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“The Marshes of Glynn"

GLOOMS of the live-oaks, beautiful-braided and
woven
With intricate shades of the vines that myriad-cloven
Clamber the forks of the multiform boughe,--
Fmerald twilights,--
Virginal shy lights,
Wrousht of the leaves to allure to the whisper of vows,
¥hen lovers pace timidly down through the green
colonnades
Of the ¢im sweet woode, of the dear dark woods,
Of the heavenly woods and glades,
That run to the radiant merginal sand-beach within
The wide sea-marshes of Glynnj--



Beautiful glooms, soft dusks in the noon-day fire,--
Wildwood privacies, closets of lone desire,
Chamber from chamber parted with wavering arras of

leaves, -~ :
Cells for the passionate pleasure of prayer to the soul that
grieves,
Pure with a sense of the passing of sainte through the
wood ,

Cool for the dutiful weighing of 111 with good;--

0 braided dusks of the oak and woven shades of the vine,
While the riotousinoon-day sun of the June-day long did
shine,
Ye held me fast in your heart and I held you fast ir
mine;
But now when tke noon is no more, and riot is rest,
And the sun is a-walt at the ponderous gate of the west,
And the slant yellow beam down the wecod-aisle doth
seem
Like a lane into heaven that leads from a dream,--
Ay, now, when my soul all day hath drunken the soul of
the osak,
And my heart is at ease from men, and the wearisome
soundé of the stroke
Cf the scythe of time and the trowel of trade is low,
And belief overmasters doubt, and I know that I know,
And my spirit is grown to a lordly great compass within,
That the length and the breadth and the sweep of the
marshes of Gl
Will work me no fear like the fear they have wrought
me of yore
When length was fatigue, and when breadth was but
bitterness sore,
And when terror and shrinking and dreary unnamable
pain
Nrew over me out of the merciless miles of the
plain,--
Oh, now, unafraid, I am fain to face
The vast sweet visage of space.

To the edge of the wood I am drawn, I am drawn,
Where the gray beach glimmering runs, as a belt of
the dawn,
For a mete and a mark
To the forest-darki=--
So
Affable live-oak, leaning low,--
Thus-with your favor- soft, with a reverent hand,
(Not lightly touching your person, lord of the landi)
Bending your beauty aside; with a etep I stand
On the firm-packed sand,
Free




By a world of marsh that borders a world of sea.

Sinuous southward and sinuous northward the shimmer-
ing band

Of the sand-beach fastens the fringe of the marsh to the
folds of the land.

Inward and outward to northward and southward the
beach-lines linger and curl
As a silver-wrought garment that clings to and follows the

firm sweet limbs of a girl.

Vanishing, swerving, evermore curving agair intoc sight,

Softly the sand-beach wavers away to a dim gray loop-
ing of light.

And  what if behind me to westwar® the wall of the
woods stands high?

The world lies east: how ample, the marsh and the sea
and the sky! )

A league and a league of marsh-grass, waist-high, brozd
in the blade,

Green, and all of a height, and unflecked with a light

v or a shade,

Stretch leisurely off, in a pleasant plairn,
To the terminal blue of the main,

Oh, what is abroad in the marsh and the terminal sea?
Somehow my soul seems suddenly free
Trom the welighing o{ fate and the sad discussion of
gin,
By the length and the breadth and the sweep of the
marshes of Glynn.
Ye marshes, how candid and simple and nothing-withhold-

ing and free

Ye publish yourselves to the sky and offer yourselves to
the seal

Tolerant plains, that suffer the sea and the rains and the
sun,

Ye spread and span like the catholic man who haeth
mightily won
God out of knowledge and good out of infinite pain
And sight out of blindness and purity out of a stain.

As the marsh-hen secretly builds on the watery sod,

Behold T will build me a nest on the greatness of God:

I will fly in the greatness of God ms the marsh-hen flies

In the freedom that fills all the space 'twixt the marsh
and the skiess

By @0 many roots as the marsh-grass sends in the sod

T will heartily lay me a-hold on the greatness of God:

Oh, like to the greatness of God is the greatness within

The range of the marshes, the liberal marshes of Glynn



And the sea lends large, as the marsh: 1lo, out of his plenty
’ the sea ]
Pours fast: full soon the time of the flood-tide must be:

Look how the grace of the see doth go
About and about through the intricate channels that
flow
Here and there,
Everywhere,
Till his waters have flooded the uttermost creeks and the
low=1ying lanes,
And the narsh is meshed with a million veins,
That like as with rosy and silvery essences flow
In the rose-and-silver evening glow. :
Farewell, my lord Sunl -
The weeks overflows a thousand rivulets run
'Twixt the roots of the sod; the blades of the marsh-
grass stir;
Passeth a hurrying sound of wings that westward hirr;
Passeth, and all is still; and the currents cease to rurj
And the sea and the marsh are one.
How still the plains of the waters be!
The tide is in his ecstasy.
The tide is at his highest height:
And it is night.

And now from the Vast of the Lord will the waters of
sleep
Roll in on the souls of men,
But who will reveal to our weking ken
The forms that swim and the shapes that creep
Under the waters of sleep?
And T would I could know what swimmeth below when
the tide comes in
On the length and the breadth of the marvellous
marshes of Glynn.




1. INTRCITUS: Recuiem

Reouie~ peterrar Aora eis, Nomine,

e+ luy ver petuz luceat eis.
me Aece~ hyrrug, Teus, in Sion,

et +i»i refde+tur votum in Jerusslem:

Tyanudi orz*ionem mear,
a? *e omnis caro veniet.

Reouier ae*ernam “onz eis, fomine,

e+ luy porpe*tuaz lucezt eis,

FE vveTs

vyrie eleiscr,

Christe eleisor,

A, SEQTTITIL: 1. Ties irae
™es irpe, “jec illa,
solve* szsclum in favilla,
tes*+s Tavi” cuym Sibylla.
Quer+us *remor est futurus,
quanfo jufev est venturus,
cunctz stricte Aiscussurus.

2. Tubz rirum

Tuhe mirum sSpargens sonum
persepulcra regiorum

coret omnes ante thronum.
Vore stupebit et nature,
cum resurret cre=turea,
fuficanti resporsura.

ILiber scriptus proferetur,
in aquo totum continetur,
unde munfus judicetur.
Judex eroo cum serebit
avifquirf latet apparebit,
ril i{nultum ramanebit.

AuiA gum wiser tunc Aicturus?
quer patronum rogaturus,
cum vix justus sit securus?

3. Rex tremen-ae

Rey tremendae majestatis,
aul salvandos salvas gratlis,
galva me, fons pietatis.

L4, Recordare

Recorfare, Jesu ple,

quor” sum causa tuae viae:

ne me perdas 1lla die.
Quaerens me, sedisti lassus,
redemisti crucem parssus,
tartus labor non sit cassus,

MCZART REQUIEM

Eternal reet pive to them, C lord,

and let perpetual light shine upon ther
A hymn, O Gof, becometh Thee in Sion,
and & vow shall be paid to Thee in
Jerusalem:

C Lor”, hear my prayer,

all flesh shall come to Thee

Fternal rest give to them, C Lor?

an® let perpetuzl lisht shine upon them.

lor?®, hzve mercy or us.
Christ, have mercy or us.

Trezded fay, that Azy of ire,

wher the worlf shzll be melt ir fire,
told by Sibyl and Pavid's lyre,

Fright men's heart shall rudely shift,
as the judpe through gleaming rift
comes each soul to closely sift.

Then the trumpet's shrill refrain
piercing tombs by hill and plair
souls to judgement shall errai, r.
Death and nature stan? aghast,
as the bodies rising fast,
hie to hear the sentence past.
Then before Him shall be placer,
that ihereon the verdict's based
book whereon the deed 1is traced.
When the jufge His seat shall gain
gll that's hidden shall be plain,
nothing shall unjudged remair.
Wretched man, what can I plead,
whom to ask to intercede,
when the just much mercy need?

Thou, C awe-inspiring Lord,
saving e'en when unimplored,
save me, mercy's fount adcred.

Ahl Sweet Jesus, mindful be,

that Thou cam*'st on earth for me,
cast me not this day from Thee,
Seeking me Thy strersth was spent,
rensoming Thy limbs were rent,

is thie toil to no intent?



MOZART REQUIEN - page two

Juste judex ultionis,
dAonum fac remissionis,
ante diem rationis.
Ingemisco, tamquam reus,
culpa rubet vultus meus,
supplicanti parce Neus.
Qui Nariam abvolvis+i,

et latronem exauficti,
mihi quoque spem Aedisti,
Preces meae nor sunt cdignzae,
se”? tu honue fac beniene,
se” tu bonus fac bherirene,
re nperenni cremer iene.
Inter oves locum praesta,
et ab haelis me sequestre,
statuens in parte dextra.

5. CCN®UTATTS

Confutztig maledictis,
flammie acribus aftictie,
vora me cum benedictis,

Cro suprlex et acclinis,
cor con*ritum quasi clinis,
cere curar mei finis,

£, lacrimosa

Izcrimosa dies illa,

quse resurce* ex favilla,
Jjudicandus homo reu.

Huic ergo parce, Dleus,
Pie Jesu Domine,

Aona eis requiem,

4, CFFTRTORIUM: 1. Nomine Jesu
Momine, Jesu Christe, Rex gloriae,
liber2 animas omnlum fidelium
defurctorum de poenis inferni,

et de profundo lacus libera eas
de ore leonis, ne ahsorbeat eas
tartarus, ne cadant in ohscurum,
sed gipnifer sanctus Wichael
rerrgesentet eas in lucem sanctam,
cuam olim Abrahae promisisti et
semini ejus.

2. Hostias

Hostias et preces, tibi, Nomine,
laudis offerimus; tu suscipe pro
animehus 1llis, quarum hodie
memoriam facimuss fac eas, Domine,
Ae morte transire ad mitam,

quam olim Abrahae promisisti et
seminie ejus,

Thou, awarding pains condigr,
mercy's ear to me inclire,

ere the reckoning Thou assgifn

I, felon-like, my lot beweil,
suffusef cheeks my shame unveil,
Gof!l 0 let my rrayere rreveil.
warv's soul Thou nzdest white,
didst to heaver the thief irvite,
hope in me these now excite,
Prayers o'mine in vain ascend,
Thou art goor and wilt forfens

in quenchless fire my life *c erd.
Place amif Thy sheer zccord,

keep me from the tainted horile,
set me in Thy sight, C ILord!

wher the curee” by share oprrest
enter flames 2t Thy Dhehect,

call me then to joir the blest.
Prostrate, supplizart, now ro more,
unrepenting, as of yore,

save me fyirg, I implor-.

mournful day! that cay cf sighs,
when from dust shzll rar. arise,
stained with guilt his doom %o krow.
Mercy, Lord, or him bestcw,

Jesus kinél Thy soul release,

lead them thence to realms of peace.

C Lord Jesus Christ, King of glory,
deliver the souls cf all the faithful
departed from the pains of hell,

and from the deep pits deliver them
from the lion's mouth, that hell
engulf them rot, nor they fzll into
darkness, but that Michael, the hcly
standard-bearer, brirg them irtc the
holy 1ight, which Thou orce Fidst
promise to Abraham and his seed.

We offer Thee, O lord, sacrifices
and prayers of praise; do Thou
accept them for those rouls whor we
this day commemorate; grer.t khen

C Lord, to pass from death to the
1ife which Thou once didst promise
to Abraham and his seed.




MOZART REQUIEN - page three

5. SANCTUS

Sanctus, Sanctus, Sanctus,

Pominue Neus Sabaotht

Pleni sunt coelil et terra gloria tua.
Hosanna in excelsis,

6. TBENEDICTUS
Benetictus qui venit in nomine Domine.
Hosanna in excelsis.

7. AGNUS TE1

Aenue Tel, qui tollis peccata

murii dona eis requiem.

Apnus Dei, qui tollis peccata

munii, done els requiem mempiternam.

8. CONNUNIO

Tux aeterra luceat eis, Nomine,
cum sanctis tuis in meternum,
quia pius es, '
Requiem aeternam dona eis,
Nomine et lux perpetua luceat
eis, cum sanctis tuls in
aeternum, quia pius es.

Holy, Holy, Holy.

Lor® God of Hasts.

The heavens and the earth are full ¢
Thy elory.

Hosanna in the highest.

Blessed is He who cometh ir the name
of the lord,

Hosenra in the highest.

Lamb of God, who takest awzy the sir
of the world, give unto ther rest,

Lamt of Go¢é who takest zway the sins
of the world, give unto then
everlasting rest.

Nay eternal light shine upor. them,

0 Lord, with Thy saints forever,

for Thou art kind.

Grant them everlasting rest, ( Iord,
and let perpetual light shine upon
them, with Thy saints forever, for
Thou art kind.
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