart-beat of a song. 

The man I see is a resolute man, to a steadfast purpose bound; 
In pain and hunger he plants the seed, he furrows the virgin ground; 
He will not flinch in the morning frost, or fail in the heat of noon; 
I'll follow this man, I need this man, in a song for a honeymoon. 

The marrow of Life can best be found in a brimmed-up fighting man, 
Who rules a rabble, who robs a thief, nor cares how a fight began; 
The sword he rattles; he comes, he owns; a lord that his slaves obey; 
Through swirling rivers and trackless hills he carries a bride away. 

The measure of Life can best be found in a woman wise and fair, 
With peace and plenty about her mouth, and the goodwill in her hair; 
Whose eyes have courage to strive with Death and a thousand fears of old; 
Whose pity is clad in a radiance that a million tears have told. 

Of bells I dream and the merriment, and the horseshoe for a sign; 
Of the goodly meats, and the honeycomb, and the lifting scent of wine; 
Of white maids robing and good men's mirth, and the great sun on the corn; 
Of songs for telling the joys that roll on the day that a man is born. 

Bells and the blessing—the woman goes with the new world in her eyes; 
The manna of love has found the Earth, 'tis pouring out of the skies; 
She knows no famine; her heart is wealth; and her patience proud and strong; 
The faith in her body, it reigns, it fills, and hallows the cradle song. 

The man he has builded his first rude home, as strong as an eagle's nest; 
The woman I see in her early joy, with the young life on her breast; 



The man and the woman who cheer and guide the small feet on the floor 
Have found the pity that bids them run to the outcast at the door. 

I'll borrow the prayers that good men say, and the new-born's faintest cry, 
The tremor that comes to women and men with the sorrow to say good-bye; 
And thus will I say to the glistening pair: I have sought for a barbarous tune, 
I've been on a raid with a right red man, for a song for a honeymoon. 



The Ballad of Remembrance 
I MET a man out Bathurst way in the middle of the year, 
He had an honest, kindly face and eyes without a fear; 
A pleasant man to look upon and a pleasant man to hear. 

And he would talk as men will talk of what their hands have done, 
Of plains and hills and the wilderness where sheep and cattle run, 
Of the bitterness of frost and rain and the blinding of the sun. 

He had the bushman's ready eye, and he heard the faintest sound, 
The names he knew of all that flew, or ran upon the ground, 
His knowledge was not of the kind that is with scholars found. 

One thing I saw whene'er I talked of all red history, 
Of England's victories on the land, her strength upon the sea, 
He listened quietly, but would say no generous word to me. 

The silence of the man was such, that I would more and more 
Speak of the English; there had lived never on earth before 
A race so just and merciful,—his silence made me sore. 

One night I spoke of English law, and what the English do— 
“Listen,” he said, “and I will tell a shameful thing to you, 
'Twas old when I was born, this night it comes up ever new. 

“Too long have I been in the bush, my thinking may be slow, 
But when you praise the English, then knowing all I know, 
If I did not speak, then I should feel the lowest of the low. 

“My father, he could fight, although he was but bone and skin, 
I saw him fight with a big man, who had the heavy chin, 
And the heavy fist. I stood two hours and saw my father win. 

“My father had the slow speech, and his words came tenderly; 
When we were splitting in the bush one day we took a tree 
With young birds in the nest, all day he could not speak to me. 

“An open-handed man he was, as all who knew him tell; 
He was not hard in anything, he strove to teach us well; 
He said. ‘There's something in a man, that they dare not buy or sell.’ 

“My father could not read or write—now little children can,— 
Of Death, and things at the back of it, his simple reasoning ran, 
And he said, ‘I can't believe that God is bitter like a man.’ 

“How quiet he was, because he stared they said his eyes were dim, 
But when he drank, those eyes would change, and his jaws would be so grim, 
And the thoughts at the bottom of his heart came tumbling out of him. 



“‘Some things there are,’ my father said, ‘I keep remembering, 
A man's body is coarse, he said, though he may be a king, 
But the body of a sweet woman, that is the holy thing.’ 

                         *      *      *      *      *  

“'T was in your England that he starved and he would not dare to kill, 
He knew the law, and the law it said, his mouth he must not fill. 
All Wisdom came from God, he heard, and the hunger was His Will. 

“There was the food before his eyes, and why should he be bound? 
The rich men owned each inch of earth and the riches underground; 
They would have owned the soul of man had such a thing been found.” 

“These laws,” I said, “were harsh, but they have long since disappeared, 
Wherever strong men live and thrive, is English law revered, 
That flag is loved, and we are proud to know that it is feared.” 

But the man he said, “You boast that all the English laws are fair, 
Long have I heard such tales, they seem like dust upon the air, 
For the English sent my father here for the shooting of a hare. 

“One day we were in the deep bush, my father's tongue was free, 
I was not far into my 'teens and his back he showed to me, 
And even now when I think of it, my eyes can scarcely see.” 

“These laws,” I said, “were cruel laws, they were in every land, 
The English gave you all you have and you fail to understand 
That laws are made for the English, by the people's own command.” 

The man he said, “I may be dull, you speak of English law, 
Would you so love it had you seen the shameful thing I saw? 
For me that back is always bare, those wounds are always raw. 

“He was a convict forced to work, when the squatter ruled the land, 
For some slight fault his master put a letter in his hand 
And he said, ‘Take this to Bathurst Gaol, they'll make you understand.’ 

“Too well the law, my father knew, the law of Lash and Chain, 
That day he walked to Bathurst Gaol, 'twas in the blinding rain, 
And they flogged his flesh into his bones—then he walked back again.” 

The man he said, “I have always heard that English laws are fair, 
We are a part of England, and her fighting glory share, 
But the English sent my father here for the shooting of a hare. 

“My father was of England and it is against my will, 
Of any nation on the earth, to speak one word of ill; 
But I know the English by one mark—my eyes can see it still.” 

Then spoke I still of England, I would not lightly yield, 
“England,” I said, “is strong, she does the little nations shield,” 



And the man he said, “Some things there are that never can be healed.” 



The Gentle Water Bird 

         (For Mary Gilmore)  

IN the far days, when every day was long, 
Fear was upon me and the fear was strong, 
Ere I had learned the recompense of song. 

In the dim days I trembled, for I knew 
God was above me, always frowning through, 
And God was terrible and thunder-blue. 

Creeds the discoloured awed my opening mind, 
Perils, perplexities—what could I find?— 
All the old terror waiting on mankind. 

Even the gentle flowers of white and cream, 
The rainbow with its treasury of dream, 
Trembled because of God's ungracious scheme. 

And in the night the many stars would say 
Dark things unaltered in the light of day: 
Fear was upon me even in my play. 

There was a lake I loved in gentle rain: 
One day there fell a bird, a courtly crane: 
Wisely he walked, as one who knows of pain. 

Gracious he was and lofty as a king: 
Silent he was, and yet he seemed to sing 
Always of little children and the Spring. 

God? Did he know him? It was far he flew . . .  
God was not terrible and thunder-blue: 
—It was a gentle water bird I knew. 

Pity was in him for the weak and strong, 
All who have suffered when the days were long, 
And he was deep and gentle as a song. 

As a calm soldier in a cloak of grey 
He did commune with me for many a day 
Till the dark fear was lifted far away. 

Sober-apparelled, yet he caught the glow: 
Always of Heaven would he speak, and low, 
And he did tell me where the wishes go. 

Kinsfolk of his it was who long before 
Came from the mist (and no one knows the shore) 



Came with the little children to the door. 

Was he less wise than those birds long ago 
Who flew from God (He surely willed it so) 
Bearing great happiness to all below? 

Long have I learned that all his speech was true; 
I cannot reason it—how far he flew— 
God is not terrible nor thunder-blue. 

Sometimes, when watching in the white sunshine, 
Someone approaches—I can half define 
All the calm beauty of that friend of mine. 

Nothing of hatred will about him cling: 
Silent—how silent—but his heart will sing 
Always of little children and the Spring. 
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