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COMPANIONS ON THE ROAD, ETC.







	COMPANIONS ON THE ROAD.

	

	
Life's milestones, marking year on year, 

Pass ever swifter as we near 

The final goal, the silent end 

To which our fated footsteps tend. 

A year once seemed a century, 

Now like a day it hurries by, 

And doubts and fears our hearts oppress, 

And all the way is weariness. 



Ah me! how glad and gay we were, 

Youth's sap in all our veins astir, 

When long ago with spirits high, 

A happy, careless company, 

We started forth, when everything 

Wore the green glory of the spring, 

And all the fair wide world was ours, 

To gather as we would its flowers! 



Then, life almost eternal seemed, 

And death a dream so vaguely dreamed, 

That in the distance scarce it threw 

A cloud-shade on the mountains blue, 

That rose before us soft and fair, 

Clothed in ideal hues of air, 

To which we meant in after-time, 

Strong in our manhood's strength, to climb. 



How all has changed! Years have gone by, 

And of that joyous company 

With whom our youth first journeyed on, 

Who — who are left? Alas, not one! 

Love earliest loitered on the way, 

Then turned his face and slipped away; 

And after him with footsteps light 

The fickle Graces took their flight, 

And all the careless joys that lent 

Their revelry and merriment 

Grew silenter, and, ere we knew, 

Had smiled their last and said "adieu." 



Hope faltering then with doubtful mind, 

Began to turn and look behind, 

And we, half questioning, were fain 

To follow with her back again; 

But Fate still urged us on our way 

And would not let us pause or stay. 

Then to our side with plaintive eye, 

In place of Hope came Memory, 

And murmured of the past, and told 

Dear stories of the days of old, 

Until its very dross seemed gold, 

And Friendship took the place of Love, 

And strove in vain to us to prove 

That Love was light and insincere — 

Not worth a man's regretful tear. 



Ah! all in vain — grant 'twas a cheat, 

Yet no voice ever was so sweet, 

No presence like to Love's, who threw 

Enchantment over all we knew; 

And still we listen with a sigh, 

And back, with fond tears in the eye, 

We gaze to catch a glimpse again 

Of that dear place — but all in vain. 



Preach not, O stern Philosophy! 

Nought we can have, and nought we see, 

Will ever be so pure, so glad, 

So beautiful, as what we had. 

Our steps are sad, our steps are slow, 

Nothing is like the long ago. 

Gone is the keen, intense delight, 

The perfume faint and exquisite, 

The glory and the effluence 

That haloed the enraptured sense, 

When Faith and Love were at our side, 

And common life was deified. 



Our shadows that we used to throw 

Behind us, now before us grow; 

For once we walked towards the sun, 

But now, life's full meridian done, 

They change, and in their chill we move, 

Further away from Faith and Love. 

A chill is in the air — no more 

Our thoughts with joyous impulse soar, 

But creep along the level way, 

Waiting the closing of the day. 

The future holds no wondrous prize 

This side death's awful mysteries; 

Beyond, what waits for us, who knows? 

New life, or infinite repose? 
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	TO A CHILD.

E. T. G.



	

	
Thou hast the colors of the spring, 

The gold of kingcups triumphing, 

The blue of wood-bells wild; 

But winter thoughts thy spirit fill, 

And thou art wandering from us still, 

Too young to be our child. 



Yet have thy fleeting smiles confessed, 

Thou dear and much-desired guest, 

That home is near at last; 

Long lost in high mysterious lands, 

Close by our door thy spirit stands, 

Its journey well-nigh past. 



Oh, sweet bewildered soul, I watch 

The fountains of thine eyes, to catch 

New fancies bubbling there, 

To feel our common light, and lose 

The flush of strange ethereal hues 

Too dim for us to share!



Fade, cold immortal lights, and make 

This creature human for my sake, 

Since I am nought but clay; 

An angel is too fine a thing 

To sit beside my chair and sing, 

And cheer my passing day. 



I smile, who could not smile, unless 

The air of rapt unconsciousness 

Passed, with the fading hours; 

I joy in every childish sign 

That proves the stranger less divine 

And much more meekly ours. 



I smile, as one by night who sees, 

Through mist of newly-budded trees, 

The clear Orion set, 

And knows that soon the dawn will fly 

In fire across the riven sky, 

And gild the woodlands wet.




Athenæum.
Edmund W. Gosse.
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