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AH! there be souls none understand; 
Like clouds, they cannot touch the land. 
Unanchored ships, they blow and blow, 
Sail to and fro, and then go down 
In unknown seas that none shall know, 
Without one ripple of renown. 
          
Call these not fools, the test of worth 
Is not the hold you have of earth. 
Ay, there be gentlest souls sea-blown 
That know not any harbor known. 
Now it may be the reason is, 
They touch on fairer shores than this. 
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To lord all Godland! lift the brow 
Familiar to the moon, to top 
The universal world, to prop 
The hollow heavens up, to vow 
Stern constancy with stars, to keep 
Eternal watch while eons sleep; 
To tower proudly up and touch 
God's purple garment-hems that sweep 
The cold blue north! Oh, this were much! 
 
Where storm-born shadows hide and hunt 
I knew thee, in thy glorious youth, 
And loved thy vast face, white as truth; 
I stood where thunderbolts were wont 
To smite thy Titan-fashioned front, 
And heard dark mountains rock and roll; 
I saw the lightning's gleaming rod 
Reach forth and write on heaven's scroll 
The awful autograph of God! 


