204

Fiimdship .
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Painting and Sculpture. -Fate.
No show of bolts and bars
Can keep the foeman out,
Or 'scape his secret mine
Who entered with the doubt
That drew the line .

FRIENDSHIP .
"Friends, Romans, Countrymen, and Lovers."
such pure hate still underprop
Our love, that we may he
Each other's conscience,
And have our sympathy
Mainly from thence.
LET

No warden at the gate
Can let the friendly in,
But like the sun o'er all
He will the castle win
And shine along the wall .

We'll one another treat like gods,
And all the faith we have
In virtue and in truth, bestow
On either, and suspicion leave
To gods below.

There's nothing in the world I know
That can escape from love,
For every depth it goes below,
And every height above.

Two solitary starsUnmeasured systems far
Between us roll,
But by our conscious light we are
Determined to one pole.

It waits as waits the sky,
Until the clouds go by,
Yet shines serenely on
With an eternal day,
Alike when they are gone,
And when they stay .

What need confound the sphereGod can afford to wait,
For him no hour's too late
That witnesseth our duty's end,
Or to another doth beginning lend .

Implacable is Love,Foes may be bought or teased
From their hostile intent,
But he goes unappeased
Who is on kindness bent.

Love will subserve no use,
More than the tints of flowers,
Only the independent guest
Frequents its bowers,
Inherits its bequest.
No speech though kind has it,
But kinder silence doles
Unto its mates,
By night consoles,
By day congratulates .
What saith the tongue to tongue?
What heareth ear of ear?
By the decrees of fate
From year to year
Does it communicate.
Pathless the gulf of feeling yawns
No trivial bridge of words,
Or arch of boldest span,
Can leap the moat that girds
The sincere man.

H. D. T.

PAINTING AND SCULPTURE .
sinful painter drapes his goddess warm,
Because she still is naked being drest :
The godlike sculptor will not so deform
Beauty which limbs and flesh enough invest.
THE

FATE .
you are fair or wise is vain,
Or strong, or rich, or generous ;
You must have also the untaught strain
That sheds beauty on the rose .
There is a melody born of melody
Which melts the world into a sea.
THAT
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Fate.
Toil could never compass it,
Art its height could never hit,
It came never out of wit ;
But a music music-born
Well may Jove and Juno scorn .
Thy beauty, if it lack the fire
Which drives me mad with sweet desire,
What boots it? What the soldier's mail,
Unless he conquer and prevail ?
What all the goods thy pride which lift,
If thou pine for another's gift?
Alas! that one is born in blight,
Victim of perpetual slight ;When thou lookest on his face,
Thy heart saith, Brother! go thy ways
None shall ask thee what thou doest,
Or care an apple what thou knowest,
Or listen when thou repliest,
Or remember where thou liest,
Or how thy supper is sodden,And another is born
To make the sun forgotten .
Surely he carries a talisman
Under his tongue,
Broad are his shoulders, and strong,
And his eye is scornful,
Threatening and young.
I hold it of little matter,
Whether your jewel be of pure water,
A rose diamond or a white,
But whether it dazzle me with light.
I care not how you are drest,
In the coarsest or in the best,
Nor whether your name is base or brave,
Nor for the fashion of your behavior,
But whether you charm me,
Bid my bread feed and my fire warm me,
And dress up nature in your favor .
One thing is forever good,
That one thing is Success,
Dear to the Eumenides,
And to all the heavenly brood .
Who bides at home, nor looks abroad,
He carries the eagles-he masters the swor d .
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As sunbeams stream through liberal spare
And nothing jostle or displace,
So waved the pinetree through my thought,
And fanned the dreams it never brought .
Whether is better the gift or the donor?
Come to me,"
Quoth the pinetree,
I am the giver of honor.
My garden is the cloven rock,
And my manure the snow,
And drifting sandheaps feed my stock
In summer's scorching glow .
Ancient or curious,
Who knoweth aught of us?
Old as Jove,
Old as Love,
Who of me
Tells the pedigree?
Only the mountains old,
Only the waters cold,
Only moon and star
My coevals are.
Ere the first fowl sung
My relenting boughs among
Ere Adam waved,
Ere Adam lived,
Ere the duck dived,
Ere the bees hived,
Ere the lion roared,
Ere the eagle soared,
Light and heat, land and sea
Spake unto the oldest tree .
Glad in the sweet and secret aid
Which matter unto matter paid,
The water flowed, the breezes fanned,
The tree confined the roving sand,
The sunbeam gave me to the sight,
The tree adorned the formless light,
And once again
O'er the grave of men
We shall talk to each other again,
Of the old age behind,
Of the time out of mind,
Which shall come again .
"Whether is better the gift or the donor?
Come to me,"
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