Books And Thoughts
 
Old ghosts that death forgot to ferry
Across the Lethe of the years -
These are my friends, and at their tears
I weep and with their mirth am merry.
On a high tower, whose battlements
Give me all heaven at a glance,
I lie long summer nights in trance,
Drowsed by the murmurs and the scents
That rise from earth, while the sky above me
Merges its peace with my soul's peace,
Deep meeting deep. No stir can move me,
Nought break the quiet of my release: 
 
In vain the windy sunlight raves 
At the hush and gloom of polar caves.
 
 
Darkness
My close-walled soul has never known
That innermost darkness, dazzling sight,
Like the blind point, whence the visions spring
In the core of the gazer's chrysolite…
The mystic darkness that laps God's throne
In a splendour beyond imagining, 
So passing bright.
 
But the many twisted darknesses
That range the city to and fro,
In aimless subtlety pass and part
And ebb and glutinously flow;
Darkness of lust and avarice,
Of the crippled body and the crooked heart… 
These darknesses I know.
 
 
 
Vision
 
I had been sitting alone with books,
Till doubt was a black disease,
When I heard the cheerful shout of rooks 
In the bare, prophetic trees.
 
Bare trees, prophetic of new birth, 
You lift your branches clean and free
To be a beacon to the earth, 
A flame of wrath for all to see.
 
And the rooks in the branches laugh and shout
To those that can hear and understand:
"Walk through the gloomy ways of doubt 
With the torch of vision in your hand."
 
 
Doors Of The Temple
 
Many are the doors of the spirit that lead
Into the inmost shrine:
And I count the gates of the temple divine,
Since the god of the place is God indeed.
And these are the gates that God decreed
Should lead to his house:-- kisses and wine,
Cool depths of thought, youth without rest,
And calm old age, prayer and desire,
The lover's and mother's breast, 
The fire of sense and the poet's fire.
But he that worships the gates alone,
Forgetting the shrine beyond, shall see
The great valves open suddenly,
Revealing, not God's radiant throne,
But the fires of wrath and agony.
