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So pleas’d at first the tow’ ring Alps we try
Mount o’ er the vales, and seen to tread the sky,
Th’ eternal snows appear already past,
And the first clouds and mountains seem the last;
But, those attain’d, we tremble to survey
The growing labours of the lengthen’d way,
Th' increasing prospect tires our wand’ring eyes,

Hills peep o’ er hills, and Alps on Alps arise!
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FTER DRINKING ALL NIGHT WITH A FRIEND,
WE GO OUT IN A BOAT AT DAWN TO SEE WHO
CAN WRITE THE BEST POEM®

These pines , these fall oaks, these rocks,

This water dark and touched by wind — —

I am like you, you dark boat,

Drifting over water fed by cool springs.

_ Ber‘leath the waters, since | was a boy,

I have dreamt of strange and dark treasures,

Not of gold, or strange stones, but the true

Gift, beneath the pale lakes of Minnesota.

This morning also, drifting in the dawn wind,

I sense my hands and my shoes, and this ink — -

Drifting, as all of this body drifts,

Above the clouds of the flesh and the stone.

A few friendships, a few dawns, a few glimpses of grass,

A few oars weathered by the snow and the heat,

So we drift toward shore, over cold waters,

No longer caring if we drift or go straight. ‘
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The town, the churchyard, and the setting sun,
The clouds, the trees, the rounded hills all seem,
Though beautiful, cold — strange — as in a dream
I dreamed long ago.Now new begun

The short — lived, paly summer is but won

From winter’s ague, for one hour’s gleam;
Through sapphire — warm, their stars do never beam —
All is cold Beauty; pain is never done

For who has mind to relish, Minos — wise,

The real of Beauty, free from that dead hue
Fickly imagination and sick pride -

Cast wan upon it! Bums! with honour due

I have oft honoured thee, Great shadom, hide
Thy face! I sin against thy natiue skies.
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By overshadowed ponds, in woody nooks,
With ramping sallows lined, and crowding sedge,
Which woo the winds to play,
And with them dance for joy;
And meadow pools, torn wide by lawless floods,
Where water — lilies spread their oily leaves,
On which, as wont, the fly
Oft battens in the sun;
O’ er the disordered scenes of woods and fields,
Ploughed lands, thin travelled with half — hungry sheep,
Pastures tracked deep with cows,
Where small birds seek for seed:
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The vane on Hughley steeple
Veers bright, a {ar — known sign,
And there lie Hughley people,
And there lie friends of mine.
Tall in their midst the tower
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Divides the shade and sun,
And the clock strikes the hour

and tells the time to none.

To south the headstones cluster,
The sunny mounds lie thick;
The dead are more in muster
At Hughley than the quick.
North, for a soon — told number,
Chill graves the sexton delves,
And steeple — shadowed slumber

The slayers of themselves.

To north, to south, lie parted,
With Hughley tower above,
The kind, the single — hearted,
The lads I used to love.

And, south or north, ’tis only

A choice of frierids one knows.
And I shall ne’er be lonely
Asleep with these or those.
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There is a house stands in a lonely way,

The hill seems falling on but all the day;
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It seems half — hidden, like a robber’s den,
And seems more safe for robbers than for men.
The trees look bushes scarcely half as big,
Seem taking root and growing on the rig.
The cows that wavel up with little heed
Seem looking down upon the roof to feed,
And if they take a step or stumble more
They seem in danger then of tumbling o’ er.
The cocks and hens that fill a little space
Are all that look like home about the place.
The woods seem ready on the house to drop,
And rabbits breed above the chimney — top.
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We should come that way again
Though not the men we were.
Mountain fever has left us thin.

We still see snow, the wind

That drove the grit against the skin
Has left our faces scarred,

Our cheeks have fallen in,

Our foreheads wear the anxious lines
That acid doubt takes time to groove,
But why complain”?

We made our way along
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And met from time to time
Comparing notes and mapping routes.
We climbed for days towards the sky
But only came on dry plateau
With various views but paradise
Of heights too huge to climb,
The massif, where a hooded storm
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