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Ella Wheeler Wilcox(5 November 1850 - 30 October
1919)

Ella Wheeler Wilcox was an American author and poet. Her best-known work was
Poems of Passion. Her most enduring work was " Solitude", which contains the
lines: "Laugh, and the world laughs with you; Weep, and you weep alone". Her
autobiography, The Worlds and I, was published in 1918, a year before her
death.

<b>Biography</b>

Ella Wheeler was born in 1850 on a farm in Johnstown, Wisconsin, east of
Janesville, the youngest of four children. The family soon moved north of
Madison. She started writing poetry at a very early age, and was well known as a
poet in her own state by the time she graduated from high school.

Her most famous poem, "Solitude", was first published in the February 25, 1883
issue of The New York Sun. The inspiration for the poem came as she was
travelling to attend the Governor's inaugural ball in Madison, Wisconsin. On her
way to the celebration, there was a young woman dressed in black sitting across
the aisle from her. The woman was crying. Miss Wheeler sat next to her and
sought to comfort her for the rest of the journey. When they arrived, the poet
was so depressed that she could barely attend the scheduled festivities. As she
looked at her own radiant face in the mirror, she suddenly recalled the sorrowful
widow. It was at that moment that she wrote the opening lines of "Solitude":

Laugh, and the world laughs with you;
Weep, and you weep alone.

She sent the poem to the Sun and received $5 for her effort. It was collected in
the book Poems of Passion shortly after in May 1883.

In 1884, she married Robert Wilcox of Meriden, Connecticut, where the couple
lived before moving to New York City and then to Granite Bay in the Short Beach
section of Branford, Connecticut. The two homes they built on Long Island
Sound, along with several cottages, became known as Bungalow Court, and they
would hold gatherings there of literary and artistic friends. They had one child, a
son, who died shortly after birth. Not long after their marriage, they both became
interested in theosophy, new thought, and spiritualism.
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Early in their married life, Robert and Ella Wheeler Wilcox promised each other
that whoever went first through death would return and communicate with the
other. Robert Wilcox died in 1916, after over thirty years of marriage. She was
overcome with grief, which became ever more intense as week after week went
without any message from him. It was at this time that she went to California to
see the Rosicrucian astrologer, Max Heindel, still seeking help in her sorrow, still
unable to understand why she had no word from her Robert. She wrote of this
meeting:

In talking with Max Heindel, the leader of the Rosicrucian Philosophy in
California, he made very clear to me the effect of intense grief. Mr. Heindel
assured me that I would come in touch with the spirit of my husband when I
learned to control my sorrow. I replied that it seemed strange to me that an
omnipotent God could not send a flash of his light into a suffering soul to bring
its conviction when most needed. Did you ever stand beside a clear pool of
water, asked Mr. Heindel, and see the trees and skies repeated therein? And did
you ever cast a stone into that pool and see it clouded and turmoiled, so it gave
no reflection? Yet the skies and trees were waiting above to be reflected when
the waters grew calm. So God and your husband's spirit wait to show themselves
to you when the turbulence of sorrow is quieted.

Several months later, she composed a little mantra or affirmative prayer which
she said over and over "I am the living witness: The dead live: And they speak
through us and to us: And I am the voice that gives this glorious truth to the
suffering world: I am ready, God: I am ready, Christ: I am ready, Robert.".

Wilcox made efforts to teach occult things to the world. Her works, filled with
positive thinking, were popular in the New Thought Movement and by 1915 her
booklet, What I Know About New Thought had a distribution of 50,000 copies,
according to its publisher, Elizabeth Towne.

The following statement expresses Wilcox's unique blending of New Thought,
Spiritualism, and a Theosophical belief in reincarnation: "As we think, act, and
live here today, we built the structures of our homes in spirit realms after we
leave earth, and we build karma for future lives, thousands of years to come, on
this earth or other planets. Life will assume new dignity, and labor new interest
for us, when we come to the knowledge that death is but a continuation of life
and labor, in higher planes".

Her final words in her autobiography The Worlds and I: "From this mighty

storehouse (of God, and the hierarchies of Spiritual Beings ) we may gather
wisdom and knowledge, and receive light and power, as we pass through this
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preparatory room of earth, which is only one of the innumerable mansions in our
Father's house. Think on these things".

Ella Wheeler Wilcox died of cancer on October 30, 1919
<b>Poetry</b>

A popular poet rather than a literary poet, in her poems she expresses
sentiments of cheer and optimism in plainly written, rhyming verse. Her world
view is expressed in the title of her poem "Whatever Is—Is Best", suggesting an
echo of Alexander Pope's "Whatever is, is right."

None of Wilcox's works were included by F. O. Matthiessen in The Oxford Book of
American Verse, but Hazel Felleman chose no fewer than fourteen of her poems
for Best Loved Poems of the American People, while Martin Gardner selected
"Solitude" and "The Winds of Fate" for Best Remembered Poems.

She is frequently cited in anthologies of bad poetry, such as The Stuffed Owl: An
Anthology of Bad Verse and Very Bad Poetry. Sinclair Lewis indicates Babbitt's
lack of literary sophistication by having him refer to a piece of verse as "one of
the classic poems, like 'If' by Kipling, or Ella Wheeler Wilcox's 'The Man Worth
While."" The latter opens:

It is easy enough to be pleasant,
When life flows by like a song,

But the man worth while is one who will smile,
When everything goes dead wrong.

Her most famous lines open her poem "Solitude":

Laugh and the world laughs with you,
Weep, and you weep alone;

The good old earth must borrow its mirth,
But has trouble enough of its own.

"The Winds of Fate" is a marvel of economy, far too short to summarize. In full:

One ship drives east and another drives west
With the selfsame winds that blow.

'Tis the set of the sails,

And Not the gales,

That tell us the way to go.
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Like the winds of the sea are the ways of fate;
As we voyage along through life,

'Tis the set of a soul

That decides its goal,

And not the calm or the strife.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox cared about alleviating animal suffering, as can be seen from
her poem, Voice of the Voiceless. It begins as follows.

I am the voice of the voiceless;

Through me the dumb shall speak,

Till the deaf world’s ear be made to hear
The wrongs of the wordless weak.

From street, from cage, and from kennel,
From stable and zoo, the wail

Of my tortured kin proclaims the sin

Of the mighty against the frail.

<b>Legacy</b>

Her quote "Love lights more fires than hate extinguishes" is inscribed on a paving
slab in Jack Kerouac Alley in San Francisco (next to the City Lights Bookstore).

Ella Wheeler Wilcox's name provided the unlikely inspiration for doggerel by the
English humorist Richard Murdoch, which he set to the opening bars of Alexandre
Luigini's Ballet égyptien.

The first stanza of her poem "The Man Worth While" can be found in Disney's
Hollywood Studios, in the boiler room portion of the queue for The Twilight Zone
Tower of Terror.

Oliver's Stone movie JFK starts with a quote from her: "To sin by silence when
we should protest makes cowards out of men".

The first stanza of "The Man Worth While" is parodied in the movie Caddyshack
when the character Judge Smails (played by Ted Knight) reads the following at
the christening of his yacht: "It's easy to grin when your ship comes in / And
you've got the stock market beat. / But the man worthwhile is the man who can
smile / When his shorts are too tight in the seat."
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The opening lines in her poem "Solitude" are recited in Park Chan-wook's film
Oldboy.

Her poem "Over the Banisters" was adapted into a song for Judy Garland in the
film "Meet Me in St. Louis".

Her poem "I like cigars beneath the stars" was set to music by an "E. C. Walker,"

possibly British and not the politician E. C. Walker. The song was recorded by the
Huelgas Ensemble in 2010.
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"It Might Have Been"

We will be what we could be. Do not say,

"It might have been, had not this, or that, or this."
No fate can keep us from the chosen way;

He only might who is.

We will do what we could do. Do not dream
Chance leaves a hero, all uncrowned to grieve.
I hold, all men are greatly what they seem;
He does, who could achieve.

We will climb where we could climb. Tell me not
Of adverse storms that kept thee from the height.
What eagle ever missed the peak he sought?

He always climbs who might.

I do not like the phrase "It might have been!"
It lacks force, and life's best truths perverts:
For I believe we have, and reach, and win,

Whatever our deserts.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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A Baby In The House

I knew that a baby was hid in that house,

Though I saw no cradle and heard no cry;

But the husband was tip-toeing 'round like a mouse,
And the good wife was humming a soft lullaby;

And there was a look on the face of the mother,

That I knew could mean only one thing, and no other.

The mother, I said to myself, for I knew

That the woman before me was certainly that;

And there lay in a corner a tiny cloth shoe,

And I saw on a stand such a wee little hat;

And the beard of the husband said, plain as could be,
'"Two fat chubby hands have been tugging at me.'

And he took from his pocket a gay picture-book,
And a dog that could bark, if you pulled on a string;
And the wife laid them up with such a pleased look;
And I said to myself, 'There is no other thing

But a babe that could bring about all this, and so
That one thing is in hiding somewhere, I know.'

I stayed but a moment, and saw nothing more,

And heard not a sound, yet I know I was right;
What else could the shoe mean that lay on the floor,
The book and the toy, and the faces so bright;

And what made the husband as still as a mouse?

I am sure, very sure, there's a babe in that house.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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A Burial

Today I had a burial of my dead.

There was no shroud, no coffin, and no pall,

No prayers were uttered and no tears were shed
I only turned a picture to the wall.

A picture that had hung within my room
For years and years; a relic of my youth.

It kept the rose of love in constant bloom
To see those eyes of earnestness and truth.

At hours wherein no other dared intrude,

I had drawn comfort from its smiling grace.
Silent companion of my solitude,

My soul held sweet communion with that face.

I lived again the dream so bright, so brief,
Though wakened as we all are by some Fate;
This picture gave me infinite relief,

And did not leave me wholly desolate.

To-day I saw an item, quite by chance,
That robbed me of my pitiful poor dole:

A marriage notice fell beneath my glance,
And I became a lonely widowed soul.

With drooping eyes, and cheeks a burning flame,
I turned the picture to the blank wall's gloom.
My very heart had died in me of shame,

If I had left it smiling in my room.

Another woman's husband. So, my friend,
My comfort, my sole relic of the past,
I bury thee, and, lonely, seek the end.

Swift age has swept my youth from me at last.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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A Fable

Some cawing Crows, a hooting Owil,

A Hawk, a Canary, an old Marsh-Fowl,

One day all meet together

To hold a caucus and settle the fate

Of a certain bird (without a mate),

A bird of another feather.

'My friends,' said the Owl, with a look most wise,
'The Eagle is soaring too near the skies,

In a way that is quite improper;

Yet the world is praising her, so I'm told,

And I think her actions have grown so bold
That some of us ought to stop her.'

'l have heard it said,' quoth Hawk, with a sigh,
'That young lambs died at the glance of her eye,
And I wholly scorn and despise her.

This, and more, I am told they say,

And I think that the only proper way

Is never to recognize her.'

'T am quite convinced,' said Crow, with a caw,
'That the Eagle minds no moral law,

She's a most unruly creature.'

'She's an ugly thing,' piped Canary Bird;
'Some call her handsome—it's so absurd—
She hasn't a decent feature.’

Then the old Marsh-Hen went hopping about,
She said she was sure—she hadn't a doubt—
Of the truth of each bird's story:

And she thought it a duty to stop her flight,
To pull her down from her lofty height,

And take the gilt from her glory.

But, lo! from a peak on the mountain grand
That looks out over the smiling land

And over the mighty ocean,

The Eagle is spreading her splendid wings—
She rises, rises, and upward swings,

With a slow, majestic motion.

Up in the blue of God's own skies,

With a cry of rapture, away she flies,

Close to the Great Eternal:
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She sweeps the world with her piercing sight;
Her soul is filled with the infinite

And the joy of things supernal.

Thus rise forever the chosen of God,

The genius-crowned or the power-shod,
Over the dust-world sailing;

And back, like splinters blown by the winds,
Must fall the missiles of silly minds,

Useless and unavailing.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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A Fallen Leaf

A trusting little leaf of green,
A bold audacious frost;
A rendezvous, a kiss or two,
And youth for ever lost.

Ah, me!
The bitter, bitter cost.

A flaunting patch of vivid red,
That quivers in the sun;
A windy gust, a grave of dust,
The little race is run.

Ah, me!
Were that the only one.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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A Fatal Impress

A little leaf just in the forest's edge,

All summer long, had listened to the wooing

Of amorous brids that flew across the hedge,
Singing their blithe sweet songs for her undoing.
So many were the flattering things they told her,
The parent tree seemed quite too small to hold her.

At last one lonesome day she saw them fly

Across the fields behind the coquette summer,

They passed her with a laughing light good-bye,

When from the north, there strode a strange new comer;
Bold was his mien, as he gazed on her, crying,

'How comes it, then, that thou art left here sighing! '

'Now by my faith though art a lovely leaf-
May I not kiss that cheek so fair and tender? '
Her slighted heart welled full of bitter grief,
The rudeness of his words did not offend her,
She felt so sad, so desolate, so deserted,

Oh, if her lonely fate might be averted.

'One little kiss, ' he sighed, 'l ask no more-'

His face was cold, his lips too pale for passion.

She smiled assent; and then bold Frost leaned lower,
And clasped her close, and kissed in lover's fashion.
Her smooth cheek flushed to sudden guilty splendour,
Another kiss, and then sweet surrender.

Just for a day she was a beauteous sight,
The world looked on to pity and admire
This modest little leaf, that in a night

Had seemed to set the forest all on fire.
And then - this victim of a broken trust,

A withered thing, was trodden in the dust.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

12



A Fisherman's Baby

Oh hush, little baby, thy papa's at sea;

The big billows rock him as mamma rocks thee.
He hastes to his dear ones o'er billows of foam;
Then sleep, little darling, till papa comes home.
Sleep, little baby; hush, little baby;

Papa is coming, no longer to roam.

The shells and the pebbles, all day tossed about,
Are lulled into sleep by the tide ebbing out.

The tired shore slumbers, stretched out in the sand,
While the waves hurry off at mid-ocean's command.
Then hush, little darling; sleep, little darling;

Sleep, baby, rocked by thy mother's own hand.

The winds that have rollicked all day in the west
Are hushed into sleep on the calm evening's breast.
The boats that were out with the wild sea at play
Are now rocked to sleep in the arms of the bay.
Then rest, little baby; sleep, little baby;

Papa will come at the break of the day.

Sleep, little darling; too soon thou wilt be

A man like thy father, to sail o'er the sea.

Then sleep will not come at thy bidding or prayer,

For thou wilt be harassed by danger and care.

Then sleep, little darling; rest, little baby;

Rest whilst thou may, dear, and sleep whilst thou dare.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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A Girl's Autumn Reverie

We plucked a red rose, you and I

All in the summer weather;

Sweet its perfume and rare its bloom,
Enjoyed by us together.

The rose is dead, the summer fled,
And bleak winds are complaining;

We dwell apart, but in each heart

We find the thorn remaining.

We sipped a sweet wine, you and I,

All in the summer weather.

The beaded draught we lightly quaffed,
And filled the glass together.

Together we watched its rosy glow,
And saw its bubbles glitter;

Apart, alone, we only know

The lees are very bitter.

We walked in sunshine, you and I,

All in the summer weather.

The very night seemed noonday bright.
When we two were together.

I wonder why with our good-by

O'er hill and vale and meadow

There fell such shade, our paths seemed laid
Forevermore in shadow.

We dreamed a sweet dream, you and I,
All in the summer weather,

Where rose and wine and warm sunshine
Were mingled in together.

We dreamed that June was with us yet,
We woke to find December.

We dreamed that we two could forget,
We woke but to remember.
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Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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A Glass Of Wine

'What's in a glass of wine?'

There, set the glass where I can look within.
Now listen to me, friend, while I begin

And tell you what I see-

What I behold with my far-reaching eyes,
And what I know to be

Below the laughing bubbles that arise
Within this glass of wine.

There is a little spirit, night and day,

That cries one word, for ever and alway:
That single word is 'More!"

And whoso drinks a glass of wine, drinks him:
You fill the goblet full unto the brim,

And strive to silence him.

Glass after glass you drain to quench his thirst,
Each glass contains a spirit like the first;

And all their voices cry

Until they shriek and clamor, howl and rave,

And shout 'More!" noisily,

Till welcome death prepares the drunkard's grave,
And stills the imps that rave.

That see I in the wine:

And tears so many that I cannot guess;

And all these drops are labelled with 'Distress.’
I know you cannot see.

And at the bottom are the dregs of shame:
Oh! it is plain to me.

And there are woes too terrible to name:

Now drink your glass of wine.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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A Golden Day

The subtle beauty of this day

Hangs o'er me like a fairy spell,

And care and grief have flown away,
And every breeze sings, "all is well."
I ask, "Holds earth or sin, or woe?"
My heart replies, "I do not know."

Nay! all we know, or feel, my heart,
Today is joy undimmed, complete;

In tears or pain we have no part;

The act of breathing is so sweet,

We care no higher joy to name.

What reck we now of wealth or fame?

The past--what matters it to me?
The pain it gave has passed away.
The future--that I cannot see!

I care for nothing save today--

This is a respite from all care,

And trouble flies--1 know not where.

Go on, oh noisy, restless life!

Pass by, oh, feet that seek for heights!
I have no part in aught of strife;

I do not want your vain delights.

The day wraps round me like a spell
And every breeze sings, "All is well."

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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A Grey Mood

As we hurry away to the end, my friend,

Of this sad little farce called existence,

We are sure that the future will bring one thing,
And that is the grave in the distance.

And so when our lives run along all wrong,

And nothing seems real or certain,

We can comfort ourselves with the thought (or not)
Of that spectre behind the curtain.

But we haven’t much time to repine or whine,
Or to wound or jostle each other;

And the hour for us each is to-day, I say,

If we mean to assist a brother.

And there is no pleasure that earth gives birth,
But the worry it brings is double;

And all that repays for the strife of life,

Is helping some soul in trouble.

I tell you, if I could go back the track

To my life’s morning hour,

I would not set forth, seeking name or fame,
Or that poor bauble called power.

I would be like the sunlight, and live to give;
I would lend, but I would not borrow;

Nor would I be blind and complain of pain,
Forgetting the meaning of sorrow.

This world is a vaporous jest at best,

Tossed off by the gods in laughter;

And a cruel attempt at wit were it

If nothing better came after.

It is reeking with hearts that ache and break,
Which we ought to comfort and strengthen,
As we hurry away to the end, my friend,

And the shadows behind us lengthen.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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A Holiday

The Wife

The house is like a garden,

The children are the flowers,

The gardener should come methinks
And walk among his bowers,

Oh! lock the door on worry

And shut your cares away,

Not time of year, but love and cheer,
Will make a holiday.

The Husband

Impossible! You women do not know

The toil it takes to make a business grow.
I cannot join you until very late,

So hurry home, nor let the dinner wait.

The Wife

The feast will be like Hamlet
Without a Hamlet part:

The home is but a house, dear,

Till you supply the heart.

The Xmas gift I long for

You need not toil to buy;

Oh! give me back one thing I lack -
The love-light in your eye.

The Husband

Of course I love you, and the children too.
Be sensible, my dear, it is for you

I work so hard to make my business pay.

There, now, run home, enjoy your holiday.

The Wife (turning)

He does not mean to wound me,
I know his heart is kind.

Alas! that man can love us

And be so blind, so blind.

A little time for pleasure,

A little time for play;
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A word to prove the life of love
And frighten care away!

Tho' poor my lot in some small cot
That were a holiday.

The Husband (musing)

She has not meant to wound me, nor to vex -
Zounds! but 'tis difficult to please the sex.
I've housed and gowned her like a very queen
Yet there she goes, with discontented mien.

I gave her diamonds only yesterday:

Some women are like that, do what you may.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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A Leaf

Somebody said, in the crowd, last eve,

That you were married, or soon to be.

I have not thought of you, I believe,

Since last we parted. Let me see:

Five long Summers have passed since then -
Each has been pleasant in its own way -
And you are but one of a dozen men

Who have played the suitor a Summer day.

But, nevertheless, when I heard your name,
Coupled with some one’s, not my own,

There burned in my bosom a sudden flame,
That carried me back to the day that is flown.
I was sitting again by the laughing brook,
With you at my feet, and the sky above,

And my heart was fluttering under your look -
The unmistakable look of Love.

Again your breath, like a South wind, fanned
My cheek, where the blushes came and went;
And the tender clasp of your strong, warm hand
Sudden thrills through my pulses sent.

Again you were mine by Love’s decree:

So for a moment it seemed last night,

When somebody mentioned your hame to me.

Just for the moment I thought you mine -
Loving me, wooing me, as of old.

The tale remembered seemed half divine -
Though I held it lightly enough when told.

The past seemed fairer than when it was near,
As ‘blessings brighten when taking flight, ’
And just for the moment I held you near -

When somebody mentioned your name last night.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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A Lovers' Quarrel

We two were lovers, the Sea and I;
We plighted our troth ‘neath a summer sky.

And all through the riotous ardent weather

We dreamed, and loved, and rejoiced together.

i
At times my lover would rage and storm.
I said: ‘No matter, his heart is warm.’

Whatever his humour, I loved his ways,
And so we lived though the golden days.

I know not the manner it came about,
But in the autumn we two fell out.

Yet this I know - ‘twas the fault of the Sea,
And was not my fault, that he changed to me.
FFE]

I lingered as long as a woman may

To find what her lover will do or say.

But he met my smiles with a sullen frown,
And so I turned to the wooing Town.

Oh, bold was this suitor, and blithe as bold!
His look was as bright as the Sea’s was cold.

As the Sea was sullen, the Town was gay;
He made me forget for a winter day.

For a winter day and a winter night
He laughed my sorrow away from sight.

And yet, in spite of his mirth and cheer,
I knew full well he was insincere.

And when the young buds burst on the tree,
The old love woke in my heart for the Sea.
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Pride was forgotten - I knew, I knew,

That the soul of the Sea, like my own, was true.

I heard him calling, and lo! I came,
To find him waiting, for ever the same.

And when he saw me, with murmurs sweet
He ran to meet me, and fell at my feet.

And so again ‘neath the summer sky
We have plighted our troth, the Sea and I.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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A Maiden To Her Mirror

He said he loved me! Then he called my hair

Silk threads wherewith sly Cupid strings his bow,
My cheek a rose leaf fallen on new snow;

And swore my round, full throat would bring despair
To Venus or to Psyche.

Time and care

Will fade these locks; the merry god, I know,
Uses no grizzled cords upon his bow.

How will it be when I, no longer fair,

Plead for his kiss with cheeks, whence long ago
The early snowflakes melted quite away,

The rose leaf died - and in whose sallow clay
Lie the deep sunken tracks of life’s gaunt crow?

When this full throat shall wattle fold on fold,
Like some ripe peach left drying on a wall,
Or like a spent accordion, when all

Its music has exhaled - will love grow cold?

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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A Maiden's Secret

I have written this day down in my heart
As the sweetest day in the season;

From all of the others I've set it apart---
But I will not tell you the reason,

That is my secret---I must not tell;

But the skies are soft and tender,

And never before, I know full well,

Was the earth so full of splendour.

I sing at my labour the whole day long,

And my heart is as light as a feather;

And there is a reason for my glad song
Besides the beautiful weather.

But I will not tell it to you; and though

That thrush in the maple heard it,

And would shout it aloud if he could, I know
He hasn't the power to word it.

Up, where I was sewing, this morn came one
Who told me the sweetest stories,

He said I had stolen my hair from the sun,
And my eyes from the morning glories.
Grandmother says that I must not believe

A word men say, for they flatter;

But I'm sure he would never try to deceive,
For he told me---but there---no matter!

Last night I was sad, and the world to me
Seemed a lonely and dreary dwelling,

But some one then had not asked me to be---
There now! I am almost telling.

Not another word shall my two lips say,

I will shut them fast together,

And never a mortal shall know to-day

Why my heart is as light as a feather.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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A Man's Repentance

To-night when I came from the club at eleven,
Under the gaslight I saw a face-

A woman's face! and I swear to heaven

It looked like the ghastly ghost of-Grace!

And Grace? why, Grace was fair; and I tarried,

And loved her a season as we men do.

And then-but pshaw! why, of course, she is married,
Has a husband, and doubtless, a babe or two.

She was perfectly calm on the day we parted;

She spared me a scene, to my great surprise.

She wasn't the kind to be broken-hearted,

I remember she said, with a spark in her eyes.

I was tempted, I know, by her proud defiance,
To make good my promises there and then.

But the world would have called it a mésalliance!
I dreaded the comments and sneers of men.

So I left her to grieve for a faithless lover,

And to hide her heart from the cold world's sight
As women do hide them, the wide earth over;
My God! was it Grace that I saw to-night?

I thought of her married, and often with pity,
A poor man's wife in some dull place.

And now to know she is here in the city,
Under the gaslight, and with that face!

Yet I knew it at once, in spite of the daubing
Of paint and powder, and she knew me;
She drew a quick breath that was almost sobbing,
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And shrank in the shade so I should not see.

There was hell in her eyes! She was worn and jaded;
Her soul is at war with the life she has led.

As I looked on that face so strangely faded,

I wonder God did not strike me dead.

While I have been happy and gay and jolly,
Received by the very best people in town,
That girl whom I led in the way to folly,
Has gone on recklessly down and down.

Two o'clock, and no sleep has found me.

That face I saw in the street-lamp's light

Peers everywhere out from the shadows around me-
I know how a murderer feels to-night!

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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A March Snow

Let the old snow be covered with the new:

The trampled snow, so soiled, and stained, and sodden.
Let it be hidden wholly from our view

By pure white flakes, all trackless and untrodden.
When Winter dies, low at the sweet Spring's feet

Let him be mantled in a clean, white sheet.

Let the old life be covered by the new:

The old past life so full of sad mistakes,

Let it be wholly hidden from the view

By deeds as white and silent as snow-flakes.

Ere this earth life melts in the eternal Spring
Let the white mantle of repentance fling
Soft drapery about it, fold on fold,

Even as the new snow covers up the old.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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A Marine Etching

A yacht from its harbour ropes pulled free,

And leaped like a steed o’er the race track blue,
Then up behind her, the dust of the sea,

A gray fog, drifted, and hid her from view.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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A Married Coquette

Sit still, I say, and dispense with heroics!

I hurt your wrists? Well, you have hurt me.

It is time you found out that all men are not stoics,
Nor toys to be used as your mood may be.

I will not let go of your hands, nor leave you

Until I have spoken. No man, you say,

Dared ever so treat you before? I believe you,

For you have dealt only with boys till to-day.

You women lay stress on your fine perception,
Your intuitions are prated about;

You claim an occult sort of conception

Of matters which men must reason out.

So then, of course, when you asked me kindly
'To call again soon,' you read my heart.

I cannot believe you were acting blindly;

You saw my passion for you from the start.

You are one of those women who charm without trying;
The clay you are made of is magnet ore,

And I am the steel; yet, there's no denying

You led me to loving you more and more.

You are fanning a flame that may burn too brightly,

Oft easily kindled, but hard to put out;

I am not a man to be played with lightly,

To come at a gesture and go at a pout.

A brute you call me, a creature inhuman;

You say I insult you, and bid me go.

And you? Oh, you are a saintly woman,

With thoughts as pure as the drifted snow.

Pah! you are but one of a thousand beauties

Who think they are living exemplary lives.

They break no commandments, and do all their duties
As Christian women and spotless wives.

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

30



But with drooping of lids, and lifting of faces,
And baring of shoulders, and well-timed sighs,
And the devil knows what other subtle graces,
You are mental wantons, who sin with the eyes.
You lure love to wake, yet bid it keep under,
You tempt us to fall, but bid reason control;
And then you are full of an outraged wonder
When we get to wanting you, body and soul.

Why, look at yourself! You were no stranger

To the fact that my heart was already on fire.

When you asked me to call you knew my danger,

Yet here you are, dressed in the gown I admire;

For half of the evil on earth is invented

By vain, pretty women with nothing to do

But to keep themselves manicured, powdered and scented,
And seek for sensations amusing and new.

But when I play at love at a lady's commanding,

I always am certain to win one game;

So there-there-there! I will leave my branding

On the lips that are free now to cry 'Shame, shame!'
You hate me? Quite likely! It does not surprise me.
Brute force? I confess it; but still you were kissed;

And one thing is certain-you cannot despise me

For having been played with, controlled, and dismissed.

And the next time you see that a man is attracted
By the beauty and graces that are not for him,
Don't lead him on to be half distracted;

Keep out of deep waters although you can swim.
For when he is caught in the whirlpool of passion,
Where many bold swimmers are seen to drown,
A man will reach out and, in desperate fashion,
Will drag whoever is nearest him down.

Though the strings of his heart may be wrenched and riven
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By a maiden coquette who has led him along,

She can be pardoned, excused and forgiven,

For innocence blindfolded walks into wrong.

But she who has willingly taken the fetter

That Cupid forges at Hymen's command-

Well, she is the woman who ought to know better;
She needs no mercy at any man's hand.

In the game of hearts, though a woman be winner,
The odds are ever against her, you know;

The world is ready to call her a sinner,

And man is ready to make her so.

Shame is likely, and sorrow is certain,

And the man has the best of it, end as it may.

So now, my lady, we'll drop the curtain,

And put out the lights. We are through with our play.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

32



A Meeting

Quite carelessly I turned the newsy sheet;

A song I sang, full many a year ago,

Smiled up at me, as in a busy street

One meets an old-time friend he used to know.
So full it was, that simple little song,

Of all the hope, the transport, and the truth,
Which to the impetuous morn of life belong,
That once again I seemed to grasp my youth.
So full it was of that sweet, fancied pain

We woo and cherish ere we meet with woe,

I felt as one who hears a plaintive strain

His mother sang him in the long ago.

Up from the grave the years that lay between
That song's birthday and my stern present came
Like phantom forms and swept across the scene,
Bearing their broken dreams of love and fame.
Fair hopes and bright ambitions that I knew

In that old time, with their ideal grace,

Shone for a moment, then were lost to view
Behind the dull clouds of the commonplace.
With trembling hands I put the sheet away;
Ah, little song! the sad and bitter truth

Struck like an arrow when we met that day!
My life has missed the promise of its youth.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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A Mother's Walil

The sweet young Spring walks over the earth,
It flushes and glows on moor and lea;

The birds are singing in careless mirth,

The brook flows cheerily on to the sea;

And I know that the flowers are blooming now
Over my beautiful darling's brow:

Blooming and blowing in perfume now

Over my poor lost darling's brow.

The breath of the passionate Summer turns
The green of the hills to a deeper dye;

The wind from the south land blows and burns,
The sun grows red in the brazen sky;

And I know that the long, dank grasses wave
Over my beautiful darling's grave:

Rise and fall, and lift and wave

Over my darling's narrow grave.

The days flow on, and the summer dies,

And glorious Autumn takes the crown;

And toward the south the robin flies,

And the green of the hills grows dull and brown;
And the leaves, all purple, and gold, and red,
Drift over my precious darling's bed:

Drift and flutter, all gold and red,

Over my darling's lowly bed.

The Winter comes with its chilling snows,
And wraps the world in a spotless shroud;
And cold from the north the wild wind blows,
And the tempest rages fierce and loud;

It shrieks, and sobs, and sighs, and weeps
Over the mound where my darling sleeps:
In pity, it sobs, and sighs, and weeps

Over the mound where my lost one sleeps.
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He was so young, and fair, and brave:

The pride of my bosom-my heart's best joy;
And he lieth now in a drunkard's grave;

My beautiful darling, my only boy:

But down in my heart of hearts, I know

He has gone where his tempters never can go:

To heaven his soul has gone, I know,
Where the soul of his tempters never can go.

They charmed him into their licensed hell,
They gave him rum, and his eye grew wild;
And lower and lower down he fell,

Till they made a fiend of my precious child:
May the curses of God fall on the soul

Who gave my darling the poison bowl!

Ay, curses dark and deep on the soul

Who tempted my darling to lift the bowl!

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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A Naughty Little Comet

There was a little comet who lived near the Milky Way!
She loved to wander out at night and jump about and play.

The mother of the comet was a very good old star;
She used to scold her reckless child for venturing out too far.

She told her of the ogre, Sun, who loved on stars to sup,
And who asked no better pastime than in gobbling comets up.

But instead of growing cautious and of showing proper fear,
The foolish little comet edged up nearer, and more near.

She switched her saucy tail along right where the Sun could see,
And flirted with old Mars, and was as bold as bold could be.

She laughed to scorn the quiet stars who never frisked about;
She said there was no fun in life unless you ventured out.

She liked to make the planets stare, and wished no better mirth
Than just to see the telescopes aimed at her from the Earth.

She wondered how so many stars could mope through nights and days,
And let the sickly faced old Moon get all the love and praise.

And as she talked and tossed her head and switched her shining trail
The staid old mother star grew sad, her cheek grew wan and pale.

For she had lived there in the skies a million years or more,
And she had heard gay comets talk in just this way before.

And by and by there came an end to this gay comet's fun.
She went a tiny bit too far-and vanished in the Sun!

No more she swings her shining trail before the whole world's sight,
But quiet stars she laughed to scorn are twinkling every night.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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A Picture

I strolled last eve across the lonely down;
One solitary picture struck my eye:

A distant ploughboy stood against the sky—
How far he seemed above the noisy town!
Upon the bosom of a cloud the sod

Laid its bruised cheek as he moved slowly by,
And, watching him, I asked myself if I

In very truth stood half as near to God.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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A Pin

Oh, I know a certain lady who is reckoned with the good,

Yet she fills me with more terror than a raging lion would.

The little chills run up and down my spine whene’er we meet,
Though she seems a gentle creature, and she’s very trim and neat.

And she has a thousand virtues and not one acknowledged sin,
But she is the sort of person you could liken to a pin.

And she pricks you and she sticks you in a way that can’t be said.
If you seek for what has hurt you - why, you cannot find the head.

But she fills you with discomfort and exasperating pain.

If anybody asks you why, you really can’t explain!

A pin is such a tiny thing, of that there is no doubt,

Yet when it’s sticking in your flesh you're wretched till it’s out.

She’s wonderfully observing — when she meets a pretty girl,

She is always sure to tell her if her hair is out of curl;

And she is so sympathetic to her friend who’s much admires,
She is often heard remarking, ‘Dear, you look so worn and tired.’

And she is an honest critic, for on yesterday she eyed

The new dress I was airing with a woman’s natural pride,
And she said, ‘Oh, how becoming! ' and then gently added, ‘it
Is really a misfortune that the basque is such a fit.’

Then she said, ‘If you heard me yester eve, I'm sure, my friend,
You would say I was a champion who knows how to defend.’
And she left me with the feeling — most unpleasant, I aver -
That the whole world would despise me is it hadn’t been for her.

Whenever I encounter her, in such a nameless way
She gives me the impression I am at my worst that day.
And the hat that was imported (and cost me half a sonnet) ,

With just one glance from her round eyes becomes a Bowery bonnet.

She is always bright and smiling, sharp and pointed for a thrust;
Use does not seem to blunt her point, nor does she gather rust.
Oh! I wish some hapless specimen of mankind would begin

To tidy up the world for me, by picking up this pin!
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A Sculptor

As the ambitious sculptor, tireless, lifts

Chisel and hammer to the block at hand,
Before my half-formed character I stand

And ply the shining tools of mental gifts.

I'll cut away a huge, unsightly side

Of selfishness, and smooth to curves of grace
The angles of ill-temper.

And no trace

Shall my sure hammer leave of silly pride.
Chip after chip must fall from vain desires,
And the sharp corners of my discontent

Be rounded into symmetry, and lent

Great harmony by faith that never tires.
Unfinished still, I must toil on and on,

Till the pale critic, Death, shall say, "Tis done.'

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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A Servian Legend

Long, long ago, ere yet our race began,
When earth was empty, waiting still for man,
Before the breath of life to him was given
The angels fell into a strife in heaven.

At length one furious demon grasped the sun
And sped away as fast as he could run,

And with a ringing laugh of fiendish mirth,
He leaped the battlements and fell to earth.

Dark was it then in heaven, but light below;
For there the demon wandered to and fro,
Tilting aloft upon a slender pole

The orb of day-the pilfering old soul.

The angels wept and wailed; but through the dark
The Great Creator's voice cried sternly: sternly: 'Hark!
Who will restore to me the orb of Light,

Him will T honor in all heaven's sight.'

Then over the battlements there dropped another.
(A shrewder angel well there could not be.)

Quoth he: 'Behold my love for thee, my brother,
For I have left all heaven to stay with thee.

'Thy loneliness and wanderings I will share,

Thy heavy burden I will help thee bear.'

'Well said,' the demon answered, 'and well done,
But I'll not tax you with this heavy sun.

'Your company will cheer me, it is true,
And I could never think of burdening you.'
Idly they wandered onward, side by side,
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Till, by and by, they neared a silvery tide.

'Let's bathe,’ the angel suddenly suggested.
'Agreed,' the demon answered. 'T'll go last,
Because I needs must leave quite unmolested
This tiresome sun, which I will now make fast.'

He set the pole well in the sandy turf,

And called a jackdaw near to watch the place.
Meanwhile the angel paddled in the surf,

And playfully dared his brother to a race.

They swam around together for awhile,
The demon always keeping near his prize,
Till presently the angel, with a smile,
Proposed a healthful diving exercise.

The demon hesitated. 'But,' thought he,
'The jackdaw will inform me with a cry
If this good brother tries deceiving me;
I will not be outdone by him-not I!'

Down, down they went. The angel in a trice
Rose up again, and swift to shore he sped.
The jackdaw shrieked, but lo! a mile of ice
The demon found had frozen o'er his head.

He swore an oath, and gathered all his force,
And broke the ice, to see the sun, of course,
Held firmly in the radiant angel's hand,

Who sailed away toward the heavenly land.

He gave pursuit. Wrath lent speed to his chase;

All heaven leaned down to watch the exciting race.

On, on they came, and still the Evil One
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Gained on the angel burdened with the sun.

With bated breath and faces white as ghosts,
Over the walls leaned heaven's affrighted hosts.
Up, up, still up, the angel almost spent,

Threw one foot forward o'er the battlement.

The demon seized the other with a shout;

So fierce his clutch he pulled the bottom out,

As the good angel, fainting, laid the sun

Down by the throne of God, who cried: 'Well done!
Thy great misfortune shall be made divine:

Man will I create with a foot like thine!"

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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A Song Of Life

In the rapture of life and of living,

I lift up my head and rejoice,

And I thank the great Giver for giving
The soul of my gladness a voice.

In the glow of the glorious weather,
In the sweet-scented, sensuous air,
My burdens seem light as a feather -
They are nothing to bear.

In the strength and the glory of power,
In the pride and the pleasure of wealth
(For who dares dispute me my dower
Of talents and youth-time and health?) ,
I can laugh at the world and its sages -
I am greater than seers who are sad,
For he is most wise in all ages

Who knows how to be glad.

I lift up my eyes to Apollo,

The god of the beautiful days,

And my spirit soars off like a swallow,
And is lost in the light of its rays.

Are tou troubled and sad? I beseech you
Come out of the shadows of strife -
Come out in the sun while I teach you
The secret of life.

Come out of the world - come above it -
Up over its crosses and graves,

Though the green earth is fair and I love it,
We must love it as masters, not slaves.
Come up where the dust never rises -
But only the perfume of flowers -

And your life shall be glad with surprises
Of beautiful hours.

Come up where the rare golden wine is
Apollo distills in my sight,

And your life shall be happy as mine is,
And as full of delight.
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A Suggestion

As I go and shop, sir!

If a car I stop, sir!

Where you chance to sit,
And you want to read, sir!
Never mind or heed, sir!
I'll not care a bit.

For it’'s now aesthetic

To be quite athletic.
That'’s our fad, you know.
I can hold the strap, sir!
And keep off your lap, sir!
As we jolting go.

If you read on blindly,

I shall take it kindly,

All the car’s not mine.

But, if you sit and stare, sir!
At my eyes and hair, sir!

I must draw the line.

If the stare is meant, sir!
For a compliment, sir!

As we jog through town,
Allow me to suggest, sir!

A woman oft looks best, sir!
When she’s sitting down.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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A Tumbler Of Claret

I poured out a tumbler of Claret,

Of course with intention to drink,

And, holding it up in the sunlight,

I paused for a moment to think.

I really can't tell you what made me;

I never had done so before,

Though for years, every day at my dinner,
I had emptied one tumbler or more.

'A friend' in the loneliest hours,

'A companion,' I called the red wine,
And sometimes I poetized slightly,

And called it a 'nectar divine.'

But to-day as I gazed at the claret,
That sparkled and glowed in the sun,

I asked it, 'What have you done for me,
That any true friend would have done?

'You have given me some pleasant feelings,
But they always were followed by pain.

You have given me ten thousand headaches,
And are ready to do it again.

You have set my blood leaping and bounding,
Which, though pleasant, was hurtful, no doubt,
And, if I keep up the acquaintance,

I am sure you will give me the gout.

'T remember a certain occasion,

When you caused me to act like a fool.

And, yes, I remember another

When you made me fall into a pool.

And there was Tom Smithers-you killed him!
Will Howard you made a poor knave.

Both my friends! and I might count a

dozen
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You have sent to the prison or grave.

'Is this like a loyal friend's treatment?
And are you deserving the name?

Say! what do you give those who love you
But poverty, sorrow, and shame?

A few paltry moments of pleasure,

And ages of trouble and grief.

No wonder you blush in the sunlight,

You robber, you liar, you thief!

'T will have nothing more to do with you,
From this moment, this hour, this day.
To send you adrift, bag and baggage,

I know is the only safe way.'

And I poured out that tumbler of claret,
Poured it

out

, and not

down

, on the spot.

And all this you see was accomplished,
By a few sober moments of thought.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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A Waif

My soul is like a poor caged bird to-night,
Beating its wings against the prison bars,
Longing to reach the outer world of light,

And, all untrammelled, soar among the stars.
Wild, mighty thoughts struggle within my soul
For utterance. Great waves of passion roll
Through all my being. As the lightnings play
Through thunder clouds, so beams of blinding light
Flash for a moment on my darkened brain -
Quick, sudden, glaring beams, that fade wawy
And leave me in a darker, deeper night.

Oh, poet sould! that struggle all in vain

To live in peace and harmony with earth,

It cannot be! They must endure the pain

Of conscience and unacknoeledged worth,
Moving and dwelling with the common herd,
Whose highest thought has never strayed as far,
Or never strayed beyond the horizon's bar;
Whose narrow hearts and souls are never stirred
With keenest pleasures, or with sharpest pain;
Who rise and eat and sleep, and rise again,

Nor question why or wherefore. Men whose minds
Are never shaken by wild passion winds;

Women whose broadest, deepeat realm of thought
The bridal veil will cover.

Who see not
God's mighty work lying undone to-day, -
Work that a woman's hands can do as well,
Oh, soul of mine; better to live alway
In this tumultuous inward pain and strife,
Doing the work that in thy reach doth fall,
Weeping because thou canst not do it all;
Oh, better, my soul, in this unrest to dwell,
Than grovel as they grovel on through life.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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A Waltz-Quadrille

The band was playing a waltz-quadrille,

I felt as light as a wind-blown feather,

As we floated away, at the caller’s will,
Through the intricate, mazy dance together.
Like mimic armies our lines were meeting,
Slowly advancing, and then retreating,

All decked in their bright array;

And back and forth to the music’s rhyme
We moved together, and all the time

I knew you were going away.

The fold of your strong arm sent a thrill

From heart to brain as we gently glided

Like leaves on the wave of that waltz-quadrille;
Parted, met, and again divided -

You drifting one way, and I another,

Then suddenly turning and facing each other,
Then off in the blithe chasse.

Then airily back to our places swaying,

While every beat of the music seemed saying
That you were going away.

I said to my heart, ‘Let us take our fill

Of mirth, and music, and love, and laughter;
For it all must end with this waltz-quadrille,
And life will never be the same life after.

Oh that the caller might go on calling!

Oh that the music might go on falling

Like a shower of silver spray,

While we whirled on to the vast Forever,
Where no hearts break, and no ties sever,
And no one goes away!

A clamour, a crash, and the band was still,

‘Twas the end of the dream, and the end of the measure:
The last low notes of that waltz-quadrille

Seemed like a dirge o’er the death of Pleasure.

You said good-night, and the spell was over -

Too warm for a friend, and too cold for a lover -
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There was nothing else to say;
But the lights looked dim, and the dancers weary,

And the music was sad and the hall was dreary,
After you went away.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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A Woman's Love

So vast the tide of Love within me surging,

It overflows like some stupendous sea,

The confines of the Present and To-be;

And 'gainst the Past's high wall I feel it urging,
As it would cry "Thou too shalt yield to me!"

All other loves my supreme love embodies;

I would be she on whose soft bosom nursed

Thy clinging infant lips to quench their thirst;

She who trod close to hidden worlds where God is,
That she might have, and hold, and see thee first.

I would be she who stirred the vague fond fancies,
Of thy still childish heart; who through bright days
Went sporting with thee in the old-time plays,

And caught the sunlight of thy boyish glances

In half-forgotten and long-buried Mays.

Forth to the end, and back to the beginning,

My love would send its inundating tide,

Wherein all landmarks of thy past should hide.

If thy life's lesson must be learned through sinning,
My grieving virtue would become thy guide.

For I would share the burden of thy errors,

So when the sun of our brief life had set,

If thou didst walk in darkness and regret,

E'en in that shadowy world of nameless terrors,
My soul and thine should be companions yet.

And I would cross with thee those troubled oceans
Of dark remorse whose waters are despair:

All things my jealous reckless love would dare,

So that thou mightst not recollect emotions

In which it did not have a part and share.

There is no limit to my love's full measure,
Its spirit gold is shaped by earth's alloy;
I would be friend and mother, mate and toy,
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I'd have thee look to me for every pleasure,
And in me find all memories of joy.

Yet though I love thee in such selfish fashion,

I would wait on thee, sitting at thy feet,

And serving thee, if thou didst deem it meet.

And couldst thou give me one fond hour of passion,
I'd take that hour and call my life complete.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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A World Worth Living In

One who claims that he knows about it

Tells me the earth is a vale of sin;

But I and the bees, and the birds we doubt it,
And think it a world worth living in.

Whatever you want, if you wish for it long,
With constant yearning and ceaseless desire,
If your wish soars upward on wings so strong
That they never grow languid, never tire,
Why, over the storm cloud and out of the dark
It will come flying some day to you,

As the dove with the olive branch flew to the ark,
And the wish you've been dreaming,

it will come true.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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About May

One night Nurse Sleep held out her hand
To tired little May.

'Come, go with me to Wonderland,'

She said, 'I know the way.

Just rock-a-by-hum-m-m,

And lo! we come

To the place where the dream-girls play.'

But naughty May, she wriggled away
From Sleep's soft arms, and said:

'T must stay awake till I eat my cake,
And then I will go to bed;

With a by-lo, away I will go.'

But the good nurse shook her head.

She shook her head and away she sped,
While May sat munching her crumb.

But after the cake there came an ache,
Though May cried: 'Come, Sleep, come,
And it's oh! my! let us by-lo-by'-

All save the echoes were dumb.

She ran after Sleep toward Wonderland,

Ran till the morning light;

And just as she caught her and grasped her hand,
A nightmare gave her a fright.

And it's by-lo, I hope she'll know

Better another night.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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Acquaintance

Not we who daily walk the City's street;

Not those who have been cradled in its heart,

Best understand its architectural art,

Or realise its grandeur. Oft we meet

Some stranger who has stayed his passing feet
And lingered with us for a single hour,

And learned more of cathedral, and of tower,

Than we, who deem our knowledge quite complete.

Not always those we hold most loved and dear,

Not always those who dwell with us, know best

Our greater selves. Because they stand so near
They cannot see the lofty mountain crest,

The gleaming sun-kissed height, which fair and dear
Stands forth-revealed unto the some-time guest.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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Ad Finum

On the white throat of useless passion

That scorched my soul with its burning breath
I clutched my fingers in murderous fashion
And gathered them close in a grip of death;

For why should I fan, or feed with fuel,

A love that showed me but blank despair?

So my hold was firm, and my grasp was cruel -
I meant to strangle it then and there!

I thought it was dead. But, with no warning,
It rose from its grave last night and came
And stood by my bed till the early morning.
And over and over it spoke your name.

Its throat was red where my hands had held it;
It burned my brow with its scorching breath;
And I said, the moment my eyes beheld it,

'A love like this can know no death.'

For just one kiss that your lips have given
In the lost and beautiful past to me,

I would gladly barter my hopes of Heaven
And all the bliss of Eternity.

For never a joy are the angels keeping,

To lay at my feet in Paradise,

Like that of into your strong arms creeping,
And looking into your love lit eyes.

I know, in the way that sins are reckoned,
This thought is a sin of the deepest dye;
But I know too that if an angel beckoned,
Standing close by the Throne on High,
And you, adown by the gates infernal,
Should open your loving arms and smile,
I would turn my back on things supernal,
To lie on your breast a little while.
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To know for an hour you were mine completely-
Mine in body and soul, my own-

I would bear unending tortures sweetly,

With not a murmur and not a moan.

A lighter sin or lesser error
Might change through hope or fear divine;
But there is no fear, and hell hath no terror,

To change or alter a love like mine.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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Advice

I must do as you do? Your way I own

Is a very good way, and still,

There are sometimes two straight roads to a town,
One over, one under the hill.

You are treading the safe and the well-worn way,
That the prudent choose each time;

And you think me reckless and rash to-day
Because I prefer to climb.

Your path is the right one, and so is mine.
We are not like peas in a pod,

Compelled to lie in a certain line,

Or else be scattered abroad.

'T were a dull old world, methinks, my friend,
If we all just went one way;

Yet our paths will meet no doubt at the end,
Though they lead apart today.

You like the shade, and I like the sun;
You like an even pace,

I like to mix with the crowd and run,
And then rest after the race.

I like danger, and storm, and strife,
You like a peaceful time;

I like the passion and surge of life,
You like its gentle rhyme.

You like buttercups, dewy sweet,
And crocuses, framed in snow;

I like roses, born of the heat,
And the red carnation's glow.

I must live my life, not yours, my friend,
For so it was written down;

We must follow our given paths to the end,
But I trust we shall meet--in town.

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

59



Ella Wheeler Wilcox

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

60



After The Engagement

Well, Mabel, 'tis over and ended---
The ball I wrote was to be;

And oh! it was perfectly splendid---

If you could have been here to see.
I've a thousand things to write you
That I know you are wanting to hear,
And one, that is sure to delight you---
I am wearing Joe's diamond, my dear!

Yes, mamma is quite ecstatic
That I am engaged to Joe;

She thinks I am rather erratic,
And feared that I might say "no."
But, Mabel, I'm twenty-seven
(Though nobody dreams it, dear),
And a fortune like Joe's isn't given
To lay at one's feet each year.

You know my old fancy for Harry---
Or, at least, I am certain you guessed
That it took all my sense not to marry
And go with that fellow out west.

But that was my very first season---
And Harry was poor as could be,

And mamma's good practical reason
Took all the romance out of me.

She whisked me off over the ocean,
And had me presented at court,

And got me all out of the notion

That ranch life out west was my forte.
Of course I have never repented---
I'm not such a goose of a thing;

But after I had consented

To Joe---and he gave me the ring---

I felt such a queer sensation.
I seemed to go into a trance,
Away from the music's pulsation,
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Away from the lights and the dance.
And the wind o'er the wild prairie
Seemed blowing strong and free,
And it seemed not Joe, but Harry
Who was standing there close to me.

And the funniest feverish feeling

Went up from my feet to my head,

With little chills after it stealing---

And my hands got as numb as the dead.
A moment, and then it was over:

The diamond blazed up in my eyes,

And I saw in the face of my lover

A questioning, strange surprise.

Maybe 'twas the scent of the flowers,
That heavy with fragrance bloomed near,
But I didn't feel natural for hours;

It was odd now, wasn't it, dear?

Write soon to your fortunate Clara

Who has carried the prize away,

And say you'll come on when I marry;

I think it will happen in May.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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Alcohol's Requiem Upon Prof. P. F. K., A Gifted Man,
Who Died A Victim Of Strong Drink

Ho! ho! Father Death! I have won you another!
Another grand soul I have ruined and taken;

I, who am licensed by good Christian people,

Eat and eat at their souls till by angels forsaken:

I spoil them, I soil them, and past all reclaiming
They fall, sick with sins that are too black for naming.

Ho! ho! Father Death! count me as your best man:

I bring you more souls than famine or battle.

Let pestilence rage! it will last but a season,

And the soft voice of peace stills the cannon's loud rattle;
But I, pausing never, with ceaseless endeavor,

Night and day, day and night, I am toiling for ever.

Ho! ho! Father Death! I have brought you my thousands:
Good people help me, license, uphold me,

Gaze on some victim I stole from their household-

Gaze, and upbraid the foul demon that sold me.

Ah! but they helped him-argued and voted

Till license was granted, and I was promoted.

Ho! ho! Father Death! is he not a grand victim?

I bring you souls that are well worth the winning-
Noble and brave, with the rare gifts of heaven;

But I eat them away and pollute them with sinning.
Now, but for me there would be few above him,
Honored and prized by the dear ones who love him.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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All Roads That Lead To God Are Good

All roads that lead to God are good.
What matters it, your faith, or mine?
Both centre at the goal divine

Of love’s eternal Brotherhood.

The kindly life in house or street -
The life of prayer and mystic rite -
The student’s search for truth and light -
These paths at one great Junction meet.

Before the oldest book was writ,

Full many a prehistoric soul

Arrived at this unchanging goal,

Through changeless Love, that leads to it.

What matters that one found his Christ
In rising sun, or burning fire?

In faith within him did not tire,

His longing for the Truth sufficed.

Before our modern hell was brought
To edify the modern world,

Full many a hate-filled soul was hurled
In lakes of fire by its own thought.

A thousand creeds have come and gone,
But what is that to you or me?

Creeds are but branches of a tree -

The root of love lives on and on.

Though branch by branch proved withered wood,
The root is warm with precious wine.

Then keep your faith, and leave me mine -

All roads that lead to God are good.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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All That Love Asks

All that I ask, 'says Love, 'is just to stand
And gaze, unchided, deep in thy dear eyes;
For in their depths lies largest Paradise.
Yet, if perchance one pressure of thy hand
Be granted me, then joy I thought complete
Were still more sweet.

'All that I ask, ' says Love, 'all that I ask,
Is just thy hand clasp. Could I brush thy cheek
As zephyrs brush a rose leaf, words are weak
To tell the bliss in which my soul would bask.
There is no language but would desecrate
A joy so great.

'All that I ask, is just one tender touch
Of that soft cheek. Thy pulsing palm in mine,
Thy dark eyes lifted in a trust divine
And those curled lips that tempt me overmuch
Turned where I may not seize the supreme bliss
Of one mad Kiss.

'All that I ask, ' says Love, 'of life, of death,
Or of high heaven itself, is just to stand,
Glance melting into glance, hand twined in hand,
The while I drink the nectar of thy breath,
In one sweet kiss, but one, of all thy store,
I ask no more.'

'All that I ask'-nay, self-deceiving Love,
Reverse thy phrase, so thus the words may fall,
In place of 'all I ask, ' say, 'T ask all, '

All that pertains to earth or soars above,

All that thou wert, art, will be, body, soul,
Love asks the whole.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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Always At Sea

Always at sea I think about the dead.

On barques invisible they seem to sail

The self-same course; and from the decks cry 'Hail"!
Then I recall old words that they have said,

And see their faces etched upon the mist-

Dear faces I have kissed.

Always the dead seem very close at sea.

The coarse vibrations of the earth debar

Our spirit friends from coming where we are.
But through God's ether, unimpeded, free,
They wing their way, the ocean deeps above-
And find the hearts that love.

Always at sea my dead come very near.

A growing host; some old in spirit lore,

And some who crossed to find the other shore
But yesterday. All, all, I see and hear

With inner senses, while the voice of faith
Proclaims-there is no death.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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Ambition's Trail

If all the end of this continuous striving

Were simply to attain,

How poor would seem the planning and contriving
The endless urging and the hurried driving

Of body, heart and brain!

But ever in the wake of true achieving,

There shine this glowing trail -

Some other soul will be spurred on, conceiving,
New strength and hope, in its own power believing,
Because thou didst not fail.

Not thine alone the glory, nor the sorrow,

[fthou doth miss the goal,

Undreamed of lives in many a far to-morrow

From thee their weakness or their force shall borrow -
Oh, on, ambitious soul.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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American Boys, Hello!

Oh! we love all the French, and we speak in French
As along through France we go.

But the moments to us that are keen and sweet
Are the ones when our khaki boys we meet,
Stalwart and handsome and trim and neat;

And we call to them-'Boys, hello!

'Hello, American boys,

Luck to you, and life's best joys!

American boys, hello!'

We couldn't do that if we were at home-

It never would do you know!

For there you must wait till you're told who's who,
And to meet in the way that nice folks do.

Though you knew his name, and your name he knew-
You never would say 'Hello, hello, American boy!

But here it's just a joy,

As we pass along in the stranger throng,

To call out, 'Boys, hello!'

For each is a brother away from home;

And this we are sure is so,

There's a lonesome spot in his heart somewhere,
And we want him to feel there are friends

right there

In this foreign land, and so we dare
To call out 'Boys, hello!"

'Hello, American boys,

Luck to you, and life's best joys!
American boys, hello!'

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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An Answer

If all the year was summer-time,
And all the aim of life

Was just to lilt on like a rhyme -
Then I would be your wife.

If all the days were August days,

And crowned with golden weather,

How happy then through green-clad ways
We two could stray together!

If all the nights were moonlit nights,
And we had naught to do

But just to sit and plan delights,
Then I would be with you.

If life was all a summer fete,

Its soberest pace the “glide, ”

Then I would choose you for my mate,
And keep you at my side.

But winter makes full half the year,
And labour half of life,

And all the laughter and good cheer
Gives place to wearing strife.

Days will grow cold, and moons wax old,
And then a heart that's true

Is better far than grace or gold -

And so, my love, adieu!

I cannot wed with you.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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An Empty Crib

Beside a crib that holds a baby’s stocking,

A tattered picture book, a broken toy,

A sleeping mother dreams that she is rocking
Her fair-haired cherub boy.

Upon the cradle’s side her light touch keeping,
She gently rocks it, crooning low a song;

And smiles to think her little one is sleeping,
Eb peacefully and long.

Step light, breathe low, break not her rapturous dreaming,
Wake not the sleeper from her trance of joy,

For never more save in sweet slumber-seeming

Will she watch o’er her little boy.

God pity her when from her dream Elysian
She wakes to see the empty crib, and weep;
Knowing her joy was but a sleeper’s vision,
Tread lightly - let her sleep.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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An Episode

Along a narrow Moorish street

A blue-eyed soldier strode.

(Ah, well-a-day.)

Veiled from her lashes to her feet
She stepped from her abode,
(Ah, lack-a-day.)

Now love may guard a favoured wife
Who leaves the harem door;

(Ah, well-a-day.)

But hungry hearted is her life

When she is one of four.

(Ah, lack-a-day.)

If black eyes glow with sudden fire
And meet warm eyes of blue-

(Ah, well-a-day.)

The old, old story of desire
Repeats itself anew.

(Ah, lack-a-day.)

When bugles blow the soldier flies-
Though bitter tears may fall
(Ah, lack-a-day.)

A Moorish child with blue, blue eyes
Plays in the harem hall.

(Ah, well-a-day.)

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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An Inspiration

However the battle is ended,

Though proudly the victor comes

With fluttering flags and prancing nags
And echoing roll of drums.

Still truth proclaims this motto,

In letters of living light, -

No Question is ever settled,

Until it is settled right.

Though the heel of the strong oppressor
May grind the weak to dust,

And the voices of fame with one acclaim
May call him great and just,

Let those who applaud take warning,
And keep this motto in sight, -

No question is ever settled

Until it is settled right.

Let those who have failed take courage;

Tho' the enemy seems to have won,

Tho' his ranks are strong, if he be in the wrong
The battle is not yet done;

For, as sure as the morning follows

The darkest hour of the night,

No question is ever settled

Until it is settled right.

O man bowed down with labor!

O woman, young, yet old!

O heart oppressed in the toiler's breast
And crushed by the power of gold!
Keep on with your weary battle
Against triumphant might;

No question is ever settled

Until it is settled right.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive



An Old Man To His Sleeping Young Bride

As when the old moon lighted by the tender

And radiant crescent of the new is seen,

And for a moment's space suggests the splendor
Of what in its full prime it once has been,

So on my waning years you cast the glory

Of youth and pleasure, for a little hour;

And life again seems like an unread story,

And joy and hope both stir me with their power.

Can blooming June be fond of bleak December?
I dare not wait to hear my heart reply.

I will forget the question-and remember

Alone the priceless feast spread for mine eye,
That radiant hair that flows across the pillows,
Like shimmering sunbeams over drifts of snow;
Those heaving breasts, like undulating billows,
Whose dangers or delights but Love can know,

That crimson mouth from which sly Cupid borrowed
The pattern for his bow, nor asked consent;

That smooth, unruffled brow which has not sorrowed-
All these are mine; should I not be content?

Yet are these treasures mine, or only lent me?

And, who shall claim them when I pass away?

Oh, jealous Fate, to torture and torment me

With thoughts like these in my too fleeting day!

For while I gained the prize which all were seeking,
And won you with the ardor of my quest,

The bitter truth I know without your speaking-

You only let me love you at the best.

E'en while I lean and count my riches over,

And view with gloating eyes your priceless charms,
I know somewhere there dwells the unnamed lover
Who yet shall clasp you, willing, in his arms.

And while my hands stray through your clustering tresses,
And while my lips are pressed upon your own,
This unseen lover waits for such caresses
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As my poor hungering clay has never known,

And when some day, between you and your duty

A green grave lies, his love shall make you glad,
And you shall crown him with your splendid beauty-
Ah, God! ah, God! 'tis this way men go mad!

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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Angel Or Demon

You call me an angel of love and of light,

A being of goodness and heavenly fire,

Sent out from God’s kingdom to guide you aright,

In paths where your spirits may mount and aspire.
You say that I glow like a star on its course,

Like a ray from the alter, a spark from the source.

Now list to my answer; let all the world hear it;
I speak unafraid what I know to be true:

A pure, faithful love is the creative spirit

Which makes women angels! I live in but you.
We are bound soul to soul by life’s holiest laws;
If I am an angel - why, you are the cause.

As my ship skims the sea, I look up from the deck.

Fair, firm at the wheel shines Love’s beautiful form,

And shall I curse the barque that last night went to wreck,
By the Pilot abandoned to darkness and storm?

My craft is no stauncher, she too had been lost -

Had the wheelman deserted, or slept at his post.

I laid down the wealth of my soul at your feet
(Some woman does this for some man every day) .
No desperate creature who walks in the street,

Has a wickeder heart that I might have, I say,

Had you wantonly misused the treasures you woon,
-As so many men with heart riches have done.

This flame from God'’s altar, this holy love flame,
That burns like sweet incense for ever for you,
Might now be a wild conflagration of shame,

Had you tortured my heart, or been base or untrue.
For angels and devils are cast in one mould,

Till love guides them upward, or downward, I hold.

I tell you the women who make fervent wives

And sweet tender mothers, had Fate been less fair,
Are the women who might have abandoned their lives
To the madness that springs from and ends in despair.
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As the fire on the hearth which sheds brightness around,
Neglected, may level the walls to the ground.

The world makes grave errors in judging these things,
Great good and great evil are born in one breast.

Love horns us and hoofs us — or gives us our wings,
And the best could be worst, as the worst could be best.
You must thank your own worth for what I grew to be,
For the demon lurked under the angel in me.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

76



Answered

Good-bye - Yes, I am going,

Sudden? Well, you are right.

But a startling truth came home to me
With sudden force last night.

What is it? shall I tell you? -

Nay, that is why I go.

I am running away from the battlefield,
Turning my back on the foe.

Riddles? You think me cruel!

Have you not been most kind?

Why, when you question me like that,
What answer can I find?

You fear you failed to amuse me,

Your husband’s friend and guest,
Whom he bade you entertain and please -
Well, you have done your best.

Then, why, you ask, am I going?

A friend of mine abroad,

Whose theories I have been acting upon,
Has proven himself a fraud.

You have heard me quote from Plato

A thousand times no doubt;

Well, I have discovered he did not know
What he was talking about.

You think I am speaking strangely?
You cannot understand?

Well, let me look down into your eyes,
And let me take your hand.

I am running away from danger -

I am flying before I fall;

I am going because with heart and soul
I love you - that is all.

There, now, you are white with anger.

I knew it would be so.

You should not question a man too close
When he tells you he must go.
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Answered Prayers

I prayed for riches, and achieved success;

All that I touched turned into gold. Alas!

My cares were greater and my peace was less,
When that wish came to pass.

I prayed for glory, and I heard my name

Sung by sweet children and by hoary men.

But ah! the hurts - the hurts that come with fame.
I was not happy then.

I prayed for Love, and had my heart’s desire.
Through quivering heart and body, and through brain,
There swept the flame of its devouring fire,

And but the scars remain.

I prayed for a contented mind. At length

Great light upon my darkened spirit burst.

Great peace fell on me also, and great strength -
Oh, had that prayer been first!

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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Answers

What is the end of each man's toil,

Brother, O Brother?

A handful of dust in a bit of soil-

His name forgotten as centuries roll,
Though blazoned to-day on Glory's scroll;
For the lordliest work of brain or hand

Is only an imprint made on sand;

When the tidal wave sweeps over the shore
It is there no more,

Brother, my Brother.

Then what is the use of striving at all,

Brother, O Brother?

Because each effort or great or small

Is a step on the long, long road that leads

To the Kingdom of Growth on the River of Deeds:
And that is the kingdom no man can gain

Till he uses his hand and his mind and brain,
And when he has used them and learned control
He finds his soul,

Brother, my Brother.

And after he finds it, what is the end,

Brother, O Brother?

Upward ever its course and trend;

For this is the purpose and aim and plan

To seek in the soul for the Super-man-

The man who is conscious that Heaven is near-
A bulletin bearer from There to Here,

Finding God dwells in the spirit within

Where He ever has been,

Brother, my Brother.

And what will the God-man do when He comes,
Brother, O Brother?
He will better the world or in courts or slums,
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He will do in gladness his nearest duty:

He will teach the religion of love and beauty
In field or factory, mine or mart,

While He tells the world of the larger part
And the wider life that is yet to be

When spirit is free,

Brother, my Brother.

When spirit is free, then where will it go,
Brother, O Brother?

Its uttermost summit no man may know,

For it goes up to God in His holy Tower

To gather more knowledge and force and power;
Like a ray of the sun it shall shine again

To brighten new planets and races of men.

Life had no beginning, life has no end,

Brother and friend-

Brother, my Brother.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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Are You Loving Enough?

Are you loving enough? There is some one dear,
Some one you hold as the dearest of all

In the holiest shrine of your heart.

Are you making it known? Is the truth of it clear
To the one you love? If death's quick call

Should suddenly tear you apart,

Leaving no time for a long farewell,

Would you feel you had nothing to tell---
Nothing you wished you had said before

The closing of that dark door?

Are you loving enough? The swift years fly---
Oh, faster and faster they hurry away,

And each one carries its dead.

The good deed left for the by and by,

The word to be uttered another day,

May never be done or said.

Let the love word sound in the listening ear,
Nor wait to speak it above a bier.

Oh the time for telling your love is brief,
But long, long, long is the time for grief.
Are you loving enough?

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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Arise

Why sit ye idly dreaming all the day,

While the golden, precious hours flit away?
See you not the day is waning, waning fast?
That the morn's already vanished in the past?

When the glowing noon approaches, we will rest

Who have worked through all the morning; but at best,
If you work with zeal and ardor till the night,

You can only make the wasted moments right.

Think you life was made for dreaming, nothing more,
When God's work lies all unfinished at your door?
Souls to save and hearts to strengthen--ah! such work,
Such a richly freighted labor, who would shirk?

Then arise, O idle dreamer! Dreams are sweet,
But better flowers are growing at your feet.

If you crush, or pass unheeding, idle friend,
You shall answer for their ruin in the end.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox

www.PoemHunter.com - The World's Poetry Archive

83



Art And Heart

Though critics may bow to art, and I am its own true lover,

It is not art, but heart, which wins the wide world over.

Though smooth be the heartless prayer, no ear in Heaven will mind it,
And the finest phrase falls dead if there is no feeling behind it.
Though perfect the player's touch, little, if any, he sways us,

Unless we feel his heart throb through the music he plays us.

Though the poet may spend his life in skilfully rounding a measure,
Unless he writes from a full, warm heart he gives us little pleasure.

So it is not the speech which tells, but the impulse which goes with the saying;
And it is not the words of the prayer, but the yearning back of the praying.

It is not the artist's skill which into our soul comes stealing

With a joy that is almost pain, but it is the player's feeling.

And it is not the poet's song, though sweeter than sweet bells chiming,

Which thrills us through and through, but the heart which beats under the
rhyming.

And therefore I say again, though I am art's own true lover,

That it is not art, but heart, which wins the wide world over.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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Art And Love

For many long uninterrupted years

She was the friend and confidant of Art;

They walked together, heart communed with heart
In that sweet comradeship that so endears.

Her fondest hope, her sorrows and her fears

She told her mate; who would in turn impart
Important truths and secrets. But a dart,

Shot by that unskilled, mischevous boy, who peers
From ambush on us, struck one day in her breast,
And Love sprang forth to kiss away her tears.

She thought his brow shone with a wonderous grace;
But, when she turned to introduce her guest

To Art, behold, she found an empty place,

The goddess fled, with sad, averted face.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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Artist's Life

Of all the waltzes the great Strauss wrote,
mad with melody, rhythm--rife

From the very first to the final note,

Give me his "Artist's Life!"

It stirs my blood to my finger ends,

Thrills me and fills me with vague unrest,
And all that is sweetest and saddest blends
Together within my breast.

It brings back that night in the dim arcade,

In love's sweet morning and life's best prime,
When the great brass orchestra played and played,
And set our thoughts to rhyme.

It brings back that Winter of mad delights,

Of leaping pulses and tripping feet,

And those languid moon-washed Summer nights
When we heard the band in the street.

It brings back rapture and glee and glow,
It brings back passion and pain and strife,
And so of all the waltzes I know,

Give me the "Artist's Life."

For it is so full of the dear old time--
So full of the dear friends I knew.
And under its rhythm, and lilt, and rhyme,

I am always finding--you.

Ella Wheeler Wilcox
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