The Child—Angel

They clamour and fight, they doubt and despair,

they know no end to their wranglings.

Let your life come amongst them like a flame of light, my child,

unflickering and pure, and delight them into silence.
They are cruel in their greed and their envy,

their words are like hidden knives thirsting for blood.
Go and stand amidst their scowling hearts, my child,

and let your gentle eyes fall upon them

like the forgiving peace of the evening

over the strife of the day.
Let them see your face, my child,
and thus know the meaning of all things;

let them love you and thus love each other.

Come and take your seat in the bosom of the limitless, my child.

At sunrise open and raise your heart
like a blossoming flower,
and at sunset bend your head
and in silence complete the worship of the day.
The Crescent Moon ]

My Song

This song of mine will wind its music around you,
my child, like the fond arms of love,
This song of mine will touch your forehead
like a kiss of blessing.
When you are alone it will sit by your side
and whisper in your ear,
when you are in a crowd
it will fence you about with aloofness.

My song will be like a pair of wings to your dreams,

it will transport your heart to the verge of the unknown.

It will be like the faithful star overhead
when dark night is over your road.
My song will sit in the pupils of your eyes,
and it will carry your sight into the heart of things.
And when my voice is silent in death,

my song will speak in your living heart.

The Crescent Moon |
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Come friend, flinch not,
step down upon the hard earth.

Do not gather dreams in the dusk.
Storms are brewing in the sky,
lightning flashes are striking at our sleep.
Come down to the common life.
The web of illusion is torn,

take shelter within walls of rough stones.

Poems ]
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I was to go away; still she did not speak.
But I felt, from a slight quiver,
her yearning arms would say:
“Ah, no, not yet.”
I have often heard her pleading hands
vocal in a touch,
though they knew not what they said.

I have known those arms to stammer when,
had they not, they would have become
youth’s garland round my neck.

Their little gestures
return to remembrance in the covert of still hours;
like truants they playfully reveal

things she had kept secret from me.

The Fugitive ]
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My songs are like bees;
they follow through the air some fragrant trace —
some memory — of you,
to hum around your shyness,
eager for its hidden store.
When the freshness of dawn droops in the sun,
when in the noon
the air hangs low with heaviness
and the forest is silent,
my songs return home,

their languid wings dusted with gold.

The Fugitive ]

When she passed by me with quick steps,
the end of her skirt touched me.
From the unknown island of a heart
came a sudden warm breath of spring.
A flutter of a flitting touch brushed me
and vanished in a moment,
like a torn flower petal blown in the breeze.
It fell upon my heart like a sigh of her body
and whisper of her heart.

The Gardener ]
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My heart, the bird of the wilderness,
has found its sky in your eyes.
They are the cradle of the morning,
they are the kingdom of the stars.
My songs are lost in their depths.
Let me but soar in that sky, in its lonely immensity.
Let me but cleave its clouds

and spread wings in its sunshine.

The Gardener ]

Free me from the bonds of your sweetness, my love !
No more of this wine of kisses.
This mist of heavy incense stifles my heart.

Open the doors, make room for the morning light.

I am lost in you, wrapped in the folds of your caresses.

Free me from your spells,
and give me back the manhood

to offer you my freed heart.

The Gardener ]
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Love, my heart longs day and night
for the meeting with you
-for the meeting that is like all devouring death.
Sweep me away like a storm;
take everything I have;
break open my sleep
and plunder my dreams.
Rob me of my world.
In that devastation,
in the utter nakedness of spirit,
let us become one in beauty.
Alas for my vain desire!
Where is this hope for union

except in thee, my God?

The Gardener ]
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The news of my love is abroad
among the spring flowers.
It brings to my mind the old songs.

My heart of a sudden has put on green leaves of desire.
My love came not but her touch is on my hair,
and her voice comes across the fragrant fields
in murmurs of April.

Her gaze is here in the sky, but where are her eyes?

Her kisses are in the air, but where are her lips?

Poems ]
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