G UNDN AR E K E L O F

Invocation

Waves, O waves, O ye my sisters, whom is it ye mourn—

twilight's young deity, or the shepherd of affliction?

Where white flocks now are resting under branches
blurred with dusk

he dreamed away his day clasping his staff of poppies.

Now cotton-grass seeds the deserted pathways,

and first-born lambs are calling in his sequestered glen

where the forsaken cabin watches over

the road that stretches under grievous clouds.

Say, waves my sisters, was it so far distant

since the pale gleam of wintry skies set fire to his soul,

and drove his spirit to the brink of timelessness?

By shores where space shakes out the fringes of her
garment

and the winds weave a pattern into the moonlit spume,

there he dreamed his dream with night in his embrace,

and set his mind to wander forth toward no man's
possession;

there he renounced his yearning as a lost indulgence,

standing it sentinel above the furthest clouds.

Now stars are growing in the forlorn pathways,

and fallen stars are lurking in the glen of fate,

where desolation's cabin crumbles with the passage

of time elapsing without cause and without goal.

Say, O ye bitter waves, mourn ye the man or the divine
one?
Say, waves, O ye who wash away the dreamland prints
of both.
Say, waves, wherein is hid all that was written
in life's own stream, and in the sands of time.
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Not even—

Not even the little grey bird

That sings among green leaves
Will be there in the life hereafter,
And for this my heart grieves.

Not even the little grey bird,

Nor the birch standing white and spare:—
Yet, this loveliest day of summer

I have longed to be there,

Horses

How sad the eyes of horses;

Not blue, but always brown.

Who knows what thoughts they are thinking,
These common horscs of the town?

If a sempstress throws open her window,
Giving them sugar to eat,

They will possibly nuzzle for favours
When they next pass down that strect.

But they never laugh, and they never
Smiled once at Club-footed Ired,

My childhood's Club-footed Fred,
Whose cheeks, when we took his tenor
For bass, flushed exultantly red:

Who, through vetting the hoofs and tecth
Of the mighty Ardennes strain,
Won renown and substantial gain.
But a horse has no sense of humour—
Not even the slightest grain,
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