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by Amy Lowell


Life is a stream


On which we strew


Petal by petal the flower of our heart;


The end lost in dream,


They float past our view,


We only watch their glad, early start.


Freighted with hope,


Crimsoned with joy,


We scatter the leaves of our opening rose;


Their widening scope,


Their distant employ,


We never shall know.


And the stream as it flows


Sweeps them away,


Each one is gone


Ever beyond into infinite ways.


We alone stay


While years hurry on,


The flower fared forth, though its fragrance still stays.
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Dance there upon the shore;


What need have you to care


For wind or water's roar?


And tumble out your hair


That the salt drops have wet;


Being young you have not known


The fool's triumph, nor yet


Love lost as soon as won,


Nor the best labourer dead


And all the sheaves to bind.


What need have you to dread


The monstrous crying of the wind?
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Has no one said those daring


Kind eyes should be more learn'd?


Or warned you how despairing


The moths are when they are burned,


I could have warned you, but you are young,


So we speak a diferent tongue.


O you will take whatever's offered


And dream that all the world's a friend,


Suffer as your mother suffered,


Be as broken in the end.


But I am old and you are young,


And I speak with a barbarous tongue.


You will never find me when I step into my mind.


There are no clouds or watches here.


I dream outside of time.


Sometimes it can be peaceful here


And other days quite wild.


Like when I've been away too long,


Far from my inner child.


I dust the cobwebs from each thought,


Trim bushes or ideas overgrown,


And navigate the flooded paths,


With company yet alone.


Prolong the night, Goddess who sets us aflame!


Hold back from us the golden-sandalled dawn!


Already on the sea the first faint gleam


Of day is coming on.


Sleeping under your veils, protect us yet,


Having forgotten the cruelty day may give!


The wine of darkness, wine of the stars let


Overwhelm us with love!


Since no one knows what dawn will come,


Bearing the dismal future with its sorrows


In its hands, we tremble at full day, our dream


Fears all tomorrows.


Oh! keeping our hands on our still-closed eyes,


Let us vainly recall the joys that take flight!


Goddess who delights in the ruin of the rose,


Prolong the night!


Strange that a single white iris


Given carelessly one slumbering spring midnight


Should be the first of love,


Yet life is written so.


If it had been a rose


I might have smiled and pinned it to my dress:


We should have said Good Night casually


And never met again.


But the white iris!


It looked so infinitely pure


In the thin green moonlight.


A thousand little purple things


That had trembled about me through the young years


Floated into a shape I seem always to have known


That I suddenly called Love!


The faint touch of your long fingers on mine wakened me.


I saw that your tumbled hair was bright with flame,


That your eyes were sapphire souls with


hungry stars in them,


And your lips were too near not to be kissed.


Life crouches at the knees of Chance


And takes what falls to her.


For each ecstatic instant


We must an anguish pay


In keen and quivering ratio


To the ecstacy.


For each beloved hour


Sharp pittances of years,


Bitter contested farthings


And coffers heaped with tears.


Delusions I did cherish


But now I am rid of them.


Tracing the track of false hopes


I trod upon thorns


to know that they are not flowers.


I shall never trifle with love,


never play with the heart.


I shall find refuge in you


on the shore of the troubled sea.


Nightmare, Waking, Sleep





By Ebony


The barren landscape of my dream


Is filled with scarlet rain,


That burns like acid on my skin,


A heavy sheet of pain.


The air is dry, and lain with doom,


There’s no-one here to tell,


That every hour I pass in sleep


Is spent in Legend’s Hell;


Where demons rear from boiling air,


And fire engulfs the land,


Where ground that bore the weight of pain


Has turned to shifting sand.


Through angry clouds of steely grey


The thunder howls and cries,


And every crashing, screaming roar


Is echoing with lies.


Thunder clouds have blocked the light,


I cannot see his face,


Nor find the man that once I loved,


Here in this darkened base.


Sheets of lightening rip the land,


As ruby rivers flow,


And all my senses drown in blood,


Where once they swam in gold.


* * *


I watch the early morning sun


At it rises o’er his grave,


And ask if there will come a time


When I’m glad that I was saved?


There’s still a universe up there,


Way out past Gauda Prime,


But future’s dreams are never free,


And the price will be too high.


The gun is heavy in my hands,


A haze of silver steel,


I wonder if I’ll miss this life,


And the future I won’t see...


Another empty, lonely day,


Another still, and more,


They stretch in lines like prison bars


Across a concrete floor,


For though my body wanders free


My soul is still in thrall;


It’s chained with madness, and with pain,


To a lonely cellar wall.


I watch the early morning sun,


As it rises o’er his grave,


I live the nightmare of the damned:


There’s nothing left to save.


* * *


The cold is creeping through my veins,


Life ebbs, and flows away,


Down through the vortex of my dreams,


Wherein my soul will stray.


The vast and empty tide of dusk


Is hope for the insane,


Protected by the velvet night,


From their loneliness and pain.


On through this night of heavy sleep


I wonder what will be,


And what is waiting in the dark,


For a madman such as me.


A light is shining far away,


It’s sparkling, oh so bright,


And nearer to it’s burning heat


I cannot feel the night,


For only joy and passion rage


Inside it’s burning flame,


And as I fall into his arms,


He softly calls my name.


Back down into the gallery,


To the only love I’ve known,


I don’t know why I ever left,


But I’ve finally come home...
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by Ebony


In a corner of my mind lies a box.


Long forgotten, dusty, dirty,


Layered with cobwebs and with reality.


It has lain unopened for a decade.


It used to be my inspiration, and


Every day it was opened and the contents


Marvelled over, wondrously perused, carefully replaced


Until gradually the light began to fade.


I grew away from dreams, went out to face the world,


And consigned it to a dark corner of my brain.


Years passed.


Reality became my chains, and yet


No dream appeared to lighten my load.


Oh, I had safer dreams in droves...


Small compartments guaranteed not to intrude


On my reality.


But they never shone.


Then one day, from the want of any better occupation,


I climbed the stairs to where the box lay,


Half afraid to open it.


(Its intensity had been pain as well as pleasure)


I tried a corner, lifted only part of the lid


And the light rushed out to fill my mind.


No longer pain and pleasure, but pure light,


Bright shining prisms of endless colour.


Never forget your dreams.
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