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IX

Morning a thousand Roses brings, you say;

Yes, but where leaves the Rose of yesterday?

  And this first Summer month that brings the Rose

Shall take Jamshyd and Kaikobad away.

X

Well, let it take them!  What have we to do 

With Kaikobad the Great, or Kaikhosru?

  Let Rustum cry “To Battle” as he likes,

Or Hatim Tai “To Supper!” --- heed not you.

XI

With me along the strip of Herbage strown 

That just divides the desert from the sown,

  Where name of Slave and Sultan is forgot---

And Peace to Mahmud on his golden Throne!

XII

Here with a little Bread beneath the Bough,

A Flask of Wine, A Book of Verse --- and Thou

  Beside me singing in the Wilderness –--

Oh, Wilderness were Paradise enow!




XIII

Some for the Glories of This World; and some 

Sigh for the Prophet’s Paradise to come;

  Ah, take the Cash, and let the Promise go,

Nor heed the rumble of a distant Drum!

LVII
You know, my Friends, how bravely in my House

For a new Marriage I did make Carouse:

  Divorced old barren Reason from my Bed,

And took the Daughter of the Vine to Spouse.



LVIII

For “Is” and “Is-not” though with Rule and Line,

And “Up-and–down” by Logic I define,

  Of all that one should care to fathom, I

Was never deep in anything but --- Wine.

LIX

Ah, but my Computations, People say,

Have squared the Year to human compass, eh?

  If so, by striking from the Calendar

Unborn To-morrow, and dead Yesterday.

LXXV

The Ball no Question makes of Ayes and Noes,

But Right or Left as strikes the Player goes;

  And He that toss’d you down into the Field,

HE knows about it all ---  He knows --- HE knows!

LXXVI

The Moving Finger writes; and, having writ,

Moves on: nor all your Piety nor Wit

  Shall lure it back to cancel half a Line,

Nor all your Tears wash out a Word of it.

CVIII

Ah Love! Could you and I with Fate conspire

To grasp this sorry Scheme of Things entire,

  Would not we shatter it to bits --- and then 

Re-mould it nearer to the Heart’s Desire! 

