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Hope

You would win me, woo me, win me,

To be your lover, Hope!

You would lure me, charm me, lure me,
With all your deathless youth!

You would have me worship, adore you,
Build my life for you;

Mould my moments into hours

Out of your careless smile!

How you pursue me, woo me, follow,
Like a light-headed girl.

All the world is your willing lover:

What do you want with me?

You are a wanton, lovely, perfect,

A dazzling thing like day,

Draped with silk things,

Tasselled, jewelled,

Hung about with veils;

Painted with sweet lies men have blended
Of folly and dreams and fear.

You are a wanton, all men's mistress:
What do you want with me?
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World Cry

There are gods in the market place.
Did you know there were gods there?
All, yes. Gods, gods,

There are gods everywhere.

[ think the many like gods,

I think they like to pray and mourn.
For a joy-song their prophets sing:

"A new God will soon be born!"

For a joy-song I would sing:

"Let every god be down-torn."

But what is the world muttering?
Has she whispered it since life began?
"Gods! [ want none of your gods.
Look to yourself — Man."
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[ must go down

Below narrow roads men have made,
Below bridging lies men have built,
Into the caverns of truth.

I know pain is waiting there

Eager to break me,

But I am strong.

I have faith in my youth.

Living is crusted with lies.

I want life naked,

Laughing and young.

Not fettered, not tamed,

But life unashamed,

With the cry of Desire on her tongue.
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Youth

[ must go down,

Down, down,

Below the crusts of things,
Under the shadows,

Into thought-haunted places
Where few go;

Where the road is broken

And travelled by monsters,
Truths with hard sphinx-faces.

I must go down

Into the caves of life,

Into the darknesses,

Deep, deep,

Below the good of things,

Below the evil of things,

Where the calm roots of wisdom creep.

I must tunnel

Under the bloom of dreams,
Under the frame-work of fancies,
Tunnel alone.

What if [ shatter frail things,
Break delicate flowers of myth
Timorous dreamers have sown?
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Market Maze

Faces, faces . . .

Restless faces and restless hands,
Not the divine restlessness

Of seeking, singing spirits.

Not the impatient restlessness

Of a creature mad for wings.

But a feeble thing,

A futile thing:

The restlessness of the market place,
The fever of buying and selling.
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Still we build quietly and wait.

The heart may break; the heart is frail;
But a stern, strange ecstasy

Befriends us; and we dare not fail.

The Hand that points the solemn way
May be a wanton hand at best;

The great Word echoing in our souls
May be a bored God's casual jest.

We cannot guess. We only know
'T is written by some awful Pen
We must be torches sacrificed
To light the way for lesser men.
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Life's Leaders

Their clouded wine, their whited bread,
We cannot take and call it good;

Yet sorrier fare Life grudges us

Who have no taste for common food.

We must go hungry long life through,
Aching and hungry to the end;
Betrayed by pity into chains

Reason tries vainly to transcend.

Are we not sadly prodigal?

We spend ourselves without restraint;
Yea, we let Beauty break our hearts
And bleed for love until we faint.

Yet it is not the thorns, the shame,
Not the hurt body's weak distress:
Our bitterest crucifixion lies

In man's abject unworthiness.

From Life's rough cloth and flying threads,
From dust, from passion, dreams and pain,
From the dear madness men call love,
From faith that lies beyond the brain,

We shape the only deathless soul
That mortal man will ever know.
Behold his gratitude, these stones.
They say 't is by the heart we grow.
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What are your gifts worth, light bestower?
All lips know your kiss.

What is your word worth, soft-tongued liar?
You have deceived all men.

Why do you follow, woo me, follow,

Like a light-headed girl?

What can I give you? What can you give me?
What do you want with me?

Painted wanton! Tasselled Houri!

Gay in your dress of shame!

You are all men's willing mistress.

What do I want with you?
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Grain and Grapes
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Oversoul

My laughter rings in the highest mountains,

My mockery echoes vividly over the peaks,

My laughter and my mockery dance lightly
together

Like derisive imps . . . But my soul never
speaks.

My wisdom sits on a promontory

And remotely overwatches the world;

My pain stays forever in that cave

Where the ragged ends of life come unfurled.

My love cuts downward between mountains
Like a torrential cataract, to the deeps,

For love, like life, is a down-going.

But my soul is like a thing that sleeps.

It knows the remorseless depths,

The thinnest ether of the farthest height;

There are no lights or darknesses for its
discovering,

It has crawled on the earth and it knows
the joy of flight.

It is speechless because it knows all speeches,
Future and present and what has gone before.
It waits sphinxlike, and I myself

Cannot guess what it is waiting for.
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Grain and Grapes

This word came to me

From one whose wisdom shapes
The destiny of many:

Let your thought be fruitful:
Men like grain and grapes.

I'll not be loved of men for my gifts

If men want grain and grapes alone:

My thoughts are gnarled, fantastic trees,
Grown up untended, barely pruned,
From ancient seed I have not sown.

Their snake-mouthed roots are in my heart.
[ feel them hungrily intense

Drawing the seething love-sap out.
Prodigally I feed them all

My being's vivid afluence.

But thus far they have only borne
Veined blue buds that bloom to be
Scarred flowers of inhuman pain,
And little opening leaves, like eyes
Full of a grave futility.

Strange flowers foretell strange fruit

And gods stay breathless while they grow.
Men call and look for grain and grapes,
Their homely, humble earth-warm fruits;
But heaven is silent. The gods may know.
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Roots

O heavily weighing earth! O grim travail

In sunless silence with no hope of light!

O impotent wine! O bracken-food of pain!

[ accept you all. I accept the timeless blight

Of crawling like a worm with unclean things,
Of being forever a yearning voiceless root
Bedded in this unwarmed oblivion

So that the great sun mellow my ultimate fruit.
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Shuddering I crouch to earth,

Trembling lest it come more near,
Trembling lest it stretch a hand

And touch me! Choked by an agony

Of horror lest its deadly eyes

Should shrivel my flaming heart of dream.
Sometimes I think the universe,

Mind, passion, beauty, wisdom, light,

All fathomless life-wonders,

Serve only for its cloak.

It lurks like death in everything
That has a singing heart:

In all exultant voices,

In all desire's burning eyes,

In youth's true soul,

In love's slim hands.

Sometimes I think it is life's core,

This mocking-mouth'd implacable ghost.
Sometimes I think it is life's core.
Sometimes I think it must be God.
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Futility

Under all beauty that I know,

All vital dreams,

Sharp loveliness,

Under the hair, the lips of laughter,
The dusk-dim eyes of pain,

Lurks the single thing I fear,
Hard-mouthed, implacable-eyed,
The monster,

The satyr-thing, futility.

I cannot look on loveliness

Or burn the flame of ecstasy,

Or even dream for very long,
Without the annihilating fear

That it will suddenly tear some veil
And bare its dreadful face.

When I am light with the exaltation
Mysteriously born of worship,

Filled like a cup with the wine of wonder
At some great cloudy bloom of color,

Or learning the infinite secrets of rapture
With bared heart held to love's lips—
Light's eyes are suddenly blinded,

Life gropes in empty twilight,

And the mocking mouth of the satyr-thing
Leers at me from a veil of dust.
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Come And Lie With Me

Come and lie with me and love me,
Bitterness.

Touch me with your hands a little,
Kiss me, as you lean above me,
With your cold sadistic kisses;

Wind your hair close, close around me,
Pain might dissipate this blankness.
Hurt me even, even wound me,

I have need of love that stings.
Come and lie with me and love me,
Bitterness,

So that I may laugh at things.
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The Grey Thread

My life is a grey thread,

A thin grey stretched out thread,
And when I trace its course, I moan:
How dull! How dead!

But I have gay beads.

A pale one to begin,

A blue one for my painted dreams,
And one for sin,

Gold with coiled marks,

Like a snake's skin.

For love an odd bead

With a deep purple glow;

A green bead for a secret thing
That few shall know;

And yellow for my thoughts
That melt like snow.

A red bead for my strength,
And crimson for my hate;
Silver for the songs I sing
When I am desolate;

And white for my laughter
That mocks dull fate.

My life is a grey thread

Stretching through Time's day;
But I have slipped gay beads on it
To hide the grey.
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