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THE STAR AND THE GARTER

I

HAT sadness closes in between
Your eyes and mine to-day, my queen ?
In dewfall of our glance hath come
The chill of sunset in hot lands
"Mid iris and chrysanthemum.
Well do I know the shaken sands
Within the surf, the beaten bar
Of coral, the white nenuphar
Of moonrise stealing o'er the bay.
So here’s the darkness, and the day
Sinks, and a chill clusters, and I
Wrap close the cloak : then is it so
To-day, you rose-gleam on the snow,
My own true lover ? Ardently
I dare not look : I never looked
So: that you know. But insight keen
We (laugh and) call not “love.” Now crooked
The light swerves somehow. Do you mean—
What? There is coldness and regret
Set like the stinging winter spray
7



Blown blind back from a waterfall

On Cumbrian moors at Christmas. Wet
The cold cheek numbs itself. A way

Is here to make—an end of all ?

What sadness closes in between

Your eyes and mine to-day, my Queen?
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You are silent. That we always were.
The racing lustres of your hair
Spelt out its sunny message, though
The room was dusk : a rosy glow
Shed from an antique lamp to fall
On the deep crimson of the wall,
And over all the ancient grace
Of shawls, and ivory, and gems
To cast its glamour, till your face
The eye might fall upon and rest,
The temperate flower, the tropic stems.
You were silent, and I too. Caressed
The secret flames that curled around
Our subtle intercourse. Profound,
Unmoved, delighting utterly,
So sat, so sit, my love and I.
But not to-day. Your silence stirs
No answering rapture : you are proud,
And love itself checks and deters
The thought to say itself aloud.
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Oh! heart of amber and fine gold

Silverly darting lunar rays!

Oh! river of sweet passion rolled

Adown invisible waterways !

Speak! Did I wound you then unguessed ?
What is the sorrow unexpressed

That shadows those ecstatic lids ?

A word in season subtly rids

The heart of thoughts unseasonable.

You are silent. Do they speak in hell ?
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IV

A rooL indeed! For why complain,
Now the last five-barred gate is ope,
Held by a little boy ? I hope

The hour is handy to explain

The final secret. Have I any?

Yes! the small boy shall have a penny!
Now you are angry? Be content!
Not fee the assistant accident

That shows our quarry—love—at bay ?
My silver-throated queen, away !
Huntress of heaven, by my side,

As moon by meteor, rushing, ride!
Among the stars, ride on! ride on!
(Then, maybe, bid the boy begone!)
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Said some French thinker. Here's a drench
Of verse unquestionably French

To follow! so, while youth is youth,

And time is time, and I am I,

Too busy with my work to lie,

Or love lie’s prize—or work'’s, forsooth !—
Too strong to care which way may go
The ensuing history of woe,

Though I were jaw, and you were tooth ;
So, more concerned with seeking sense
Than worried over consequence,

I'll speak, and you shall hear, the truth.
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VI

TruTs, like old Gaul, is split in three.
A lesson in anatomy,
A sketch of sociology,
A tale of love to end. But see!
What stirs the electric flame of eyes ?
One word—that word. Be destiny’s
Inviolate fiat rolled athwart
The clouds and cobwebs of our speech,
And image, integrate of thought,
This ebony anthem, each to each :—
To lie, invulnerable, alone,
Valkyrie and hero, in the zone,
Shielded by lightnings of our wit,
Guarded by fires of intellect
Far on the mountain-top, elect
Of all the hills divinely lit
By rays of moonrise! O the moon!
O the interminable tune
Of whispered kisses! Love exults,
Intolerant of all else than he,
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And ecstacy invades, insults,
Outshines the waves of harmony,
Lapped in the sun of day; the tides
Of wonder flow, the shore subsides ;
And over all the horizon

Glows the last glimmer of the sun.
Ah! when the moon arises, she
Shall look on nothing but the sea.
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VII

O Love! and were I with thee ever!
Come with me over the round earth,
O’er lake and fountain, sea and river !
Girdle the world with angel girth
Of angel voyage! Shall we roam
In teeming jungles poisonous ?
Or make ourselves an eyrie-home
Where the black ice roars ravenous
In glittering avalanche? Or else
Hide in some corrie on the fells
Of heather and bracken, or delight
In grottos built of stalactite ?
Or be our lonely haunt the sand
Of the Sahara : let us go
Where some oasis, subtly planned
For love, invites the afterglow !
There let us live alone, except
Some bearded horseman, pennoned, ride
Over the waste of ochre, swept
By wind in waves, and sit beside
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Our tent a little, bring us news
Of the great world we have lost for—this !
What fool exclaims—*to lose!”? To lose?
Ay! earth and heaven for one small kiss !
But he shall sing beside our fire
The epic of the world’s desire;
How Freedom fares, how Art yet revels
Sane in the dance of dogs and devils.
His thunder voice shall climb and crash,
Scourge liars with tongue’s lightning lash,
Through ranks of smitten tyrants drive,
Till bosoms heave, and eyes outflash,
And it is good to be alive.
He shall ride off at dawn, and we
Shall look upon our life again ;
You old, and all your beauty be
Broken, and mine a broken brain.
Yet we shall know ; delighting still
In the sole laughter death derides
In vain; the indomitable will,
Still burning in the spirit, guides
Our hearts to truth ; we see, we know
How foolish were the things he said,
And answer in the afterglow
How good it is that we are dead.
Will you not come? Or, where the surf
Beats on the coral, and the palm
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VIII

MAKE me a roseleaf with your mouth,
And I will waft it through the air
To some far garden of the South,
The herald of our happening there!

Fragrant, caressing, steals the breeze;
Curls into kisses on your lips :—

I know interminable seas,

Winged ardour of the stately ships,

Space of incalculable blue
And years enwreathed in one close crown,
And glimmering laughters echoing you

From reverend shades of bard’s renown :(—

Nature alive and glad to hymn
Your beauty, my delight : her God
Weary, his old eyes sad and dim
In his intolerable abode.
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All things that are, unknown and known,
Bending in homage to your eyes ;
We wander wondering, lift alone

The world’s grey load of agonies.

Make me a roseleaf with your mouth,
That all the savour steal afar
Unto the sad awaiting South,

Where sits enthroned the answering Star.
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By pain would put an end to pain,
And jumped,—and struggled against death,
I doubt not. Ye courageous men
That scorn to flee the world, ye slaves
Of commerce, ye that ply the pen, -
That dig, and fill, and loathe your graves !
Ye counter-jumpers, clergy, Jews,
All Paris, smug and good, that use
To point the index scorn, deride
The courage of that suicide—
I ask you not to quit us quite,
But—will you take a bath to-night?
Money might make you. Well : but he,
What was his wage, what was his fee?
Fear fiercer than a mortal fear.
Be silent, cowards, leave him here
Dead in the Morgue, so waxen pale !
He failed : shall ye not also fail ?
Akl love! the strings ave little,

The cords are over strong ;
The chain of life is brittle ;

And keen the sword of song.
Will you not seize in one firm grip
Now, as I hold you, lip to lip,
The serpent of Event, hold hard
Its slipping coils, its writhe retard,
And snap its spine ? Delicate hands
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You have : the work is difficult ;
Effort that holds and understands
May do it : shall our foes exult,
The daughters of Philistia laugh,
The girls of Askalon rejoice,
Writing for us this epitaph :
“They chose, and were not worth the choice” ?
You are so pure : I am a man.

I will assume the courage tried
Of yonder luckless suicide,

And you—awaken, if you can,

The courage of the courtezan !
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X

Tosea! Tosea! The ship is trim ;
The breezes bend the sails.
They chant the necromantic hymn,

Arouse Arabian tales.

To sea! Before us leap the waves;
The wild white combers follow.
Invoke, ye melancholy slaves,

The morning of Apollo !

There's phosphorescence in the wake,
And starlight o’er the prow.

One comet, like an angry snake,

Lifts up its hooded brow.

The black grows grey toward the East :
A hint of silver glows.
Gods gather to the mystic feast
On interlunar snows.
D 25















Here is the mechanism strange
(But perfectly correct) to change
My normal calm—seraphic dew!

Into an ardent love for you.
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XIII

Is there a soul behind the mask ?
What master drives these slaves to task
Thus willing? Physiology
Wipes the red scalpel, scorns reply.
My argument to please you swerves,
Becomes a mere defence of nerves.
Why they are thus, why so they act,
We know not, but accept the fact.
How this for my peccation serves?
Marry, how? Tropically! Pact
I bind with blood to show you use
For this impertinence—and add
A proverb fit to make you mad
About the gander and the goose,
Till you riposte with all your force
A miserable pun on sauce.
The battle when you will! This truce
I take in vantage, hold my course.
I see mechanic causes reach
Back through eternity, inform
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The stellar drift, the solar storm,
The protoplasmic shiver, each
Little or great, determinate
In law from Fate, the Ultimate.
If this be meaningless, much more
Vacant your speech and sophic skill
(My feminine and fair Escobar!)
To prove mere circumstance is no bar
Against the freedom of the will.
However this may be, we are
Here and not otherwhere, star to star !
Hence then act thou! Restrain the “ Damn!”
Evoked by “I am that I am.”
Perpend! ‘(Hark back to Hamlet!) If
You stand thus poised upon the cliff
Freewill—I await that will ; (One) laughter ;
(Two) the old kiss ; (Three) silence after.
No? Then vacate the laboratory !
Psychology must crown the event,
And sociology content,
Ethics suffice, the simple story !
(Oh! that a woman ever went
Through course of science, full and whole,
Without the loss of beauty’s scent,
And grace, and subtlety of soul.
Ah God! this Law maketh hearts ache,
“Who eateth shall not have his cake.”)
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Of proofs and types—dull things |—for whom
But you am I the lover? Bloom,

O flower, immortal flower, love, love!
Linger about me and above,

Thou perfumed haze of incense-mist !
The air hath circled me and kissed
Here in this room, on mountains far,
Yonder to seaward, toward yon star,
With your own kisses. Yes! I see
The roseate embroidery

Yonder—I know : it seems to give
The lie to me in throat and teeth.
That is the surface : underneath

I live in you : in you I live.
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XV

WILL you not learn to separate
The essential from the accidental,
Love from desire, caprice from fate,
The inmost from the merely mental ?
Our star, the sun, gives life and light :
Let that decay, the aeons drown
Sense in stagnation ; death and night
Smite the fallen fragments of the crown
Of spring : but serves the garter so?
What wandering meteor is this
Across the archipelago
Luminous of our starry bliss ?
Let that be lost : the smile disputes
The forehead’s temple with the frown,
When gravitation’s arrow shoots,
And stockings happen to slip down.
You are my heart : the central fire
Whereby my being burns and moves,
The mainspring of my life’s desire,
The essential engine that approves
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The will to live : and these frail friends,
The women I shall draw you, fail

Of more importance to earth’s ends
Than to my life a finger-nail.

"Twere pain, no doubt, were torn away
One, a minute distemperature.

I spend a fraction of the day

Plying the art of manicure.

But always beats the heart : the more

I polish, tint, or carve, I ask

Strength from the heart’s too generous store
To bend my fingers to the task.

Cease : I am broken : nought remains.
The brain’s electric waves are still ;

No blood beats eager in the veins;

The mind sinks deathward, and the will.
It is no figure of boy’s speech,

Lover’s enthusiasm, rhyme
Magniloquent of bard, to reach

Truth through the husk of space and time :
No truth is more devout than this:

“In you I live : I live in you.”

Had Latmos not known Artemis,
Where were the faint lights of that dew
Of Keats? O maiden moon of mine,

Imperial crescent, rise and shine!
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XVIII

StiLL grave, my budding Arahat?

I see the crux of my disgrace

Lies in the mad idea that—that!—

Is not dissimilar, usurps

The very function I have given

Blissful beyond the bliss of heaven—

Aha! there is a bird that chirps

Another song. Here’s paint and brush

And canvas. [ will paint anon

The limb yon garter once was on;

Sketch you a nude—my soul—and nude

The very human attitude

We all assume—or else are posers.

Such winners are the surest losers.

I paint her picture, recognise—

Dare you?—one glimmer of her eyes

Like yours, one shimmer of her skin

Like that your flesh is hidden in,

One laugh upon her lips enough

Like yours for me to recollect,

Remind, recall, hint? Never! Stuff!
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Glittered enamelled sorceries.
She was a piece of jewel work
Sold by a Christian to a Turk.
She had fed on air that day : the flowers
About her curled, ambrosial bowers
Of some divine perfume : the soul
Of ether made her wise ; control
Of strong distilled delight. She showered
Wit and soft laughter and desire
About her breasts in bliss embowered,
And subtle and devouring fire
Leapt in live sparks about her limbs.
Her spirit shields me, and bedims
My sight: she needs me : I need her.
She is mine : she calls me : sob and stir
Strange pulses of old passionate
Imperial ecstacies of fate.
Destiny ; manhood ; fear; delight;
Desire ; accomplishment ; ere night
Dipped her pale plumes to greet the sun
She was not ; all is past and done.
A dream? | wake from blissful sleep,
But is it real ? Well, I keep
An accidental souvenir
Whence thus to chronicle small beer ;
There is the garter. Launched our boat,
The stately pinnace once afloat,
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You shall hear all ; we will not land
On this or that mediate strand,
Until the voyage be done, and we
Pass from the river to the sea,

And find some isle’s secluded nook
More sacred than we first forsook.



XX

YEs, there are other phases, dear!

Here is a pocket-book, and here

Lies a wee letter. Floral thyrse?

Divine-tipped narthex of the pine,

Or morphia’s deceitful wine?

The French is ill, the spelling worse '—

But this is horrible! This, me?

The upholder of propriety,

Who actually proposed to form

A Club to shield us from the swarm

Of common people of no class

Who throng the Quartier Montparnasse !

I wear a collar : loudly shout

That folk are pigs that go without,—

And here you find me up a tree

To make my concierge blush for me!

A girl “uncombed, so badly dressed,

So rudely mannered—and the rest ;

Not at all proper. Fie! away!

What would your lady mother say ?”
45



[ tell you, I was put to it

To wake a wonder of my wit

Winged, to avail me from the scorn

Of my own concierge. Adorn

The facts I might; you know them not ;

But that were just the one black blot

On this love’s lesson : still, to excuse

Myself to you, who could not choose

But make some weak apology

Before the concierge’s eye !

True, you are far too high to accuse—

Perhaps would rather not be told ?

You shall hear. Does a miner lose

If through the quartz he gets to gold ?

Yes: Nina was a thing of nought,

A little laughing lewd gamine,

Idle and vicious, void of thought,

Easy, impertinent, unclean—

Utterly charming! Yes, my queen!

She had a generous baby soul,

Prattled of love. Should I control,

Repress perhaps the best instinct

The child had ever had? I winked

At foolish neighbours, did not shirk.

Such café Turc I made her drink

As she had never had before ;

Set her where you are sitting ; chatted ;
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XXI

THEN let not memory shrink abashed,
Once started on this giddy whirl!
Hath not a lightning image flashed
Of my divine boot-button girl ?
She is a dainty acrobat,
Tailor-made from tip to toe ;
A tiniest coquettish hat,
A laughing face alight, aglow
With all the fun of life. She comes
Often at morning, laughs aloud
At the poor femme de ménage ; hums
Some dancing tune, invades my cloud
Of idle dreams, sits poised upon
The couch, and with a gay embrace
Cries out “ Hullo, my baby!” Shone
Such nature in a holier face ?
We are a happy pair at least :
Coffee and rolls are worth a feast,
And laughing as she came she goes!
The dainty little tuberose !
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XXII

THESE portraits, darling, are they yours ?

And yet there sticks the vital fact

That these, as you, are women. Lures

The devil of the inexact

With subtle leasing? Nay! O nay!

I'll catch him with a cord, draw out

By a bent fish-hook through his snout,

Give to my maiden for a play.

You, they, and dinner and—what else ?—

However unlike, coincide

In composition verified

Of final protoplasmic cells.

Shall this avail to stagger thought,

Confuse the reason, bring to nought

The rosebud, in reflecting: Hem!

What beauty hath the flower and stem?

Carbon we know, and nitrogen,

And oxygen—are these a rose?

But this though everybody knows,

That this should be the same for men

They know not. Death may decompose,
50



Reduce to primal hyle perchance—
I shall not do it in advance!

So let the accidental fact

That these are women, fall away
To black oblivion : be the pact
Concluded firm enough to-day,
Not thus to err. So you are not
In essence or in function one

With these, the unpardonable blot
On knighthood’s shield, the sombre spot
Seen on the photosphere of sun.
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XXIII

“Nav! that were nothing,” say you now,
Poor baby of the weary brow,
Struggling with metaphysic lore ?
‘“ But these, being women, gave you more :
“You spoke of love!” Indeed I did,
And you must counter me unbid,
Forgetting how we must define
This floral love of yours and mine.
That love and this are as diverse
As Shelley’s poems and my verse.
And now the bright laugh comes in spite
Of all the cruel will can do.
“1 take,” you say, “a keen delight
In Shelley, but as much in you.”
There, you are foolish. And you know
The thing I meant to say. O love!
What little lightnings serve to show
Glimpses of all your heart! Above
All, and beneath all, lies there deep,
Canopied over with young sleep,
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Bowered in the lake of nenuphars,
Watched by the countless store of stars,
The abiding love you bear me. Hear
How perfect love casts flying fear
Forth from its chambers! Those and this
Are utterly apart. The bliss

Of this small quarrel far exceeds

That dervish rapture, dancer deeds
Strained for egregious emphasis.
These touch you not! You sit alone
Passionless upon passion’s throne,
And there is love. Look not below,
Lest aught disturb the silver flow

Of harmonies of love! Awake!
Awake for love’s own solar sake!
Diverse devotion we divide

From the one overflowing tide.
Despise this fact! So lone and far
Lies the poor garter, that I gaze
Thither ; it casts no vivid rays.

But hither? I behold the star!
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Back from my lips, back from my breast!
I hold you as I always will,

You unprofaned and uncaressed,

Silent, majestical, and still.

Back! for I love you. Even yet

Do you not see my deepest fire

Burn through the veils and coverings set
By fatuous phantoms of desire ?

Back! O I love you evermore.

But, be our bed the bridal sky !

I love you, love you. Hither, shore

Of far unstained eternity !

There we will rest. Beware! Beware!
For I am young, and you are fair.

Nay! I am old in this, you know !

Ah! heart of God ! I love you so!
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XXV

O wHAT pale thoughts like gum exude
From smitten stem of tropic tree!
I talk of veils, who love the nude!
Witness the masterpieces three
Of Rodin that make possible
Life in prosaic Paris, stand
About the room, its chorus swell
From the irritating to the grand.
Shall we, who love the naked form,
The inmost truth, to ourselves fail,
Take shelter from love's lightning-storm
Behind some humbug’s hoary veil ?
Ah! were it so, love, could the flame
Of fast electric fervour flash,
Smite us through husk of form and name,
Leave of the dross a little ash,
One button of pure fuséd gold
Identical—O floral hour!
That were the bliss no eyes behold,
But Christ’s delighted bridal dower
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No science, for I love the fair ;
No wedlock, for I love the kiss ;
No scalpel, for I love the nude.
And we await the deep event,
Whate'er it be, in solitude ;
Silent, with ecstasy bedewed ;

Content, as Rodin is content.
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XXIX

So, love, not thus for you and me!

And if I am man, no more, expect

I shall remain so, till, maybe,

The anatomist, old Time, dissect

Me, nerve from flesh, and bone from bone,

And raise me spiritual, changed

In all but love for you, my own;

The little matter rearranged,

The little mind refigured. This

Alone I hope or think to keep :—

The love I bear you, and the kiss

Too soft to call the breath of sleep.

And, if you are woman, even there

I do decline : we stand above.

I ask not, and will take no share

With you in what mankind call love.

We know each other: you and I

Have nought to do with lesser things.

With them—'tis chance or destiny :

With us, we should but burn our wings.
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Never clang brutal on the gong,
And lunch, man-eating tiger, wait
Crouched in the jungles of my song ;
My gaze be steadfast on the star
And never to the garter glide,

And I on rapture’s nenuphar

Sit Buddha-like above the tide.









Wreathed in the mesh of woe and ill ?
Ah! Zeus! we will not: be the law
Of uttermost compassion ours |

Our snows it shall not come to thaw,

Nor burn the roses from our bowers.















And I who am not, know thee well
Who art not : then the chain divides
From love-enlightened limbs, and swell
The choral cries unutterable

Out of the salt, out of the tides,
The sea, whose drink is death by thirst.
The triumph anthem overrides

The ocean's lamentable sides,

And we are done with life : accurst
Who linger; lost who find ; but we
Follow the gold wake of the first

Who found in losing ; who reversed

The dictates of eternity.
Lo! in steep meditation hearsed,
Coffined in knowledge, fast we flee

Unto the island from the sea.

74












ON OTN AT'NOQON EYTZEBEI>

TOYTON EI'Q POAO3 KATATTEAAQ 201









1 = H --‘-J.H. ";‘4-'1 -"'.
r B g LN R

¥

S AT

15,58 5

Ay Sy




1 = H --‘-J.H. ";‘4-'1 -"'.
r B g LN R

¥

S AT

15,58 5

Ay Sy






