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EARTHLY PARADISE.

F Heaven or Hell I kave no power 0 sing,
I cannot ease the burden of your fears,
Or make quick-coming death a hittle thing, .
Or bring aguin the pleasure of past years,
Nor for my words shall ye forget your tears,
Or kope aguain for aught that I can say,
The idle singer of an empty day.

But rather, when aweary of your mirih,
From full kearts still unsatisfied ye sigh,
And, feeling kindly unto all the carth,
Grudge every minute as if passes by,
Made the more mindful that the sweet days die—
w~Remember me a little then I pray,
e tdle singer of an empty day.

v The heayy trouble, the bewildering care
That weighs us down who live and earn our bread,
Zﬁw idle verses kave no power to dear
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So let me sing of names vemembered,
Because they, living not, can né'er be dead,
Or long time take their memory quite away
From us poor singers of an empty day.

Dreamer of dreams, born out of my due time,
Why showuld I strive to set the crooked straight ?
Let it suffice me that my murmuring rkyme
Beats with light wing against the ivory guate,
Telling a tale not too importunate
T those who in the slecpy region stay,
Lulled by the singer of ap emply day.

Folk say, a wisard to a northern king
At Christmas-tide such wondyous things did show,
That through one window men bekeld the spring,
And through anpther saw the summer glow,
And through a third the fruited vines a-row,
While still, unkeard, but in its wonted way,
Piped the drear wind of that December day.

So with this Earthly Paradise it is,
If ye will read aright, and pardon mé,
Who stvive to build a shadowy isle of bliss
Midmost the beating of the steely sea,
Where tossed about all kearts of men must be;
Whase ravening monsters mighty men shall slay,
" Not the poor singer of an empty day:
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ARGUMENT

CERTAIN gentlemen and maiwmets o Norway, having considered
all that they had heaid of the Eathly Puiadise, sct sal to
find 1t, and after many troubles and the lapse of many years
came old men to some Western land, of which they had never
before heard : there they died, when they had dwelt there
ceitan years, much honoured of the stiange people.

ORGET six counties overhung with smoke,
Forget the snorting steam and piston stroke,

Forget the spreading of the hideous town ;
Think rather of the pack-horse on the down,
And dream of London, small, and white, and clean,
The clear Thames bordered by its gardens green,
Think, that below bridge the green lapping waves
Smite some few keels that bear Levantine staves,
Cut from the yew wood on the burnt-up hill,
And pointed jars that Greek hands toiled to fill,
And treasured scanty $pice from some far sea,
Flarence gold cloth, and Ypres napery,
And cloth of Bruges, and hogsheads of Guienne ;
While nigh the thronged wharf Geoffrey Chaucer's pen
Moves over bills of 1ading—mid such times
Shall ‘dwell the hollow puppets of my rhymes,
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A nameless city in a distant sea,
White as the changing walls of faerie,
Thronged with much people clad 1n ancient guise
I now am fain to set before your eyes;
There, leave the clear green water and the quays,
And pass betwixt its marble palaces,
Until ye come unto the chiefest square ;
A bubbling conduit is s¢t midmost there,
And round about it now the maidens throng,
With jest and laughter, and sweet broken song,
Making but light of labour new begun
While 1n their vessels gleams the morning sun.
On one side of the square a temple stands,
Wherein the gods worshipped in ancient lands
Still have their altars, a great market-place
Upon two other sides fills all the space,
And thence the busy hum of men comes forth ;
But on the cold side looking toward the north
A pillared cotuncil-house may you behold,
Within whose porch are images of gold,
Gods of the nations who dwelt anciently
About the borders of the Grecian sea.

Pass now between them, push the brazen door,
And standing on the polished marble floor
Leave all the noises of the square behind ;

Most calm that reverent chamber shall ye find,
Silent at first, but for the nois¢ you made
‘When on the brazen door your hand you laid
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To shut it after you—Dbut now behold -
The city rulers on their thrones of gold,

Clad in most fair attire, and in their hands

Long carven silver-banded ebony wands ;

Then from the dais drop your eyes and sce

Soldiers and peasants standing reverently

Before those elders, round a little band

Who bear such arms as gnardsthe English land,

But battered, rent, and rusted soze, and they,

The men themselves, are shrivelled, bent, and grey;
And as they lean with pain upon their spears

Their brows seem furrowed deep with more than years ;
Fot sorrow dulls their heavy sunken eyes,

Bent are they less with time than miseries.

Pondering on them the city grey-beards gaze
Through kindly eyes, midst thoughts of other days,
And pity for poor souls, and vague regret '
For all the things that might have happened yet,
Until, their wonder gathering to a head,

‘The wisest man, who long that land has led,

Breaks the deep silence, unto whom again

A wanderer answers. Slowly as in pain,

And with a hollow voice as from a tomb

At first he tells the story of his doom,

But as it grows and once more hopes and fears,
Both measureless, are ringing round his ears,

His eyes grow bright, his seeming days decrease,
.Yor-grief once told brings somewhat back of peace. -
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THE ELDER OF 1HE CI11V.

From what unheard-of world, in what strange keel,
Have ye come hither to our commonweal ?
No barbarous race, as these our peasants say,
But learned 1n memories of a long-past day,
Speaking, some few at least, the ancient tongue
That through the lapse of ages still has clung
To us, the seed of the Ionian race.

Speak out and fear not ; if ye need a place
Wherein to pass the end of hfe away,

That shall ye gain from us from this same day,
Unless the enemies of God ye are ;

We fear not you and yours to bear us war,
And scarce can think that ye will try agamn
Across the perils of the shifting plain

To seek your own land whereso that may be :
For folk of ours bearing the memory

Of our old land, in days past oft have striven
To reach it, unto none of whom was given
To come again and tell us of the tale,
Therefore our ships are now content to sail,
About these happy islands that we know.

THE WANDERER.

Masters, 1 have to tell a tale of woe,
A tale of folly and of wasted life,
Hope against hope, the bitter dregs of strife,
Ending, where all things end, in death at last :
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So if I tell the story of the past,
Let it be worth some little rest, I pray,
A little slumber ere the end of day.

No wonder if the Grecian tongue I know,
Since at Byzantium many a year ago
My father bore the twibil valiantly ;
There did he marry, and get m&, and die,
And I went back to Norway to my kin,
Long ere this beard ye see did first begin
To shade my mouth, but nathless not before
Among the Greeks I gathered some small lore,
And standing midst the Veeringers, still heard
From this or that man many a wondrous word ;
‘For ye shall know that though we worshipped God,
And heard mass duly, still of Swithiod
The Greater, Odin and his house of gold,
The noble stories ceased not to be told ;
These moved me more than words of mine can say
E'en while at Micklegarth my folks did stay;
But when I reached one dying autumn-tide
My uncle's dwelling near the forest side,
And saw the land so scanty and so bare,
And all the hard things men contend with there,
A little and unworthy land it seemed,
And yet the more of Asagard I dreamed,
And worthier secemed the ancient faith of praise,

But n&;w, but now-—when one of all those days
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Another man there was, a Swabian priest,
Who knew the maladics of man and beast,
And what things helped them ; he the stone still sought
Whereby base metal into gold is brought,
And strove to gain the precious draught, whereby
Men live midst mortal men yet never die ;
Tales of the Kaiser Redbeard could he tell
Who ncither went to Heaven por yet to Hell,
When from that fight upon the Asian plain
He vanished, but still lives to come again
Men know not how or when ; but I listening
Unto this tale thought it a certain thing
That in some hidden vale of Swithiod
Across the golden pavement still he trod.

But while our longing for such things so grew,
And ever more and more we dcemcd them true,
Upon the land a pestilence there fell
Unheard of yet in any chronicle, .

And, as the people died full fast of it,

With these two men it chanced me once to sit,
This learned squire whose name was Nicholss,
And Swabian Laurence, as our manner was ;
For could we help it scarcely did we part
From dawn to dusk : so heavy, sad at heart,
We from the castle-yard beheld the bay

Upon that ne’er-to-be-forgotten day,

Little we said amidst that dreary mood,

Atid certes nought ‘that we could say was good.
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It was a bright September afternoon,
The parched-up beech-trees would be yellowing soon
The yellow flowers grown deeper with the sun
Were letting fall their petals one by one;
No wind there was, a haze was gathering o'er
The furthest bound of the faint yellow shore ;
And in the oily waters of the bay
Scarce moving aught some fisher-cobles lay,
And all seemed peace; and had been peace inceed
But that we young men of our life had need,
And to our listening ears a sound was borne
That made the sunlight wretched and forlorn—
—The heavy tolling of the minster bell—
And nigher yet a tinkling sound did tell
That through the streets they bore our Saviour Christ
By dying lips in anguish to be kissed.

At last spoke Nicholas, “ How long shall we
‘Abide here, looking forth into the sea
Expecting when our turn shall come to die?
Fair fellows, will ye come with me and try
Now at our worst that long-desired quest,
Now—when our worst is death, and life vur best.”
“Nay, but thon know’st,” I said, “that I but wait
The coming of some man, the turn of fate,
To make this voyage—but I die meanwhile,
For I am poor, though my blood be not vile,
Nor yet for all his lore doth Laurence hold
Within his crucibles aught like to gold ;
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And what hast thou, whose father driven forth
By Charles of Blois, found shelter in the North?
But little riches as I needs must deem.”

“ Well,” said he, “things are better than they seem,
For 'neath my bed an iron chest I have
That holdeth things I have made shift to save
E'en for this end ; moreover, hark to this,

In the next firth a fair long shipethere is

Well victualled, ready even now for sea,

And I may say it longeth unto me ;

Since Marcus Erling, late its owner, lies

Dead at the end of many miseries,

And little Kirstin, as thou well mayst know,
‘Would be content throughout the world to go

If T but took her hand, and now still more

Hath heart to leave this poor death-stricken shore.
Therefore my gold shall buy us Bordeaux swords
And Bordeaux wine as we go oceanwards.

* What say ye, will ye go with me to-night,
Setting your faces to undreamed delight,
Turning your backs unto this troublous hell,

Or is the time too short to say farewell?”

*Not so,” I said, “rather would I depart
Npw while thou speakest, never has my heart
Been set on anything within this land.”
. Then said the Swabian, “Let us now take hand
And swear to follow evermore this quest
Till death or life have set our hearts at rest.”
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So with joined hands we swore, and Nicholas said,
“To-night, fair friends, be ye apparelled
To leave this land, bring all the arms ye can
And such men as ye trust, my own good man
Guards the small postern looking towards St. Bride,
And good it were ye should not be espied,
Since mayhap freely ye should not go hence,
Thou Rolf in special, sor this pestilence
" Makes all men hard and cruel, nor are they
Willing that folk should ’scape if they must stay :
Be wise ; I bid you for a while farewell,
Leave ye this stronghold when St. Peter's bell
Strikes midnight, all will surely then be still,
And I will bide you at King Tryggve’s hill
Outside the city gates.”

' Each went his way

Therewith, and 1 the remnant of that day
Gained for the quest three men that I deemed true, -
And did such other things as I must do,
And still was ever listening for the chime
Half maddened by the lazy lapse of time,
Yea, scarce I thought indeed that I should live
Till the great tower the joyful sound should give
That set us free: and so-the hours went past,
Till startled by the echoing clang at last
That told of midnight, armed from head to hed
Down to the open postern did I sted, k)
Bearing small wealth«-thzs sword that yet. h(mgs hm :
.Worn thin and narrow with s6'thany o yed,
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My father’s axe tnat from Byzantium,
With some few gems my pouch yet held, had come,
Nought else that shone with silver or with gold.
But by the postern gate could I behold
Laurence the priest all armed as if for war,
And my three men were standing not right far
From off the town-wall, having some small store
Of arms ‘and furs and raiment : ¢hen once more
I turned, and saw the autumn moonlight fall
“‘Upon the new-built bastions of the wall,
Strange with black shadow and grey flood of light,
And further off I saw the lead shine bright
On tower and turret-roof against the sky,
And looking down I saw the old town lie
Black in the shade of the o’er-hanging hill,
" Stricken with death, and dreary, but all still
Until it reached the water of the bay,
That in the dead night smote against the quay
Not all unheard, though there was little wind.
But as I turned to leave the place behind,
The wind's light sound, the slowly falling swell,
Were hushed at once by that shrill-tinkling bell,
That in that stillness jarring on mine ears,
~With sudden jangle checked the rising tears,
And now the freshness of the open sea
Seemed ease and joy and very life to me.
So greeting my mew mates with little sound, .
. We made good haste to reach King Tryggve’s mound,
And there the Breton Nicholas beheld,
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Who by the hand fair Kirstin Erling held,

And round about them twenty men there stood,
Of whom the more part on the holy rood
Were sworn till death to follow up the quest,
And Kirstin was the mistress of the rest.

Again betwixt us was there little speech,
But swiftly did we set on toward the beach,
And coming there owvkeel, the Fighting Man,
We boarded, and the long oars out we ran,
And swept from out the firth, and sped so well .
That scarcely could we hear St. Peter’s bell
Toll one, although the light wind blew from land ;
Then heisting sail southward we 'gan to stand,
And much I joyed beneath the moon to see
The lessening land that might have been to me
A kindly giver of wife, child, and friend,
And happy life, or at the worser end
A quiet grave till doomsday rend the earth.
Night passed, day dawned, and we grew full of mirth
As with the ever-rising morning wind -
Still further lay our threatened death behind,
Or so we thought :. some eighty men we were,
Of whom but fifty knew the shipman’s gear,

- The rest were uplanders ; midst such of these'
As knew niot of our quest, with promises
‘Went Nicholas dealing ﬂonns round abbut,
With still a fresh fale for each new man’s dou?bt,

"“Till hll were fairly won or seemted to bé' ’
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To that strange desperate voyage o'er the sea.

. Now if ye ask me from what land I come
With all my folly,—Viken is my home ¥
Where Tryggve Olaf’s son and Olaf’s sire
Lit to the ancient Gods the sacred fire,
Unto whose line am I myself akin,
Through him who Astrid in old time did win,
King Olaf’s widow : let all that go by,
Since I was born at least to misery.

Now Nicholas came to Laurence and to me
To talk of what he deemed our course should be,
To whom agape I listened, since I knew
Nought but old tales, nor aught of false and true
Amid these, for but one kind seemed to be
The Vineland voyage o’er the unknown sea
And Swegder’s search for Godheim, when he found
The entrance to a new world underground ;
But Nicholas o’er many books had pored
And this and that thing in his mind had stored,
And idle tiles from true feport he knew.
—Would he were living now, to tell to you
This story that my feeble lips must tell !

Now he indeed of Vineland knew full well,
Both from my tales where truth perchance touched lies,
And from the ancient written histories ;
But now’he said, “The land was good enow
That Leif the son of Eric came unto,
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But this was not our world, nay scarce could be
The door into a place so heavenly

As that we seek, therefore my rede is this,
That we to gain that sure abode of bliss

Risk dying in an unknown landless sea ;
Although full certainly it seems to me

All that we long for there we needs must find.

“ Therefore, O friends, if ye are of my mind,
When we are passed the French and English stiait
Let us seek news of that desired gate
To immortality and blessed rest
Within the landless waters of the west,

But still a little to the southward steer.

Certes no Greenland winter waits us there,

No year-long night, but rather we shall find
Spice-trees set waving by the western wind,

And gentle folk who know no guile at least,

And many a bright-winged bird and soft-skinned beast,
For gently must the year upon them fall.

“Now since the Fighting Man is over small -

To hold the mighty stores that we shall need,

To turn as now to Bremen is my rede,

And there to buy a new keel with my gold,

And fill her with such things as she may hold ;

And thou thenceforward, Rolf, her lord shalt be, - |, -
Since thou art not unskilled upon the sea.” Ie

But unto me most fair his saying ;seéfn_ed,
For of a land unknown to.all I dreamed, .
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And certainly by some warm sea [ thought
That we the soonest thercto should be brought.
Therefore with mirth enow passed every day
Till in the Wescr stream at last we lay
Hearkening the bells of Bremen ring to mass,
For on a Sunday morn our coming was.

There in a while to chaffer did we fall,
And of the merchants bought a dromond tall
They called the Rose-Garland, and her we stored
With such-like victuals as we well might hoard,
And arms and raiment ; also there we gained
Some few men more by stories true and feigned,
And by that time, now needing nought at all,
We weighed, well armed, with good hope not to fall
Into the hands of rovers of the sea,
Since at that time had we heard certainly
Edward of England drew all men to him,
And that his fleet held whatso keel could swim
From Jutland to Land’s End; for all that, we
Thought it but wise to keep the open sea
" And give to warring lands a full wide berth ;
Since unto all of us our lives seemed worth
A better purchase than they erst had been.

So it befell that we no sail had seen
Till the sixth day at morn, when -we drew near
The land at last and saw the French coast clear,~—
The high land over Guines our pilot said.
'There,at the day-break, we, apparelled
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Like merchant ships in seeming, now perforce
Must meet a navy drawing thwart our course,
Whose sails and painted hulls not far away
Rolled slowly o’er the leaden sea and grey,
Beneath the night-clouds by no sun yet cleared ;
But we with anxious hearts this navy neared,
For we sailed deep and heavy, and to fly
Would nought avail since we were drawn so nigh,
And fighting, must we meet but certain death.
Soon with amazement did T hold my breath
As from the wide bows of the Rose-Garland,
I saw the sun, new risen o’er the land,
Light up the shield-hung side of k~el on keel,
Their sails like knights’ coats, and the points of steel
Glittering from waist and castle and high top.
And well indeed awhile my heart might stop
As heading all the crowded van I saw,
Huge, swelling out without a crease or flaw,
A sail where, on the quartered blue and red,
In silk and gold right well apparelled,
The lilies gleamed, the thin gaunt leopards glared
Out toward the land where even now there flared
The dying beacons. Ah, with such an one
Could I from town to town of France have run
To end my life upon some glorious day
Where stand the banners brighter than the May -
Above the deeds of men, as certainly
This king himself has full oft wished to die.
And who knows now beneath what field he lies,
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\midst what mighty bones of enemies ?
Ah, surely it had been a glorious thing
From such a ficld to lead forth such a king,
That he might live again with happy days,
And more than ever win the people’s praise.
Nor had it been an cvil lot to stand
On the worse side, with people of the land
'Gainst such a man, when everfthis might fall,
That it might be my luck some day to call
My battle-cry o’er his low lying head,
And I be evermore remembered.
Well as we nearcd and neared, such tl.oughts I had
Whereby perchaace T was the less a-drad
Of what might come, and at the worst we deemed
They would not scorn our swords ; but as T dreamed
Of fair towns won and desperate feats of war,
And my old follies now were driven afar
By that most glotious sight, a loud halloo
Came down the wind, and one by me who knew
The English tongue cried that they bade us run
Close up and board, nor was there any one
Who durst say nay to that, so presently
Both keels were underneath the big ship’s lee ;
While Nicholas and T together passed
Betwixt the crowd of archers by the mast
Unto the poop, where 'neath his canopy
The king sat, eyeing us as we drew nigh.

-Broad-browed he was, hook-nosed, with wide grey eyes
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No longer eager for the coming prize,

But kecen and steadfast, many an ageing line,
Half hidden by his sweeping beard and fine,
Ploughed his thin cheeks, his hair was more than grey,
And like to one he seemed whose better day

Is over to himself, though foolish fame

Shouts louder year by year his empty name.
Unarmed he was, nor clad upon that momn
Much like a king, an ivory hunting-horn

Was slung about him, rich with gems and gold,
And a great white ger-falcon did he hold

Upon his fist ; before his feet there sat

A scrivener making notes of this or that

As the king bade him, and bchind his chair

His captains stood in armour rich and fair;

And by his side unhelmed, but armed, stood one
I deemed none other than the prince his son ;
For in a coat of England was he clad,

And on his head a coronel he had.

Tall was he, slim, made apt for feats of war,

A splendid lord, yea, he seemed prouder far
Than was his sire, yet his eyes therewithal

With languid careless glance seemed wont to fall
On things about, as though he deemed that nought
Could fail unbidden to do all his thought.

But close by him stood a war-beaten knight,
Whose coat of war bore on a field of white

A sharp red pile, and he of all men there
Methought would be the one that 1 should fear
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If I led men.
But midst my thoughts I heard

The king’s voice as the high seat now we neared,
And knew his speech because in French it was,
That erewhile T had learnt of Nicholas.
“ Fair sirs, what are ye? for on this one day,
I rule the narrow seas mine ancjent way. '
Me seemeth in the highest bark’ I know
The Flemish handiwork, but yet ye show
Unlike to merchants, though your ships are deep
And slowly through the water do ye creep; '
And thou, fair sir, seem’st journeying from the north
With peltries Bordeaux-ward? Nay then go forth
Thou wilt vot harm us : yet if ye be men
Well-born and warlike, these are fair days, when
The good heart wins more than the merchant keeps,
And safest still in steel the young head sleeps;
And here are banners thou mayest stand beneath
And not be shamed either in life or death—
What, man, thou reddenest, wouldst thou say me no,
If underneath my banner thou shouldst go ?
Nay, thou mayest speak, or let thy fellow say
What he is stuffed with, be it yea or nay.”

For as he spoke my fellow gazed on me
With something like to fear, and hurriedly
As I bent forward, thrust me on one side,
And scarce the king’s last word weuld he abide
But 'gan to say, “ Sire, from the north we come,
Though as for me far nigher is my home.
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Thy foes, my Lord, drove out my kin and me,

Ere yet thine armed hand was upon the sea ;

Chandos shall surely know my father's name,

Loys of Dinan, which ill-luck, sword, and flame,

Lord Charles of Blois, the French king, and the pest

In this and that land now have laid to rest,

Except for me alone. ¢And now, my Lord,

If I shall seem to speak an idle word

To such as thou art, pardon me therefore ;

But we, part taught by ancient books and lore,

And part by what, nor yet so long ago,

This man’s own countrymen have come to do,

Have gathered hope to find across the sea

A land where we shall gain felicity

Past tongue of man to tell of ; and our life

Is not so, sweet here, or so free from strife,

Or glorious deeds so common, that, if we

Should think a certain path at last to see

To such a place, men then could think us wise

To turn away therefrom, and shut our eyes,

Because at many a turning here and there

Swift death might lurk, or unaccustomed fear.

O King, I pray thee in this young man’s face

Flash not thy banner, nor with thy frank grace

Tear him from life; but go thy way, let us

Find hidden death, or life more glorious

Than thou durst think of, knowing not the gate

Whereby to flee from that all-shadowing fate.
“O King, since I could walk award or twain,
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Or utter anything but cries of pain,

Death was before me ; yea, on the first momn
That T remember aught, among the corn

I wandered with my nurse, behind us lay

The walls of Vanncs, white in the summer day,
The reapers whistled, the brown maidens sung,
As on the wain the topmost sheaf they hung,
The swallow wheeled above high up in air,

And midst the labour all was sweet and fair;
When on the winding road between the fields

I saw a glittering line of spears and shields,

And pleased therewith called out to some one by
FE’en as I could ; he scarce for fear could cry

‘ The French, the French! and turned and ran his best
Toward the town gates, and we ran with the rest,
I wailing loud who knew not why at all,

But ere we reached the gates my nurse did fall,
I with her, and I wondered much that she

Just as she fell should still lie quietly ;

Nor did the coloured feathers that I found
Stuck in her side, as frightened I crawled round,
Tell me the tale, though I was sore afeard

At all the cries and wailing that I heard.

“ I say, my Lord, that arrow-flight. now seems
The first thing rising clear from feeble dreams,
And that was death ; and the next thing was death, -
_For through our house all spoke with bated breath
And wore black clothes, withal they came to me
A little child, and did-off hastily
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.

My shoon and hosen, and with that I heard
The sound of doleful singing, and afeard
Forebore to question, when I saw the feet
Of all were bare, like mine, as toward the street
We passed, and joined a crowd in such-like guise
Who through the town sang woeful litanies,
Pressing the stones w%éh feet unused and soft,
And bearing images of saints aloft,
In hope ’gainst hope to save us from the rage
Of that fell pest, that as an unseen cage
Hemmed France about, and me and such as me
They made partakers of their misery.

“ Lo death again, and if the time served now
Full many another picture could I show
Of death and death, and men who ever strive
Through every misery at least to live.
The priest within the minster preaches it,
And brooding o’er it doth the wise man sit
Letting life’s joys go by. Well, blame me then,
If I who love this changing life of men,
And every minute of whose life were bliss
Too great to long for greater, but for.this—
Mock me, who take this death-bound life in hahd
And risk the rag to find a happy land,
Where at the worst death is so far away
No man need think of him from day to day— .
Mock me, but let us go, for I am fain
Our restless road, the landless sea, to gain.”
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His words nigh made me weep, but while he spoke
I noted how a mocking smile just broke
The thin line of the Prince’s lips, and he
Who carried the afore-named armoury
Puffed out his wind-beat cheeks and whistled low :
But the king smiled, and said, “ Can it be so?

I know not, and ye twain are s?ch as find

The things whereto old kings must needs be blind.
For you the world is wide—but not for me,

Who once had dreams of one great victory
Wherein that world lay vanquished by my throne,
And now, the victor in so many an one,

Find that in Asia Alexander died

And will not live again ; the world is wide

For you I say,—for me a narrow space

Betwixt the four walls of a fighting place.

“ Poor man, why should I stay thec? live thy fill,
Of that fair life, wherein thou seest no ill ‘
But fear of that fair rest I hope to win
One day, when I have purged me of my sin.

“Farewell, it yet may hap that I a king
Shall be remembered but by this one thing,

That on the morn before ye crossed the sea

Ye gave and took in common talk with me ;

But with this ring keep memory of the morn,
O Breton, and thou Northinan, by this horn

Remember me, who am of Odin’s blood,

As heralds say : moreover it were good

Ye had some lines of writing *neath my sea.,
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Or ye might find it somewhat hard to deal
With some of mine, who pass not for a word
Whate'er they deem may hold a hostile sword.”

So as we kneeled this royal man to thank,

A clerk brought forth two passes sealed and blank,
And when we had theny, with the horn and ring,
With few words did we leave the noble king,
And as adown the gangway steps we passed,

We saw the yards swing creaking round the mast,
And heard the shipman’s ho, for one by one

‘The van outsailed before, by him had run

E'en as he stayed for us, and now indeed

Of his main battle must he take good heed :

But as from off the mighty side we pushed,

And in between us the green water rushed,

I heard his scalds strike up triumphantly

Some song that told not of the weary sea,
‘But rather of the mead and fair green-wood,

And as we leaned o’er to the wind, I stood

And saw the bright sails leave us, and soon lost
The pensive music by the strong wind tossed
From wave to wave, then turning I espied
Glittering and white upon the weather side

The land he came from, o'er the bright green sea,
Scarce duller than the land upon our lee,

For now the clouds had fled before the sun

And the bright autumn day was well begun.
Then I cried out for music too, and heard
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The minstrels sing some well-remembered word,
And while they sung, before me still I gazed,
Silent with thought of many things, and mazed
With many longings ; when I looked again

To see those lands, nought but the restless plain
With some far-off small fisher-boat was left ;

A little hour for evermore had rek

The sight of Europe fromn my helpless eyes,
And crowned my store of hapless memories.

THE KLDER oF THE CITV.

Sit, fricnds, and tell your tale which seems to us
Shall be a strange tale and a piteous,
Nor shall it lack our pity for its woe,
Nor ye due thanks for all the things ye show
Of kingdoms nigh forgot that once were great,
And small lands come to glorious estate.

But, sirs, ye faint, behold these maidens stand
Bearing the blood of this our sunburnt land
In well-wrought cups,—drink now of this, that while
Ye poor folk wandered, hid from fortune's smile
Abode your coming, hidden none the less
Below the earth from summer’s happiness.

THE WANDERERS.

Fair sirs, we thank you, hoping we have come
Through many wanderings to a quiet home
Befitting dying men—Good health and peace
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To you and to this land, and fair increase
Of everything that ye can wish to have!

But to my tale : A fair south-east wind drave
Our ships for ten days more, and ever we
Sailed mile for mile together steadily, -

But the tenth day I saw the Fighting Man

Brought up to wait mé, and when nigh I ran

Her captain hailed me, saying that he thought

That we too far to northward had been brought,

And we must do our southing while we could,

So as his will to me was ever good

In such-like things, we changed our course straightway,
And as we might till the eleventh day

Stretched somewhat south, then baffling grew the wind,
But as we still were ignorant and blind

Nor knew our port, we sailed on helplessly

O'er a smooth sea, beneath a lovely sky,

And westward ever, but no signs of land

All through these days we saw on either hand,

Nor indecd hoped to see, because we knew

Some watery desert we must journey through,

That had been huge enough to keep all men

From gaining that we sought for until then.

Yet when I grew downcast, I did not fail -
To call to mind, how from our land set sail
A certain man, and, after he had passed
Through many unknown seas, did reach at last
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A rocky island’s shore one foggy day,

And while a little off the land he lay

As in a dream he heard the folk call out

In his own tongue, but mazed and all in doubt

He turned therefrom, and afterwards in strife

With winds and waters, much of precious life

He wasted utterly, for when agaip

He reached his port after long months of pain,

Unto Biarmcland he chanced to go,

And there the isle he left so long ago

He knew at once, where many Northmen were.
And such a fate I could not choose but fear

For us sometimes ; and sometimes when at night

Beneath the moon I watched the foam fly white

From off our bows, and thought how weak and small

Showed the Rose-Garland’s mast that looked so tall

Beside the quays of Bremen ; when I saw

With measured steps the watch on toward me draw,

And in the moon the helmsman’s peering face,

And 'twixt the cordage strained across my place

Beheld the white sail of the Fighting Man

Lead down the pathway of the moonlight wan—

Then when the ocean seemed so' measureless

The very sky itself might well be less,

When midst the changeless piping of the wind,

The intertwined slow waves pressed on behind

Rolled o'er our wake and made it nought again,

Then would it seem an ill thing and a vain

To leave the hopeful world that we had known,
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When all was o’er, hopeless to die alone
Within this changcless world of waters grey.

But hope would come back to me with the day,
The talk of men, the viol's quivering strings,
Would bring my heart to think of better things.
Nor were our folk down-hearted through all this;
For partly with the hope of that vague bliss
Were they made happy, partly the soft air
And idle days wherethrough we then did fare
Were joy enow to rude sea-faring folk.

But this our ease at last a tempest broke
And we must scud before it helplessly,
Fearing each moment lest some climbing sea
Should topple o’er our poop and end us there,
Nathless we ’scaped, and still the wind blew fair
For what we deemed was our right course ; but when
"On the third eve, we, as delivered men, ’
Took breath because the gale was now blown out,
And from our rolling deck we looked about
Over the ridges of the dark grey seas,
And saw the sun, setting in golden ease,
Smile out at last from out the just-cleared sky
Over the ocean’s weltering misery,
Still nothing of the Fighting Man we saw,
Which last was seen when the first gusty flaw
Smote them and us; but nothing would avail
To mend the thing, so onward did we sail,
But slowly, through the moonlit night and fair,
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With all sails set that we could hoist in air,
And rolling heavily at first, for still
Each wave came on a glittering rippled hill,
And lifting us aloft, showed from its height
The waste of waves, and then to lightless night
Dropped us adown, and much ado had we
To ride unspilt the wallow of the sea.
But the sun rose up in a clouu’less sky,
And from the cast the wind blew cheerily,
And southwest still we stecred ; till on a day
As nigh the mast deep in dull thoughts I lay, ,
I heard a shout, and turning could I see
Orie of the shipmen hurrying fast to me
With something in his hand, who cast adown
Close to my hand a mass of sea-weed brown
Without more words, then knew I certainly
The wrack, that oft before I had seen lie
In sandy bights of Norway, and that eve
Just as the sun the ridgy sea would leave,
Shore birds we saw, that flew so nigh, we heard
Their hoarse loud voice that seemed a heavenly word.
Then all were glad, but I a fool and young
Slept not that night, but walked the deck and sung
Snatches of songs, and verily I think
I thought next morn of some fresh stream to drink.
What say I? next morn did I think to be
Set in my godless fair eternity.

Sirs, ye are old, and ye have seen. perchance
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Some little child for very gladness dance
Over a scarcely-noticed worthless thing,
Worth more to him than ransom of a king,
Did not a pang of more than pity take

Your heart thereat, not for the youngling’s sake,
But for your own, for man that passcs by,
So like to God, so kike the beasts that die.—
Lo, sirs, my pity for myself is such,

When like an image that my hand can touch
My old self grows unto myself grown old.
—Sirs, I forget my story is not told.

Next morn more wrack we saw, more birds, but stil'
No land as yet either for good or ill,
But with the light increased the favouring breeze,
And smoothly did we mount the ridgy seas.
Then as a-nigh the good ship’s stern I stood
Gazing adown, a piece of rough-hewn wood
On a wave’s crest I saw, and loud I cried,
“ Drift-wood ! drift-wood !” and one from by my side,
Maddened with joy, made for the shrouds, and clomb
Up to the top to look on his new home,
For sure he thought the green carth soon to sce;
But gazing thence about him, presently
He shouted out, “ A sail astern, a sail t
Freshening the hope that now had 'gun to fail
Of seeing our fellows with the earth new found ;
Wherefore we shortened sail, rmd sweepmg round
The hazy edges of the sea and: 8Ky
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Soon from the deck could see that sail draw nigh,
Half fearful Test she yet might chance to be
The floating house of some strange enemy,
Till on her sail we could at last behold
The ruddy lion with the axe of gold,
And Marcus Frling’s sign set corner-wise,
The green, gold-fruited tree of I"y,mdise.
— Ah, what a meeting as she drew a-nigh,
Greeted with ringing shouts and minstrelsy ;
Alas, the joyful fever of that day,
When all we met still told of land that lay
Not far abhead! Yel at our joyous feast
A word of warning spoke the Swabian priest
To me and Nicholas, for, *“ O friends,” he said,
“ Right welcome is the land that lies ahead
To us who cannot turn, and in this air,
Washed by this sea, it cannot but be fair,
And good for us poor men I make no doubt ;
Yet, fellows, must I warn you not to shout
Ere we have left the troublous wood behind
Wherein we wander desperate and blind :
Think what may dwell there! Call to mind the tale
We heard last winter o’er the yule-tide ale,
When that small, withered, black-eyed Genoese
Told of the island in the outer seas
He and his fellows reached upon a tide,
And how, as lying by a streamlet’s side,
With ripe fruits ready unto every hand,
They lacked not for fair women of the land,

D
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The devils came and slew them, all but him,
Who, how he scarce knew, made a shift to swim
Off to his ship : nor must ye, fellows, fear .
Such things alone, for mayhap men dwell here
‘Who worship dreadful gods, and sacrifice

Poor travellers to them in such horrid wise

As T have heard of; ¢r let this go by,

Yet we may chance to come to slavery,

Or all our strength and weapons be too poor
To conquer such beasts as the unknown shore
May breed ; or sct all these ill things aside,

It yet may be our lot to wander wide

Through many lands before at last we come -
Unto the gates of our enduring home.”

But what availed such warning unto us
Who by this change made nigh delirious
Spake wisdom outward from the teeth, but thought
‘That in a little hour we should be brought
Unto that bliss our hcarts were set upon,
That more than very heaven we now had won.

Well, the next morn unto our land we came,
And even now my cheeks grow red with shame,
To think what words I said to Nicholas,

(Since on that night in the great ship I was,)
Asking him questions, as if he were God,
Orat the least in that fair land had trod,
And knew it well, and still he answered me

.
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As some great doctor in theology
Might his poor scholar, asking him of heaven.
But unto me next morn the grace was given
To sce land first, and when men certainly
That blessed sight of all sights could descry,
All hearts were melted, and withyhappy tears,
Born of the death of all our doubts and fears,
Yea, with loud weeping, each did each embrace
For joy that we had gained the glorious place.
Then must the minstrels sing, then must they ﬁlay
Some joyous strain to welcome in the day,
But for hot tears could see nor bow nor string,
Nor for the rising sobs make shift to sing;
Yea, some of us in that first ecstasy
For joy of ’scaping death went near to die.
Then might be seen how hard is this world’s lot
When such a marvel was our grief forgot,
And what a thing the world’s joy is to bear,
‘When on our hearts the broken bonds of care
Had left such scars, no man of us could say
The burning words upon his lips that lay;
Since, trained to hide the depths of misery,
Amidst that joy no more our tongues were free.
Ah, then it was indeed when first I knew,
‘Whegpall our wildest dreams seemed coming true,
And we had reached the gates of Paradise
And endless bliss, at what unmeasured price
Man sets his life, and drawing happy breath,
I shuddered at the once familiar death.

35
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Alas, the happy day ! the foolish day !
Alas, the sweet time, too soon passed away !

Well, in a while I gained the Rose-Garland,
And as toward shore we steadily did stand
With all sail set, the yind, which had been light,
Since the beginning of the just past night,
Failed utterly, and the sharp ripple slept,
Then toiling hard forward our keels we swept,
Making small way, until night fell again,
And then, although of landing we were fain,
Needs must we wait, but when the sun was set
Then the cool night a light air did beget,
And ’'neath the stars slowly we moved along,
And found ourselves within a current strong
At daybreak, and the land beneath our lee.

There a long line of breakers could we sec,
That on a yellow sandy beach did fall,
And then a belt of grass, and then a wall
. Of green trees, rising dark against the sky.
Not long we looked, but anchored presently .

A furlong from the shore, and then, all armed,
" Into+he boats the most part of us swarmed,
And pulled with eager hands unto the beach,
But when the seething surf our prow did reach #¥
From off the bows I leapt into the sea
Waist deep, and, ‘wading, was the first to be -
Upon that land ; then to the flowers ¥ ran,
And cried aloud like to a drupken man
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Words without meaning, whereof none took heed,

For all across the yellow beach made speed

To roll among the fair flowers and the grass.
But when our folly somewhat tempered was,

And we could talk like men, we thought it good

To try if we could pierce the thick black wood,

And see what men might dwell in that new land ;

But when we entered it, on either hand

Uprose the trunks, with underwood entwined

Making one thicket, thorny, dense, and blind;

Where with our axes, labouring half the day,

We scarcely made some half a rod of way ;
Therefore, we left that place and tried again,

Yea, many times, but yet was all in vain;

So to the ships we went, when we had begn

A long way in our arms, nor yet had seen

A sign of man, but as for living things,

Gay birds with many-coloured crests and wings,

Conies a-nigh the beach, and while we hacked

Within the wood, grey serpents, yellow-backed,

And monstrous lizards ; yea, and one man said

That 'midst the thorns he saw a dragon’s head ;

And keeping still his eyes on it he felt

For a stout shaft he had within his belt;

But just as he had got it to the string

Andrawn his hand aback, the loathly thing

Vanished away, and how he could not tell.

Now sp'ite of all, little our courage fell,
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For this day’s work, nay rather, all things seemed
To show that we no foolish dream had dreamed—
The pathless, fearful sea, the land that lay

So strange, so hard to find, so far away,

The lovely summer air, the while we knew

That unto winter now at home it grew,

The flowery shore, th¢ dragon-guarded wood,

So hard to pierce—each one of these made good
The foolish hope that led us from our home,

That we to utter misery might come.

Now next morn when the tide began to flow
We weighed, and somewhat northward did we go
Coasting that land, and every now and then
We went ashore to try the woods again,

But little change we found in them, until
Inland we saw a bare and scarped white hill
Rise o'er their tops, and going further on
Unto a broad green river’s mouth we won,
And entering there, ran up it with the flood,
For it was deep although "twixt walls of wood
Darkly enough its shaded stream did flow,
And high trees hid the hill we saw just now.

So as we peered about from side to side
A path upon the right bank we espied ,
Through the thick wood, and mooring hastily ™
Our ships unto the trunks of trees thereby, '
Laurence and I with sixty men took land
With bow or cutting sword or bill in hand,"
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And bearing food to last till the thiid dav;
But with the others there did Nicholas stay
To guard the ships, with whom was Kirstin still,
Who now seemed pining for old things, and ill,
Spite of the sea-breeze and the lovely air.
But as for us, we followed up with care
A winding path, looking from left to right
Lest any deadly thing should come in sight;
And certainly our path a dragon crossed
That in the thicket prescntly we lost ;
And some men said a leopard they espied,
_And further on we heard a beast that cried;
Serpents we saw, like those we erst had seen,
And many-coloured birds, and lizards green,
And apes that chattered from amidst the trees.
So on we went until a dying breeze
We felt upon our faces, and soon grew
The forest thinner, till at last we knew
The great scatped hill, which if we now could scale
For sight of much far country would avail ;
But coming there we climbed it easily,
For though escarped and rough toward the sea,
The beaten path we followed led us round
To where a soft and grassy slope we found,
And there it forked, one arm led up the hill
Another through the forest wound on still ;
Which last we left, in good hope soon to see
Some signs of man, which happened presently ;
For two-thirds up the hill we reached a space

39
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Levelled by man’s hand in the mountain’s face,

And there a rude shrine stood, of unhewn stones

Both walls and roof, with a great heap of bones

Piled up outside it : there awhilc we stood

In doubt, for something there made cold our blood,

Till brother Laurencg, with a whlspered word,

Crossed himself thrice, and drawing forth his sword

Entered alone, but therewith presently

From the inside called out aloud to me

To follow, so I trembling, yet went in

To that abode of unknown monstrous sin,

And others followed : therein could we see,

Amidst the gloom by peering steadily,

An altar of rough stones, and over it

We saw a god of yellow metal sit,

A cubit long, which Laurence with his tongue

Had touched and found pure gold ; withal there hun;

Against the wall men’s bodies brown and dry,

Which gaudy rags of raiment wretchedly

Did wrap about, and all their heads were wreathed

With golden chaplets ; and meanwhile we breathed

A heavy, faint, and sweet spice-laden air,

As though that incense late were scattered there.
But from that house of devils soon we passed

Trembling and pale, Laurence the priest, the last

And got away in haste, nor durst we take

Those golden chaplets for their wearers’ sake

Or that grun golden devil whose they’ were;

“Yet for the rest, although they brought us fear:
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They did but seem to show our heaven a-nigh
Because we deemed these might have come to die
In seeking it, being slain for fatal-sin.
And now we set ourselves in haste to win
Up to that mountain’s top, and on the way
Looked backward oft upon the land that lay
Beneath the hill, and still on every hand
The forest seemed to cover all the land,
But that some four leagues off we saw a space
Clearcd of the trees, and in that open place
Houses we seemed to see, and rising smoke
That told where dwelt the unknown, unseen folk.
But when at last the utmost top we won
A dismal sight our eyes must look upon;
The mountain’s summit, levelled by man’s art,
Was hedged by high stones set some yard apart
All round a smooth paved space, and midst of these
We saw a group of well-wrought images,
Or so they seemed at first, who stood around
An old hoar man laid on the rocky ground
Who seemed to live as yet; now drawing near
We saw indeed what things these figures were ;
Dead corpses, by some deft embalmer dried,
And on this mountain after they had died
Set up like players on a yule-tide feast;
Here stood a hunter, with a spotted beast
Most like a leopard, writhing up his spear ;
Nigh the old man stood one as if drawn near
To give him drink, and on each side his head
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Two damsels daintily apparelled ;

And then again, nigh him who bore the cup,

Were two who "twixt them bore a litter up

As though upon a journey he should go, |

And round about stood men with spear and bow,
And painted targets as the guard to all,

Headed by one beyénd man’s stature tall,

Who, half turned round, as though he gave the word,
Seemed as he once had been a mighty lord.

But the live man amid the corpses laid,
Turning from side to side, some faint word said
Now and again, but kept his eyes shut fast,

And we when from the green slope we had passed
On to this dreadful stage, awe-struck and scared,
Awhile upon the ghastly puppets stared,

Then trembling, with drawn swords, came close a-nigh
To where the hapless ancient man did lie,

Who at the noise we made now oped his eyes
And fixing them upon us did uprise,

And with a fearful scream stretched out his hand,
While upright on his head his hair did stand"

For very terror, while we none the less

Were rooted to the ground for fearfulness,

And scarce our weapons could make shift to hold.
But as we stood and gazed, over he rolled

Like a death-stricken bull, and there he lay, -
With his long-hoarded life quite past away.

Then in our hearts did wonder conquer feas,
And to the dead men did we draw snéar
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And found them such-like things as I have said,
But he, their master, was apparelled;

Like to those others that we saw ¢’en now
Hung up within the dreary house below.

Right little courage had we there to stay,
So down the hill again we took our way,
When looking landward thence we had but seen,
All round about, the forest dull and green,
Pierced by the river where our ships we left,
And bounded by far-off blue mountains, cleft
By passes here and there ; but we went by
The chapel of the gold god silently,
For doubts had risen in our hearts at last
If yet the bitterness of death were past.
But having come again into the wood,
We there took counsel whether it were good
To turn back to the ships, or push on still
Till we had reached the place that from the hill
We had beheld, and since the last seemed best
Onward we marched, scarce staying to take rest
And eat some food, for feverish did we grow
For haste the best or worst of all to know.
Along the path that, as I said before,
Led from the hill, we went, and laboured sore
To gain the open ere the night should fall,
But yet in vain, for like a dreary pall
Cast o’er the world, the darkness hemmed us 1n,
And though we struggled desperately to win

43
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From out the forest through the very night,
Yet did that labour so abate our might,
We thought it good to rest among the trees,
Nor come on those who might be enemies
In the thick darkness, neither did we dare
To light a fire lest folk should slay us there
Mazed and defenceless ; so the one half slept
As they might do, the while the others kept
Good guard in turn ; and as we watched we heard
Sounds that might well have made bold men afeard,
And cowards die of fear, but we, alone,
Apart from all, such desperate men were grown,
If we should fail to win our Paradise,
That common life we now might well despise.

So by the day-break on our way we were
When we had seen to all our fighting gear;
And soon we came unto that open space,
And here and there about a grassy place
Saw houses scattered, neither great nor fair,
For they were framed of trees as they grew there, ~
_ And walled with wattle-work from tree to tr¥e;
And thereabout beasts unknown did we see,
Four-footed, tame ; and soon a man came out
From the first house, and with a startled shout
Took to his heels, and soon from far and near,
The folk swarmed out, and still as in great fear " .-
Gave us no second look, but ran their best,
And they being clad but lightly for the rest,
“To follow them seemed little mastery, - -
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So to their houses gat we speedily

To see if we might take some loiterdk ;

And some few feeble folk we did find there,
Though most had fled, and unto these with pain
We made some little of our meaning plain,

And sent an old man forth into thg wood

To show his fellows that our will was good.

Who going from us came back presently

His message done, and with him two or three
The boldest of his folk, and they in turn

A little of us by our signs did learn, :
Then went their way : and so at last all fear

Was laid aside, and thronging they drew near

To look upon us; and at last came one

Who had upon his breast a golden sun,

And in strange glittering gay attire was clad ;

He let us know our coming made him glad,

And bade us come with him ; so thereon we,
Thinking him some one in authority,

Rose up and followed him, who with glad face
Led us th?ough closer streets of that strange place,
And brought us lastly to a shapely hall

Round and high-roofed, held up with tree-trunks tall,
And midst his lords the barbarous king sat there,
' Gold-crowned, in strange apparel rich and fair,
Whereat we shuddered, for we saw that he

Was clad like him that erewhile we did see
Upon the hill, and like those other ones

Hung in ‘the dismal shrine of unhewn stones.
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Yet nought of evil did he seem to think,
But bade us sit by him and eat and drink,
So cating did we speak by signs meanwhile
Each unto each, and they would laugh and smile
As folk well pleased ; and with them all that day
Well feasted, learning some things did we stay.
And sure of all the folk I ever saw
These were the gentlest: if they had a law
We knew not then, but still they seemed to b2
Like the gold people of antiquity.

Now when we tried to ask for that good land,
Eastward and seaward did they point the hand;
Yet if they knew what thing we meant thereby
We knew not; but when we for our reply
Said that we came thence, they made signs to say
They knew it well, and kneeling down they lay
Before our feet, as people worshipping.

But'we, though somewhat troubled at this thing,
Failed not to hope, because it seemed to us
That this so simple folk and virtuous,

_ So happy midst their dreary forest bowers, .
Showed at the least a better land than ours,
And some yet better thing far onward lay.

Amidst all this we made a shift to pray
That some of them would go with us, to be
Our fellows on the perilous green sea,’ '

And much did they rejoice when this they knew, -
And straightway midst their young men lots they drew,
And the next morn of these they gave us ten,
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And wept at our departing.

Now tHcsc men,
Though brown indeed through dint of that hot sun,
Were comely and well knit, as any one
1 saw in Greece, and fit for dceds of war,
Though as I said of all men gentlest far;
Their arms were axe and spear, and shield and bow,
But nought of iron did they seem to know,
For all their cutting tools were edged with flint,
Or with soft copper, that soon turned and bent ;
With cloths of cotton were their bodies clad,
But other raiment for delight they had
Most fairly woven of some unknown thing ;
And all of them from little child to king
Had many ornaments of beaten gold :
Certes, we might have gathered wealth untold
Amongst them, had that then becn in our thought,
But none the glittering evil valued aught.

Now of these foresters, we learned, that they
Hemmed by the woods, went seldom a long way
From whd® we saw them, and no boat they had,
Or much of other people good or bad
They knew, and ever had they little war:

But now and then a folk would come from far

In ships unlike to ours, and for their gold

Would give them goods; and some men over bold
Who dwelt beyond the great hill we had seen,
Had waged them war, but these all slain had been
Among the tangled woods by men who knew
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What tracks of beasts the thicket might pierce through.
Such things their told us whom we brought away,

But after this, for certes on that day

- Not much we gathered of their way of life.
So to the ships we came at last, and rife

With many things new learned, we told them all,

And though our cotrage might begin to fall

A little now, yet each to other we

Made countenance of great felicity,

And spoke as if the prize were well-nigh won.

Behold then, sirs, how fortune led us on,
Little by little till we reached the worst,
And still our lives grew more and more accurst. LY

THE ELDER oF THE CITY.

Nay, friends, believe your worser life now past,
And that a little bliss is reached at last ;
Take heart, therefore, for like a tale so told
Is each man's life : and ye, who have beewold
To see and suffer such unheard-of things,
Henceforth shall be more worshipped than the kings
We hear you name ; then since ye reach this day
How are ye worse for what has passed away ?

TuE WANDERER.

Kind folk, what words of ours can give you praise
That fits your kindness ; yet for those past days,
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If we bemoan our lot, think this at least :

We are as men, who cast aside a fepst

Amidst their lowly fellows, that they may

Eat with the king, and who at end of day,
Bearing sore stripes, with great humility

Must pray the | \desmen of those men to be
They scorned’ that day while yet the sun was high.

Not long within the river did we lie,
But put to sea intending as before
To coast with watchful eyes che unknown shore,
And strive to pierce the woods : three days we-sailed,
And little all our watchfulness availed,
Though all that time the wind was fair enow ;
But on the fourth day it began to blow
From off the land, and still increased on us
Until the storm grown wild and furious,
Although at anchor still we strove to ride,
Had blown us out into the ocean wide,
Far out of sight of land ; and when at last,
After threi@days, its fury was o’erpast,
Of all our counsels this one was the best
" To beat back blindly to the longed-for west ;
Bﬂing the wind was, toilsome was the way, -
Nor did we make land till the thirtieth day,
When both flesh-meat and water were nigh spent,
. But anchoring at last, ashore we went,
And found the-land far better than the first,
- For this with no thick forest was accurst,
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Though here and there were scattered clumps of wood.

The air was cooler} too, but soft and good,

Fair streams we saw, and herds of goatsgnd deer,

But nothing noisome for a man to fear.
So since at anchor safe our good ships lay

Within the long hor?s of a sandy bay,

We thought it good ashore to take our ease,

And pitched our tents a-nigh some maple-trees’

Not far from shore, and there with little pain

Enough of venison quickly did we gain

To feast us all, and high feast did we hold

Lighting great fires, for now the nights were cold

And we were fain a noble roast to eat;

Nor did we lack for drink to better meat,

For from the dark hold of the Rose-Garland

A well-hooped cask our shipmen brought a-land,

That knew some white-walled city of the Rhine.
There crowned with flowers, and flushed with noble

) wine,

Hearkening the distant murmur of the main,

And safe upon our promised land again, @

What wonder if our vain hopes rose once more

And Heaven seemed dull beside that twice-won shore.
By midnight in our tents were we asleep,

And little watch that night did any keep,

,Far as our pleasanice that fair land we deemed.

But in my sleep of lovely things I dreamed.‘ o

For I was back at chklegarth once more,

But not a mutt-man's son thereasofyore,
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But the Greek king, or so I seemed to be,

Set on the throne whose awe and; majesty
Gold lions:guard ; before whose moveless feet
A damsel knelt, praying in words so sweet

For what I know not now, that both mine eyes
Grew full of tears, and I must bid her rise
And sit beside me ; step by ste;) she came

Up the gold stair, setting my heart a-flame
With all her beauty, till she reached the throne
And there sat down, but as with her alone

In that vast hall, my hand her hand did seek,
And on my face I felt her balmy cheek, -+
Throughout my heart there shot a dreadful pang,
And down below us, with a sudden clang

The golden lions rose, and roared aloud,

And in at every door did armed men crowd,
Shouting out death and curses, and I fell
Dreaming indeed that this at last was hell

But therewithal I woke, and through the night
Heard®hrieks and shouts and clamour as of fight,
And snatching up y axe, unarmed beside
Nor scarce awaked, my rallying cry I cried,

And with good haste unto the hubbub went ;
But even in“the entry of the tent

Some dark mass hid the star-besprinkled sky,
And whistling past my head a spear did fly,
And striking out I saw a naked man

Fall 'neath my blow, nor heeded him, but ran



52 THE EARTHLY PARADISE.

Unto the captain’s tent, for there indeed
I saw my fellows stapd at desperate need,
Beset with foes, nor yet armed more than I,
Though on the way I rallied hastily
Some better armed, with whom I straightway fell
Upon the foe, who with a hideous yell
Turned round upon us; but we desperate
And fresh, and dangereus for our axes’ weight,
Fought so that they must needs give back a pace
And yield our fellows some small breathing space ;
Then gathering all together, side by side
We laid our weapons, and our cries we cried
And rushed upon them, who abode no more
Our levelled points, but scattering from the shore
Ran here and there, but when some two or three
We in the chase had slain right easily,
We held our hands, nor followed more their flight,
Fearing the many chances of the night.

Then did we light our watch-fires up again
And armed us all, and found three good men slain ;
Ten wounded, among whom was Nicholas, *
Though little heedful of these things he was,
For in his tent he sat upon the ground,
Holding fair Kirstin’s hand, whom he had foun&
Dead, with a feathered javelin in her breast.
. But taking counsel now, we thought it best
To gather up our goods and get away
“Unto the ships, and there to wait. the da,y S
Nor did we loiter, fearful lest the foe, :

Bl
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‘Who somewhat now our feebleness must know,
Should come on us with force made manifold,
And all our story quickly should be told.

So to our boats in haste the others gat,

But in his tent, not speaking, Nicholas sat,

Nor moved when o’er his head we struck the tent.
But when all things were ready, then I went
And raised the body up, and silently

Walked with it down the beach unto the sea;
Then he arose and followed me, and when

He reached at last the now embarking men, |
And in a boat my burden I had laid,

He sat beside ; but no word had he said

Since first he knew her slain. Such ending had
The night at whose beginning all were glad.

One wounded man of theirs we brought with us
Hoping for news, but he grew furious
When he awoke aboard from out his swoon,
And tore his wounds, and smote himself, and soon
Died outright, though his hurts were slight enow,
So nought from him of that land could we know.
But now as we that luckless country scanned,
Just at the daybreak did we see a band
Of these barbarians come with shout and yell
Across the place where all these things befell,
Down to the very edges of the sea;
But though armed now, by day, we easily
Had made a shift no few of them to slay,
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It seemed to us the better course to weigh

And try another entry to that land ;

So southward with a light wind did we stand,
Not losing sight of shore, and now and then

I led ashore the more part of our men

Well armed, by daylight, and the barbarous folk
Once and again from bushments on us broke,
Whom without loss of men we brushed away.
But in our turn it happed to us one day

Upon a knot of them unwares to come,

These we bore back with us, the most of whom
Would neither eat nor drink, but sullenly

Sat in a corner of the ship to die;

But 'mongst them was a woman, who at last,
Won by the glitter of some toy we cast

About her neck, by soft words and by wine,
Began to answer us by sign to sign;

Of whom we learned not much indeed, but when
We set on shore those tameless savage men,
And would have left her too, she seemed to pray,
kor terror of her folk, with us to stay :
Therefore we took her back with us, and she,
‘Though learning not our tongue too easily,
“Unto the forest-folk began to speak.

Now midst all this passed many a weary week,
And we no nigher all the time had come
Unto the portal of our blissful home, - .
-And needs our bright hope somewhnt must decay H
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Yet none the less as dull day passed by day,
Still onward by our folly were we lad,
And still with lies our wavering hearts we fed.

Happy we were in this, that still the wind
Blew as we wished, and still the air was kind ;
Nor failed we of fresh water as wg went
Along the coast, and oft our bows we bent
On beast and fowl, and had no lack of food.

Upon a day it chanced, that as we stood
Somewhat off shore to fetch about a ness,
Although the wind was blowing less and less, .
We were entrapped into a fearful sea,

And carried by a current furiously

Away from shore, and there were we so tost

That for awhile we deemed ourselves but lost

Amid those tumbling waves ; but now at last,

When out of sight of land we long had passed, .

The sea fell, and again toward land we stood,

Which, reached upon the tenth day, seemed right good,
But yet untilled, and mountains rose up high

Far inland, mingling with the cloudy sky.

Once more we took the land, and since we found
That, more than ever, beasts did there abound,
We pitched our camp beside a little stream.

But scarcely there of Paradise did dream

As heretofore. Qur camp we fortified

With wall and dyke, and then the land we tried,
And found the people most untaught and wild,
Nigh void of arts, but harmless, good, and mild,
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Nor fearing us : with some of these we went
Back to our camp and people, with intent
To question them, by her we last had got.
But when she heard their tongue she knew it not,
Nor did. those otheis: but they seemed to say,
That o’er the mountajns other lands there lay
Where folk dwelt, clothed and armed like unto us,
But made withal as they were timorous
And feared them much. Then we made 51gns that we,
So little feared by all that tumbling sea,
Would go to seek them; but they still would stay
Our journey ; nathless what they meant to say
We scarce knew yet : howbeit, since these men
Were friendly, and the weather, which till then
Had been most fair, now grew to storm and rain,
And the wind blew on land, and not in vain
To us poor fools, that tale, half understood
Those folk had told : midst all, we thought it good
- To haul our ships ashore, and build us there
A place where we might dwell, till we could fare
Along the coast, or inland it might be,
That fertile realm, those goodly men to see.

Right foul the weather was a dreary space
‘While we abode with people of that place,
And built them huts, as well we could, for we.
Who dwell in Norway have great mastery
In woodwnght's craft ; but they in tumn would bnng
‘Wild fruits to us, and many-a woodland thing, -
‘And catch us fish, and show us how to take



PROLOGUE—THE WANDERERS. 57

The smaller beasts, and meanwhile for our sake
They learned our tongue, and we tog somewhat learned
Of words of theirs ; but day by day we yearned
To cross those mountains, and I wdke no morn,
To find myself lost, wretched, and forlorn,
But those far-off white summits gaye me heart;
Now too those folk their story could impart
Concerning them, and that in short was this—
—Beyond them lay a fair abode of bliss
Where dwelt men like the Gods, and clad as we,
Who doubtless lived on through eternity
Unless the very world should come to nought;
But never had they had the impious thought
To scale those mountains, since most surely, none
Could follow.over them the fearful sun
And live, of men they knew; but as for us
They said, who were so wise and glorious
It might not be sa.

Thus they spoke one eve
When the black rain-clouds for a while did leave
Upon the fresh and teeming earth to frown,
And we they spoke to had just set us down
Midmost their village : from the resting earth
Sweet odours rose, and in their noisy mirth
The women played, as rising from the brook
Off their long locks the glittering drops they shook ;
Betwixt the huts the children raced along ;

: Some man was singing a wild barbarous song -

A-nigh us, and these folk possessing nought,
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And lacking nought, lived happy, free from thought,
Or so it seemed—put we, what thing could pay
For all that we had left so far away ?
Such thoughts ds these I uttered murmuringly,
But lifting up miné eyes, against the sky
Beheld the snowy pgaks brought near to us
By a strange sunset, red and glorious,
That seemed as through the much-praised land it lit,
And would do, long hours after we must sit
Beneath the twinkling stars with none to heed :
And though I knew it was not so indeed,
Yet did it seem to answer me, as though
It called us once more on our quest to go.
Then springing up I raised my voice and said,—
“What is it, fellows, fear ye to be dead
Upon those peaks, when, if ye loiter here
Half dead, with very death still drawing near,
Your lives are wasted all the more for this,
That ye in this world thought to garner bliss ;
Unless indeed ye chance to think it well
With this unclad and barbarous folk to dwell,
Deedless and hopeless ; ye, to whom the land,
That o’er the world has sent so many a band
Of conquering men, was not yet good enough.
“Did ye then deem the way would not be rough
Unto the lovely land ye so desire?
Did ye not rather swear through blood and ﬁre, .
And all ill things to follow up this quest .
Till life or death your longing laid to rest?
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“ Let us not linger here then, until fate
Make longing unavailing, hope too late,
And turn to lamentations all our prayers,
But with to-morrow cast aside your cires,
And stout of heart make ready for tl 2 strife
Twixt this short time of dreaming :':';]d real life.
“ Lo now, if but the half will come with me,
The summit of those mountains will I see,
Or, else die first; yea, if but twenty men
Will follow me ; nor will I stay if ten
Will share my trouble or felicity—
What do I say? alone, O friends, will I
Seek for my life, for no man can die twice,
And death or life may give me Paradise !”

Then Nicholas said, “ Rolf, I will go with thee,
For desperate do I think the quest to be,
And I shall die, and that to me is well,
Or else I may forget, I cannot tell —
still T will go.”

Then Laurence said, “I too

Will go remembering what I said to you,
When any land, the first to which we came
Seemed that we sought, and set your hearts aflame,
And all seemed won to you: but still I think,
Perchance years hence, the fount of life to drink,
Unless by some ill chance I first am slain,
But boundless risk must pay for boundless gain.”

So mgst men said, but yet a few there were
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Who said, “ Nay, soothly let us live on here,

We have been foo]s and we must pay therefore
With this dull life, and labour very sore

Until we die; ye are we grown too wise

Upon this earth t seek for Paradise ;

Leave us, but ye niuy yet come back again

When ye have found your trouble nought and vain.”

Well, in three days we left those men behind,
Fo dwell among the simple folk and kind
Who were our guides at first, until that we
Reached the green hills clustered confusedly
About the mountains, then they turned, right glad
That till that time no horrors they had had ;
But we still hopeful, making nought of time,
The rugged rocks now set ourselves to climb,
And lonely there for days and days and days
We stumbled through the blind and bitter ways,
Now rising to the never-melting snow,
Now beaten thence, and fain to try below
Another kingdom of that world of stone.
At last when all our means of life were gone,
" And some of us had fallen in the fight
With cold and weariness, we came in sight
Of what we hungered for—what then—what.then?
— A savage land, a land untilled again, '
No lack of food while lasted shaft or bow,
ButfolktheWorstofallwecamemknom, ‘
Scarce hke to men, yee., worse than wmost of beasts,
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For of men slain they made their impious feasts ;
These, as I deem for our fresh blood athirst
From out the thick wood often on u} burst.

Not heeding death, and in confused ight
We spent full many a wretched day gnd night,
That yet were happiest of the timegfwe knew,

For with our grief such fearful foes we grew,

That Odin’s gods had hardly scared men more

As fearless through the naked press we bore.

At first indeed some prisoners did we take,
Asking them questions for our fair land’s sake,
Hoping ’gainst hope ; but when in vain had beén
Our questioning, and we one day had seen
Their way of banqueting, then axe and spear
Ended the wretched life and sullen fear
Of any wild man wounded in the fight.

-So with the failing of our hoped delight
We grew to be like devils—then I knew
At my own cost, what each man cometh to
When every pleasure from his life is gone,
And hunger and desire of life alone,
That still beget dull rage and bestial fears,
Like gnawing serpents through the world he bears.

What time we spent there? nay, I do not know:

For happy folk no time can pass too slow
- Because they die; because at last they die
.And are at rest, no time too fast can fly
For wretchea but etermty of woe
Had hemmed -us in, and neither fast or slow
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Passed the dull time as we held reckoning.

Yet midst so many a wretched, hopeless thing

One hope there ¥as, if it was still a hope,

At last, at last, tg turn, and scale the cope

Of those dread nfpuntains we had clambered o'er.
And we did turn, {nd with what labour sore,
What thirst, what hunger, and what wretchedness
We struggled daily, how can words express ?
VYet-amidst all, the kind God led us on

Until at last a high raised pass we won

And like grey clouds afar bcheld the sea,

And weakened with our toil and misery '

Wept at that sight, that hike a friend did seem
Forgotten long, beheld but in a dream

When we know not if he be still alive.

But thence descending, we with rocks did strive,
Till dwindled, wcary, did we reach the plain
And came unto our untaught friends again,

And those we left, who yet alive and well,

Wedded to brown wives, fain would have us tell
* The story of our woes, which when they heard,

The country people wondered at our word,

But not our fellows ; and so all being said

A little there we gathered lustihead

Still talking over what was best to do.

And we the leaders yet were fain to go

From sea to sea and take what God might send,

Who at the worst our hopes and griefs would end

With that same death we once had hoped to stay,
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Or even yet might send us such a day,
That our past troubles should but make us glad
As men rejoice in pensive songs an¥l sad.

This was our counsel ; those that’,we had left
Said, that they once before had beep bereft
Qf friends and country by a sick man’s dream,
That this their life not evil did they deem
Nor would they rashly cast it down the wind ;
But whoso went, that they would stay behind.
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Others there were who said, whate’er might come,

They would at least seek for the happy home
They had forgotten once, and there at last
In penitence for sins and follies past

Wait for the death that they in vain had fled.

Well, when all things by all sides had been said
We drew the ships again unto the sea,
Which those who went not with us, carefully
Had tended for those years we were away
. (Which still they said was ten months and a day) ;
And these we rigged, and in a little while
_The Fighting Man looked o'er the false sea’s smile
Upto the land of Norway, and our band
Across the bulwarks of the Rose-Garlapd,
: Amidst of tears arid doubt-and misery
'Sént after them a feeble farewell cry, ,
‘ And they retutned-a tremulous faint cheer, _
Whﬂz from: the sandy shellstrewn beach anear |
"Fhip soft West wind across the wayes bore out
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A strange confused, noise of wail and shout,
For there the dark line of the outland folk
A few familiar gref-eyed faces broke,

That minded us of Norway left astern,

Ere we began ourtheavy task to learn.

THE ELDER oF THE CITY.

by my deeming had ye still gone on
ye had crossed the mountains, ye had won
Unto another sea at last, and there
Had found clad folk, and cities great and fair
Though not the deathless country of your thought.

THE WANDERER.

Yea, sirs, and short of that we had deemed nought,
Ere yet our hope of life had fully died,
And for those cities scarce should we have tried.
E'en had we known of them, and certainly
Nought but those bestial people did we see :
But let m4q hasten now unto the end.

Fair wind and lovely weather God did send
To us deserted men, who bit two score
. Now mustered, so we stood off from the shore
Still stretching south till we lost land again,
Because we deemed our labgur would be vain
Upon the Iand o0 near where we Had begn,
. Where none of g as yet & sign.bad seen . /.
Of that which. we desired.  Asslaow wé fow..)-
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Thus left alone, each unto other grew
The dearer friends, and less accursed we seemed -
As still the less of "scaping death wf dreamed,
And knew the lot of all men should be ours,

A chequered day of sunshine and of showers
Fading to twilight and dark night «t last.

Those forest folk with ours their lot had cast,..
And ever unto us were leal and true, i
And now when all our tongue at last they knew_ -
They told us tales, too long to tell as now;

Yet this one thing I fain to you would show
About the dying man our sight did kill .
Amidst the corpses on that dreary hill :
Namely, that when their king drew nigh to death,
But still had left in him some little breath,
They bore him to that hill, when they had slain,
“By a wild root that killed with little pain,
His servants and his wives like as we saw, :
Thinking that thence the gods his soul would draw _
To heaven ; but the king being dead at last,
The seryants dead being taken down, they cast
_Inte the river, but the king they hung
‘ @mbalm«ed within that chapel, where they sung:
: oﬂice over-him in solemn’wise,
Ist the moke of plenteous sacnﬁce.
Waﬂ, shgugh wild hépe no ianger in us burned
‘:,ft‘fhto the agd withiz: a while we tirned, - .
A ; miuichthe same, und stll unhiled;
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And still its people of all arts unskilled ;
And some wcre dangerous and some were kind ;
But midst them no fnore tidings did we find
Of what we once hbd deemed well won, but now
Was like the dream of some past kingly show.
What shall I say \f all these savages,
Of these wide plains besct with unsown trees,
Through which untamed man-fearing beasts did range ?
To us at least there seemed but little change,
For we were growing weary of the world.
Whiles did we dwell ashore, whiles were we Lurled
Out to the landless ocean, whilcs we lay
Long time within some river or decp bay;
And so the months went by, until at last,
When now three years were fully overpast
Since we had left our fellows, and grown old
Qur leaky ship along the water rolled,
Upon a day unto a land we came
Whose people spoke a tongue well-nigh the same
As that our forest people used, and who
A little of the arts of mankind knew,
And tilled the kind earth, certes not in vain;
For wealth of melons we saw there, and grain
Strange unto us. Now battered as we were,
Grown old before our time, in worn-out gear,
These people, when we first set foot ashore,
Garlands of flowers and fruits unto us bore,
And worshipped us as gods, and for no words
That we could say would cease to call us lords,
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And pray our help to give them bliss and peate,

And fruitful seasons of the earth’s increase.
Withal at last, they, when in tﬂk they fell

With our good forest-folk, to them did tell

That they were subject to a mighty king,

Who, as they said, ruled over everything,

And, dwelling in a glorious city, had

All things that men desire to make them glad.

‘“ He,” said they, ‘“none the less shall be but slave

Unto your lords, and all that he may have
Will he but take as free gifts at their hands,
If they will deign henceforth to bless his lands
With their most godlike presence.”

Ye can think
How we poor wretched souls outworn might shrink
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From such strange worship, that l’kke mocking seemed

To us, who of a godlike state had dreamed,
And missed it in such wise ; yet none the less
An earthly haven to our wretchedness
This city seemed, therefore we 'gan to pray
That some of them would guide us on our way,
Which words of ours they heard most joyously,
And brought us to their houses nigh the sea,
.And feasted us with such things as they might.
But almost ere th~ ending of the night
We started on our journey, being up-borne
In litters, like to kings, who so forlom
'Had beén erewhile ; 50 in some ten days’ space
- Théy brought us nigh their king’s abiding place ;
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And as we went the land seemed fair enough,
Though sometimes did we pass through forests rough,
Deserts and fens, yet for the most the way
Through ordered villages and tilled land lay,
Which after all the sqnalid miseries
We had beheld, seemed heaven unto our eyes,
Though strange to us it was.

But now when we
From a hill-side the city well could see,
Our guides there prayed us to abide awhile,
Wherefore we stayed, though eager to beguile
Our downcast hearts from brooding o’er our woe
By all the new things that abode might show ;
So while we bided on that flowery down
The swiftest of them sped on toward the town
To bear them news of this unhoped-for bliss ;
And we, who now some little happiness
Could find in that fair place and pleasant air,
Sat 'neath strange trees, on new flowers growing there
Of scent unlike to those we knew of old,
While unfamiliar tales the strange birds told.
But certes seemed that city fair enow
That spread out o'er the well-tilled vale below,
Though nowise built like such as we had seen;
Walled with white walls it was, and gardens green
Were set between the houses everywhere ;
And now and then rose up a tower foursquare ; -
Lessening in stage on stage : with ingny s hue,. .
The house walls glowed, of red anid-grects andiblue,
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And some with gold were well adorned, and one
From roofs of gold flashed back the noontide sun.
Had we seen such a place not l(ng ago

We should have made great haste to get thereto,
Deeming that it must be the heaven we sought.

But now while quietly we sat, and thought

Of many things, the gate wherein that road
Had end, was opened wide, and thereout flowed
A glittering throng of people, young and old,

And men and women, much adorned with gold ;
Wherefore we rose to meet them, who stood still
When they beheld us winding down the hill,

And lined both sides of the grey road, but we
Now drawing nigh them, first of all could see
0Old men in venperable raiment clad,

White-bearded, who sweet flowering branches had
In their right hands, then young men armed right well
After their way, which now were long to tell,

Then damsels clad in radiant gold array,

" Who with sweet-smelling blossoms strewed the way
Before our feet, then men with gleaming swords
And glittering robes, and crowned like mighty lords,
And last of all, within the very gate
The king himself, round whom our guides did wait, -
Kneeling with humble faces downward bent.

What wonder if, as "twixt these folk we went,

‘Hearkemng their singing and sweet minstrelsy,

A little nigher seemed our heaven to be—

“Algs;. a fair folk, a sweet spot of earth,
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A land where many a lovely thing has birth,
But where all fair things come at last to die.
Now when we threehunto the king drew nigh
Before our fellows, he, adored of all,
Spared not before us on his knees to fall,
And as we deemed who knew his specch but ill,
Began to pray us to bide with him still,
Speaking withal of some old prophecy
Which seemed to say that there we should not dic
What could we do amidst these splendid lords ?
No time it was to doubt or make long words,
Nor with a short but happy life at hand
Durst we to ask about the perfect land,
Though well we felt the life whereof he spoke,
Could never be among those mortal folk.
Therefore we way-worn, disappointed men,
So richly dowered with three-score years and ten,
Vouchsafed to grant the king his whole request,
Thinking ‘within that town awhile to rest,
And gather news about the hope that fled
Still on before us, risen from the dead,
From out its tomb of toil and misery,
That held it while we saw but sca and sky,
Or untilled lands and people void of bliss,
And our own faces heavy with distress.

But entering now that town, what huge dehght
We had therein, how. lovely to our sight -
Was the well-ordered lité of people there, .
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#ho on that night within a palace fair

Made us a feast with great solemnity,

Till we forgot that we came thereko die

If we should leave our quest, for as great kings

They treated us, and whatsoever things

We asked for, or could think of, those were ours.
Houses we had, noble with walls and towers,

Lovely with gardens, cooled with running streams,

And rich with gold beyond a miser’s dreams,

And men and women slaves, whose very lives

Were in our hands ; and fair and princely wives

If so we would ; and all things for delight,

Good to the taste or beautiful to sight

The land might yield. They taught us of their law,

The muster of their men-at-arms we saw,

As men who owned them ; in their judgment-place

Our lightest word made glad the pleader’s face,

And the judge trembled at our faintest frown.
Think then, if we, late driven up and down

Upon the uncertain sea, or struggling sore

With barbarous men upon an untilled shore,

Or at the best, midst people ignorant

Of arts and letters, fighting against want

Of very food—think if we now were glad

From day to day, and as folk crazed and mad

Deemed our old selves, the wanderers on the sea.

. And if at whiles midst our felicity
.We yet remembered us of that past day
When in the long swell off the land we lay,
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Weeping for joy at our accomplished dream,

And each to each a very god did seem,

For fear was dead ZI' if we remembered this,

Vet after all, was this our life of bliss,

A little thing that we had gained at last?

And must we sorrow for the idle past,

Or think it ill that thither we were led ?

Thus seemed our old desire quite quenched and dead.
You must remember though, that we were young,

Five years had passed since the grey fieldfare sung

To me a dreaming youth laid ’neath the thorn,

And though while we were wandering and forlora

I seemed grown old and withered sudden.y,

But twenty summers had I seen go by

When I left Viken on *hat desperate cruise.

But now again our wrinkles did we lose

With memory of our ills, and like a dream

Our fevered quest with its bad days did seem,

And many things grew fresh again, forgot

While in our hearts that wild desire was hot :

Yea, though at thought of Norway we might sigh,

Small was the pain which that sweet memory.

Brought with its images seen fresh and clear,

And many an old familiar thing grown dear, .

We loved but little while we lived with it.

So smoothly oer our heads the days did ﬁxt., ‘

Yet not eventless either, for we tanght - .
Such loreaswe&omou;ownhnﬂhmmgbt

SRS H
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Unto this folk, who when they wrote must draw

Such draughts as erst at Micklegarth I saw,

Writ for the evil Pharaoh-kings of ¢Id ;

Their arms were edged with copper or with gold,

Whereof they had great plenty, or with flint ;

No armour had they fit to bear the dint

Of tools like ours, and little could avail

Their archer craft ; their boats knew nought of sail,

And many a feat of building could we show,

Which midst their splendour still they did not * now.

"And midst of all, war fell upon the land,

And in forefront of battle must we stand,

To do our best, though little mastery

We thought it then to make such foer--n flee

As there we met ; but when again we came

Into the town, with sorreth’ 1g like to shame

We took the worship of that simple folk

Rejoicing for their freedom from the yoke

That round about their necks had hung so long.

For thus that war began : some monarch strong

Conquered their land of old, and thereon la.d

A dreadful tribute, whi¢h they still had paid

With tears and curses ; for as eacl. fifth year
“Came round, this heavy shame they needs must bear

Ten youths, ten mmdens must they choose by lot
“Among the fairest that they then had got,

‘Who a long journey o'er the hills must go
_ Unto the tyrant, nor with signs of woe

Enter his city, but.in bright array,
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And harbingered by songs and carols gay,
Betake them to the temple of his god ;
But when the stredts their weary feet had trod
Their wails must crown the long festivity,
For on the golden altar must they die.

Such was the sentence till the year we came,
And counselled them to put away this shame
1f they must die therefore, so on that year
Barren of blood the devil’s altars were,
Wherefore a herald clad in strange attire
The tyrant sent them, and but blood and fire
His best words were ; him they sent back again
Defied by us, who made his threats but vain,
When face to face with those ill folk we stood
Ready to seal our counsel with our blood.

Past all belief they loved us for all this,
And if it would have added to our bliss
That they should die, this surely *»ey had done;
So smoothly slipped the years past one by one,
And we had lived and died as happy there
As any men the labouring earth may bear,
But for the poison of that wickedness
That led us on God’s edicts to redress.
At first indeed death seemed so far away,’
So sweet in our new home was every day, -
That we forgot death like the most of men
‘Who cannot count the threescore years and ten;
Yet we grew fearful as the time dfew on,
And needs must think of all we might have won,’
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Yea, by so much the happier that we were
By just so much increased on us our fear
And those old times of our past misegy
Seemed not so evil as the days went by
Faster and faster with the year's increase,
For loss of youth to us was loss of peace

Two gates unto the road of life there are,

And to the happy youth both secm afar,

Both seem afar, so far the past one secms,

The gate of birth, made dim with many dreams,
Bright with remembered hopes, beset with flowers ;
So far it seems he cannot count the hours

That to this midway path have led him on

Where every joy of life now seemeth won —

So far, he thinks not of the other gate,

Within whose sbade the ghosts of dea.l hopes wait
To call upon him a. .c draws anear,

Despoiled, alone, and dull with many a fear,
““Where is thy work ? how little thou hast done,
Where are thy friends, why art thou so alone ?”

How shall he weigh his life? slow goes the timc

The while the fresh dew-sprinkled hill we climb,
Thinking of what shall be the other side,

Slow pass perchance the minutes we abide

On the gained summit, blinking at the sun ;
But when the downward journey is begun

No miore our feet may loiter, past our ears
Shrieks the harsh wind scarce noted midst our fears,
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And battling with the hostile things we meet -
Till, ere we know it, our weak shrinking feet
Have brought ugto the end and all is done.

And so with us it was, when youth twice won
Now for the second time had passed away,
And we unwitting were grown old and grey,
And one by one, the death of some dear friend,
Some cherished hope, brought to a troublous end
Our joyous life; as in a dawn of June
The lover, dreaming of the brown bird’s tune
And longing lips unto his own brought near,
Wakes up the crashing thunder-peal to hear.
So, sirs, when this world’s pleasures came to nought,
Not upon God we set our wayward thought,
But on the folly our own hearts had made ;
Once more the stories of the past we weighed
With what we hitherto had found, once more
We longed to be by some unknown far shore,
Once more our life seemed trivial, poor, and vain,
Till we our lost fool’s paradise might gain,
And we were like the felon doomed to die,
Who when unto the sword he draws a-nigh
Struggles and cries, though erewhile in his cell - -
He heard the priest of heaven and pardon tell, .
Weepmg and halfcontented to be slam. .

Was I theﬁ:rst who thm:ght ofthxs agﬁn?
'~Perchan,ce I was, bm bhowsog'er that be-
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Long time I thought of these things certainly
Ere I durst stir my fellows to the quest,
Though secretly myself, with little rest
For tidings of our lovely land I sought.
Should prisoners from another folk be brought .
Unto our town, I questioned them of this;
I asked the wandering merchants of a bliss
They dreamed not of, in chaffering for their goods ;
The hunter in the far-off lonely woods,
The fisher in the rivers nigh the sea,
Must tell their wild strange stories unto me.
Within the temples books of records lay
Such as T told of, thereon day by day
I pored, and got long stories from the priests
Of many-handed gods with heads of beasts,
And such-like dreariness ; and still, midst all
Sometimes a glimmering light would seem to fall
Upon my ignorance, and less content
As time went on I grew, and ever went
About my daily life distractedly,
Until at last I felt that I must die
Or to my fellows tell what in me was.
So on a day I came to Nicholas

And trembling ’gan to tell of this and that,

And as I spoke with downcast eyes I sat

- Fearing to see some scomn within his eyes,
Or horror at uphappy memories ;
But now, wheii mine eyes cotld no longer keep ..
The tears from falling, he too, nigh.to weep,
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Spoke out, “ O Rolf, why hast thou come to me,

Who thinking I was happy, now must see

That only with the ending of our breath,

Or by that fair escape from fear and death

Can we forget the hope that erewhile led

Our little band to woe and drearihead ?

But now are we grown old, Rolf, and to-day

Life is a little thing to cast away,

Nor can we suffer many years of it

If all goes wrong, so no more will I sit,

Praying for all the things that cannot be :

Tell thou our fellows what thou tellest me,

Nor fear that I will leave you in your need.”
Well, sirs, with all the rest I had such speed

That men enough of us resolved to go

The very bitterness of death to know

Or else to conquer him ; some idle tale

With our kind hosts would plenteously avail,

For of our quest we durst not tell them aught,

Since something more than doubt was in our thought,

Though unconfessed, that we should fail at last,

Nor had we quite forgot our perils past.

Alas! can weak men hide such thoughts 4s these ?
I think the summer wind that bows the trees
Through which the dreamer wandereth mntténng .
Will bear abroad some knowledge of the thing .~
That so consumes him; howsoe’er that be,
‘.We, bom to drink the d.regs of mnse:y‘ -
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Found in the end that some one knew our aim.
For while we weighed the chances of the game
That we must play, nor yet knew what to shun,
Or what to do, there came a certain one,

A young man strange within the place, to me,
Who, swearing me at first to secrecy,

Began to tell me of the hoped-for land.

The trap I saw not, with a shaking hand

And beating heart, unto the notes of years

I turned, long parchments blotted with my tears,
And tremulously read them out aloud ;

But still, because the hurrying thoughts would crowd
My whirling brain, scarce heard the words I read.
Yet in the end it seemed that what he said
Tallied with that, heaped up so painfully.

Now listen | this being done, he said to me,

“ 0 godlike Eastern man, believest thou

That I who look so young and ruddy now

Am very old? because in sooth I come

To seek thee and to lead thee to our home
With all thy fellows. But if thou dost not,
Come now with me, for nigh unto this spot

My brother, left behind, an ancient man

Now dwelleth,.but as grey-haired, weak and wan
As I am fresh; of me he:doth not know,

So surely shall our speech together show,

The truth of this my message.” * Yea,” said I,
_“1 doubt thee not, yet would I certainly
. Hear the. .0ld man talk if he liveth yet,
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That I a clearer tale of this may set
Before my fellows ; come then, lead me there.”
Thus easily I fell into the snare ;
For as along the well-known streets we went,
An old hoar man there met us, weak and bent,
Who staying us, the while with age he shook,
My lusty fellow by the shoulder took,
And said, ¢ Oh, stranger canst thou be the son,
Or but the younger double of such an one,
Who dwelt once in the weaver’s street hereby ?”
But the young man looked on him lovingly,
And said, “O certes, thou art now grown old
That thou thy younger brother canst behold
And call him stranger.” “Yea, yea, old enow,”
The other said, * what fables talkest thou?
My brother has but three years less than I,
Nor dealeth time with men so marvellously
That he should seem like twenty, I fourscore:
Thou art my nephew, let the jest pass o'er.”
“ Nay,” said he, “but it is not good to. talk
Here in the crowded street, so let us walk
Unto thine habitation ; dost thou mind,-
When we were boys, how once we chanced to find
That crock of copper money hid away
Up in the loft, and how on that same day . .
We bought this toy-and that, thou a shosf mrd
And I a brazen. an.t " . oo
, But at’ thaat word ST
The old man wildly-on hifn 'gan to smc, . 5
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And said no more, the while we three did fare
Unto his house, but there we being alone,
Many undoubted signs the younger one

Gave to his brother, saying withal, that he

Had gained the land of all felicity,

Where, after trials then too long to tell,

The slough of grisly eld from off him fell,

And left him strong, and fair, and young again ;
Neither from that time had he suffered pain
Greater or less, or feared at all to die:

And though, he said, he knew not certainly

If he should live for ever, this he knew

His days should not be full of pain and few

As most men's lives were. Now when askced why he
Had left his home, a deadly land to see,

" He said that people’s chiefs had sent him there,
Moved by report that tall men, white and fair,
Like to the Gods, had come across the sea,

Of whom old seers had told that they should be
Lords of that land, therefore his charge was this,
To lead us forth to that abode of bliss,
But secretly, since for the other folk
They were as beasts to toil beneath the yoke.
“ But,” said he, “ brother, thou shalt go with me,
If now at last no doubt be left in thee
Of who I am.”

At that, to end it all

" The weak old man upon his neck did fall,
Rejoicing for his lot with many tears:
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But I, rejoicing too, yet felt vague fears
Within my heart, for now almost too nigh
We seemed to that long-sought felicity.
What should I do though? What could it avail
Unto these men, to make a feigned tale?
Besides in all no faltering could I find,
Nor did they go beyond, or fall behind,
What in such cases such-like men would do,
Therefore I needs must think their story true.
So now unto my fellows did I go
And all things in due order straight did show,
And had the man who told the tale at hand ;
Of whom some made great question of the land,
And where it was, and how he found it first;
And still he answered boldly to the worst
Of all their questions : then from out the place
He went, and we were left there face to face.
And joy it was to see the dark cheeks, tanned
By many a summer of that fervent land,
Flush up with joy, and see the grey eyes gleam
Through the dull film of years, as that sweet dream
Flickered before them, now grown real and true.
But when the certainty of all we knew,
Dreaming for sure our quest would not be vain,
We got us ready for the sea again.
But to the city’s folk we told no more
Than that we needs must make for some far shore,
Whence we would come again to them, and bring .
For them and us full- many & wished-for. thing -
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To make them glad.

Then answered they indeed
That our departing made their hearts to bleed,
But with no long words prayed us still to stay,
And I remembered me of that past day,
And somewhat grieved I felt, that so it was:
Not thinking how the deeds of men must pass,
And their remembrance as their bodies die,
Or, if their memories fade not utterly,
Like curious pictures shall they e at best,
For men to gaze at while they sit at rest,
Talking of alien things and feasting well.

Ah me! T loiter, being right loth to tell
The things that happened to us in the end.
Down to the noble river did we wend
Where lay the ships we taught these folk to makn,
And there the fairest of them did we take
And so began our voyage; thirty-three
Were left of us, who erst had crossed the sea,
Five of the forest people, and beside
None but the fair young man, our new-found guide,
And his old brother ; setting sail with these
We left astern our gilded palaces
And all the good things God had.given us there
With small regret, however good they were.

Well, in twelve days our vessel reached the sea,
When turning round we ran on northerly
In sight of land at whiles ; what need to say

83
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How the time past from hopeful day to day?

Suffice it that the wind was fair and good,

And we most joyful, as still north we stood ;

Until when we a month at sea had been,

And for six days no land at all had seen,

We sighted it once more, whereon our guide

Shouted, “ O fellows, lay all fear aside,

This is the land whereof I spake to you.”

But when the happy. tidings all men knew,

Trembling and pale we watched the land grow great,

And when above the waves the noontide heat

Had raised a vapour 'twixt us and the land

That afternoon, we saw a high ness stand

Out in the sea, and nigher when we came,

And all the sky with sunset was a-flame,

"Neath the dark hill we saw a city lie,

Washed by the waves, girt round with ramparts high.
A little nigher yet, and then our guide

Bade us to anchor, lowering from our side

The sailless keel wherein he erst had come,

Through many risks, to bring us to his home,

But when our eager hands this thing had done,

He and his brother gat therein alone,

But first he said, ““ Abide here till the morn,

And when ye hear the sound of harp and horn,

And varied musw, run out every oar,

Up-anchor, and make boldly for the shore.

‘0 happy men ! wen-mgh do I zegret. .

That I af not as you, to whom as yet .
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That moment past all moments is unknown,
When first unending life to you is shown.
But now I go, that all in readiness

- May be, your souls with this delight to bless.”

-He waved farewell to us and went, but we,

As the night grew, beheld across the sea
Lights moving on the quays, and now and then
We heard the chanting of the outland men.
How can I tell of that strange troublous night,

85

Troublous and strange, though 'neath the moonshine

white,

Peace seemed upon the sea, the glimmering town,
The shadows of the tree-besprinkled down,

The moveless dewy folds of our loose sail ?

But how could these for peace to us avail ?

Weary with longing, blind with great amaze,

We struggled now with past and future days;
And not in vain our former joy we thought,
Sinee thirty years our wandering feet had brought
To this at last—and yet, what will you have ?
‘Can man be made content? We wished to save
The bygone years ; our hope, our painted toy,
We feared to miss, drowned in that sea of joy.
Old faces still reproached us: “ We are gone,
And ye are entering into bliss alone ;

And can ye now forget? Year passes year,

And still ye live on joyous, free from fear ;

But where are we? where is the memory
-Of us, to whom ye once were drawn so nigh?
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-Forgetting and alone ye enter in ;

Remembering all, alone we wail our sin,

And cannot touch you.”—Ah, the blessed pain !
When heaven just gained was scarcely all a gain.
How could we weigh that boundless treasure thep
Or count the sorrows of the sons of men?

—Ah, woe is me to think upon that night !

Day came, and with the dawning of the light
We were astir, and from our deck espied
The people clustering by the water-side,
As if to meet us; then across the sea
We heard great horns strike up triumphantly,
And then scarce knowing what we did, we weighed
And running out the oars for shore we made,
With banners fluttering out from yard and mast.
We reached the well-built marble quays at last,
Crowded with folk, and in the front of these
There stood our guide, decked out with braveries, -
Holding his feeble brother by the hand,
Then speechless, trembling, did we now take land,
Leaving all woes behind, but when our feet
The happy soil of that blest land did meet, .
Fast fell our tears, as on'a July ddy
The thunder-shower falls pattenng on the way, i
And certes some one we desired to bless, -
But scarce knew whom midst all our thankﬁxlness. i
Now the crowd opened, and an .ordered’ Band |
Of youths and damsels, flowefing bouglis in hund, -
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Camec forth to meet us, just as long ago,
When first we won some rest from pain and woe,
Except that now eld chained not anyone,
No man was wrinkled but.ourselves alone,
But smooth and beautiful, bright-eyed and glad,
Were all we saw, in fair thin raiment clad
Fit for the sunny place.
But now our friend,
Our guide, who brought us to this glorious end,
Led us amidst that band, who ’gan to sing |
Some hymn of welcome, midst whose carolling
Faint-hearted men we must have been indeed
To doubt that all was won ; nor did we heed
That, when we well were gotten from the quay,
Armed men went past us, by the very way
That we had come, nor thought of their intent,
For armour unto us was ornament,
And had been now, for many peaceful years,
Since bow and axe had dried the people’s tears.
Let all that pass—with song and minstrelsy
Through many streets they led us, fair to see,
For nowhere did we meet maimed, poor, or old,
But alt were young and clad in silk and gold.
Like a king’s court ghe common ways did seem
On that fair morn of our accomplished dream.

:Fa.t did we go, through market-place and square,
Past fane and palace, till a temple fair ‘
‘We came to, set aback midst towering trees,
But raiséd above the tallest of all these,
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So there we entered through a brazen gate,
And all the thronging folk without did wait,
Except the golden-clad melodious band.
But when within the precinct we did stand,
Another rampart girdled round the fane,
And that being past another one again,
And small space was betwixt tliem, all these three
Of white stones laid in wondrous masonry
Were builded, but the fourth we now passed through
Was half of white and half of ruddy hue;
Nor did we reach the temple through this one,
For now a fifth wall came, of dark red stone
With golden coping and wide doors of gold ;
And this being past, our eyes could then behold
The marvellous temple, foursquare, rising high
In stage on stage up toward the summer sky,
Like the unfinished tower that Nimrod built
Before the concord of the world was spilt.
So now we came into the lowest hall,
A mighty way across from wall to wall,
Where carven pillars held a gold -roof up,
And silver walls fine as an Indian cup,
With figures monstrous as a dream were wrought,
And under foot the floor beyond all thought
Was wonderful, for like the tumbling sea .
Beset with monsters did it seem to bej . -~
But in the midst a pool of ruddy gold
Caught in its waves a glittering: £oun&am cold, . <
Ahd f.hrough the bright showevaf its: silver spray - ’-‘ o

[
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Dimly we saw the high-raised dais, gay

With wondrous hangings, for high up and small

The windows were within the dreamlike hall ;

Betwixt the pillars wandered damsels fair

«Cropning low songs, or filling all the air

With incense wafted to strange ifnages

That made us tremble, since we saw in these

The devils unto whom we now must cry

Ere we began our new felicity :

Nathless no altars did we see but one

Which dimly from before the dais shone

Built of green stone, with horns of copper bright.
Now when we entered from the outer light

And all the scents of the fresh day were past,

With its sweet breezes, a dull shade seemed cast

Over our joy ; what then? not if we would

Could we turn back—and surely all was good.
But now they brought us vestments rich and fair,

And bade us our own raiment put off there,

Which straight we did, and with a hollow sound

Like mournful bells our armour smote the ground,

And damsels took the weapons from our hands

That might have gleamed with death in other lands,

And won ' us praise ; at last when 31l was done,

And brighter than the Kaiser each man shone,

Us unarmed helpless. men the music led )

Up to the dais, and there our old guide said,

“ Rest, happy men, the time will not be long

Ere they will bring with incense, dance, and song
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The sacred cup, your life and happiness,
And many a time this fair hour shall ye bless.”

Alas, sirs | words are weak to tell of it, )
I seemed to see a smile of mockery flit e
Across his face as from our thrones he turned,
And in my heart a sudden fear there burned,
The last, I said, for ever and a day;
But even then with harsh and ominous bray
A trumpet through the monstrous pillars rung,
And to our feet with sudden fear we sprung—
Too late, too late! for through all doors did stream
Armed men, that filled the place with clash and gieam,
And when the dull sound of their moving feet
Was still, a fearful sight our eyes did meet,
A fearful sight to us—old men and grey
Betwixt the bands of soldiers took their way,
And at their head in wonderful attire,
Holding within his hand a pot of fire,
Moved the false brother of the traitrous guide,
Who with bowed head walked ever by his side ;
But as a-nigh the elders 'gan to draw,
We, almost turned fo stone by what we saw,
Heard the old man say to the younger one,
“ Speak to them that thou knov'vest, O fair Son /*
Then the wretch said, “O ye, who sought to find -
Unending life against the’ law of kind, S
‘Within this land,fear ye not. now too mud'r, S '
For no man’s hand your‘bodies here shalt %ouch.
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But rather with all reverence folk shall tend

Your daily lives, until at last they end

By slow decay : and ye shall pardon us

The trap whereby beings made so glorious

As yf:gge made, we drew unto this place.

Rest ye content then ! for although your race

Comes from the Gods, yet are ye conquered here,

As we would conquer them, if we knew where

They dwell from day to day, and with what arms

We, overcoming them, might win such charms

That we might make the world what ye desire.
“ Rest then at ease, and if ye ere shall tire

Of this abode, remember at the worst

Life flitteth, whether it be blessed or cursed.

But will ye tire? ye are our gods on earth

Whiles that ye live, nor shail your lives lack mirth,

For song, fair women, and heart-cheering wine

The chain of solemn days shall here entwine

With odorous flowers ; ah, surely ye are come,

When all is said, unto an envied home.”

Like an old dream, dreamed in another dream,
1 hear his voice now, see the hopeless gleam,
Through the dark place of that thick wood of spears.
That fountain’s splash rings yet within mine ears
I thought the fountain of eternal youth—
Yet T can scarce remember in good truth
‘What then I felt: I should have felt as he,
Who, waking after some festivity
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Sees a dim land, and things unspeakable, R
" And comes to know at last that it is hell—
I cannot tell you, nor can tell you why *
Driven by what hope, I cried my battle-cry
And rushed upon him ; this I know indeed .
My naked hands were good to me at need,
That sent the traitor to his due reward,
Ere I was dragged off by the hurrying guard,
Who spite of all used neither sword nor spear,
Nay as it see;ned, touched us with awe and fear.
Though at the last grown all too weak to strive
They brought us to the dais scarce alive,
And changed our tattered robes again, and there
Bound did we sit, each in his golden chair,
Beholding many mummeries that they wrought
About the altar; till at last they brought,
Crowned with fair flowers, and clad in robes of gold,
The folk that from the wood we won of old —
Why make long words? before our very eyes
Our friends they slew, a fitting sacrifice
To us their new gained gods, who sought to find
Within that land, a people just and kind
Who could not die,.or take away the breath
From living men.

What thing but that same death
Had we left now to hope for? death must come
And find us somewhere an enduring home.
Will grief kill men, as somé folk think it will?
Then are we of all men most hard to kill.
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The time went past, the dreary days went by
In dull nnvarying round of misery, t
Nor can I tell if it went fast or slow,

What would it profit you the time to know
That i'vp spent there ; all I can say to you

Is, that no hope our prison wall shone through,
That ever we were guarded carefully,

While day and dark and dark and day went by
Like such a dream, as in the early night

‘The sleeper wakes from in such sore afright,
Such panting horror, that to sleep again

He will nc ¢ turn, to meet such shameful pain.

Lo such were w-, but as we hoped before
Where no hope was, so now, when all scemed o'er
But sorrow for our lives so cast away,
Again the bright sun brought abouf the day.

At last the temple’s dull monotony
Was broke by noise of armed men hurrying by
Within the precinct, and we seemed to hear
Shouts from without of anger and of fear,
And noises as of battle ; and red blaze
The night sky showed ; this lasted through two days.
But on the third our guards were whispering
Palefaced, as though they feared some coming thing,
And when the din increased about noontide,
No longer there with us would they abide,
But left us free ; judge then if our hearts beat,
When any pain or death itself was sweet
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To .hideous life within that wicked place,
Where every day brought on its own disgrace.
Few words betwixt us passed, we knew indeed
Where our old armour once so good at need
Hung up as relics nigh the altar-stead, PRI
Thither we hurried, and from heel to head
Soon were we armed, and our old spears and swords
Clashing ’gainst stecl and stone, spoke hopeful words
To us, the children of a warrior race.
But round unto the hubbub did we face
And through the precinct strove to make our way
Set close together ; in besmirched array
Some met us, and some wounded very sore,
And some who wounded men to harbour bore;
But these too busy with their pain or woe
To note us much, unchallenged let us go:
Then here and there we passed some shrinking maid
In‘a dark corner trembling and afraid,
But eager for the news about the fight.
Through trodden gardens then we came in sight
Of the third rampart that begirt the fane,
Which now the foemen seemed at point to gain,
For o’er the wall the ladders 'gan to show,
And huge confusion was there down below
*Twixt wall and wall; but as the gate we passed
A man from out the crowd came hurrying fast,
But, drawing nigh us, stopped short suddenly,
And cried, “O, masters, help us or we die!
This impious people *gainst their ancient lords |



PROLOGUE—THE WANDERERS. .95

Have turned, and in their madness drawn their swords,

Yea, and they now prevail, and fearing not

The dreadful gods still grows their wrath more hot.

Whercfore to bring you here was my intent,

-Buyhe kind gods themselves your hands have sent

To save us all, and this fair holy house

With your strange arms, and hearts most valorous.”
No word we said, for even as he spoke

A frightful clamour from the wall outbroke,

As the thin line of soldiers thereupon

Crushed back, and broken, left the rampart won,

And leapt and tumbled therefrom as they could,

While in their place the conquering foemen stood :

Then the weak, wavering, huddled crowd below

Their weight upon the inner wall 'gan throw,

And at the narrow gates by hundreds died ;

For not long did the enemy abide

On the gained rampart, but by every way

Got to the ground and ’gan all round to slay,

Till great and grim the slaughter grew to be.

But we well pleased our tyrants’ end to see

Still firm against the inner wall did stand,

While round us surged the press on either hand.

Nor did we fear, for what was left of life

For us to fear for? so at last the strife

Drawn inward, in that place did miuch abate,

And we began to move unto-the gate

Betwixt the dead and living, and these last

Ever with fearful glances by us passed
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Nor hindered aught ; but mindful of the lore
Our fathers gained on many a bloody shore,
We, when unto the street we made our way,
Moved as in fight nor broke our close array,
Though no man harmed us of the troubled croy * <
That thronged the streets with shouts and curses loud
But rather when our clashing arms they heard
Their hubbub lulled, and they as men afeard
Drew back before us.

Well, as nigh we drew
Unto the sea, the men showed sparse and few,
Though frightened women standing in the street
Before their doors we did not fail to meet,
And passed by folk who at their doors laid down
Men wounded 1n the fight ; so through the town
We reached the unguarded water-gate at last,
And there, nigh weeping, saw the green waves cast
Against the quays, whereby five tall ships lay :
For in that devil's house, right many a day
Had passed with all its dull obscenity
We counted not, and while we longed to die,
And by all men were now forgotten quite
Except those priests, the people as they might
Made ships like ours; in whose new handiwork .
Few mariners and fearful now did lurk,
And these soon fled before us, therefore we
Stayed not to think, but running hastily o
Down the lone quay, seized on the nighest Bhtp, L
Nor yet till we had let the hawser slip ~ e
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Dared we be glad, and then indeed once more,
Though we no longer hoped for our fair shore,
Our past disgrace, worse than the very hell, [well,
Though hope was dead, made things seem more than
For *f we died that night, yet were we free.

Au ! with what joy we sniffed the fresh salt sea
After the musky odours of that place ;
With what delight each felt upon his face
The ‘careless wind, our master and our slave,
As through the green seas fast from shore we drave,
Scarce witting where we went. _

But now when we

Beheld that city, far across the sea,
A thing gone past, nor any more could hear
The mingled shouts of victory and of fear,
From out the ‘midst thereof shot up a fire
In a long, wavering, murky, smoke-capped spire
That still with every minute wider grew,
So that the ending of the place we knew
Where we had passed such days of misery,
And still more glad turned round unto the sea.

" My tale grows near its ending, for we stood
Southward to our kind folk e'en as we could,
But made slow way, for ever heavily
Qur ship sailed, and she often needs must lie

. At anchor in some bay, the while with fear
Ourselves, we followed up the fearful deer,
Or filled our water-vessels, for indeed,

. Dot : ' H -
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Of meat and drink were we in bitter need,

As well might be, for scarcely could we choose

What ships from off that harbour to cast loose.
Midst this there died the captain, Nicholas,

Whom, though he brought us even to this pass,

I loved the most of all men; even now -

When that seems long past, I can scarce tell how

I bear to live, since he could live no more.

Certes he took our failure very sore,

And often do I think he fain had died,

But yet for very love must needs abide

A little while, and yet a while again,

As though to share the utmost of our pain,

And miss the ray of comfort and sweet rest

Wherewith ye end our long disastrous quest—

—A drearier place than ever heretofore

The world seemed, as from that far nameless shore

We turned and left him ’neath the trees to bide ;

For midst our rest worn out at last he died.
And such seemed like to hap to us as well,

If any harder thing to us befell

Than was our common life; and still we talked

How our old friends would meet men foiled, and balked

Of all the things that were to make them glad ;

.Ah, sirs1 no sight of them henceforth we had ;

‘A wind arose, which blowing furiously

‘Drove us out helpless to the open sea; |

Eight days it blew, and when it fell, we lay

Leaky, dismasted, & most helpless prey.
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To winds and waves, and with but little food ;
Then with hard toil a feeble sail and rude
We rigged up somehow, and nigh hopelessly,
Expecting death, we staggered o’er the sea
¥or ten days more, but when all food and drink
Were gone for three days, and we needs must thimk
"That in mid ocean we were doomed to die,
One morn again did land before us lie:
And we rejoiced, as much at least as he,
‘Who tossing on his bed deliriously,
Tortured with pain, hears the physician say *
That he shall have one quict painless day
Before he dies— What more? we soon did stand
In this your peaceful and delicious land
Amongst the simple kindly country folk,
But when I heard the language that they spoke,
From out my heart a joyous cry there burst,
So sore for friendly words was I athirst,
And I must fall a-weeping, to have come
To such a place that seemed a blissful home,
After the tossing from rough sea to sea;
So weak at last, so beaten down were we.

What shall I say in these kind people’s praise
Who treated us like brothers for ten days,
Till with their tending we grew strong again,
And then withal in country cart and wain -
Brought us unto this city where we are ;
May God bé good to them for all their care.

And now, sirs, all our wanderings have ye heard,
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And all our story to the utmost word ;

And here hath ending all our foolish quest,

Not at the worst if hardly at the best,

Since ye are good—Sirs, we are old and grey
Before our time ; in what coin shall we pay N
For this your goodness; take it not amiss

That we, poor souls, must pay you back for this

As good men pay back God Who, raised above

The heavens and earth, yet necdeth earthly love.

THE ELDER OF THE Crrv.

Oh, friends, content you ! this is much indeed,
And we are paid, thus garnering for our need
Your blessings only, bringing in their train
God's blessings as the south wind brings the rain.
. And for the rest, no little thing shall be
(Since ye through all yet keep your memory)
The gentle music of the bygone years,
Long past to us with all their hopes and fears.
Think, if the gods, who mayhap love us well,
Sent to our gates some ancient chronicle
Of that sweet unforgotten land long left,
Of all the lands wherefrom we now are reft—
—Think, with what joyous hearts, what reverence,
What songs, what sweet flowers we should bring it

thence, ‘ T

What images would guard it, what a shrine
Above its well-loved black and white should shine!
How should it pay our labour day by day '
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To look upon the fair place where it lay;

With what rejoicings even should we take

Each well-writ copy that the scribes might make,
And bear them forth to hear the people’s shout,
Ben as good rulers’ children are borne out

To take the people’s blessing on their birth,

When all the city falls to joy and mirth.

Such, sirs, are ye, our living chronicle,

And scarce can we be grieved at what befell
Your lives in that too hopeless quest of yours,
Since it shall bring us wealth of happy hours
Whiles that we live, and to our sons, delight,
And their sons’ sons.

But now, sirs, let us go,
That we your new abodes with us may show,
And tell you what your life henceforth may be,
But poor, alas, to that ye hoped to see.
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TII]NI(, listener, that I had the luck to stand,
Awhile ago within a flowery land,
Fair beyond words; that thence I brought away
Some blossoms that before my footsteps lay,
Not plucked by me, not over-fresk or bright ;
Yet, since they minded me of that delight,
Within the pages of this book I laid
Their tender petals, there in peace to fade.
Dry are they now, and void of all their scent
And lovely colour, yet what once was meant
By these dul! stains, some men may yet descry
As dead upon the quivering leaves they lie.
Behold them kere, and mock me if you will,
But yet believe no scorn of men can kill
My love of that fair land wherefrom they came,
Where midst the grass their petals once did flame.

Moreover, since that land as ye should know,
Bears not alone the gems for summer’s show, ]
Or gold and pearls for fresh green-coated spring,
Or rick adornmeni for the flickering wing
Of fleeting autumn, but kath little fear
For the white congueror of the fruitful year,-

So in these pages month by montk I skow
Some portion of the flowers that erst did plow
In lovely meadows of the varying land,
Whersin eréwhile I had the luck: to stand.
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MARCH.

LAYER of the winter, art thou here again?
O welcome, thou that bring’st the summer nigh |
The bitter wind makes not thy victory vain,
Nor will we mock thee for thy faint blue sky.
Welcome, O March! whose kindly days and dry
Make April ready for the throstle’s song,
Thou first redresser of the winter's wrong !

Yea, welcome March! and though I die ere June,
Yet for the hope of life I give thee praise,
Striving to swell the burden of the tune
That even now I hear thy brown birds raise,
Unmindful of the past or coming days ;
Who sing: ‘O joy! a new year is begun:
What happiness to look upon the sun !’

Ah, what begetteth all this storm of bliss
But Death himself, who crying solemnly,
Flen from the heart of sweet Forgetfulness,
Bids us ‘ Rejoice, lest pleasureless ye die.
Within a little time must ye go by.
Stretch forth your open hands, and while ye live
Take all the gifts that Death and Life may give.’
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EHOLD once more within a quiet land
The remnant of that once aspiring band,
With all hopes fallen away, but such as light
The sons of men to that unfailing night,
That death they needs must look on face to face.
Time passed, and ever fell the days apace
From off the new-strung chaplet of their life ;
Yet though the time with no bright deeds was rife,
Though no fulfilled desire now made them glad,
They were not quite unhappy, rest they had,
And with their hope their fear had passed away ;
New things and strange they saw from day to day
Honoured they were, and had no lack of things
For which men crouch before the feet of kings,
And, stripped of honour, yet may fail to have.
Therefore their latter journey to the grave
Was like those days of later autumn-tide,
When he who in some town may chance to bide
Opens the window for the balmy air,
And seeing the golden hazy sky so fair,
And from some city garden hearing still
The wheeling rooks the air with music fill,
Sweet hopeful music, thinketh, Is this spring,
Surely the year can scarce be perishing?
But then he leaves the clamour of the: tovm,
And sees the withered scanty leaves fll down,.
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The half-ploughed field, the flowerless garden-plot,
The dark full stream by summer long forgot,
The tangled hedges where, relaxed and dead,
The twining plants their withered berries shed,
» 4 feels therewith the treachery of the sun,
And knows the pleasant time is well-nigh done.

In such St. Luke’s short summer lived these men,
Nearing the goal of threescore years and ten ;
The elders of the town their comrades were,

And they to them were waxen now as dear
As ancient men to ancient men can be;
Grave matters of belief and polity

They spoke of oft, but not alone of these ;
For in their times of idleness and ease

They told of poets’ vain imaginings,

And memories vague of half-forgotten things,
Not true or false, but sweet to think upon.

For nigh the time when first that land they won,
When new-born March made fresh the hopeful air,
The wanderers sat within a chamber fair,

Guests of that city’s rulers, when the day

Far from the sunny noon had fallen away ;

The sky grew dark, and on the window-pane

They heard the beating of the sudden rain.

Then, all being satisfied with plenteous feast,

There spoke an ancient man, the land's chief priest,
‘Who said, “ Dear guests, the year begins to-day,
And fain are we, before it pass away,



106 THE EARTHLY PARADISE.

To hear some tales of that now altered world,

Wherefrom our fathers in old time were hurled

By the hard hands of fate and destiny.

Nor would ye hear perchance unwillingly

How we have dealt with stories of the land S

Wherein the tombs of our forefathers stand :

Wherefore henceforth two solemn feasts shall’be

In every month, at which some history |

Shall crown our joyance; and this day, indeed,

I have a story ready for our need,

If ye will hear it, though perchance it is

That many things therein are writ amiss,

This part forgotten, that part grown too great,

For these things, too, are in the hands of fate.”
They cried aloud for joy to hear him speak,

And as again the sinking sun did break

Through the dark clouds and blazed adown the hall,

His clear thin voice upon their ears did fall,

Telling a tale of times long passed away,

When men might cross a kingdom in a day,

And kings remembered they should one day die,

Angd all folk dwelt in great simplicity.
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ATALANTA’S RACE.

ARGUMENT.

ATALANTA, daughter of King Scheeneus, not willing to lose her
virgin's estate, made it a law to all suitors that they should
run a race with her in the public place, and if they failed to
overcome her should die unrevenged ; and thus many brave
men perished. At last came Milanion, the son of Amphi-
damas, who, outrunning her with the help of Venus, gained
the virgin and wedded her.

HROUGH thick Arcadian woods a hunter went,
Following the beasts up, on a fresh spring day ;
But since his homn-tipped bow but seldom bent,
Now at the noontide nought had happed to slay,
Within a vale he called his hounds away,
Hearkening the echoes of his lone voice cling
About the cliffs and through the beech-trees ring.

But when they ended, still awhile he stood,
And but the sweet familiar thrush could hear,
_And all the day-long noises of the wood,
And d'er the dry leaves of the vanished year
His hounds’ feet pattering as they drew anear,
And héavy breathing from their heads low hung,
'To see the mighty cornel bow unstrung.
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Then smiling did he turn to leave the place,
But with his first step some new fleeting thought
A shadow cast across his sun-burnt face ;
1 think the golden net that April brought
From some warm world his wavering soul had caug?#¥5
For, sunk in vague sweet longing, did he go
Betwixt the trees with doubtful steps and slow.

Yet howsoever slow he went, at last
The trees grew sparser, and the wood was done;
Whereon one farewell, backward look he cast,
Then, turning round to see what place was won,
With shaded eyes looked undemeath the sun,
And o'er green meads and new-turned furrows brown
Beheld the gleaming of King Scheeneus’ town.

So thitherward he turned, and on each side
The folk were busy on the teeming land,
And man and maid from the brown furrows cried,
Or midst the newly-blossomed vines did stand,
And as the rustic weapon pressed the hand
Thought of the nodding of the well-filled ear,
Or how the knife the heavy bunch should shear.

Merry it was: about him sung the birds,
The spring flowers bloomed along the firm dry road,
The sleek-skinned mothers of the sharp-homed herds
Now for the barefoot milking-maidens lowed ; -
While from the freshness of his blie abode,
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Glad his death-bearing arrows to forget,
The broad sun blazed, nor scattered plagues as yet.

Through such fair things unto the gates he came,
Anc*found them open, as though peace were there ;
Wherethrough, unquestioned of his race or name,
He entered, and along the streets ’gan fare,

Which at the first of folk were well-nigh bare ;
But pressing on, and going more hastily,
Men hurrying too he 'gan at last to see.

Following the last of these, he still pressed on,
Until an open space he came unto,
Where wreaths of fame had oft been lost and won,
For feats of strength folk there were wont to do.
And now our hunter looked for something new,
Because the whole wide space was bare, and stilled
The high seats were, with eager people filled.

There with the others to a seat he gat,
Whence he beheld a broidered canopy,
'Neath which in fair array King Scheeneus sat
Upon his throne with councillors thereby ;
And underneath his well-wrought seat and high,
He saw a golden image of the sun,
A silver image of the Fleet-foot One.

A brazen altar stood beneath their feet
Whereon a thin flame flickered in the wind
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Nigh this a herald clad in raiment meet

Made ready even now his horn to wind,

By whom a huge man held a sword, entwined
With yellow flowers ; these stood a little space
From off the altar, nigh the starting place.

And there two runners did the sign abide
Foot set to foot,—a young man slim and fa'r,
Crisp-haired, well knit, with firm limbs often tried
In places where no man his strength may spare ;
Dainty his thin coat was, and on his hair
A golden circlet of renown he wore,
And in his hand an olive garland bore.

But on this day with whom shall he contend ?
A maid stood by him like Diana clad
When in the woods she lists her bow tc bend,
Too fair for one to look on and be glad,
Who scarcely yet has thirty summers had,
If he must still behold her from afar;
Too fair to let the world live free from war.

She seemed all earthly matters to forget ;
Of all tormenting lines her face was clear,
Her wide grey eyes upon the goal were set
Calm and unmoved as though no soul were near,
But her foe trembled as a man in fear,
Nor from her loveliness one moment turned
His anxious face with fierce desire that burned.
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Now through the hush there broke the trumpet’s clang
Just as the setting sun made eventide.
Then from light feet a spurt of dust there sprang,
And swiftly were they running side by side;
DBut Silent did the thronging folk abide
Until the turning-post was reached at last,
And round about it still abreast they passed.

But when the people saw how close they ran,
When halfway to the starting-point they were,
A cry of joy broke forth, whereat the man
Headed the white-foot runner, and drew near
Upto the very end of all his fear;
\ud scarce his straining f~ot the ground could feel,
And bliss unhoped for o’er his heart 'gan steal.

Buot midst the loud victorious shouts he heard
Her fontsteps drawing nearer. and the sound
Of fluttering raiment, and thereat afeard
His flushed and cager face he turned around,
And even the he felt her past him bound
Fleet as the wind, but scarcely saw her therc
Till on the goal she laid her fingers fair.

There stood she breathing like a little child
Amid some warlike clamour laid asleep,
For no victorious joy her red lips smiled,
Her cheek its wonted freshness did but keep;
No glance lit up her clear grey eyes and deep,
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Though some divine thought softened all her face
As once more rang the trumpet through the place.

But her late foe stopped short amidst his course,
One moment gazed upon her piteously,
Then with a groan his lingering feet did force
To leave the spot whence he her eyes could see;
And, changed like one who knows his time must be
But short and bitter, without any word
He knelt before the bearer of the sword ;

Then high rose up the gleaming deadly blade,
Bared of its flowers, and through the crowded place
Was silence now, and midst of it the maid
Went by the poor wretch at a gentle pace,

And he to hers upturned his sad white face ;
Nor did his eyes behold another sight
Ere on his soul there fell eternal night.

O was the pageant ended, and all folk
Talking of this and that familiar thing
In little groups from that sad concourse broke,
For now the shrill bats were upon the wing,
And soon dark night would slay the evening,

And in dark gardens sang the mglmngal:
Her litle-heeded, oft-repeated tale.
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And with the last of all the hunter went,
Who, wondering at the strange sight he had seen
Prayed an old man to tell him what it meant,
Both why the vanquished man so slain had been,
=<#nd if the maiden were an earthly queen,
Or rather what much more she seemed to be,
No sharer in the world’s mortality.

“ Stranger,” said he, “I pray she soon may die
Whose lovely youth has slain so many an one!
King Schaeneus’ daughter is she verily,

Who when her eyes first looked upon the sun

Was fain to end her life but new begun,

For he had vowed to leave but men alone

Sprung from his loins when he from'éarth was gone.

 Therefore-he bade one leave her in the wood,’
And let wild things deal with her as they might,
But this being done, some criel god thought good
To save her beauty in the world’s despite :
Folk say that her, so delicate and white
As now she is, a rough root-grubbing bear
Anu%dst her shapeless cubs at first did rear.

“In’course of time the woodfolk slew her nurse,
And to their rude abode the youngling brought,
And reared her up to be a kingdom’s curse,
" Who growh & woman, of no kingdom thought,
But armed and swift, *mid beasts destruction wroughs



114 THE EARTHLY PARADISE.

Nor spared two shaggy centaur kings to slay
To whom her body seemed an easy prey.

“So to this city, led by fate, she came .
Whom known by signs, whereof I cannot tell,
King Scheeneus for his child at last did claim,

Nor otherwhere since that day doth she dwell
Sending too many a noble soul to hell—

What ! thine eyes glisten | what then, thinkest thou
Her shining head unto the yoke to bow ?

“ Listen, my son, and love some other maid
For she the saffron gown will never wear,
And on no flower-strewn couch shall she be laid,
Nor shall her voice make glad a lover’s ear:
Yet if of Death thou hast not any fear,
Yea, rather, if thou lovest him utterly,
Thou still may’st woo her ere thou com’st to die,

¢ Like him that on this day thou sawest lie dead ;
For, fearing as I deem the sea-born one,
The maid has vowed €’en such a man to wed
As in the course her swift feet can outrun,
But whoso fails herein, his days are done:
He came the nighest that was slain to-day,
Although with him I deem she did but play.

P

_ “Behold, such meICy Atalanta gives . -
Ta those that Jong to win her loveliness;
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Be wise | be sure that many a maid there lives
Gentler than she, of beauty little less,

Whose swimming eyes thy loving words shall bless,
V\’fhen in some garden, knee set close to knee,

- Thou sing’st the song that love may teach to thee.”

So to the hunter spake that ancient man,
And left him for his own home presently :
But he turned round, and through the mogpnlight wan
Reached the thick wood, and there ’twixt tree and tree
Distraught he passcd the long night feverishly,
"Twixt sleep and waking, and at dawn arose
To wage hot war against his speechless foes.

There to the hart’s flank seemed his shaft to grow,
As panting down the broad green glades he flew,
There by his horn the Dryads well might know
His thrust against the bear’s heart had been true,
And there Adonis’ bane his javelin slew,

But still in vain through rough and smooth he went,
For none the more his restlessness was spent.

So wandering, he to Argive cities came,
And in the lists with valiant mén he stood,
And by great deeds he won him praise and fame,
And heaps of wealth for little-valued blood ;
But none of all these things, or life, seemed good
Unto his heart, where still unsatisfied
A ravenous longing warred with fear and pride.
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Therefore it happed when but a month had gone
Since he had left King Scheeneus’ city old,
In hunting-gear again, again alone
The forest-bordered meads did he behold,
Where still mid thoughts of August’s quivering gold
Folk hoed the wheat, and clipped the vine in trust
Of faint October’s purple-foaming must.

And once again he passed the peaceful gate,
While to his beating heart his lips did lie,
That owning not victorious love and fate,

Said, half aloud, “ And here too must I try,
To win of alien men the mastery,

And gather for my head fresh meed of fame
And cast new glory on my father’s name.”

In spite of that, how beat his heart, when first
Folk said to him, “ And art thou come to see
That which still makes our city’s name accirst
Among all mothers for its cruelty ?

Then know indeed that fate is good to thee
Because to-morrow a new luckless one
Against the whitefoot maid is pledged to run.”"

So on the morrow with no curious eyes

As once he did, that piteous sight he saw,

Nor did that wonder in his heart arise

As toward the goal the conquering maid 'gan dra.w
Nor did he gaze upon her eyes with-awe,
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"T'oo full the pain of longing filled his heart
For fear or wonder there to have a part.

But O, how long the night was ere it went !
How long it was before the dawn begun
"Showed to the wakening birds the sun’s intent
That not in darkness should the world be done |
And then, and then, how long before the sun
Bade silently the toilers of the earth
Get forth to fruitless cares or empty mirth !

And long it seemed that in the market-place
He stood and saw the chaffering folk go by,
Ere from the ivory throne King Scheeneus’ face
Looked down upon the murmur royally,
But then came trembling that the time was nigh
When he midst pitying looks his love must cl:um,
And jeering voices must salute his name.

But as the throng he pierced to gain the throne,
His alien face distraught and anxious told
What hopeless errand he was bound upon,
And, each to each, folk whispered to behold
His godlike limbs ; nay, and one woman old
As he went by must pluck him by the sleeve
And pray him yet that wretched love to leave.

For sidling up she said, “ Canst thou live twice,
Fair son? canst thou have joyful youth again,
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That thus thou goest to the sacrifice

Thyself the victim ? nay then, all in vain

Thy mother bore her longing and her pain,
And one more maiden on the earth must dwell
Hopeless of joy, nor fearing death and hell.

“ 0, fool, thou knowest not the compact then
That with the threeformed goddess she has made
To keep her from the loving lips of men,

And in no saffron gown to be arrayed,
And therewithal with glory to be paid,
And love of her the moonlit river sees
White 'gainst the shadow of the formles. trees.

“ Come back, and I myself will pray for thee
Unto the sea-born framer of delights,
To give thee her who on the earth may be
The fairest stirrer up to death and fights,
To quench with hopeful days and joyous nights
The flame that doth thy youthful heart consume :
Come back, nor give thy beauty to the tomb.”

How should he listen to her earnest speech?
Words, such as he not once or twice had said
Unto himself, whose meaning scarce could reach
Thé firm abode of that sad hardihead—

He turned about, and through the marketstead
Swiftly he passed, until before the throne
T the cleared space he stood at last alone. -
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Then said the King,  Stranger, what dost thou here?
Have any of my folk done ill to thee?
Or art thou of the forest men in fear ?
Or art thou of the sad fraternity
Who still will strive my daughter’s mates to be,
Staking their lives to win to earthly bliss
The loncly maid, the friend of Artemis?”

“ O King,” he said, “thou sayest the word indeed ;
Nor will I quit the strife till I have won
My sweet delight, or death to end my need.
And know that I am called Milanion,
Of King Amphidamas the well-loved son:
So fear not that to thy old name, O King,
Much loss or shame my victory will bring.”

“ Nay, Prince,” said Scheeneus, “welcome to this land
Thou wert indeed, if thou wert here to try
Thy strength 'gainst some one mighty of his hand ;
Nor would we grudge thee well-won mastery.
But now, why wilt thou come to me to die,
And at my door lay down thy luckless head,
Swelling the band of the unhappy dead,

“ Whose curses even now my heart doth fear?
Lo, I am old, and know what life can be,
And what a bitter thing is death anear.
O.Son | be wise, and hearken unto me,
And if no other can be dear to. thee,
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At least as now, yet is the world full wide,
And bliss in seeming hopeless hearts may hide :

“ But if thou losest life, then all is lost.” )
“ Nay, King,” Milanion said, ¢ thy words are vain. “
Doubt not that I have counted well the cost.
But say, on what day wilt thou that I gain
Fulfilled delight, or death to end my pain?
Right glad were I if it could be to-day,
And all my doubts at rest for ever lay.”

“ Nay,” said King Scheeneus, “ thus it shall not be,
But rather shalt thou let a month go by,
And weary with thy prayers for victory
What god thou know’st the kindest and most nigh.
So doing, still perchance thou shalt not die:
And .with my goodwill wouldst thou have the maid,
For of the equal gods I grow afraid.

“ And until then, O Prince, be thou my guest,
And all these troublous things awhile forget.”
“ Nay,” said he, “ couldst thou give my sout good rest,
And on mine head a sleepy garland set,
Then had I"scaped the meshes of the net, .
Nor shouldst thou hear from me another word ;
But now, make sharp thy fearful heading sword,

“ Yet will I do what soti ofma.n may: dc,
And promlse -all the gods may most desire,
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That to myself I may at least be true ;

And on that day my heart and limbs so tire,

With utmost strain and measureless desire,

That, at the worst, I may but fall asleep

When in the sunlight round that sword shall sweep.”

He went witl that, nor anywhere would bide,
But unto Argos restlessly did wend ;
And there, as one who lays all hope aside,
Because the leech has said his life must end,
Silent farewell he bade to foe and friend,
And took his way unto the restless sea,
For there he deemed his rest and help might be.

PON the shore of Argolis there stands
A temple to the goddess that he sought,
That, turned unto the lion-bearing lands,
Fenced from the east, of cold winds hath no thought,
Though to no homestead there the sheaves are brought
No groaning press torments the close-clipped murk,
Lonely the fane stands, far from all men's work.

Pass through a close, set thick with myrtle-trees,
Through the brass doors that guard the holy place,
‘And entering, hear the washing of the seas
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That twice a-day rise high above the base,

And with the south-west urging them, embrace
The marble feet of her that standeth there

That shrink not, naked though they be and fair. .

Small is the fane through which the seawind sings
About Queen Venus' well-wrought image white,
But hung around are many precious things,
The gifts of those who, longing for delight,
Have hung them there within the goddess’ sight,
And in return have taken at her hands
The living treasures of the Grecian lands.

And thither now has come Milanion,
And showed unto the priests’ wide open eyes
Gifts fairer than all those that there have shone,
Silk cloths, inwrought with Indian fantasies,
And bowls inscribed with sayings of the wise -
Above the deeds of foolish living things,
And mirrors fit to be the gifts of kings.

And now before the Sea-born One he stands,
By the sweet veiling smoke made dim and soft,
And while the incense trickles from his hands,
And while the odorous smoke-wreaths hang aloft,
Thus doth he pray to her: “O Thou, who oft
Hast holpen man and maid in their distress,
Despise me not for this my wretchedness |
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“ O goddess, among us who dwell below,
Kings and great men, great for a little while,
Have pity on the lowly heads that bow,

Nor hafe the hearts that love them without guile ;
Wilt thou be worse than these, and is thy smile
A vain device of him who set thee here,

An empty dream of some artificer?

¥ O, great one, some men love, and are ashamed ;
Some men are weary of the bonds of love ;
Yea, and by some men lightly art thou blamed,
That from thy toils their lives they cannot move,
And 'mid the ranks of men their manhood prove.
Alas! O goddess, if thou slayest me
What new immortal can I serve but thee?

“Think then, will it bring honour to thy head
If folk say, ¢ Everything aside he cast
And to all fame and honour was he dead,
And to his one hope now is dead at last,
Since all unholpen he is gone and past:
A, the gods love not man, for certainly,
He to his helper did not cease to cry.’

“ Nay, but thou wilt help ; they who died before
Not single-hearted as I deem came here,
Therefore unthanked they laid their gifts before

' Thy stainless feet, still shivering with their fear,
Lest in their eyes their true thought might appear,
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Who sought to be the lords of that fair town,
Dreaded of men and winners of renown.

“ O Queen, thou knowest I pray not for this :_
O set us down together in some place
Where not a voice can break our heaven of bliss,
Where nought but rocks and I can see her face,
Softening bencath the marvel of thy grace,
Where not a foot our vanished steps can track—
The golden age, the golden age come back !

“ O fairest, hear me now who do thy will,
Plead for thy rebel that she be not slain,
But live and love and be thy servant still ;
Ah, give her joy and take away my pain,
And thus two long-enduring servants gain.
An easy thing this is to do for me,

What need of my vain words to weary thee !

“ But none the less, this place will I not leave
Until I needs must go my death to meet,
Or at thy hands some happy sign receive
That in great joy we twain may one day greet
Thy presence here and kiss thy silver feet,
Such as we deem thee, fair beyond all words,
Victorious o’er our servants and our lords,”

Then from the a!tat back a spzce he drew,
But from the Queen turned not his face away,
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But ’gainst a pillar leaned, until the hlue

That arched the sky, at ending of the day,
Was turned to ruddy gold and changing grey,
And glear, but low, the nigh-ebbed windless sea
In the still evening murmured ceaselessly.

And there he stood when all the sun was down,
Nor had he moved, when the dim golden light,
Like the far lustre of a godlike town,

" Had left the world to seeming hopeless night,
Nor would he move the more when wan mo:)nlight
Streamed through the pillars for a little while,
And lighted up the white Queen’s changeless sinile.

Nought noted he the shallow flowing sea
As step by step it set the wrack a-swim,
The yellow torchlight nothing noted he
Wherein with fluttering gown and half-bared limb
The temple damsels sung their midnight hymn,
And nought the doubled stillness of the fane
When they were gone and all was hushed again.

But when the waves had touched the marble base,
And steps the fish swim over twice a-day,
The dawn beheld him sunken in his place
Upon the floor; and sleeping there he lay,
Not heeding aught the little jets of spray
"The roughened sea brought nigh, across him cast,
For as one dead all thought from him had passed.
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Yet long before the sun had showed his head,
Long ere the varied hangings on the wall
Had gained once more their blue and green and red,
He rose as one some well-’known sign doth call
When war upon the city’s gates doth fall,
And scarce like one fresh risen out of sleep,
He 'gan again his broken watch to keep.

Then he turned round ; not for the sea-gull's cry
That wheeled above the temple in his flight,
Not for the fresh south wind that lovingly
Breathed on the new-born day and dying night,
But some strange hope 'twixt fear and great delight
Drew round his face, now flushed, now pale and war
And still constrained his eyes the sea to scan.

" . Now a faint light lit up the southemn sky,

Not sun or moon, for all the world was grey,

But this a bright cloud seemed, that drew anigh,
Lighting the dull waves that beneath it lay

As toward the temple still it took its way,

And still grew greater, till Milanion

Saw nought for dazzling light that round him shone.

But as he staggered with his arms outspread,
Delicious unnamed odours breathed around,
For languid happiness he bowed his head,
And with wet eyes sank down upon the ground,
Nor wished for aught, nor any dream ke found -
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To give him reason for that happiness,
Or make him ask more knowledge of his bliss.

At last his eyes were cleared, and he could see
Through happy tears the goddess face to face
With that faint image of Divinity,
Whose well-wrought smile and dainty changeless grace
Until that morn so gladdened all the place;
Then he, unwitting cried aloud her name
And covered up his eyes for fear and shame,

But through the stillness he her voice could hear
Piercing his heart with joy scarce bearable,
That said, ¢ Milanion, wherefore dost thou fear,
I am not hard to those who love me well ;
List to what I a second time will tell,
And thou mayest hear perchance, and live to save .,
The cruel maiden from a loveless grave.

“See, by my feet three golden apples lie —
Such fruit among the heavy roses falls,
Such fruit my watchful damsels carefully .
Store up within the best loved of my walls,
Ancient Damascus, where the lover calls
Above my unseen head, and faint and light
The rose-leaves flutter round me in the night.

“ And note, that these ate not alone most fair
‘With heavenly gold, but longing strange they bring
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Unto the hearts of men, who will not caré
Beholding these, for any once-loved thing

Till round the shining sides their fingers cling.
And thou shalt see thy well-girt swiftfoot maid ..
By sight of these amid her glory stayed.

“ For bearing these within a scrip with thee,
When first she heads thee from the starting-place
Cast down the first one for her eyes to see,

And when she turns aside make on apace,
And if again she heads thee in the race
Spare not the other two to cast aside

If she not long enough behind will bide.

‘

. “Farewell, and when has come the happy time
That she Diana’s raiment must unbind
And all the world seems blessed with Saturn’s clime,
And thou with eager arms about her twined
Beholdest first her grey eyes growing kind,

Surely, O trembler, thou shalt scarcely then

Forget the Helper of unhappy men.” -

Milanion raised his head at this last word
Far now so soft and kind she seemed to be.
No longer of her Godhead was he feared ;

_ Too late he looked, for nothing could he see
" But the white image glimmering doubtfully

L In the’ departing thhgltt cold and grey, ‘
Aﬂd thése three apples on the steps tha,t lay,
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These then he caught up quivering with delight,
Yet fearful lest it all might be a dream,
And though aweary with the watchful night,
And sleepless nights of longing, still did deem
He,could not sleep ; but yet the first sunbeam
That smote the fane across the heaving deep
Shone on him laid in calm untroubled sleep.

But little ere the noontide did he rise,
And why he felt so happy scarce could tell
Until the gleaming apples met his eyes.  *
Then leaving the fair place where this befell
Oft he looked back as one who loved it well,
Then homeward to the haunts of men ’gan wend
To bring all things unto a happy end.

OW has the lingering month at last gone by,
Again are all folk round- the running place,
Nor other seems the dismal pageantry
“Than heretofore, but that another face
"Looks o'er the smooth course ready for the race,
For now, beheld of all, Milanion -
Stands on the spot he twice has looked upon.

But yet—what change is this that holds the maid ?
Does she indeed see in his glittering eye
K
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More than disdain of the sharp shearing blade,
Some happy hope of help and victory ?

The others seemed to say, “ We come to die,
Look down upon us for a little while,

That dead, we may bethink us of thy smile.” -

But he—what look of mastery was this
He cast on her? why were his lips so red ?
Why was his face so flushed with happiness >
So looks not one who deems himself but dead,
E'en if to death he bows a willing head ;
So rather looks a god well pleased to find
Some earthly damsel fashioned to his mind.

Why must she drop her lids before his gaze,
And even as she casts adown her eyes
Redden to note his eager glance of praise,
And wish that she were clad in other guise?
Why must the memory to her heart arise
Of things unnoticed when they first were heard,
Some lover’s song, some answering maiden’s word ?

What makes these longirgs, vague, without a name,
And this vain pity never felt before,
This sudden languor, this contempt of fame,
This tender sorrow for the time past o'er,
These doubts that grow each minute more and more? .
Why does she tremble as the time grows near,
And weak defeat and woeful victory fear?
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But while she seemed to hear her beating heart,
Above their heads the trumpet blast rang out
And forth they sprang; and she must play her part
Then flew her white feet, knowing not a doubt,
Though slackening once, she turned her head about,
But then she cried aloud and faster fled
Than e’er before, and all men deemed him dead.

But with no sound he raised aloft his hand,
And thence what seemed a ray of light there flew
And past the maid rolled on along the sand;
Then trembling she her feet together drew
And in her heart a strong desire there grew
To have the toy; some god she thought had giver
That gift to her, to make of earth a heaven.

Then from the course with eager steps she ran,
And in her odorous bosom laid the gold.
But when she turned again, the great-limbed man,
Now well ahead she failed not to behold,
And mindful of her glory waxing cold,
Sprang up and followed him in hot pursuit,
Though with one hand she touched the goldén frult

Note too, the bow that she was wont to bear
She laid aside to grasp the glittering prize,
And oer her shoulder from the quiver fair
Three arrows fell and lay before her eyes
Unnoticed, as amidst the people’s cries
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She sprang to head the strong Milanion,
Who now the turning-post had well-nigh won.

But as he set his mighty hand on it
White fingers underneath his own were laid,
And white limbs from his dazzled eyes did flit,
Then he the second fruit cast by the maid,
But she ran on awhile, then as afraid
‘Wavered and stopped, and turned and mad: no stay,
Until the globe with its bright fellow lay.

Then, as a troubled glance she cast around
Now far ahead the Argive could she see,
And in her garment’s hem one hand she wound
To keep the double prize, and strenuously
Sped o’er the course, and little doubt had she
To win the day, though now but scanty space
Was left betwixt him and the winning place.

Short was the way unto such winged feet,
Quickly she gained upon him till at last
He turned about her eager eyes to meet
And from his hand the third fair apple cast.
She wavered not, but turned and ran so fast
After the prize that should her bliss fulfil,
That in her hand it lay ere it was still.

Nor did she rest, but turned about to win
Once more, an unblest woeful vietary—
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And yet—and yet—why do=s her breath begin
To fail her, and her feet drag heavily ?

Why fails she now to see if far or nigh

The goal is? why do her grey eyes grow dim?
Wlsy do these tremors run through every limb?

She spreads her arms abroad some stay to find
Else must she fall, indeed, and findeth this,
A strong man’s arms ‘about her hody twined.
Nor may she shudder now to feel his kiss,
So wrapped she is in new unbroken bliss : ~
Made happy that the foe the prize hath won,
She weeps glad tears for all her glory done.

HATTER the trumpet, hew adown the posts |
Upon the brazen altar break the sword,
And scatter incense to appease the ghosts
Of those who died here by their own award.
Bring forth the image of the mighty Lord,
And her who unseen o’er the runners hung,
And did a deed for ever to be sung.

Here are the gathered folk, make no delay,
Open King Scheeneus’ well-filled treasury,
-Bring out the gifts long hid from light of day,
The golden bowls o’erwrought with imagery,
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Gold chains, and unguents brought from over sea,
The saffron gown the old Phcenician brought,
Within the temple of the Goddess wrought.

O ye, O damsels, who shall never see ca
Her, that Love's servant bringeth now to you,
Returning from another victory,

In some cool bower do all that now is due!
Since she in token of her service new

Shall give to Venus offerings rich enow,
Her maiden zone, her arrows, and her bow.
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O when his last word's echo died away,

The growing wind at end of that wild day
Alone they heard, for silence bound them all ;
Yea, on their hearts a weight had seemed to fall,
As unto the scarce-hoped felicity
The tale drew round—the end of life so nigh,
The aim so little, and the joy so vain—

For as a child’s unmeasured joy brings pain

Unto a grown man holding grief at bay,

So the old fervent story of that day

Brought pain half-sweet, to these : till now the fire

Upon the hearth sent up a flickering spire

Of ruddy flame, as fell the burned-through logs,

And, waked by sudden silence, grey old dogs,

The friends of this or that man, rose and fawned

On hands they knew ; withal once more there dawned
- The light of common day on those old hearts,

And all were ready now to play their parts,

And take what feeble joy might yet remain

In place of all they once had hoped to gain.,
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OW on the second day that these did meet
March was a-dying through soft days and sweet,
Too hopeful for the wild days yet to be;
But in the hall that ancient company,
Not lacking younger folk that day at least,
Softened by spring were gathered at the feast,
And as the time drew on, throughout the hall
A horn was sounded, giving note to all
That they at last the looked-for tale should hear.

Then spake a Wanderer, “O kind hosts and dear,
Hearken a little unto such a tale
As folk with us will tell in every vale
About the yule-tide fire, when the snow
Deep in the passes, letteth men to go
From place to place : now there few great folk be,
Although we upland men have memory
Of ills kings did us; yet as now indeed
Few have much wealth, few are in utter need.
Like the wise ants a kingless, happy folk
We long have been, not galled by any yoke,
But the white leaguer of the winter tide
Whereby all men at home are bound to bide.
—Alas, my folly ! how I talk of it,
As though from this place where to-day we sit
The way thereto was short— Ah, would to God
Upon the snow-freed herbage now I trod !
But pardon, sirs; the time goes swiftly by,
Hearken a tale of conquering destiny.”



EiLLis & GrrenN's PusLicaTIONS;

MR. ROSSETTI'S POEMS.
Fifth Edition.

New ready, crown Svo. in an ornamental binding, designed by the
Author. Price 125,

POEMS. Bv DanTE GaBritL ROSSETTL

; From the Fortnightly Review.
! ¢There are no poems of the class (songs and sonnets) in English—
[ I doubt if there be any even in Dante's Italian—so rich at once and
i pure. Their golden affluence of images and jewel-coloured words
I never once disguises the firm outline, the justice and chastity of forn,

No nakedness could be more harmonious, more consummate in its

fleshly qculpture, than the imperial array and omament of this august

! poetry

S_Mf;tl Edition, now ready, crown 8vo, cloth, price 10s. 6d.

SONGS BEFORE SUNRISE.
By ALGERNON CHARLES SWI'NBURNE.

Athensum.

‘Throughout the boolﬁ indeed, whenever he gets a chance of blending his
mm for. freedom_with descriptions of nature, we are struck once more by that
manr lnm wsr—in which he has no superior—of quitkening miaterial things

t ol' conscious life, and of leaving”all their featurcs more salient and
deﬁnedmngh tha hlghtr analogiey by which he interprets them.

‘Acadeiny;

‘rmn of his (Mr. Swinburoe's) thythuny, the composition of his stanzas,
d\:g:mt::vn\u (::‘n:::l rh;nza’hin lnura\:i:?‘ At%:e la)ne ﬁml"‘h}

mmq: even-in pfmn the - most
k wa.ptemmque "‘




2 Ellis & Green’s Publications.

Crown 8uvo. cloth, price 8s.

LADY JANE GREY.

INEZ ; or, T BripE oF PORTUGAL.
Two Tragedies.
By ROSS NEIL.

Crown 8vo, cloth, price 10s. 6d.

LAYS OF FRANCE.

(FOUNDED ON THE LAYS OF MARIE.)
By ARTHUR O’SHAUGHNESSY, Author of ‘ An Epic of Women.’

Crown 8vo. cloth, price 7s.
A LIBRARY' EDITION OF

ORION. Ax Eric Porm.
By R. H. HORNE.
With the Author’s Portrait.

Crown Bvo. cloth, price 8s.

SONG-TIDE, axp otHER POEMS,
By PHILIP BOURKE MARSTON.

OPINIONS OF THE PRESS.

Examiner.
* This 1.; 2 first work of c;xuro;dénmiy fom)al.l:ce and_ ::;ﬁu more extraordinar
otise. e youngest school of poetry has recel an mportant accessio
1o fts zanks in Bhilip. Botrke Marston. P "
Standard, . .
‘Mr, Marston has fairly established his claim to be heard as a poet. . . . Hi
present volume is well worthy of careful perusal, as thc utterance of a_poetic

cultivated mind.
We hive. spoken plaily oo Sl e ity befoe iy bt vo b
‘ ' en plainly of ote- i t we hay
. rend much of it ith keres, and even adamtion. | o
T Morming Past.. | L.
The baok is utidoubtedly the work of s origioalmind, . . . We havea ne

e matdas ¥ g

I3
—at



Ellis & Green’s Publications.

MR. MoRrRIS'S WORKS.

THE EARTHLY PARADISE.

A Poem in Four Parts.
(SPRING, SUMMER, AUTUMN, AND WINTER.)
LIBRARY EDITION.
Complete in 4 Vols. crown 8vo. cl. price £2 ; or separately—

Parts 1. and IL. (Spring and Summcr), Sixtk Edition, 16s.
Part 111, (Autumn), Fourth Edition, 12s.
PART 1V. (Winter), Third Edition, 125.

These volumes contain Twenty-five Tales in Verse, viz. :

Parts I. anp II

THE WANDERERS. THE LOVE OF ALCESTIS.
ATALANTA’S RACE. THE LADY OF THE LAND.
THE MAN BORN TO BE KING. THE SON OF CR(SUS,
THE DOOM OF KING ACRISIUS. THE WATCHING OF THE
THE PROUD KING. FALCON.
CUPID AND PSYCHE. PYGMALION AND THE IMAGE.
THE WRITING ON THE IMAGE. OGIER THE DANE.
. Parr IIL
THE DEATH OF PARIS. THE MAN WHO NEVER
THE LAND EAST OF THE SUN LAUGHED AGAIN.
AND WEST OF THE MOON. THE STORY OF RHODUPE.
« ACONTIUS AND CYDIPPE. “THE LOVERS OF GUDRUXN.
Part IV,
THE GOLDEN AFPPLES. THE KRING GIVEN TO VENUS.
TRE FOSTERING OF ASLAUG. BELLEROPHON IN LYCIA,
BELLEROPHON AT ARGOS. . THE HILL OF VENUS.

N-B-—Pumhn Parts 1. and I1, vol. g sued) will
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Ellis & Green’d’ Pablidations.
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Tifth Faon  Crown 8vo cloth, prue 8s
THL
LIFE AND DEATH OF JASON.

A Poem, 1n Scventeen Books

By WILLIAM MORRIS, Author of ¢ The' Carthly Paradise’

NOTICES OF MR AMORRIS'S WORKS

Times

Morris » “ Jason” 15 1 the purest simplest most idiomatic Fnglinh full of
freshness, full of fc, vivid 1n landscape, vivid in human action —worth reading
4 the cost of many Jersure hours even to a busy man

¢ We must own that the minute attention Mr Morms bestows on scemc details
he also apphes to the various phases of human emotin and ofttimes he fills the
eyen With sudden sonowless tears of sympathy with some homely trouble aptly
rendered, or elevates our thoughts with themes charming in ther pure umphcity,
~nd strong with deep p ithos

Saturday Review *

‘ A thorough ?umy of thought and linguage characterises Mr Morry, »
and * The Earthly Piradise 15 thereby adapted fol vonveying to our waves ar
daughters a refined though not diluted, version of those wondciful creations
10k faney which the rougher sex alone 14 permutted to iminbe at hrst hand
St uchwvm* this purtheatton Mr Mot not impaited tameneds inta his
verqions ‘The impress of fnhuaty with classie fable is stamped on s
and echors of the Greck ne wafted t6 us from afar both delicately and 1mper-
ceptibly Suffice 1t to say, that we have enjo! a ugh treat
m thik, 1n every scnpe, rare volume, that we heartily commend it to our readets,
‘Or Part [él —~1hose who fonnd the charm of Mr Mornis's fizat volume s0
Sire ane novel that they were fun to pigh when the last page was hed, may
Nnow copgrawlste th ives upon the publication of a third part mw
inf what 1§ now presesited to deasi that aught of this Sharm s dioumehed
Wl&w urchmatancy that style and manner are o jonger ngvel’
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The Athenseum.
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