Poems by Oscar Wilde

Requiescat

Tread lightly, sheis near
Under the snow,

Speak gently, she can hear
The daisies grow.

All her bright golden hair
Tarnished with rust,

She that was young and fair
Fallen to dust.

Lily-like, white as snow,
She hardly knew

She was awoman, so
Sweetly she grew.

Coffin-board, heavy stone,
Lie on her breast,

| vex my heart alone,
Sheisat rest.

Peace, Peace, she cannot hear
Lyre or sonnet,

All my life's buried here,
Heap earth upon it.

Helags!

To drift with every passion till my soul

Is astringed lute on which all winds can play,
Isit for thisthat | have given away

Mine ancient wisdom, and austere control ?
Methinks my life is atwice-written scroll
Scrawled over on some boyish holiday

With idle songs for pipe and virelay,

Which do but mar the secret of the whole.
Surely there was atime | might have trod
The sunlit heights, and from life's dissonance
Struck one clear chord to reach the ears of God:
Isthat time dead? |o! with alittle rod

| did but touch the honey of romance —

And must | lose a soul's inheritance?



| mpressions
I Les Silhouettes

The seais flecked with bars of grey,
The dull dead wind is out of tune,
And like awithered leaf the moon
Is blown across the stormy bay.

Etched clear upon the pallid sand
Liesthe black boat: a sailor boy
Clambers aboard in careless joy

With laughing face and gleaming hand.

And overhead the curlews cry,

Where through the dusky upland grass
The young brown-throated reapers pass,
Like silhouettes against the sky.

[ LaFuitedelaLune

To outer sensesthere is peace,

A dreamy peace on either hand

Deep silence in the shadowy land,
Deep silence where the shadows cease.

Savefor acry that echoes shrill
From some lone bird disconsol ate;
A corncrake calling to its mate;
The answer from the misty hill.

And suddenly the moon withdraws
Her sickle from the lightening skies,
And to her sombre cavern flies,
Wrapped in aveil of yellow gauze.

Symphony in Yellow

An omnibus across the bridge
Crawls like ayellow butterfly
And, here and there, a passer-by
Shows like alittle restless midge.

Big barges full of yellow hay

Are moored against the shadowy wharf,
And, like ayellow silken scarf,

The thick fog hangs along the quay.

The yellow leaves begin to fade

And flutter from the Temple elms,
And at my feet the pale green Thames
Lieslikearod of rippled jade.



Pan

1.

O GOAT-FOOT God of Arcady!
This modern world is grey and old,
And what remains to us of thee?

No more the shepherd lads in glee
Throw apples at thy wattled fold,
O goat-foot God of Arcady!

Nor through the laurels can one see
Thy soft brown limbs, thy beard of gold,
And what remains to us of thee?

And dull and dead our Thames would be,
For here the winds are chill and cold,
O goat-foot God of Arcady!

Then keep the tomb of Helice,
Thine olive-woods, thy vine-clad wold,
And what remains to us of thee?

Though many an unsung elegy
Sleegpsin the reeds our rivers hold,
O goat-foot God of Arcady!

Ah, what remains to us of thee?

2.

Ah, leave the hills of Arcady,

Thy satyrs and their wanton play,
This modern world hath need of thee.

No nymph of Faun indeed have we,
For Faun and nymph are old and grey,
Ah, leave the hills of Arcady!

Thisisthe land where liberty
Lit grave-browed Milton on his way,
This modern world hath need of thee!

A land of ancient chivalry
Where gentle Sidney saw the day,
Ah, leave the hills of Arcady.

Thisfierce sea-lion of the sea,
This England lacks some stronger lay,
This modern world hath need of theel

Then blow some trumpet loud and free,
And give thine oaten pipe away,

Ah, leave the hills of Arcady!

This modern world hath need of thee!



TheHarlot’sHouse

We caught the tread of dancing feet,
We loitered down the moonlit street,
And stopped beneath the harlot's house.

Inside, above the din and fray,
We heard the loud musicians play
The"Treues Liebes Herz" of Strauss.

Like strange mechanical grotesques,
Making fantastic arabesques,
The shadows raced across the blind.

We watched the ghostly dancers spin
To sound of horn and violin,
Like black leaves wheeling in the wind.

Like wire-pulled automatons,
Slim silhouetted skeletons
Went sidling through the slow quadrille.

The took each other by the hand,
And danced a stately saraband;
Their laughter echoed thin and shrill.

Sometimes a clockwork puppet pressed
A phantom lover to her breast,
Sometimes they seemed to try to sing.

Sometimes a horrible marionette
Came out, and smoked its cigarette
Upon the steps like alive thing.

Then, turning to my love, | said,
"The dead are dancing with the dead,
The dust iswhirling with the dust.”

But she--she heard the violin,
And left my side, and entered in:
Love passed into the house of lust.

Then suddenly the tune went false,
The dancers wearied of the waltz,
The shadows ceased to wheel and whirl.

And down the long and silent strest,
The dawn, with silver-sandalled feet,
Crept like afrightened girl



