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DEDICATION

TO MY FATHER.

WiEN your eyes fall upéhi-this page of -dedication, and you stat
to see to whom it is inscribed, your first thought will be of the
time far off when I was a child and wrotc verses, and when I
dedicated them to you, who were my public and my critic. Of
all that such a recollection implics of saddest and sweetest to
both of us, it would become neither of us to speak before the
woid ; nor would it be possible Yor us to speak of it to one
another, with voices that did not falter. Enough, that what is
in my heart when I write thus, will be fully known to yours.

And my desire is tlat you, who are a witness how, if this art of
poetry had been a less earnest object to me, it must have fallen
from exhgusted hands before this day,—that you, whq have
shared with me in things bitter and sweet, softening or enhancing
theg’u. every day,—that you, who hold with me over all sensg of
$oss and transiency, one hope by one Name,—may accept from
me the inscription of these volumes, the exponents of a few years
of an existence whi®fl has been sustained and comforted by you
#weil gy given. Somewhat more faint-hearted than I used to
be, it is my fancy th¥s to seem to return to a visible personal
‘depe eﬁc.e on you, &s if indeed I were a ch.lld.again ; toconjure
'yourgbeloved iffiage between myself and the public, so as to be
sure of on& smile,—and to satisfy my heart while I sanctify my
ambitidep by associating with the great pursuit of my life, its
tenderest®nd holiest affection. ’

Your
. E. B. B,
LoMDoN, 50 WIMPOLE STREET,
o 1844.






PREFACE.

—
THE poems of Elizabeth Barrett Browning have won an assured
.and bigh place in English literature, and many of the finest of
them, such as “The Drama of Exile,” which established her
poetical reputation; “The Seraphim;” *The Rhymeasof the
Duchess May,” etc., are extremely popular. The shorter poems
(some of them gems of thought), by which she is best known,
perhaps, to the gencral public, are embodied in this voluime.
And as it has been usual of late years to include the early poems
of our great poets in their collected works, Mrs. Browning’s have

Iso been retained.

* A brief Memoir of the Author has been prefixed to the poems,
with the addition of personal reminiscences of Mrs. Browning
from the ®en of her intimate friend, Mrs, David Ogilvy, who
resided in Italy at the Casa Guidi with the poetess and her gifted
huspand in 1849-50. .

PREFACE TO THE 1844 EDITION.

Yo .
»THE collaction here offered to the pubiic consists of
which have been written in the int®rim between the perio@af "
the publication of my" “§eraphim” and the present; variously
coloured, or perhaps shadowedy by the life of which they are the.
natural expressiong—and, with %the exception of a few contribu-
| S vil o
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fii;ns,.to Englf;h or American penot‘{cal& are printed now for the
time, .
. As the first yoem of this collectfon, the “ Dranfy of Exile,” is*
_longest an§ most important work (to me/) which I ever
ed into the urrent of publication, I gay®be pardoned for
entreating the redder’s Lttention to the fact, that I deciddll on
publishing it after considerable’ hesitation and doubt, The
subject of the Drama rather fastened on me than was chosen,
and ‘the form, approaching the model of the Greek tragedy,
shaped itself under my hand, rather by force of pleasure than of
design. But when the excitement of gomposition had subsided,
I felt afraid of my position. My subject was the new and strange
experience of the fallen humanity, as it went forth from Paradise
into the wilderness ; with a peculiar reference to Eve’s allotted grief,:
which, considering that self-sacrifice belonged to her womanhood,
and tht consciousness of originating the Fall to her offencep—
appeared to me imperfectly apprehended hitherto, and more
sible by a woman than a man. There was room, at least,
for lyrical emotion in those first steps into the wilderness,—in
that first sense of desolation after wrath,—in that first audible
gathering of the recriminating ¢ groan of the whole creation,”—
in that first darkening of the hills frorr the recoiling feet of
angels,—and in that first silence of the voice of God. And 1
took pleasure in driving in, like a pile, stroke upon gtroke, the
Idea of ExiLE,~—admitting Lucifer as an extreme YAdam, to
represent the ultimate tendenciés of sin and loss,—that it might
JDestrong to bear up the contrary Idea of the Heavenly lovesand .
purity. But when all was done, I felt afraid, as I said before, of -
miy position. I had promised my own prudence to shut close
the gates of Eden between Milton and Btyself, so that none.
might say I dared to walk in his footsteps. He sho 5
within, I thought, with his Adam and Eveeunfallen or"Hilling,—
and I, without, withgmy ExI1LEs,—7 also anexile. It would: not
-do. The subject, and his glory covering it, swept through the
gates, and I stood full in it, against my will, and contrary to my
vow,~till I shrank back fearing, almost desponding hesitating.
‘yenture even a passing association with our great post'before:
the face of the public. Whether at last I took courage for-the'
' , by a sudden revivll of that love of manuscript which
should be cMssed by moral philosophers among the ‘natursl
affectiois, or by the encouraging ®oice. of a dear friénd, j¢:is wiot’
interesting to the reader to inquire. -Neither qould the fatsaffisct.
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* -
the question ; since I bear, §f course, my own r{fponsibilities.
For'$he rest, Igilton is tqp high, and 1 am too loyj to render" it
hecessary for ‘me to disavow any rash emula '% of his divine
faculty off his own ground ; while enough indj/iduality will be
granted, I hope, ® my poem, to rescue me frori that imputation
of plagiarism which should be too servile®h thing for every sincere
thinker. After all, and at the worst, I have only attempted, in
respect to Milton, what the Greek dramatists achicved lawfully
in respect to Homer. They constructed dramas on Trojan
ground ; they raised on the buskin, and even clasped with the
sock, the feet of Homeric heroes; yet they neither imitated
their omer, nor emasculated him. The Agamemnon of
ZEschyius, who died in the bath, did no harm to, nor suffered
any harm from, the Agamemnon of Homer, who bearded
Achilles. To this analogy—the more favourable to me frgm the
obvious exccption in it, that Homer's subject .was his own
possibly by creation,—whercas Milton’s was his own by illustra-
tion anly—1I appeal. To this analogy-—nof to this comparison, .
be 1t understood—I appeal. For the analogy of the stronger
may apply to the weaker; and the reader may have patience
witl the weakest while she suggests the application.

eOn a graver point®l must take leave to touch, in further
reference to my dramatic poem. The Divine Saviour is

spresentedy in vision towards the close, speaking and trans
figured ; anfl it has been hinted to, me that the introduction may
“give offence in quarters where I should be most reluctant to give
any. A reproach of the same class, relating to the frequent
recurrence of a (iicat Name in my pages, has already filled me
with regret. How shall I answer these things? Frankly, in any
case. When the old mysturies represented the Holiest Being in
a @imgfappiliar fashion, and the people gazed on, with the faith
of children in their earsest eyes, the critics of a succeeding age,
who rejsiced in Congreve, cried out,  Profar” Yet Andreini’s
mystery suggesteg Milton’s cpic ; and Milton, the most reverent
of poets, doybting whether to throw his work into the epic form
or the dramatic, left, on the latter basis, a rough ground-plan, in
which hiteMtention of introducing “the Heavenly Love ” among
the pesson®of his drama, is extant tohe present day. But the
tendency of the present day is to sunder the daily life from the
spiritual creed, —to separate the worshipping from the acting
“man,—and by no means to ‘lip by faith.” There is a feeling
abroad which appegrs to me (I say it with deference) nearer
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v .
to superstitioff than to religion, tha§f thete should be no toucjjing
of ‘holy vessel| except by consecrfed §ngers, nof any namings

holy names§ except in consecrated places As if life were!
"niot a continu rament to man, since Christ brake "the daily
bread of it in HiS handg! As if the name of (fod did not build
a church, by the very naming of it! As if the word Gorn'were
not, everywhere in His creation, and at every moment in His
eternity, an appropriate word ! As if it could be uttered unfitly,
if devoutly! I appeal on these points, which I will not argue,
from the conventions of the Christian to his devout heart ; and I
beseech him generously to believe af-me, that I have done that
in reverence, from which, through reverence, he might have
abstained ; and that where he might have been driven to silence’
by the prmc:ple of adoratxon, I, by the very same principle, have
been Qarried into speech.

It should have been observed in another place, —the fuct,
however, being sufficiently obvious throughout the drama,—that
the - time is from the cvening into the night. If it should be
objected that 1 have lengthened my twilight too much for the
East, I might hasten to answer that we know nothing of the
length of mornings or evenings before the Flood, and that I
cannot, for my own part, believe in an Ellen thhout the longest
of purple tmhghts The evening, avp of Genesis, signifies a
“mingling,” and approaches the meaning of our g“twilight”
.analytically. Apart from which considerations, my “exiles” are .
‘surrounded, in the scenc described, by supernatural appearances;

the shadows that approach them are not only of the night.

The next longest poem to the “Drama of Exile” in the
collection, is the ‘ Vision of Poets,” in whigh I have endeavoured
to indicate the necessary relations of genius to suffering and self-
-sacrifice. In.the eyes of the living generation, th t
once a richer and poorer man than he®used to be; he wears.
better broadcloth, Tut speaks no more ofacles; and <h# evil of.
this social incrustation over a great idea, is eatmg deeper and.
more fatally into our literature, than either readaxs or
may apprehend fully. I have attempted to express in tl'ns poein
my view of the mission of the poet, of the self-abnegat
ingit, of the great work ingolved in it, of the duty 310 o?
_what Balzag has beautifully and truly called “la;
angmt‘;'ue du géme ;" and of the oBvious truth, above a]l,that

wer, should be acceptable ab a part

oflmowledge t is enough to-say of thg ‘ _po%“:fl,m‘

»l
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scarcely one of them i un%nbitious of an obi t and a
signifiince. e ’ :

Since my “Seraphim ” was received by the publfc with more
Bndness than its griter had counted on, I days not rely on
having .put away the fiults with which that volume abounded
and was mildly reproached. Something, indeed, I may hope to
have retrieved, because some progress in mind and in avc every
active thinker and honest writer must consciously or uncon-
sciously .make, with the progress of existence and experience :
and, in some 'sort,—since “we learn in suffering what we teach in
song,”— my songs may be fitter to teach. But if it were not pre-
sumptuous Janguage on the lips of one to whom life is more than
usually uncertain, my favourite wish for this work would be, that
it be received by the public as a step in the right track, towards
a future indication of more value and acceptability. 1 would
fain do better,—and I feel as if I might do better: I aspire to
do better. It is no new form of the nympholepsy of poetry,
that my ideal should fly before me ;—and if I cry out too hope-
fully at sight of the white vesture receding between the cypresses,
let me be blamed gently if justly. In any case, while my poems
are full of faults,—as I go forward to my critics and confess,—
they have my heart and hfe in them,—they are not empty shells.
If itymusc be said 8f me that I have contributed immemorable
verses to thébmany rejected by the age, it cannot at least be said
that I have done so in a light and irresponsible spirit. Poetry
has begn as serious a thing 0 me as life itself; and life has been
a very serious thing: there has been no playing at skittles fot*
me in either. I ncver mistook pleasure for the final cause of
poetry; nor leisure, forsthe hour of the poet. I have done my
W far, as work,—not as mere hand and head work, apart
from personal being—but as the completest expression of
that being to which I Sould attain,—and as work I offer it to
the. public,—feeling its*shortcomings more” deeply than any of
my.reagers, becaute measured from the height of my aspiration,
—but feeling®also that the reverence and sincerity with which
the ‘work. ggas done, should give it some protection with the

rqrerent ang sincere,
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PREACE TO THE 1850 EDITION.

This edition, including my earlier and later writings, I have
.endeavoured to render as little unworthy as possible ‘of the
indulgence of the public. Several poems I would willingly have-
withdrawn, if it were not almost impossible to extricate what has -
been once caught and involved in the machinery of the press.
The alternative is a request to the generous reader that he may
use the weakness of those earlier verses, which no subsequent
revision has succeeded in strengthening, less as a reproach to
the writer, than as a means of marking some progress in’ her
other attempts. One early failure, a translation of the Frome
theus of Aschylus, which, though happily free of the current
of publication, may be remembered against me by a few of my
personal friends, I have replaced by an entirely new version,
made for them and my conscience, in expiation of a sin of my
youth, with the sincerest application of*my mature mind, This
collection includes, also, various poems hitherto unprigted,.
which I am glad to have the present opportunity;:of throwing.
behind me, so as to leave clear the path before, towards better
aims and ends . . . may I hope? ... than any which are’
-~=ttained here.

FLORENCE,
January 1850,
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kindness was %pa:d by the great a anty age she denved ﬁ'o:ndns

conversation ; nd she has commembratetl his frién@iship in three
charming sonnets, and by the mscnptlon, “in grateful affection,”

-she says, of her poem of “Cyprus Wine ” to hine.

" The memory of her %eautiful Herefordshire home remained
long with Elizabeth Barrett after she had left it, to cheer her, and
ta-add a charm to many of the poems she wrote in the sick-
chamber, to which she was early condemned by an accidental
:injury to her spine.

In 1825 Miss Barrett became a contributor to the "best
periodicals of the day; and in 1826 published her first volume
of poems, containing an “Essay on Mind,” and minor poems.
In 1828 her first sorrow fell on her. Her mother died, and
soon after the added grief came of leaving her beautiful and

"belove€ home. Mr. Barrett had had severe pecuniary losses,
which his loving care for his wife had increased, for to shield her

~from all knowledge of them he had made great sacrifices. After

*her death he thought it necessary to leave Hope End, and the
family went to reside at Sidmouth,

While living here, Elizabeth published her second volume
of poems, containing a translation of Aschylus’s Promet,
Bound, which was rather severely criticised. Her own mature
;udgmcnt also condemned it ; it was therefore withdrawn from
circulation, and later on she re-translated it.

After a residence of two: years at Sidmouth, the Barretts
moved to Gloucester Place, London, and in 1838 Miss Barrett
published “ The Seraphim ” and other poems. Her health then
became so bad that she was ordered to the south coast, and went
to Torquay. The fresh sea breezes and Seft Devon air proved
'so beneficial that her perfect recovery was hoped for;
fearful catastrophe destroyed all the bepefit she had®received
from them. Her favourite brother, Edward, came to,visit her,

.and went out one day with two friends for a sail—a saxlor with-
them. They did not return. A period of despairi i
for their friends followed, and then their bodies were
having drifted up channel. The boat had upset in Babhjc
Bay, and all in her had perished. This shock dhrew M
unhappy sister into a seritus illness, from which she did not
recover sufficiently to be moved back to her home for a-twelve-:
-menth. When she was at lenﬁli brought to London, she was
many years confined to a s roommtbexr thpolem
- 0 ) , " ﬁ:"&
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ﬁevertheless, in 1844 sh again collected and /published het

. Thie edition ned the fing dramdtic poem, “A

m of Exlle,” whizh greatly increased her reputation as an .
author.

She was assmted by the advice ofeher cousin, Mr. John
Kenyon, a literary man of great ability, who also brought her
‘books and kept her in touch with the world of literature. %

Her health improved, and about this time Mr. Kenyon intro-
duced her to Robert Browning, the poet. ‘Their sympathy of
tastes and mutual admiration soon produced a strong attachment,
and on the 12th of September 1846 they were quietly married.,
Her husband at once took his bride to Italy, for the sake of her
health, and they settled at Florence.

In 1850 Mirs. Browning issued an edition of her poems in two
volumes, and other editions followed in 1853 and 1856, ®

Her only child, Robert, was born at Florence in 1849. The
genius of his parents in him developed in the sister art of
painting, and he became a well-known arlist.

We arc indebted to the kindness of Mrs. David Ogilvy, the
author of the beautiful Highland Minstrelsy, for a glimpse of
Mrs. Browning in her Jtalian home.

* Mrs. Qgilvy was introduced to the Brownings by Mrs. Brown-
ing’s cousin, Mrs, Martin Lindsay.

“In the Rarly spring of 1848 my husband and I were driving in

Rome with a Mr. and Mrs. Martin Lindsay. Mrs. Lindsay was
talking of her cousin, Mrs. Browning. Suddenly she said, ‘ Yoy
are just the people to suit “Ba;” would you like an mtroducuon?’
We 3umped at the offer.
' “*Ba’ was Mrs. Rowning’s pet name. Her husband callel
hgﬁ), her sister Arabel called her so, and so did the large
fasm of»Gloucestershjre cousins, who came to l'lorence in
18515

“ Onareachmg l"‘]orence from Rome, June 1848, 6@ at once ,

t Casa Guidi. Robert Browning was playing with alt”

atl -soul on a grand piano. He sprang up, striding

formxd .gith outstretched hand. His wifc was curled up ina

Wd asofa in the middle of the large dim sa/a, hung with _

‘tapestry and ancient pi%ures. With her profuse

feat;hery curls half hiding er small face, and her large, soft,

pleading eyes, she always jnded me of a King Charles.

gpaniel, Something unutterably pathetic looked out of thosa
Xoft eggs. Light was not in favour with Mrs. Browning She
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habitually sat‘in dark rooms, and yvas so little out of doors, 4hat
her accuracy of observation was all- the'more remsrkable. ~Her
son was born on March 9, 1849, and as my son wascborn not
long before, we were as much drawn together by motherhood as
by intellectual sympathy. We were four éager enthusiasts, and
quite in accord about painting and sculpture. But in poetry we
had different canons, and the Brownings were too original-
minded themselves to wish for servile asscnt in our opinions.
Mrs. Browning read largely of Fiench novels. I once saw a huge
pile beside her ; ¢ They will soon melt down,’ she remarked.  She
greatly admired George Sand’s writings, and, on meeting her in
Paris in 1850, wrote to me, elated that George Sand had kissed
her.  She was scandalised by my reply, that such a kiss reminded
me of Becky kissing Amcha when they met in later life. In
truth, Mrs. Browning with all her genius had the simple purity
of Thackeray’s heroine.

“We spent the autuinn of 1849 near each other at the Baths
of Lucca, and in October we Ogilvys rented the upper floor of
Casa Guidi, where the Brownings occupied the first floor or
Dlano nobile. Of course we met daily, and had many common
acquaintances—the Trollopes, Montgomery Stewait, Power, and
Greenhough, the Amecrican sculptors, Xirkup, the friend of
Trelawny, Mrs. Jomeson, the authoiess, ete.- In 1850, after
some months spent at Naples, Capn, and Sorrento, we again
wintered 1n Florence, and in May r851 my husband and I joined
the Brownings in a vetfur1no journey by Bologna, Parma, Modena,
and Mantua, to Venice, where we had rooms on the Grand Canal,
the Brownings on the first floor, and we Ogilvys on the floor above.
We oenerally went together for dinner ww the Iazza di San
Marco, and if Mrs. Browning and I came back alone_gshe
invariably lost her way, unless I did the niloting. I think those
were the longest walks I ever knew her attempt.  She yery much
depended for strength on a daily dose of ether in some peculiar
mixture prescribed for her. One day the child got hold of the *
medicine after the maid had measured and pourew'it out. He
drank it off, and great was the alarm, but it did not hugt him.

“Mr. Browning and his wife were a contrast in temperament, -
He so vehement, talkativs; and hasty, full of gesticulation, and
fond of argument, She quiet, halfproud, halfhumorous in her
expression, as he expatiated, coming in now and then with a..
little deprecatory ‘Oh, Roberf!’ as a gentle drag on his imn-
petuosity. In general, she was intense rathe than excitah'sy and
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shedook life too sqriousl' forjher own happiness. She could,so
Sittlesbear to pmin any ont sheloved, that I had to administer the
baby’s madicine, to save her the trial. It was well for her that
she went before, hugband and child. She could not have
survived them. .

“ After a fortnight or three weeks together of delightful wander-
ings about Venice, and long talks on the balcony of an evening,
overlooking the canal, the Brownings went to London, »/z Paris,
and my husband and I crossed the Brenner to Munich, and
through Bavaria to England. We mect again in the Great
Exhibition, which was too gaudy, too noisy, and too fatiguing to
please Mrs. Browning.

“1n autumn we were all back in Florence, Mrs. Browning’s
Gloucestcershire cousins, the Peytons, having the first floor of the
Villino Lustrine, opposite the Pitti Gardens, and we had the
ground floor. The Peytons told me much of their cousin’s early
life, and of her brother’s sad death at Torquay. In May 1852
we left Ttaly finally, stopping a month at Pars, to be with the
Brownings, who had found us rooms near theirs. It was during
the short Presidency of Louis Napolcon, who did not then seem
popular with the Parisians. I think Mr. Browning mistrusted
Touis Nepolcon, as my husband and T did; and as yet Mrs,
Browning had not discovered his merits. We had much good
talk in thér Paris sa/ffs, Mrs. Jameson and Orion’ Horne
beiny often present. One evening we all told ghost stories, till
Mrs. Browning cried ¢ Basta!” Madame Doche was then playing
in ‘Ih Dame aux Camelias, and Mrs. Browning was very
enthusiastic about her.

* “We saw the Browsaings again in London once or twice, and
they came to London in 1855 for a short time, when we were
livin, she suburbs ; but after 1852 our intercourse was chiefly
by lettep. , She made ,mc promise to keep Qer letters private,
and I have respected her wish. In 1861 her sister Henrietta
died ;. my motheffin-law, whom the Brownings had known well
in Ylorence,»died at the same time, or a little later. After
her sisters death, Mrs. Browning was for two months quite

¢ then she wrote me a touching letter, quivering
with' pain, and, speaking of her metherless nieces, she said,
‘I see my own child’s fage through a mist of tears’ Not
dong after she wrote condoling with us on my mother-in-law’s
death, and her own,sorrow was till bleeding. = Very soon after
she wpg herself laid #n the grave,
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“ Her letters were written in mirfute e;cmtches no thicker thap
the hairs on a daisy stalk, on tiny note sShects, folded sometimes
into tiny envelopes, the whole forming apparently a dol's epistle.
But if the writing was thin, the thoughts apd feelings were stout
and strong. Nearly ha'f of every letter is made up of anecdotes
of ‘Penini,” as ber boy called himself. How he longed for a
little brother; how he wished to bt either the Pope or Louis
Napoleon ; how he went 10 the Carnival in a rose domino and a
mask, and resented the holding of his hand by his nurse ; how
he read Grimm’s fairy tale of the Twelve Brothers, and sighed for
a dozen of the same, and how hiv mother too sighed for a little
daughter that never came. A daughter was born to me while I
lived in Casa Guidi, and I can see vividly in my mind the figure
of Mrs. Browning pacing up and down with the baby girl in her
arms, '.er long curls dropping over the tiny face, her eyes full of
love and ycarning, As Penmni grew older, the letters told how
his mother taught him English, French, and Ttalian ; how he kept
a journal, and read Dumas in his bed, by the hght of a candle
in his wash-basin, and recited the patriotic songs of Dall’ Ongari
to the Siencse pcasant boys. His father pave him two hours’
daily musical instruction, and one letter tells proudly that he
could play a sonata of Becthoven at eight or nine years old.
Penini had one rival only in his mothers heart, and that was
Italy. All her letters are full of Italian politics. Her doubts of
Mazzini, her rapturous admiration for Louis Napolcon as Italy's
deliverer, her wrath at British apathy, her drcad of priestly
iachinations ; the letters are seething from end to end with
passionate emotion. It irked her that, with almost equal desire
for Italian freedom, I could not believer‘n Iouis Napoleon’s
disinterested greatness and magnanimity. She Lad conepped
the cup d’état of Deccinber 1852 ; I could not. Tt was sfrange
that, with such boundless sympathy for Italy’s troybles, she
expressed scant féeling for either the Crimean or the Indian
Mutiny troubles of her own countrymen. The Tittle she dqes sa:
of them refers chiefly to my anxiety over relatives enghiged in bot|
of those terrible wars. e,

“She professed an abstract horror of all things miliary. She
had little of the clinging “to ancestral traditions which has so
large a place in the Scottish temperrament. Her cousins, the
Peytons, abounded in family traditions, but one might know Mrs..
Browning for years, and never Lear of one of her ‘forbears.” 1
attributed this greatly to old Mr. Barrett's stuvdy Nonconfeymity ;
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bt ®I have sir.:c:, met w;ll bfn Dissenters with plenty of family

“Mrs. ‘Browning was reared in Nonconformity, and Mr.
Browning was bromghg up in Calvinism. Both to a certain degree
shook off their trammels, but both lived® and died Puritans at
heart. Mrs. Browning added to her religious faith a keen
hankering after mesmeric spiritdalism, more than, I fancy, her
husband thought safe for her impressionable nature. In the
summer of 1855, when they were in London, she was telling me
her recent experiences at séances.  Tle was impatiently pacing up
and down the room ; suddenly he wheeled round and broke out, *
¢ And what does it all end in? In your finding yourself in a locked
room, and the keeper putting in his head, and asking what you
will be pleased to have for dinner!” ¢Oh, Robert!” was gll his
wife’s rejoinder.  Looking back over thirty ycars since her death,
¥ can see that her high and noble mind had limitations ; that she
was a powerful torrent foaming against the rocks, and not a wide
sea spreading over a hemisphere.  But her perfuct sincerity and
purity of motive, her frcedom from jealousy or pettiness of
feeling, her warm heart and swect temper, would have made a
stgpid woman lovableg and made her, with her intellectual
power, adorable then when she lived in the flesh, and now when
she lives in ew memory.

“ A pictute of Casa Guidi when I knew it would hardly be
complete without a skétch of its servants. The Brownings
treated, them as friends, and made few changes. Wilson, the
North-country maid, was devoted to her mistress, and became
the boy’s nurse on the departure of the ‘DBalia’ later on, she
marricd Ferdinando, B8r fellow-scrvant. She was not a typical
lady’?mid, being gentle and unassuming; after her marriage
Mrs. Browhing often Iagnented her lack of strong-mindedness,
she was s0ecasily victinmiscd. The cook in 1848 was a fantastic
old fellow, Alessgndro, of whom his master had always new
anecdors. His wife died at Christmas. The disconsolate
widower could not stop crying to concoct the ‘Gran Budino’
(plum-pudding). The ncxt week he presented it with all due
henours, apologising claboratcly for his wife having committed
the ‘inconvenience’ of dying at the dat® she did.”

» Mrs. Browning whilc livieg in Florence wrote “Casa Guidi
Windows,” 1851, “Aurora Leighy’ 1857, and “Poems before
Congress,” 1860. Her “last I’oems,” 1862, and posthumous
Poemmwrere edited b her poet-husband, “
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‘She died in-the old Italian ctty bn June 30, 1861. e
The municipality of Florence have had a tablet to her memory

pla.oed on the walls of Casa Guidi. The msmptlon, written by -
Tommaseo, runs thus ‘—

“Qul scrisse e morl E. B. B,, che in cuore di donna conciliave
scienze di dotto e spirito di poeta, e fece del suo verso aureo
anello fra Italia e Inghilterra. Pose questa memoria Firenze
grata. 1861 %

# « Here lived and wrote E B, B , who united to a woman’s heart the science of

the learned, and the spirt of the and made by her poetry a golden ning
uniting Italy and England. Gmmﬁel‘sioreneeplaces{h:s memorial. 1861."
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ELIZABETH BARRETT BROWNING.

# Drama of Erfle,

—_——

SCENE,—The outer side of the gate of Eden shut fast with clouds, from the
. 'k of whick revoluves the sword of fire self-moved. A walch of tnnumer-
* able angels, rank above Mnk, slopes up from around it to the zenith ; and
the glure, cast from their brightness and from the sword, extends many

miles inlogthe wilderness. AM and EVE are seen in the distance,
ﬂﬂ'ngaiin% the glare, The ANGEL GABRIEL and LUCIFER are beside
the gale.

- #lyc. Hail, Gabriel, the keeper of the gate !

- Now that the fruit is plucked, prince Gabriel,
I hold that Eden js impregnable

- Under thy keeping.
ek Angel of the sin,
Such as thou standd¥t,—pale in the drear light

.- Whi8h®rounds the rebel’s work with MakePs wrath,—
: %shalt b&an Idea to al souls ;—

. AFfabnumental melancholy gloom

" Seen down all ages ; whence to mark despair,

And ure out the distances from good |

.’-"_ ‘ "ﬁa i . t )
. Lue
- Lucifer,

: Thy last step in this . SOITOW Up.
hefore thet sorrow, if not this sword.

'
o Wherefore ?
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" hiud

" Exiles are in the world—wh

Lue, Angels are in ‘the worjd—wherefore not1?
2'in th eEforPnot I? o -
Thé cursed are in the world—wherefore not I?
LG:ﬁ. Depart.

Our lady Eve had half been satisfied

To obey her Maker, if I had not learnt

To fix my postulate better. Dost thou dream

Of guarding some monopoly in Heaven

Instead of earth? Why, I can dream with thee

To the length of thy wings.
Gab. I do not dream.

This is not Heaven, even in a dream ; nor earth,

As earth was once,—first breathed among the stars,—

Articulate glory from the mouth divine,—

To which the myriad spheres thrilled audibly,

Touched like a lute-string,—and the'sons of God

Said AMEN, singing it. I know that this

Is earth, not new created, but new cursed—

This, Eden’s gate, not opened, but built up

With a final cloud of sunset. Do I dream?

Alas, not so | this is the Eden lost'

B’fv:hLucifel; the serpent ! this the sword ‘

(This sword, alive with justice and with fire !) -

That smote upon the forehead, Lucifer

The angel! Wherefore, angel, go . . . depart—

Enough is sinned and suffered.
Luc. By no means.

Here’s a brave earth to sin and suffezon! «

1t holds fast still—it cracks not under curse;

It holds, like mine immortal. Presently .

We'll sow it thick enough with graves as green

Or er, ‘certes, than its knowledge-tree—  °

We'll have the cypress for the tree of lifey

More eminent for shadow :—for the rest ~ ©

We'll build it dark with towns and pyramids, ..

And temples, if it please you :—we’ll have feasts,

And fanerals also, &.errymakes and wars, )

A

. Till blood and wine shall mixand run along ~

Right O'er the edges. And, good Gabriel, . ...
(Ye like that word in Hékven !) 7 too have strengtfism’

‘Strength to behold Him, sad not worship Him3, ¥ /.0

«And where's the lofic of “ depart”?

T
>



A DR‘{MA OF EXILE.

w Strength to fall fro Hlp, and not cry on Him
*Strength®o be in the universe, and yet
Neither God nor His servant. The red sign
Burnt on my foxghead, which you taunt me with,’
1s God’s SIgn that it bows not unto God ;
The potter’s mark upon his work, to show
It rings well to the striker, I and the earth
Can bear more curse.
A O miserable earth,
O ruined angel!
. Zue, Well! and if it be,
I cHOSE this ruin : I elected it
Of my will, not of scrvice. What I do,
1 do volitient, not obedient,
- And overtop thy crown with my despair.
My sorrow crowns me. Get thee back to Heaven ;
And leave me to the earth which is mine own
In virtue of her misery, as I hers,
In virtue of my ruin! turn from both,
That bright, impassive, passive angelhood ;
And spare to reaq us backward any more
Of your spent hallclujahs.
Gag. Spirit of scorn !
I might say, of unreason! I might say,
That who despairs, acts ; that who acts, connives
ith God’s relations set in time and space ;
hat who elects, assumes a something good
Which God made possible ; that who lives, obeys
The law of a Lif®-maker . . .
Luc. Let it pass!
'T‘Io ore, thou Ggpriel! What if T stand up
Andgstrike my brow against the crystallige
" Roofing the, creatures,—shall I say for that,
% Fstature 1s too"high for me to stand,—
nceﬁ)rward I must sit? Sit skow.
I kneel.

K .Lﬂc:. A heavenly answer, Get thee to thy Heaven,
And leave my earth to me. ®
. Gab . Through Heaven and earth
God’s will moves freely ; ;.&d I follow it,
* As-eplour follows light. overflows
oBlit firmamen®al walls with deity,
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Therefore with love : His lig] go abroad,
His pity may do so; Hxsan ‘
Whene'er He gives them charges

Luc. Verily,

I and my demons—who are spirits of scorn—
Might hold this charge of standing with a sword
"Twixt man and his inheritance, as well

As the benignest angel of you all

Gab. Thou speakest in the shadow of thy change.
If thou hadst gazed upon the face of God
This morning for a2 moment, thou hadst known
That only pity fitly can chastise,

While hate avenges.

Luc, As it is, I know
Something of pity. When I reeled in Heaven,

And my sword grew too heavy for my wrist,
Stabbing through matter, which it could not pierce
So much as the first shell of,—toward the throne;
When I fell back, down,—staring up as I fell,—
The lightnings holdmg open my scathed lids,

And that thought of the infinite of God,

Drawn from the finite, speeding my descent ;
‘When countless angel-faces, still and stern,
Pressed out upon me from the level heavens,
Adown the abysmal spaces ; and I fell,

Trampled down by your stillness, and struck blind
By the sight 1 your eyes ;—'twas then I knew
How ye could pity, my kind angelhood !

Gab. Yet, thou discrowned one, by-the truth in me
Which God keeps in me, I would give away
All,—save that truth, and His love over it,—  «

To lead thee home again into the light,

And hear thy voice chant with the morning stars ;
When their rays tremble round them with much song.
Sung in more gladness !

Luc. « Sing, my Moming Star |
Last beautiful—last heavenly—that I lov
If I could drench thy gulden locks with tears, '
What, were it to this angel?

Gab. What Love is |
An'zi“:ow I have named Qod. .

et, Gabriel,
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the lie in me which 1 keep myself,
u'rt # false swearer. Were it otherwise,
Whﬂt dost thou here, vouchsafing tender thoughts'
To that earth-angel or earth-demon—which,
Thou and I have not solved his problem yet
Enough to argue,—that fallen Adam there,—
That red-clay and a breath! who must, forsooth,
Live in a new apocalypse of scnse,
With beauty and music waving in his trees
And running in his rivers, to make glad
His soul made perfect,—if it were not for
The hope within thee, deeper than thy truth,
Of finally conducting him and his
To fill the vacant thrones of me and mine,
Which affront Heaven with their vacuity ? b
Gab. Angel, there are no vacant thrones in Heaven
To suit thy bitter words. Glory and life
Fulfil their own depletions : and if God
Sighed you far from I{im, His next breath drew in
A compensative splendour up the skies,
Fluqhmg the starry arteries!
With a change !
So, leé the vacant thrones, and gardens too,
Flll as may please you !—and be pitiful,
e translate that word, to the dethroned
An exiled, man or angel The fact stands,
I, the rcbel, the cast out and down,
Am here, and will not go; while there, along
The light to whi¢h yc flash the desert out,
‘{hes your adopted Adam ! your red-clay
n two kinds, botl; being flawed. Why, what is this?
work is this? Whose hand was ig the work ?
Agamst wh?e hand? In this last strife, methinks,

m not a allcn angel |
Dost thou know
Aqght of those exiles?

Ay ; I know they have fled
'Wordless all day along the wildetmess :
I know they wear, for burd:a on their backs,
The thought of a shut gate &hParadlse,
And faces of thg marshalled‘sherubim
Abining againsg not for them ! and I know
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: N They dare not look’in one anather’ 3 t‘ace,—-
As if each were a cherub !

Gab. Dost thou know
Anght of their future ?
Luc. - Only as muth as this:

That evil will increase and multiply
Without a benediction.
Gab. Nothing more ?
Zuc. Why, so the angels taunt! What should be more ?
Gab. God is more.
Luc. Proving what ? ,
Gab. That He is God,
And capable of saving. Lucifer,
I charge thee by the solitude He kept
Ere He crcated,—leave the earth to (God !
Luc. My foot is on the earth, firm as my sin !
Gab. 1 charge thee by the memory of Heaven
Ere any sin was done,—leavc earth to God !
Luc. My sin is on the carth, to reign thercon.
Gab. 1 charge thee by the choral song we sang,
When up against the whitc shore of our feet,
The depths of the creation swelled and brake,—
And the new worlds, the beaded foam and flower
Of all that coil, roared outward into space
On thunder-edges,—leave the earth to God !
Luc. My woe is on the earth, to cursc thereby.
Gab. 1 charge thee by that mournful Morning Star™
Which trembles . . .
Lue, Hush ! I will not hear thee speak
.Of such things. Enough spoken. As the pine
In norland forest drops its weight of snows *
By a night’s growth, so, growing towgrd my ends,
I drop thy counsels. Farewell, Gabricl!
Watch out thy service ; I assert my will.
And peradventure in the after years,
When thoughtful men bend slow their spacious btom
. Upon. the storm and strife seen everywhere v
: To ruffle their smoot!s manhood, and break up
‘With lurid lights of intermittent hope :
Theif human fear and wrong,-—they may discam
“The heart of a lost angel ,hthe

S el e

9 i
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CHORUS OF EDEN SPIRITS.
-+ (Chants m Pavadise, while Adam agd Eve fly across the
(Chanting fPo e Adam agd Eve

Hearken, oh hearken! let your souls, behind you,
Lean, gently moved !
Our voices feel along the Dread to find you,
O lost, beloved ! .
Through the thick-shielded and strong-marshalled angels
. They press and pierce:
Our requiems follow fast on our evangels,—
Voice throbs in verse !
We are but orphaned Spirits left in Eden
A time ago,
God gave us golden cups, and we were bidden
To feed you so!
But now our right hand hath no cup remaining,
No work to do;
» The mystic kydromg] is spilt, and staining
The whole earth through ;
And all those stains lie clearly round for showing
(Not interfused !)
Tha.t bnghter colours were the world’s foregoing,
Than shall be used.
Hearken, oh hearken ! ye shall hearken surely,
For years and years,
The noise beside yth, dripping coldly, purely,
Of spirits’ tears !
The yedrning to a begutiful, denied you,
o o Shall strair your powers ;
dga,l sweetnesges shall over-glide you,
- esumed from ours !
Ih*all your music, our pathetic minor
.+ Your ears shall cross;
‘. l&ndgall'&u' sights shall mind you of dlvmer,
- With sense of loss |
We shall be near, in all y8ur poet-languors
And wild extremes,
'Wbattimeye vexsthe desertwhvamangen.
. Or light*with dreams !
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And when upon you, weary afte; roamng,
Death’s seal 1s put, ¢
By the foregone ye shall discern the coming,
Through eyelids shut .
Spirits of the Tvees.
Harl ! the Edcn trees are stirring,
Slow and solcmn to your hearing !
Planc and cedar, palm and fir,
Tamarisk and juniper,
Each 1s throbbing in vibration
Since that crowning of creation,
When the God breath spake abroad,
Pealing down the dcpths of Godhead,
Let us make man like to God —
And the pine stood quivering
In the Lden gorges wooded,
As the awful word went by,
lake a vibrant chorded string
Stretched fiom mountain peak to sky!
And the platan did expand,
Slow and gradual, branch and head;
And the cedar’s strong black shade
Fluttered brokenly and grand '—
Giove and forest bowed aslant
In emotion jubilant
Voice of the same, but softer
Which divine 1mpulsion cleavgs
In dim movuments to the leavds
Dropt and hifted, dropt and hifted
In the sunlight greenly sifted; —
In the sunlight and the moonught
Greenly sifted through the trees
Ever wave the Eden trees
In the mighthght, and the noonlight,
With a ruffling of green branches
Shaded off to resonances ;
Never stirred'by rain or breeze !
Fare ye well, farewtll !
The sylvan sounds, no longer audible,
Expire at EdCn’s door! !
Each footstep of your tralilng
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Treads out no:ie murmtiir which ye heard befare :
® Farewell! the trees of Eden
. Ye shall hear nevermore.
River-Spivita o
Hark | the flow of the four rivers—
Hark the flow!
How the silence round you shivers,
While our voices through it go,
Cold and clear.
A softer voice. .
Think a little, while ye hear,—
Of the banks
Where the alders and red deer
Crowd in intermingled ranks,
As if all would drink at once,
‘Where the living water runs :—
Of the fishes’ golden edges
Flashing in and out the sedges:
Of the swans on silver thrones,
Floating down the winding streams,
With impf8sive eyes turned shoreward,
And a chant of undertones,—
® And the lotos leaning forward
To help them into dreams.
Fare ye well, farewell |
The river-sounds, no ionger audible,
Expire at Eden’s door !
Eagle footstep of your treading
Treads out somc murmur which ye heard before:
Farewell | the streams of Eden
- Ye shill hear nevermore.
Bﬁr’-S'pfrif,,
. am the nearest nightingale
hat singeth in Eden after you,
And I am singing loud and true,
And sweet,—I do not fail |
I sit upon a cypress-bougd,
Close to the ga®e; and I fling my song
Over the gate and through the mail
Of the warden ang alled strong,—
Ofer the gate and after youl
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.And the warden angels let it ?
_ Because the poor brown bird, o

P

Sings in the garden, sweet and true. e -

* And I build my song of high purg noges,
Note over rote, height over l:lel;‘éht?&e
Till I strike the arch of the Infinite;
And I bridge abysmal agonies
With strong, clear calms of harmonies,—
And something abides, and something floats,
In the song which I sing after you:
Fare ye well, farewell I
The creature-sounds, no longer audible,
Expire at Eden’s door !
Each footstep of your treading
« Treads out some cadence which ye heard befores
Farewell ! the birds of Eden
Ye shall hear nevermore
Flower-Spirits.
We linger, we linger,
The last of the throng!
Like the tones of a singer
Who loves his own song. ~ "
We are spirit-aromas )
Of blossom and bloom ;
We call your thoughts home, as
Ye breath our perfume;
To the amaranth’s splendour
Afire on the slopes; .
To the lily-bells tender, é
And grey heliotropes !

To the poppy-plains, keepmg
Such dream-breath and blé~,
That fhe angels there stepping
Grew whiter to see!
To the nook, set with moly,
Ye jested one day in,
Till your smile waxed too holy,
And left yorr lips praying |
+ To the rg;e in the bowexplace,
" That dripped o’er you sleeping;
To the asphodel Wibplaee. .
Ye walked ankle-deep inl ¢ .
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Wo pluck 4t vour raiment,
..o We stro down your hair,—
¢ We faint in our lament,
’ And pine into air.
Fare Ye well, farewell | f
e,

* . The Eden scents, no longer sensib!

Expire at Eden’s door!

Each footstep of your treading .
Treads out some fragrance which ye knew before :

Farewell ! the flowers of Eden

Ye shall smell nevermore.

[ 7here is silence. ADAM end EVE [fly on, and never look back. Only
a colossal shadow, as of the dark ANGEL passing guickly, is m.r!
upon the Sword- glan

SCENE.— TVe extremity of the Sword-glare.

Adani. Pausing a moment on this outer edge,
Where the supernal sword-glare cuts in light
The dark exterior desert,—hast thou strength,
Beloved; to look behind us to the gate?
Zve. Have 1 net strength to look up. to thy face?
Adam. We necd be strong : yon spectacle of cloud
Whicl®seals the gate up to the final doom,
1s God’s seal manifest. There secm to lic
A hundred thunders in it, dark and dead ;

- "Bhe unmolten hghtmngs vein it motlonless H

And, outward from its depth, the self-moved sword

Swmgs slow its gwful gnomon of red firc

.From side to su?" in pendulous horror slow,—

Across the stagnant, ghastly glare thrown flat

On the intermedig®: ground from that to this, .
-In 311 reflection Of still splendour. They,

) :g‘l-e;nngehq ‘hosts, the archangelic pomps,

wones dominations, princedoms, rank on rank,

. Rising sublimely to the feet of God,

*.Off &ther side, and overhead the gate,—

- :Shiow like a glittering and sustaingd smoke

" .Drawn to an-apex. T at their faces shine

. ‘Betwixt the solemn claSpings of their wings,

* Clasped h1gh to a silver po above their heads,~—

iy
"

‘e“onlygu mhence, dnotdlscem
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ZEve. Though we were near enopgh to see them shineg
The shadow on thy face were awfuiler, ¢
To me, at least,—than could appear their light, .

Adam. -What is this, Eve? thou droppest heavily
In a heap earthward ; and thy body heaves
Under the golden floodings of thine hair !

Eve. O Adam, Adam ! by that name of Eve—
Thine Eve, thy life—which suits me little now,
Seeing that I confess myself thy death
And thine undoer, as the snake was mine,—
I do adjure thee, put me stiaight away,
Together with my name. Sweet, punish me!
O love, be just! and, ere we pass beyond
The light cast outward by the fiery sword,
fnto the dark which earth must be to us,
Bruise my head with thy foot,—as the curse said
My seed shall the first tempter's : strike with curse,
As God struck in the garden! and as HE,
Being satisfied with justice and with wrath,
Did roll His thunder gentler at the close,—
Thou, peradventure, may’st at last recoil
To some soft need of mercy. Strike, my lord 1
1, also, after tempting, writhe on ground;
And I would feed on ashes from thine hand, *
As suits me, O my tempted !

Adam. My beloved,
Mine Eve and life—I have no other name
For thee or for the sun than what ye are,
My blessed life and light! If we hawe fallen,
It is that we have sinned,—we: God is just;
And, since His curse doth comprehend us both,
It must be that His balance holds the wecights
Of first and last sin on a level. What!
Shall I who had not virtue to stand straight
Among the hills of Eden, here assume *
To mend the justice of the perfect God, .
By piling up a curse upon His curse, '
Against thee—thee—:

Eve. For so, perchance, thy God
Might take thee into grace for scorning me ; .
Thy wrath against the si:zz:r iving prqof .
Of inward abrogation of the sin | ‘
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#And so, the blessed gngels might come down
' And walk evith thee ds erst,~—I think they would,—
Because I was not near to make them sad,
Or soil the rugtling of their innocence.
Adam. They know me. I am deepest in the guilt,

If last in the transgression. .
Eve. TrOU !
Adam. If God,

Who gave the right and joyaunce of the world
Both unto thee and me,—gave thee to me,
The hest gift last ; the last sin was the worst,
Which sinned against more complement of gifts
And grace of giving. God ! I render back
Strong benediction and perpetual praise
From mortal fecble lips (as incensc-smoke,
Qut of a little censer, may fill Heaven),
That Thou, in striking my henumbed hands,
And forcing them to drop all other boons
Of beauty, and dominion, and delight,—
Hast left this well-beloved Eve—this life
Within life—this bgst gift between their palms,
In grac.ous compeifsation !
Eve. Is it thy voice?
Or som& saluting angel’s-—calling home
My feet into the garden?
Adam. O my God !
1, fanding here between the glory and the dark,—
‘The glory of Thy wrath projected forth
From Eden’s wallep the dark of our distress,
Which settles a step off in that drear world—
Lift up to Thee the hands from whence hath fallen
Only,creation’s scepfre,—thanking Thee
That rather Thou hast cast me out with Ze7,
: ;. left me lorn of her in Paradisc ;— .
With ang#l looks and angel songs around,
To the absence of her cyes and voice,
And make society full desertncss,
Without the uses of her comfortin
Lope. Or is it but a drgam of thee, that speaks

Mine own love's tongue ?
Adam. o use with Aer, I stand
Uggight, as far ae can be in this fall, .
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And look away from Heaven, whéch doth accuse me, €
And look away from carth, which doth con¥ct me, «
Into her face; and crown my discrowned brow ¢
Out of her love ; and put the thoughy ofher
Around me, for &n Eden full of birds ;
And lift her body up—thus—to my heart ;
And with my lips upon her lips,—thus, thus,—
Do quicken and sublimatec my mortal breath,
Which cannot climb against the grave’s steep sides,
But ovcrtops this grief !

Live. I am renewed :
My cyes grow with the light which is in thine;
The silence of my heart 1s fall of sound.
Hold mc up--so! Because I comprchend

*This human love, I shall not he afraid

Of any human death ; and yet because
I know this strength of love, 1 scem to know
Death’s strength, by that same sign.  Kiss on my lips,
To shut the door close on my rising soul,—
Lest it pass outwards in astonishment,
And leave thee lonely. .

Adam. Yet thou liest, Eve,
Bent heavily on thyself across mine arm,
Thy face Hat to the sky.

Loe. Ay! and the tcars
Running, as it might seem, my life from me;
‘They run so fast and warm.  Let me lic so,
And weep so,—as if in a drcam or prayer,—
Unfastening, clasp by clasp, the hafd, tight thought
Which clipped my heart, and showed me cvermore
Loathed of thy justice as I loathe,the snake,
And as thqipure ones loathe our sin.  To-day, , ,
All day, beloved, as we fled across \
This desolating radiance, cast by swords .
Not suns,—my lips prayed soundless to myself,
Rocking against each other—~O Lord God! -
(Twas so I prayed,) I ask Thee by my sin,  « .
And by Thy cursef and by Thy blameless heavens,
Make dreadful haste to hide v from Thy face,
And from the face of my beloved here,
For whom I am no helyineet, quick away .
Into the new dark m . of death J ¢ -
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;li I il lie sti'l i:here; I will make no plaint ; ;

74 1 will not'sigh, ‘nor sob, nor speak a word,—
- " Nomstruggle to come back beneath the sun,
Where peragvesture I might sin anew
~« ' Against Thy mercy and his pleasure® Death,
> O death, whate’er it be, is good enough
For such as I.—For Adam—there’s no voice,
* Shall ever say again, in Hcaven or earth,
1t is not good for him to be alone.
Adam. And was it good for such a prayer to pass
- My unkind Eve, betwixt our mutual lives ?
If I am exiled, must I be bereaved?
Eye. "Twas an ill prayer : it shall be prayed no more ;
And God did use it for a foolishness,
Giving no answer. Now my heart has grown
Too high and strong for such a foolish prayer:
Love makes it strong : and since I was the first
In the transgression, with a steady foot
I will be first to tread from this sword-glare
Into the outer darkncss of the waste,—
And thus T do™Rgs-
Adam. us I follow thee,
As erewhile in the sin.—What sounds! what sounds!
I feela music which comes slant from Heaven,
As tender as a watering dew.
Luve. I think
‘That angels—not those guarding Paradise,—
But the love-angels who came erst to us,
And whien we sfld “ Gon,” fainted unawares
‘Back_from our mortal presence unto God,
{As if He drew thgm inward in a breath,)
His pame being keard of them,—1 thinkgthat they
.‘WM{‘ sliding voices lean from heavenly lowers,

¥ pisible, but gracious. Hark—how soft !
PR B .

CHORUS OF INVISIBLE ANGELS,
Faint and tendg,

Mortal man and woman,
Go upon your travel !
Heaven assisi¢he- Human

e Smeothly t& unravel _
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All that web of pain
Wherein ye are holden.
Do ye know our voices
Chanting down the Goldgn?,
Do ye guess our choice is,
Being unbeholden,
To be harkened by you, yet agam?

This pure door of opal,

God hath shut between us,—
Us, His shining people,

You, who once have scen us,
And are blinded new !

Yet, across the doorway,
Past the silence reaching,

Farcwells evermore may,
Blessing in the teaching,

Glide from us to you.

First semichorus.

Think how erst your Ede),
Day on day succeeding,
With our presence glowed.

We came as if the Heavens were bowed
To a milder music rare !

Ye saw us in our solemn treading,
Treading down the steps of cloud ;
While our wings, outspreading
Double calms of whiteness,
Dropped superfluous brightness
Down from stair to stair.

-

Second semichorus.

Or, abrupt though tender,
While ye gazed on space,
We flashed our angel-splendour
In e1tl:°r human face !
With mystic lilies in cpr hands,—
From the atmospheric bands,
Breaking, with gsudden gracg,
We took you unaware |
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[}
While ot feet struck glories
Olftwa'rl;i, smooth and fair,
Which we stood on floorwise,
o Pletformed in mid air.

First semichorus.

Oft, when Heaven-descended,
Shut up in a secret light
Stood we speechless in your sight,

In a mute apocalypse ;

With dumb vibrations on our lips,
From hosannas ended ;
And grand half-vanishings
Of the forcgone things,

Within our eyes, helated :

Till the heavenly Infinite

Falling off from our Created,

Left our inward contemnplation

Opening into ministration.

Chorus.

Thent odes of burning,
Brake we suddcnly,
And sang out the morning
Broadly up the sky.—
Or we drew
Qur music through
The noontide’s hush and heat and shine,
And tawght them our intense Divine—
With our vital fiery notes
All disparted hither, thither,
Trembling out into the ®ther,—
Sengible like beamy motes I—
O, as twilight drifted
*  Through the cedar masses,
The globed sun we lifted,
, Trailing purple, trailing gold
Out between the pawses
Of the mountyins manifold,
To anthems slowly sung!
Whileshe, aweary afd 1n swoon,
For joy to hear our ing tune



18

A DRAMA OF EXILE. '

Pierce the faint stars’ copcentric rings,—
The burden of his glor;qiung ¢
In broken lights upon our win

gs.
[The chans dies away tanf*redly and Lucxm enters”

Luc. Now mayeall fruits be pleasant to thy lips,
Beautiful Eve! The times have somewhat changed ~
Since thou and I had talk beneath a tree,

Albeit ye are not gods yet.
Eze. Adam! hold

My right hand strongly. It is Lucifer—
And we have love to lose.

Adam. T’ the name of God,
Go apart from us, O thou Lucifer! .

And leave us to the desert thou hast made
Qut of thy trecason. Bring no serpent-slime
Athwart this path kept holy 1o our tears,
Or we may curse thee with their bitterness.

LZuc. Curse freely! curses thicken.  Why, this Eve
Who thought me once part worthy of her car,
And somewhat wiser than the other beasts,~—
Drawing together her large globes of eyes,

The light of which is throbbing in and out

Their stedfast continuity of gaze,—

Knots her fair eyebrows in so hard a knot,

And, down from her white heights of wnmanhood
Looks on me so amazed,—1I scarce should fear
To wager spch an apple as she plucked,

Against one riper from the tree of life,

That she could curse too-—as a wonfan may—
Smooth in the vowels.

Eue. So—speak, wickedly !

I like it best so. Let thy words be wounds,—
For, so, I shall not fear thy power to huzt:
Trench on the forms of good by open ill—

For, so, I shall wax strong and grand with scorn,

Scorning myself for cver trusting thee o
As far as thinking, ere a snake ate dust, oo
He could speak wisdom.

Luc. Ou- new gods, methinks,

Deal mori| in thunders than in cou}l;tec;les : \
And, sooth, mine own g?ympus, which anon .
1 shall build up to lou Voiced imager, .

[y
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a‘t‘"mm all the Ja.ndemg visions of the world,—
" May showSworse reiling than our lady Eve
.~ Pour# o’er the rounding of her argent arm.
~ But why shoyd tflis be? Adam pardoned Eve.
- ' .Adam. Adam loved Eve. Jehoval® pardon both |
" Eve. Adam forgave Eve—because loving Eve.
Zue. So, well.  Yet Adam was undone of Eve,

" As béth were by the snake, Thercfore forgive,
In like wise, fellow-temptress, the poor snake—
Who stung there, not so poorly ! [A4side.

Eue. Hold thy wrath
Beloved Adam ! let me answer him ;
For this time he speaks truth, which we should hear,
And asks for mercy, which T most should grant,
In like wise, as he tells us—in like wise!
And therefore I thee pardon, Lucifer,
As freely as the streams of Eden flowed,
‘When we were happy by them. So, dt.part H
Leave us to walk the remnant of our time
-Out mildly in the desert. Do not seck
To harm us any mgre or scoff at us,
Or ere the dust be laid upon our face
“To findghere the communion of the dust
.And issue of the curse.—Go.

Adam. At once, go.

. Luc. Forgive! and go! Ye images of clay,

Shrunk somewhat in the mould,—what jest is this?
What words are these to use? By what thought
.Conceive ye of m®%? Yesterday—a snake !
Fo-day—what?

Adam. A.v.trong spirit.
‘Exey A sad gpint.

«ﬁ Adam Pergaps a fallen angel.—Who shall say?

. ﬁd, W;po told thee, Adam?
::? _Adam. Thou! The prodigy -
vast brows and melancholy eyes,
Wg comprehend the heights of some great fall.
i that thou hast one day wor® a crown

,Hnder the eyes of God. *
Lye, And why of God ?

s#Adam. Tt were no crown Verily, I think ‘
(Qpuirt fallen. fa®. 1 had not y E
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Saxd‘:t so surely ; but T know to-dey
Grief by grief, sin by sin} t
A crown, by a crown.

Adam Ay, mock me! now I know more than I knew:
Now I know thou-art fallen below hope ¢
Of final re-ascent.

Luc. Because ?

Adam. ° Because
A spirit who expected to see God,

Though at the last point of a million years,
Could dare no mockery of a ruined man
Such as.this Adam.

Luc. Who is high and bold—
Be it said passing —of a good 1¢d clay
Discovered on some top of Lebanon,

Or haply of Aornus, beyond sweep

Of the black eagle’s wing! A furlong lower

Had made a mecker king for Eden.  Soh!

Is it not possible, by sin and gricf

(To give the things your names) that spirits should rise
Instead of falling ?

Adam. Most impossible. ’
The Highest being the Holy and the Glad,
Whoever rises must approach delight
And sanctity in the act.

Luc. Ha, my clay-king!
Thou wilt not rule by wisdom very long
The after generations.  Earth, methinks,
Will disinherit thy philosophy o)

For a new doctrine suited to thine heirs ;
Classing these present dogmas with the rest
Of the old-yorld traditions—Eden #fruits
And saurian fossils.

Egze. Speak no more with him,
Beloved ! it is not good to speak with him *

Go from us, Lucifer, and speak no more: on
. We have no pardon which thou dost not scorn,,
1Déor any bliss, t}:omseest, for ‘%oveungémﬁ’

or innocence for staining. «Being
We would be alone.—~Go.

ye talk the nmo,

G‘ Ah!
Allofyou——spa;mand andedepart |

\
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#fr Heaven th y saideso; and at Eden’s gate,—
And here, ®eiterant, in the wilderness |
None%aith, Stay with me, for thy face is fair!
None saith, Sgay #ith me, for thy voice is swect !
And yet I was not fashioned out of clfy.
Look on me, woman! Am I beautiful ?
Eope. Thou hast a glorious darkness,

LZuc. Nothing more?
*  Zwve. 1 think no more.
Luc. Falsec Heart—thou thinkest more !

Thou canst not choosc but think, as I praise God,

Unwillingly but fully, that I stand

Most absolute in beauty. As yourselves

Were fashioned very good at best, so we

Sprang very beautcous fiom the creant Word

Which thrilled around us—God Himself being moved,

When that august work of a perfect shape,

His dignities of sovran angelhood,

Swept out into the universe,—divine

With thunderous movements, carnest looks of gods,

And silver-sclemn glash of cymbal wings :—

Whereot was I, in motion and in form,

A part not poorest. And yet,—yct, perhaps,

This beauty which I speak of, is not here,

As God’s voice is not here ; nor even my crown—

J do not know. What is this thought or thing

Which I call beauty? is 1t thought, or thing?

Is it a thought accepted for a thing?

Or both? or neiti#® ?—a pretext—a word ?

Tts meaning flutters in me like a flame

Under my own breath : my perceptions reel

For gygrmore arourd it, and fall off,

Ags if it too were holy.
& e Which it is.

Adam. "The essence of all beauty, I call love.

The ajtribute, the evidence, and end,

» The comsummation to the inward sense,
Of beauty apprehended from withow,
% stilt lovi.h As fon;!, when colourléss,

Snotb.mg' to the eye ; thdt pine-tree there,

Withautmbhcb?;dgreen, ing all a blank ;
Sqyvithout loye,sis beauty un
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. Inmanm: angel, Angel!rathergsk :
What love is in thee, what love moves to thes, -
And what collateral love moves on with thee ;
. Then shalt thou know if thou art beau:tiful.
- Luc. Love! what is love? I lose it. Beauty and ioval
I darken to the image. Beauty—Il.ove!
1 He fades away, while a low music m

Adam. Thou art pale, Eve.
Eve. The precipice of ill
Down this colossal nature, dizzies me—
And, hark! the starry harmony remote.
Seems measuring the heights from whence he fell.
Adam. Think that we have not fallen so. By the hope
ﬁ\d aspiration, by the love and faith,
e do cxceed the stature of this ang,d
Zype. Happier we are than he is, by the death!
Adam. Or rather, by the life of the Lord God!
How dim the angel grows, as if that blast
Of music swept him back into the dark.
[ Zhe music is stronger, gathering ilself inlo uncertain articulorions.
ZLve. It throbs in on us like a pl#iative heart, )
Pressing, with slow pulsatlons, vibrative,
Its gradual sweetness through the yiclding air,\
To such expression as the stars may use,
Most starry-sweet, and strange! With cvery note
That grows more loud, the angel grows more dim, «
Receding in proportion to approach,
Until he stand afar,—a shade. “
Adam. Now, words.

.

SONG, OF THE MORNING-STAR TO LUCIFER.,
He fades utterly away and vanishes, as ¥ proceeds.

Mine orbed image sinks ¢

Back from thee, back from thee, -

#As thou art fallen, methinks, v .

Back faom me, back from me, Cd

O my light-beager, e e

Could another fairer R
‘Lack to theg, lack to theg? .. ©

A6, mﬂphom Ie

b
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)
I loved the~, with;‘.he fiery love of stars,
Who lose by burning, and by loving move,
Too near the throned Jehovah, not to love.
o Aifai, Heosphoros |
Their brows flash fast on me from gliding cars.
Palc-passioned for my lgss.
Ai, ai, Hcosphoros !

Mine orbed heats drop cold
Down from thee, down from thee,
As fell thy grace of old
Down from me, down from me.
() my light-hearer,
Is another fairer .
Won to thee, won to thee?
Aji, ai, Heosphorus,
Great love preceded loss,
Known to thee, known to thee.
Aj, ai!
Thou, breathing thy communicable grace
Of life into my light,
Mine astral faces, from thine angel face,
Hast inly fed,
Ard«Yooded me with radiance overmuch
From thy pure height.
Aj, ail
Thou, with calm, floating pinions both ways spread,
Ercct, irradiated,
Didst stthg my wheel of glory
On, on before thee,
Along the Godligdt, by a quickening touch |
e H$, ha | .
Around, areund the firmamental ocean,

Y expanding with delirious firc!
nl around, around, in blind desire
Tagbe drawn upward to the Infinite—
e Ha, ha!

®
Until, the motion flinging out the motion
To a keen whirl of passion and avidity,—
To a blind whjrl of rapturegand delight,—
..Iwoundingia.ntorblts, h and white
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With that intense rapiditys |

Around, around, .

I wound and interwound,
While all the cyclic heavens about e spun'!
Stars, planets, suns, and moons, dilated broad,
Then flashed together mto a single sun,

And wound, ard wound 1 one,
And as they wound I wound,—around, around
In a great fire, 1 almost took for God'!

Ha, ha, Heosphoros!

‘Thine angel glory sinks
DNown from me, down from me—
My bcauty falls, mcthinks,
Down from thee, down fiom thec !
O my hght bearer,
O my path preparer,
Gont fiom mg, gonc fiom me!
Aj, a1, Heosphoros !
I cannot hndle undcrncath the brow
Of this ncw angel hert, who 15 not LThou*
All things are altered since that tithe ago —
And if I shine at cve, 1 shall not know—
I am strangc—I am slow !
Ay, a1, Heosphoros!
Henceforward, human eycs of lovers be
‘1he only sweetcest sight that I shall see,
With tears butween the looks raised up to me
Ay a1l .
‘When, having wept all night, at break of day,
Above the foldcd hills they shall survey
My lght, a httle trembling, 1n thc grey.
Al ar! .
And gaang on me, such shall comprehend,
Through all my pitcous pomp at morn or even,
And melancholy leaning out of Hcaven, o
That love, their own divine, may change or erd,
That lare may close 1n loss !
Ay, ai, Heosnhotos!
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¥
mﬁ-—MM. A m’lz' open r;&;stry:m vaguely in the approaching
. . mght.

' Adam. HowgdotH the wide and melancholy earth
Gather her hills around us, grey and ghfist,
And stare with blank significance of loss
Right in our faces! Is the wind up?

Loe. Nay.
Adam. And yct the cedars and the junipers
Rock slowly through the mist, without a sound ;

And shapes, which have no certainty of shape,
Drift duskly in and out between the pines,
And loom along the edges of the hills,
And lic flat, curdling in the open ground—
Shadows without a body, which contract
And lengthen as we gaze on them.
Eye, 0 Life
‘Which i not man’snor angel’s! What is this?
Adam. No cause for fear. The circle of God’s life
Contains all life beside.
.. Eue e I think the carth
Is crazed with curse, and wanders from the sense
Of those figst laws affixed to form and spacce
Or ever she knew sin!

Adam. We will not fear:
‘We were brave sinning.
E2. Yea, I plucked the fruit

With eyes upturned to Heaven, and secing there
Our god-thrones, asthe tempter said, —not Gob.
My heart, which beat then, sinks.  The sun hath sunk
Out of sight with our [iden.
Adasy, . Night is near. o
&ve. And God’s cursc, nearcst.  J.ct us travel back,
Ande¢ wnd within the sword-glare till we dic,
Believing it 1s better to meet death
Than syffer desolation.
re A Nay, beloved !
We must not pluck death from the Mrker’s hand,
As-erst we plucked the appfle: we must wait
» Untit He gives death, as He gave us life;
Nor murmur fni_ntl;ﬂo’er the prinxhgiﬁ, .
Becgyse we spoilt ¥s sweetness whh our sin,
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Ew. Ah, ah! Dost thou dlscemmhat 1 behold?

" Adam. I seeall.” How the spirits in thine eyes,
. From their dilated orbits, bound before
To meet the spectral Dread ! c

Eoe. I am afraid—
A.h ah! The thhght bristles wild with shapes
Of intermittent motion, aspect vague
And mystic bearings, which o’ercreep the earth,
. > Keeping slow time with horrors in the blood.
How near they rcach . . . and far! How grey they move—
Treading upon the darkness without feet,—
And fluttering on the darkness without wings !
Some run like dogs, with noses to the ground ;
‘Some keep one path, like sheep ; some rock like trees ;
'Sdine glide like a fallen leaf ; and some flow on,
Copious as rivers.

Adam. Some spring up like fire—
And some coil .

[

Ah, ah! Dost thou pause to say
lee what ?—coil like the serpent, when he fell
From all the emerald splendour of his height,
And writhed,—and could not climb against the curse,
Not a ring’s length. T am afraid—afraid— N
I think it is God’s will to make me afraid,—
Permitting THESE to haunt us in the place
Of His beloved angels—gone from us
Because weare not pure. Dear Pity of God,
That didst permit the angels to go home,
And live no more with us who are not'pure;
., -Save us too from a loathly company—
Almost as loathly in our eyes, perhapg,
As we are in the purest| Pity us— ¢
. Us too! nor shut us in the dark, away
"From verity and from stability,
" Or what we name such, through the precedence
.Of earth’s adjusted uses,~—evermore
- 'To doubt, betwixt our senses and our souls,
* Which are the most distraught, and full of pain,
.. And weak of apprehensxon. . .
. i Adam. ourage, sweet !
.. The mystic shapes ebb from us, and dmop
With w conoentm m¢

-
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mﬂb&ﬁsmg wider & s,—and collapsed

: I Jinks mage definite for imagery

. And clearér for relation ; till the throng

'Of shapeless spectnd merge into a few
-Distinguishabl® phantasms, vague and grand,
Which sweep out and around us vastily,

"And hold us in a circle and a calm.

ZEve. Strange phantasms of pale shadow ! there are twelve,
Thou, who didst name all lives, hast names for these ?
Adam, Mecthinks this is the zodiac of the earth,

Which rounds us with its visionary dread,—
Responding with twelve shadowy signs of earth,
In fantasque apposition and approach,

Fo-those cclestial, constellated twelve

Which palpitate adown the silent nights

Under the pressure of the hand of God,

Stretched wide in benediction. At this hour,
Not a star pricketh the flat gloom of hcaven !

But, girdling closc our nether wilderness,

The zodiac-figures of the carth loom slow,—

Drawn out, s suiteth with the place and time,

¢ In twelve colossal sMadces, instcad of stars,
Through which the ecliptic line of mystery
Strikes bﬁakly with an unrelenting scope,
Foreshowing life and death,

Ege. By dream or sense,
Do we sce this? ’
Adam. Our spirits have climbed high

» By reason of the pgmsion of our grief,—
And, from the top of sense, looked over sense,
. To.the significance and heart of things
" Rather than things tj®msclves.
“gE R And the dfn twelve . ,
Az Are'dim exponents of the creature-life
gs earth contains it.  Gaze on them, beloved !
. By apprehension of the sight,
- By %5 of the creatures shall assuage
. Thwenor of the shadows ;—what isgmnown
bdumg the unknown, tmd taming it
. all prodigious dread. That phantasm, there,
. M&a hon,—-glbent, twengﬂmes ‘
;ﬁ,‘g;w” apy h‘“—""th )
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{
Set soundless in his vibratory jaws,
And a strange horror stirring in his mane | v
And, there, a pendulous shadow seems to weigh—
Good against ill, perchance ; and there, \. crab
Puts coldly out its gradual shadow-c]aws,
Like a slow blot that spreads,—till all the ground,
Crawled over by it, scems to crawl itself;
A bull stands horned here with gibbous glooms H
And a ram likewise ; and a scorpion writhes
Its tail in ghastly shme, and stings the dark !
This way a goat leaps, with wild blank of beard ;
And here, fantastic fishes duskly float,
Usin% the calm for waters, while their fins
out slow rhythms along the shallow air |
While images more human——
Eve. How he stands,
That phantasm of 2 man—who is not #ion /
Two phantasms of two men !
Adam. One that sustains,
And one that strives !—resuming, so, the ends
Of manhood’s curse of labour.* Dost thou sce
That phantasm of a woman P—
Eve. I have seen—
But look off to those small humanities,t
Which draw me tenderly across my fear,—
Lesser and fainter than my womanhood,
Or yet thy manhood—with strange innocence
Set in the misty lines of head and hand
They lean together! I would gaze on tvem
1o and longer, till my watching eyes,—
As the stars do in watching anything,—
Should light them forward from their Gatline vague, .,
To clear configuration— .

Two Spirits, of organic and inorganic nature, arise from the growed,
But what Shapes
Rise up between us in the open space,—
And thrust me into horror, back from hope!
» Adm ises in A A S []
s, e B, ot et i
m uman labour, I hope that the pueeding dzns-uu&mid”.
m}hwo.’ Copricorans, s %" m&:.
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X 4dam, Colossal th;pes-twin sovran images,—
With a discensolate, blank majesty
Set in their wondrous faces l—with no look,
And yet an ~a significance
Of individual ife and passionate ends, ®
Which overcomes us gazing.
O bleak sound !

O shadow of sound, O phantasm of thin sound!
How it comes, wheeling as the pale moth wheels,
Wheeling and whecling in continuous wail,
Around the cyclic zodiac ; and gains forcc,
And gathers, settling coldly like a moth,
On the wan faces of these images
. We see hefore us ; whereby maodified,
It draws a straight linc of articulate song
From out that spiral faintness of lament—
And, by one voice, expresses many griefs.
Fiyst Spirit.
I am the spirit of the harmless earth ;
God spake me softly out among the stars,
' As softly as a blessifig of much worth,—
And thep, His smile did follow unawares,
That all tnings, fashioned, so, for use and duty,
Might shine anointed with His chrism of beauty—
Yet I wail!
I dra¥e on with the worlds exultingly,
Obliquely down the Godlight’s gradual fall—
Individual aspect av®l complexity
* Of giratory orb and interval,
'Ir‘ost in dllxe ?)ue;:t mé)tio? ]gf dcli%l;t 1 sieh
oward the high ends"of Being, beyond sight—
* Vet I waill yone sghts
Second Spirit.
I am tle spirit of the harmless beasts,
. Of mthings, and creeping things, and swimming ;
Of all the lives, erst set at silent feast.®
That found the love-kiss®on the goblet brimming,
in each drop within the measure,
! swestest Ypleasure of their L@d’s good pleasure—
, ot Leil|
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L]
What a full hum of life, around His Kps,
Bore witness to the fulness of creation ! ‘
How all the grand words were full laden, ships ;
Each sailing onward, fiom enunciation,
To separate cxistenct,—and cach bearing
The creature’s power of joying, hoping, fearing !—
Yet 1 wail !
ZEge. They wail, beloved ! they speak of glory and God,
And they wail—wail. That burden of the sung
Drops from it hike its fruit, and heavily falls
Into the lap of silence !
Adam, Hark, again!
First Spirit.
I \ﬁs so beautiful, so beautiful,
y joy stood up within me bold and glad,
To answer (God,—and, when His work was full,
To “very good,” responded “very glad '”
Filtered through roses, did the light mclose me,
And bunches of the grape swam blue across me—
Yet I wail!
Second Sfifl'f. «
I bounded with my panthers! I rejoiced
In my young tumbling lions, rolled together! o
My stag—the river at bis fetlocks—poised
Then dipped his antlers, through the golden weather,
In the same ripple which the alligator .
Left in his joyous troubling of the water—
Yet I wail |
First Spiret.
O my deep waters, cataract and flood,—
What wordless triumph did your végces render |
O mountain-s@mmits, whete the angels sto <t
And shook from head and wing thick dews of splendour;
How, with a holy quiet, did vour Earthy ‘ ¢
Accept that Heavenly—knowing ye were worthy 1—
Vet I wail ! d
Second Spirit. e
O my wild wood-dogs, with yous listening cyes !
y horses—my ground eagles, for swift fleeing !
My birds, with viewless w’ggs of harmonies,-—
Mycdmcoldﬁsh;sof silver being,v~
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sessing,

half-seuls, capauous of blessing }—
;* - YetIwaill
E’rkf Spirit.eg

I 'wax], I wail! Now hear my charge lo-day,
Thou man, thou woman, marked as the misdoers,

By God’s sword at your backs! I lent my clay

To make your bodies, which had grown more flowers:
And now, in change for what I lent, ye give me |
The thorn to vex, the tenipest-fire to cleave me—

And I wail !

Second Spirit.

I wail, I wail! Behold ye that I fasten

My sorrow’s fang upon your souls dishonoured ?
Accursed transgressors! down the stcep ye hasten,—

Your crown’s weight on the world, to drag it downward
. Unto your ruin. Lo ! my lions, scenting
The blood of wars, roar hoarse and unrelenting—

. And I wail !

First Spirit. o
I wail, I wail! Do ye hear that I wail?

1 had nd part in your transgression—none !
My roses on the bough did bud, not pale—

My rivers did not loiter in the sun :
I wasg,obedicnt. Wherefore, in my ccntre,
Do 1 thrill at this curse of death and winter I—

i And I wpill ~

Second Spirit.
I wail, T wail! I shriek in the assault

-Of undeserved perdftion, sorely wounded !
‘-My nightingale sang sweet without a fault,

i@ gentle leopards innocently bounded

. We Were obtdient—what is this convulses
’Diu' blgmeless life with pangs and fever-pulses P—
N 3 And I wail !

"&ok: T choose God’s thunder and Wis angels’ swords
To die by, Adam, rather tiean such words.

taxs;:asa out, and flee.
dasm,. - We cannot flee. :
'mdiw ofthasmmres’ crucky T
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Curls round us, like a river cold an£ drear, .
And shuts us in, constraining us to hear. ¢

First Spirit. .
I feel your steps, O wandering sinners,‘strikc
A sense of death to me, and undug gravés !
The heart of earth, once calm, is trembling, like
The rugged foam along the ocean-waves:
The restless carthquakes rock against cach other ;—
The elements moan round me—* Mother, mother *—
And I wail! -
Second Spirit. .
Your melancholy looks do piercc me through ;
Corruption swathes the paleness of your beauty.
Why have ye done this thing? What did we do
“That we should fall from bliss, as ye from duty?
Wild shrick the hawks, in waiting for their jesses,
Fierce howl the wolves along the wildernesses—
And I wail !
Adam. To thee, the Spirit of the harmless carth—
To thee, the Spirt of earth’s harmless lives—
Inferior creatures, but still innocent—
Be salutation from a guilty mouth,
Yet worthy of some audiencc and respect
From you who are not guilty. If we have sinned,
God hath rebuked us, who is over us,
To give rebuke or death ; and if ye wail
Because of any suffering from our sin,
Ye, who are under and not over us,
Be satisfied with God, if not with us,
And pass out from our presence in such peace
As we have left you, to enjoy revenge,
Such as the Heavens have made yous Verily,
There must be strife between us, large as sin.
Eve. No strife, mine Adam ! Let us not stand high
Upon the wrong we did, to reach disdain,
Who rather should be humbler cvermore,
Since self-made sadder. Adam! shall I speak— ¢
I who spake once to.such a bitter end—
Shall I speak humbly now, whe once was proud ?
%'hfhotgled by sira to more humﬂgy .
n thou hast, O mine 4dam, O my king—
Mpy king, if not the worl*? ¢

W
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W ddam. ®  Speak as thou wilt,

®ve. Thu8, then—y hand in thine—
. +' - » Sweet, dreadful Spirits |

I pray you huxt?)ly in the name of God

Not to say of these tears, which are imphre—

Grant me such pardoning grace as can go forth

From clean volitions toward a spotted will,

From the wronged to the wronger ; this and no more;

I do not ask more. I am ’ware, indeed,

That absolute pardon is impossible

From you to me, by reason of my sin,~

And that I cannot evermore, as once,

With worthy acceptation of pure joy,

Behold the trances of the holy hills

Beneath the lcaning stars ; or watch the vales,

Dew-pallid with their morning ecstasy ;

Or hear the winds make pastoral peace between

Two grasey uplands,—and the river-wells

Work out their bubbling lengths beneath the ground,—

And all the birds sing, till, for joy of song,

They lift their tremblng wings, as if to heave
*The too-much weight of music from their heart,

And float igpup the ®ther | I am ’ware

That these things I can no more apprehend,

With a pure organ, into a full delight ;

The sense of beauty and of melody

Being fio more aided 1n me by the sense

Of personal adjustment to those heights

Of what I see well-ffmed or hear well-tuned, —

But rather coupled darkly, and made ashamed,

By my percipiency of u? and fall,

And mejgncholy of hufniliant thoughts.

But oh! fair, dreadful Spirits—albeit this

Yourgcousation must confront my soul,

And your pathetic utterance and full gaze

Must eygrmore subdue me ; be content—
.ionquer me gently—as if pitying me,

ot to say loving ! let my tears fall thi®k

As watering dews of Eden, fureproached;

And when your to:tx‘g,ues reprove me, make me smooth,

rufled—smoo d still witk,
’I&mm brtton whils mbe sd T
$
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For look to it, sweet Spirits—look wé}j to it—
It will not be amiss in you who kept )
The law of your own righteousness, anq keep
The right of your own griefs to mourn themgelves,—
+To pity me twice fallen,—from that, and this,—
From joy of place, and also right of wail,—
“I wail ” being not for me—only “I sin.”
Look to it, O sweet Spirits |—
For was I not,
At that last sunset seen in Paradise,
When all the westering clouds flashed out in throngs
Of sudden angel-faces, face by face,
All hushed and solemn, as a thought of God
d them suspended,—was I not, that hour,
‘The lady of the world, princess of life,
Mistress of feast and favour? Could T touch
A rose with iy white hand, but it became
Redder at once? Could 1 walk leisurely
Along our swarded garden, but the grass
Tracked me with greenness?  Could 1 stand aside
A moment underncath a comnel-tree, |
But all the Icaves did tremble as alive,
With songs of fifty birds who were made glad
Because I stood there? Could I turn to look
With these twain eyes of mine, now weeping fast,
Now good for only weeping,—upon man,
Angel, or beast, or bird, but each rejoiced
Because I looked on him? Alas, alas!
And is not this much woe, to cry “ala.!”
Speaking of joy? And is not this more shame,
To have made the woe myself, from all that joy?
To have stretrhed mine hand, and piucked it from she tree,
And chosen it for fruit? Nay, is not this.,
Still most despair,—to have halved that bitter fruft,
And ruincd, so, the sweetest friend 1 have,
Turning the GREATEST to mine cnemy ? ¢,
Adam. 1 will not hcar thee speak so. Hearkes, Spisits [
Our God, who is the"enemy of none,
. But only of their sin,—hath sct¥your hope
And my hope, in a promise, on this Head. .
Shew reverence, then,~~and never bruise her more
With unpermitted and exfreme reproack ; "



A {bmmz OF EXILE.

N NN -
QASI', passionate in a «fuish, she fling down

Bencath yotr tramping feet, (rod's gift to us,
Of sovanty by reasan and freewill,
Sinning against the” provinece of the Soul
To rule the soulless. Revercnce her ditate,
And pass out from her presence with no words.

Eve. O dearest Heart, have patience with my heart, -
Q Spirits, have patience, ’stead of reverence,—
And let me speak ; for, not being innocent,
1t little doth become me to be proud ;
And I am prescient by the very hope
And promisc set upon me, that henceforth,
Only my gentlencss shall make me great,
My humbleness exalt me.  Awful Spirits,
Be witness that T stand 1n your reproof
But ore sun’s length off from my happiness—
Happy, as I have said, to look around—
Clear 10 look up !—And now! I need not speak-—
Ye see me what 1 am ; ye scorn me so,—
Becausc yc see me what 1 have made mysclf
From God’s hest making!  Alas,—peace foregone, -
Love wronged,—an® vittue forteit, and tears wept
Upon all, gainly! Alas, me! alas,
Who have undone mysclf fiom all that best,
Fairest and sweetest, 1o this wretchedest,
Saddest and most defiled—cast out, cast down—
What"word metes absolute loss? let absolute loss
Suffice you for revenge. For J, who lived
Beneath the wings ®angels yesterday,
Wander to-day beneath the roofless world !
7, reigning the carth’s gmpress, yesterday,
Put off ffom mc, t , your hate with prayegs!
Z, yesterday, whe answered the Lord God,
Compe.sed apd glad, as singing-birds the sun,
l\Aﬁ:;ﬁht shri;}: now gom our di:ni;al de.sti:t, “ (:rg,d,"

im make reply, “What is thy ncc

.’I‘hdfhmm I cursed to-day ?”

Adam, Evc»

Eoe, ’ 7, at last,
Who yesterday was helpmate and delight
Unto mine Adam, am to-day the grie
And gﬂmtnete fomhim! And, s¥, pity us,
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v

Ye gentle Spirits, and pardon him and

let some tender peace, made of otr pain, ¢
Grow up betwixt us, as a tree might groy '
With boughs on both sides. In the shade of which,
‘When presently ye skall behold us dead,—
For the poor sake of our humihty,
Breathe out your pardon on our breathless hips,
And drop your twilight dews against our brows;
And stroking with mild airs, our harmless hands
Left empty of all fruit, perceive your love
Distiling through your pity over us,
And suffer 1it, self-reconciled, to pass.

LUTIFYR 215es 212 Lhe civele -

‘Luc. Who talks here of a complement of grief?

Of expiation wrought by loss and fall ?

Of hate subduable to pity? Eve?

Take counsel from thy counsellor the snake,

And boast no more 1n gnief, nor hope fiom pain,

My docile Eve! I teach you to despond,

Who taught you disobedience. Look around ;—
Earth-spints and phantasms hear you tdix, unmoved,
As if ye were red clay again, and talked ! \
What are your words to them ? your gricfs to them?
Your deaths, indeed, to them? Did the hand pause
For their sake, 1n the plucking of the fruit,

That they should pause for yov, 1n hating y~ =

Or will your gnef or death, as did your sin, U

Bring change upon therr final doom? *Y'ehden,
Your grief 1s but your sin in the rebound, @

And cannot expigte for 1t. .

Adam. That is true, ,

LZuc. Ay, that is true. The cliy-king testifies
To the snake’s counsel,—hear him —very true.

Earth Spirits. 1 wal, I wail!

Luc. And certes, #kat iy true.
Ye wail, ye all wail. Peradventure I P
Could wail among yor. O thou universe,

That holdest sin and wer,l'-—morw 1‘001!:] forlwaill

Distant starry voice. Ai, ai, Heosphoros .

Earth %&r v Twail, Xwall {
Adam. k Lucifer. c«Ie changes avfully, Yoo
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Sve." It seems as i_%e looked from grief to God, * -
And could fot see Flim ;—-wretched Lucifer !
Adat. How he s/ands—yet an angel |
Earth Spirig. o 1 wail—waill
Zuc, (After a pause) Dost thou remember, Adam, when
the curse
Took us in Eden? On a mountain-peak
Half-sheathed in primal woods, and ghttering
In spasms of awful sunshine, at that hour
A lion couched,—part raised upon his paws,
With his calm, massive face tuined full on thing,
And his mane listening. When the ended curse
Left silence in the world,—1ight suddenly
He sprang up rampant, and stood straight and suff
As if the new reality of death
Were drshed against his eyes,—and roaed so fieice,
sl§uch thick carnivorous passion in his throat
‘earing 3 passage through the wrath and fear)—.
And roared so wild, and smotc¢ from all the hills
Such fast, keen cchoes crumbling down the vales
Precipitately,—that ghe forest beasts,
One after one, did mutter a response
In savage &nd in sorrowful complaint
Which trailed along the gorges. Then, at once, |
He fell back, and rolled crashing from the height,

\ D \

Hid by the dark-orbed pines.

Adam. It might have been.
I heard the curse algpe.

Earth Spirits. I wail, T wail !

Zuc. That lion is the type of what I am!
And as he fixed thee gith his fullfaced hate,
And romed, O Adam—comprehending doomsy
So, gazing on the face of the Unseen,

I crpout hege, between the Heavens and earth,
m conscience of this sin, this woe, this wrath,
ichdamn me to this depth
» ZarikeSpirits. I wail, T wail!
i!:"., I wail—O God! b

use
b

-

% scom you that ye walil,
your petty griefs for pedestals

op, beckdhing pittz rom, without,

in pathosof antithesis

+
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* Of what y& were, forsooth, and what C are j—
I scorn you like an angel! Yet, one\ ry,
I, too, would drive up, hike a column Nrect,
Marble to marble, fiom my heart to Heaven,
A monument of anguish, to transpierce
And overtop your vapory ¢omplaints
Expressed from feeble woes !
Earth Spirits 1 wail, T waul!
Luc For, O yo Heavens, Ve a1¢ my Witnesses,
That 7, struck out from nitme in 1 blog,
. The outcast, and the milduw of things good,
The leper of angcls, the cxeepted dust
Under the common rain of daily gifts,—
E the snake, I the tempta, I the cursed,—
To whom the highest and the lowest alike
Say, Go from us—we have no need of thee,—
Was made by God hke otheis  Good and far,
He did create me '—ask Him, 1f not fan ,
Ask, if I caught not fair and silverly
His blessing for chief angcls, on my head,
Until it grow there, 2 aown aystallised !
Ask, if He novar called me by my name
Lucfer—hmdly said as “ Gabnicl ”—
LZuctfer—soft as “ Michacl'” while screne
1, standing n the glory of the lamps,
Answercd “my Father,” mnnocent of shame
And of the sense of thunder  Hv! yo think,
White angcls i your miches,—T repegt, —
And would tiead down my own offunces, back
To savice at the footstool ?  Z%af’s rcad wrong .
I cry as the beast did, that I may ay—
Eapansive, got appealing!  Fallen so deep '
Agamst the sides of this prodigious put,
I cry—cry—dashing out the hands of wul,
On cach side, to meet anguish cvirywhere,
And to attest 1t 1 the cestasy
And exaltation of a_woe sustained
Becaunsc provohcd and chosen.,
Pass along  °
Your wilderness, vain mortals! Puny gn
In transitory shapes, b:ge-enceforth dwarfed
To your own censcience, by the dread‘extremes  «»
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' Of what T am and "1fve been. If ye have fallen, -
it is g steP’s fall,—/lhe whole ground beneath
Strewn woolly sof,/ with promise ; if ye have sinned, ,
Your prayersgtread high as angels ! if ye have grieved,
Ye are too mortal to be pitiable;
The power to dic disproves the right to grieve.
Go to! ye call this ruin? I half-scorn
The ill I did you! Were ye wronged by me,
Hated and tempted, and undonc of me,—
Still, what’s your hurt to mine, of doing hurt,
Of hating, tempting, and so ruining ?
This sword’s 4/ is the sharpest, and cuts through
The hand that wields it. :
Go—I curse you all.

Hate one another—feebly—as ye can;
I would not certes cut you short in hate—
Far be it from me! hate on as ye can
1 breathe into your faces, spirits of carth,
As wintry blast may breathe on wintry leaves,

nd, lifting up their brownness, show beneath

he branches verg, bare.—Beseech you, give
'To Eve, who beggarly entreats your love
For her dnd Adain when they shall be dead,
An answer rather fitting to the sin
Than to the sorrow—as the Heavens, I trow,
For justice’ sake, gave theirs.

I curse you both

Adom and Eve! .iflxy grace as after meat,
After my curses. ay your tears fall hot
On all the hissing scorns o’ the creatures here,~
And yet rcjoice.  Ipffrcase and multiply,
Ye and your generations, in all plagues, o
Corruptions, nelancholies, poverties,
Awd hideaus forms of life and fears of death,
The thought of death being alway emincnt,
Ipsvable, and dreadful in your life,
And d®afly and dumbly insignificant
Of any hope beyond,—ag death itsef,—
‘Whichever of you licth dead the first,—
Shall seem to the survivor—yet rejoice !
My curse catch st you strongly, body and soul,
Add He find no%edemption—ior the wing
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Of seraph move your way—and yet ft}oice !

Rejoice,—becausc ye have not set in you

‘This hate which shall pursue you—th hate

Which glares without, because it burns withig—

Which kills fiom ashies—this potential hate,

Wherein I, angcl, in antagonism

To God and His reflex beatitudes,

Moan ever in the central universe,

With the great woe of striving against Love—

And gasp for space amid the Infinite—

And toss for rest amid the Desertness—

Self-orphaned by my will, and sclf-elect

To kingship of resistant agony

Toward the Good round me—hating good and love,

And willing to hate good and to hate lovc,

And willing to will on so evermore,

Scorning the Past, and damning the To come—

Go and rejoice ! I curse you ! [LUCIFER vanishes,
Earth Spuits,

And we scorn you ! there’s no pardon
Which can lean to you arnght.
When your bodies take the guerdon
Of the death-curse in our sight, .
‘Then the bee that hummeth lowest shall transcend you :
Then ye shall not move an eyelid,
Though the stars look down your eyes;
And the earth, which ye defiled,
She shall show you to the skieg;—
%1o1 these kings of ours—who sought to comprehend you.”
First Spirit.
And the elements shall boldly %
All your dust to dust constrain ;
Unresistedly and coldly,
. I will smite you with my rain !
From the slowest of my frosts is no receding.
Second Spirit.
And my little werm, appointed
*To assume a royal part, ®
He shall reign, crowned and anointed,
Q’er the noble human heart! ¢
Qive him counsel againstflosing of that fden!
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gl . b
'.ﬂm. Do ye srom @s? Back your scomn
‘o ,, Toward yoir faces grey and Jorn,
® As the w171 drives back the rain,
Thus I drive with passion-strife ;
I who stand beneath God’s su®,
Made like God, and, though undone,
Not unmade fo? love and hfe,
Lo! ye utter words 1n vain!
By my frec will that chose sin,
By mine agony within
Round the passage of the fire;
By the pinings which disclose
That my native soul is higher
Than what it chose, -
We are yet too high, O spirits, for your disdain
Evpe. Nay, beloved! If these be low,
We confront them with no height,
We have stooped down to therr level
In working them that evil;
And their scorn that meets our blow,
Scathes aright.
Amen. Mt i1t be so.

Earth .S}’m?:.
‘We shall triumph—triumph greatly,
When ye lie beneath the sward !
There, our lily shall grow stately,
Though ye answer not a word—
And her fragrance s#all be scornful of your silence ;
While, your throne, ascending calmly,
We, in heirdompof your soul,
Flash the river, l';xothe palm-tree,
) e dilated ocean, roll, .
With .0e_ ogghts that throbbed within you—round the

",
and torrent shall inherit
our significance of will :
With the grandeur of your spirit,
- Shall our broad savannahs fill— .
hmvmds. yous exultations shyll be springing ;
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Even your parlance which inve
By our rudeness, shall be won
Heatts poctic in our cagles,
Shall beat up against the sun, 2
And pour downward, in articulate clear singing.

-

Your bold speechcs, our Behemoth,
With his thunderous jaw, shall wield !
Your high fancices, shall our Mammoth
Breathe sublimely up the shield
Of St. Michael, at God’s throne, who waits to speed him,
Till the heavens’ smooth-grooved thunder
Spinning back, shall leave them clear,
And the angels, smiling wonder,
With dropt looks from sphere to sphere,
Shall cry, ¢“Ho, ye hcirs of Adam! ye exceed him |”
Adam. Root oul thine eyes, sweet, from the dreary
ground.
Beloved, we may be overcome by God,
Bul not by fese.
Eve. By God, perhaps, in #ese.
Adam. I think, not so. Had God foredoome 1 despair,
He had not spoken hope. He may destroy,
Certes, but not deceive.
Eve. Behold this rosc |
I plucked it in our bower of Paradisc
This morning as I went forth ; and my heart
Hath beat against its petals all the day.
I thought it would be always red and full,
As when I plucked it—J/5 it >—ye n,ny seel
I cast it down.to you that ye may sec,
All of you !—count the petals lost of it—
And note the colours fainted ! ye may see:
And I am as it is, who yesterday
Grew in the same place. O ye spirits of earth!
1 almost, from my miscrable heart,
Could here upbraid you for your cruel heart,
Which will not let me, down the slope of death,
Draw any of your pity after me,
Or lie still in the quiet mur looks,
As my flower, there, in

4

}
e
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v Lt blsak wimd, wﬁ?d wnth indistonct human vowes, spins avound

thy earth sodiat e, filling the ciile with ity presence, and then
wasling off snto tA, sty car ries the flower away with it. EvE falls
upon her foge. ADAM stands ercet. )

Adam. So, verily,
The last departs.
Eve. So Memory follows Hope,
And Life both. lLove sad to me, “1o not die,”
And I replied, “ O Love, 1 will not die.
I exiled and I will not orphan Love.”
But now it is no choicc of mme to die—
My heart throbs from me,
Adam. « Call it straightway back.
Death’s consummation crowns completed life,
(1 coues too catly.  Hope being set on thee
For others ; if for others, then for thee,—
For thee'and me.

[ Z%e wind sczolies from the east, amd ryound agamn to the east, perfumed
by the Eden flogur, and full of voues which siweep out :nto aviscu-
alion as thcy dges.

. ct thy soul shake its leaves,
To feel the thystic wind—Hark!
Eve 1 hear life,

Infant votces passing in the wind.
o O we live, O we hve—
And thss life that we reccive
Is a warm ghing and a new,
Which we softly bud into,
From the heart and from the brain,——
Something stydhge, that overmuch is
w Of the sound and of the sight,
Flowing®round in trickling touches.
In a sorrow and delight—
“fet is it all in vain? al
» Rock us softly,
%Lest it be all i vain.
Youthful voices passing.
O we live, O we live—
»» And this life that we achieve
Is’a loud thing and a bo
ich, with pulses manif®ld,
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Strikes the héart out full fain-—
Active doer, noble liver,
Strong to struggle, sure té conquer,—
* Though the vessel’s prow will quiver
At the hfting of the anchor—
Yet do we strive in vamn ?
Infant woices passing.
Rock us sofily,
Lest 1t be all in vain.
Loet voices passing.
O we live, ) we hve—
And this hic that we conceive
Is a clear thing and a fair,
Which we sct in crystal®ar,
That its beauty may be plam:
With a breathing and a flooding
Of the heaven life on the whole,
While we hear the forests budding
To the music of the soul—
Yet 1s it tuned mn vam ?
Infant voices passing. .
Rock us softly,
Lest it be all in vam.
Philosophic voices passing.
O we hive, O we hive—
And this Iife that we perceive
Is a strong thing and a grave,
Which for others’ use we have,
Duty-laden to remain.
We are helpers, fcllow-creatures,
Of the right agamst tly wrong,—
W are earncst-hearted teachers
Of the truth which maketh st.ong—
Yet do we teach in vain?

Infant voices passing.
passing Rock us softly,
Lest it be all in vain.
I Revel voices paiving. o
Wi O we live, O we live—
Dray And this life that we rcprieve

Or lie Is a low thing and a light,
As my nuwedVhich is jested out of sight,
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* And made’ vti¥hy of disdain |
Strilfe with btld electric laughter
® 'The hig~ ¥ops of things divine—
Turn thy head, my brother, after,
Lest thy tears fall in my winé®;—
For is all laughed in vain?
Infant voices passing.
Rock us softly,
Lest it be all in va.
Eyve. 1 hear a sound of hife— of life like ours—
Of laughter and of wailing,—of grave speech,
Of little plaintive voices innocent,—
Of life in separate courscs flowing out
Like our four rivers to some outward main.
1 hear hfe—life !
Adam. And, so, thy cheeks have snatched
Scarlet to paleness ; and thine eyes diink fast
Of glory from full cups ; and thy moist lips
Seem trembling, both of them, with earnest doubts
Whether to utter words, or only smile.
Zze. Shall I he mother of the coming life?
Hecar the steep ge:¥rations, how they fall
Adown thg, vnisionary stairs of Time,
Like supernatural thunders—far, yet near;
Sowing the fiery echoes through the hills,
Am I a cloud to these—mother to these?
Ea¥tk Spirits. And bringer of the curse upon all these,
{EVL stnks down again,

Poet roices passim®
O we live, O we live—
And this hfe we believe
&’}? noble thiuf and high,
ich we climb up loftily,
To giew God without a stain ;
Till, recoiling where the shadc is,
. We retread our steps again,
And descend to gloomy Hades,
To resume man’s mortal paig—
I Shall it be climbed¥n vain ?
ant woices passing.
o Rock us softly,
Lest it be gjl in vain.



SLANNEN

- 4 Drama oF efrEl
. Love vorces assing. kg cE
1

0O we live, O we live—
And this life we would retridse
- Is a faithful thing apart,
Which we love in, heart to heart,”
Until one heart fittcth twain.
¢Wilt thou be one with me ?’
¢1 will be one with thee!’
¢ Ha, ha !—we love and live!’
Alas! ye love and die !—
Shriek—who shall reply ?
For is it not loved in vain?
Infant voices passing.
Rock us softly,
Though it be all in vain.
Aged voices passing.
O we live, O we live— .
And this life that we receive
Is a gloomy thing and brief,
Which, consummated in grief,
Lecaveth ashes for all gain—

Is it not a// in vain? <.
Infant voices passing. "z
Rock us softly,

Though it be a// in vain. [ Voices die oway,
Zarth Spirits. And bringer of the curse upon all these.
ZEye. The voices of foreshown Humanity @

Die off ;—so let me die. .

Adam. So let us dk,

. Whén God’s will soundeth the right hqur of death.
Earth Spirits. And bringer of the curse upon all these.
Eve. O spirits! by the gentleness ye use
In winds at night, and floating clouds at noon,—
" In gliding waters under lily-leaves,— “e
In chirp of crickets, and the settling hush -
A bird makes in her nest, with feet and wings,— &
. Fulfil your natures now ! e
Earth Spirits. o
Agrled ; allowed !
" We gather out our natures like a c.loud
s And thus fuilfil their lightnings ¥ Thu.., and thnsl
o Hea.rken,Qheatkentous‘ e

2
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' o-As the nst wind }\lows bleakly in the norland,— ‘
As the snow-wis} beats blindiy on the.moorland,—
*.As the simoom drives wild across the desert,—
As the thuder roars deep in the Uhmcasured —
As the torrent tears an ocean-world to atoms,—
.As the whirlpool grinds fathoms below fathoms,—
Thus,—and thus |
Second Spiret.
As the yellow toad, that spits its poison chilly,—
As the tiger, in the jungle, crouching stilly,—
As the wild-boar, with ragged tusks of anger,—
As the wolf-dog, with teeth of glittering clangour,—
As the vultures that scream against the thunder,—
As the owlets that sit and moan asunder,—
Thus,—and thus!
Eve. Adam ! God !
Adam. Ye cruel, crucl, unrelenting Spirits !
By the power in me of the sovran soul,
"Whose thoughts keep pace yet with the angels’ march,
I charge you into silence—trample you
Down to obedience?®I am king of you!
Earth Spighs. Ha, ha! thou art king !
: With a sin for a crown,
And a soul undone:
Thou, who antagonised,
Tortured and agonised,
Art held in the ring
Of #h® zodiac !
Now, king, beware !
We are many and strong,
Whom thou standest among,~
4ind we press on the air,
And we stifle thee back,
And we multiply where
Thou v.ouldst trample us down
From rights of our own,
To an utter wrong—
And, from undei® the feet of thy scorn,
O forlorn |
Wesshall spring up like comn,
Ang our stubble bg strong.
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Adam. God, there is power in "dee] I make appeal '

Unto Thy kingship.

Eve. . There is pity th THEE,
O sinned against, great GGod —My Sced, my Seed,
There is hope sct on THeEL—I cry to Thee,
Thou mystic Secd that shalt be !—leave us not
In agony beyond what we can bear,
Fallen in debasement below thunder-mark ;
A mark for scorning—taunted and perplext
By all these creatures we ruled yesterday,
Whom Thou, Lord, rulest alway. O my Secd,
Through the tempestuous ycars that rain so thick
Betwixt my ghostly vision and Thy face,
Let me have token ! for my soul is bruised
Before the serpent’s head.

[4 vision of CHRIST a in the midit of the rodiac, which pales
Wl .

before the heaven The Earth Spirits grow greyer and
fainier, ,
CHRIST. Lo, T AM HFRF !

Adam. This is God I—Curse us not, God, any more.
ZEve. But gazing so—so—with omnuic eyes,
Lift my soul upward till it touch Thy feet! *
Or lift it only—not to seem too proud—
To the low height of some good angel’s feet,—
For such to tread on, when he walketh straight,
And Thy lips praise him,
CHRIST. Spirits of the earth,
I meet you with rebuke for the reproach
And critel and unmitigated blame
Ye cast upon your masters. Tru>, they have sinned;
And true, their sin is reckoned int§ loss
For you the sinless. Yet, your innocence,
Which of you praises ? since God made your acts
Inherent in your lives, and bound your hands
With instincts and imperious sanctitics, .
From self-defacement? Which of you disdains«
These sinners, wh., in falling, proved their height
Above you, by their liberty td fall ?
And which of you complains of loss by them, .
For whose delight and use ye have ydur life
Aud honour in creatiof. Ponder it!.
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Tk regent and subdme Humanity, el
Though fdllen, exceeds you! this shall film your sun,—
Shall *hunt your lightning to its lair of cloud,—
Turn back ygur rivers, footpath all your seas,
Lay flat your forests, master with a 1dbk
Your lion at his fasting, and fetch down
Your eagle flying. Nay, without this rule
Of mandom, ye would perish,—beast by beast
Devouring ; tree by tree, with strangling roots
And trunks set tuskwise. . Ye would gaze on God
With imperceptive blankness up the stars,
And mutter, “Why, God, hast Thou made us thus?”
And, pining to a sallow idiocy,
Stagger up blindly against the ends of life, »
Then stagnate into rottenness, and drop
Heavily—poor, dead matter--piecemeal down
‘The abysinal spaces—Tlike a little stone
Let fali to chaos. Therefore, over you,
Accept this sceptre ; therefore, be content
To minister with voluntary grace
And melancholy pardon, every rite
And service in ¥0u, to this sceptred hand.
Be ye tos¥an as angels be to God,
Servants in pleasure, singers of delight,
Suggesters to his soul of higher things
Than any of your highest. So, at last,
He Shall look round on you, with lids too straight
To hold the grateful tears, and thank you well ;
And bless you wlén he prays his secret prayers,
And praise you when he sings his open songs,
For the clear song-ng% he has learnt in you,
Of pugifying sweetness ; and extend *
Across your head his golden fantasies,
Wehich glogify you into soul from sense !
%_b, .servef hixg for su;h Frice. IThT; not in vain,
z.yet ignobly ye shall serve, I place
li[‘_y:‘wardgl:‘ere for an oath, mine oath for act
‘To-be hereafter. In the name of wiich
Perfect redemption and pPerpetual grace,
I.bless you through the hope and through the peace,
Which are mine,-to the Love, which is myself. . -..
’ Speak omstill, Christ, \‘\lbeit Thou bless me not

Lo
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¥

, Inset Wé:hrds, I am blessed in hea%kenmg Thee—- ¢
rist. o
CHRIsT. Speak, Adam. Bless the woman, mafi-
.It is thine office. e
Adam. “ Mother of the world,
Take heart before this Presence. Lo! my voice,
Which, naming erst the creatures, did express—
God breathmg through my breath—the attributes
And instincts of each creature in its name ;
Floats to the same afflatus,—floats and heaves
Like a water-weed that opens to a wave,—
A full-leaved prophecy affecting thee,
Out fairly and wide. Henceforward, rise, aspire
.Unto the calms and magnanimities,
“The lofty uses, and the noble ends,
The sanctified devotion and full work,
To which thou art elect for evermorc,
First woman, wife, and mother.
Euze. And first in sin.
Adam. And also the sole bearer of the Seed
Whereby sin dieth ! Raise the majesties
Of thy disconsolate brows, O well-béievad
And front with level eyelids the To come, :
And all the dark o’ the world. Rise, woman, rise
To thy peculiar and best altitudes
Of doing good and of enduring ill,—
Of comforting for ill, and teaching good, -
And reconciling all that ill and good
Unto the patience of a constant hope,—
Rise with thy daughters ! If sin came by thee,
And by sin, death,—the ransom-ighteousness.
The heaveply life and compensative rest .
Shall come by means of thee. 1f woe ky thee
Had issue to the world, thou shalt go forth o
An angel of the woe thou didst achieve ; 5
Found acceptable to the world instead
Of others of that name, of whose bright steps «.
Thy deed strippe’. bare the hills. Be satisfied ;
Something thou hast to bear‘through womanhood--
Peculiar suffering answering to the sin ; ’
" Some pang paid down for each new human’ life ; s

. Some weariness mgq'dmgsuchah‘e— AR M '

g
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Sco¥e coldness from #he guarded ; some mistrust .
Krom those thou hast too well served ; from those beloved
Too Pyally, some treason : feebleness

Within thy heart,—and cruelty without ;

And pressure8 of an alien tyranny, *®

With its dynastic reasons of larger bones

And stronger sinews. But, go to! thy love

Shall chant itself its own beatitudcs,

After its own life-working. A child’s kiss,

Set on thy sighing lips, shall make thec glad:

A poor man, served by thee, shall make thee rich ;
A sick man, helped by thce, shall make thec strong ;
Thou shalt be served thysclf by every sense

Of service which thou renderest. Such a crown

I sct upon thy head,—Christ witnessing

With looks of prompting love—to keep thee clear
Of all reproach against the sin foregone,

From all the generations which succeed.

Thy hand which plucked the apple, I clasp close; ~
Thy lips which spake wrong counsel, I kiss close,—
I bless thee in the name of Paradise,

And by the memiJty of Edenic joys

Forfeit an¥rost ;—by that last cypress tree

Green at the gate, which thrilled as we came out ;
And by the blessed nightingale, which threw

Its melancholy music after us ;—

And by the flowers, whose spirits full of smells

Did follow softly, plucking us behind

Back to the gradm? banks and vernal bowers

And fourfold river-courses :—by all these,

I bless thee to the comtrarics of these ;

I blesg thee to the debert and the thorns,

To the elementii change and turbulence,

Atyl'16 the roar of the estranged beasts,

And to the solemn dignitics of grief,—

To one of these ends,—and to this END
0 and the hereafter !
- Eve. . I accept

For me and for my daughters this high part,
Which lowly shall be counted. Noble work
Shall hold me in the place of garden-rest ; .

And, in the place of Eden’s lost gelight,
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" A stern colossal image, with blind eyes,

. The'roar of act and thought, of evil end good,—:.

. Worthy endurance of permitted paﬂn

While on my longest patience there ghall wait

" Death’s speechless angel, smiling in the east

Whence cometh the cold wind. ~ I bow myself ,_
Humbly henceforward on the ill I did,
That humbleness may keep it in the shade.

Shall it be so? Shall 7 smile, saying so?

O Seed! O King! O God, who ska/t be Seed,—

What shall I say? As Eden’s fountains swelled

Brightly betwixt their banks, so swells my soul

Betwixt Thy love and power ! :
And, sweetest thoughts
Of foregone Edcn ! now, for the first time

oSince God said “ Adam,” walking through the trees,

I dare to pluck you, as I plucked erewhile
The lily or pink, the rose or heliotrope,
So pluck I you—so largely—with both hands,—
And throw you forward on the outer earth
Wherein we arc cast out, to sweeten it.
Adam. As Thou, Christ, to illume it, holdest Heaven
Broadly above our heads. s

[Th CHRIST is grvadually transfigured a':mng the F 'Ilmng pkm.ra Q
* dialogue, into humanity and suffering.

Eze. O Saviour Christ,
Thou standest mute in glory, like the sun.

Adam. We worship in Thy silence, Saviour Chist.

Ege. Thy brows grow grander with a forecast woe,—
Diviner, with the possible of Death'i-
We worship in Thy sorrow, Saviour Christ. _

Adam. How do Thy clear, still eyes transpierce our souh,
As gazing fhrough them toward the Father-thronq NS
In a pathetical, full Deity, s
Serenely as the stars gaze through the air . e
Straight on each other. . L

Eue. O pathetic Christ,

Thou standest mute in glory, like the moon. ¢

Curust. Etersity stands alway fronting God; .

And grand dim lips, that murmur evermore B
God, God, God! while the rush of life and d&tﬁ,

L]
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The*avalanches of the ruining worlds .
’Follil;g d&m space,—the new worlds’ genesis '
" Budding in fire,—ti e gradual humming growth
Of the ancieny atoms, and first forms of earth,

‘The slow procession of the swathing seas

And firmamental waters,—and the noise '

Of the broad, fluent strata of pure airs,—

All these flow onward in the intervals

Of that reiterant, solemn sound of—Gob !
Which worpD, innumcrous angels straightway lift
High on celestial altitudes of song

And choral adoration, and then drop

The burden softly ; shutting the last notes
Hushed up in silver wings! I’ the noon of time,
Nathless, that mystic-lipped Eternity

Shall wax as silent-dumb as Death himself,
While a new voice beneath the spheres shall cry,
“God! why hast Thou forsaken me, my God ?”
And not a voice in Heaven shall answer it.

s [ T%e transfiguration is complete in sadness.
Adam. ‘T‘By speech is of the Heavenlies ; yet, O Christ,
"Awfully human are Thy voice and face !
" Ewve. My nature overcomes me from Thine eyes.
CyrisT. Then, in the noon of time, shall one from Heaven,
An angel fresh from looking upon God,
Descend before a woman, blessing her
With perfect bene}mtlon of pure love,
For all the world in all its elements ;
For all the creatures $f earth, air, and sea;
For albmen in the body and ’in the soul, .
Unto all ends 8f glory and sanctity.
- @Cge. -Owpale, pathetic Christ—I worship Thee !
T-thank thee for that woman !
: pumsr. . For, at last,
» I, wrafiping round me your humanity,
Wiﬁch, being sustained, shall neithe®break nor burn
. Bengath the fire of Godhead, will tread earth,
And -Fapsom you,and it, and set strong peace
:you and its creatures. With my pangs

Wcon&ontyaurm and djpce your sins
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. . Have sunken to all Nature’s heart from yours,

The tears of my clean soul shall follow thent,

And set a holy passion to work clear
Absolute consecration. In my brow
Of kingly whiteness, shall be crowned anew
Your discrowned human nature. Look on me!
As I shall be uplifted on a cross

- In darkness of eclipse and anguish dread,
So shall I lift up in my pierced hands,
Not into dark, but light—not unto death,
But life,—beyond the reach of guilt and grie,,
The whole creation. Henceforth in my name
Take courage, O thou woman,—man, take hope !

« Your graves shall be as smooth as Eden’s sward,
Beneath the steps of your prospective thoughts
And, onc step past them, a new Eden-gate
Shall open on a hinge of harmony,

And let you through to mercy. Ye shall fall
No more, within that Eden, nor pass out
Any more from it. In which hope, move on,

First sinners and first mourners. Lige and love,—
Doing both nobly, because lowlily; ~ v,

Live and work, strongly,—because patientlyde

And, for the deed of death, trust it to God,

That it be well done, unrepented of,

-And not to loss. And thence, with constant prayers
Fasten your souls so high, that constantly i
The smile of your heroic cheer may, float
Above all floods of carthly agonies,

Purification being the joy of pain !

[Z%e visiongof CuRIST wanishes, ADAM and EVE stand,in an ecstasy:
The earth-zodiuc pales away shade by shade, as the stars, star by
star, shine out in the sky ; and the following chant from the two .
Larth Spivits (as they sweep dack tnlo the soiiac and \lisappear
with 1t) accompanies the process of change. ,

Earth Spirits.
By the migaty word thus spoken
Both for living and Yor dying,
We, our homage-oath once broken,
And the creatures and the flements renemetheir covenanfing - - *
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- ) i .
Hgeye, forgive us all our scorning;
ere, we promise milder duty;
And the eveaing and the morning
Shadl re-organise in beauty,
A sabbath day in sabbath joy, for universal chanting,

And if, still, this melancholy
May be strong to overcome us;
If this mortal and unholy,
We still fail to cast out from us,
And we turn upon you, unaware, your own dark influences ;

If ye tremble, when surrounded
By our forest pine and palm trees;
If we cannot cure the wounded
With our marjoram and balm trees ;
And if your souls, all mournfully, sit down among your senses,—

Yet, O mortals, do not fear us,—
. We are gentle in our languor;
And 1horgeeood ye shall have ncar us, .
A any pain or anger;
And our God¥refracted blessing, in our blessing, shall be given!

By the desert’s endless vigil,
We will solemnise your passions ;
By the wheel of the black eagle,
We will_tgach you exaltations,
When he sails against the wind, to the white spot up in Heaven,

Ye shall find &f% tender nurses
To your weariness of nature;
And ouY hunds shall stroke the curse’s
- Breary {urrows from the creature,
Til your bodies shall lie smooth in death, and straight and

slwnbgrful :

Then, a couch we,will provid®you,
Where no summer heats shall dazzle;
. . Strewing gn you and beside you .
L#xi  Thyme and rosemary and basil— .
- And the cypress shall®erow overheadl to keep all safe and cool,’
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T Till the Holy blood awaited
Shall be chrism around us runnmg,
\Vhereby, newly consecrated,
* We shall leap up in God’s sunnipg,
To join the spheric company, where the pure worlds assemble, .

While, renewed by new evangels,
Soul-consummated, made glorious,
Ye shall brighten past the angels—
Ye shall kneel to Christ victorious ;
And the rays around His feet, beneath your sobbing lips, shall
tremble.
L 4

[ The phantastic vision has all passed ; the carth-sodiac kas broken lsbc a
belt, and dissolved from the desert.  The Larth Spirits vanish ; and
the stars shine out above, dright and mild.

CHORUS OF INVISIBLE ANGELS, .
oy
While ADAM and EVE advance into the desert,*?: gg{ in kand.

Hear our heavenly promise,
Through your mortal passion !
Love, ye shall have from us,
In a pure relation!
As a fish or bird
Swims or flies, if moving, * *
We, unseen, are hcard
To live on by loving. *,
Far.above the glances
Of your eager eyes,
Listen ! we are lovmg' "
Listen, through man’s ignorances—
Listen, through God’s mysteries—
Listen down the beart,of things,
Ye shall Ktar our mystic wings
Murmurous with loving !
Through the opal door,
Listen evermore
How we livgtby loving.-
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Airt,w:‘cﬁ_om:. ’ ' .
" § When your bodies, therefore,
Lie in grave or goal,
Softlyswill we carc for
Each enfranchised soul !
Softly and unloathly,
Through the door of opal,
We will draw you soothly
Towards the Heavenly people.
Floated on a minor fine
Into the full chant divine,
We will draw you smoothly,—
While the human in the minor
Makes the harmony diviner:
Listen to our loving !

Second semichorus.

"What a sough of glory
Shall your entrance grect,
Ruffling, round the doorway,
All thf,sadiance it shall meet!
Frg?::ﬁe Heavenly throned centre
i1eavenly voices shall repeat—
*Souls redeemed and pardoned, enter;
For the chrism on you is sweet.”
» And every angel in the place
Lowlily shall bow his face,
Folded fair on softened sounds,
Because upon your hands and feet
He images hjs Master’s wounds !
Listen tosour loving !

.Fi'r:; semichors,

#  S0,dn the universe’s
Consummated undoing,

- Our angels of white mercies

®  Shall hover rouad the ruin !
Their wings shall gtream upor®he flame,
As if incorporate of the same,

.. In elemgntal fusion ;,

“And calm their faces shill burn out,
With a pa¥ and mastering thought,
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And a stedfast looking of des:re, .
From out between the clefts of fire,—
While they cry, in the Holy’s name,
To the final Restitution ! ®
Listen to our loving !

Second semickorus.
So, when the day of God is
To the thick graves accompted ;
Awaking the dead bodies,
The angel of the trumpet
Shall split the charncl earth
To the roots of the grave,
Which never beforc were slackened ;
And quicken the charnel birth,
With his blast so clear and brave;
Till the Dead shall start and stand erect,
And every facc of the burial place,
The awful, single look, reflect,
Wherewith he them awakened.
Listen to our loving !

First semichorus. ~

But wild is the horse of Death !
He will leap up wild at the clamour
Above and beneath ;
And where is his Tamer .
On that last day,
When he crieth, Ha, ha !l ,
To the trumpet’s blare,
And paweth the earth’s Aceldama?
When he tosseth his head,
*The drear-white steed, .
And ghastily champeth the last’ moon-ray,—
What angel there
Can lead him away,
That the living may rule for the Dead L *xs

Second Semisbsrus,
Yet a TAMER shall be found !
One more bright than seraph crowned,
And more strong than cherub bold ;

' Elder, too, tynangel cld, * - -



A DRAMA OF EXILE:
f

BypHis grey eternities,—
He shall master and surprise
The steed of Death,
For He is strong, and He is fajn;
He shall quell him with a breath,
And shall lead him where He will,
With a whisper in the ear,
. Which it alone can hear—
Full of fear—
And a hand upon the mane,
Grand and still.
First semichorus.
Through the flats of Hades, where the souls assemblc, -
He will guide the Death-stced, calm between their ranks ;
While, like beaten dogs, they a little moan and tremble
To see the darkness curdle from the horse’s glittering flanks.
Through th~ flats of Hades, where the dreary shade is,—
Up the steep of Heaven, will the Tamer guide the steed,—
Up the spheric circles—circle above circle,
We, who count the ages, shall count the tolling tread—
Every hoof-fall stri}>#® a biinder, blanker sparkle
From the stong¥orbs, which shall show as they were dcad.
 Second semichorus.
All the way the Death-steed, with tolling hoofs, shall travel,
Ashen grgy the planets shall be motionless as stones ;
Loosely shall the systcms eject their parts cozeval,—
Stagnant in the spaccg, gshall float the pallid moons ;
Suns that touch their apogees, reeling from their level,
Shall run back on their axlgs, in wild, low, broken tunes.

Chorus. |
Up against the arches of the crystal ceiling,
Shall the horsels nostrils steam the biurtng breath ;
‘\{%between the angels pale with silent feeling,

| the Tamer, calmly, lead the horse of Death.
 SeniFioPs.

" Cleaving all that silence, cleaging all that®slery,
Will.vtlli‘egTahaer liﬁd him smt;glhtway to :E?I‘{xrone:
*“Took put, O Jehovah, to this I bring before Thee,
With-a hand nail-pierced,—I, who am Thy Son.”

- Then Sige Eye Divinedt, from the Dfpest, flaming,
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)
On the mystic courser, shall look out in fire: | /
Blind the beast shall stagger, where It overcame hiyi,—
Meek as lamb at pasture—bloodless in desire—
Down the beast shall shiver,—slain amid th¢ taming,~—
And by Life essential, the phantasm Death expire.
A Voice. Gabricl, thou Gabriel !
Another Voice. What wouldst #4ou with me?
First Voice. 1 heard thy voice sound in the angels’ song’; -
And I would give thee question.
Second Voice, Question me.
First Voice. Why have 1 called thrice to my Morning Star
And had no answer?  All the stars are out,
And round the earth, upon their silver lives,
Wheel out the music of the inner life,
And answer in their places.  Only in vain
I cast my voice against the outer rays
Of my Star, shut in light behind the sun!
No more reply than from a breaking stiing,
Breaking when touched.  Or is she 7o/ my star?
Where #s my Star—my Star? Have yc cast down
Her glory like my glory? Has she wagd .
Mortal, like Adam? Has she learnt to‘h‘:».‘“‘
Like any angel ?
Second Voice. She is sad for thee :
All things grow sadder to thee, one by one
Angel chorus.
Live, work on, O Earthy!
By the Actual’s tension,
Speed the arrow worthy  °
Of a pure ascension,,
From the low earth round you,
« Reach the heights above you 3
From the stripes that wound you,
Seck the loves that love you!
God’s divinest burneth plain
Through the crystal diaphane
Of our loves that love you.
First Voice,. Gaicl, O Gabrjel!
Second Vore. What wouldst #4ou with me?
First Voice. 1s it true, O thou Gabrigl, that the crown
Of sorrow which I claimed, another claims?
That HE claims THAT tao ? ¢ .
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" i Scoyd Vojee. IJJSEe, it is true. .
- FiysfVoié. That Hk will be an exile from His Heaven, -
those exiles homeward ?
- .Second. Voice. 1t is rue.
. Hirst Voice. "That HE will be an exile'by His will,
As I by mine election ?
Second Voice. 1t is true.
.First Voice. That Z shall stand sole exile finally,—
"Made desolate: for fruition ?

" Second Voice. It is true.
Lirst Voice. Gabriel!
Second Voice. I hearken.
First Voice. Is it truc besides—

Aright true—that minc orient Star will give
Her name of “Bright and Morning-Star ” to Him,—
And take the fairness of His virtue back,
To cover loss and sadness?
Second Voice. It is true.
First Voice. Untrue, Untrue! O Morning-Star! O MINg!
Who sittest secret in a veil of light,
JFar up the starry spaces, say— Untrue/
Speak but so Jov7. as doth a wasted moon
To TyrthendWaters! I am Lucifer—
[A pause. Silence in the stars.

All things grow sadder to me, one by one.

Angel chorus.
Ein-l':ﬂ 'Hum}im creatures, ,
t your hope grow larger
arger grghs the vision
Of the new delight.
From this chain of Nature’s,
» God is the Discharger;
And the Actual’s prison
Opens to your sight.

A . Calm the star$ and golden
In 2 light exceeding :
Whattheir rays have measured,

. ‘L gour hearts fulfil!
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These are stars beholden . /
By your eyes in Eden; '
Yet, across the desert,
See them shining still, ‘

Chorus,  Future joy and far light
Working such relations,- -
Hear us singing gently—-
Exiled is not lost !/
God, above the starlight,
God, above the patience,
Shall at last prescnt ye
Guerdons worth the cosi.
Patiently enduring,
Painfully surrounded,
Iisten how we love you—
Hope the uttermost—
Waiting for that curing
Which exalts the wounded,
Hear us sing above you—
EXILED, BUT NOT Los’r,_!”.

[ Z%e stars shine on brightly, okile ADAM and EVE puysue their way
into the far wilderness. There is @ sound through the silence, as
of the falling tears of an angels



The Serapbim,

“T look for Angels' songs, and hear Iiim cry.”
GILES FLETCH#R.

PART THE FIRST.

(22 is the time of the Crucifixion : and the Father of the Crucificd has divected
towards earth the angels of His heaven, of whom all have departed except
the two Seraphim, Ador the Strong and Zerak the Bright One.

The place is the outer side of the shut heavenly gaic.)

* Ador. O SERAPH, pausc no more!
Beside this :cat\. O?Heavcn we stand alone.
Zerah. Of Heaven !
Ador. Our brother hosts are gone—
Zerah, Are gone!
Ador. And the golden harps the angels bore
To help the songs of their desire,
'8till burning®fom their hands of fire,
Lie without touch or tone,
. Or canopy of angdl wing,
. osUpon the glass-sea shore.
Zerah, Silent upon the glass-sea shore !
Adon’ instead of sounding, glittering
In the shadow from the throne—-
" The shadow without form, that meets
' SThe edges of the crystal sea—
. Awfuller than light derived,
‘And red with all those primal hea.ts,
« W Whereby all life hath lived.
. Z#\M. Our visible our Heaven ! and we

il Go thusl .
. [
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~
Ador. - Thus, now ; unpausingly.
Beneath us sinks the pomp angelical,
Cherub and seraph, powers and virtues, all,—
The roar of whose descent hath died
To a still sound, as thunder into rain.
Immeasurable space spreads magnified
With that thick life, along the plane
The worlds slid out on. What a fall
And eddy of wings innumecrous, crossed
By trailing curls that have not lost
The glitter of the God-smile shed
On each bowed angel’s head !
And gleamed between by hands that fling
Up homage, like retorted rays,
From high instinct of worshipping,
And habitude of praise.
Zerah.  Rapidly they drop below us.
Pointed palm and wing and hair,
Indistinguishable, show us
Only pulses in the air
Throbbing with a ficry beat ;—
As if a new creation heard
(Late unhearing, still unseeing) ‘
Some divinc and plastic word,
And trembling at its proper being,
Did waken at our feet.
Ador.  Zerah, do not wait to sce.
His voice—the voice that thrills us so
As we our harpstrings—auttered Go,
Behold the Holy in His woc—
And all are gone, save thre and—
Zevah. Thee!
Ador. 1 stood the nearest to the throne,
What time the voice said Go.
And whether I was moved alone
By the storm-pathos of the tonc
Which swept through Heaven the alien name of s,
Or th=i~wse subtle glory broke
Through my strong and shielding wings,
Bearing to my finite essence
Incapacious of their presence,
Infinite imgginings—
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" N\ kngweth save the Throned who spoke .
*But ¥, who, at creation, stood upright
And heard e God Bicath move,
Shapins tiewords that hshtcned - “gBe thete hght,”
Nor trembled but with Tove ,
Now fcll down tremblingly,
My face upon the pavonent whae I towaed;
As 1f that minc 1immortal were o’crpowcred
By God’s etcrmity !
Aarak, Tt me wait ! lot me want!
Ador. Oh, gase not backward thio’ the gate!
God fills our hcaven with GGod s own sohtnde
Till all 1te pavements glow .
His Godbead bang no more subducd
By atsddf to glories low
W hich seraphs can sustain
‘What if thou, 1n gaang so,
Snuld bebold but only onc
Attnbute, the vell undone—
And thet the one to which we press
Nealest, &= gentloness—
8= Ho Hov !
How th dc p estatic pan
Thy bemugs trength would capture !
Without 1 language o1 the 1aptue,
Wathout 1 music strong to come
And set the adorion free,
For ever, cvur, gouldst thou be
Amid the gencaral chorus dumb,
God-stricken to scigphic agony '—
Or, brother, what 1if on thine eyes
*® In vision bare should 1«
The hfe fount, whenee His hand did gather
. 4Vith solitary torce
Qur immortahities !
Straightway how thine own would wither,
Falter ike o huan breath,
And shrink 1nto & pomt hke M
By gasing on 1ts source!
My wosds have imaged dread.
Meekly hast thou hent thine head,
And droflt thy wings 1n 'anguxshment,

-—— ————
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*  Overclouding foot and face ; ¢
As if God's throne were emineot
Befoie thee, in the place.
Yot not—not so,
O loving spuit and meek, dost thou fulfil
* All motions of the one pre-cnunent Will
Which surteth unto will and act ow natures,
As human souls do stir the fleshly creatures.
Not for obeisance, but obedie nee,
Give motion to thy wings ' Depart from hence~—
The vowe said * (o.”
Zerak. Beloved, T depart.
His will is as a spint within my spuit ;
A purtion of the bemyg I inhent-
His will is mine obedience. 1 1esemble
A flame all undefiled though it ticmble—
I go and tremble. Love me, O heloved |
O thou, who stronger art,
And standet evar near the Infinite,
Pale with excelhing hight!
Love me, beloved ! me, mure newly made.
More fceble, more afiaid — i
And let mic hear with mme thy pmion;m‘ed,
As close and gentle as the loving are
That love buing near, heaven may not scem so far
«ddor. T am near thee, and 1 love thee.
Were 1 loveless, from thee gone,
Love is round, heneath, above thee-—
God, the omurpresent One, ¢
Spread the wing, and hift the brow—
Well-beloved, what feartst thou?
Zerak, 1 fear, 1 fear—
Ador. What fear 2

2

A ‘The fear
Ador. Of earth, the God-create and beautiful ?
. From whence the sweet sea-music hath its birth,
And vernal forests lift their leaves in tune ¢ ¢
Beneatfr Jsv=zic10us, water-leading moon ?
Where every mght, the stars do put away
Meekly its datkness dull,
And look tgeir spirit-light into the clay ?

Whefeeveryday,thﬁkinglysundo*hbleu

of earth.
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L (More lovmgly tY\an kings, .
, .Gmd, ir4® such harmomous happmess
) 1 leafed and reeded things,
-1t seems, as if the joyous shout which burst
.+ From angel lips to see him first,
Had left a silent echo in his ray?
Zerah. Of earth—the God-create and God-accurst :
Where man is, and the thorn:
Where winds and waves have horne,
Where sun and star can roll,
+ No tune, no slumng to the human soul :
Where Eden’s lapsing rivers all are dry, ,
And in their stead, do flow perpetually,
Do flow and flow hot strcams of human tears—
Where Eden’s tree of life no more uprears
Tts spiral leaves and fruitage, but instead
The yew-trece bows its melancholy head,
And al! the undergrasses kills and seres.
Ador. A fear of carth, the weak ?
Where men that faint, do strive for crowns that fade;
And stoop to clasp metallic heaps conveyed
¥rom the { o sward their delving. labour scars—
When upr ;‘nt they might stand, and view the stars?
Wiiere, having won the winning which they seck,
They lic heside the sceptre and the pold,
With fleshless hands that cannot wicld or hold ;
And fhe stars shine in their unwinking eyes?
Zerah. Of earth the terrible :
Where the bHfld matter brings
An awful potence out of impotence,
. And all the spiritual pl'ostmted lies,
Bgfore the things of sense :
. ..\Where the strong human will saith “ay” or “ no,”
. gg;use the human pulse is quick or slow—
re stronger Love succumbeth unto Change,
‘With only his own memories, for revenge;  +
An; where the fearful mystery— i
Ador. Ca

. Zmzh. Nay ! Death is fearful ; but who saith
: ’To die,” is c.omprehensnble
t's fearﬂﬂler, thou knowest well,

' I?hough its' wterance be noi,:‘ for thee,
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Lest it blanch thy lips from glory—
Ay! the cursed thing that moved
Its shadow of 1ll, long times ago,
Across out tFeaven’s own shmung floo*! *
‘And when 1t vanished, some who were
Oh thrones ot holy empire there,
Did reign—were seen—were— -never more.
Come neaier, O bheloved !
Ador. 1 am near thee. Indst thou bear thee
Ever to this carth?
Zerah. Retore !
When thfiling from His hand along
Its lustrous path with sphetic song,
‘The earth wa, deathless, sorrowless.
Then, featless, angel teet nught press
‘The grasses brightening with their feet
bor God’s own vorce did mix 1ts sound
In a solemn contluence oft
With the niver’s flowing round,
And the life tree’s waving soft.
Beautiful new earth, and strangc J
Ador. Hast thou scen 1t since—the (marge?
Zerah. Nay ' or wherefore should 1 fear
To look upon it now ?
1 have beheld the rumned things
Only in depicturings
Of angels sent on earthwaid mission
Strong one, ¢’en upon thy bro.,
When, with task completed, given
Back to us, in that transiticn
I have beheld thee silent st. ad,
Abstiacted in the seraph band—
Without a smile in heaven.
Ador. Then thou wert not one of those
Whom the loving Father chose,
v In visionary pomp to sweep
A - Judea’s grassy places,
Q'er tiféiépherds and the sheep,--
Though thou art so tender ?-- imming
All the stars except oune star,
With therr brighter, kinder faces ;
And using heaven’s own tune in hymning,~
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Whle deep response from earth’s own mountains ran,—+
. “‘Peegce upon earth-—goodwill to man.” ’
‘Zevak, “Glory ‘o God!”—I said Amen afar.
And they who from that earthward rgission are,
Within mine cars have told,
‘That the scven everlasting Spirits died hold
With such a sweet and prodigal constraint,
The meaning yet the mystery of the song,
The while they sang it, on their natures stiong ;
That, gazing down on carth’s dark stedfastness,
And speaking the new peace in promises,
The love and pity made their voices faint
Into that low and tender music, hecping
The place in heaven, of what on eaith is weeping.
Ador. Peace upon earth! Come down to it.
Zerah. Ah me
T hear thereof uncomprehendingly.
Yeave where the tempest—where the sighing is—
And worship of the idol, ’stcad of ITis?
Ador. Yca, peace, where J/¢ is.
Zeral. He !
Say it again .
Ador. Where f/e is.
sevah. Can it be
That earth retains a tree
Whagge leaves, ike Eden foliage, can be swayed
By breathing of His voice, nor shrink and fade?
Ador. There is g tree ! - it hath no lcaf nor root ;
Upon it hangs a®curse for all its fruit :
Its shadow on Hjs head is laid.
For He, the growncd Son,
» Hath left His crown and throne,—
Walks garth in Adam’s clay,
Ewe’s snake to bruise and slay —
Zerak. Walks earth in clay?

Ador. And walking in the clay which He creat
» ? He through it shall touch death. :
*‘What do I utter? whai, gonceive ? 4% ath

Of demen howl it in a blasphemy ?

Or was it mine opvn voice, informed, dilated,

By the seven confluent Spirits #—Speak—answer me |
1}‘0 said man’s ¥ictim was his Deity ?
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" That all cou
- Of blood—the life-blood-—/Fis—and streaming sp f

" Zerah. Beloved beloved, the word came fo:th fqﬁm Thes.
Thine eyes are rolling in tempestuous light, - MR
~Above, below, around, ’

As putting thunde"-questnons without cloud,
Reverberate without sound,
To universal nature’s depth and height.

. The tremor of an inexpressive thought

Too self-amazed to shape itself aloud,
Q’erruns the awful curving of thy lips:
And while thine hands are stretched above
As newly they had caught
Some lightning from the Thronc—or showed the Lord
Some retributive sword--
“I'hy brows do alternate with wild echpqe
And radiance—with contrasted wrath and love— .
As God had called thee to a seraph’s part,
With a man’s quailing heart. .
Ador. O heart—O heart of man !
O ta’en from buman clay,
To be no seraph’s, but Jchovah’s own !
Made holy in the taking, -
And yet unseparate
From death’s perpetual ban,
And human feelings sad and passionate !
Still subject to the treacherous forsaking
Of other hearts, and its own stedfast pain !
O heart of man—of God ! which God hath ta’en
TFrom out the dust, with its humanit;.

. Mournful and weak yet innocent around it,

And bade its many pulses beating lie
Beside that incommunicable stir * .
Of Deity wherewith He interwound it. R
O man ! and is thy nature so defiled, :

" “That all that holy Hearl’s devout law-keeping,

d low pathetic beat in deserts wild,

shings pitiful of tender weeping .
ho _consigned it to such woe—

€anse thee not—without the flow

O earth, the thundercleft, wind-shaker l—where .
The louder voice of “ blood and bloog ? doth- ﬁs&»—

" Hast théu an altar for ¢his sacrifice? = .l.-i ¥
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O keaven—O vacant throne |
b ¢rdwnéd hierarchies, that wear your crown
‘When His iz put away !
. Aré ye unshamed, that ye cannot dim
;Your alien bnghtness to be liker Him,—
" Assume a human passion—and down-lay
. Your sweet secureness for congenial fears—
And teach your cloudless ever-burning eycs
The mystery of His tears ?
Zerak. 1 am strong, 1 am strong !
- Were I never to sec my Heaven again,
I would wheel to earth like the tempest rain
.Which sweeps there with exultant sound
To lpse its life as it reaches the ground.
I am strong, I am strong!
Away from mine inward vision swim
‘The shining scats of my heavenly birth—
I see but His, I see but Him—
The Maker’s steps on His cruel earth.
Will the bitter herbs of earth grow sweet
To me, as trodden by His feet?
Will th.»vexed, accurst humanity,
As worn by Him, begin to be
A blessed, yca, a sacred thing,
For love, and awe, and ministering ?
,» Tamstrong I am strong!
" By our angel ken, shall we survey
His loving gmile through His woeful clay?
I am swift, I am strong—
The love is bearing me along.—
Ador. One love issbearing two along.

PART THE SECOND. —_
Im"abm Judea, ADOR and ZERAH are a little apa m the
. wisthic A ngrlu Hosts.)

5 Ador. BELOVED | dost thou see ?—
< Zerah.. » Thee,—thee.
..'"Thy burning eyes already are
» Grown wiid and mournful as a star, -



THE smanqif

‘Whose otcupation 15 for a
To look upon the place o‘y(e lay,
Whereon thon lookest now !
The crown 15 fanting on thy brov
To the hkentss of a cloud
Thy forchcad’s sclf, a hittke bowed
From 1ts aspect ugh and holy,
As 1t would m muckne »s meet
Some seraphic mclancholy
Thy very wings that latcly flung
An otuthine ¢lear, do fheker here,
And wear Lo each a shadow hung,
Dropped 1cross thy fuct
In these straage contrasting glooms
Stagnant with the scent of tombs,
Seraph faces, O my rother,
Show awfully to one another
Ador Dost thou see ?
Zerah Evcn s0—1 sce
Our empyreal compuiny,
Alone the memory of then lmghtm 5
Yeft 1n thum, as i thee,
The circle upon arcle, ticr on tier
Piling earth’s hcmlsphuc
With hcavenly nfinitond
Above us and around,—
Stiaming the blue horizon Iike 2 bow 7
Their son,ful ips divorced from all sound ,
A darkncss ghding down then shvary ‘lum.s -
Bowing their stedfast solumn countenances,
As if they heard God speah, and could not glow.

Adoy 190k downward! dost thou sce ? .
Zerak And wouldst thou press #ha? vision on my
words 2

Doth not the changed Tarth
pipk Joud cnough of ¢hange und jcopardy
Wlﬁ\_g my witness ?  Her least nlls
Do break = ws#ls from then forced murth,
With a long sign across the pastoral swards.
Be satisfied T sec ha vales, ungreen |

«  Where steps of man have been,

Her thun ?er-nven halls, o
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; ; OINSE 1§ g
~Thats eke ir piney heads, as who would say,
|3 CWe'are too beautiful for our decay.”

/SHall seraphs speak of these things? Let alone

- Barth, tg h: earthly moan. |

Vosee of 43 things. Is there no moan but fers 2

‘Ador. Hearest thou the attestation

. Of the roused Universe,

Like a desert lion shaking

"Dews of silence from its mane

. With an irrepressive passion,

. Rising up, and witness making -

To the earth-commingled pain
Of Him who stands (O patience sweet !)
In His own hand-prints of creation,
With human, bleeding fect ?
Voice of all things. Is there no moan but ours?
Zerah. Forms, spaces, motions wide,
O n.eek, insensate things,
O congregated matters | who inherit,
Instead of motive powers,
Impulsions God-supplied—-
Irstead of vital spirit,
A clear“informing beauty—-

. dnstead of creature-duty,
Submission calm as rest !
Lights, without feet or wings,
In golden courses sliding !
Glooms, stagnantly subsiding,

Whosc lustrous®feart away was prest
Into the argent stars!

* Ye crystal, firmagéntal bars,

_That hold the skyey waters free

" From tide or tempest’s ecstasy !

Airs upiversal ! thunders lorn,

“That wait your lightning in cloud-cave

- Hewn out by the winds! O brave .

_Afd subtle Elements! the Holy
¢, “Hath charged me by your voice vty
Bhbugh, the mystic arrow Jeaves its wound.
- Bty ye to your silences inborn,
“ﬁ;‘lﬁolfypur inarticulated sound !
' # His sngef He charged with folly " (jobiv. 185 " 7

R

&

-
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' . Ador. Zerah. Cw
- Zevah. Wilt thou rebuke ? ‘
" God hath rebuked me, brother.—I am weak.
Ador. Zerah, ry brother Zerah !—could. I speak
Of thee, ’twould be of love to thee.
Zerah. Thy look
Is fixed on earth, as mine upon thy face !—
Where shall I seek Him ?—
I have thrown
One look upon earth—but onc—
Over the blue mountain-lincs,
Over the forests of palms and pines ;
Over the harvest-lands golden ;
Over the valieys that fold in
The gardens and vines—-
He is not there !
All these are unworthy
His footsteps to bear,—
* Before which, bowing down,
I would fain quench the stars of my crown
In the dark of the earthy.
Where shall T seek Him ? .
No reply?
Hath language left thy lips, to place
Its vocal in thine eye?
Ador, Ador! are we come
To a double portent, that
Dumb matter grows articulate, ,
And songful seraphs dumb?
Ador, Ador I— -
Ador. I constrain
The ‘passion of my silence. None,
Of those places gazed upon,
Are dull enow to fit His pain. -
Unto Him, whose forming word
~ Gave to Nature flower and sward,
® y hath given back again,
nswau of flowers, she thomn ;
Instead of sylvan calms, the human scorn.
. Still, still, reluctant Seraph, gaze beneatbl

: :There is a city—
: o Temple and tower, . ..

—
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J’a,lacaand purpleé would droop like a Rower,
- (As a cloud at our breath)

If He neared in His state
- The outérmost gate.

© . Ador. Ah me, not so

-

In the state of a King, did the victim go!
And THou who hangest mute of specch,
*T'wixt heaven and earth, with forchead yét
Stained by the bloody sweat—
God! man! Thou hast foregone Thy throne in each !
Zerak. Thine eyes behold Him ?
Ador. Yea, helow.
« Track the gazing of mine eyes,
Naming God within thine heart,
- That its weakness may depart,
And the vision rise.
Scest thou yet, beloved ?
Zeral, 1 see
Beyond the city, crosses three,
And mortals three that hang thereon,
’Ghast and silent to the sun:
And round tkum blacken and welter and press
Staring multitudes, whost father
Adam was—whose brows are dark
With his Cain’s corroded mark ;
Vho cusse with looks. Nay—Ilet me rather

- Turn unto the wilderness.

Adpr. 'T'urn noj » God dwells with men,
Zerah. Above
He dwells with angels ; «and they love.
Can these Jove? With the living’s pride
They stare at those who die,—who hang
In their sight and die. They bear the streak
Offthe cros8es’ shadow, black not wide,
To fall on their heads, as it swerves aside
" . e When the victims’ pang
i Makes the crosses creak.
Ador. The eross—the cross !

Zevah. A woman Rleels
r.. " The mid: cross under— .
~~* With white lips asunder,

~..-And molion qn each:
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They throb, as she fecls,
With a spasm, not a speech;
And her lids, close as sleep,
Are lesy calm—for the cyes
Have made room there to weep
Drop on drop—
Adus. Weep? Weep blood,
-All women, all men'!
He sweated it, He,
For yom pale womanhood
And weak manhood  Agree
That thesc water tears, then,
Arc van, mocking like laughter !
Wedp blood '—bhall the flood
Of salt cuises, whose foan 15 the datkness, on roll
Forwaid, on, from the stiand of the decadent years—
And 10ll back fiom the 10cks of the dicadful hereafter,
Roll up, 1n a coil, from the present’s wiath spring 3
.Yea, down from the windows of Heaven opening, —
Deep calling to deep as they mect on His soul, s
And men weep only teas ?
Zerak. lattle dhops i the lapse!
And yet, Adot, perhaps
It 15 all that they can
Tears! the lovingcst man
Tas no better bestowed
Upon man.
Ador. Nor on God.
Zerah. Do all givers need gifts?
If the Giver said ¢ Give,” the fust motion would slay
Our Immortals ; the echo would rum away
The sam~ worlds which e made.  Why, what angel uplifis
Such a music, so clear,
It may scem m God's car
Worth more than a woman’s soft weeping? And thus,
*Mity tender as tears, I above thee would speak,
. TH woman that weepest | weep unscorned of us!
I, the &% .7ud pure, am but loving and weak.
Ador. Speak low, my brothcr, low,~ and not of love,
Or human or angche!  Rather stau%o .
Before the throne of that Supreme above,
In whose infinitude, the secrecies

oy,



_ *pﬁne oWn ‘being lie hid,—and lift thine hand
tant, saying, “ I.ord God. I am wise!”—
F hpltter “1 love.”
W Zerak. And yet thine eyes
Do utter it. They melt in tender light—
The tears of H(.avcn
" Ador. © Of Heaven. Ah me!
‘Zeralz Ador!
Ader. Say on.
. Zerah. The crucified are three.
Beloved, they are unlike.
Ador.

Unlike.
‘. Zerah. For one
Is as a man who sinned, and still
Doth wear the wicked will—
The hard malign life-energy,
‘Tossed outward, in the parting soul’s disdain,
On brow and lip that cannot change again.
Ador. And one—
Zerah. Has also sinned.
» And yet, (O marvel !) doth the spirit-wind
.- Blow white tha.e waters P—Decath upon his face
Is rather shine than shade,
" A tender shine by looks beloved made.
He seemeth dying in a quiet place,

*. And legs by iron wounds in hands and feet .

Than heart-broke by new joy too sudden and sweet.
"Ador. And ONkyl—

. Zerak. - *° And One—
. Ador. R Why dost thou pause?
 Zerah. God! God!

Spmt'of my spirit! who movest
Tlirough seraph veins in burning deity, -
Ta!hght the quenchless pulses !—

Ador. But hast trod
“Th degths of love in Thy peculiar nature ;
#ud not in any Thou hast made and lovcst
ll &imow seraph hearts 1—s

Mﬁtﬁiﬂ; Upholder —_
Poddors . And below, below,
’ ', ,.;:a,ndthe upholden’s sacrifice !

Above, Creator!
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Zerah. Why do I pause?— " -
Ador, : There is a*silenthesé. s
That answers thee enow ; Cow R
That, like a brazen sound T

Excluding othels, doth ensheathe us round :
Hear it! It is not from the visible skies,
Though they are very still,
Unconscious that their own dropped dews express
The light of heaven on every earthly hill.
It is not from the hills ; though calm and bare
They, since their first creation,
Through midnight cloud or morning’s glittering air,
Or the deep deluge blindness, toward the place
‘Whence thrilled the mystic word’s creative grace,
And whence again shall come -
The word that uncreates ; ’
Have lift their brows in voiceless expectation.
It is not from the placcs that entomb
Man’s dead—though common Silence there dilates
Her soul to grand proportions, worthily -
To fill life’s vacant room.
Not there—not there!
Not yet within their chambers lieth He,™
A d-:ad One in His living world! His south
And west winds blowing over earth and sea,
And not a breath on that creating Mouth !
’ But now,—a silence keeps.
(Not death’s, nor sleep’s),
‘The lips whose whisperdd-word
Might roll the thunders round reverberated.
Silent art Thou, O fuy l.ord,
¢ Bowing down Thy stricken head! ,
Fearest Thou, a groan of Thine
Would make the pulse of Thy creation fail
As Thine own pulse >—would rend the veil
Of visible things, and let the flood
wi/nseen Light, essential God,
Rushi itz whelm the undivine P—
Thy silence, to my thinking, is as dread !
Zerah. O silence! o
Ador. Doth it say to thee—the NAME,.
Slow-learning Seraph? = -

g
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. Zgrah. " I have learnt.

% ddor, ® The flame
' Pérxshes in thipe eyes.

- Zerah. He opened HlS--

. And looked®—1I cannot bear—
Ador. I‘helr agony ?
Zen;)h. Their love. God’s depth is in them. From Hw

rows

" White, terrible in meekness, didst thou see
The lifted eyes unclose ?

He is God, Seraph! Iook no more on me,—

O God; I am not God.

Ador. The loving is
Sublimed within them by the sorrowful.

In Heaven we could sustain them.

Zerah. Heaven is dull,
Minc Ador, to man’s carth, The light that burns

In fluent, refluent motion,
Unguenchably alonf' the crystal occan ;
The springing of the golden harps between
The silver wings, in fountains of sweet sound—
The winding. wandering music that returns
Upon itsclf, cxultingly self-bound
In the great spheric round
Of cverlasting praises :
The God-thoughts in our midst that intervene,
« VisiBly flashing from the sipreme throne,
Full 1 scraphic faces,
.'Till each astgni#l®s the other, grown
More beautiful with glory and delight !
My heaven! my homé of hcaven ! my infinite
Heavgn-choirs | whdt are ye to this dust ang death,
This cloud, this cold, these tears, this failing breath,
‘Yhere God’s immortal love now issucth
In this MAN’s mortal woe? .

‘Ador. His eyes are very deep, yet calm— f
® Zerah, ore
On me, Jechovah-man-—-

. Ador. * Calm}-‘deep They show

- A passion which is tranquil They are seeing . |
:“N“o earth, no heaven : no men, that slay and curse—
o No segaphs that adore.
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Their gaze is on the umslble, the dread—
The things we cannot view or think or speak,”
Because we are too happy, or too weak s
The sea of ill, for which the universe, ,
With all its pxkd sp.lcc, can find no shore, .
With all its life, no hiving foot to trcad.
But He, accomplished i Jehovah being,
Sustains the gase adown,
Concelves the vast despar, .
And fecls the billowy gricfs come up to drown,---
Nor fears, nor faints, no fails till all be finished.
Zerah. Thus, do 1 find thee thus? My undiminished
And undiminishable God !— My God !— .
The echoes are still tremulous along
The heavenly mountains, of the latest song
Thy manifested glory swept abroad,
In rushing past our hips! They echo aye
Creator, Thou art stiong !—-
Creator, Thou art blessed over all.”
By what new utterance shall 1 now recall,
Unteaching the heaven-cchocs?  Daie 1 say,
“Creator, Thou ait feebler than Thy work !
Creator, Thou art sadder than Thy creature !
A worm, and not a man,—
Yea, no worm—nbut a curse ? "—
I darc not, wu, minc heavenly phrase reverse.
Albeit the piercing thorn and thistle fork
(Whose sced disordered ran
From Eve’s hand, trembling when the Lumc did reach her)
Be garnered darklier in thy soul! the rod
"T'hat smites Thee never biossoming,~ and Thou,
Grief-bears - for Thy woild, with unkinged brow- -
I leave to men their song of [chabod !
I have an angel-tongue—1 know bat praisc.
Ador. Hercafter shall the blood-bought captives ra.tse

assion-song of blood.
xs’l And zre, ‘extend

Our holy'?‘m.-_‘-r..ands towards the Throne,

Crying, “ We¢ have no musict” .

. Ador. Rather, blend
Both musics into one !

The sanctitics and sanctified above
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\W ta each, with lifted looks screne,
" eir shining faces lean,
" " And mix the adormg breath,
. :And breathe the ']l thanks

giving, -
* Zerah. ]!ut the love—
: The love, mine Ador!
Ador. Do we love not?
Zerah. Yea,

. But not as man shan! not with life for death,
New-throbbing through the startled being ! not
With strange astonished smiles, that ever may
Gush passionate like tears, and fill their place :

or yet with speechless memories of what
Earth’s winters werc, enverduring the green
Of every hcavenly palm,
Whosc windless, shadeless calm
Moves only at the breath of the Unseen.
. Oh, not with this blood on us—and this face,—
Still, haply, pale with sorrow that it bore
In our behalf, and tender evermore
With nature all our own,—toward us gazing !—-
Nor yet with these forgiving hands upraising
_ Their unreproachful wounds, alone to bless !
Alas, Creator! shall we love Thee less
Than mortals shall ?
Ador. Amen! so let it be.
We love in our proportion—to the bound
Thine infinite, our ﬁmte, set around,
And that is finitely!—Thou, infinite
And worthy infinite love! And our delight
Is watching the dear ;ove poured out to Thee,
- From wver fuller chalice. Blessed they, »

* Who love Thee more than we do! blessed we,

o 2‘1 Idmg.that out-loving lovingness,

) d winning in the sight, a double bliss,

» For all so lost in love’s supremacy !

,Tl!b biks is better ! only on the sad

Cold earth, there arc who say =

,'.*‘it seameth better to be great than glad.

: T,he bhss is better! Iove Him more, O man,

Than sinless seraphs can.

. Yea, love Him more.
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Vma of the angelic multitude. Yea, more! e
Ador. The loving word
Is caught by those from whom we stand apart :
For Silence bath. mo deepness in her hea;t. ’ -
" Where love’s low name low breathed would 'not‘ be
heard - .
By angels, clear as thunder.
Angelic votces. Love Him more!
Ador. Sweet voices, swooning o’er
The music which ye make!
Albeit to love, there were not ever given
A mournful sound, when uttered out of Heaven,
That angol-sadnesq, ye would fitly take.
Of love, b> silent now ! we gaze adown
Upon the Incarnate Love who wears no crown. .
Zerak. No crown! the woe instead
Is heavy on His head,
Pressing inward on His brain,
With a hot and clinging pain,
Till all tears are prest away,
And clear and calm His vision may
Peruse the long abyss.
No rod, no sceptre is
Holden in His fingers pale:
They close instead upon the nail,
Concealing the sharp dole—
Never stirring to put by
The fair hair peaked with blood,
Drooping forward from the r&od,
Helplessly—heavily—
On the cheek that w:u.etb colder,
Whiter ever,—and the shoulder
Where the government was laid.
His glory made the Heavens afraide— .
Will He not unearth this cross from its hole? -
His pity makes His plteous state : ’
Will He be uncompassionate ‘
to His proper soul ?
Yea, will He not ‘l‘ift up
His lips from the bitter cup,
His brows from the dreary weight, .
His hands from the clen mg mu—-
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‘Crying, * My Father, give to me .
* Ag¥in the joy I had with Thee,
Or ere this carth was made for loss ”?
No stir —no sound-—
The Bve and woe being interwound,
He cleaveth to the woe;
And putteth forth Heaven'’s strength below—
_ To bLear.
Ador. And that creates His anguish now,
Which made His gloy there.
Zerah. Shall it mdeed be so?
Awake, thou Earth ! behold
Thou, uttered forth of old,
In all thy life-cmotion,
In all thy vernal noiscs;
In the rollings of thine ocean,
Leaping fuunts, and rivers tunning;
in thy woods’ prophetic heaving,
Kre the rains a stroke have given
In thy wind’s exultant voices
When they feel the hills ancar:
. In the firmamental sunning,
And the tempest which rejoices
Thy full heart with an awtul cheer
Thou! uttered forth of old,
And with all thy musics, rolled
. In a breath alroad,
By the breathing God!
Awake i *He is here ! behold '—
Even thow-—bescems it good
To thy vacant®vision dim,
» That the defthly ruin should,
" For thy sake, encompass Him ?
That the master-word should lie
A mere silence—while His own
Processive harmony—
* The faintest echo of His lightest tone o
Is sweeping in a choral triumph by 2y
Awake! emlt a cryl
And say, albeit used
From Adam’s ancient years
. 'Fo falls of acrid tears,—
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‘o frequent sighs unloosed,
Ca.ught back to ptess agan
On bosoms sored with pain—
o corses still and sullen
I he shine and music dulhng
With closed eyes and cars
I'hit nothing swdet can enter-
Commoving thee no less
Wrth that {oreed quictne s
Than ¢ uthquihes m thy contre—
Thou hist not lcunt 1 ear
This new divine de pae!
LTheeo tears thit sink mto thee,
Ihes dyme oy that view thee
T h1s dropping blood fiom hit d vood,
They dwken ind und»y thed!
Thou canst not prc enthy sustun this corse !
Cuy, ay, thou hast not force 'e
Cry, thou wouldst faner hecp
T1hy hopcless chneds deep -
Thysclt a generl tomb
W here first ind second Do ths
Sit cazmng face to fuce
A\1d mu ¢ach others breath
While silent bones through 1l the place,
'Noith un and moon do 1untly h ten
And scem to he and histen
For the tranip of the coming Doom
I, 1t not mect
That they who aist the Tden fruit did cat,
Should chimp the wsnge?
Thet they who wript them in the thunder-loud,
Should we u 1t 18 1 shroud,
Pernshma by ats flashes?
That they who veed the lion, sheuld be rent?
Cry, (ry =“I will su tun my pumshment,
Jhe s1in bang mme ! but thke way fiom4ne ¢
"Tﬁl‘ﬁ-uued Dicid—this Man -ths Daty.”  °
The Farth 1 have gromnud—T have travaled—1 am
. weary—
1 am bhind with mmc own gref, and cannot seg,
As clear-eyed angels can, His agony: o
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mwh& 1 s¢e, I also can sustain, .
“BéMabse:His power protects me from His pain.
¥ hiive’ groaned—I have travailed—1I am dreary,
'.Hearkemng thesthick sobs of my childrea’s heart :
And can I say “Depart,”
To that Atoner making calm and free?
Am I a God as He,
To lay down peace and power as w illingly ?
Ador. He looked for some to pity. | ‘T'here is none.
All pity is within Him, and not for Him ; H
His carth is iron under Iiim, and o’er Him
His skies are brass :
. His seraphs cry * Alas!”
. With hallelujah voice that cannot weep ;
And man, for whom the dreadful work is done—
Scornful voices from the ZEarth. If verily this e the
Fternal's Son—
Ador. Thou hearest :—man is grateful !
Zerah, Can 1 hear,
Nor darken into man? nor ccase for cver
- My seraph-smile to wear?
Was it for such,
It pleased Him to overleap
His glory with His love, and sever
From the God-light and the throne,
«And all angels bowing down,
For whom His every look did touch
New notcsﬂo{ joy from the unworn string
Of an eterhal worshipping !
Tor such He left His heaven?
There, though never bought by blood
And tears, we gave Him gratitude! *®
. We loved Him there, though unforgiven !
*The light is riven
Above, around,
* nd gownwardly in lurid fragments flung,
hat catCh the mountain pinnacle :\ml struz':’,-
' With momenturyeglcam,
Theu perish in the water and the ground!
* .River and waterfall,
“Forest,and wilderness, -
tain-and clty, ag.ge together wrung
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*  Into one shape, and that is shapelessness—» .
: The darkness stands for all. :
Ador. The pathos hath the day undone:
The dei.th-look of His eyes ¢
Hath overcome the sun,
And made it sicken in its narrow skics—
Is it to death?
. Zerah. He dicth.  Through the dark,
He still, He only, is discernible—-
The naked hands and feet, transfixed stark,
The countenance of patient anguish white,
Do make, themselves, a light
. More dreadful thon the glooms which round them dwe]l
And therein do they shinc.

Ador. God ! Father-God!
Perpetual Radiance on the radiant throne !
Uplift the lids of inward Deity,

Flashing abroad
Thy burning Infinite !
Light up this dark, where there is nought to see,
Except the unimagined ageny
Upon the sinless forehead of Thy Son.
~ Zerak. (GGod, tarry not! Behold, ¢cnow
, Hath He wandered as a stranger,
Groaned as a victim.  “I’hou,
Appear for Him, O Father!
Appear for Him, Avenger!
JAppear for Him, just One and holy Qne,
For He is holy and just ! -
At once the darkness and the evil, scatter,

And from His being strike ané€ break

And htirl aback to ancient Just,

These mortals that make blasphemics

With their made breath ! this carth and skies .

‘That only grow a little dim,

Seeing their curse on Him!

\h%of all forsaken,

Of cr % and of brother,

Never wilt Thou forsake !
Thy living and Thy loving cannot slacken
Their firm essential hold upon each other— .
And well Thou dost remember how ‘s part-
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... Wag'stilbto lie upon Thy breast, and be -
"% Partaker of the light that dwelt in Thee
T Ere sun or <=raph shone;
. -And how, while silence trembled romnd the throne,
* Thotu countedst by the beatings of His heart,
Thé moments of Thine own cternity !
Awaken,
O right Hand with the lightnings! Again gather
His glory to Thy glory !  What estranger—
What ill most strong in evil, can be thrust
Detween the faithful Father and the Son ?
Appear for Him, O Father!
Appear for Him, Avenger!
Appear for Him, just Oune and holy One!
For He is holy and just,
Ador. Thy face, upturned toward the throne, is dark-—
Thou hast no answer, Zerah.

Zeral.. No reply,
O unforsaking Tather P—
Ador. Hark !

Instead of downward voice, a cry
~Is uttered :rom heneath!
, Zerah. And by a sharper sound than death,
Mine iinmortality is riven.
The heavy darkness which doth tent the sky,
Floatsebackward as by.a sudd>n wind—
But T see no light behind :
+  But I feel the fgrghest stars are all
Stricke® dhd shaken,
And I know a shadow sad and broad
Doth fall—dota fall
On oufvacant thrones in heaven,
. Voige from the Cross. My Gob, My GGob,
- W HasT THOU ME FORSAKEN? .
he Earth. Ah me, ah me, ah me! the dreadful why !
My sjn ison Thee, Sinless One! Thou art -
od-orphaned, for my burden on Thy head.
‘Datk sin ! white innocence leendurance drekif
Be still, within your shrouds, my buried dead—
Nor work with this quick horror round mine heart !

., Zerak; He hath forsaken Him /—1I perish— _

e
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Upon His name| We perish not.  Of old ¢
His will-—

Zerah. 1 scek His will.  Seek, Seraphim !
My God, my God ! wheic isit? Doth that cyrse,
Reverberate, spare us, seraph or universe ?

He hath forsaken Fim.
Ador. e cannot fail.
Angel voices. We faint-—we droop-
Our love doth tremble hike fear —
Votces of Fallen Angels, from the earth. Do we prevail?
Or are we lost >——I{ath not the il we did
Been herctofore our good ?
Is it mot ill, that On, all <inless, should
Hatug heavy with all curses, on a cross?
Nathless, #iat csy /—with huddlud faces hid
Within the empty graves which men did scoop
To hold more dumned dead, we shudder through
What shall exalt us or undo,—
Our triumph, o1—cur loss.

Voice from the Cross. 11 1S FINISHED. ’

Zerah. Hark again!
Like a victor, speaks the Slain-

Angel voices. 11mished be the triembling vain !

Ador Upward, like a well-loved Son,

T.ooketh He, the orphaned One—
Angel voices. Finished 15 the mystic pan'! .
Voices of Fallen Angds. His deathly forchead at the word,
Gleameth like a scraph sword, | .
Angel voices. Finished is the demon ragud
Ador. His breath, as hving God, greateth —
His Lreath, as dying manggonpleteth.

Angel voias Finished work mhands sustain!

Tke Earthk In minc ancient sepulchres,

Where my kings and prophets freescw

Adam, dead four thousand years,

Unwakened by the universe’s
~Everlasting moan ;

Aye ¥ ghastly silenge, mocking—

Unwakened by lus children’s knocking

*Gainst his old sepulchral stone—

¢ Adam, Adam! all this curse is

Thine, and on us yet|*— ¢
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e bbb emibdeiant. et s — s de v —
Unwakencd by the ceascless tears .
»  Wherewith they made bis cerement wet—
** Adam, must *hy curs¢ 1emain? —
Staits withgudden life, and hears 4
Through the slow drnipping of the cavanerd eave s,—
Angel vorces Fished 15 his bane!
Vowe from #he Cross }A1MLL' My sPIRIL 1O TUINE HANDS
1S GIVEN'!
Ador. Her the wuling winds that be
By wings of undlen spuits made !
They, m that Ia t lool, suiveyed
The love they lost m lo mg heaven —
And pwsionately fleg,
With a desolate ory that cleaves
"Lhe natur 1l storms—though #ey are hifting
God s strons ced u 100t like I nves,
And the carthquake and the thunder,
Ne¢rtha keepimg nerther undea,
Roar and hwtle through the clooms,
And a tew pale otars aro dufting
Past the Duk, to disappear,
What tim¢  f1om the splitting tombws
Gleanu _ly the Dead anse,
Viewm,, w th then death calmed cyes,
The clumental state, e,
Tg witniss, victory 18 the Jord s!
ear the wail o' the spmits ! hear
Zesah, 1 hcar alone lth.c; memory of Ihis v ords
L}

THI 3 PILOGUL
e 1
My song 15 done !
My voice that long hath faltered shal' be sull
#he mysfle darkness drops from C th uy » hill
Into the common Iight of this diy’s su
1t
" 1 see no more Thy cross, O holy Slaun'!
I hear no more the hontor and the coil
OFf the great world’s turmaonl,
Feeling Thy countenance foo stild, —nor yell
Qf  demons swecping past 1t to their pnson.
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The skies, that turned to darkness with Thy pam. .
Make now a summer’s day,—
And on my changtd ear, that Sabbath bell
Records how CHRIST IS RISEN, ..

1L

And I—ah! what am I
To counterfeit with faculty earth-darkened ? .
Seraphic brows of light,
And seraph language never used nor hearkened ? -
Ah me! what word that seraphs say, could come
From mouth so used to sighs—so soon to lie
Sighless, because then breathless, in the tomb ?

v,

Bright ministers of God and grace !—of grace
Because of God !—whether ye bow adown,
In your own Heaven, before the living face
Of Him who died, and deathless wears the crown—
Or whether at this hour, -ye haply are
Anear, around me, hlamg in the night
Of this permitted ignorance, your light,

This feebleness to spare,—
Forgive me, that mine eavthly heart should darc.
Shape images of unincarnate spirits,
And lay upon their burning lips a thought
Damp with the weeping which mine earth inherits ;
And while ye find in such hoarse, music, wrought
To copy yours, a cadence all the Wik
Of sin and sorrow—only pltnng smile |—

Ye know to pity, well.

V.

7 too may haply smile another day,

At the far recollection of this lay,

When God may call me in your midst to d

To hear your most sweet music’s miracle,

And sce your wondrous fages. May it be,

For His remembered sake, the Slain on rood, . .
Who rolled His earthly garment red in blood, . = ;
(Treadmg the wine-press) that the weak, like me,
Before heavenlythmneshouldwalkmwh% ;
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** O Sacred Essence, lighting me this hour,

How may I lightly stile thy great power 2
Fcho, Power.

Power | but of whence? under the greenwood spraye ?

Or liv'st in Heaven ? saye,
Echa, In Ieavens aye.
I1. Heavens aye ! tell, may T it obtayne

By als, by fasting. prayer,—by paine ?
Irho. By paine,
Show me the paine, 1t shall be undergone *

T to mine end will still go on.
Lcho, Go on.”

DBRITANNIA’S PASTURALS,

A POET could not sleep aright,
For his soul kept up too much light
Wnder his eyelids for the night :

And thus hg gose disquieted,
With sw&€rhymes ringing through his head,
‘And in the forest avandcered ;

[ ]
Where, sloping up the darkest glades,
The moon had drawn long colonnades,
Upor whose floor the verdure fades

Te a faint silver : pavement fair,
The antique wood-nymphs scarce would dare
To footprint o’er if such were there,

But rather sit by breathlessly,
With tears in their large eyes to see
The consecthited sight, But HE—
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"The poet—who with spirit-kiss
‘Famrlmr, had long claimed for his

Whatever ca.rthly beauty is,

"Who also in }us spirit bore

A Becauty passing the earth’s store,
Walked calmly onward evermore.

His aimless thoughts in metre went,
Like a babe’s hand, without intent,
Drawn down a sevcn-strmgcd instrument.

Nor jarred it with his humour, as,
With a faint stirring down the grass,
An apparition fair did pass.

He might have feared another time,
But all things fair and strange did chime
With his thoughts then—as rhyme to rhyme.

An angel had not startled him,
Dropping from Heaven’s encyclic rim
To breathe from glory in the Dim —

Much less a lady, riding slow
Upon a palfrey white as snow,
And smooth as g snow-cloud could go.

Full upon his she turned her facq—

“What ho, Sir Poet ! dost thou pace

Qur woods at night, in ghostly chace
[

“QOf*some fair Dryad of old talcs,
Who chaunts Letween the nightingales,
And over sleep by song prgyails ?”

She smiled ; but he could see arise
Her soul from far adown her ecyes,
Prepared as if for sacrifiee ;

She looked a queen, who seemeth gay '
From royal grace alone. *Now, nay,” .

He answered ;—* Slumber passed away, -
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-+ 'Compelled by instincts in my head,

A

 That I should see to-night, instead
Of a fair nyniph, some fairer Dread.”

. . .
She locked up quickly to the sky,
. And spake: “Thé moon’s regality

Will hear no praise ! sheis as 1.

“She is in heaven, and I on earth;
This is my kingdom---1 come forth
To crown all poets to their worth.”

He brake in with a voice that mourncd—
“To their worth, lady! They are scorned
}y men they sing for, till inurned.

“To their worth! Beauty in the mind
coves the hearth cold ; and loverefined
Ambitions make the world unkind.

“The boor who ploughs the daisy down,
The chief, whosce mortage of renown,
Fixed ujron graves, has bought a crown -

“Both these are happier, more approved,
Than poets I—Why should T he moved
Pn saying both arc more beloved ?”

“The south, ean judge not of the north ;”
She resumied calmly—“1I come forth
To crown 4l poets to their worth,

[ J
®Vea, sooth ! and to “noint them all
With blessed oils, which surely shall
Smck sweeter as the ages fall.”

- “As sweet,” the poet said, and rung

-A low sad laugh, “as flowers do, sprung
OQut of their graves when they die young

;.i‘iAs sweet as window eglantine— .
Seme bough of which, as they decline,
‘Thie hired nurse plucketh at their sign.
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@ As gweet, i short, as perfumed shroud,
. Which the fair Roman maidens sewed

For English Keats, singing aloud.”

The lady ans:m:red, “Yea, as swéet ! ‘
The things thou namest being complete
In fragrance, as I measure it.

“Since sweet the death-clothes and the knell
Of him who, having lived, dies well,—
And holy sweet the asphodel,

“Stirred softly by that foot of his,
When he treads brave on all that is,
Into the world of souls, from this !

“Since swect the tears, dropped at the door
Of tearless Death,—and even before
Sweet, consecrated evermore !

“What! dost thou judge it a strange thing,
That poets, crowned for vanquishing,
Should bear some dust from out the ring ?

“Come on with me, comc on with me ;
And learn in coming.  Let me free
Thy spirit into verity.”

She ceased : her palfrey’s paces,sent
No separate noises as she went,— *
"Twas a bee’s hum—a littla spent.

Andehile the poet scemed t‘o tread
Along the drowsy noise so made,
The forest heaved up overhead

Its billowy foliage through the air,
And the calm stars did, far and fair,
Q’érswim the masses eveyywhere :

Save wheré the overtopping pines
Did bar their tremulous light with lines .
All fixed and black. Now the moon shines -
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A brgader glory. You may see
The trees grow rarer presently,—
The air blows up more fresh and free:

Until tl?ey come from dark to li{zht,
And from the forest to the sight
Of the large Heaven-heart, bare with night,--

A ﬁcw throb in every star,
With burning arteries that aie
The conduits of God’s life afar,-

A wild brown moorland underneath,
Low glimmering here and thither, with
White pools in breaks, as blank as death.

Beside the first pool, near the wood,
A drad tree in set horror stood,
P=cled and disjointed, stark as rood ;

Since thunder-stricken, years ago,
Tixed in the spectral strain and throe
Wherewith it struggled from the blow :

A monumental tree, alone,
That will not bend, if tempest-blown,
But break off sudden like a stone,—

Its lifcless shaglow livs oblique
Upon th&hool,—where, javelin-like,
The star-rays quiver while they strike.

)
‘“®Drink,” said the lady, very still—
“Be holy and cold.” He did her will,
And drank the starry water chill.

The ncxt pool they came near unto

“Was bare of trees: there, only grew

Straight flags and liligs fair to view,
-

Which sullen on the water sate,
And leant their faces on the flat,
;A weary of ¢he starlight-state.
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“ Drink,” said the lady, grave and slow- —
¢ World's use behoveth thee to know.”
He drank the bitter wave below.

The third pool, girt with thorny bushes,
And flaunting weeds, and 1ceds and rushes
That winds sang through in mournful gushes,

Was whitely smeated in many a round
By a slow shhme  the starlight swound
Over the ghastly Light it found.

“ Drmk,” said the lady, sad and <low
“ I3orid’s leve behoveth thee o know
He looked to her, commanding so.

Her brow was troubled, but her eye
Struck clear to his soul.  For all reply
He drank the water suddenly ; —

Then, with a deathly sickness, passed
Beside the fouith puol and the last,
Where weights of shadow were down-cast

From yew and cypiess, and from trails
Of hemlock lasping the trunk-scales,
And flung across the intervals

From yew to yew. Who dweth stoop
Where those moist branches overdtoop,
Into his heart the chill strikes up;
He*nears a silent, ghding coll— )
The snakes breathe hard agamst the soil—
His foot slips in their slimy ail ; .

And toads scem crawling on his hand,
And clinging Lats, but dnnly scanndd,
Right in his face their wings expand.

A paleness took the poet’s cheek :
¢ Must I drink /4ere #” he cquestioned meek
The lady’s will, with utterance weak, *
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ae 1Ay, y," she said, ‘it so must be ”—
(And this time she spake cheerfully)
% Behoves thec know World's cruelty.”

He bowed his forehead till his mouth
Curved in the wave, and drank anloth
As if from rivers of the south.

His lip sobbed through the water rank,
His hcart pauscd in him while he drank,
His brain beat heart-like—rose and sank,—

And he swooned backward to a dream,
Wherein he lay ’twixt gloom and gleam,
With Death and Life at each extremc.

And spiritual thunders, born of soul
Not cloud, did leap from mystic polc,
A1d o’er him roll and counter-roll,

Crashing their echoes reboant
With their own wheels. 1)id Heaven so graut
His spirit a ~ign of covenant ?

At last came silence. A slow kiss
1)id crown his forchead after this :
Hes eyelids flew back for the bliss.

The lady stogq heside his head,
Smiling a 'Mought, with hair dispread:
The moonshine seemed dishevelled

°
Ifher sleek tresses manifold
Like Danae’s in the rain of old,

. That dripped with melancholy gold.

By sHE was holy, pale, and high—
As one who saw an ecstasy
Beyond a foretold agaeny.

“ Rise up !” said she, with voice where song
*. Eddied through speech—*“rise up! he strong ;
‘g;\nd learn how right avengeth wrong.”



9 - . A'VISION OF PBETS.

"+ ™" The poet rose up on his feet : -
’ He stood before an altar set
For sacrament, with vessels meet,

And mystic‘ altar-lights which shine '
As if their flames wcre crystalline
Carved flames that would not shrink or pine.

The altar filled the central place :
Of a great church, and toward its face
Long aisles did shoot and interlace

And from it a continuous mist
Of incense (round the edges kissed
By a pure light of amethyst)

Wound upward slowly and throbbingly,
loud within cloud, right silverly,
Cloud above cloud, victoriously,

Broke full against the arched roof,
And, thence refracting, eddied off,
And floated through the marble woot

Of many a fine-wrought architrave,-- -
Then, poising the white masses brave,
Swept solemnly down aisle and nave.

And now in dark, and now indight,
The countless columns, glimmermt whitc,
Seemed leading our to Indinite.

3
Plinged half-way up the shaft they showed,
In the pale shifting incense-cloud
Which flowed them by, and overflowed,

Till mist and marble- seemed to blend,
And the whole temple, at the end,
With its own incense te distend ;

The arches, like a giant’s bow,
To bepd and slacken,~—and below,
‘The niched szints to come and-go.
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a ‘Aibne};am- amid the shifting scéne, : T
Tanat central altar stood serene :
In its clear stedfast taper-sheen.

Then first, the poet was aware
Of a chief angel standing there
Before that altar, in the glare.

His eyes were dreadful, for you saw
That #4ey saw God-—his lips and jaw
Grand-made and strong, as Sinai’s Law

They could enunciate, and refrain
From vibratory after-pain;
And his brow’s height was sovereign—-

On the vast background of his wings
Arose his image ; and he flings,
Frcm each plumed are, pale glitterings

And fiery flakes (as beateth more,
Cr less, the angel-heart) before,
And round him, upon roof and floor,

Edging with fire the shifting fumes :
Wkhile at his side, ’twixt lights and glooms,
The phantasin of an organ booms.

Extending froms which instrument
And angel, Mght and left-way bent,
The poet’s sight grew sentient

L]

Of*a '.strange company around
And toward the altar,—-pale and crowned,
With sevran eyes of depth profound.

Degthful their faces were ; and yet
©The power of life was in them set—
- Never forgot, nor to forget.

;" Syblime significance of mouth,
_*Dilated nostril full of youth,
L‘,ngnd forehead royal with the truth,
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These faces were not multiplied ¢
Beyond your count, but side by side
Did front the altar, glorified :

Still as a vision, yet exprest
Full as an action—look and geste
Of huried saint, in risen rest.

The poct knew them. Faint and dim
His spmts scemed to sink in him,
Then, like a dolphin, change and swim

The current—These were poets true,
Who died for Beauty, as martyrs do
For Truth—the ends being scarcely two.

God’s prophets of the Beautiful
These poets were—of iron rule,
The rugged cilix, serge of wool.

Here, Homer, with the broad suspense
Of thunderous brows, and lips intense
Of garrulous god-innocence.

There, Shakespearc! on whose forchead climb
The crowns o’ the World. Oh, eyes sublime—
With tears and laughters for all time! '

Here, /schylus,—the women «wooned

To sec so awful, when he frowned™

As the gods dld,——h(. standcth crowned.
L]

Eurrpides, with close and mild
Scholastic lips,—that couldbe wild,
And laugh or sob out like a child, '

Right in the classes. Sophocles,
With that king’s look which, down the trees,
Followed the dark effigies

Of the lost Theban. Hesiod old, .
Who, somewhat blind and deaf and cold,
Cared most for Gods and bulls. And bold
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Electide Pindar, quick as fear,
With race-dust on his cheeks, and clear,
Slant startled eyes that seem to hear

° .
The chariot rounding the last goal,
To hurtle past 1t 1n his soul

And Sappho, aowncd with aurcole

Of cbon curls on calmed brows—-
O poct woman ! none foregoes
The leap, attaining the repose !

Theocntue, with ghttering locks
Inhopt sideway, as betwixt the rocks
He watched the visionary floch s

And Arictophanes, who took
"Lhe world with mnth, and laughter stiuck
The hollow caves of Thought, and woke

1he infinite echoes hid m each
And Vgt shade of M ntuan beech
Iid heln the shade of bay to reach

And knit around his forchcad high ;—
Tor his gods worc losi majesty
Than Ins brown hees hummed deathlessly

Luaetinsgnabler than hic mood
Who diopped his plummet down the Inoad
Deep universe, a:xd sad “ No God,’

ﬁndlng no hottom . he dcmed
Dninely the divine, and died
Chicef*poet on the T1iber side,

By grace of God ! Tus face 15 ster,
As one compclled, m spite of scorn,
“T'o tcach a tiuth he eould not learn

And Ossian, dunly seen or guessed
Once counted greater than the rest,
» When mountain-winds blew out His vest.
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And Spenser drooped his dreaming hedd
(With languid sleep-smile, yon had said,
From his own verse engendered)
On Ariostu’s, till they ran

Their locks 1n one.—-The Ttalian
Shot nimbler heat of holder man

From his fine lids.  And Dante stern
And sweet, whose spirit was an urn
For wine and milk poured oul in tumn

Hard-souled \lfieri ; and (ney-willed
Boiardo,—who with laughters nlled
The pauscs of the jostled shield

And Derni, with a hand «tretched out
To sleek that storm.  And not without
The wreath he died 1, avd the doutdt

He died by, Tasso, bard and lover.
Whose vistons were too thin to over
The face of a false woman over.

And soft Racine,—and grave Corneille —
The orator of 1thymes, whose wail
Scarce shook his purple.  Aund Petrarch palk,

Who from his brain lit heart hath thrown
A thousand thouglts beneath the sun,
Each perfumed with the ndme of One.

Al

And*®Camoens, with that look he had,
Compelling India’s Genius sad
From the wave through the Lusiad,

With*fnurmurs of a purple ocean
Indrawn in vibrative cmotion
Along the verse.  And while devotion

In his wild cyes fantastic shone
Between the bright curls blown upon
By airs celegtial,—Calderon.
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- And lxald Dc Vega,—who breathed, quick R
Song after song, till death’s old trick cu e
Put pause to life and rhetorick. ‘

«
And Goethe——wnth that reaching eye
His soul reached out from, far and high,
And fell from inncr entity.

And Schiller, with heroic front
Worthy of Plutarch’s kiss upon’t,—
Too large for wreath of modern wont.

And Chaucer, with his infantine
Familiar clasp of things divine—
That mark upon his lip is wine

Here, Milton’s eyes strike piercing dim :
The shapes of suns and stars did swim
Like clouds from them, and granted him

God for sole vision. Cowley, therc,
Whose active faney debonnaire
Drew straws like amber—foul to fair.

Drayton and Browne,—with smiles they drew
From outward Nature, to renew
Fr8m their own inward nature true.

And Marlogy: 8Vebster, Fletcher, Ben—-
. Whose fire-hearts sowed our furrows, when
The world was wort‘hy of such men.

And Burns, with pungent passionings
Set in his cyes. Deep lyric springs
Are of"the fire-mount’s issuings.

A Shelley, in his white ideal,
All statue blind ; and Keats the real
‘Adonis, with the hymeneal

X¥resh vernal buds half sunk between
‘Hls youthful curls, kissed straight and sheen
. ve, by Venus queen. .
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And poor, proud Byron,—sad as gravey
And salt as life: forlorly brave,
And quivering with the dart he drave,

(] L]
And visionary Coleridge, who
Did sweep his thoughts as angels do
Their wings, with cadence up the Blue.

These poets faced (and other more)
The lighted altar hooming o’er
The clouds of incense dim and hoar:

And all their faces, in the lull
Of natural things, looked wonderful
With life and death and deathless rule.

All, still as stone, and yet intense;
As if by spirit’s vchemence
That stone were carved, and not by sense,

Al still and calm as statue-stone :
The life lay coiléd unforegone
Up in the awful eyes alone,

And flung its length out through the air
Into whatever ¢yes should daic
To front them—Awful shapes and fair! *

But where the heart of each shoq*g beat,
There secmed a wound instead of 1t,
From whence the blood dro'pped to their feet,

Drdp after drop— dropped heavily,
As century follows century
Into the deep eternity. ‘

Then said the lady--and her word «
Came istant,—as wide waves wcie stirred
Between her and the ear that heard j—

“ World’s use is cold—world’s love is vain,—
World's eruelty is bitter bane ;
But pain is not the fruit of pain.
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“Hewcken, O poet, whom I led
From the dark wood! Dismissing dread,
Novwp hear this angel in my stead. ’

L 4
* % His ot’gan’s pedals strike along
These pocets’ hearts, which, metal strong,
They gave him without count of wrong,—

“From which foundation he can guide
Up to God's feet, from these who died,
An aothem fully glonfied.

“Whereat God’s blessing . . . IBARAR (192v)
Breathes back this music—folds it back
About the earth in vapoury rack:

“ And men walk in it, crying ‘lo!
¢The world is wider, and we know
¢'The very heavens look brightar so.

% ¢The stars move statelicr 1ound the edge
¢(Y the silver spheres, and give in pledge
¢Their hight for nobler privilege.

“¢No httle flower but joys or gricves—
¢ Full life 1s rustling in the sheaves;
¢Full spint sweeps the forest-leaves.’

% So works_th#: music on the carth;
God so admits it, sends it forth,
T'o add another wdrth to worth—

[

A new creation-bloom that rounds
The old creation, and expounds
His Beautiful in tuneful ~ounds. '

“Now hearken!” Then the poct gazed
Upon the angel glorious-faced,
Whose hand, majestically raised,

Flodted across the organ-keys,
Like a pale moon o’er murmuring seas,
With no touch but with influences,
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Then rose and fell (with swell and swoulkd
Of shapeless noises wandering round )
A coricord which at last they found)

¢
Those mystic keys—the tones were mixed,
Dim, faint ; and thrilled and throbbed betwixt
The incomplete and the unfixed :

And thercin mighty minds were heard
In mighty musings, inly stirred,
And struggling outward for a word.

Until these surges, having run
This way and that, gave out as one
An Aphrodite of sweet tune,—

A Harmony, that, finding vent,
Upward in grand ascension went,:
Winged to a heavenly argument--

Up, upward ! like a saint who strips
The shroud back from his ¢yes and lips
And rises in apocalypse.

A harmony sublime and plain,
Which cleft (as flying swan, the rain,—
Throwing the drops off with a strain

Of her white aving) those undertongs

Of perplext chords, and soared at once,

And struck out from the starry thrones
€

Thelr several silver octaves, as
It passed to God. The music was
Of divihe stature—strong to pass. *

And those who heard it, understood
Something of life in spirit and blood—
Something of nature’s faér and good.

And while it sounded, those great souls *
Did thrill as racers at the goals,
And burn in all their aureoles.
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But ske, the lady, as vapour-bound,
Stood calmly in the joy of sound,—
Like Nature with the showers around.
[ ] [\
And when it ceased, the blood which fell,
in alone grew audible,
Tolling the silence as a bell.

The sovran angel lifted high
His hand, and spake out sovranly—-
“Tried poets, hearken and reply !

“Give me truc answers,  If we grant
That not to suffer, is to want
The conscicnce of the Jubilant,--

“If ignorance of anguish is
But ignorance ; and mortals miss
Far prospects, by a level bliss,—-

“If, as two colours must be viewed
In a scen image, mortals should
Need good arnud evil, to see good,—

“If Lo speak nobly, comprehends
To fecl profoundly,- -if the ends
Of power and suffering, Naturc blends, -

If poets onthe tripod must
Writhe like the Pythian, to make just
Their oracles, anc'l faerit trust,—

L]
“If every vatic word that sweeps
_ To change the world, must pale their lips,
And IRave their own souls in eclipse,—

‘ ¥ to search deep the universe
Must pierce the searcher with the curse,—
Because that bolt (in*man’s reverse),

¢ Was shot 1o the heart o’ the wood, and lies

' 'Wedged deepest in the best,—if eyes
,T!ftglook far visions and surprise

=t
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“ From marshalled angels, must shut\dowu
Therr hids, first, upon sun and moon,
The hcad aslc.ep upon a stone,—

“If ONn who did redeem vou bacL
By His own lack, from final lack,
ID1d consecrate by touch and tack

“Those temporal sorrows, till the taste
Of brackish watcrs of the waste
Is salt with tears He diopt too fast,—

“1f all the crowns of carth must wound
With prickigs of the thoras He found —
It saddest sighs swell swee test sound,—

“What say ye unto this P— 1efuse

This baptism 1 salt water?  choose

Calm breasts, mute ips, and labour loose ?
“Or, oh ye gifted givers ! ye

Who give your liberal heaits to me,
To make the world this harmony,—

¢ Are ye resigned that they be spent
To such world’s help?”'—

The Spimts bent
Therr awful brows, and said-—*Content ”

Content ! it sounded lthe Afnem
Said by a chorr of mnougning men—
An affirmation full of paip

And patience,—ay, of glorying,
And adoration,—as a king
Might scal an oath for govcinmng.

Then said the angel—and hs face
Lightened abroad, until the place
&rew laiger for a mofent’s space, —

The long aisles flashing out in hight,
And nave and tr:msegte.,1 columns white,
And arches crossed, being clear to sight,
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As " the roof werc off, and all
Stood in the noon-sun,—*“lo! I call
To other hearts as liberal,

L
“This pedal strikes out in the air:
My instrument hath room to bear
Stll fuller strains and perfecter.

“I{erein is room, and shall be room
While Time lasts, for new hearts to come,
Consummating while they «onsume.

“What living man will bring a gift
Of his own heart, and help to hft
The tune ?—The race is to the swift.”

So asked the angel.  Straight the while,
A company came up the aisle
With measured step and sorted smile;

L4
Cleaving the incense-clouds that rise,
With winking unaccustomed cyes,
And lovedocks smelling sweet of spice.

Onc bore his head above the rest,
As if the world were dispossessed—
And One did pillow chin on breast,

Right langujd—an as he should faint.
One shudk his curls across his paint,
And moralised ow worldly taint.

L ]
*One, slanting up his face, did wink
The salt rheum to the cyelid’s brink,
To ¢hink—O gods ! or—not to think !

Some trod out stealthily and slow,
As if the sun would fall in snow,
If 2k¢y walked to, ipstead of fro.

. And some with conscious ambling free
Did shake their bells right daintily
On hand and foot for harmony.
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And some composing sudden sigh-,
In attitudes of point device,
Rehcarsed impromptu agonies.

And when this company drew near
The spirits crowned, 1t might appeat
Submittcd to a ghastly fear

As a sane eye in master passion
Constrains a maniac to the fashion
Of ludeous maniac mmitation

In the least geste—the dropping low
O’ the hd— he wrninkhng of the brow
Fxaggerite with mock and mow -

So, mastered was that company
By the crowned vision utterly,
Swayed to a maniac moc hery.

One dulled his evebnlls, 15 they ached
With Homer’s forchcad—though he lached
Anmch of any  And onc racked

His lower lip with restless tooth,—
As Pindar’s rushing word« forsooth
Were pent behind it One, his smooth *

Pink cheeks did rumnple pisvonate,
Lake Asc hylus—and tued to pfatc
On trolling tongue, of fate and fate

(hie set her eyes hike Sappho’s—or
Any light woman’s! one forbore
Like Dante, or any man as poor

In mnth, to lct a smle undo
His hard shut ips. And one, that drew
Sour humours from hi mother, blcw

His sunken cheeks out to the size
Of most unnatural jollities,
Because Anacreon looked jest wise,
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“So , ith the rest.—It was a sight

For great world-laughter, as it might
For great world-wrath, with equal right !

Y L]
Qut came a speaker from that crowd,
To speak for all—in sleek and proud
Exordial periods, while he bowed

His knee before the angel —* Thus,
O angel, who hast called for us,
We bring thee service emulous,~-

“Tit service from sufficient soul—
Hand-service, to receive world’s dole
Lip-service, in world’s ear to roll

“ Adjusted concords—soft enow
‘I'o hear the wine-cups passing through
And not too grave to spoil the show.

¢ Thou, certes, when thou askest more,
O sapient angel, leanest o'er
The window sill of metaphor.

“'To give our hearts up! fie l-—That rage
Barbaric antedates the age.
4t is not done on any stage.

“ Because veur scald or gleeman went
With sevfh o1 nine-stringed instrument
Upon his back—must ours be bent ?

[ ]
% \We are not pilgrims, by your leave;

No, nor yet martyrs ! if we grieve,
Itisto rhyme to'. . . summer eve.

SAnd if we labour, it shall be
As suiteth best with our degree,
In after-dinner revegic.”

.More yet that speaker would have said,- -
Poising, between his smiles fair-fed,
Each separate phrase till finished :
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But all the foreheads of those born\
And dead true poets. flashed with scorn
Betwixt the bay leaves round them worn-

Ay, Jetteti such brave fire, that the‘y,
The new-come, shrank and paled away,
Like leaden ashes when the day

Strikes on the hearth. A spirit-blast,
A presence known by power, at last
Took them up mutely—thecy had passed.

And /¢, our pilgrim-poet, saw
Only their places, in decp awe,—
What time the angel’s smile did draw

His gazing upward. Smiling on,
The angel in the angel shone,
Revealing glory in benison.

Till, ripened in the light which shut
The poet in, his spirit mute

" Dropped sudden, as a perfect fruit.

He fell before the angel’s feet,
Saymg—* If what is true is sweet,
In something I may compass it.

“For, where my worthiness s poor,
My will stands richly at the door,
To pay short comings evermore.

®Accept me therefore-—Not for price,
And not for pride, my sacrifice
Is tendered | for my soul is nice, *

“ And will beat down those dusty seeds,
Of bearded com, if she succeeds
In soaring while the eovey feeds.

“I soar—I am drawn up like the lark .
To its white cloud. So lngh my mark,
Albeit my wing is small and dark.
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“1 . sk no wages—seek no fame. .
Sew me, for shroud round face and name,
God’s banner of the oriflamme.

“y ox:ly would have leave to loose
(In tears and blood, if so I1e choose)
Mine inward music out to use.

“T only would be spent—in pamn
And loss, perchance—but not mn vain,
Upon the sweetness of that stran,—

¢ ()nly project, beyond the bound
Of mine own life, s0 lost and found,
My voice, and live on mn 1ts sound, —

¢ Only embrace and be embraced
By fiery ends, --whereby to waste,
And hght God’s future with my past

The angel’s smile grew more divine—
The mortal speaking- -ay, its slune
Swelled fulle1, hike a choir note fine,

Till the broad glorole, round his brow,
Did vibiate with the hght below ,
But what he said 1 do not know

Nor know Lif the man who prayed,
Rose up accepted, unforbade,
From the churchdloor where he was lud,—

°Nor if a listening life did 1un
Through the hing-poets, glossing down
 Their eyes capacious of renown

My soul, which might havc seen, grew blind
gy what 1t looked on I can find
0 certamn count of things behind.

« 1 saw alone, dim white and grand
As 1 a dream, the angel’s hand
\ Btretched forth 1n gesture of command,
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Straight through the hare—And so, (,.a erst

A strain, more noble than the first,
Mused in the organ, and outburst.

With giant march trom floor to root
Rose the full notes , now parted oft
In pauses massively aloof,

Like measured thunders now rejoined
In concords of mystcrious kind,
W hich won together sense and mind

Now flashu 5 shatp on shup alng,
Eaultant, 1. a mounting throng —
Now dying off into a song

¥ed upon minors,~—staity sounds
Moved on free-paced, 1n <1lvar rounds,
knlarging iberty with bounds.

And every rhythm that seemed to close
Survived 1n confluent underflons,
Symphonious with the next that rose .

Thus the whole strain bung multiphed
And greatened,—with 1ts glorihed
Wings shot abroad from side to side,~

Waved bachward (as a wind might wave
A Brocken mist, ind with as brave
Wild roaring) arch anc architrave

Ausle, transept, column, marble wall,
Then swetling outward, prodigal
Of aspiration beyond thrall,

Soared,—and drew up with 1t the whola
Of this said vision—as a soul
Is raised by a thought and as a roll

Of bright devices 1s nmolled
Still upward, with a gradual gold,—
So rose the vision mamifold,
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"

: Angel .nd organ, and the round

Of spirits, solemnised and crowned,—
While the freed clouds of incense wound

. ©
Ascending, following in their track,
And glimmering famtly, ke the 1ack
O’ the moon, 1n her own light cast bagk

And as that solemn Dream withdrew.
The lady’s ki.s did fall anew
Cold on the poet’s biow as dew.

And that <ame kiss which bound him first
Beyond the senscs, now 1eversed
Its own law, and most subtly percud

His spirit with the sense of things
Sensaal and present  Vamshings
Or glory, with Avolian wings

Struck him and passed : the lady’s face
Il melt buk in the chrysopras
Of the ottt morning shy that was

Yet ¢lear of lark,—and there and so
She melted, as a star mght do,
Stil snuling as she melted --slow,

Smiling <o slow, he scemed to see
Her smile the last thing, glonously,
Beyond her—far assmcmaony

[ ]
‘Then he looked round : he was alone -
He lay before the breaking sun,
As Jaeob at the Bethel stonc.

Apd thought’s entangled skewn buing wound,
He knew the mootland of his swound,
And the pale pools that scared the ground --

The far wood-pines, like offing ships—
The fourth pool’s yew ancar him drips——
JYorid's cruelty avtamts his lips ;
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And still he tastes it—bitter still— 8 .
Through all that glorious possible
He had the sight of present ill !

Yet rising calmly up and slowly,
With such a cheer as scorneth folly,
A mild delightsome melancholy,

He journeyed homeward through the wood,
And prayed along the solitude,
Betwixt the pines,—* O God, my God!”

The golden morning’s open flowings
Did sway the trees to murmurous bowings,—
In metric chant of blessed poems.

And passing homeward through the wood,
He prayed along the solitude,—
“Trovu, Poet-GGod, art great and good !

¢ And though we must have, and have had
-Right reason to be earthly sad,— -
THou, Poe:t-(Gind, art great and glad.”

CONCLUSION.

Life treads on life, and heart an heart—-
We press too close on church and mart,
‘To keep a drcam or grave apart.

An\i T was ’ware of walking down
That same green forest where had gone
The poet-pilgrim. One by one

I traced his footsteps.” From the east
A red and tender radiance pressed
Through the near trees, until 1 guessed

The sun behind shone full and round ;
While up the leafiness profound, -
A wind scarce old enough for sound
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' -Stood ready to blow on me when
- T turned that way ; and now and then
The birds sang and brake off again

. ® «
To shake their pretty feathers dry
Of the dew sliding droppingly
From the lcaf-cdges, and apply

Back to their song. *Twixt dew and bird
So sweet a silence ministered,
God scemed to use it for a word.

Yet morning souls did leap and run
In all things, as the least had won
A joyous insight of the sun.

And no one looking round the wood
Cnuld help conifessing, as he stood,
This Loect-God is glad and yood.

But hark ! a distant sound that grows !
A heaving, sinking of the boughs—
A rustling murmar, not of those!

A breezy noise, which is not breeze !
And white-clad children by degrees
Steal out in troops among the trecs ;

Fair little chil@®en, morning-bright,
With faces grave, yet soft to sight,—
Expressive of 1'esu.-a1'ned delight.

L]
Some plucked the palm-houghs within rcat'h,
And others leapt up high to catch
The upper boughs, and shake from each -

A ‘tain of dew, til], wetted SO,
-The child who held the branch let go,
And it swang backwaed with a flow

of faster drippings. Then I knew
. The children laughed—but the laugh flew
.&forh its own chirrup, as might do
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A frightened sopg-bird ; and a child \

Who secmed the chief, said very mild,

“Hush! keep this mnorning undefiled.”
1 t .

His eycs rebuked them from calm spheres ;

His soul upon his brow appears

In waiting for morc holy ycars.

1 called the child to me, and said,
“What are your palms for? "—-“ To be spread,”
He answered, “on a poet dead.

“The poet dicd last movth ; and now
The world, which had been somewhat slow
In honouring his living brow,

“ Commands the palms-—~They must be strown
On his new marble very soon,
In a procession of the town.”

1 sighed, and said, “ Did he foresee
Any such honour?”  “Verily
I canpot tell you,” answered he.

“ But thi- T know,—T fain would lay
Mine own head down, another day,
As /e did,—with the fame away.

“ A lily, a friend’s hand had phacked,
],ay by his death-hcd, which he leoked
As deep down as a Lee had sncked ;

“Then, turning to the lattice, gazed
O’cr hill and river, and upraised
His eyes illumined and amazed

-« With the world’s beauty, up to God,

Re-offering, on his iris broad,
The images of things bestowed

“By the chief Poet,—*God |’ he cried,
¢ Be praised for anguish, which has tried ;
For Beauty, which has satisfied ~—
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"¢+ Ko:. this world’s presence, half within
And half without me—sound and scene---
"This sense of Being and Having been.
e .
] thank Thee that my soul bath room
For Thy grand world! Both guests may come-~
Beauty, to soul—Body, to tomb !

“¢T am content Lo be so weak,- -
Put strength into the words I speak,
And 1 am strong in what I scek.

*+¢] am content to he so bare
Refore the archers ; everywhere
My wounds being stroked by heavenly dir" -

- T laid my soul hefore Thy feet,
That Tmages of fair and sweet
Should walk to other men on it.

“¢T am content to fecl the step
Of each puie Image I—let those keeps
I's mandragore, who care to slecp.

“+T am content to touch the brink
Ol the other goblet, and 1 think
My biticr drink a wholesome drink,

¢ PBecause mfP portion was assigned
Wholesome and bitter—"Thou art kind,
And I an Dlesseq td my mind.

e
“4Gifted for giving, T receive
The maythorn, and its scent outgive !
[ grieve not that I once did gricve.

“+In my large joy of sight and touch
Beyond what others count for such,
I am content to suffe? much.

s ¢ J know~—is all.the mourner saith. -
Knowledge by suffering entereth ;
“eAnd Life is perfected by Death.’ ”

119
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The child spake_nobly. Strange to helr,

His infantine soft accents clear,

Charged with high meanings, did appear,—
Ll I .

And fair to see, his form and face,—
Winged out with whiteness and pure grace
From the green darkness of the place.

Behind his head a palm-tree grew :
An orient beam, which pierced it Lhrough
‘ransversely on his forehcad drew

The figurc of a palm-branch brown,
‘I'raced on its brighitness, up and down
In fine fair lines,—a shadow-crown.

Guido might paint his angels so—
A little angel, taught to go,
With holy words to saints below.

Such innocence of action yet
Significance of object met
In his whole bearing strong and sweet.

And all the children, the whole band,
Did round in rosy reverence stand,
Each with a palm-bough in his hand.

% And“so he died,” 1 whispered;—* Nay,
Not so,” the childish voice did say—
“That poet turned him, first, to pray

“In silence ; and God heard the rest,
"Twixt the sun’s footsteps down the west.
Then he called one who loved him best,

““Yea, he called softly through the room
(His voice was weak yet tender)—*¢ Come,’
He said, ‘come nearer !¢ ILct the bloom

“ ¢Of Life grow over, undenijed,

"This bridge of Death, which is not wzde—-

I shall he soon at the-other side.
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“<(Coine, kiss me!’ So the one in truth

Who loved him best—in love, not ruth,

Bowed down and kissed him mouth to mouth
.

* And, in that kiss of T.ove, was won

Life’s manumission. All was done—

The mouth that kissed last, kissed a/one.

“But in the former, confluent kiss,
The same was sealed, I think, by his,
To words of truth and uprightness.”

The child’s voice trembled—his lips shook,
Like a rose leaning o’er a brook,
Which vibrates, though it is not struck.

“ And who,” I asked, a little moved,
Yet curious-cyed, ¢ was this that loved
And kissed him last, as it behoved ?”

« 7,7 softly said the child ; and then,
¢ 7.” said hc louder, once again.
« His son,—my rank is, among men.

¢ And now that men cxalt his name,
I come to gather palms with them,
‘That holy Love may hallow Fame.

“He did not 8ic alone ; nor should
His memory live 50, mnd these rude
World-pralsers—~-a worse solitude.

[ ]
“Me, a voice calleth 10 that tomb, -

Where these are strewing branch and bloom,—

Saying, Come nearer /—and I come.

, “Glory to God !” resumed he, —
And his eyes smiled for victory
O’er their own tears, which 1 could see

Fallen on the palm, down cheek and chin-—
. %That poet now hath entered in
+ oThe place of rest whicheis not sin.

i oaew
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trogps.

* And while he rests, his songs, in trodp
Walk up and down our earthly slopes,
Companioned by diviner Hopes.”

A )
*“But f/or,” 1 murmured,—to engage
‘I'he child’s specch farther-—*hast an age
Too tender for this orphanage.”

* Glory to God—to God!™ he saith -
* KNOWLEDGI: BY SUFFERING ENTERETH ,
AND LIFE 1S PERFRCTED RY DEATH.”



The Poet’'s Vow.

-——0 be wiser thou,
instructed that truc knowledge leads to love,

WORDSWORTEH.

PART THE FIRST.

SHOWING WHEREFORE THE VOW WAS MADE.

1.

Evr is a twofold mystery—
The stillness Earth doth keep ;

The motion wherewith human hearts
Do cach to cither leap,

As if all souls, which Earth controls,
Felt “Parting comes in sleep.”

1.

The rowers lit®their oars to view
Each other in the sea;

The landsmen watclf the rocking boats,
eln a pleasant c8mpany ;

While up the hill go gladlier still
Dear friends by two and threc.

ur,
The peasant’s wife hath looked withqut
.Her cottage door and smiled ;
« For there the peasant drops his spade
i To clasp his youngest child,

b o #

ﬁymm%mm mid o,

g&{@iﬁh no speech, but its hands can reach .
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.

A poet sate that cvertide
Within hit hall alone,

As silent as its ancient lords
In the coffined place of stone ;

When the bat hath shrunk from the praying monk—-
And the praying monk is gone,

V.

Nor wore the dead a stiller face
. Beneath the corement's roll
His caiven lips refused in words
Their mystic thoughts to dole,
And his stedfast eyc burnt inwardly,
As hurning out his soul.

Vi, .

You would not think that brow could €'er
Ungentle moods express :

Yet scemed it, in this troubled world,
‘Too calm for gentleness :

When the very star, that shines fiom far,
Shines trembling, ne'ertheless.

VIIL.

It lacked-—all necd—the sotteting light
Which other brows supply :

We should conjoin the scathed trunks
@f our humanity,

That cach leafless spray, entwining, may
Look softer ’gainst the sky. .

VI

e gazed within the poet's face—
The poet gazed in noae:
* threw a loncly shadow straight
3efore the moonhand sug, 1 !
ronting nature’s heaven-dwelling creatures, ;!
Vith wrong to nature dénta Wit

Ll
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IX.
Because this poet daringly,
The x?ture ot his heart, °
And that quick tune along his veins

He could not change by ar,
Had vowed his blood of brotherhood
To a stagnant place apart.

X,

He did not vow in*fear, or wrath,
Or gricf’s fantastic whim ;

But, weights and shows of sensual things
Too doscly c1ossing him,

On his soul’s eyelid, the pressure slid,
And made its vision din.

»

XL

And darkening in the dark, he strove
"T'wixt carth and sea and sky,

To lose in shade and wave and cloud,
His brother’s haunting cry.

The winds were welcome as they swept

God’s five-day work he would accept,
But let the rest go by.

AlL

He cried—* (P touching, patient larth,
That weepest in thy glec!

Whom God created *very gond,
°And very mournful, we!

Thy voice of moan doth reach His throne,
As Abel’s rose from thee,

A1 1H

“ Poor crystal sky, with stais astray ;
Mad winds, that hqwling go
From east to west ; perplexed seas,
» That stagger from their blow !
0 motion wild ! O wave defiled |
r4 Qur cluse hath made thee so,
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Lo XIV. _
"4 PWe | and our curse 1 Do 7 partake
*  The dreary, cruel sin? «

Have / the apple at my lips?

The money-lust within ?
. Do 7 human stand with the wronging hand,
To the blasting heart akin ?

Xv.

“Thou solemn pathos of ali things,
For solemn pomp designed !

Behold, submissive to your cause,
An holy wrath I find,

And, for your sake, the bondage break.
That knits me to my kind.

XVI.

¢ Hear me forswear man’s sympathies,
His pleasant yea and no—

His riot on the piteous earth
‘Whereon his thistles grow ;

His changing love—with stars above!
His pride—with graves below !

\ XVIL
‘Hear me forswear his roof by mght1
His bread and salt by day,
His talkings at the lighted hearth,
His greetings by the wayy
Hi$' musing looks, his systemed books,
All man, for aye and aye.

XVIIIL

% That so my purged, once human heart, '
 From all the human gent,
Ma gather strength to pledge and drmk
our wine %f wondezﬁeat, .
Wh:le you pardon me, essing] Y,
ThewoemmeAdamsen o

i
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!

Xix

¢ And Pshall i2el your unseen locks
Innumerous, constant, Jdeep, ?

And soft as haunted Adain once,
Though sadder, 10und me creep

As slumbamg men have mystie ke,
Of watchers on therr sleen

A

“ And cver, when I lift my bro
At (vening to the sun

No vouc ¢ of woman o of child
Reeording ‘1ay 1s done,’

Your silences shall a Jove expre<s,
More deep than <uch an one **

PART THE SECOAND

SHOWING Tu WIIOM TIHL VOW WAS DLCIARTT

THI poet’s vog was inly sworn—
The poet’s vow was told

He parted tov his ciawding friends
The silver and she gold 5

'ﬂley clasping bland his gift,—his hand,
In a somewhat slacker hold

.
113

°
’ They wended forth, the crowding friends
With farewells smoeth and kind—
‘They wended forth, the solaced friend«
* And Jeft but twain behind .
One loved him truc as brothers do,
. And one was Rosalind
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1
IIL.

He said— “ My friends have wended forth,
With faresvells smooth and kind
Mine oldest friend, my phghted bnde,
Ye need not stay bchind
Friend, wed my fair bndc for my sake,~
And let my Jands anccstral make
A dower for Rosalind.

iv.

“ And when beside your wassail bomd
Ye bless y wr soaal lot,

I charge you, that the giver be
In all his gifts forgot!

Or alone of all his words recall
1 he last,—Lament me not”

v

She looked upon hun silently,
With her large, doubung eycs,

Like a child that never knew but love,
Whom words of wrath surprise ,

Till the rose did break fiom either cheek
And the sudden tears did nise

VL

She look«d upon him mournfully,
While her large cyes were giown

Yet larger with the steady tears,
¢« D), all his purposc known,

She turnid slow, as she would go—
The tears were shaken down —

v

She turnéd slow, as she would go,
Then quickly turned again,

Ang gazing 1n his face to seek
Some little touch of pain—

“ thought,” she said,—but shook her head,-.-d
She tried that speech in vain,
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VIIL

%I thougnht—but I am half a child,
And very sage art thou— |

The feachings of the heaven and earth
Dud keep us soft and low.

They have drawn my tears, 1n early years
Or ere 1 wept—as now

IX.

“ But now that in thy face I read
Their cruel homily,

Before their beauty 1 would fan
Untouched, unsoftened be,—

If 7 1ndeed could look on even

The senscless, loveless earth and heaven,
As thow canst look on me.

X.

“ And couldest thou as calmly view
Thy childhood’s far abode,

Where little feet kept time with thinc
Along the dewy sod?

And thy mother’s look from holy book
Rose, hke a thought ot God P

XI.

“ O brother,—called so, erc her last
Explaming words were said!
O fellow-watcher 1n her room,
With hushdd vdice and tread!
sRememberest thou how, hand 1n hand, o
O friend, O lover, we did stand,
And knew that she was dead?

XI1IL

“ I will not live Sir Roland’s bride,—
That dower I will not hold!
I tread below my f8ct that go,
, __ These parchments bought and sold.
The tears I weep are mine to keep,
And worthier than thy gold.”
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XIIL

The poet and Sir Roland stood
Alone, cach turned to each;
Till Roland brake the silence left
By that soft-throbbing specech—
“Poor heart | ” he cried, *it vainly tried
The distant heart to reach |

X1V,

“ And thou, O distant, sinful heart,
That climbest up so high,

To wrap and blind thee with the snows
That cause to dream and dic—

What blessing can, from lips of man,
Approach thee with his sigh?

Xv.

“Ay! what, from earth—create for man,
And moaning in his moan?

Ay! what from stars—revealed to man,
And man-named, one by onc?

Ay, more ! what blessing can be given,

Where the Spirits seven, do show in }eaven,
A MAN upon the throne ?—

XVI.

‘A man on earth T1x wandered once,
All meck and undefiled: -

And those who loved Him, said ¢ He wept’—
None ever said He smiled ;

Yat there might have been a smile unseen,

When He bowed His blessed face, T ween,
To bless that happy child.

XVIL

“ And now Hr pleadeth up in Heaven
For our humanities,

Till the ruddy light on seraphs’ wings
In pale emotion dies. .

They can better bear His Godhead’s glare,
Tim the pathos of His eyes.

()
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XVIL

“I will go pray our GGod to-day
Toteach thee how to scan »

His work divine, for humaa use,
Since eaith on axle ran'!

T'o teach thee to discern as plain

His grief divine—the blood-drop’s stain
Hec left there, MaAN for man.

XIX.

¢ Su, for the Llood's sake, shed by Him,
Whom angels, God, dedlare,

Teurs, like it, moist and warm with love,
Thy reverent eyes shall wear,

To see 1’ the face of Adam’s race
The nature God doth share.”

XX,

“T heard,” the pocet smd, * thy voice
As dimly as thy breath !

The sound was like the noise of hife
To onc anear his death;

Or of waves that fail to stir the pale
Sere leaf they roll hencath.

XXI.

[ ]

“ And in betwixt the sound and me,

White creatures Tike a mist
«hd float me rdund confusedly,—

Mysterious shapes unwist !

Across my heart and across my brow

I {1t them droop like wreaths of snow
To still the pulse they kist.

©
XX1I.

“The castle and its lands are thine—
« The poor's—it shall be done;
Go, man ; to love! I go to live
In Courland hall, alone.
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The bats along the ceilings cling,—
The hizards in the floors do run,—
And stomms and ycars have woin and reft
The starr by human buwilders left ,
In working at the stone !”

PART THE THIRD.
SHOWING MOW 1HE VOW WAS KEPI.

L

HE dwelt alone, and, sun and moon,
Perpetual witness made

Of his repented humanness ;
Until they secmed to fade.

His face did so, for he did grow
Of his own soul afraid.

The self-poised God may dwell alone
With inward glorying ,

But God's chief angel waiteth for
A brother’s voice, to sing,

And a loncly creatuie of sinful nature—
It is an awful thing.

111

An awful thing that feared itselt
While many years digd roll,—
~A lonely man, a feeble man,--

A part beneath the whole—
He bére by day, he bore by mght
That pressure of God’s infinite

Upon his finite soul,

1v.

‘The poct at his lattice sate,
And downwardly looked he:

Three Christians wended by to praygts,
'With mute ones in their ge.
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Qe

Bach turned above a face of love,
And called him to the far chapelle
With voice .nore tuneful than its bell—
Butestill they wended theen. ¢

v

There journeyed by a bridal pomp,
A bridegroom and his dame:
She speaketh low for happiness,
She blusheth red for shame,—
But never a tone of benison
From out the lattice came.

VL

A little child with inward song,
No louder noise to dare,
Stood near the wall to see at play
The lizards green and raic—
Unblessed the while for his childish smile
Which cometh unaware.

PART THE FOURTI.

SHOWING HOW ROSALIND lA_RED BY 1THL KELPING OF THE VOW.

IN death-sheets Lieth Rosalind,
As white and still as they ;
And the old nurse that watched her bed,
Rose up with “Well-a-day !”
And oped the casement to let in
The sun, and that sweet doubtful din
*Which droppeth from the grass and bough
Sans wind and bird—non¢ knoweth how—
i To cheer her as she lay.
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11,

The old nurse started when she saw
Her sudd.n look of woe !

But the quick wan tremblings round her mouth

In a meek smile did go;
And calm she said, “When I am dead,
Dear nurse, it shall be so.

1L

“Till then, shut out tho-e sights and sounds,
And pr1y God pardon me,

That T without this pain, no more,
His blessed works can scet

And lcan beside me, loving nursc,

That thou mayst hear, ere I am worse,
What thy last love should be.”

1v.

The loving nurse leant over her,
As white she lay beneath ;

The old eyes searching, dim with life,
The young ones dim with death,

To read then look, if sound forsook
The trying, trembling breath.—

v

“When all this feeble breath is done,
And I on bier am laid,

My tresses smoothed, for never a feast,
My body in shroud arrayad ;

Upiift each palm in a saintly calm,
As if that still I prayed.

\48

“ And heap beneath mine head the flowers
You stoop so low to pull ;
‘The little white flowers from the wood,
Which grow there in the cool ;
a’fhi‘:h Aeand I, kl: childhood’ls‘ games, .
ent plu owing not their names,
filled thine apron full.
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VIIL

“Weep not! 7 weep not. Death is strong ;
THe eyes of Death arc dry |

But lay this scroll upon my breast
When hushed its heavings lie;

And wait awhile for the corpse’s smile
Which shineth presently.

VIIL

“ And when 1t shineth, straightway call
Thy youngcst children dea,

And bid them gently caity me
All barc faced on the bier—

But lid them pass my kirkyaird gass
That waveth long aneai.

IX.

“ And up the bank where I used to sit
And dream what hfe would be,

Along the brook, with 1ts sunny look
Akin to hving glee ;

O’er the windy hill, through the forest still,
Let them gently carry me.

X

“ And through the pincy forest still,
And dowp the open moorland—
Round where the sca beats nustily
And bhindly or« the foreland—
oAnd let them chant that hymn 1 know,
Bearing me soft, bearing me slow,
To the old hall of Courland

XI.

** And when withal they near the hali,
In silence et them lay
My bier before thesbolted door,
And leave it for a day:
« For I have vowed, though I am proud,
To go there as a guest in shroud,
And not be turned away.”
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XIL

The old nurse looked within her eyes,
Whose mutual look was gone :

The old nurse stooped upon her mouth,
Whose answering voice was done ;

And naught she heard, till a httle bird
Upon the casement’s woodbine swinging,

Broke out 1nto a loud sweet singing
For joy o’ the summer sun.

“Alack! alack |”— she watched no more—
With head on knee she wailed sore ;

And the little bird sang o’er and o’er
For joy o’ the summer sun.

PART THE FIFTH.

SHOWING HOW THE VOW WAS BROKEN.

L

THE poet oped his bolted door,
The midnight sky to view ;
A spirit-feel was 1n the air
Which seemed to touch his spirit bare
Whenever his breath he drew ;
And the stars a liquid suftness had,
As alone their holiness forvade
Their faling with the dew.

They shine upon the stedfast hlls,
Upon the swinging tide ;

Upon the narrow track of beach,
And the murmuring pebbles pied ;

They shine on every lovely place—

They shine upon the corpse’s face,
As i were fair beside.
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LJ

1L

It lay before him, humanlike,
Yet so unlike a thing! ' -
More awful 1n 1its shrouded pon'p

Than any crowngd king ,
All calm and cold, as 1t did hold
Some secret, gloiying

1v.

i

A heavier weight than of its clay
Clung to his heart and knec

As if those folded palms could stuke,
He staggered groaningly,

And then o’erhung, without a groan,

The meek close mouth that smiled alone,
Whose speech the scroll must be

THE WORDS O ROSAIIND’S SCROLL

“] LLFT thee last, a (hild at heart.
A woman scarce m years

I come to thee, a solemn coipse,
Which neither feels nor fears

I have no breath to usc n sighs,

They laid thg death weights on mine eyes,
To seal them safe from tears

¢ ook on me with thine own calm look —

* I mect 1t calm as thou! '

No look of thine can change ks smile,
Or, break thy sinful vow.

I tell thee that my poor scorned heart .

fe of thine earth .. thine earth,—a pat-
It cannot love thee now

“ B];xt onilt, alas! the;e words are writ
y a living, loving one,
Adown whosé checks, the proofs of life,
The warm, quick tears do run.
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Ah, let the unloving corpse coritrounl
Thy scorn back from the loving soul,
Whose place of rest is won.

T have prayed for thee with deep sobs,
‘When passion’s course was free:

T have prayed for thee with mute lips,
In the anguish none could see!

They whispered oft, ‘She slecpeth soft ’—
But I only prayed for thee.

“Go to ! I pray for thee no more —
The corpse’s tongue 1s still :

Its folded fingers point to heaven,
But point there stiff and chill :

No farther wrong, no farther woe

Hath licence from the sin below
Its tranquil heart to thrill.

“T charge thee, by the living’s prayer,
And the dead’s silentness,
To wring from out thy soul a cry,
Which God shall hear and bless!
Lest Heaven’s own palm droop n my hand,
And pale among the saints I stand,
A saint companionless.”

v.

Bow lower down before the throne,
Triumphant Rosalind! "

He boweth ou thy corpse his face,
And weepeth as the blind.

«Twas a drcad sight to see them so—

For the senseless corpse rocked to and fro,
Wiat‘h the living wail of his mind.

A28

But dreader sight, could such be seen,
His inward mind did lie;

Whose long-subjected humanness
Gave out its lion cry,

And fiercely rent its tenement
In a mortal agony,
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ViIL.

I tell you, fr: >nds, had you heard his wail,
*Twould haunt you 1n court fud mart,

And in merry feast, until you set
Your cup down to depart—

That weeping wild of a reckless child
From a proud man’s broken heart !

viir

O broken heart! O broken vow,
That wore so proud a feature !
God, grasping as a thunderbolt
The man’s 1¢jected nature,
Smote him ther¢ with—1’ the presence high
Of his so worshipped earth and shy
That looked on all indifferently—
A waling human creature.

X

Yes, and a human one too weak
To bear lus human pain—

(May Heaven’s dear grace have spoken peace
To his dymig heart and bran ')

JFor when they came at dawn of day

To lft the lady’s corpse away,
Her bier was holding twain.

X

They dug beneath the kirhyard grass,
For buth, one dwelling deep
And; after years had mossed the stone,
Sir Roland brought his httle son
» To watch the funeral heap.
And, when the happy boy would rathe:
Turn upward his blghe cyes to see
The wood-doves nodding fiom the tree—
*Nay, boy, look downward,” said hus father,

“Upon this human dust asleep .
Andpgold it in thy constant ken,
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That God’s own umty compresses
One mto one, the human many,

And that His everlastingness 15
The boid which 15 not loosed by any.
For thou thyself this law must keep,

If not 1n love, m sorrow then,

Though smiling not hke othcr men,

. Yet, like them, thou must weep ”




The Romaunt of MMargret.

Can my atfcctions fim 1 out nothng be t
But still and still remove ? -
QuArTES

I praNT a tree whose leaf
Jhe yew trcc leat will st
But when 1ts shade 15 o’er you lud,
Turn 10und and pluck the fiut!
Now 1each my haip from off the wall,
Wheie shines the sun aslant
The sun may shine and we be cold—
O hearken, loving hearts and bold,
Unto my wild romaunt,
Margret, Margret

I

Sitteth the fair ladye

Close to tBe niver side,

Which 1unneth on with a merry tone,
Her merry lh‘?.lghls to gmde

]t runneth through thc trees,

It runneth by the hil,

Nathless the lady’> thoughts have found
A way more pleasant still

Maigret, Margret

1T

The night 1s n het ’mr,
+ And giveth shade to shade,
And the pale moonhght on her forehead whiue
Like a spirit's ha:x‘c;l 18 laid ¢
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Her lips part with a smile,
Instead of speakings done—
I ween, she thinketh of a voice, .
Albei# uttering none.
Margret, Margret.

Iv.

All Iittle bnds do sit
With heads beneath their wings :
Nature doth seem 1n a mystic dream,

*  Absorbed from het hving things.

That dream, by that ladye,
Is certes unpartook,
For she looketh to the high cold stats
With a tender human look.

Margret, Margict.

V.

The lady’s shadow lies
Upon the running river :
It lieth no less in 1ts quietness,
For that which resteth never;
Most like a trusting heart
Upon a passing faith,—
Or as, upon the course of hife,
The stedfast doom of death.
 Margret, Margret.
.
VL

The lady doth not move, .
The lady doth not dream,—
Yet she seeth her shade no longer laid
In rest upon the stream !
It shaketh without yind ,
It parteth from the tide;
1t standeth upright in the cleft moonhght--

It sitteth at her side.
. Margret, Margret.
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‘ VIL
Look in 1ts facc, ladye,
And Leeg;hee *m thy swpund !
With a spint bold, thy pulses hold,
And hear 1ts voice’s sound !
Tor so will sound thy voice,
When thy face 15 to the wall ;
And such will be thy face, ladye,
When the maidens work thy pall—
Margiet, Margret.

VIIL

“Am I not hke to thee?"—
The voice was calin and low—
And between each word you might have heard
The silent forests grow.
& The ltke may swvay the like!
By which mysterious law,
Minc eyes from thine, and my lips fiom thine,
The hight and breath may draw,
Maxgret, Margret.

IX.

“My hips do nced thy breath,
My lips do need thy smule,
And my pale®deep eyne, that hght 1n thine,
Which met the stars crewhile
Yet go with hight and Iife,
If that thou lovest one
In all the earth, who lovcth thee
As tiuly as the sun,

Margret, Margret.,”

X

Her cheek had wixdd whte,
Like cloud at fall of snow ;
Thermr like to one at set of sun,
It waxdd red alsd;
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For love’s name maketh boMd,
As if the loved were near !
And then she sighed the deep long sigh
Which rometh after fear
Margret, Margret.

XI

“ Now, sooth, I fear thec not—
Shall never fear thee now!’
(And a noble sight was the sudden light
Which it her lifted brow )
“Can earth be dry of streams,
Or hearts, of love?” she said—
“Who doubteth love, can know not love :
He 1s aheady dead ”
Margret, Maigret.

XIIL

“I have” and here her lips
Some word 1n pause did keep,
And gave the while a quet smile,
As 1f they paused n sleep ,—
“I have . a brother decar,
A knight of knightly fame !
I broidered him a knmightly scaif
With letters of my name .
Margret, Margret.

XI1IIL.

“I fed s grey goss-hawk,
I kissed his fierce bloodhound ;
I sate at home when he might come,
And caught his horn’s far sound :
I sang hum hunter’s songs,
I poured hum the red wine—
He looked across the cup, and said,
“ I love tlee, sister mine”

Margret, Margret.
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XV,

IT trembled on the grass,
With a low, shadowy laughfer:
The sounding river which rolled for ever,
Stood dumb and stagnant after.
“ Brave knight thy brother is;
But better lovcth he
Thy chaliced wine than thy chanted song—
And better both, than thee,
Margret, Margret.”

XV.

The lady did not heed
The river’s silence, while
1ler own thoughts still ran at their will,
And calm was stull her smile,
“ My little sister wears
The look our mother wore :
I smooth her locks with a golden comb—
. I bless her evermore.”
Margret, Margret.

XVI.

“T gave her my first burd,
When firgt my voice it knew ;
I made her share my posies rare,
And told her where they grew :
T taught her Geod’s dear name
With prayer and praise, to tell—
She looked from heaven into my face,
And said, ¢ 7 love thee well.”
Margret, Margret.

XVIIL

IT trembled on the grass,
. With a low, shadowy laughter:
You could see each bird as it woke and stared
Through the shrivelled foliage, after.
10’
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* Fair child thy sister is ;
But better loveth she
Thy golden comb than thy gathered flowers—
And bester both, than thee,
Margret, Margret,”

XVIIIL,

The lady did not heed
The withering on the bough :
Still calm her smile, albeit the while
A little pale her brow.
“] have a father old,
The lord of ancient halls :
An hundred friends aie 1 his court,
Yet only e he calls
Margret, Maigict

XIX.

% An hundred knights are in his court,
Yet read I by his knee,

And when forth they go to the tourney show,
I rise not up to see.

'Tis a weary book to read—

My tryst’s at set of sun !

But loving and dear beneath the stars
Is his blessing when I've done ”

Margret, Margret.

i XX,

IT trembled on the grass,
With a low, shadowy laughter :
And moon and star, though bright and far
Did shrink and darken after.
* High lord thy father is ;
But better loveth he
His ancient halls than his hundred friends,—
His ancient halls, than thee,
Margret, Margret.
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XXI.

"che lady did not heed
That the far star, did fail : @
Still calm her smile, albeit the while . . .
Nay, but she 1s not pale !
*1 have a more than friecnd
Across the mountains dim:
No other’s voice 1s soft to me,
Unless 1t nameth Zim.”
Margret, Margret.

XXT11,

¢ Though louder beats mme heart,
T know his tread again—
And his far plume ayc, unless turned away,
For the tears do blind e then.
We brake no gold, a sign
Of stronger faith to be ;
But I wear his last look i my soul,
Which said, 7 loze but thee!”
Margret, Maigret.

XXIII.

IT trembled on the grass,

With a low, shadowy laughter:
Aud the wind®did toll, as a passing soul
\Were sped by ghurch-bell, after:
And shadows, gtead of light,

®  Fell fiom the stars above,
In flakes of darkness on her face
Still bright with trusting love.

Margret, Margret,

XX1V.

“ He /Joved but only thee !
. Tkat love is transient too.
The wild hawk’s bill doth dabble still
T’ the mouth that vowed thee true.
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Will he open his dull eyes,®
When tears fall on his brow ?
Behold, the death worm to his heart
Is a nezecr thing than #iow,
Margiet, Margret.’

XXv

Her tace was on the ground—
None saw the ony!
But the men at sca did thit night agree
They heard a drowmng c1y
And when the morning brike,
Fast rolled the nivers tide,
With the green trecs waving overhead,
And a white corse lain beside
Margret, Margret

XAVI

A knight'’s bloodhound and he
‘The funeral watch did keep
With a thought o’ the chase, he stroked 1its face,
As 1t howled to see him weep
A fair child kissed the dead,
But shrank bcfore the cold
And alone, yet proudly, mn his hall,
Did stand a baion old
Margret, Margret

AXVIL «

Hang up mv harp again—
I have no voice for song
Not song but wail, and mourners pale
Not bards, to love belong
O failing human love !
O hight by darkness known !
O false, the while thou freadest earth !
Q deaf, beneath the stone !

Margret, Margret,



JFsobel’'s CThild.

~—~— so find we profit
By losing of our p1 iycrs
SHAKI SPEARL

I

To rest the weary nurse has gone,
An eight day watch had watchid she,
Rocking beneath the sun and moon
Ihe baby on her knce
Il Isobel its mother sud,
“The fever wancth wend to bed—
For now the watch comes round to me

n

‘Then wecanlv the nurse did thiow
Her pallet in the darkest place
Of that sick room, and slcpt ind dreamed
And as the gusty wind did blow
The might lamjys flaic across her face,
She saw or scemeced, thce while she dicamed,
That the tall poplats on the hill,
Tge seven tall popdars on the hill,
Did clasp the sctting sun until
Hias 1ays dropped from him, pmed and sull
As blossoms iua frost
«And he waned and hc paled, so werrdly crossed,
To the colour of moonlight which doth pass
dOver the dank ndged churchyard grass
The poplars held the sun, and he
‘The eyes of the nurse that they should not see,
Not for a moment, thc babe on her knee,
‘Though she shuddered to fcel that it grew to be
chill, and lay too“ll'n‘eavﬂy.
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111,

She only dreamed . for all the while
'Twas Lady Jsobel that kept .
The little baby, and 1 slept

Fast, warm, as if its mother’s smile,
Heavy with love’s unmeted weight,
And 1cd as a rose of Harpociate,
Dropt upon 1its eyehds, pressed
Lashes to cheek 1n a sealed rest.

1w
And ore and more smled Isobel
To sce the baby sleep so well—
She knew not that she smiled.
Aganst the lattice, dull and wild,
Drive the heavy droning drops,
Drop by drop, the sound being une—
As momently time’s scgments fall
On the ear of God who heais thiough all,
Eturnity’s unbroken monotone
And more and more smiled Isobel
T'o see the baby sleep so well—
She knew not that she smiled
The wind 1n intermission stops
Down 1n the beechen forest,
‘Then cneth aloud
As one at the sorest,
Self-stung, self disven, .
And niseth upwaid to 1its tops,
Stiffening erect the bran\ hes bowed ;
- JIhlating with 1 tempest-soul
Of gathered sound, the trees that break
Through therr own outhne with dark hands, and roll *
A shadow, massive as a cloud 1n heaven,
Across the castle lake
*  And more and morc smjled Isobel ¢
To see the baby sleep so well--
She knew not that she'smiled ,
She knew not that the storm was wild.
Through the uproar drear she could not hear
The castle clock which struck anear—
She heard the low, Light breathing of her child,
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V.

O sight for wonderiag look |
While the external nature broke®
Into such abandonment ;

While the very mist, heart-1ent

By the hightning, seemed to eddy

Aganst nature, with a din—

A sense of filence and of steady

Natural calm appeared to come

From things without, and ente1 in
The human creature’s 200m.

VI

So motionless she sate,
The babe asleep upon her knees,
You might have dreamed their souls had o
Away to things imnammate,
In such to live, in such to moan .
And that their bodics had ta’en badl,
In mystic change, all silences
That cross the sky in cloudy 1ack,
Or dwell beneath the reedy ground
In waters safe fiom their own sound.

Only she wore

The deepening smile I named before,
And #iat a deepening love cxpressed—
And who at 8nce can luve and 1est?

*
VIL

In sooth the smile that then was kecping®™®™
Watch upon the bhaby sleeping,
Floated with 1ts tender hght
Downward, fiom the drooping eves,
Upward, from the lips apart,

Over cheeks which had grown white

"With an eight-day*weeping.

All smiles come 1n such a wise,

'Where tears shall fall, or have of old—

Like northern lights that fill the heart
©Of heaven in sign of cold.

151
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VIIL.

Motionless she sate :
Her hair had¢fallen by 1ts weight
On each side of her smile, and lay
Very blackly on the arm
Where the baby nestled warm ,
Pale as baby carved 1n stone
Seen by ghmpses of the moon  *
Up a dark cathedral aisle :
But, through the storm, no moonbeam fcli
Upon the child of Isobel-—
Perhaps you saw 1t by the ray
Alone of her stul smile.

IX,

A solemn thing it 15 to me
To look upon a babe that sleeps—
Wearnng 1n 1ts spirit deeps
The unrevealtd mystery
Of 1its Adam’s taint and woe,
Which, when they revealed be,
Will not let 1t slumber so
L{mg new 1n hfe beneath
The shadow of the coming death,
With that soft, low, quiet breath,
As if 1t fclt the sun! .
Knowing all things by their blooms,
Not their roots ; yea,—sun and sky,
Only by the warmth that comes
“&%. of each ,—earth, only by
The pleasant hues that oer it run;
And human love, by drops of sweet
White nounishment still hanging round
The little mouth so slumber-bound.
All which broken sentiency
And conclusion incomplete,
* Will gather and unite and chmb
To an immortahty
Good or evil, each sublime,
Sherough life and death to life again |



ISOBEL'S CHILD.

153

O httle lids, now folded fast,

Must ye learn to drop at last

Our targe and burning tcars ?

O warm quick body, must thou lLiee

When the time comcs round to die,

Still from all the whirl of years,

Bare of all the joy and pam?

O small frail being, wilt thou stand

At God’s right hand,—

Lifting up thosc slecping eycs,
Dilated by sublimest destinics,
In endless waking?  [hiones and se¢ raphim,
Through the long 1anks of thcn solemnitics,
Sunning thec with calm looks of Heaven s surprise—

T#y look alonc on Hm ¢

Or else, selt willed to tread the Godless place,
(God keep thy will ') fcel thine own eneiges,
Cold, strong, objectless, likc a dead man’s clasp,
The sleepless, deathless hife within thee, giasp,
While myniad faces, hke one changeless face,
With woe #nof loz.’s, shall glass thee cverywhere,
And overcome thee with thine own despair?

X

Mare soft, less solemn 1mages
Dnifted o’er the Ixdy s hcart,
Silently as snow
She had seen eight days depart
Hour by hour, on bended knecs,
With pale wrung hargls and prayings low
And broken—through which came the sound
Of tears that fell against the ground,
Making sad stops —* Dewr Loid, dear Tond !
« She still had prayed—(the heavenly word,
Broken by an earthly sigh )
» * Thou, who didst not er+t deny
The mother joy to Mary, mild,
» Blessed in the Blessed Child,
Which hearkened 1n meek babyhood
Her cradle-hymn, albeit used
t 'l‘o.nll that music interfused



154

. LSOBEXL'S CHILD.

In breasts of angels high and good !

Oh, take not, Lord, my babe away—

Ob, take not to Thy songful heaven,

‘The pretty*baby Thou hast given,

Or erc that T have seen him play

Around his father’s knecs, and known

That /e knew how my love hath gone
From all the world to him,

Think, God among the cherubim,

How I shall shiver every day

In Thy June sunshine, knowing wheie

The grave-grass keeps it from lus farr

Still cheeks! and fecl at every tiead

His little body which 1s dead

And hidden 1n the turfy fold,

Doth make the whole warm earth a cold !

0 God, I am so young, so young—

I am not used to teais at mights

Instead of slumbct—nor to prayer

With shaken lis and hands out-wrung:

Thou knowest all my praymngs were,

‘1 bless Thee, God, for past delights—

Thank God!’ I am not used to bear

Hard thoughts of death. The earth doth cover

No face from me of friend or lover -

And must the first who teacheth me «

The form of shrouds and funerals, be

Mine own first-born beloved? he

Who taught me first this mother-love ?*

Dear 1.ord, who spreadest out above

Thy loving, transpiercedchands to meet

" All lifted hearts with blessing sweet,—

Pierce not my heart, my tender heart,
Thou madest tender! Thou who a1t
So happy in Thy heaven alway,

Take not mine only bhiss away !” !

Xl
She sogga.d praged : amlla God, gho hears
Through seraph-songs the sound of tears,
From that beloved l;‘:be had ta’en '
‘Fhe fever and-the beating pain.
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And more and moie smiled Isobel
To see the baby sleep so well—
She knew not that he smiled ;
Until the pleasant gradual thought
Which near her heart, the smile, enwiought,
(Soon strong enough her lips to reach,)
Now soft and slow, itself, did scem
To float along a happy dieam,
Beyond 1, into speech —

X11

“T prayed for thee, my hittle child,
And God hath heard my prayer!

And when thy babyhood 15 gone,

We two together will kneel down

Upon His earth which will be fur

(Not covenng thee, sweet') to us twain,
And give Ham thankful praise ”

X111

Jully and wildly drives the ramn
Against the 'attices drives the ramn
[

X1v

. e
#T thank Him now, that I can think
Of those samc futlire duys,
¥or trom the harfiless image shrink
Of what I there might see—
Stiange babies on their mothers’ knee,
Whose mnocent soft faces might
I'rom off mine eyelids stiike the hight,
1th looks not meant for me '”

.
Xv

(iustxly blows the wind through the rain,
‘..Aupinstthehttioes drives the ramn,
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XVI

“ But now, O baby nune, together

We turn this, hope of ours again

To many an hom of summer weather,

When we shall «it and ntertwine

Owm spints, and mnstiuct each other

In the pure loves of child and mother — .
Two human loves make one divinc ’

AvII

The thunder tears through the wind and the rain,
As beat on the lattices wind and ramn

AViN

“ My little chald, what wilt thou choose ?
Let me look at thee and ponder

What gladness, fiom the gladnesses
Futunty 15 spreading under

Thy gladsome sight? Beneath the trees,
Wiit thou lean all day, and losc

Thy spint with the niver, secn
Intermttently between

The winding beechen alleys?

Half n labour, half repose,

Like a shephcrd keeping sheep,

Thou, with only thoushts to keep
Which no bound will overpass,

And which are mnocent as.those

—~~F).at fced among Aicadian valleys

UPon the dewy grass?”

XIX

The large white owl that with age 15 blind,
That hath sate for yeais i the old tree hollow,
Is carned away 1n a gust of wind !

Has wings could bear him not as fast

As he goeth now the lattice past—

Heis gorne by the winds; the rams do follaw ;
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His white wings to the blast out-flowing,
He hooteth in gong,

And still in the hightnin - , coldly ghtter
His round unblinking eycs ®

XX,

¢ Or, baby, wilt thou think 1t fitter

To be cloquent and wise ?

Oneupon whose lips the an

Tuins to solemn venties,

For nien to bieathe anew, and win

A dceper-seated hfe within?

Wilt be a philosopher,

By whose voice the earth and skies

Shall speak to the unborn ?

Or a poet, broadly sprcading

The golden immortahties

Of thy soul on natwes lorn

And poor of such, them all to guad
krom their decay ? beneath thy treading,
Larth’s floners recovering hues of Eden;
And stars, drawn downward by thy looks
To shine ascendant m thy books?”

. wXI

The tame hawk 1 the castle yad,
How 1t scicams to the hghtning, with its wet
agged plume- ovcithanging the parapet !
And at the lady’s dodr the hound
« Scratches with #crying sound !

XX1

“But, O my babe, thy hids arc lad
€lose, fast upon thy cheek !

And not a dream of power and sheen

Can make a passage yp between .

Thy heart is of thy mother’s made,—
+Thy looks are very mech !

And it will be their chosen place

To vest on some beloved face,
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* As these on thine—and let the noise
u- Of the whole world go on, nor mar

The tender silence of thy joys;

Or when th) silentnesses are

Too tender for themselves, the same

Yearning for sound,—to look above,

And utter their one mcaning, Love,—
That Ae may hear His name |”

XXIIL

No wind—no rain—no thunder.
The waters had trickled not slowly,
The thunder was not spent,
Nor the wind near finishing.
Who would have said that the storm was diminishing ?
No wind—no rain—no thunder!
Their noises dropped asunder
From the earth and the firmament,
From the towers and the lattices,
Abrupt and echoless,
As ripe fruits on the ground, unshaken wholly—
As life in death ;
And sudden and solemn the silence fell,
Startling the heart of Isobel,
As the tempest could not !
inst the door'went panting the breath
Of the hound whose cry was still—
And sZ%e, constrained, howe’er she would not,
Did lift her gyes, and see the moon
Lookmg out of heaven alome ,
“A"Upon the poplared hill,—
A calm of God made wslble,
That men might bless it at their will.

XXI1V,

The moonshine on the baby’s face
Falleth clear and cold.

The mother’s looks have fallen back
To the same place:
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Because no moon with silver rack,
Nor broad suarise mn jasper skics,
IHave powcr to  Hld
Ouw loving cyes,
Which still revert, a» ever must
Wonder and Ilope, to gase on the dust.

« XXV

The moonshine on the baby s face
Cold and clear remaineth’

The mother’s looks do shunk away,
The mother’s looks return to stay,
As charmtd by what pamncth

Is any glhmour 1n the casc ?

Is it drcam o1 15 1t sight ?

Hath the chinge upon the wild

Elements, that signs the nmight,
Passed upon the chikd ?

Tt 1s not dream, but sight '—

XXVI

The babe hath awakcned from sleep,
Ayd unto the gasc of 1t mother,
Bent over 1t, lifted another!

Not the baby looks that go
Urrumingly fo and fio,

But an carnest gasipg decp,

JSuch as soul givgy soul at length,
When, thiough work and wail of years,
It winneth a solemn sticngth,

And mourneth as it weais!
A stiong man could not brook
With pulse unhunied by fears,
To mect that baby’s look
Q'erglazed by manhgod’s tears
The tears of the man full grown,
With the power to wring our own,
In the eyes all undefiled
.Of a little three-months’ child !
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To see that babe brow, wrought

By witnessings of thought,

To judgment’s prodigy,

And the small soft mouth unweaned,

By mother’s kiss o’erleancd

(Putting the sound of loving

Where no sound else was moving,
Except the speechless cry)
Quickened to mind’s expression
Shaped to articulation—

Yea, speaking words—yea, naming woe

In tones that with it strangely went,

Because so baby mnocent,

As the child spake out to the mother so '—

XXVIT

%O mother, mother, loose thy praycr!
Christ’s name hath made 1t strong !

It bindeth me, 1t holdeth me

With 1ts most loving cruelty,

From floating my new soul along
‘The happy heavenly air!

It bindeth me, 1t holdcth me

In all this dark, upon this dull

Low carth, by only wcepers trod ! -

It bindeth me, 1t holdeth me '—

Mine angcl looketh sorrowful
Upon the face of God *

fre XXVIIL

“ Mother, mother! can I dream

Beneath your earthly trees ?

I had a vision and a gleam—

I heard a sound more sweet than these
When rippled by the wind

Did you see the Daeve, with wings

Bathed 1n golden glisterings

From a sunless Light behind,

» 1 »
by P S R AT o D e
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Dropping on me from the sky,

Suft as mother’s kiss, until 4

I seemed to leap, au. yet was still?
Saw you how His love-large ey
Looked upon me mystic calms,
Till the power of His divine

Vision was indrawn to mine ?

XXIXx.

¢ Oh, the dream within the dream !
I saw celestial places even
Oh, the vistas of high palms,
Mz tkmg finites of delight
Through the heavenly 1nfinite—
Lifting up their green still tops

To the heaven of Heaven !
Oh, the sweet life-tiee that drops
Shade hke light across the river
Glorified in its for ever

Flowing from the Throne !
Oh, the shining holinesses
Of the thousand thousand faces
God-sunned by the thronéd ONE !
And madc intense with such a love,
That though I saw them turned above,
Each, loving, seemed for also me !
And oh, the Unspeakable! the Hg,—
The manifest in serzecies,
Yet of mine owr heart partaker !
'With the overcoming look
Of one who hath been once forsook,

And blesseth the forsaker.
Mother, mother, let me go
TPoward the face that looketh so,—
Through the mystic, wingéd Four
Whose are inward, eutward eyes
Dark with light of mysteries,—
Holy, hotp, holy —shrough

y, holy, holy ;’—throug:
The aevent{ld Lamps that burn in view
1
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Of cherubim and seraphim ;—
Through the four-and-twenty crowned
Stately clders, white around,—

Suffer mé€ to go to Him !

XXX.

“1s your wisdom very wise,
Mother, on the narrow earth?

Very happy, very worth

That I should stay to learn?

Are these air-corrupting sighs
Fashioned by unlearned breath ?
Do the students’ lamps that burn
All mght, llumine death?

Mother, albeit this be so,

Loose thy prayer, and let me go
Where that bnght chief angel stands
Apart from all his brother bands,
Too glad for smiling ; having bent
In angelic wilderment

O'cr the depths of God, and brought
Reeling, thence, one only thought
To fill his whole eternity.

He the teacher is for me |—

He can teach what I would know—
Mother, mother, let me go!—

XXX,

' Can your poet make an‘Eden
— 7 No winter will undo?
And light a starry fire, while heeding
His hearth’s is burning too ?
.. Drown in music the earth’s din ?—
'And keep his own wild soul within
The law of his own harmony ?—
Mother! albeit this be so,
Let me to my Heavén t§°!
2 gﬁl; h;rp me waits erelig; a,
whose strings are go
And tuned to music sphagcul,
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H-nging on the green life-tree,
Where no willows ev  be

Shall T miss that harp of mme?,
Mother, no '—the Eye divine
Turned upon 1t, makes 1t shine—
And when I touch 1it, poems swect
Like separate souls shall fly fiom 1,
Each to an immortal fytte,

We shall all be poets there,

Gazing on the chiefest Fair!

XXXI11

“And love! earth’s love ! and can we love

Fnaedly where all things move ?

Can the sinning love cach other?
Mother, mother, .

I tremble n thy close cmbrace —

I feel thy teas 1down my face—

Thy prayers do kcep me out of bliss--
O dreary earthly love!

T oose thy prayer, and lct me go

To the place which lovin, 15,

Yet not sad ! and when 1s given

Estape to 74 from this below,

Thou shalt behold me that I wait

For thee beside the happy gate,

And silence shall be up in Tcaven,

To hear our rnget'mg ks ”

XXIn

The nurse awakes 1n the morning sun,
ARd starts to sec, beside her bed,
The lady, with a grandeur spread,
Like pathos, o’er her'face, as one
God-satisfied and earth-undonc —
° The babe upon her asm was dead !
And the nurse could utter forth no cry,—
She was awed by the calm m the mother’s eye,
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XXXI1V,

“ Wake, purse | >—the lady said :

¢ We are waking—he and I—

1, on earth, and he, in sky!

And thou must help me to d’erlay,

With garment white, this little clay,
Which needs no more our lullaby.

XXXV.
“] changed the cruel prayer I made,

And bowed my meekened face, and prayed

That God would do His will ! and thus
He did it, nurse : He parted »

And His sun shows victorious

The dead calm face :—and 7 am calm:
And Heaven is hearkening a new psalm.

XXXVI,

“This earthly noise is too anear,
Too loud, and will not let me hear
The little harp. My death will soon
Make silence.”

And a sense of tune,
A satisfitd love, meanwhile,
Which nothing earthly could despoil, *
Sang on within her soul

®
XXXVIL

Oh you,

Earth’s tender and impassioned few,
‘Take courage to entrust your love .
To Him so Named, who guards above

Its ends and shall fulfil ;
Breaking the narrow prayers that may
Befit your narrow hearts, away

In His broad, loving will.
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A kNiGRI of gallant deeds,
And a young page at his side,

From the holy war in Palestine,
Did slow and thoughtful nde,

As each werc a palmel, and told for beads
The dews of the eventide

n

%O young page,” sud the hmght,
“ A noble page art thou!

Thou fearest not to steep in blood
The curls upon thy brow,

Anad once 1n the tent, and twice 1n the fight,
Didst ward me a mortal blow—"

nr

“O brave knight,” said the page,
, . “Or ere we hither came,
We talked 1n tent, we talked 1n field,
Of the bloody battle game
But here, below this greenwood bough,
I cannot speak the same

v

“Qur troop 15 fa behind,

. The woodland calm 15 new, .

Our steeds, with slow grass-muffled hoofs,
Tread deep the s“h‘%dows through ;
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And 1n my mind some blessing kind
Is dropping with the dew.

1
\2

“ I he woodland ¢alm 15 pure—
I cannot choose but have

A thought, from these, o the bu chen-trees
Which m our 1 ngland wave ,

And of the little finches fing,

Which sang thu(, wlile in Palestine
The wanior-hilt we drave

VI

# Mcthinks, a moment gone, i
1 hcard my mother pray !

I heard, Sn Amignt, the praya for me
Whaem he passed aw vy

And I know th¢ Heavens are leaning down
To hear what I shall sy ”

vl

The pge spake calm and high,
As of no mean degree,

Pcrhaps he fedt m natwmes hioad
Full heart, his own was frec

And the kmght lookct! up to his hfted eye,
Then answercd smilitgly

VIt

¥5n Page, I pray yom grace!
" Certes, 1 meant notl sowd S P
"I'o cross your pastoral m 1T

With the cro%;c oﬁho battle bowa,ge,
But a knight may speak of a lady’s face,.
I ween, m any mood or place,

If the grasses die or grow.-
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IX.

o An‘a this I meant t) say,—
My lady’s face sh ul shine,

As ladies’ faces use, to greet
My pagc from Palestine,

Or speak she fair, or prank she gay,
She 15 no lady of mine

X

¢ And this 1 meant to fear,-
Her bower may sutt thee 111!

For sooth, n that same ficld and tent,
Thy Zalk was somewhat still

And fittcr thine hand for my knightly spear,
Than thy tongue tor my lady’s will”

XI

Slowly and thankfully
The young page bowed his head
His large ¢yes scemed to muse 2 smile,
Until he blushed instead,

And no lady in ha bowa, pardi,
Could blush more sudden red—
“Sir Kmight,—thy lady s bower to me

Is suited well,” he sud
* X1t
, Beaty, beats, moggur/
From the convent on the sea,—
One mile off, or scaice as mgh,
Swells the dirge as «lcar and high
As if that, over brake and lea,
8odily the wind did cany
The great altar of 5t Mary,
And the fifty tapers bume]al} o'er 1,
And the Lady Abbess dead before 1t,—
. And the chanting nuns whom yesternech
Her voice did charge and bless—

Chanting steady, chanting meek,
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n

' Chanting with a solemn breath

Because that they are thinking less
Upon the Dead than upon death !
Beats, bed's, mortus !

Now the vision in the sound
Wheeleth on the wind around —
Now 1t sweeps aback, away—

The uplands will not let 1t stay

To dark the western sun.

Mortui /—away at last,—

Or ere the page’s blush 15 past!

XIIL

“ A boon, thou noble knight,
If ever I serviéd thee!

Though thou art a kmght, and I am a page,

Now grant a boon to me—
And tell me sooth, 1f dark or bright,
If little loved, or loved anght,

Be the face of thy ladye.”

AIV,

Gloomily looked the kmght —
“As a son thou hast servéd me

And would to none I had granted boon,
Except to only thee!

For haply then I should love anght,—

For then I should know(f dark or bright
Were the face of my ladye

AV

“Yet ill 1t suits my kmghtly tongue
To grudge that granted boon,
That heavy price, from hecart and Iife,
I paul 1n silence down ;
‘The hand that claimed it, cleared in fine
My father’s fame : I swear by mne,
yl'lmt price was nobly won,

And the knight heard all, and the page heard none.

-
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XVI

“ Ear] Walter was a brave old earl,—
He was my fathets end, ¢
And while I rode the hsts at court,
And lttle guessed the end,—
My noble father in his shroud,
Agamst a slanderer lying loud,
He rose up to defend

XViL,

Oh, calm, below the marble grey,
My father s dust was sttown !
Ob, meek, above thc marble grey,
His 1mage prayed alone!
The slandercr hed—the wietch was brave,—
kor, looking up the minster nave,
He saw my father’s knightly glaive
Wa: changed from steel] to stone

XVIil

“But Earl Walter’s glaive was steel,
With a brave old hand to wear 1t !
And dashed the lic back in the mouth
Whieh hed against the godly truth
And against the knightly ment
The slanderer, ’neath the avenger’s heel,
Struck up the dagger i appeal
From stealthy Le to lrutil force—
And out upon the maitor’s corse,
Was yielded the truce spint

X1x

% swould mine hand had fought that fight,
And justified my father!

[ would mine heait had caught that wound,
And slept beside him rather !

1 think 1t were a bctter thing

Then murthered friend, and marnage-ring,
Forced on my hfe together.
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XX.

¢ Wail shook Earl Walter’s house
His true wig> shed no tcar —
She lay upon her bed 15 mute
As the earl did on his bier
Till—f Ride, nde fast,” she said at last,
¢ And bring the avenged s son ancar'
Rude fast—ride free, as a dart can flec,
For white of ble, with waiting for mc,
Is the corse 1n the next chambrre’

XXI

“T came—I knclt beside her bed—
Her calm was worse thin strifc—
f My husband, for thy father dear,
Gave fredly, uhen thou wert not hcre
His own and (ke my hfe
A boon! Of that sweet child we make
An orphan for thy father’s sake,
Make thou, for ours, a wife’

XX

“I said, ‘ My steed nuighs 1 the court ,
My bark rocks on the brine ,
And the warnor’s vow, 1 am under now,
To free the pilgnm’s shrine
But fetch the ring, and fctch the pnest,
And call that daughter of thine, ¢
And rule she wide, from my castle on Nyde,
While I am in Palestine,”

XX\I11

“In the dark chambti, if the bride was fair,
Ye wis, I could not see,
But the steed thrice neighed, and the priest fast prayed,
And wedded fast were we
Her mother smuled upon her bed,
Ag at 1ts side we knelt to wed ,
And the bnde rose from her knet,
And kissed the smile of her mother dead,
Or ever she kissed me.
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XXIV.

* « My jage, my page, what gricves thee so,
That the tears run dom thy facy® "—
“ Alas, alas' mine own sistér
Was 1n thy lady’s case!
But 5%’ laid down the silks sh. wore,
And followed him she wed Léfore,
Disguised as his true servitor,
To the very battle place.”

XXV,

And wept the page, and laughed the knight,—
A careless laugh laughed he:

“\Vell done 1t were for thy sister,
But not for my ladye!

My love, so please you, shall requite

No woman, whether dark or bught,
Unwomaned if she be.”

XXVI.

The page stopped wecping, and smiled cold
“Your wisdom may declaie
That womanhond 15 proved the best
By gotden brooch and glossy vest
The mincing ladies wear ;
Yet 15 1t proved, and was of old,
Ancar as well—I dare to hold—
By truth, or by despuar.”
. [ ]

XXVIL

He smled no more—he wept no more,—
But passionate he spake,—

“Ohy, womanly, she praved in tent,

s» When none beside did wake!

Oh, womanly, she paled n fight,
For one beloved’s sake '~

And her httle hand defiled with blood,

Her tender tears of womanhood, .
;Most woman-pure, did make!”
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XXVIIIL.

“Well done it were for thy sistér—
Thou tellest%ell her tale !
But for my lady, she shall pray
I’ the kirk of Nydesdale—
Not dread for me, bue love for me,
Shall make my lady pale.
No casque shall hide her woman’s tear—
1t shall have yoom to tiickle clear
Behind her woman’s veil.”

XXIX.

“But what if she mistook thy mind,
And followed thee to strife ;
Then kneeling, did entreat thy love
As Paymms ask for life?”
* I would forgive, and evermore
Would love her as my servitor,
But hittle as my wife.

XXX,

Look up—there is a small bright cloud
Alone amid the skies !
So high, so pure, and so apart,
A woman’s glory hes.”
The page looked up—the gJoud was sheen—
A sadder cloud did rush, I wgen,
~meBetwixt it and his eyes :

XXXI,

Then dimly dropped his eyes away
From welkin unto, hill—
Ha! who rides there P—the page is 'ware,
‘Though the cry at his heart is still |
And e e seeth all, and the knight seeth nom,
ner and spear do fleck thg sun,

A thoSmcqns ide at will,
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i

XXXI11.

He speaketh calm, he sj eketh lo
“Rude fast, my master, nide, T

Or ere within the broadening dara
‘The narrow shadows hidc !”

“Yea, fast, my page, I will 10 so,
And keep thou at my side ”

XXnIII

Now nay, now nay, ride on thy way,
Thy faithful page prccede!
For 1 must loose on saddle bow
My battlc casque, that galls, I trow,
The shoulder of my steed,
And I must pray, as I did vow,
For one 1n bitter need

XXX1v

“ Ere night I shall be ncar to thee,—
Now ride, my master, nde !

Ere nmight, as partud spints cleave

To mertals too beloved to leave,
I shall be at thy side”

The knight smiled free at the fantasy,
And adown the dell did nde

[ ]
" XXXV

« Had the kmght looked up to the page’s face,
No smile the word haa won,
Had the knight looked up to the page’s face,
I %een he had never gone
» Had the kmight looked back to the page’s geste,
I ween he had turned anon,
For dread was the woe 1n the face so young,
And wild was the silent geste that flung
Casque, sword to earth —as the boy down-sprung,
JAnd stood-alone, alone.
v
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XXXVL

He clenched his hands, as if to hold
His soul’s t agony—

% Have I rendgnced my womanhood
For wifechvod unto #hee,

And 1~ this the lad last look of thine,
That ever I shall sec?

AXXVIL

“Yet God thee save, and mayst thou have
A lady to thy mund ,
More woman proud, and half as tiue
As one thou leav’st bchind !
And God me take with ITiM to dwell--
For Him I cannot love too well,
As I have loved my kind ?

XXwvii

SHE looketh up 1n carth’s despan,
The hopeful heavens to seck
That hittle cloud still floateth there,
Whereof her | oved did speak
How brnght the little cloud apprars’
Her eyehds fall upon the tears, —
And the tcars, down cither cheeh

XXXIX

The tramp of hoof, the flech of stecl—
The Paynims 1ound her ¢oming !
~The sound and sight have made hex calm,
False page, but truthful woman !
She stands them all unmoved
The heart, offte broken by the Loved,
Is strong to mcet the focman.

XL

% Ho, Chnistian page ! art keeping sheep,
From pouring wine-cups, resting? "

# 1 keep my master’s noble name,
For warnng, not for feasting :
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And 1f that here Sir Hub: t were,
My master brave, my master dear,
Ye would not stay to question.

XIIL

“ Where 1s thy master, scorr ul page,
That we may slay or bir  him ?”—
“Now search the lea, and search the wood,
And sec if ye can find him !
Nathless, as hath been often tied,
Your Paymim heroes faster nde
Before hun than behind him *

ALII

“ Give smoothu1 answers, lying page,
Or penish m the lying "—
“T trow that 1if the wawrior nand
Beside my foot, were 1n my hand,
’Twere better at 1¢plying ”
They cursed her deep, they smote her low
1hey cleft her golden 1inglets through
The Loving 15 the Dying

X111

She %lt the scimitar gleam down,
And met 1t from bencath,

With smile more bright in victory
Théan any sword from sheath, —
Which flished across her ip screne,
3dost like the spirtdight hetwecn
The darks of life and dcath

XLIV.

Iggemmo, tngemsco !

From the convent on the sea,

Now 1t sweepeth solemnly !

As over wood and ovu lea,

Bodily the wind did carry

The great altar of St Mary,

And the fifty tapers paling o’er 1it,
oAnd the Lady Abbess stark before it,
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And the weary nuns, with hearts' that faintly
' Beat along their voices saintly— '

Ingemigco, ingemisco !

Dirge foriabbess laid in shroud,

Sweepeth &’Q‘r the shroudless Dead,

Page or ln.dy, 1s we said,

With the dews wpon her head,

All as sad if noz as loud.
Ingemisco, éngemisco !

Is ever a lament hegun

By any mourner under sun,

Which, ere it endeth, suits but oxe ?

— e

THE LAY OF THE BROWN ROSARY.
FIRST PART.

“ ONORA, Onora ! "—her mother is calling—

She sits at the lattice, and hears the dew falling

Drop after drop from the sycamores laden

With dew as with blossom—and calls home the maiden—
“ Night cometh, Onora !”

She looks down the garden-walk caverned with trecs,
To the limes at the end, where the greea arbour 15—
“Some sweet thought or other may keep where 1t found het,
While, forgot or unscen in the dreamlight around her,
Night cometh, Onora!"
“Bhe looks up theforest, whose alleys shoot on
Like the mute ter-aisles, when the anthem 1s done,
And the choristers, sitting with faces aslant,
Feel the silence to consecrate more than the chant—
“ Onora, Onora !”

And forward she looketh across the brown heath—
. “Onora, art coming ? "—What is it she seeth ?
Nou no t, but the grey border-stone that is wists «
assume a wild shape in the mist—
° "My daughter ! "-~Then over

4
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'I‘he casement she leaneth, and as she doth so,
She is 'ware of her little son playing below :
“ Now where is Onora ? "—He hung down his head
And spake not, then answerin, blushcd’carlebred,—
“ At the tryst with her lover.”

But his mother was wroth. In a,-.crnness quoth she,

“ As thou play’st at the ball, art tnou playing with me?

When we know that her lover to battle is gone,

And the saints know above that she loveth but one,
And will ne’er wed another?”

‘Then the boy wept aloud. ’Twas a fair sight, yet sad,
To see the tears run down the sweet blooms he had :
He stamped with his foot, said—* The saints know I lied,
Because truth that is wicked, is fittest to hide !

Must I utter it, mother?”

In his vehcment childhood he hurried within,
And knelt at her feet as 1n prayer against sin;
But a child at a prayer never sobbeth as he—
“QOh! she sits with the nun of the brown rosary,
. At nights in the ruin! °

“The old convent ruin, the ivy rots off,
Where the®owl hoots by day, and the toad is sun-proof’;
Where no singing-birds build ; and the trees gaunt and grey,
As in stormy sea-coasts, appea1 blasted one way—

But is ##s the wind’s> doing?

A nih in the east wall %as buried alive,

Who mocked at the priest when he called her to shrive,—

And shrieked such a curse as the stone toouacr breath,

The old abbess fell backward and swooned unto death
With an Ave half-spoken.

L
“ I tried once to pass it, myself and my hound,
Till, as fearing the lash, down he shivered to ground |
LA brave.hound, my mother! a brave hound, ye wot !
i the wolf thought the same, with his fangs at her throat,

In the pass of the Brocken.
el 12
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“ At dawn and at eve, mother, who sitteth there,

With the brown rosary never used for a prayer ?

Stobp low, mother, low! If we went there to see,

What an ugly great™hole in that east wall must be
At dawn and™ ¢ even!

¥ Who meet there, my m }her, at dawn and at even?
Who meet by that wall, ntver looking to heaven ?
O sweetest my sister, what doeth with #hee
The ghost of a nun with a brown rosary,
And a face turned from heaven ?

“St. Agnes o’erwatchcth my dreams ; and erewhile
I have felt through mine eyclids the warmth of her smile—
But last night, as a sadness like pity came o’cr her,
She whispered— Say #we prayers at dawn for Onoral
The Tempted is sinning.””

Onora, Onora ! they heard her not coming—

Not a step on the grass, not a voice through the gloaming !

But her mother lovked up, and she stood on the floor,

Fair and still as the moonlhight that came there before,
And a smile just beginning. .

It touches her lips —but it dares not arise

To the height of the mystical sphere of her eyes.

And the large musing eyes, neither joyous nor sorry, .

Sing on like the angcls in separate glory, )

Between clouds of amber.

. Tar the hair droops in clouds amber-coloured, till stirred
Into gold by the gesture that comes with a word ;
While—OQ soft }—her speaking is so interwound
Of the dim and the sweet, ’tis a twilight of sound,

And floats through the chamber.

“Since thou shrivest my brother, fair mothes,” said she,”
“I count on thy priesthood for marrying of me.

And I know by the hills, that the battle is done— ,

'l‘hat my lover rides on—will be here mth the sun,

' Neath the eyes that behold thee.” o

. [ YRS
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Her mother sate silent—too tender, I wis,
Of the smil~ her dead father smiled dying to kiss;
But the boy staited up, pale v1 h tears, passion wrought,—
%O wicked farr sister, the hills utter noﬁl:t !
If he cometh, who told thee ?”

#1 know by the hilly,” she resumc calm and clear,
“ By the beauty upon them, that 1L 1s ancar
Did they ever look so since he bade me adicu?
Oh, love 1n the waking, swect biother, 1s tiue

As St Agnes m sleeping

Half ashame d and half softencd, the bov did not speak,
And the blush mct the lashes which £l on his cheek
She bowed down to kiss hun Dear saints, did he sec
O fet] on hu bosom the LROWN KOs ARY

Ihat he shiank away weeping ?

SECOND PART
4 bud —ONORA stecptn  ANGELS, dut nol near.
First Angel *

Must we stand so far, and she
So very fau ?

Second Angel
As bodics be
Birst Angel.
And she so mild?
Sccond Angel.

As spints, when
ey meeken, not tg God but men
First Angel

* And she so young,—that 1 who bring

. Good dreams for saintly children, mght
Mustake that small soft face to-might,
Anddetch her such a blessed thing,

» That, at her waking, she would weep
For childhood lost anew 1 sleep
How hath she sinned ?

Second Angel.

ng’s love—for man’s.

in bartering love-—
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First Angel. .
We may reprove
" The world for this ! not only her.—
Let me approadg, to breathe away
This dust o’ the'rart with holy air.

Second Ang:

Stand oﬂ' ! She blee];i and did not pray.
Frst Angel.

Did none pray for her?
Second Angel.

Ay, a child,--
Who neve:, praying, wept befoie :
Whilg, 1n a mother undefiled
Praycr goeth on 1n sleep, as true
And pauseless as the pulses do.
First Angel.
Then I approach.
Second Angel.

Frst Angel.
One word 3 Is she redeemcd 4

Second Angel.
No more!

THE PLACE IS FILLED, [ANGELS vamish.
Eusl Spirit in a Nun's garb by the bed.
Forbear that dream—forbear that dream! too near to Heaven it
leaned. .
Onora in skep.
Nay, leavedme this—but only this!’tis but a dream, swees:
fiend ! '
Evil Sprret.
s a thought,
Omm s slecp.
A sleeping thought—most innocent of
?doth the Devil no harm, sweet fiend ! it cannot, 1if it wou'd,

It 1s not WILLED.

in it no holy hymn—1I do no holy work ;
hear the sabbath-bell that chimeth from the kit

. "dEoil Spirit.
that dream—forbear that dream !

Onora in slecp.
Nay, let me dream at lonmr,
foﬂ‘ben, it maybetook for vml at al‘eut-
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I only walk among the fields, beneath the autumn sun,
With my dead father, hand 1n hnd, as I have often done.
Evil Spirit,
Forbear that dream—forhea: that dieam *
Onora in skep.
Ny, sweet fiend, let me go—
I never more can walk with Zz», of ncver more but so.
For thcy have ticd my father’s feet beneath the kirkyard stone,—
Oh, deep and straight, oh, very straight' they move at mights
alone
And then he calleth through my dreams, he callcth tenderly,—
“Come forth, my daughter, my beloved, and walk the fields with
me 1 »
Evil Spirit.
Forbear that drcam, or clse disprove 1ts pureness by a sign
Onora in skep
Speak on, thou shalt be satisfied ! my woid shall answer thine.
I hear a bird which uscd to <ing when I a child was praying;
I see the poppies 1n the corn, 1 used to sport anay m —
What shall I do —trcad down the dew, and pull the blossoms
blowing ?
Or clap 1ny wicked hands to fright the finches from the rowen?
Lo Sprnit
Thou shalt do something haider still. Stand up where thou
dost stand,
Among the fields of Dieamland, with thy father, hand in hand,
And clear and slow, repeat the vow—declare 1ts cause and kind,
Which, not to break 1n sleep or wake, thou bearest on thy mind,
Onora ir slecp.
T hear o yow of wicked hing, a vow for mouinful cause *
I vowed 1 deep, I vowed it strong—the spuits laughed applavss
The spints trailed, along the pines, low laughter hike a breeze,
tle, high atween their swinging tops, the stas appeared to

2e.
B0l Spire
More galm and free,—speak out to me, why such a vow was made.
© . Dnora i slecp.

Because that God decreed my death, and I shiank back afrai
%[nhence, O dead fathet mine ' I did not fear to dig iwmr -
1 were a young dead child, and had thy comganyl

igh X lay beside thy feet, a buried three-yea: child,
A4 wesping ouly & kiss of thine, upon my hpsthatsmﬂgég \
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" The linden-tree that covcrs thee, might, so, have shadowed tuaine—m

Fot #eath itself 1 did not fear—"t1s love that makes the pain. 4

Love feareth death. \J was no child—1I was betrothed that day,

I wore a troth kiss on Ny lips, I could not give away

How could I bear to I Hntent and still beneath a stone,

And feel mine own Butrothd go by—alas ! no morc mine own,—

Go leading by, 1 wedding P mp, some lovely lady brave,

With cheeks that blushed s 1ed as rose, while mine were cold

m gave?

How could 1 bear to sit in Heaven, on ¢ ¢ so high a thione,

And hear him sav to her—to Aer / that els he loveth none?

Though c'er <o high I sate above though «’ur 0 Jow he spake,

As clear as thunder I would hear the ncw oath he might take—

That %ers, forsooth, atc heavenly yes —ah me ! while very dim

Some hea,\henly eyes (indeed of Heaven') would darken down

to /um
Evid Spirit
\Who told thee thou wert called to death?
Onora n sleep

T sate all mght beside thec—
The grey owl on the ruined wall <hut hoth his ¢yes to hide thee ,
And cver he flapped his heavy wing, all brokenly and weak,
And the long grass w aved agamst the shy, around his gasping beak.
I sate beside thee all the mght, while the moonhght lay forloin,
Strewn round us ike a dead worlds shioud, i ghastly fiagments

torn
And through the night, and through the hush, and over the
flapping wmng, .
We heard, bestde the Heavenly Gate, the angels murmuring —
We heard them say, * Put day to day, and count the days.to. sxen
aishnd God will draw Onora up the golden stairs of Heaven :
% And yet the Evil ones have leave that purpose to defer,
# For if she has no need of HiM, He has no need of /fer"—
Buil Spirst
Speak out to me—<peak bold and free .
Onora 1n sleep .
And then I heard thec say,~
“i count, upon gny rosary brown, the hours thou hast to stay
% Yet God persfits us Evil ones to put by that decree,
¢ Since 1f thou hast no need of Him, He has no need of s
» % And if thou wilt forego the sight of angels, venly
“Thy trus love gazing oh thy face, shall guess whit axgels ey
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“Nor bride shall pass, save thee” . . Alas'—my father's
) hand’s acold—
‘L he meadows seem
Evil Spust
Foihear the dicam, o1 1 . the vow be told !
Onora n skep
T vowcd upon thy 1osary biown, the string of antique beads,
By charnel hichens overgrown, and dank among the weeds—
1 his 105aty brown, which 15 thine own,—lost soul of butied nun —
Who, lost by vow, wouldst 1ender now all souls alike undone ,—~
I vowed upon thy rosary brown,— and, till such vow should break,
A pledgc uUwys of living days, ’tvas hung around my ncch—
I vowed to thce on 1091ry, (Dead father, look not s0'),
I wounld not thank God in my weal, nor v/ God in my woe
Eml Spirit
And canst thou provc
Onora 1 sleep
O love—uy love ! T felt him ne ir agamn !
I saw his steed on mountain head, I heard 1t on the plamn!
Was this no weal for me to fcdd —is greata weal than this ?
Yetwhen he came, T wept his name  and the angels heard but Afs.
Euvil Spurit,
Well done, well done !
Onora n sleep
Ay me! the sun the dicambght ’gins to pinc,
Ay me ! how dread can look the Icad '— Aot thee, fither mme |

She starteth fyom slumbes, shc sitteth upuight,

And her bicath comes i soby while she stares through the might,
Tl - " qnought  The negt willow, ha lattice before,

tlrge dra vn 1n the moon, lieth calm on the floor ,

But her hands tremble fast as their pulscs, and, fiee

From the death clasp, close over —the BROWN ROSARY

THIRD PART

'T1s a morn for a bndal, the merry bride bell
Rungs clear through the greenwood that skirts the chapelle
the priest at the altar awaiteth the bnide,
And the sacrnstans slyly are jesting dside
®At the work l{lll be dong,
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L)

¢

While down through the wood ndes that fair conpany,
The youths with the courtship, the maids with the glee,— 4
Tl the chapel cxosgopens (o sight, and at once
All the maids sigh (R purely, and think for the nonce,

“ And so endcts »a woomng '

)

And the bude and the bugroom are leading the way,
With his hand on her ran, and 1 word yet to say
Her dropt cychids suggest the soft answers beneath,—
And the httle quick smiles come and go with her breath,

W hen she sigheth or spe theth

And the tende buide mother breahs off unaware
From an Ave, to think thit ha daughter 1 fun,—
Till 1n nearing the chapsel, and glancmy before,
She seeth her hittle son stind at the door,—

Is 1t play that he sccheth?

Is 1t play 2 when his cyes wanda mnocent wild,

And sublimcd with 1 sadncss unfittimeg v cnld!

Ile tremble s not, weeps not  the passion 1s done,

And calmly he kneels in then nndst, with the sun
On his head ike 1 glory

. O fan-featured maids, ye aie many !’ he cnd,« -~

¢ But, 1n fanncss and vile ness, who matcheth the bide ?
O brave hearted vouths, ye e many * but v hom,
For the courage and wou, can ye mitch with the groom,
As ¢ see them before ye?”
’
-
Out spake the bride’s mother— “ The vileness 1s thine,
If thou shaine thine own wister 2 brde at the shrine *”
Qut spakd the bride’s lova—* The viliness be mine,
If ‘he shame mine own wife at the hearth or the shrine,
And the charge be unprovid

# Bring the charge, move the charze, brother! speak it aloud—w
T et thy father and hers hear it deep in his shroud 17—
— % Q father, thou scest—for dead eycs can see—-
How she,wears on her Bosom a droum 105ar)
O my father beloved |” e

>
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Then out Jaurhed the bridegroom, and out laughed withal
SBoth maidens and youths, by th old chapel-wall—
“So she wearcth no love-gift, kind brothg,” quoth he,
“She may wear an she histeth a brown 5 Rary,

Like a pure-hearted lady.”

Then swept through the chapel t¥-*long bridal train:

Though he spake to the bride, shc rephed not agam :

On, as one 1 a dream, pale and stately she went,

Where the altar-lights burn o’er the great sacrament,
Faint with daylight, but steady.

But her brother had passed in between them and her,

And calmly knelt down on the high-altar stan—

Of an infantine aspect sn stein to the vicw,

‘tThat the priest could not snule on the cild’s eyes of blue,
As he would for another.

He knclt hke a child marble-scniptnred and white,

That scems knedling to pray on the tomb of a knight,

With a look taken up to cach s of stone

From the gieatne ss and death where he knceleth, but none
From the face of a mother.

“In your clmpd, O pricst, yvo have wedded and shriven
Fair wives for the hearth, and fan sinners tor Heaven !
But this fairest my sister, ye think now to wed,
Bid her knell where she standeth, and shrive her instead—
O shrive her and wed not '”
v W N °
In tears, the bride’s mother- *Sir Pricst, unto thee
Would he lie, as he lied to this fur company !”
In wrath, the bride’s lover—“‘Tl e lie shall be clear !
Spéhk it oyt, boy ! the samts m their nichcs shall hear—
- Be the charge proved or said not !”

Then serenc in his childhood he hfted hiy face,
And his yoice sounded holy and fit for the place—
¢ .00k down from your niches, ye still saints, and see
How she wears on her bosom @ drgwn rosary /
Xs it used for the praying?”
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The youths looked aside—to laugh there were a sin—

And the maiden<’ lips trembled with snules shut within

Quoth the priest--* Thou art wild, pretty boy! Blessed she

Who prefers at henbndal a brown rosary .
To a worldly arraymng ! ”

The bridegroom spake lsw, and led onward the bride,

And before the high altar they stood side by side :

The rite-book is opened. the tite 1s begun—

They have knelt down together to rise up as one~ -
Who Lwghed by the altar?

The maidens looked forward, the youths tooked around,—
The bridegroom’s eye flashed from his prayer at the sound ;
And each saw the bride, as if no liride she were,
Gazinyg cold at the priest, without gesture of prayer,

As he read from th pealter.

The priest nover knew that she did so, hut st

He felt a power on him, too strong for his will ;

And whenever the Great Name was there to be read,

His voice sank to silence --111a1 could not be said,
Or the air could not hold it.

“T have <inned,” quoth he, T have sinned, I-aot” -
And the tears ran adown his old cheeks at the thought ;
They dropped fast on the book : but he read on the same,—~—
And aye was the silence where should be the NAMF,—

s the charisters told i

aine comntdtl

The 1te-bnok is closed, and the nte bheing done,
They who knelt down together, arise up as onc:
Fair riseth the bride4#Oh, a fair bride is she, —
But, for all (think the ma‘dens) that brown rosary,

No <aint at her praying !

What ailcth the bridegroom? He glares blank and wide—
Then suddenly turning, he kisseth the bride—
His lip stung her with cojd : she glanced upwardly mute:
“ Mine own wife,” he sajd, and fell stark at her foot
In the word he was saying.
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They have lifted him up,-~but his head .sinfs away, —
Mnd his face showeth bleak n the sunshiye, and grey.
Leave him now where he icth —fi « oh, nffver more
Will he kneel at an altar or «tand on -
Let his bude gaze upon him

"
T.ong and suill was het gase, white nry chafed lum the,
And brcathcd m the mouth whose *2ant life had hissed her.
Jut when they stood up —-only #ey / with a start
The shuncek from hes soul struck her pale hps apart—
She has Ined, and foregone him'!

And low on s hody she droppeth adown—

*Didst call mie thine own wifer, beloved  thine own ?

Fhen take thine own with thed ' thy coldness 1 warm

To the wold's cold without thee ' Come, keep me from haim
In a calm of thy teaching !”

She looked m his tace carnst Tong, as m sooth
‘Theie were hope of an answer,——and then kissed his mouth ;
And with hcad on hi, hosom, wept, wept bitterly,—
*Now, O God, take pity —tahe pity on me!
Gaod, hear my heseeching !’

She was ware of a shadow that crossed where she lay;
She was ‘ware of a presence that withmed the day—
Wild she sprang to her foet, — I surrendes to Zee
The broken vow's pledge,—the accursed rosary., -

T am 1eady for dying '

L]
She dashed it m scorn to thg marble paved ground,
¢ Bresic il nuste as snowg and a wend music-sound
Lrept up, hke a chill, up the aisles long and dim,—
As the fiends tried to mock at the choristers’ hymm,
And moaned in the trying.

FOURTH PART.

OnoRa looketh listlessly adown the garden walk -

“J am weary, O my mother, of thy tender talk !

I am weary of the trees a-waving to and fro—

Of the seedfast skies above, the running brooks below ;—
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v

All things are the same But I ;—only I am dreary;
And, mother, of my dreariness, behold me very weary.
¢ Mother, brother, p\l‘;} the flowers I planted in the spring,
And smiled to think ' fould smile mote upon their gathering.
The bees will find out otls r flowers - oh, pull them, dearest mine,
And carry them and cany e before St. Agnes® shrine.”
—Whereat they pulled the summer flowers she planted in the

spring, ,
And her and them, all mournfully, to Agnes’ shrine did bring,

She looked up to the pictured saint, and gently shook her head—
*‘The picture is too calm for me—too calm for me,” she said:
“'The little flowers we brought with us, before it we may lay,
For those are used to look at Heaven, but 7 must turn away,—
Becausc no sinner under sun can dare or hear to gase '
On God's or angel’s holiness, except in Jesu's face,”

She spoke with passion after pause- “And were it wiscly done,

1f we who cannot gaze above, shonld walk the earth alone ?—

If we whose virtuc 15 so weak, should have a will so strong,—

And stand blind on the rocks, to choose the right path from the
wrong ?

To choose perhaps a 1on e-hit hearth, instead of love and Heaven,--

A single rose, for a rose-tree, which hearcth seven times seven?

A rose that droppeth from the hand, that fadcth in the breast,

Until, in grieving for thc worst, we learn what is the best !”

Then hreakifhg into tears,—* Dear God,” she cried, “and must we
see i, 7

«All Lliseful things depart fiom ws, or ere we go to THER?

We cannot guess Thee in the wood, or hear Thee in the wind ?

Our cedars must fall round us, erc we sce the light bchind ?

Ay sooth, we fi-el 100 strong in weal, to need Thee on that road ;

But woe buing <ome, the soul is dumb, that erieth rot on ‘God.””

Her mother could not speak for tears ; she ever mused thus—
© The becs will find ont other floners,—but what is left for us?”
But her young brother stayed his sobs, and knelt beside her knee,
—%Thou sweetest sister in the world, hast never a word for me?”

She passed her hand across his face, she pressed it on his heek,
So tenderly, so tenderly—she needed not to speak, ®
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The wreath which lay on shrine that day, at vgpers bloomed no
more—

Th® woman fair who placed it there, *ad die an hour before.

Both pc.rx:;:ud mute, for lack of 1uot, (.a ’s nourishment to
rea

O reader, breathe (the ballad saith) sn:tn} ‘%wec.tness out of each !

e ) e

A ROMANCE OF THE GANGES.

L

SEVLN maidens ‘neath the midmght
Stand near the niver-sea,
Whose water sweepeth white around
The shadow of the tiee.
The moon and carth are face to face,
And e¢arth is slumbering deep ;
The wave-voice seems the vowe of dreams
That wander through her sleep.
The river floweth on,

11 .

What bring they 'neath the midnight,
Besde the river-sea ?

They laring that human heart, wherein
No nightly calm can be,-—

“Qhat droppeth neveg with the wind,
Nor drieth with the dew: -

Oh, calm it, God! Z%y calm is broad
To cover spirits, too,

The nver floweth on.
[ ]

» 1L

The maidens lean them over
‘CThe waters, side by side,

And shun each other’s decpening cyes,
And gaze adown the tidc:



190

AV?OMANCE OF THE GANGES.

For cack, within a little boat
A 1tk lamp bath put,
And huap*d for freight sumie lily’s weight
Or scarMt rose half shut.
The river floweth on.

1V,

Of a shill of cocoa carven,
Each little boat is made:

Each rcarrics a lamp, and carries a flower,
And cariies a hope unsaid.

And when the boat hath carried the lamp
Unquenched, till out of sight,

The maidens are sute that love will endure,
But love will fa1l with light.

‘The 1iver floweth on.

V.

Why, all the stars are rcady
T'o symbolize the soul,
The stars, untroubled by the wind,
Unwearied as they rotl :
And ycttthe soul, by instinct sad,
Reverts to symbols low ~
‘To that small flame, whose very name,
Breathed o’er it, shakes it so.
‘T'he river floweth on

vI.

?Six boats are on the river,

V Seven maidens on the shore ;
"hile still above thein stedfastly
€30, 'he stars shine evermore.
“utle boats, go soft and safc,
guard the symbol spark I~ -
ﬁ)oats aright go safe and bright
cross the waters dark.
The river floweth on.
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VIIL.

‘The maiden Luti watcheth
Where onwardly they floa ;
That look 1n her dilating eyes
Might scem to drive her hox’;
Her cyes have caught the fir/s they watch,
And kindling, unawares,
That hopeful while, she lets a smile
Creen silent thiough her prayers
I'he nver floweth on

Vit

The smile —whae hath it wandered ?
She riscth fiom her knee,

She holds hur dark, wet locks away -
There is no light to sed!

She cries a quick and battar cry—
“ Nuleens, launch me thine !

We must have hight abroad to-night,
For all the wieck of mine.”

The uver floweth on.

IX.

“T d8 remember watching
Beside this river-bed,

Whenon my childish knee was lad
My dymg father’s head.

.J turned mine own, 10 keep the tears
T om falling on s face—

hat duth it prove, whcn Death and T.ove
Choose out the sclf-same place ?”

The river floweth on

.

“They say the dead are joyful,
The death-change here 1eceiving,
Who say—ah, me !-—who dare to say
Where joy comes to the living?

101
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“Thy bod, Nuleeni ! look not sad—
Light \P the waters rather !
I weep n faithless lover where
1 wept(él‘lovmg father.”
The river floweth or

N XI.

“ My heart foretold his falsehood,
Ere my little boat grew dim :
And though I closed mine eyes to dream
Th. t one last dream of /Zim,
They shall not now be wet to see
The shining vision go:
From eaith’s cold love, I look above
To the holy house of snow.” ¥
The niver floweth ot

0

XIL

“Come thou—thou never knewest
A grief, that thou shouldst fear one;
Thou wearest still the happy look
That shines beneath a dear one!
Thy humming-bird is 1n the sun,t
Thy cuckoo in the grove;
And all the three broad worlds, for thee
Are full of wandering love.”
The river floweth on.

X1

“Why, maiden, dost thou loiter?
What secret wouldst thou cover?
That peepul cannot hide thy boat,
And I can guess thy lover:
I heard thee sob his name in sleep .
It was a name I knew—
Come, little maid, be not afraid—
But let us prove him true!”
The river floweth on,

* The Hindoo huvcn is localized on the summit of Mount Meru—~one of the
mountains of Himalaya or Himmielch, winch significs, 1 believesin Sansorit, the
w.'ii:a."?";.;"a‘.';‘?"a?’”,lﬁ of love, is imagmed ler through the three
ndian ove, is imagmed to wander
&od&. ascompanied by the hummung-bird, c ucioo. and gentle breeges,
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I3

XI1V.

The little maiden_cometh—
She cometh shy and siow 3
I ween she seeth through her ¥dj
They drop adown 56 low :
Her tresses meet her small bare feet—
She stands and speaketh ~ought,
Yet blusheth red, as if she said
The name she only thought.
The river floweth on.

XV.

She knelt beside the water,
She lighted up the flame,
And o’er her youthful forchead’s calm
The fitful radiance came :—
“ Go, little boat ; go, soft and safe,
And guard the symbol spark !”
Soft, safe doth float the little boat
Across the waters dark.
The river floweth on,

XVI1,

Glad tears her eyes have blinded ;
The light they cannot reach :

She tyrneth with that sudden smile
She learnt before hgr speech—

+*T do not hear his yoice! the tears

Have dimmed my light away !
But the symbol light will last to-night—
The love will last for aye.”
The river floweth on.

XVIL

Then Luti spake behind her—

.

Out-spake she bitterly :

% By the symbol light that lasts to-night,

i Wilt vow a vow to me?”"—

1§
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L Nuleeni‘;sazeth up her face—
’ Soft an! ver maketh she:
¢ By loves®hat last when lights are past,
I vow th& vow to thee!”
The river floweth on.

XV

An earthly look had Luti, /
Though her voice was deep as prayer—
“The rice is gathered from the plains
To cast upon thine hair ! *
But when %e comes, his marriage-band
Around thy neck to throw,
Thy bride-smilc raisc to meet his gaze,
And whisper,— Z%ere is one betrays,
When Luti suffers woe.”

The river floweth on.

XIX.

* And when in seasons after,
Thy little bright-faced son

Shall lean against thy knee, and ask
What deeds his sire hath done,

I’ress dceper down thy mother-smile
His glossy curls among—

View decp his pretty childish eyes,

And whisper,— Zhere is none denies,
When Luti speaks of wrong.”

.The river floweth on.

XX,

Nulteni Jooked in wonder,
«Byl ”‘;égtly answered she—-
But why glads it"o¥ 10 thee.

By a word of waree, that a brlfle~day be
: That a word of wropdefiled ?
e Froni the ear of a ¢ take the cradlesong
s o head 'nless child?”— -
" " #The casting of ricc upen the , &
- eck, are parts of the

s

Hindoo marriage ad the fixing of the band or uhabont
R . remonial. . . e

-

Yk
¥,

o

e
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“ Why /” Luti said, and her laugh ffas dread,
And her eyes dllatt.d wild—
*“'That the fair new love m.; her 1dcgroom prove,
And the father shame the child.”
The river floweth on.

XXI.

“ Thou flowest still, O river,
Thou flowtst 'neath the moon—
Thy lily hath not changed a Jeaf,*
Thy charméd lute a tune!
He mixed his voice with thine—and Z%zs
Was all T heard around ;
But now, beside his chosen bride,
I hear the river’s sound.”
The river floweth on.

XXIL

¢ 1 gaze upon her beauty,
Through the tresses that enwreathe it :
The light above thy wave, is hers-—
My rest, alone beneath it.
Oh, give me back the dying look
My father gave thy water!
Give Dack '—and let a little love
Q’erwatch his weary daughter!”

. The river floweth on.

.
.XXIII.

“ Give back !” she hath departed—
‘The word is wandering with her;
And the stricken maidens bear afar
The step and cry together.
Frall symbols? None are frail enow
For mortal joys to borrow —
While bright doth float Nuleeni’s boat,
She weepeth, dark with sorrow.
The river floweth on.

AT

e The, is represented as a white woman, with a water-lily i in her nz‘ht “

o d § left a lute, B
W ‘u I"u 2 lute, ) . ) ) ‘-‘% - ,-/" - ”

[k TN
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RHYI\?} OF THE DUCHESS MAY.

L.

IN the belfry, onc by one, went the ringas from the sun,—
Toll slozvly.
And the oldest ringer said, “Quis is music for the ead,
When the ribecks are all done.”

.
Six abeles 1’ the kirkyard grow, on the northside in a row,~
ol stowlv.
And the shadows of their tops rock across the little slopes
Of the grassy giaves below.

I

On the south side and the west, a small river runs in haste,—
ol stowiy.
And between the river flowing, and the fair green tices a-growing,
Do the dead lic at their rest.

v.
On the cast I sate that day, up against a willow grey :—
Toll sloroly.
Through the rain of willow-branches, I could sce the low hill
rangcs,
And the river on its way.

v.

There I satc beneath the tree, and the bell tolled solemnly,— -
Toll slowly.
While the trees’ and river's voices flowed bLetween the solemn
noises,—
\fet death seemed more loud to me,

v!.
There, I read this ancient rhyme, while the bell did all the time
Toll slowly.

And the solemn knell fell in with the tale of life and sin,
Like a rhythmic fate sublime.
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THE RHYME,

L

Broad the forest stood (I read) on the hills of Linteged,—
Toll lowldy.
And three hundred years had stood, mute adown cach hoary wood,
Like a full hewt, having phuyed.

11

And the little birds sang east, and the little birds sang west,—
Toll stozoly.,
And but little thought was theirs, of the silent antique yeais,
In the building of then nest,

111,

Down the sun dropt, large and red, on the towers of Linteged,—
Toll \/(’ZU/I'
Lance and speathcad on the height, bristling stiange in fiery llg.,ht
While the castle stoud in shade.

1V,

There, the castle stood up black, with the 1ed sun at its back,~-
Toll slody.
Like a sullen smouldering pyre, with a top that flickers fire,
When the wind is on its track.
.
oV
And “vé hundred archers tald did besiege the castle wall,—
Toll slowly.
And the castle, seethed in blood, fourteen days and nights had
~ stoud,
A.nd tu-night, anears its fall.

- VI,
Yet thereunto, blind to doom, threc months sincc, a bride did
_ comg,—
Toll slowly.

Onc who proudly trod the floors, and softly whrspercd in the doors,
“ May good angels bless our home.”
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. VI

Oh, a bride of quee,,ly eyes, with a front of constancles,——
Zoll slowcrly.
Oh, a bride of cordial mouth,—where the untired smile of youth
’ Did light outward its own sighs.

VIIT.

*Twas a Duke’s fair orphan-girl, and her uncle’s ward, the Earl
Toll slowly.
Who betrothed her twelve years old, for the sake of dowry gold,
To his son Lord Leigh, the churl.

1X.

But what time she had made good all her years of womanhoad,—
Toll slowly.
Unto both those Lords of Leigh spake she out right sovranly,
“ My will runneth as my blood.

X.

“ And while this same blood makes red this same right hand’s
veins,” she said,—
Toll slowly.
“*Tis my will, as lady free, not to wed a Lord of Leigh,
. But Sir Guy of Linteged.”

XI.

The old Earl he siniled smooth, then he sighed for wilful youth,— ».
. Toll slowly.
“Good my niece, that hand thhal looketh somewhat soft a.nd
© o« sm

"For so large a will, in sooth.” .
. XIL o
. She too smiled by that same sign,—but her smile was cold and
S fine,— o
i ol slowly. - .

Ca Little hand clasps muckle gold ; or it were not worth th-' hold X
: Ofthysou,gooduncle mxnet” .ol Pt

hd
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XIL .
'I‘zen the young Lord jerked his breath, a»lware thickly in his
teeth,—
Toll slowiy.
“He would wed his own betrothed, an she loved him an she
loathed,
Let the life come or the'ueath.”

XIv.
Up she rose with scornful eyes, as her father’s child might rise,—
Toll stozely.
*Thy hound’s blood, my Lord of Leigh, stains thy knightly heel,”
«  quoth she,
“ And he moans not where he lies.

Xv.

¢ But a woman’s will dies hard, in the hall or on the sward | »—
Toll slowly. :
“By that grave, my lords, which made me orphaned girl and
dowered lady,
I deny you wife and ward.”

XVI.
Unto each shesbowed her head, and swept past with lofty tread,—
Zoll .\loa/{y
Ere the midnight-biell had ceased, in the chapel had the pnest
Blessed her, bride of Linteged.

. xvn

- l'ast and fain the bridal train along the night-storin rode amain :—
Toll slorwly.

Wild the steeds of lord and serf struck their hoofs out on the turf
: In the pauscs of the rain.

y - XVUL
) Fast and fain the kinsmen’s train along the storm pursued ammn,
Toll slowly. o
Steed on steed-track, dashing offi—thickening, doubling, hoof on -
hoof . ’
. ’In the pauses of the rain.
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.

XIX.
And the Dridegrooly led the fight, on his red-roan steed of
might,—
Toll slorly.

And the bride Iy on his am, still, as if she feared no harm,
Smiling out into the night.

XX. N

+ % Dost thou fear?” he said at last ;—¢“Nay !” she answered him
in haste,—
Toll slozoly.
o Nol. such death as we could find— only hifc with one behind—
Ride on fast as fear—ride fast!” .

XXL
Up the mountain whecled the steed --irth to gound, and fetlocks
spread, -
Toll otoly.
Headlong hounds, and 10ckmg flanks,—down he staggered -
down the banks,
To the towers of Linteged.

XXIL

High and low the scrfs loohed out, red the flambeaus tossed
about, —
Toll slowly.
In the courtyard rose the cry— “ Live the Duchesg and Su Guy!”
. But she never heard lhc.m shout.

»
]

XXIIL@®

On the steed she dropt her check, kissed his mane and kissec
his neck,—
Toll slowly.
“I had happier died by thee, than lived on a LadyeLeigh, »
+ Were the words which she did speak.

XXI1V.
But a three months’ joyaunce lay twixt that moment and to-day,—
Toll slocvly.

When five hundred archers tall stand heside lbe castle wall,
To recapture Duchess May.

v
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X V.
[
And the castle standeth black, with the red ﬁm at its back,—
Tol slozely.
And a fortnight’s sicge is done— und, except the Duchess, none
Can misdoubt the coming wrack.

XXVL
Then the captain, young Lord Leigh, with his eyes so grey of
blee,—
' Zoll slowly.

And thin lips, that scarcely sheathe the cold white gnashing of
his teeth,
Gnashed in smiling, absently,—

XXVIL
Cricd aloud—*So gocs the day, bridegroom fair ot Duchess
May ! "—
Toll siowly.

% Look thy last upon that sun. If thou seest to-morrow’s one,
"I'will be through a foot of clay.

XXVILI
¢« Ha, fair bridc! Dost hear no sound, save that moaning of the
hound 8’— L
Toll slowly.

“Thou and I have parted troth,—yet I keep my vengeance-oath,
Amd the other may come round.

N L}

® XXIK.
“Ha! thy will is brave to dare, and thy new love past compare,”—
Toll stowly.
“Yet thine old love’s faulchion brave is as strong a thing to have,
4s the will of lady fair.
) XXX.
¢ Peck on blindly, netted dove !—If a wife’s name thee behove,”—
' Toll sloely.
“Thou shait wear the same to-morrow, ere the grave has hid the
. sorrow .

e Of thy last ill-mated love. "
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XXXIL

“Q'er his fixed a‘ silent mouth, thou and T will call b!ck
troth,”—
Toll slowly.
“He shall altar be and priest,—and he will not cry at least
*I forbid you—I am loth !’

XXXIL

“1 will wring thy fingers pale in the gauntlet of my mail,”—
Toll slvwely.
¢ ¢ Little hand and muckle gold’ closc shall lie within my hold,
As the sword did to prevail.”

XXXIIL

Oh, the little birds sang cast, and the little birds sang west,—
Tol! stezvly. )
Oh, and laughed the Duchess May, and her soul did put away
All his buasting, for a jest

XXXIV.

In her chamber did she »it, laughing low to think of it, —
Tolt slouly.
* Tower is strong and will is fice—thou canst boast, my T.ord of
Leigh,—
But thou boastest little wit.”

XRRV,
In her tire glass gazed she, and sh¢ blushed right womanly,—
Toll slowly.
She blushed half from her disdain— half, her beauty was so plain,
—*(ath for oath, my Lord of Leigh !” -

XXXVL
Straight she called her maidens in—* Since ye gave me blame
herein,”— .
Toll slowly.

» “That a bridal such as mine should lack gauds to make it fime,
Come and shrive me from that sin. -

-
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XXXVII.

“’It is three months gone to-day since I gave fmne hand away :"—
. Zoll slozoly.
“ Bring Lhe gold and bring the gem, we will keep bnde-state in
them,
While we keep the foe at bay.

XXXVIIL

“On your arms I loose mine hair ;—comb it smooth and crown
it fair,”—- .
Tol¢ slowly.
“I would look in purple-pall from this lattice down the wall,
And throw scorn to one that’s there ! ”

XXXIX,

Oh, the little birds sang east, and the little birds sang west,—
Toll slowly.
On the tower the castle’s lord leant in silence on his sword,
With an anguish in his breast.

XL.

With a spirit-laden weight did he lean down passionate,—
Toll slowly.
. They have almost sapped the wall,—they will cnter then.wuhal
With no knocking at the gate.

' XLI

Then the sword he leant upon, shivered—snapped upon the
stone,—
T Tolt stoury. R
“ Sword,"a#e thought, with inward Jaugh, “ill thou servest for a
&t
”When thy nobler use is done !

: XLIL ‘
_ “Sword, thy nobler use is done!—tower is lost, and shame

begun
i Toll slowly.
: “If we met them in the breach, hilt to hilt or specch to speech
‘e Weshoulddnethere,eachiorone. S

.\', <,
- ‘x ~ ,‘_u.‘_ .
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XLIHL
o
“If we met them at We wall, we should singly, vainly fall,” -..
Toll slowoly.
% But if 7 die here alone,—then I die, who am but one,
And dic nobly for them all,

XLIV.
“Five true friends lic for my sahe—in the moat and in the
brake ; *—
Toil slowly.,

“Thirteen warriors lie at rest, with a black wound in the breast,
And not one of these will wake.

X1V,
“And no more of this shall be!— heart-blood weighs too
heavily,”—
Toll slowdy.

# And I could not slecp in grave, with the faithful and the Inave
Heaped around and over me.

XLVI.
%Since young Clare a mother hath, and young Ralph a plighted
faith,”—
. Toll sloavly.

“Since my pale young sister’s checks blush Jike rose when
Ronald speaks,
Albeit never a word she saith—-

xLvil
% Thesc shall never die fwo——lﬂc-i)lood falls too heavily : "—
il slotoly

¢ And it 7 dic here apart,—o'cr iy dead and silent heart

They shall pass out safe and frece. .
XLVIL '
“When the foe hath heard it said—‘Death holds Guy of
Lintcged,’ "—
Toll slowly.
“"That nl;ew corse new peace shall bring; and a blessEd, blessed
thing

Shall the stone be at its head.
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XLIX.
"a‘heh my friends shall pa.. out free, %nd shall bear my
memory,”—
Toll slowwly.
“Then my focs shall sleck their pride, soothing fair my widowed
bride,

Whose sole sin was luve of me.

L.

“With their words all smooth and sweet, they will front her and
entreat : "—
Zoll sloroly.
“ And their purple pall will spread underneath her fainting head,
While her tears drop over it.

LI

“Ghe will weep her woman’s tears, she will pray her woman’s
prayers,”—
Toll slow)y.
“But her heart is young in pain, and her hopes will spring again
By the suntime of her years.

LIL
“Ah, sweet May—ah, sweetest griefl—once I vowed thce my

belief,”- o
Tol{ slowly.
“That thy name expressedy thy sweetness,—May of poets, in
completeness | .

Now my May-day scemeth bricf.”

LIIL
All these silent thoughts did swim o’cr his eyes grown strange
and dim,—
Todl slowly.

Till his true men in the place wished they stogd there face to

face
_ With the foe instead of him.
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P T—
LIV. : V
“QOne last oath, my\nends that wear faithful hearts to do and
darc 1
70l slowly.
“Tower must ffxll and bride be lost \—swear me service worth
the cost,”

—DBold they stood around to swear.

LVv.

“ Each man (ilasp wy hand, and swear, by the deed we failed in
there,”—
’ Toll slowly.
“Not for vengeance, not for right, will ye strike one blow
to-night ! "—
Pale they stood around—to swear.

LVL

“One last boon, young Ralph and Clare! faithful hearts to do
and dare!”
Toll slowly.
“ Bring that steed up from his stall, which she kissed before you
all,—
’, Guide him up the turrct-stair.

4 LVIL
“Ye shall harness him aright, and lcad upward to'this helght 1—
Toll slowly.

“Once in love and twice in war, hath he borne me strong and
. far,—
" He shall bear me far to-night.”

LVIIL

Then his men looked to and fro, when they heard him speakmg_

e 50,— ;
’ Toll siowly.

—t ’Las ! the nable heart,” they thought,—*he in sobth is g'tiefe:

- distraught.— : R

" Would we stood here with the foel” . -

A
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LIX.

Bit 2’ fire ﬂashed from his cye, 'twixt thei® thought and their
' reply,—
Toll slorcrdy.
“Have ye so much time to waste? ‘We who ride here, must ride
fast .
’ As we wish our foes to fly.”

LX.

They have fetched the steed with care, in the harness he did
wear,~—
Toll slowly.
Past the court and through the doors, across the rushes of the
floors ;
But they goad him up the stair.

LXL
Then from out her bower chambeire did the Duchess Ma.y
repair,—
Toll stowly.

“Tell me now what is your nced,” said the lady, “of this steed,
That ye goad him up the stair?”

LXIL
Calm she stoods! unhodkined through fell her dark hair to her
shoe,—
i Tl slowy.

And the smile upon her face, erc she left the tiring-glass,
Had not time enough to go.

LXI1IL
“Get #hee back, sweet Duchess May! hope is gone like
' " yesterday,”—
Toll slowly.
\“One half-hour comp]etes the breach; and thy lord grows wild

of speec

ﬁxet thee in, sweet lady, and pray.
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LXIV.
“In the east tow:.X‘ngh’st of all,—loud he cries for steed fr‘ﬁm
« stall,”
Toll skrwly.
“¢He would ride as far,’ quoth he, “as for love and victory,
Though he rides the castle-wall.’

LXV.
“ And we fetch the steed from stall, up where never a hoof did
fall.”’—
Toll siewly

“Wifely prayer meets deathly nced! may the sweet Hc.avens
hear thec plead,
If he rides the castle-wall.”

LXVL
Low she dropt her head, and lower, till her hair coiled on the
floor,—
' Toll siowl.

And tear after tear you heard, fall distinct as any word
. Which you might be listening for.

LXVIL
“ Get thee in, thou soft lady ¢ !—here, is never a place for thee ! "—
Toll slowly.
% Braid thine hair and clasp thy gown, that thy beauty in its moan
May find grace with Leigh ot Leigh.”

<

LXVIIL

She stood up in bitter case, with a pale yet steady face,—
ol .rlow{y
Like a statue thunderstruck, which, though quivering, seems to
look
Right against the thunder-place. ‘ :

LXIX.
And her foot trod in, with pride, her own tears i’ the stone

beside,—
Toll slowly.
“Go to, faithful friends, go to —Judge no more what ladies do,--
No, nor how their lords may ride!”
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LXX.

: ° .
Then the good steed’s rein she took, and hi' neck did kiss and
stroke +—
Tol7 slo.oly.
Soft he neighed to answer her ; and then followed up the stair,
For the love of her sweet look.

LXXI.

Oh, and steeply, steeply wound up the narrow stair around,—
Toll slorly.
Oh, and closcly, closcly speeding, step by step beside her
ticading,
I1d he follow, meck as hound.

.

1XXIL
On the cast tower, high'st of all, —there, where never a hoof did
fall,— .
Tl stowly.

Out they swept, a vision steady,— noble steed and lovely lady, *
Calm as if in bower or stall.

LXXIIL
Down she knelt at her lond’s knee, and she looked up silently,—
Toll slozoly.
And he kissed her twice and thricc, for that look within her eyes,
Whigh he could not bear to sce.

PEXIV,
Quoth he, “Get thee from this strife,—and the swcet saints
bless thy life ! "—
Toll slowly.
Tn tlfis hour, I stand in need of my noble red-roan steed-—
But no more of my noble wife.”

LXXV.
Quoth she,  Meekly have I done all thy biddings under sun:”-
Toll slowly.
“But by all my womanhood,—which is proved so, true and good
® T will never do this one.
. 4
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LXXVL
9

“ Nqw, by womanhobd’s degree, and by wifehood’s verity,” -
Toll storly.
“In this hour if thou hast need of thy noble red-roan stced,
Thou hast also need of me.

TXXVIL

By this golden ring ye see on this lified hand, pardit.”"—
Toll slowly.
# If, this hour, on casde wall, can be room for steed from stall,
sShall be also room for e

LXXVIIL

“So the swedt saints with me be,” (did she utter solemnly),—-
Toll slcaely.
¢ If a man, this eventide, on this castle wall will ride,
He shall nde the same with we”

LXXIX.

Oh, he sprang up in the selle, and he laughed out bitter-well,—
Toll slewly.
“Wouldst thou ride among the leaves, as we used on other eves,
To hear chime a vesper-hell ?°

LXXX.
She clang closer to his knce-- “ Ay, bencath the cypress-
tree | "— n
Toll slowly.

“ Mock me not; for otherwhere, than along the greenwood fair,
Have T ridden fast with thee!

LXXXI.

“Fast I rode, with new-made vows, from my angry kiiismdn’s
house !”
20l slowly. .
“What! and would you men should reck. that I dared more for
love’s sake,
As a bride than as 4 spouse?
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. LXXXIL
“"V’hit, and would you it should fall, as a poverb, before a.ll,”
. Toll :low/y
“ That a bride may keep your side, while through castle-gate you
ride
’ Yet eschew the castle-wall ?”

LXXXIIL

Ho ! the breach yawns into ruin, and roars up against her suing,—
Toll slonily.
With the inarticulate din, and the dreadful falling in—
Shricks of doing and undoing !

LXXXIV. .
"Twice he wrung her hands in twain,—but the small hands closed
again,— .
Toll slowly.
Back he reined the steed—back, back ! but she trailed 'along his
track,
With a frantic clasp and strain. -
. LXXXV. ] .
Evermore the focmen pour through the crash ofwindowand door,—-
Toll storerdy.

And the shouts of Leigh and Leigh, and the shrieks of “kill 1”
and “fléc!”
Strike up clear the general roar.

» LXXXVI. .
_ Thrice he wrung her hands i in ‘twain,—but they closed and clung
again,—
Toll stowly.

Wild she clung, as one, withstood, clasps a Christ upon the rood,
.. In a spasm of deathly pain.
L]

LXXXVIL )

She ch!hg wild and she clung mute,—with her shuddering hps
: half-shut,— :
’ Toll slowdy. .
Her head fallen as in swound,—halr and knee swept on the'
oo ground — )

¢ She clung wxld to stirrup and foot.
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LXXXVIIIL

Back he reiucd his ssteed, back-thrown on the slippery copmg
. stone,—
i Toll slowly.
Back the iron hoofs did grind, on the battlement behind,
Whence a hundied feet went down.

LXXXTx.

And his heel did press and goad on the quivering flank bestrode,—
Toll slewely.
“F¥riends, and brotLcis! save my wife —DPardon, sweet, in
change for hife,— '
But 1 nde alone to God.”

XC
Straight as if the Holy Name did upbreathe her as a flame,—
Toll slowly.
She upsprang, she rose upright : —in his selle she sate in sight ;
By her love she overcame.

o XCI.
And her head was on his bLreast, where she smiled as one at
rest,—
1oll slowly.
“Ring,” she cried, “O vesper-bell, in the Leechwood’s old
chapelle !
. But the passing-bell rmgs best.”
xcr. .
They have caught out at the rein, which Sir Guy threw loose—
in vain,—
Toll slowly.

For the horse in stark despait, with his front hoofs poised ‘A'h air,
On the last verge, rears amain.

XCIIIL.

And he hangs, he rocks between—and his nostrils curdle in,~
Toll slowly.
And he shivers head and hoof—and the flakes of foam fall off ;
And his face grows fierce and thin! "
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. XLV,
A!:d a look of human woe, from hic staring eycs did go,—
20l sl Iy,
And a sharp cry utiered he, n a foretold agony
Of the headlong death b low,—
XCv. .
And, “Ring, ring, thou passing-bcll,” still she cried, “»’ the old
NG chapelle! ”—
" Toll slowlv.,
Then back-toppling, crashing back--a dead weight flung out te
wiack,
Horse and riders overtell,

I
Oh, the little birds sang east, and the little buds sang west,—
Toll slozely,
And I read this ancient Rhyme, m the kirkyard, while the chime
Slowly tolled for one at 1est.

1L
The abeles moved in the sun, and the river smooth did run,—.*
Toll vlowiy.
And the ancient Rhyme rang strange, with its passion and its
change,
Here, where all done lay undone.

1.
And bencath a*willow-tree I a Lttle arave did see, —
Tt lowly.
Where was graved,—* Hr1 R® UNDRFITLD, LIFTH MAUD, A THREE.
SFAK (U D,
EIGHILIN HUNDRI 0, YORTY-THRCE,”
. 1v,
Then, O Spifits—did I say—ye who rode so fast that day,—
Toll storoly.
Did stnr-whecls and angcl-wings, with their holy winnowings,
ku. p beside you all the way ?

Though in passion yc would dash, with a bhnd and hcavy crash,
Toll slowly.
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Ed

Up ngaénst the thick-bossed shicld of God’s judgment in Te
eld, —
Though your heart and bruin wete rash,— '

Vi
Now, your will is all unwillell -now, your pulses are all stilled,- ~
. Toll slowly.
Now, ye lic as meck and mild (whereso laid) as Maud the child,
Whose small grave was lately filled.

viL
Beating heart and burning brow, ye are very paticnt now, -
2o/l slozoly.
And the childien might be bold to pluck the kingscups from
yout mould,
Ere a month had let them grow.

VIIL
And you lct the goldfinth sy, i the alder near, in spring,—
Zoll stowly.
Let her build her nest, and sit all the three weeks out on it,
Murmuring not at anything.

.

IX.
In your paticnce ye arc strong; cold and heat ye take not
wrong :— ,
Toll slowcly.

When the trumpet of the angel blows etenity’s evangel,
Time will seem to you not long.

X.
Oh, the little birds sang east, and tlie little birds sang west, —
Toll slvwly.
And I said in underbreath, -~All our life is mixed with death,

And wlo knoweth which 1s best? .

¢
XL

Oh, the little birds sang cast, and the little birds sang webt, —
Toll slorely.
And I smiled to think God’s greatness flowed around our
incompleteness,-—
Round our restlessness, His rest.
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THE ROMANCE OF THE SWAN’S NEST.

“So the dreams depart, .
So the fading phantoms flee,
And the sharp reality
Now must act its part.”
WESTWOOD's Beads from a Rosary.

L

LirTLE Ellie sits alone
'Mid the beeches of a meadow,
By a stream-side, on the grass :
And the trees are showering
down
Doubles of their leaves in shadow,
On her shining hair and face.

1.

She has thrown her bonnet by :
And her feet she has been dipping
In the shallow water’s flow-—
Now she holds them nakedly
In her hands, all sleek and drip-

ping,
‘While she rocketh to and fro.

ML

Little Ellie sits alone,~-

And the smile, she softly useth,
Fills the silenge like a specch ;
While she thinks what shall e

done,—

And the

chooseth,

For her future within reach.

sweetest pleadre

A
Littlg Ellie in her smile
_Chooseth . . . “I will have a lover,
Riding on a steed of steeds !
He shall love me without guile ;
And to Zznr 1 will discover
.. That swan’s nest among the
- T mdsl

V.

“And the steed shall be red-
roan,
And the Jover shall be noble,
With an eye that takes the
breath,~--
And the lute he plays upon,
Shall strike ladies mto trouble,
As his sword strikes men to
death.

V1.

““ And the steed, it shall be shod
All in silver, housed in azure, ~
And the mane shall swim the
wind ;
And the hoofs, along the sod, |
Shall flash onward and keep
measure,
Till the shepherds look behind.

VIL

“But my lover will not prize
All the glory that he rides in,

When he gazes in my face.

Ile will say, ¢ O Love, thine eyes
Build the shrine my soul abides in;

And I knecl here for thy grace”

VIIL.

« [ en, ay, then-—he shall kneel
OW,—
With thered-roan steed anear him,
Which shall seemm to under: .
_stand— Lo
"Till I answer, ‘Rise and go{ ..

o

For the world must love and fear

im nd.r .
Whom [ gift with fueagl? wod s
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X

“Then he will anse so pale,

I shall feel my own lips tremble
With a yes I must not s iy —
I'mthle’ss, mauden brive, ‘Farc

wedly
1 will utter, ind dissemble
‘Light to moriow with to duy’

X

% Lhen he will nde through the
hills
To the widc wotld pas. the river,
TChere to put awy 1l wrong,
Tomake st hit distorted wills,
And to emL)tv the bioad quivet
Which the wiched bear alon,

X1
“Thiee times shall a youny foot

gc
Swnrl:a the sticum, and hmb the
mount un,
And kneel down beside my
feet
¢Lo' my mastar sends this rage
Lady, for thy pits s counting !
What wilt thou cxchan, e for it¥

A

“ And the first tume, I will send
A whtc 10schud for a gucidon,
And the scecond tune, & Jlove
RBut the thnd time —I may bend
Fiom my pride, wnd an wer —
‘Pardon
If he comes to tihe my love’

X111

“Then the young foot page will
wn—
Then my lover will 11de fastes,
Till he kneeleth 2t my knce
] am,a duke's eldest son'!

{THE ROMANCE OF THE SWAN'S NEST.

Thousand seifs do call me mas
ter, —
But, 0 Lo ¢, 1 love but e 7?

X1V

“Hc will kiss me on the mouth
Then, and lead me 15 1 lova,
Thiou,h the czonds thit prase
his deeds
And, when soul ticd by one
tioth
Unto Aem 1 wall discover
That swins nest umong the
1ceds

AN

Tattle Elli, with her smule
Not vet ended, 105¢ up guly, -
Tied the bonnet, donned the
shoe
And went homew ud, 1ound a
mile
Jusu to see, as she did daily,
What more eygs were wath the
o
bNY |

Pushin,, thiough the elm tree
copse,
Winding by the stieam, hght-
heuted
Wheic  the
leads
1 1st the houghs she stoops--
and stops
10! the wild swan had deserted—
And 111t had gnawed the reeds.

el pathway

vl

Elhe went home sad and slow 3
It <he found the lovcr ey,
With his 1ed10an stced of
steeds,
Sooth T know not ' hut I know
She could neve: show him--never,
That swan’s nest among the reeds
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Put the broidery-fiame away,

* For my sewing 15 all done!

The last thicad 15 used to day,
And I need not jomn 1t on.
Though the clock stands at the

noon,

Iam wcary ' I have sewn,
Sweet,for thee,a wedding gown

1L

Sister, help me to the bed,

And stand near e, Dearest-
swedt,
D? ot shunk nor be afimd,
$lushing with a4 sudden heat !

No onc standeth in the street?—
By God’s love I {0 to mect,
Love I thee with love complcte

I

Lean thy face down ! drop it in
These two hands, that 1 may
hold .
*T'wint their palms thy cheek and
chin,
Stiukimg back the culs of gold
’Tis a tar, fan ace, m sooth—,
Largcr ¢yes and 1wdder mouth
Thin mme were m my tfat
youth

1v.

Thou &it youngler by seven yeats—-
Ah'! o bashful at my gazc,
That theslashes, hung with tears,

Gi1gw too heavy to upraise?

1 would wound thee by no touch

Which thy shyness fecls ,as
such— .

Dost thou mind me, Dear, so
much

V.

Tlave T not becn nigh a mother

lo thy sweetness — tell me,
Deu?

Havc we not loved one another
‘I enderly, from ycar to year,
Smce our dymng mother mild
Said with accents undefiled,
“hild, mother to this child ¥

VI

Mothei, mothes, up 1n heaven,
Stand up on the jasper sea,
And e witness I have given
All the gifts 1equired of me,—
Hope that blussed me, bliss that
crowned,
Love, that left me witha wound,
Luife 1tself, that tuincth 10und |

VII.
Mothe1, mothe, thou art kind,
1hou art standing 1 theroom,—
In a molten gloty himed,
L hat 1ays off into the gloom |
But thy smule 1 biight and bleak
Like cold waves — I cannot
speak ;
I sob m 1ty and grow weak.

VI1IL

Cihostly mothet, keep aloof
Onc how longer from my soul—
1 o I ol am thinking of
Eaith’s waim beating joy and
On my finger 1satme  [dole!
W hich T sull sce ghittening,
Whenthemghthidescverything.

5.8

Little sister, thou ait pale!*
Ah, I have a wandermg brain—
But I lose that fever-hale,
And my thoughts grow calm
agmp' -
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“Lean down closer—closer still |

‘T have words thine ear to fill,—.

And would kiss thee at my will.

X.

Dear, I heard thee in the spring,
" Thee and Robert—through the
) trees,~—
When we all went gathering
- Boughs of May-bloom for the
bees.
Do not start so ! think instead
How the sunshine over head
- Seemed to trickle through the

shade.
. XL
What a day it was, that day !
. Hills and vales did gpenly

Seem to heave and th#b away,
« At the sight of the great sky :
And the Silence, as it stood
In the Glory’s golden flood,
Audibly did bud—and bud.

x1.
Through the winding hedgerows
green,
How we wandered, I and you,—
With the howery tops shut in,
_And the gates that showed the
view-— .
How we talked there ! thrushes
soft

Sang our pauses out—or oft
v Bleatif:tags took them from the
croft.

XIIIL

. Till the pleasure, grown too strong,
.~ Left me muter evermore ;

“And, the winding road being long, |

1 walked out of sight, before,
- -And so,wrapt in musings fond,
-+~ Issued (past the wayside pond)

.+ On.the meadow-lands beyond. |

BERTHHA IN THE LANE.

X1v. ‘

I sate down beneath the boecl’ N
Which leans over to the lane, - -
And the far sound of your speech
Did not promise any pain: -
And I blessed you full and free,
With a smile stooped tenderly
O'er the May-flowers on my
knee.
xv.
But the sound grew into word
As the speakers drew more
near— .
Swect, forgive me that 1 heard
‘What you wished me not to hear.
Do not weep so-- do not shake—-
Oh,—I heard thee, Bertha,make
(iood true answers for my sake.

- XVL

Yes, and H1 too ! let him stand
In thy thoughts, untouched by
blane.
Could he help it, if my hand
He had claimed with hasty
claim?
That was wrong, perhaps—but
then
Such things be-and will,again !
Women cannot judge for men.

XVIl.

M ,
Had he seen thee, when he swore
He would love but me alone?
Thou wert absent,—sent before
To our kin in Sidmouth town.,
‘When he saw thee, who art best
Past compare, and loveliest,
He but judged thee as tHe rest.

xvun
Could we blame him with grave’

words,
Tghou and I, Dear, if we might?
yblgrrgwn eyes hate looks like,
irds, R
Flying straightway to the light'’
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a(,line are older.—Hush |—look
oyt—

Upthestreet ! 1snonewithout?
How the poplar swings about !

XIX.

And that hour — beneath the
beech,—
When 1 listened in a dream,
And he said, in his deep speech,
That he owed me all esteern,—-
Each word:'swam in on my brain
With a dim, dilating pain,
Till it burst with that last
strain—

XX.

1 fell flooded with a Dark,

In the silence of a swoon—
‘When 1 rose, still cold and stark,
Therc was night,—1 saw the

moon :

And the stars, each in its place,

And the May-blooms on the
grass,

Seemed to wonder what I was.

xX1

And I walked as if apart

From mysclf, when I could
stand- - .

And I f}:titied my own heart,
As if ] held it in my hand, - s
Somewhat culdly,—with a sense
Of fulfilled benevolence,
And a “ Poor thing ¥ negligence.

1 ]
XX1I.

“And I #swered coldly too,

- When you met me at the door ;
And 1 only /eard the dew

.+ 'Dripping from me to the floot * i

&mi the flowers I bade you see,

1'% ‘Were too withered for the bee,—

i g my life, henceforth, for me.
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XXIIL "
De not weep so—Dear—heart-
warm !

It was best as it befell |
If T say he did me harm,
1 speak wild,— I am not well.
All his words were kind aned
good—
He esteemed me! Only, blood
Runs so faint in womanhood.

XX1v.

Then T always was too grave,—
Likedthesaddestballadssung,—
With that look, besides, we have -
In our faces, who die young.
1 had died, Decar, all the same—-
Life’s long, joyous, jostling game
1s too loud for my meek shame.

XXV,

We are so unlike each other,
‘Thou and I; that none could
guess
\We were children of one mother,
But for mutual tenderness.:
‘Thou art rose-lined from the
cold,
And meant, verily, to hold
Life’s pure pleasurcs manifold.

X

I am pale as crocus grows
(lose heside a rose-tree’s root |
Whosoe’er would reach the rose,
‘T'reads the crocus underfoot—
7, like May-bloom on thomn-
trec -
Thoux, like merry summer-bee !,
Fit that 7 be plucked for Zkce.

XXVIL

Yet who plucks me?—no one
mourns— ‘
i have lived iny season ott,~ -,
And now die of my own thorns -
Which T could not live witheut;®,
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Sweet,be meiry! How the hisht
Comes and goes ! 1f 1t be mght,
Keep the candles n wy s, ht

XXVIIlL

Aie there footsteps at the door?
Look out quichly  Yca ornyy?

Somc once mi, ht he wauting, for
Somc 1 st word that 1 might say

Nay’ So best — S0 an, ds
would

Stand off cleir fiym deathly
rowd —

Not to cruss the sipht of God

WX\

Colder grow my hands and feet—

‘When I wcarthe shioud I mde,

Let. the folds lie straight and neat,

And thc 105emary be spicad —

That if any fuiend should come

ﬁ‘o seC Hiee,sneet !) all theioom
vy be hfted out of gloom

AXxX

And, dear Beitha, let me keep
On my hand this hittle 1ny,
‘Whach at might when othais sleep,
1 can still sce ghttenn,,
Let me we 1 1t out of o1, ht,
Inthe g14ve, whetetwillight
All the Daik up, day and mght

XX\I,

On that grave diop not a tc u !
Else, though fathom decp the
place,

BERTHA IN THE LANE.

Thiough the woollen shioud 1
weal, N
I shall fccd it on my face
Rathar smile theie, blessed ong,
Thmkmy of me¢ m the sun —
O1 fory ¢t me—smilin, on'!

ANXII

Art thou neat ine * ncuer? so!
hiss me close upon the ¢yes, -
1hat the cathly hyht may go
Swectly a 1t used to 11se,
‘When I witched the moining
gLy
Strike, hetwixt the hills, the way
He was sute to tome that day

AS Vi

S99 nomorcyinvwords besud!'—
Lhe hyswmn s ncuar 1oll

Motl €1, smile now on thy Dead,~
I wm dcith stiong m my soul
Mystie Dove alit on c10ss,
(auide the poor bird of the snows
Ihiough the snow wind 1bove

loss !
.

WAXIV

Jesus, Victiun, comprchending
Love s divine sclf abneg wion—
tleanse my love 1n1ts self spend

¢ In,,

And 1hsoth the poor hibation !

‘Wind my thiead of life up highet,

Up, though angels’ hands of
fire ' — .

I aspire while T expirc '—

——— Qs
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A ROMANCE OF THE AGE.

e

2 poet wriles to kis friend. PLACE—A rocm in Wycombe Hall. TIME—
. Late in the evening.

DEAR my friend and fellow-student, I would lean my spirit o'er
you . * .
-Down the p’urple of this chamber, tears should scarcely run at will.
.1 am humbled who was humble! Friend,—I bow my head.
. before you ! .
" You should lead me to my peasants :—but their faces are too still.
. There’s a lady—an earl's daughter ; she is proud and she is noble,
,~And she treads the crimson carpet, and she breathes the perfumed
L air; ’
And a kinély blood sends glances up her princely eye to trouble,
And the shadow of 2 monarch’s crown is softened in her hair.

She has halls and she has castles, and the resonant steam-eagles -
. Follow far on the direction of her little dove-like hand—

Trailing on a thundrous vapour underneath the starry vigils,

So to mark upon the blasted heaven the measure of her land.

- There are nonc*of England’s daughters who can show a prouder
3 presence ;
Upon princely suitors suing, she has looked in her disdain :
She was sprung &f English nobles, I was born of English peasants ;
* What was Z that I should love*her—save for feeling of the pain ?
L ]

. T was only a poor poet, made for singing at her casement,

* As the finches or the thrushes, while she thought of other things.
.~Oh, she walked so high above me, she appeared to my abasement,
. In her lovely silken murmur, like an angel clad in wings ! -

‘Many Tassals bow before her, as her chariot sweeps their déor-j_
o ways ; ;
*.She hath bleét their little children,—as a priest or queen were she |
%"Far too tender, or too cruel far, her smile upon the poor was, . ...
é'&%z I thought it was the same smile, which she used, to smile;
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et

'

She has voters in the Commons, she has lovers in the palace—

And of all the fair court-ladies, few have jewcls half as fine,: '

Even the prince has named her beauty, ‘twint the red wine and
the chalice : -

Oh, and what was /to love her? my beloved, my Getaldine !

Yet T could not choose but love her -I was born to poet-uses- -
To love all things set above me, all of good and all of fair.
Nymphs of mountain, not of valley, we are wont to call the Muses -
And in nympholeptic climbing, poets pass from mount 1o star.

And because I was a poet, and because the public praised me,
With their critical deductions for the modern writer’s fault,

I could sit at rich men’s tables,—though the courtesies that
) raised me,

Still suggested clear between us the pale spectium of the salt.

And they praiserd me n her presence -—“ Will you hook appear
this summer ?*

Then retwmning 1o each other— “VYes, our plans are for the moors;”
Then with whisper dropped behind me—*There he is! the
latest comer ! -

Ob, she only likes his verses! what is over, she endures.

“Quite low-born! sclf-educated! somewhat gifted though by
nature,- - .

And we make a point of asking him, —of being very kind : .

You may speak, he does not hear you; and besides, he writes
no satire,~- .

These new charmers who keep serpents have the antique sting
resigned.” s

[ grew scornfuller, giew colder, as [ stood up there among them,—
Till as frost intensc will burn you, the cold scorning scorched
my brow ;. *

When a sudden silver speaking. gravely cadenced, o'vcrrung them,
And a sudden silken stirring touched my inner nature titrough.

1 looked upward and heheld her! With a calm and regnant spirit,
Slowly round she swept her cyclids, and said dear before them all—
¢ Have you such superfluous honor, sir, that, able to confer it,

You will come down, Mr. Bertram, as my guest to Wycogpbe Hall?”
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Hve she paused —she had been paler at the first word of her
oSpeaking

But because a sxlcncc followed it, 1 1ushed scarlet, as for shame

Then, as scorning her own ﬁ.clmg, resumed (almly-—-“l am
seeking

More distinction than these gentlemen think worthy of my claim.

v Ne’crth:less, you see, I seck it—mnot because I am a
woman,”—

(Here her sle sprang like a fountain, and, so, uverﬂowul her
mouth)

“ But because my woods in Sussex have some purple shades at
gloaming,

Which are worthy of a king in state, or poet in his youth.

“T invite you, Mi1. Bertram, to no scene for worldly speeches—-

Sir, I scarce should dae--but only whete God asked the
thruches first —

And 1t yor will sing beside them, in the covert of my beeches,

I will thank you for the woodlands. . . . for the human world, at
worst.

Then, she smiled around right childly, then, she gaszed around
right queenly;

And T bowed--1 could not answer' Altemnated light and
gloom —e

‘While as one who quells the lions, with a steady cye serenely,

She, with lcvel fronting cyelids, passed out stately fiom the room.

Oh, the blessed woods of Sussea, I can hear them still around me,
With their leafy tide of greenery still rippling up the wind !
Oh, the cursed woods of Sussex' where the hunter's arrow
found me,
When a fair face and a tender voicr had made me mad and
“blind !,

In that %hcient hall of Wycombe thronged the numecrous guests
invited,

And the lovely London ladies trod the floors with gliding feet ;

And their voices low with fashion, not with feeling, softly
freighted

All the mr.sbout the windows with elastic laughters sweet.
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For at eve the open windows flung their light out on the ‘tenﬁve,
Which the floating orbs of curtains did with gradual shaddws
sweep ;
While the swans upon the river, fed at morning by the heiress,
Trembled downward through their snowy wings, at music in
their slecp. . :
And there evermore was music, both of instrument and singing,
Till the finches of the shrubberies grew restless in the dark ;*
But the cedars stood up mouonless, each in a2 moonhght ringing,
And the deer, half i the glimmer, strewed the hollows of the
park.

And though sowmetimes she would bind me, with her silver-
corded speeches,

To commix my words and laughter with the converse and the
jest,—

Oft I sate :,a.part, and gazing on the river, through the beeches,

Heard, as pure the swans swam down it, her puie voice o’crfloat
the rest.

In the morning, horn of huntsman, hoot of stced, and laugh ot
rider,
Spread out cheery from the court-yard, till we lost them in the
hills ;
«While hersel,f and other ladies, and her suitors 1t beside her,
Went a-wandering up the gardens, through the laurels and abel@s.

Thus, her foot upon the new-mown grass—barekeaded—with the
flowing .

Of the virginal white vesture, gathered closely to her throat ;

With the golden ringlets in her neck, just quickened by her
going,

And appearing to breathe sun for air, and doubting if to float,—

With a branch of dewy maple, which her right hazmd hc.:ld above
And wl}:i?:li,x trembled a green shadow'in betwixt her and the
As si:e stllcxlr;sé;her face in going, thus, she drew mé on to love
And :dlf;’:ship the divinencss of the smile hid in heg eyes.

.
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Fo; he:; eyes alone smile constantly: her lips have senous
. SWeetness, * -

;And her front is calm—the dimple rarely ripples on her cheek :

" But'her deep blue eyes smile constantly,—as if they had by fitness.

Won the secret of a happy dream, she does not care to speak, ~

Thus she drew me the first morning, out across into the garden :

And I walked among her noble fiiends, and could not keep
behind ;

‘Spake she unto all and unto me--¢ Sehold, I am the warden

"Of the song-birds in these lindens, which are cages to their mind.

“But within this swardi#ll circle, intowhich the lime-walk bringsus— -
Whence the beeches, rounded greenly, stand away in rcverent fear,—-
I will let no music enter, saving what the fountain sings us,
Which the lilies round the basin may scem pure enough to hear,

“The live air that waves the lilies, waves the slender jet of water,”

Like a holy thought sent feebly up from soul of fasting saint! * .

Whereby lies a marble Silence, slecping! (Lough the sculptét
wrought her)

So asleep, she is forgetting to say Flush /—a fancy quaint.

. “Mark how heavy white her cyelids! not a dream between'them
lingers :

And the left hand’s-index droppeth from the lips upon thc cheek:

/And the right hand,—with the symbol rose held slack within the
fingers,—

Has fallen backward in the basm- —yet this Silence will not speak!|

¢ That the essential meaning growmg, may exceed the specm]'
symbol,

Is the thought, as I conceive it: it applies more high and low,—

Our true noblemen will often, through right nobleness, grow

> ® humblg,

And assert an inward honour, by denying outward show.”

“Nay, y;)ui ]Sﬂence,” said 1, “traly, holds her symbol rose but

z\ slac y, )

Yat she holds it—or would scarcely be a Sﬂence to our ken! .

ﬁé’xour nobles wear their erminc on the outside, or walk hlackly
the pre%mce of the socxal law, .as most Jgnoble men.

%.&”‘En i ~v, PR - .e:.",’ 15"‘.' Fr‘""."
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“Tet the poets dream such dreaming ! Madam, in these Bri@li'
islands,

*Tis the substance that wanes ever, ’tis the symbol that cxceeds :

Boon we shall have nought but symbol ! and, for statues like this
Silence,

ZSha]l aceept ihe rose’s marble—in another case, the weed’s.”

“Not so quickly!” she retorted,—*I confess, where'er you g&,
., you
"Find for things, names—shows for actions, and pure gold for
honour clear ;
‘But when all is run tc symbol in the Social, I will throw you
" The world’s book, which now rcads drylé and sit down with
Silence here.”

Half in playfulness she spoke, I thought, and half in indignation ;
' Friends who listened, laughed her words off, while her lovers
deemed her fair:
A fair woman, flushed with feeling. in her noble-lighted station,
" Near the statue’s white reposing—-and both bathed in sunny air!—

With the‘trccs@und, not so distant, but you heard their vernal
murmu
And beheld in light and shadow, the leaves in and outward
move ;
And the little fountain leaping toward the sun-hedit to be warmer,
And recoiling backward, trembling with the too much light
above —
tis a picture for remembrance! and thus, morning after morning,
" Did I follow as she drew me, by tha spirit, to her feet—
“Why, her greyhound followed also ! dogs—we both were dogs for
. scorning—
“I'o be sent back when she pleased it, and her path lay through
’ the wheat. ’

"And thus, morning afier morning, spite of cath, and spite of
., SOITOW, ,
Dld I follow at her drawing, while the week-days passed along,‘
.just to fpﬁd the swans this noontide, or to see the fa.wns w-

'Qr to teach the hill-side echo seme sweet Tuscan in, am o *
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A and sometimes on the hill-side, while we sate down in the )
o gOwans,

With the forest green behind us, awd its shadow cast before ;

And the river running under ; and across it, from the rowans,

A brown partridge whirring near us, till we felt the air it bore,—

There, obedicnt to her praying, did T read aloud the poems

Made by "L'uscan flutes, or instrumems more various, of our own ;

Read the pastoral parts of Spenser—or the subtle interflowings

Found in Pctrarch’s sonnets—here’s the book—the leaf is folded
down !'—

Or at times a modern volume,—-Wordsworth’s solemn-thoughted
idy},
Howitt’s ballad-verse, or Tennyson's enchanted reverie,—
Or fror Browning some “ Pomcegranate,” which, if cut deep down
b the middle,
“Shows a hcart within blood-tinctured, of a veined humanity !—

Or at times 1 rcad there, hoarscly, sume new poem of my making—

Poets ever fail in reading their own verses to their worth,—

For the ceho,in you, breaks upon the words whichyou are speaking,

And the chariot-wheels jar in the gate, through which you drive
them forth.

After, when we were grown tired of books, the silence round us
. flinging *

A slow arm of sweet compression, felt with beatings at the breast,-—
She would break out, on a sudden, in a gush of woodland singing,
Like a child’s ethotion in a ;,oq-- a naiad tired of rest.

Oh, to see or hear her singing®! scarce I know which is divinest—

For her looks sing too—she modulates her gestures on the tune;

And her mouth stirs with the song, like song; and when the
notes are finest, ]

*Tis the cyes that shoot out vocal light, and seem to swell them on.

Then w&®talked—oh, how we talkcd! her voice, so cadenced in
the talking, ;
”Made another singing—of the soul ! a music without bars—
- While the leafy sounds of woodlands, humming round where we
T were walking, -
Bmpnght ingerposition worthy-sweet,—as skies about the stars,
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And she spake such good thoughts natural, as if she 'alvexys‘
thought them ~ o
She had sympathics o rapid, open, free as bird on branch,
;ust as ready to tly cast as west, whichever way hesought them,
n the birchen-wood a chirrup, or a cock-crow in the grange.

In her utmost lightness there is truth - and often she speaks lightly;
Has a grace in being gay, which even mownful souls approve ;
For the root of some grave carnest thought is understruck so nghtly,
As to justify the foliage and the waving flowers above.

And she talked on—e talked, rather ! upon all things—substance
—shadow—

Of the sheep that biowsed the grasses -- of the reapers in the corn-—

Of the litle children from the schools, seen winding.through the
mcadow—

Of the poor rich world beyond them, still kept poorer by its scorn.

So, of men, and so, of letters-—books are men of higher stature,
And the only men that speak aloud for future times to hear,

So, of mankind in the abstract, which grows slowly into nature,
Yet will lift the cry of “ progress,” as it trod from sphere to sphae,

And her custom was to praise me, when I smd,—* The Age culls
) simples,

With a broad clown’s back turned broadly to the glarvof the stars—

We are gods by our own reck’ning,—and may wdll shut up the

temples,

And wield on, amid the inccnse-steam, the thunder of ow cars.

“For,we throw out acclamations of sclf-thanking, self-admiring,

With, at every mile run faster,—* () the wondious, wondrous age,’

Little thinking »f we work our souLs as nobly as our iron,—

Or if angels will commend us, at the goal of pilgrimage.

4
“Why, what #s this paticnt entrance into nature’s deep resources,
But the chilis most gradual learning to walk uprigh® without

bane P—-
When we drive out, from the cloud of steam, majestical white*
horses,

Are "we greater than the first men, who led black ones by the
mane ? . -
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: % J$we trod the deeps of ocean, if we struck the stars in rising,
» If we wrapped tlv: globe intensely with one hot electric breath, "
JTwere but power within our /~’ker—no new spirit-power,
n conferring— ' b
And in life we were not greater men, nor bolder men in death.” |

She. was paticnt with my talking; and I loved her—loved her

: certes

As I loved all heavenly objects, with uplifted eyes and hands |

‘As T loved purc inspirations—Iloved the graces, loved the
virtues,— ) i

:In a Love content with writing his own name, on desert sands.

Or at least I thought so, purely !—thought, no.idiot Hope was
) raising '
Any crown to crown Love’s silence—silent Love that sate alohe—-
Out, alas! the stag is like me—he, that trics 10 go on grazing
With the great deep gun-wound in his neck, then reels with
sudden moan.

It -was thus I reeled! I told you that her hand had many
suitors— . :
But she smiles them down imperially, as Venus did, the waves—
And with such a gracious coldness, that they cannot press their -
. futures
On the present of her courtesy, which yieldingly enslaves.

" And this morning, as I sate alone within the inner chamber

With the great, snf{oon beyond it; lost in pleasant thought serene—
: For 1 had been reading Camoéns—that poem you remember, °
“ Which his lady’s eycs are praiSed in, as the sweetest ever seen.

And the book lay open, and my thought flew from it, taking
o Gfromit .

" A vibration an8 impulsion to an end beyond its own,—

/As'the hganch of a green osier, when a child would overcome it, -
, Springs up freely from his clasping, and goes swinging in the sun.”’

. y’ 1, . .
_As I mused I heard a murmur,—it grew deep as it grew longer—.-
i Speakers using earnest language—* Lady Geraldine, you wowld/” .,
~An& I heard a voice that pleaded ever on, in accents stronger,."
As 8 gense®f reason gave it power %0 make its rhetoric good.. . ‘4~
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Well I knew that voicc—it was an earl’s, of soul that matc@ed
his station- -
Oi a soul complete in lordship—might and right read on his
brow ;
er{ﬁnely c:)urtc‘oue —far too proud to doubt his domination
Of the common people,— he aiones for grandeur by a bow.

High straight forehcad, nose of eagle, cold bluc eyes, of less
expression

Than resistance,—coldly casting off the looks of other men,

As steel, arrows,— unelastic lips, which seem to taste possession,

And be cautious lest the common air should mjure or distrain.

For the rest, accomplhished, upright.—ay, and standing by his
order

With a beming not ungraceful, fond of art, and letteis too ;

Just a good man, made a proud man,—as the sandy 1ocks that
border

A wild coast, by circumstances, m a regnant chb and flow.

Thus, I knew that voice—I hearrd it—and I could not help the
hearkening .
In the room I stood up blindly, and my burning heart within
Seemed to scethe and fuse my senses, till they 1an on all sides,
darkening,
And scorched, weighed, like melted metal, 10und my feet that
il stood therein. .

And that voice, I heard it pleadmg, for love's gnke-—-for wealth,
position, . . .

For the sake of liberal uses, and grzat actions to be done—

And she answecred, answered gently—¢ Nay, my lord, the old

tradition
Of your Normans, by some worthier hand than mine is, should
be won,” .

* Ab, that whitc hand !” he said quickly,—and in hisWe cither
drew it

Or uttempted’—for with gravity and instance she replicd—

“Nay, indced, my lord, this talk is wain, and we had ‘best
eschew i,

And pass on, like friends, to other points, less casy tq decide.”

L]
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Wm t he said again, T know not. Tt is likely that his trouble

orked his pnde up to the surface, for she answered in slow
scorn —

“And your lodship judges righiy. Whom I marry, <hall be
noble

Ay, and wealihy. I shall never bl b to think how he was born.”

‘There, I maddcned! her words stung me! lafe swept through
me mto fevet,

And my soul sprang up astonished ; sprang, fullstatured in an
hour.

Know you what 1t 15 when anguish, with apocalyptic NkvER,

'T'o a Pythian height dilates you, - and despan sublimes to power ?

#rom my brain, the soul-wings budded! wavcd a flame about
my body,

Whence conventions coiled to ashes. 1 filt scdf diawn out,
as man,

¥rom amalgamate false natutes, and T saw the skics grow ruddy

Wih the deepemng feet of angels, and 1 knew what spuits can,

I was mad—inspited—say either ! angwish worketh inspiration |

Was a man, or Leat—perhaps so, fou the tiger 10ars, wheh
spe ued!

And I walked on, <tep by step, along the level of my passion—

Oh my soul! and passcd the doorway to her face, and never
fearcd.

He had left hér,—peradventure, when my footstep proved my
comng—

But for % 7—she half aros®, then sate—grew scarlct and grew
pale*

Oh, she trembled ! —'tis so always with a woildly man or woman

Tn the prescgce of true spirits—what else can they do but quml?,

Oh, s¥ fluticred like a tame bird, in among its forcst-brothers,
Far toohsugng for 1t ! then draopmg, bowed her face upon her
ands—
And T spake out wildly, fiercely, brutal truths of her and others!
I, she plas:.ed in the desert, swathed her, windlike, with my
s
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I plucked up her socal fictions, bloody-rooted, though lapf

verdant,— .
Trod them down with words of shuming, —all the purples and
the gold,
And the “landed stakes” and lordships —all, that spinits puge
and ardent

* Are cast out of love and reverence, because chanuing not to hold.

* For myself I do not argue,” said I, ¢ though T love you, Madam,
But for better Souls, that nearer to the heught of yours have trod—
And this age shows, to my thinking, still more infidels to Adam,
Than directly, by profession, simple nfidels to God

“Yet, O God” (I smd), “O grave” (I said), *O mother’s heart
and bosom,

With wh}tl)rﬂl first and last are equal, saint and corpse and httle
child !

We are fools to your deductions, i these figments of heant-
closng !

We are traitors to your causes, n these sympatlues defiled |

“Learh morc ruvercnee, Madam, not for rank or wealth—z#4a?
‘ needs no learning,
That comes quickhly—quick as sin does ! ay, and often works to sm
But for Adam’s seed, Man! Trust me, ’us a clay above your
scorning, ¢
With God’s una.e stamped upor it, and God’s hindling breath
within
#What 1ght have you, Madam, gazing 1n your shiming murror
s daily, ‘
Getting, <o, by heart, your beauty, which all others must adore,—
*While you draw the golden ringlets down your fingers, to vow

gaily,
You wilkwed no man that’s only good to God,—and fothing more?

#Why, what 11ght have you, made fair by that same Gad'—tbe
sweetest woman
Of all women He has fashioned—wntl nstance saly spirit-face,
Which l:voulcl secm too near to vam' 15 Vain, ymle were noj 6o -
uman,—
And your voice of holy sweetness, turniniits, 1656 n wordsto grace
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* «“What right can you have, Giod’s other works, to scorn, despise,
o .« ey le them
In the gross, as mere men, brc dly—not as nodle men, for-
sooth,—
But as Panaq of the outer world, foilndden to assoil them,
In the hoptla1 of hving, ——d)mg,-—m..u' that swectness of your
mouth ?

"¢ Have yolu any answer, Madam? If my spiit were less
earthy—
If 1ts mnstrument were giftcd with more vibrant silver stiings—
I would kneel down wheie T stand, and say—*¢Behold me! I
am worthy
Of thy loving, for I love thae ! I am worthy as a king.’

® As 1t is—your crminced pride, 1 swear, shall feel this stam upon

her—

That Z, poor, weak, tost with passion, scorned by me and you
agan,

Love you, Madam—dare to love you—to my grief and your
dishonom—

To my endless desolation, and your impotent disdamn!”

More mad words like these—mere madness' fiicnd, T need not
write them fuller ,
And I hear my hot soul dropping on the lines m showers of

tears -

Oh, a woman'! fnend a woman'! Why, a beast had scarce been
dulle,

Than roar Lesual loud complamts against the shining of the
spheres. .

But at last there came a pause. I stood all vibrating with

thunder,
Which ﬁy soul had used. The glence drew her face up likea

Could you guess what woid she uttered? She looked up, as nf
in wonder,
With tears beaded on her lashes, and said *Bertram!” it was

alle

.
J L



234 LADY GERALDINE'S LOURTSHIP,

If she had cnrsed me-—and she mught haver—or if cven, v‘ith
queenly bearing,

‘Which at nced 15 used by women, she had 11sen up and sald,

“Sir, you ate my guest, and thercfore 1 have given you a full
hearing

Now, Deseech you, choose a nmamce exacting somuewhat less,
mstead— ’

1 had borne 1t '—but that “ Bertram’ —why, 1t hies there on thev
paper

A meie word, without her accent, and jou cannot judge the
weight

Of the calm which crushed my passion! 1 <ecmed <wumming
m a vapour,—

And her guntlencss did shame me, whom hua scoin made
desolate

So, stiuck backward, and exhausted with that inward flow of
passion

Which had passed, in deadly rushing, into foims of ahstiact
truth

With a IOglt., agonizing through unfit denunciation,—

And with youth’s own anguish tutmng gimly grey the hars of
youth,—

With the sense accursed and instaat, that if even I spake
wisely

I spake bas’ely—-usmg truthy—1f what I spgke, indeed, was
true—

To avenge lwrong on a woman—-(hn, who sawc there weighing
nice

A poor ;mnhood’s worth, found guilty of, such deeds as I could
o l—

[ 3

With such wrong and woe exhausted—what I suffered and
occasioned,—
As a wild hoise, through a city, runs with hghtning m hls eyes,
And then dashé’ng at a church’s cold and passive wall, -
sione

ftrikes the death into his burning brain,land blindly drops and
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%o 1 fell, struck down before her! Do you blame me, friblﬂ,
L for weakness ? of

< "Twas my strength of passion slcw me !—fell before her hke k
. stone; 7 Tu
. Fast the dreadful world rglled from me, on its roaring wheels of

. blackness ! .
‘When the light came, I-was lying in this chamber, and alone, n

Oh, of course, she charged her lacqueys to bear out the s:ckly
burden,

‘And t6 cast it from her scornful sight—but not deyond the gate-—-

She is too kind to be cruel, and too haughty not to pardon

Such a man as I—’twere somethmg to be level to her hate, -~ *

But for me-—you now are conscious why, my friend, I write tbas
letter,— R

How my life is rcad all backward, and the charm of life undone!’

I shall lcave this house at dawn—I would to-night, if I were
better—

And I charge my soul to hold my body strengthened for the sun

, When the sun has dyed the oriel, T depart with no last gazes, -
No weak moanings—one word only, left in writing for her
hands,— )
_"Qut of reach ’of her derisions, and some unavailing praises, . .
- To make front against this anguish in the far and foreign lands.

‘. Blame me not, I would not squander life in griecf—I am ab-
stemioys ;

" T but nurse.my spirit’s falcon, that its wing may soar again.. .’ \-'f“:
* There’s no room for tearsgof weakness, in the blind eyes qf gt
Phemius :

" Into work the poet kneads themt,—and he does not die 4% Ikeﬁ: i

CONCLUSION,

. 7
Bertram finished the last pages®while along the silence ever
¥+ Still in hot and heavy splashes, fell his tears on every leaf: '
ﬁ Hn.wng ended, he leans backward in his chair, with hps dg(ﬁ
* . quiver

% Fyotw rbadeep unspoken, ay, aid deep unwritten thoughis ol
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8oh! how still the lady standcth! ’tis a dream—a dream of

mercies | »
*Pwixt the purple-lattic e curtains, how she standeth still and pale!
*Tis a vision, sure, of mcicies, sent to <often his self-curses——
Sent to sweep a patient quiet, o'er the wossing of his wail,

“ Eyes,” he said, “now thiobbing through me! aie y¢ eyes that
did undo me?

Shining eycs, ike antique jewcds sct m Panan statue-stone !

Underneath that calm white forchead, aie ye ever humning,torrid,

O’er the desolate sand-descrt of iy hcart and hite undone ?”

With a murmurous stit, uncertam, in the air, the purple curtain

Swelleth 1n and swelleth out around her motionless pale brows ;

While the ghding of the 1ver sends a uppling noise for ever

Through the opun casement whitened by the moonlight’s slant
Tepose.

Said he—*Vision of a lady! stand theic <lent, stand there
steady !

Now I see it plainly, plamnly ; now I cannot hope or doubt—

There, the cheehs of calm expression—there, the hips of silent
passion, .

Curvdd like an aicher’s bow, to sund the bittar arrows out.”

Ever, evermorc the while m a slow silence she Lept smuling,—
And approached him slowly, slowly, 1n a ghding measured pace ;
With her two white hands extended, as if praymg one offended,
And a look of supplication, gazng carnest 1 his fifce. .

Said he—*1Vake me by no gesture,~%-sound of breath, or stir of
- vesture ; .
Let the blessed apparition melt not yet to its divine!
No approaching—hush ! no breathing | or my heart must swoon
to death in N
The too utter life thou bringest—O thou dream of Geraldipe ”

"EVer, evermore the while in a slow silence she kept smiling,—
. But the tears ran over lightly from her eyes, and tenderly;
#Dost thou, Bertram, truly love me? Is no woman far above ,

i me .
Found more worthy of thy poet-heart, than such a one #s 7 ! »
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»

id he—*T would dream so cver, like the flowing of that nver,
oging ever . a shadow, greenly onward to the sea ,
8o, thou vision of all swcetness—, incely to a full completeness,—«
Would my heart and Iife flow onwud- deathward through this
dream of 1HiT!”

Ever, evirmore the while m a slow silence she kept smllm%—
While the silver tears ran tister down the blushing of her cheeks ;
Then with both her hands ¢nfolding hoth of hiy, she softly told
. him

“ Bertram, if 1 say I love thee, .. ’t1s the vision only speaks.”

Softened, quickencd 1o adorc her, on his knce he fcll hefore her,—

And she whispered low m tuumpl - It shidl be as I have
swoin!

Very 1ch he 15 movirfues,—very noble, —noble, ecertes,

And I shall not blush in knowing thu men call him lowly born,”

——————

THE RUNAWAY SLAVE AT PILGRIM’'S POINT,

I

I sTAND on the mark beside the shore

Of the first white pilgrim’s bended knee,
Where exile turned to ancestor,

And<God was thanked for liberty.
I have run through tie night, my skin is as dark,
I bend my knee down on this mark . . .

I look on the sky and the sea.

1L

O pilgrim-souls, I speak to you !
7* 1 sce you come out proud and slow
From the land of the spitits pale as dew .
And round me and round me yec go!
O pilgrims, I have gasped and run =~ *
All night long from the whips of one
" oWho in your names works sin and woe,
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— . wp—————

>
nr

And thus 1 thought that I would comc
And kneel hae where I knllt before,
And feel yow <ouls atound m¢ hum
In undertonc to the ocean’s 10a1 ,
And Iift my black face, my black hind,
Here, n your names, to cuise this land
Ye blessed 1n freedom’s evermore

v

I am black, I am blacl , .
And yet God mde me, they say.

But iof He did so, smiling back
He must have cast Ihis work away

‘Under the feet of His winte creaturcs,

With a look of scorn,— that the duskv featincs
Might be trodden agan to clay

v

And yet He has made dark things
To be gld and meny as hght
1here’s a httle dark bird sits and sings
There’s a dark stream nipples out of siht,
And the dark frogs chant m the sitc motass,
And the sweetest stus ar¢ made to pass ¢
O'er the facc of the darkest might

11

But e who arc daik, we are duk!
Ah, God, wc have no «tusé
About our souls m care and cark
Our blackncss shuts Iihe prison bars
The poor souls crouch so far behind,
That ncver a comfort can they find
By 1eaching through the prison bars

vel

Indeed, we hive heneath the sky, . .
"That great smooth Hand of God, stictched out
On all His children fatherly,
To bless them from the fear and doubt,
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Which would be, if, from this low place,
« All opencd straight up o H's face
Into the grand cternity.

vin

And still God’s sunshine and Fiis frost,
They make us hot, they n: ke us cold,
As if we were not black and lost :
And the beasts aud bnds, in wood and fold,
Do fear and take us for very men!
Could the weep-poor-will or the cat of the glen
T.ook into my cyes and be hold?

1X.

I am black, I an black!-

But, once. 1 laughed in githish glee;
kor one of my colour stood m the tiack

Where the duvers diove, and looked at me--
And tender and full was the lovk he gave
Could a slave look s0 at another slave P—

I look at the sky and the sca.

X,

And froth that hour om spirits grew
As five as if unsold, unbought :

Oh, stiong cnough, since we were {wo,
To conquer the world, we thought!

‘The duvers drove us ddy by day ,

We did not mind, we®went onc way,
And no better a iberty sought.

XI.

In the sunny ground between the canes,

¢ He said “1 love you” as he passed :

When the shingle10of 1arff; sharp with the raine,
I heard how he vowed it fast:

While others shook, he smiled in the hmt

As he carved me a bowl of the cocoa-nut,
ghrough the roar of the hurricanes,
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XIL

1 sang his name instead of a song;
Over and over I sang his name—

Upward and downward I drew 1t along
My vaiious notes, the same, the same!

I sang 1t low, that the slave-gnls nea

Mght never guess from aught they could hear,
1t was only a name.

XII1.

I look on the sky and the sca—
We were two to love, and two to pray,-
Yes, two, O (God, who cried to Thee,
‘Though nothing didst T'hou say.
Coldly Thou sat st hehind the sun!
And now I cry who am but one,
How wilt Thou speak to-day? —

X1v.

We were black, we were black '—
We had no claim to love and bliss*
What marvel, 1if cach turned to lack ?
They wrung my cold hands out of his,
They dhagged him . . . where? ... I crawled to touch
His blood < mark 1 the dust!. .. not murh,
Ye pilgtim-souls, . . . though plain as #:s/

XV.

Wrong, followed by a deeper wrong !
Mere grief’s too good for yuch as L.

So the white men brought the shame ere long
To stgpngle the sob of my agony.

They wetld not leave me for my dull

Wet eyes '—it was too mercitul
To let me weep pure tears and die.

HVT
I agn black, I am black |—
I wore a child upon my breagt . .
An amulet that hung too slack,
And, in my unrest, could not rest ;
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—

Thus we went moaning, child and mother,
OUne to wother, one to ancther, .
Until all ended for the vast:

XVIT

For hark ! I will tell youlow . . . low .
I am black, vou see,—
And the bahe who lay on my bosom so,
Was far too white . tou white for me;
As white as the ladies who scomned to pray
Beside me at church but yesterday ,
Ihoush my tears had washed a place for my knee.

VI,

My own, own child! 1 could not bear
1o look 1n his face, 1t was so winte
1 covared him up with a herchief there,
I covered his face m closc and tight
And he moaned and struggled, as well might be,
Tor the white child wanted his hbarty -
Ha, ha! he wanted his master nght

X1\

He moafied and beat with his head and fect,
His hittle feet that ncver grew —

He struck them out, as 1t was meet,
Agamst my heart to bieak 1t thiough.

T nught have sung and made him nuld—

But I dared not wing @0 the white-faced child
The only song T knew.

XX

I pulled the kerchief very close *
2 He could not see the sun, I swear,
More, then, alive, than now he does

Fiom between the toots of the mango . . . gvhete?
. « « I know where. Close! a child and mother
D)o wrong to look at one another,

Vhen one 15 black and one is fair. 6

b
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XXl

\Vhy, in that single glance 1 had

Of my child’s face, . . . 11tell you all,
I saw a look that made me mad . . .

The master's lovk, that used to fall
On my soul like his lash . . . or worse!
And so, to save it from my curse,

I twisted it round in my shawl.

X\JL

And he moared and tiembled fromn foot to head,
He shivered from head to foot ;

Till, after a time, he lay instead
Too suddenly still and mute.

1 felt, beside, a stiffening cold, . . .

I dared to lift up just atold . . .
As in lifting a Jeaf of the mango-ruit.

XXITL.

But my fruit . . . ha, ha !—thcere, had been
(1 hgh to think on’t at thus hour! . . )
Yout fine white angels, who have seen
Neatest the seciet of God's power, . . .
And plucked my fruit to make them wine,
And sucked the soul of that child of mince
As the humming bird sucks the soul of the flower.

XXI1V.

Ha, ha, for the trick of the angels white!
They freed the white childg spirit so.
I said not a ward, hut, day and night,
I carried the body to and fro;
And it lny on my heart like a stone . . . as chill.
—The sun may shine out as much as he wild:
1 am cold, though it happencd a month ago.
XWV. *
¥rog the white man’s housc, and the black man’s hut,
1 carried the little body on,
The forest’s arms did round us shut,

And silefice through the trees did run ¢

.
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They asked no question as I went,—
They stood too high for actonishment,—
They could sce God sit on His throne,

XXVI.

My little body, kerchiefed fast,

I bore it on through the forest . .. on:
And when I felt it was tired at last,

I scooped a hole beneath the moon.
Through the forest-tops the angels far,
With a whitc sharp finger from cvery star,

Did point and mock at what was done.

XXVIL

Yet when it was all done aright, . . .
Earth, ’twixt me and my baby, strewed, . . .
All, changed to black earth, . . . nothing white,
A dark child in the dark,—ensued -
Some comfort, and my heart grew young :
I sate down smiling there and sung
The song 1 learnt in my maidenhood.

XXVIIL.

And tha® we two were reconciled,
The white child and black mother, thus:
For, as I sang it, soft and wild
The sime song, more melodious,
Rose from the grave whereon I sate !
It was the dead child®singing that,
To join the souls of both of us.

’ XXIX.

I look on the sea and the sky !
.~ Where the pilgrims’ ships first anchored lay,
The free sun rideth gloridusly ;

But the pilgrim-ghosts have slid away 2
‘Through the earliest streaks of the morn.
My face is black, but it glares with a scom -
XV‘hmh they dare not meet by day, .
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XXX,

Ah l—in their 'stead, their hunter sons !
Ah, ah! they are on me -they hunt in a ring—
Keep off' T brave you all at once—
I throw oft vour cyes hike snakes that sting!
You have killed the black eagle at nest, T think :
Did you never stand still in your triumph, and shrink
From the stroke of her wounded wing ?

XXXI

(Man, drop that stonc you dared to lift '—)
1 wish yon, who stand there five a-breast,
Fach, for his own wife’s joy and gift,
A Tittle corpse as safily at rost
As mune 1n the mangos '—Yes, but ske
May keep live babres on her knee,
And sing the song she hikcth best.

XXXI7

Iam not mad* I am black.
T sce you staring m my face—

I know you, staring, shinking back—
Ye are bmn of the Washington-race :

And thss land 1 the free Amera

And this mark on my wiist . . . (I prove -vhat I say)
Ropes tied me up here to the flogging-place.

XXXTIIL.

You think I shricked then? Not a sound!
I hung, as a gourd hangs 1 the sun.

I only cursed them all around,
As softly as I might bave done

My very own child !—From these sands

Up to the mountains, lift your hands, .
O slaves, and end what 1 begun't

ATXIV.
Whips, curses ; these must answer those !
«w VFor in this UNI0N, you have set
Two kinds of men in adverse rows,
Each loathing each : and all forget .

17
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The scven wounds m Chr st’s body fair,
¢« While Hi sces gaping ev  ywhere
Our countles> wounds that puy no debt

LSS N}

Our wounds ¢ diftcrent Y ow white men
Arc e ally not gods indecd,
Not able to mike Chists agun
Do good with blcedin /7¢ who bleed
(Stand off ') 2e¢ help not m our los,!
T a1c 100 hewvy tor o C1oss,
And full and < rush you and your sced

AN

1], I swoon! T look at the sky

The clouds e bre thing on my bran,
I am floated along, as if 1 should die

Ot Iibarty s exquisite pam—
In the nuac of the white ¢nld, waiang for me
In the death duk whae we may kise ind awree,
White men, I lewe you 2l curse fice

[n my broken heart’s disdun'!

L

TIIC CRY OI IHE CHII DREN
“ow @, Tpood px of p ppaow, Texve ~—~MEDE A
[ ]

I
Do yc hear the childre® weepin., O my brothar ,
Fre the soitow come  with years? -
They arc Joaming then young heads against their motheis,—~
- And #4at cannot stop ther tears

The yodng lunbs are bl ting in the meadows ,
,The young buds w¢ «hirping n the nest,
The young fawns arc plymy with the shidows,
The young flowers arc l};wmg toward the west—
But the young, young children O my brothers,
They are wecping Litterly —
They are weeping n the playtime of the others,
e In the country of the free,
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.

1L N

Do you question the young children in the soirow,
Why their tears are falling <0 ?P—
The old man may weep for his to-morrow
Which is lost 1n Long Ago—
The old tree is leafless m the forest—
‘The old year 15 onding in the frost—
The old wound, if stricken, is the sorest—
The old hope is hardest to he lost :
But the young, young children, () mny brothers,
Do you ask them why they stand
Weeping sorc before the bosoms of their mothers,
In our happy Fatherland ?

1L

They look up with their pale and sunken faces,
And their looks are sad to see,
For the man’s grief abhorrent, diaws and presses
Nown the checks of infancy—
“Your old earth,” they say, “is very dreary ;”
“Qur young feet,” they say, “are very weak !
Few paces have we taken, yet ure weary—
Our grave-rest is very far 1o seck.
sk the old why they weep, and not the children,
For the outside earth is cold,— .
1 we young opes stand without, in our bewildering,
And the graves are for the old.

You Iv.

Th qay the young children, “it may happen
T only a1 we die Lefore our time.

As 50, gied last year —the grave is shapen
My very (3 snowball, in the rime.
Up to the «5 the pit prepared to take her—

O slaves, 1 for any work in the close clay: |

wherein she lieth none will wake her,
. 1p, little Alice! it is day.’

Whips, curses hat grave, in sun and shower,

For in this Ugwn, little Alice never crics !- -
Two kinds of mcce, be sure we should not know her,
. Each loathing e.ime, for growing in her eyes, -

’
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And merry go ler moments, lulled and stilled in

. The shroud, by the kiik-chime !

It is good when it happens,” say the children,
“That we dic before our time.”

V.

* Alas, alas, the children ! they are seeking
Death in life, as best to have!
They are binding up their hearts away from breaking,
With a cerement fiom the grave.
Go out, childien, from the mine and from the city—
Sing out, children, gs the little thrushes do—
Pluck your handfuls of the meadow-cowslips pretty—
Laugh aloud, to feel your fingers let themn through |
But they answer, © Are your cowslips of the meadows
Like our weeds ancar the mine?
Leave us quiet in the dark of the coal-shadows,
' From your pleasures fair and finc!

VI

“Tor oh,” say the children, “we are weary,
And we cannot run or leap—
If we cared for any meadows, it were merely
T'o drop down m them and sleep.
Our knees tremble sorely m the stooping—
We fall upon our faces, trying to go;
And, undemcath our heavy eyelids drooping,
‘The reddest lower would lunk as pale as snow.
For, all day, we drag our burden tiring,
Through the coal dark, underground—
Or, all day, we drive the whedls of iron
In the factories, round and round.

VIL

e For, a¥ day, the wheels are (Ironing, turning,—
T'heir wind comes in our faces,—
Till our hearts turn,—our head, with pulses burning,
And the walls turn th their places—
Turns the sky in the high window blank and reeling—
Turns the long light that droppeth down the wall—
Turn the black flies that crawl along the ceiling—
All are turning, all the day, and we with all,—
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And, all day, the iron wheels are dronihg ; .
And sometimes we could pray,

¢0O ye wheels,’ (breaking out in a mad moaning)
‘Stop! be silent for to day !*”

VIIL

Ay! be silent! Let them hear cach other breathing
¥or a moment, mouth to mouth—
Let them touch each other’s hands, in a fresh wreathing
Of their tender human youth !
Let them feel that this cold metallic motion
Is not all the Iife God fashions or reveals—
Let them prove their inward souls agunst the notion
That they live in you, or under you, O wheels |—
Still, all day, the iron wheels go onwaid,
Grinding Iife down from its mark ;
And the children’s souls, which God is calling sunwaid,
Spin on bhndly in the dark. '

IX.

Now, tell the poor young children, O my brothers,
To look up to Him and pray-- -
So the blessed One, who blesseth all the others,
Will bless them another day.
They answer, “ Who 1s God that He should hear us,
While the rushing of the iron wheels is stuied ?
When we sob aloud, the human creatures near us
Pass by, hearing not, or answer not a word !
And 7ve hear not (for the wheels in their rescunding)
Strangers speaking at the door:
Is it likely God, with angels siy,ing round Him,
Hears our weeping any more?

X,

“Two words, indeed, of praying we remember ;
And at midnight’s hour of harm,—
. *Our Father,’ looking upward in the chamber,
We say softly for a éharm.*

! # A fact rendered pathetically historical by Mr. Horne's of his coms
mission, The name of the poet of “Orion”" and ‘*C osmo de’ Medic1” has,
,however, a change of association. ; and comes m time to remind me that we have
seme noble poetic heat of hteraturc still,—however we may be opent 1o the 1
»f bejng somewhat gelid in our humanity, oo



THE CRY OF THE CHILDREN. . 249 ,
—q:‘*

We know 210 other words except ¢ Our Father,’
¢ And we think that, in son:. pause of angels’ song,
God may pluck them with the silence sweet to gather,
And hold both within His ri_ht hand which 1s strong.
¢Our Father!’ If He heard us, e would surely
(For they call Himn good and mild)
Answer, smiling down the steep world very purely,
‘Come and rest with me, my child.

XI.

“But no!” say the children, wewping faster,
“He is specchless as a stone;
And they tell us, of His image is the master
Who commands us to work on.
Go to!” say the childien,—* Up in Hcaven,
Dark, wheel-like, turning clouds are all we find.
Do not mock us ; grief has made us unbehieving—
We look up for God, but tears have made us blind.”
Do you hear the children weeping and disproving,
() my brothers, what ye preach ?
TFor God’s possible is taught by His world’s loving—
And the children doubt of cach.

XIL

And well may the children weep before you ;
'They are weary erc they run; .
They have never scen the sunshine, nor the glory
Which 15 brighter than the sun:
They knowethe grief of man, but not the wisdom ;
They sink in man’s despan, without its cain—
Are slaves, without the Xberty in Christdom,—
Are martyrs, by the pang without the patm,—
Are wom, as if with age, yet unretrievingly
w No dear remembrance keep,—
Are orphdns of the earthly love and heavenly :
e Let them weep! let them.weep !

xifi

They look up, with their pale and sunken faces,
And their look is dread to see, -
For they mind you of their angels in their places,
& With' eyes meant for Deity j— .
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*
“ Haw long,” they say, “ how long, O cruel nation,
Will you stand, to move the woild, on a child’s heart,—
Stifle down with a mailed hedd its palpitatior,,
And tread onward to yout throne amid the mart ?
Our blood splashes upward, () our tyrants,
And your purple shows your path ;
But the child’s sob curseth deeper in the silence
Than the strong man m his wiath 1?

——Q—
A CHILD ASLEEY. .

How he sleepeth | having drunken
Weary childhood’s mandragore,
From his pretty eyes have sunken
Pleaswmies, to make 10om for more—
Sleeping near bt‘-hc withercd nosegay, which he pulled the day
cfore,

1.

Nosegays ! leave them for the waking :
Throw them earthward where they grew.
I1m are snch, beside the breaking

. Amaanths he looks unto--
Folded eycs sce brnghter colours than the opet ever do.

111 "

Hecaven-flowers, 1ayed by, shadows golden
From the paths they sprang beneath,
Now perhaps divinely holden,
Swing azainst him 1 a wreath—
We may think ls;o ﬁ(})]m the uickening of his bleom and%of his
reath.

Iv.

(]
Vision unto vision calleth,
While the young child dreameth on,
Fair, O dreamer, thee befalleth
With the glory thou hast won !
Darker wert thoy in the garden, yestermorn, by sumrer swi.
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Ve

We should see the spirits ringing . .
Round thee,—were the clouds away.
"Tis the child-hcart draws them, singing
In the silent-seeming clay—
Singing !—Stars that seemn the mute<t, go in music all the way.

VI

As the moths around a taper,
As the bees around a rose,
As the gnats around a vapour,-
So the Spirits group and dose
Round about a holy childhood, as if drinkmg its repose.

VIL

Shapes of brightness overlean thee,—
Flash their diadems of youth
On the ringlets which half screen thee,—
While thou smilest, . . . not in sooth
T%y sinile . . . but the ovefair one, diopt from some ®thereal
mouth.

vir.
Haply it is angels’ duty,
During slumber, shade by shade
To fine.down this childish beauty
To the thing it must be made,
Fre the world shall bring it praises, or the tonth shall see 1t fadc..

IX,

Softly, softly ! make_no noisecs !
Now he lieth dead and dumb—
Now he hears the angels’ voices
Folding silence in the room—
Now e muses geep the meaning of the Heaven-words as they
come.,
. X
" Speak not ! he is consccfated—
Dreathe no breath across his eyes.
JLifted up and separated,
On the hand of God he lies,
In a sweetngss beyond touching,—held in cloistral sanctities.
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* Xl

Could ye bless hun—fathcr —mother?
Bless the dimple 1n his cheek ?
Dare ye look at onc anotha,
. . And the benediction speak ?
Would ye not brc].:]; out 1n wecpmyg, and contess yourselves too
wea

-

XII

He 15 harmless —ye are siful,—
Ye are ttoubled  he, at c1se
Fiom his slunber, vintue winful
Tlowcth outward with mmacase —
Dare not bless him ! but be blessed by his peace—and go m
peace

THL FOURIOI D ASPECT

1

WurIN ye stood up 1n the house

With your lttle childish feet,
And, 1n touching 1 e s first shows,

HFarst, the touch ot I ove did mcet, —
Love and Neuncss sceming one,

By the heardight cast before,
And, of all Beloyuds, none

Standing farthcr than the door—
Not a nime bung dea to thought,

With 1ts owna beyond call,—
Nor 4 face, unless 1t brought

Its own shadow to the wall,—
When the worst recorded change

W1 of apple dropt from boush,—
When love’s sorrow seemed more strange

‘Than love’s treason can scem now, —
Then, the Lovmg took you up

Soft, upon their elder knees,— .
T why the statues droop

meath the churchyard trees,
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And haw y¢ must lie beneath them,
v Through the winters 1 mg and deep,
Till the last tiump ovcrbreathe them,
And ye smile out of you <leep ...
Oh! ye lified up yom head, and it scemed as if they said,
A tale of fury ships
With a swan wing {01 a sail '—
Oh, ye hisced thar loving hps
For the merry, meny tale '—
So catelessly ye thought upon the Dead.

1L

Soon ye read in <olemn stories
Of the men of long ago —
Of the pale bewaldumg Jloties
Shiming futhar than we know,—-
Of the hcroes with the laurcl,
Of the poets with the by,
Of the two worlds’ earnest quartel
For that beautcous 11eclena,—
How Achilles at the portal
Of the tent, heard footsteps migh,
And his strong heart, hif immontal,
Met the Aetar with a ary,—
How Ulysses left the cunlight
Far the pale cidol 1ace,
Blank and pisave through the dun light,
Staning blindly on his face.
How that tiue wife eud to Prtus,
With calm smile and wounded heart,—
s Swect, 1t hurts not ' ”-- how Admetus
Saw his blessed one depart.
How®King Aithwt provcd his mission, —
. o Andbir Roland wound his horn,—
, And at Sangreal’s moony vi.ion
. Swords did bustle rouhd il e corn
Oh! ye lifted up your head, and 1t scaned the while ye read,
That this death, then, must be found
A Valhalla for the ctowned —
The heroic who prevail.
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None, be sure, can enter in
Far below a paladin
Of a noble, noble tale l—
So, awfully, ye thought upon the Dcad.

11

Ay, but snon ye woke up shrehmng,—
As a child that wakes at might
Erom a dream of sisters speaking
In a garden’s summer-hght,—
1hat wakes, starting up and bounding,
In a loncly, lonely bed,
With a wall of darkness 10und Lim,
Stifling black about his head 1—
And the full sense of your mortal
Rushed upon you deep and loud,
And ye heard the thunder hutle
From the silence of the cloud -
Funcral-torches at your gateway
Threw a dreadful light within ;
All things changed ! you ruse up straightway,
And saluted Death and Sin.
Since,—your outward man has rallicd,
And your eye and voice grown bold-—
Yet the Sphinx of Life stands pallig,
With her saddest sceiet told.
Happy places have grown holy;
If ye went wherc once ye¢ went,
Only tears would fall;down slowly,
As at solemin sacrar:ent :
Merry books, once read for pastime,
If ye dared to read again,
Ounly memories of the last time
Would swim darkly up the brain:
Household names, which used to flutter
Through your laughter unawares,—
God’s Divine one, yec could utter
With less trembling in your prayers!
Ye have dropt adown your head, and it scewns as if ye tread
On your own hearts in the path
Ye are called to in His wrath— .,
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And your prayers go up in waill
-—“1ost Thou se~, then, all our loss,
O Thou agonised on cross?
Art Thou icading all its tale?”

So, mournfully, ye think upun the Dead.

v,

Pray, pray, thou who also weepest,
Aud the drops will slacken so ;—
Weep, weep ;—and the watch thou keepest,
With a quicker count will go.
‘Think : the shadow on the dial,
Tor the natuic most undone,
Muarks the passing of the tral,
Proves the presence of the sun.
Look, Inok up, 1 stauy passion,
To the throne above the spheres j—
Lean . the sprrit’s gravitation
Still must duffer from the tear’s.
Hope ; with all the stiength thou usest
In cmbuacing thy despair.
Love: the carthly love thou losest
Shall return to thee more fair.
Work : make clear the forest tangles
Ofcthe wildest stianget land.
Trust: the Dlessed deathly angels
Whisper, ¢ Sabbath hourt at hand !”
By the heart’s wound when most gory,
By the longest agony.
Sinile '—Behold, g sudden gloy
The "TRANSFIGURE D smiles on e !
And ye lifted up your head, and it seemed as 1l He saud
“ My Beloved, is 1t s0?
Have ye tasted of my woe P-~
Of my Heaven ye shall not fail {” -
He stands brightly where the shade is,
With the keys of ®)cath and Ilades,
And there, ends the mournful tale.—
. So, hopefully, ye think upon the Dead.
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NIGHT AND THE MERRY MAN.
NIGHT

N1 A1H my moon, what doest thou,
With a somewhat paler brow

Than she givcth to the ocean?

He, without a pulse o1 motion,
Muttering low before her stands,
La%tins his mvoking hands,

Likc a secr before a spute,

To catch ha orieles of hight

But thy ~ou! out tremblcs now

Miny pilses on thy brow !

Wheic be all thy lnughtas cear,
Othas Lhwrhed alone to hewr?
Where, thy quamt jests, sud for fime?
Wherg, thy dances, turned to ,ame ?
Wheie, thy fustive companies,
Moontd o’er with lacdics’ eycs,

All moie bright for thce, 1 tiow ?
’Neath my moon, what doest thou?

INF MTRRY VAN

T i digmng my warm heart,
Till I find I coldest part
I am digzing wide and low,
Turther than 1 spadc will go,
Till that, when the mt s deep
And large cnongh, I there may heap
All my present pun and past
Joy, dead things that look aghast
Wy the diyhsht —Now ’us done!
hrow them 1n, by one and one!
I must Jau>h, at nane sun

Mcmorics— of fancy’s Lolden
Treasurcs which my hands have holden, ,
Tl the chillness made them ache ;
Of childhood’s hopes, that used to wake
. ‘
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If birds were in a singing strain,
And for less cause, slecp again,
Of the moss scat 1n the wood,
Where I trysted solitude

OFf the hill top, where the wind
Used to tollow mc behind,
Then 1 sudden 1ush to bind
Both my glad cyes with my hair,
Taken gladly m the snarc!

Of the climbing up the rocks,—
Of the playing *neath the oaks,
Which retun bencath them now
Only shadow of the hough.

Of the lying on the grass

Whilc the clouds did overpass,—
Only they, so lishtly dnven,
Secming betwist me and Heaven'!
Of the little prayas sciene,
Murmunng of carth and s,

Of larze leaved philosophy,

T cuning fiom my childish knec,
Of poetic book sublime,

Soul kissed for the st dear time,—
Greck or Lnghsh,—erc I knew
Lafe was not a pocm too!

Throw thcm 1, by one and one !
1 Joust laugh, at rising sun

Of the glorous ambitions,
Yet unquenched by then fruttions,
Of the reading out the mights,
Of the straining of mad heights,
Of achievements, less deseried
By a decar few, than magmficd,
Of praises, from the many earned,
When prase fiom fove was undiscerned,
Of the sweet reflecting gladness,
Softened by itself 10 sadness —
Throw them 1n, by one and one'!
I must laugh, at nsng sun.
17
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What are these ? more, more than these !
Throw in, dearer memorics !—

Of voices—whereof but to speak,
Maketh mine all sunk and weak ;

Of smiles, the thought of which is sweeping
All my soul to floods of weeping ;

Of looks, whose absence fain would weigh
My looks to the ground for aye ;

Ot clasping hands —ah me! I wring
Mine, and in a tremble fling

Downward, downward, all this paining!
Partings, with the sting remaining ;
Meetings, with a deeper throc,

Since the joy is ruined so;

Changes, with a ficry burning

(Shadows upon all the tutning )
‘Thoughts of- with a storm they camne—
Zhem, 1 have not breath to name!
Downward, downward, he they cast

In the pit! and now at last

My work beneath the moon is done,
And I shall laugh, at rising sun.

But let me pausc or ere I cover
All my treasures darkly over.

I will speak not in thine cars,
Only tell my beaded teats
Silently, most silently !

When the last is calmly told,

Let that same moist rosary

With the rest septilchred be.
Finished now. The darksome mould
Sealcth up the darksome pit.

I will lay no stone on it :

Grasses I will sow instead,

Fit for Queen Titania’s tread ;
Flowers, encoloured with the sun,
And a au written upon none.
Thus, whencver saileth by

The Lady World of dainty cye,
Not a grief shall here remain,
Silken shoon to damp or stain :
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And while she lisps, 1 have not seen
Any place more smoo ' and clean”
Ilerc she cometh '—Hn, ha '— who
Laughs as loud as I can lo?

— —Q——

EARTH AND IIER PRAISERS

L

Tm Luth s old,
Six thousand wintu make ha heart 1 cold,
The sceptie slantcth from her paleied hold
She saith, “’Las me ! -God s wotd that I was ‘goud?
Is tiken bac to heaven,
From whenee when any sound comes, 1 am mven
By some shup bolt  And now no angel would
Descend with ssect dew ailence on wy mount uns,
1o glonify the lovely v fountamns
That gush along then side
I see, O wewry change ! T see nstead
This human wiath ind pude,
I'hese thiones, and tombs, judicial wrong, rd blood
And Ditter words are pouted upon mine head-
€O Larth! thou ut a stage for tucks unholy,
A chuich for most remorscful mclancholy !
Thou art so spoilt, we should for,ct we had
An Edun n thee, —wurt thou not so sad.’
Sweet chifdhen, T am old ! )¢, every one,
Do k¢ pme hom a p«ﬁnon of my sun
Gnve pruise 1n change for brightness !
That T may shake my hills m mfinitcness
Of breczy laughtet, as in youthful muth,
*To hean Earth’s sons and daughters prasing Larth.”

1.

L 4
Whereupon a <hild began,
With spuit running up to man,
As by angel’s shining ladder,
(May he find no cloud above !)
Seeming he had ne’er been sadder
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All his days than now—
Sitting 1n the chestnut grove,
With that joyous ovaiflow
Of smiling from his mouth, o’er biow
And cheek and chin, as if the brecze
Leaning tricksy from the trees
To part his golden hans, had blown
Into an hundred smilcs that one.

1IL

O 1are, rare Earth!” he saith,

“1 will praise thee prescutly ;
Not to day, 1 have no bicath !

1 have hunted squurels thice—
Two ran down 1n the fnzy hollow,
Where I could not see no follow
One «ts at the top of the filbert tree,
With a ycllow nut, i a mock at me.

Presently it shall be done,

When I sce which way those two have run ;
When the mocking onc at the filbest top
Shall leap a down, and beside me stop ;

Then, rare Karth, rae Laith,

Will I pause, having known thy worth,

To say all good of thee !’

- .

Next a Jover, with a dream
Neath his waking eyebds hidden,
And a frequent sigh unindden,
And an 1dlesse all the day,
Beside a wandernng stream ;
And a silence that 15 made
Of a word he dares not say,--
Shakes slow his pensive head
¢ Earth, Eaith .” saith he,
“ If spirits, like thy roses, grew
On one stalk, and winds austere
Could but only blow them near,
To share each other’s dew;
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If; when summicr rans agree
To beautify thy hills, * knew,
Looking off them, I nught sec
Some one very beauteous too,—
‘Then, Earth,” «aith he,
“I would praisc . . . nay nay—wnof thee!”

v

Will the pedant name hor neat?
Crabbcd with a ciabb d ten,
Sits he 1n his study nook,
With his clbow on a book,
And with «ttely crossed knees
And a wimkle deeply thid
Through his lowenng brow,
Causcd by makmg proofs cnow,
That Plato mn “Parmemides”
Mecant the same Spinosa did ;
Or, that an hundrcd of the groping
Like himsclf, had made one Homer,—
LHomes0s bhuang o misnomer.
What hath % to do with prause
Of luarth, or aught? whend’ar the slopmyg
Sunbeams, through his window, daze
1Is (yos off frum the learned phrase,
Suaightway he draws dose the curtan,
May abstraction keep him dumb!
Werg his Iips to ope, *1s curtan
“ernvatuin est” v ould come.

>

Vi

Then a mourna moveth pale

In*a sience tull of wail,

Raising not his sunken head,

Because he wandeired last that way,

With that one beneatl? the clay :

Weeping not, because that one,

The only one who would have said,

“Cease to weep, beloved !” has gone
» Whence returneth comfort none.
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The «ilence breaketh suddenly,—
“Earth, I praisc thee !” crieth he:
“Thou hast a grave for also me,”

VIIL.

Ha, a poet! know him by
The eostasy dilated eye,
Not uncharged with wars that ran
Upward from his heait of man
By *he cheek, from hour to hour,
Kindled bright. or sunken wan,
With a sense of loncly power ;
By the brow, uplittcd highcr
Than uthu», for more low declining,
By the lip, which words of fire
Qverflowing have buincd white,
Wlile they gave the nations hght !
Ay, in cvery tme and place
Ye may know the poet’s face

By the shade, or shining.

Vi

’Neath a golden cloud he stand

Spreading his impassioned hands.

“() God’s Karth '” he saith, “the sign

Trom the Father-soul to mine

Of all beautcons mysterics,

Of all perfect images,

Which, divine in His divine,

In my human only are

Veiy excellent and fair ;

"Think not, Earth, that 1 \sould raise

Weary forehead in thy praise,

(Weary, that I cannot go

Trarther from thy region low,)

If were struck no richer meanings

From thee than thysclf The leanings

Of the close treesw’er the brim

Of a sunshinc-haunted sircam,

Have a sound beneath their leaves,
Not of wind, not of wind,

Which the poet's voice achieves.
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The famnt mountans he yped behind,
Ilave a fulling on ther tops,
Not of dcw, not of dew,
Which the pocts fancy drops
Viewless things his ¢yes can view
Dnfungs of his drcam do hight
All the shies by day ano night,
And the stas that duepest 10ll,
C arry murmuns of his scul
Enth, T pruse thee ! pruse thou wme /
God puficteth His acitien
With this recipient poct passion,
And mkes the beautiful to be
I praisc thee, O beloved sign,
From the God soul unto mme'!
Prause me that I cast on thee
The cunning, sweet mtorpretation,
The help and glury and dilation

Of minc 11 nottality ’

X

There was alence None did dare
To use aam the spoken an
Ot that far charming yoice, until
A Chintian resting on the hill,
Witl a thou htful smle subducd
(Scenny, leant m solitudd)
Which a weeper might hive viewed
Without new tears, did softly say,
And looked up un o heaven alway,
While he praisedgthe I urth —

“() Laith
I count the prawses thou art worth,
By thy wavcs that wove aloud,
By thy hills agamst the ¢ loud,
By thy vallcys w um and green,
By the copses’ elins hetween,
By their budy which,itke a spite
Scattcred, through a stiong dehght,
Into fragments musical,
Stir and sing in every bush,

¢ By thy silver founts that fall,
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As if to entice the stars at might
To thune heart, by grass and rush,
And little weeds the children pull,
Mistook for flowers!

—Oh, beautiful
Art thou, Farth, albeit worse
Than i Heaven 15 called good !
Good to us, that we may know
Meekly from thy good to go,
While the holy, crymg Blood
Puts 1ts music kind and low,
"Twixt such ears as are not dull,

And thine ancient curse!

X

“Praistd be the mosses soft
In thy forest pathways oft,
And the thorns, which make us think
Of the thornless rver Liink,
Where the ransomed tread !
Praiscd be thy sunny gle ums,
And the storm, that workcth dreams
Of cahn unfimished !
Praised be thme active day ,
And thy night tunc’s solumn need,
Whn in God’s dear book we rcad,
No night skall b theran
Praised be thy dwellings warm,
By houschold fac got’s cheerful blase
Where, to hear of paraoned sin,
Pauseth oft the merry din,
ave the babc’s upon the arm,
Who rrowcth to the crackling wood
Yea,—and bettcr understood,
Pruscd be thy dwellings cold,
Hid beneath the churchyard mould,
Whetc the bodies of the saints,
Separatc from earthly taints,
Lae asleep, in blessing bound,
Waiting for the trumpet’s sound
To free them nto blessing ,—none
‘Weeping moure beneath the sun,
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Though dangerous words of human love
Be graven very near, ihove.

XI.

“ Eath, we Christians praise thee thus,
Even for the change that comes,
With a grief, fiom thee to us !
For thy cradles and thy tombs ;
For the pleasant corn and wine,
And summer heat ; and also for
The fiost upon the sycamoe,
And hail upon the vine !”

THE VIRGIN MARY TO THE CHILD JESUS.

¢ But see the Viem blest
Hath Tud he1 bale to rest,”
MILION 8 Hymn on the Nafivity,

L

SLyrp, sleep, nune Holy One' !

My flesh, my Lord !—what name ? I do not know

A name that scemeth not too lngh o1 low,
Too far from me o ITcaven.

My Jesus 74t 1s best ! that word being given

By the mujestic angel, whose command

Was softly as a man’s beseeching smd,

When I and all the carth appeared to stand
In,the great oveilflow

Of light cclestial from lns wings and head.
Sleep, slecp, my saving One !

IL

And art Thou come for saving, haby-browed

And sp¥echless Being—art “Lhou come for saving ?

The palm that grows besidc our door is bowed
treadings of the low wind from the south,

A restless shadow throughthe chamber waving :

Upon its bough a bird sings in the sun;

But Thou, with that close slumber on Thy mouth,

Dost seem of wind and sun already weary.

Artycome for saving, O my weary One ?

-
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.

I
0

Perchance this slcep that shutteth out the dreary
Earth-sounds and motions, opens on Thy soul
High dreamns on fire with God ;
High songs that make the pathways where they roll
Mouore bright than stars do tneirs ; and visions new
Of Thine cternal Nature’s old abode.
Snffer this mother’s kiss,
B st thing that earthly is,
To glide the music and the glory through,
Nor narrow in Thy dream the broad upliftings
Of any seraph wing !
Thus, noiseless, thus.  Sleep, slecp, my dreaming One,!

.

The slumber of His lips meseems to run
Through my lips to mine heart ; to all its shiftings
Of sensual life, bringing contrariousness
In a great calm. I feel, I could lie down
As Moses did, and dic,*—and then live most. .
[She pauses,
I am ’ware of you, heavenly Presences,
That stand with your pecubar light unlost,—
Each forchead with a high thought for a c1omn.
Unsunned i the sunshine ! 1 am 'ware.  Ye throw
No shade against the wall! Iow motionless
Ye round me with your living statuary,
While through your whiteness, in and outwardly,
Continual thoughts of Gotl appear to go,
Like light’s soul in itself ! T bear, 1 bear,
To look upon the dropt lids of your cyes,
Though their external shining testifies
To that beatitude within which were
Enough to blast an eagle at his sun.
I fall not on my sad clay face before ye ;
I look on His. <I know
My spirit which dilateth with the woe
Of His mortality,
May well contamn your glory.
® It fs a Jewish tradition that Moses died of the kisses of Gody lips,

.
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Vea, diop your hids more low, —
, Ye are but fellow worshipr rs with me.!
Sleep, slecp, my worshipped One '

v

We sate wmong the stalls at fithlchem

The dumb kine hom then fodder turning them,
Softened then horned fiees
o alimost human gazes
Towud the ncwly Bomn

The smple <hephade fiom the sta hit brooks
Brouht vistonary looks,

As vet m thar astonied heanag run,
The strangg, »weet angel ton zuc

The Mag of the 1 ast, i sandds womn,
RKnelt revorent, sweopiug tound,

With long pale b uds, than gitts upon the ground,-
The mncunse, myrnh, and gold,

Thesc viby hinds were 1potent to hold

So, Ict all earthhies and «clestials wait
Upon | hy royal stat !
Sleep, sleep, my kingly Onel

. VI

I am not proud meck angcls, ye invest

New mecknesses to haar such utterance rest

On motal bps,—“1 am not proud - wof proud !

Albait m'my fic h God sent s Son,

Albcic ovar Him my Read 1 bowed,

As othus Low hefore Him, still nune heut

Bows lowar than than knwes O centunes

That roll, in vision, yom futurities
4 Aly futwie grave athwart,—

Whose murmurs seem to 1cach me winle T kecp

- Watch o'cr this slcep,—

Say of me as the Heavenlp said —¢ Thou art

The blessedest of women ! ”—blessedest,

Not holicst, not noblest—no high name,

Whose height misplaced may pierce me like a shame,

ngenlsitmeekaeavenl .
L)
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VIL

For me—for me—

God knows that I am fucble Iike the rest l—
I often wandaed forth, morc cluld than maiden,
Among the mdmght hills of Galilee,

Whese cummits looked heaven laden ,
Listening to silence, as it scemed to be
God’s voice, 0 soft yit stion,,  so fain to press
Upon my heart, as Heaven did on the haght,
And waken up 1ts shidows by a light,
And show 1ts vilencss by a holiness
Then I knelt down, as silont as the night,

Too scif renounced for fears,
Rarsing my small face to the boundless bluc
Whose stars did mux and tremble 1n my tears
God heard #%em falling after  with His dew

VI

So, seeing my coruption, can I see
This Incorruptible now born of me—
This fairr ncw Innocence, no sun did chanece
o shine on, (for ¢ven Adam was no clld)
(reated from my nature all defiled,—
1 lis mystery, fiom out mmnc ignorince, —
Nor feel the blindncss, stan, corruption, more
Than others do, or 7 did heretofore ¢ —
Can hands wherein such hurden pume has been,
Not open with the cry, * Unclean, unclean!”
More oft than any clse beneath the shies?
Ah Xing, ah Christ, hh son'!
‘The kine, the shepherds, the abased wise,
Did all less lowly wait
‘Ihan I, upon Thy state '—
Sleep, sleep, my kingly One'!

“IX.

Art Thou a king, then? Come, His universe,
Come, crown me Him a king!

Pluck rays from all such stars as ncvel fling
Their light where fell a curse,
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And make a crowning for this kingly brow '—
Wit 13 my word >—Each mnpyeal sta:
Sits 1n a sphae afar
In shining ambuscade
The child brow, crov ncd by none,
Keeps 1ts unchildhikc shade.
Sleep, sleep, my crownless One!

X

Unchildlike shade '—no other babe doth wear
An aspcct very sorrowful, as Thou —
No small babc smules, my watching heart has seen,
1o float like speech the specchless Tips between,
No dovelihe cvoomng mn the golden arr,
No quick shoit joys of leaping babyhood
Alas ! our carthly good,
In Heaven thought evil, seems too good for Thee:
Yet slecp, my weary One!

Al

And then the drcar sharp tongue of prophecy,
With the dread sensc of things which shall be done,
Doth smite mc ly, like a sword—a sword *—
(That “smtes the Shepherd 1) then, T think aloud
The words “despised,”  *“1¢jected,”—cvery word
Recoiling into darkness as I view

I'he DARIING on my knee
Bright angcls,~-move not ' - lest ye stir the cloud
Betwint iy soul and 11 futunty!
I mu t not die, with motha’s work to do,

And could not Iive and see

. X1

Tt is enough to bear

This 1mage st1ll and fan—

‘This holicr 1n sleep,

Than a saint at prfcr

This aspcet of a child

Who never sinned or smmled—
This presence 1n an infant’s face
This sadness most like love,
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This love than love more deep,
This weakness like omnipotence,

It is so strong to mme!

Awful 1s this watching place,

Awful what I sce from hence—

A king, without regalia,

A God, without the thunder,

A child, without the heart for play ;
Ay, a Creator 1ent asunder

From His first gloty, and cast away
On His own waild, for e alone
‘1o hold 10 hand «reated, crymg—Son !

XIIT

That tear fll not on Titr,
Beloved, yet Thou sturest in thy slumber!

THou, stirring not to1 glad sounds out of numbes

Which through the vibratory palm trees run
T'rom summer wind and bnd,
So qnickly hast Thou heard
A tear fall silently ? —
Wak’st Thou, O loving One?-

R p—

AN ISLAND.
“* All goeth but Goddis will - O1D Port

My dream is of an island place,
Which distant seas keep lonely ;
A little island, on whos face
The stars are watchers only.

Thosc bright still stars! they need not seer

Brighter or stiller in my dicam

1L

An island full of hills and dells,
All rumpled and uneven
With green rccesses, sudden swells,
And odorous valleys driven
So deep and straight, that always there
The wind is cradled to soft air.
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111,

Hills running up to heaven for light
Through woods that half-way ran !

As if the wild carth minicked right
The wilder hoart of man

Only 1t shall be greener jar

And gladder, than hearts cver are

V.

More like, perhaps, that mountain piece
Of Dantc’s paradise,

Disrupt to an hundred hills like these,
In falling from the -kic«—

Biingimg withm it all the roots

Of heavenly trecs, and flowers and fruits.

V.

For saving where the grey rocks strike
'Their javelins up the azure,
Or where deep fiasures, nuscr like,
Hoard up some fountain treasure,—
(And €’en m them—stoop down and hear-
Leaf sounds with water in your ea1 !)

Vi.

The place is all awave with trees—
Lincs, myrtles nurple-beaded ,
Acacias having drunk the lees
Of the night dew, faint-headed ;
And wan grey olive-woods, which secm
The fittest foliage for a dreamn.

Trees, trees on all sides ! they combine
Their plumy shades to throw ;
Through whose clear fruit and blossom finc,
Whene'er the sun may go,
The ground beneath he deeply stains,
o “As passing through cathedral panes.
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VIII,

But hittle needs this carth of ours
T hat shining from above her,
When many Pleiades of flowers
(Not onc lost) star her over,
The rays of their unnumbered hues
Being refractced by the dews

X,

Wide petalled plants, that boldly drink
The Amreeta of the sky ,

Shut bells that, dull with ripture, sink,
And lolling buds, half shy,

I cannot count thcm, but hetween

Is 100m for grass and mosses green,

X

And brooks, that glass in different strengths
All colours 1 disorder,
Or, gathering up therr silver lengths
Bewside thar winding bordcr,
Sleep, haunted through the slumber hidden,
By hlies white as dreams mn Eden

X1

Nor think each arched tree with cach
Too closcly interlaces,
To admat of vistas out of reach,
And broad moon lighted places,
Upon whosce sward the antlered deer
May view their double imagc clear.

xn

For all this 1sland’s creature full,
ept happy not by halves ;
Mild cows, that at the vine wreaths pull,
‘Then low back at their calves,
With tender lowings, as they feel
The warm mouths milking them for weal.
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XIII.

Frec gamesome horses, autelopes,

And harmless, leaping lcopards,
And buffaloes upon the sle pes,

And shecp unruled by shephads,
Hares, lizards, hedgehogs, bdgers, nmice,
Snakcs, squurrels, frogs, and butterflies.

AIV,

And birds that live there mm a aowd—
Horned owls, 1apt nightingales,

I arks bold with heaven, and peacocks proud,
Self sphered 1 those g1and tails,

All azreatures glad and safe, I deem,

No guns nor spimges m my dreym !

Xv.

The 1sland’s edges are a wing
With trces that ovelbranch
The sca with song birds, welcoming
The curlews to green change,
And doves from half closed hds espy
The red and purple fish go by

XVL

One dove 15 answering m tiust
Theavater every minute,
Thinking so soft 1 muimur must
Have hcr mate’s ooing 1 at;
So softly doth caith’s beauty round
Infuse itself 1n ocean’s sound.

v
XVIL

* My soul in love hounds forwarder
To meet the bounding waves !
Beside them straightway 1 repaur,
To live within the caves,
. And near me two or three may dwell
Whom dreams fantastic please as well, s
z
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XVII

Long winding caveins ! ghttering far
Into 2 crystal distance ,

Through clcfts of which, shall many a star
Shme clear, without 1csistance,

And carry down 1ts rays the smell

Of floweis above mvisible

XIX

I sud that two or threc might choose
Then dwclling near mine own

Those who would ¢ hange man’s voice and use
For Naturc s way ind tonc—

Man s veering heut and careless eyes,

Yor Naturd’ stedfist sympathies

BN

Qurselves to mect her faithfulne ss,
Shall play a fathful part

Her bcautitul shall ne’cr addres
The 1nonstrous at our hcat

Her muvic 1l shall ¢ver touch

Something within us also such

XXI1

Vet shall she not our mistress hve,
As doth the moon, of ocean ,
Though gently as the moon she give
Onr thoughts a hight ar.] motion,
More hke a harp of many lays,
Moving 1ts master while he plays

XXI71

No sod 1n all that 1sland doth
Yawn open for the dead,

No wind hath borne a traitor’s oath
No earth, a mourner’s tread

We cannot say by stream or shade,

« I suffered Aere,—was Aere betrayed.”
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XXIIT

Our only “farewell ” we shall laugh
To shifting cloud or hour ,—
And use our only epitaph
To some bud turned a floner:
Our only L ars shall serve 1o prove
Exccss in happiess and love.

XX1v.

Our fancies shall their plumage catch
From farest sland bnds,

Whose eggs let young oncs out at hatch,
Bomn singing ! then our words

Unconsciously shall take the dyes

Of thosc prodigious fantasies.

XXV.

Yea, soon, no consonant unsmooth
QOur smile turned lips shall 1cach ,
Sounds sweet as Hellas spake 1mn youth,
Shall ghdd mmto om speech —

(What music cetes can you find
As soft as voices which are kind ?)

XXVI.

And often by the joy without
And ;n us, oveicome,

We, through our musing, shall let float
Such poems, —<{iting dumb,—

As Pindar might have wit, if he

Had tended shecep in Arcady;

[ ]
XXVIT

Or Aschylus—the pleasant fields
He died in, longer kn8wing ;
Or Homer, had men’s sins and shields
Been lost in Melces flowing ,
Or poet Plato, had the undim
Unsetting Godlight broke on him

278
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XXVIIL

Choose me the cave most worthy choice,
To make a place for prayer;

And 1 will choose a praying voice

To pour our spirits there.

How silveily the echoes run—

Ty will be done, - Thy will be done.

XXIX.

Genlly yet strangely uttered words —
They hft me from my dieam.
The island fadcth with 1ts swards,
That did no more than seem !
The strteams are dry, no sun could find—
The fruits arc fallen, without wind !—

XXX,

So oft the doing of God’s will

Our foolish wills undoeth !

And yct what idle dream breaks ill,
Which morning-light subducth ;

And who would murmur and misdoubt,

When God’s great sunrisc finds him out ?

e () e e

THE SOUL’S TRAVELLING.
Hdn vespous

Msragas Txpoovs.
r SYNESIUS,

I.

I pweLL amid the city ever.
The great humanity which beats
1ts life along the stony streets,
Like a strong and unsunned river
In a self-made ¢ourse,

I sit and hearken while it rolls.
Very sad and very hoarse
Certes is the flow of souls:
Infinitest tendencies,
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By the fimite, prest and pent,—
. In the fimte, turbulen..
And how we tremble m suprise,
When somctimes, with an awful sound,
God’s great plummet strikes the ground !

11,

The champ of the steeds on the silver but,

As they whirl the rich man’s charnot by ,.

The beggar’s whine as he looks at 1t,—

But 1t goes too fast for charty ,

The tia1l, on the street, of the poor man’s broom,
That the lady, who walks to her palace home,
On her silken skt may catch no dust,

The tread of the busmcss men, who must

Count their per cents. by the paces they take;
The cry of the babe, unhcard of its mother,

277

Though 1t hie on her breast, whilc she thinks of the other

T aid yesterday where 1t will not wake,

1he flower-girl’s prayer to buy roscs and pinks,
Held out in the smoke, hke stars by day,

The gin door’s oath, that hollowly chinks

Guilt upon grict, and wiong upon hate,

The cabman’s cry to get out of the way;

The dustman’s call down the area grate,

The young mawd’s jest, and the old wifc’ scold ,
The hagghing talk of the boys at a stall,

The fight 1» the strect, which 1s backed for gold ;
The plc 1 of the lawycers in Weetminster Hall,
The drop on the stones*of the blind man’s staff,
As he trades 1n his own gnief’s sacredness ;

The biothel’s shniek, and the Newgate laugh ;
/The hum,upon 'Change, and the organ’s grinding,
"“The grinder’s face being nevertheless

Dry and vacant of even woe,

.While the children’s hearts ge leaping so

"At the merry music’s winding

The black-plumed funeral’s creeping train,

Long and slow (and yet they will go

As fast as Lafe, though 1t hurry and stran 1)
Creeping the populous houses through,

-
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And nodding their plumes at either side,—
At many a house where an infant, new
To the sunshiny world, has just struggled and cried ;
At many a house, where sitteth a bride
! g the morrow’s coronals,
With a scarlet Llush, to-day.-—
Slowly creep the funerals,
As none should hear the noise and say,
The living, the living, must go away
To multiply the dead!
Hatk ! an upwnrd shout is sent !
In grave strong joy from tower to steeple
The bells 1ing out—
The trumpcets sound, the people shout,
The young Queen gous to her parhament.
She turncth 10und her large blue cyes,
Morc bright with childish niemories
Than royal hopes, upon the people :
On cither side she hows her head
Lowly, with a queenly grace,
And smile most trusting innocent,
As if she smiled upon her mother !
The thousands press before cach other
To bless her to her face :
And booms the deep majestic voice
Through trump and drum,— “ May the Queen rejoice
In the people’s liberties | "—

111

I dwell amid the city,
And hcar the flow of soulsin act and speech,
For pomp or trade, for merrymake or folly :
I hear the conflucnce and sum of each,
And that is melancholy l-—
Thy voice is a complaint, O crownd city,
The blue sky covering thee, like God's great pity.,”

V.

* O blue sky! it mindeth me

Of places where I used to see
Its vast unbroken circle thrown
From the far pale-peakid hill

s
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Out to the last verge of ocean—

As by God'’s aim it wo e done

'Then for the first time, with the emotion

Of that first impulse on it still.

Ob, we spirits fly at will,

Faster than the winged steed

Whereof in old book we read,

With the sunlight foaming back

From him, to a misty waack,

And his nostril reddening proud

As he breasteth the stecp thundercloud !

Smoother than Sabrina’s chair

Gliding up from wave to air,

‘While she smileth debonair

Yet holy, coldly and yet brightly,

1 jke her own mouncd waters nightly,
Through her Jdrpping hair.

V.

Very fast and smooth we fly,
Spirits, though the flesh be hy.

All looks feed not from the eye,
Nor all hearings from the ear;

We can hearken and espy

Without either ; we can journey,
Bold and gay, as knight to tourney ;
And though we wear no visor down
To dgrk our countenance, the foe
Shall never chafe us as we go.

AY A

1 am gone from peopled town !

It passcth its street-thunder round

My body, which yet hears no sound ;
For now another soung, another
Vision, my soul’s scnses have.

Q’er a hundred valleys deep,

Where the hills’ grcen shadows sleep,
‘fcarce known, because the valley trees
+ Cross those upland images—



280

TRHE SOUL'S TRAVELLING.

O'er a hundred hills, each other
Watching, to the western wave—

I have tiavelled,—I have found

‘The silent, lone, remembered ground,

VIL

I have found a grassy miche,
Hollowed 1n a seaside hill,

As if the ocean-grandeu, which

Is aspectable from the place,

Had struck the hill as with a mace
Sudden and cleaving You nmught fill
‘That Iittle nook with the little cloud
Which sometimes hieth by the moon
To beautify a mght of June,

A cavehke nook, which, opening all
To the wide sca, 15 disallowed

Erom 1ts own earth’s sweet pastoral,
Cavelike, but rooflcss overhcad,

And made of verdant banks mnstead
Of any rochs, with flowerets spread,
Instcad of spar and stalactite . .
Cowships and daisies, gold and white, .
Such pretty flowers on such gieen sward,
You think, the sey, they look towarll
Doth serve them for another sky,

As warm and blue as that on high

VIII

And 1n this hollow 15 a seat,

And when you shall haxe crept to 1t,
Shpping down the banks, too steep
To be o’erbrowzed by the sheep,—
Do not think-—though at your feet
The chff’s disrupt-y-you shall behold
The Iine where earth and occan meet:
You sit too much above to view
The solemn confluence of the two
You can hear them as they greet ;
You can hear that evermore
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Distince softened noise, more old
Than Nereid’s singing, —the tide spent
Joming soft 1ssues with the shore

In harmony of discontent,—

And when you hearken to the grave
T.amenting of the underwave,

You must believe 1n their communion,
Albeit you witness not the union.

IX.

Except that sound, the place 1s full

Of silences, which, when you cull

By any word, 1t thnlls you so

That presently you let them grow

To meditation’s fullest length,

Across your soul with a soul’s strength -
And as they touch your soul, they borrow
As of 1ts grandeur, so 1ts sorrow, —

That deathly odour which the clay
Leaves on its deathlessness alway.

X.

Alway! alway' must this be?

Rapid Soul from city gone,

Dost’thou carry inwardly

What doth make the city’s moan?
Must this deep sigh of thine own
Haunt thee with humanity ?

Grecen visioned baiiks, that are too steep
To be o’crbionscts by the sheep,

May all sad thoughts adown you creep
Without a shepherd '—"Mighty sea,
Can we dwarf thy magnitude,

And fit it to our straitest mood P—

O fair, fair Nature! are we thus
Impotent and querulgps

Among thy woirkings glorious,

Wealth and sanctities.—that still
Leave us vacant and defiled,

And watling like 3 kissed child,
Kissed soft against his will ?
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vy

God, God |—
With a child’s voice I cry,
Weak, sad, confidingly—
Guod, God !
Thou knowest eyelids raised not always up
Unto Thy love, (as none of ours are) droop,
As ours, O’cr many a tear !
Thou knowest, though Thy universe is broad,
Two Iittle tears suffice to cover all.
Thou knowest,—Thou, who art so p1odigal
Of beauty,—we are oft but stricken deer,
Expiring i the woods—that care for none
Of those delightsome flowers they die upon.

Y

O blissful Mouth, which breathed the mournful breath
We name our souls,—self spoilt —by that strong passior
Which paled thee once with sighs,—by that strong dcath
Which made thee once unbreathing —fiom the wrack,
Themselves have called around them, call them back—
Back to thee in continuous aspiration !
For here, O l.ord,
For here they travel vainly,—vainly pass
From city pavement to untrodden sward,
Where the lark finds her deep nest in the grass
Cold with the earth’s last dew. Yea, very vain
The greatest speed of all these souls of men,
Unless they travel upward to Thy Throne!
There, sittest THoU, the satisfying ONE, .
With help for sins, and holy perfectings
For all requirements-—while the archangel, raiging
Unto 'l‘hg face his full ecstatic gazing,
Forgets the rush and rapture of his wings!
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TO BET'/INE,
THE CHILD-FRIEND OF GOETHE.

‘1 have the second sight, Goethe | "—Letters of a Child.

L

BeT11NY, friend of Gocthe,
Ifadst thou the second sight—
Upturning worship and dclight.
With such a loving duty,
To his grand face, as women will,
The childhood neath thine eyelids sull ?

1.

Before his shrine to doom thee,
Using the same child’s smile,
That heaven and carth, beheld crewhile
Tor the first time, won from thee,
Ere star and flower grew dim and dead,
Save at his feet, and o’er his head.

111,

Digging thine heart, and throwing
Away its childhood’s gold,
"Thatso its woman-depth might hold
His spirit’s overflowing. =
For surging souls, no worlds can bound,
Their channel in the heart have found.

Iv.

O child, to change appointed,
Thou hadst not second sight !
What eyes the future view aright,
- Unless by tears anointed ?
Yea, only tears themselves can show
The burning ones that have to flow.
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70O BETTINE,

V.

O woman, deeply loving,

Thou hadst not second sight !
The star 1s very high and brnight,
And none can see 1t moving
Tove looks around, below, above,

Yet all his prophecy 1s—love

VI

The bird thy childhood’s playing
Sent onward o’er the sca,
Thy dove of hopc, came back to thce
Without a leaf At Inying
Its wet cold wing, no sun can dry,
Still 1in thy bosom, sccretly ?

VII

Our Goethe’s fricnd, Bettine,
I have the second sight!

The stone upon his grave 1s white,
The funeral stone between ye,
And mn thy mirror thou hast viewed
Some change as haidly understood

vIn

Where’s childhood ? where 15 Goethe?
The tears are 1n thine eyes °
Nay, thou shalt yct rc?lr,,{amec
Thy maidenhood of beauty
In hic own glory, which 1s smooth
Of wrinkles, and sublime 1n youth

X

The poet’s aimg have wound thee,
breathes upon thy brow,
fts thee upward m the glow
his great genrus round thee,—
1ldhke poet undefiled
ing evermore TrE CHILR.
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MAN AND YATURE.

A saD man on a summer day
Ind look upon the earth, and say—

“ Putple cloud the hillop binding ;
Folded hills, the valleys wind in;
Valleys, with fresh strcams among you ;
Streams, with bosky trees along you ;
Trees, with many bids and blossoms ;
Dirds, with music-tremblimg bosoms ;
Blossoms, dropping dews that wreathe you,
To your fellow flowers beneath you ;
Flowers, that constellate on earth ;
Earth, that shakest to the mirth

Of the merry Titan orean,

All his shining han in motion !

Why am I thus the only one

Who can be dark bencath the sun?”

But when the summer day was past,
Fle looked to heaven, and smiled at last,
Sclf-answered so—

¢ Because, O cloud,
Preseing with thy crumpled shroud
Heavily on mountain top ;
Hills that almost seem to drop,
Stricken with a misty dcath,
To the valleys unslerneath ;
Valleys, sighing with the torrent ;
Waters, streaked with branches horrent;
Branchless trees, that shake your head
Wildly o’er your blossoms spread
Where the common flowers are found ;
Flowers, with forcheads to the ground ;
Ground, that shrickest while the sea
With his iron smitetl.thee—
I am, besides, the only one
‘Who can be bright w#tkout the sun.”

RS S—



286

A SEA-SIDE WALK.

A SEA-SIDE WALK.

I

WE walked beside the sea,
After a day which perished silently .
Of its own glory--like the Princess weird
Who, combating the Genius, scorched and seared,
Uttered with burning breath, “ Ho! victory ! ”
And sank adown, an heap of ashes pale;

So runs the Arab tale.

1L

The sky above us showed
An universal and unmoving cloud,
On which, the cliffs permitted us to sce
Only the outline of their majesty,
As master-minds, when gazed at by the crowd !
And, shining with a gloon, the water grey
Swang in its moon-taught way.

IIL.

Nor moon nor stars were out.
They did not dare to tread so soon about,
Though trembling, in the footsteps of the sun.
T'he light was neither night's nor day’s, but onc
Which, life-like, had a beauty in its doubt ;
And Silence’s impassioned breathings round
Scemed wandering into sound.

Iv.

O solenn-beating heart
Of naturc ! I have knowledge that thou art
Bound unto man’s by cords he cannot sever—
And, what time they are slackened by him ever,
So to attest his own supernal part,
Still runneth thy vibration fast and strong,

The slackened cord along.

v.

For though we never spoke
Of the grey water and the shaded rock,—
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Dark wave and stone, unconsciously, were fused
,Into the plaintive speaking that we used,
Of absent friends and meniunies unfotsook ; .
And, had we seen cach other’s face, we had
Scen haply, cach was sad

THE SEA-MEW.
AFFECTIONATFLY INSCRIBED TO M. E H.

L

How joyously the young sca-mew
Lay dreaming on the waters blue,
Whereon our Iittle buk had thrown
A forward shade, the only one,
(But shadows cver man pursue.)

11.

Famliar with the waves and free,
As 1f then own white foam were he,
I41s heart, upon the heart of occan,
Lay learning all its mystic motion,
And tirobbing to the throbbing sea.

L

And duch a brightn:ss in his cye,
As if the ocean anvd the sky
Within him had lit up and nurst
A soul, God gave him not at first,
To comprehend their majesty.

1v.

We were not crucl, yetslid sunder

His white wing from th2 blue waves under,
And bound it, while hijs fearless eyes
Shone up to ours in calm surprise,

As deeming us some ocean wonder!



288

J

THF SEA-MEW.

v.

We bore our ocean bird unto

A grassy place, where he might view
The flowers that curtsey to the becs,
The waving of the tall green trees,
The faling of the silver dew.

VL

Bnt flowers ot earth were pale to him
‘Who had scen the 1ainbow fishes swim ;
And when earih’s dew around him lay,
He thought of occan’s winged spray,
And his eyc waxtd sad and dim.

VIIL.

The green trees round him only made
A prison, with their dathsome shade :
And drooped his wing, and mourntd he
For his own boundless ghttermg sea—
Albert he knew not they could fade

Vi1

Then One her gladsome face did bring,
Her gentlc voice’s murmuring,

In ocean’s stead his heart to move,

And teach him what was human love—
He thought it a strange, mournful thing,

IX.

He lay down 1n his gnef to die,
(First looking to the sea-like sky,
That hath no waves!) because, alas!

*Qur human touct did on him pass,
And with our touch, our agony.

L ol
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FELICIA H:i MANS.
TO L. T.y RLITRRING 10 HLR MON\ODY ON THAT POI'TESS.

Trou bay-crowned living One, that o’cr the bay-crowned Dead
art bowing,

And, o’e the shideless moveless brow, the vita] shadow throwing ;

And, o'er the sighless songless lips, the wail and music wedding ;

Droppmg above the tranquil cyes, the tcais not of thewr
shedding '—

1L

Take music fiom the silent Dead, whose meaning 1s completer;

Resrive thy tears tor iving brows, whare all such tears are mecter ;

And lewe the wviolcts 1 the grase, to brighten where thou
trcadest !

No flowers for hct ! no neced of flowers—albeit “bnng flowers,”
thou saidest,

JTIL

Yes, flowers, to crown the “cup and lute '” since Loth may come
to breaking -

Or flowers, to greet the “bude!” the heart’s own beating works
1ts aching :

Or flowers, to scothe the “captive’s” sight, from ecarth’s free
bosom gathered,

Reminding of his carthly hope, then withering as 1t withered §

v,

But bring not near her solemn (orse, the type of human seeming |
Lay only dust’s stern venty upon her dust undieammg.
And while the calm pcrpetual stars shall look upon 1t solely,
Her rpll)lelitd soul shall look on #iem, with c¢yes more bnght and
oly.
* V.

Nor mourn, O living One, becausc her part in hfe was mourning.
Would she have lost the poet’s fire, for anguish of the burning ?—-
The mix;treeldharp, for the stramncd string? the tripod, for the
at
. Wog? or the vision, for those tears, in which it shone dilated ?
) . > Yo
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]

Perhaps she shuddered, while the woilds cold hand her brow
was wreathing,

But never wronged that mystic breath, which breathed in all her
breathing ;

Which drew from rocky earth and man, abstractions high and
moving—

Beauty, if not the beautiful, and love, if not the loving,

VIT.

Such visionings have paled in sight : the Swiowm she descrieth,

And little recks ado wieathed the brow which on ITis bosom
lieth,

The whiteness of 1Tis innocence o'cr all her carmients, flowing,—

There, learneth she the sweet * new song,” she will not moutn n
knowing,.

VIIL

Be happy, crowned and hving One! and, as thy dust decayceth,

May thine own Lngland say for thee, what now for Her, it
sayeth—

“ Albeit softly in our ears her silver song was ringing,

The footfall of her parting soul is sufter than her singing !”

L. E. 1."S LAST* QUESTION.

“Do you think of me as I think of you?”
—~From her poem wrilten during the voyage to the Cape.

L

“Do y‘ think of me as I think of you, .
My friends, my fricnds ? >—She «aid it from the sea,
The English minstrel in htr minstrelsy ;

While, under brighter skies than erst she knew,

Her heart grew dark,—and groped there, as the blind,
To reach, across the waves, friends left behind-~

% Do you think of me as I think of you?”
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et e b s - ot — v — - — o ——

11

{t scemed not much to ask— s £ of ) w -~
We dldy vk the same No ¢y lds cover
Within the meeke L eyes, that  ucstion over,—
And nttle, m the world the L oving do,

but sit (imong the rocks?) wet histen for

T he ceho of th 1 cwn Jove evermore—

“ Do you think of me 15 I think of you?

nr

JTove I une 1, <he hid sung of 1ne ind love,—
And, it 1 ddnld, that, slegping with dropt head
Upor the fury ool Te Tady 1cad

WM natevar hous hol L ner s totr 1 him move
Heur mbs dv ims e elim twbulonee, -
Fyven » u oshve to har woad sur s,

All sounds of Iifc wsume < one tune of love

v

A d when the glory of her dicun withdrew,
When mghtly estes and cotntly pagcantrie
Wae brol enm ber vistonuy ¢3¢s,

By wus the sclemn sor 0 tested true,

1 orgatung, that weet lute boside her hand,

She askad 1 t, Do you pruse ne, O my hind ?—
But,— “ Think ye¢ of e, {frunds, 1s 1 of you?’

v

Has nas ' ¢ hind that | layed for many 1 vear,

T oves silvar phrase lor | ngland, — sme oth and well!
Would God, 1 heart’s more mw ud onacle,

In that lonc moment, mig ht coafitm ber dear!

For whun har questiond d fricnds m agony

Madc prv ionate 1esponse,—*¢ We think of #e,’
Her placc was m the dust, too deup to heu

Ve

Could che not wait to catch their answening breath ?
Was she content—c ontent—with ocean’s sound,
Which dashed its mocking mnfimte aiound

One thirsty for a hittle love ?—beneath

a9t
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‘Those stars, content,—where last hcr song had gone,~
T#ey, mute and cold 1n radiant life,—as soon
Therr singer was to be, m duksome death ? *

viII

Bring your vun wnswers—cry, “We think of tkee /”
How think yc of her? worm n long ago

Delights? or crowned with budding biyys? Nol so
None smilc and nonc are c1owned where heth she,—
With all her visions unfullilled, sive one—

Her chilchood s —of the pilm tiecs 1n the sun

And lo! their shidow on hu seju'chie!

VIII

“DNo ye think of me as I think of you?”—

O firnds,—O kindied, O dear biothahood

Of all the world ' wht arc we, that we should

kor covenants of long affection suc ?

Why press so near each other, when the touch

Is barred by graves?  Not much, and yet too much,
Is this “Think of me as 1 think of you.”

IX

But while on mortal lips I shape anew

A sigh to mortd assucs,—venly

Above the unshaken stars that see us die,
A vocal pathos rolls ! and I1r who diew
All Life from dust, and for all, twsted dcath,
By death and Iife and love, ppealing, suth,
Do you think of me as I thinl of you ?

B —

C?OWNED AND WEDDED

T

WHEN last before hcr people s ace her own fur face she bent,
Wighip the meek projection of that <hade she was content
Her the child smile from her lips, which seemed as if 1t might
To react. holy from the woild to childhood still in sight—w

“ Do you yiic on the polar stir came home with her latest papars,
]
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T erasg it with a solemn vow,—~ princely vow—to rule—

A pniestly vow—to rule by grace ui God the pitiful,—

A very godlike vow~—to rule 1n right «nd righteousncss,

And with the law and for the land ' —s0 God the vower bless |

11,

The minster was alight that day, but not with fire, I ween,

And long-drawn glitterings swept adown that mighty aisled
scenc.

The pricsts stood stoled in their pomp, the sworded chiefs in
theits,

And so, the ;oll.n'cd Lnighty,—and so, the civil ministers,—

And so, the watting lords and dames—and httle pages best

At holding tiains—and legates so, ftom <ounuies cast and west—*

Su, alien princes, native peers, and high-born ladics bright,

Along whose brows the Quewn’s, new crowned, flashed coronets
to light.--

And so, the people at the gates, with pricstly hands on high,

Which biing ihe fitst anointing 10 all legal majesty.

And so, the DEaAD—who lic 1n 10ws beneath the minster floor,

Thae, venly an awtul state maintaning cvermore—

The statesman, whose <lean palm will kiss no brnibe whate'er
it be;

The courticr; who, for no fair queen, will rise up to his knee;

The court-dame, who, for no cout-tire, will leavé her shroud
behind ;

The laurcate, who no courtlier rhyme than “dust to dust” can
find ;

The kings a:.‘d queens, who, having made that vow and worn that
crown,

Descended unto lower thrones and darker, deep adown !

Dieu et mon droit—what is't 10 them P—what meaning can it

»  have?-*

'The King of kings, the tights of death—God’s judgment and the
Jave |

And when bs’twixt the quick and dead the young fan Queen had
vowe

The living shouted “May she live! Victoria, live!” aloud—

' And ag she loyal shouts went up, true spirits prayed between,
“The blessings happy monarchs have, be thine, O crownéd*
N Quen!u
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1L M

But now before her people’s face she bendeth hers anew,

And calls them, while she vows, to be her witness thereunto.

She vowed to rule, and, in that oath, her childhood put away—

She doth maintain her womanhood, in vowing love to-day.

0 lovely lady ! —lct her vow !—such hps become such vows,

And fairer gocth bridal wreath than crown with vernal brows,

O lovely lady ! —let her vow 1---yea, let her vow to love '—

And though she be no less a queen-—with pmples hung above,

The pageant of a court behind, the royal kin wound,

And woven gold to catch her looks turned maudenly to ground,—

Yet may the bride-veil hile from her o little of that state,

While loving hopes, for rtinues, about her swectness wait.

SHE vows to love, who vowed to 1ule—the chosen at her side ;

Let none say, God preserve the Queen !—but rather, Dless the
bride !

None blow the trump, none bend the knee, none violate the
dream

Wherein no monarch, but a wife, she to hersc Il may scem.

Or if ye say, Preserve the Queen!  oh, Dreathe it inward Jow

She is a woman, and éelored ! —and ’tis enough but so.

Count it enough, thou noble prince, who tak’st hier by the hand,

And claimest for thy lady-love, our ladv of the land !

And since, Prince Albert, men have called thy spirit high and
rare, - .

And true to truth and brave for truth, as some at Augsburg were,—

We charge thec by thy lofty thoughts, and by thy poct-mind,

Which not by glory and degree takes mehsure of mankind,

Esteem that wedded hand less dear for sceptre than for ring,

And hold her uncrowned womanhead to be the royal thing.

v

And now, u?pon our Queen’s last vow, what bldssings shali we
pra

None, straitened to a shallow crown, will suit our lips té-day.

Behold, they must be free as ove—they must be broad as free,

Even to the borders of heaven’s light and earth’s humanity.

Long live she!—send up loyal shouts—and true hearts pray

- between,‘—' -

“The blessin§s bappy PEASANTS have, be thine, O crowndd
Qw ”
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1

Narorron —jycars ago, and thy great word,
Compact of human breath m hate and dread
And exultation, shicd us ovethead -

An atmosphere whosc hightning was the sword,
Scathmy the ccdars of the woilld,~ diawn down
In burnings, by the mctil of a crtown

n

Napoleon! Nations, wlnle they cursed that name,
Shook at then own cmsc, and while others bore
Its sound, as of 1 trumpct on before,

Brass fionted legions justitied its fame—

And dyin, men, on utamplcd battle sods,

Nca thar lost sidence uttesed it for God s

ni

Napolcon!  Sagcs, with hirh fomeheads diooped,
id use 1t for a problem  children small

I eant up 1o wiert 1t, as at manhood s call -
Priests blessed it from then altars oveistooped

By meck eyed Christs,—and widows with a moan
Spakc 1t, when guestioned why they sate alone

1A'

That name,consumed the silence of the snows

In Alpine Keeping, holy “and ddoud nd,

The muanc ¢ ygdes darad what Natwe's did,

And over ruslied hcr mount unous 1epose

In sewrch of ¢yries  and the A gyptian 1iver
Mingled ¢he same word with 1ts grand “For ever.”

\.

That name was shoutcd neag the pyramudal
Agyptian tombs, whose mummied habitants,
Packed to humamty’s significance,

Motioned 1t back with stillness  Shouts as idle
As hireling artists’ work of myrrh and spice,
Which swathed last glories round the Ptolemies.
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VI

The world’s fice changed to hear it. Kingly men
Came down, 1n chidden babes’ be wilderment,
From autocratic places— each content

With spunklcd ashes for anomting —then

The people laughed or wondered for the nonce,
Te see one throne a composite of thrones.

viI

Napoleon ! and the tornd vastitude

Of India fclt, 1n throbbings of the ar,

That name which scattered by disastrous blare
All Europc’s bound lines, drawn afresh in blood
Napoleon—from the Russias, west to Spain !
And Austria trembled—utill ye heard her chamn.

vin

And Germany was *ware—and Italy,
Obhwvious of old flames—Ler laurcl locked,
High ghosted Cxesars passing uninvoked,—
Did crumble her own 1uins with her knee,
To serve a newer — Ay ! and 1 renchmen cast
A future from them, nobler than ha past

IX.

For, verily, though France augustly rose

‘With that raised Nam¥, and drd assume by such

The purple of the world,—none gave so much

As she, in purchase—to speak plain, 1n loss—

Whose hands, to ficcdom stretched, dropped paralyzed
To wield a sword, or fit an undersized

X.

King’s crown to a great man’s head. And though along
sHer Pans’ streets did float on frequent streams

Of triumph, pictured or emmarbled dreams,

Dreamt nght by genius n a world gone wrong,—

No dream, of all so won, was fair to see

As the lost vision of her liberty.
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XI.

Napoleon ! ’twas a high name 1/ ed high!

It met at last God’s thunder sent to clear

Our compassing and covenng atmo,phere,
And open a clew sight, beyond the sky,

Of supreme empirc * this of carth’s was done—
And kings ciept out again to feel the sun.

XIL

The kings crept out—the peoples sate at home,—
And finding the long mvocatcd peace

A pall embioidercd with worn images

Of nights divine, too scant to cover doom

Such as they sufired,— cursed the corn that grew
Ranlly, to bitter bread, on Watetloo

AT,

A decp gloom ccntred 1n the decp repose—
The nations stood up mutlc to count their dead
And /e who owned the Nimr which vibrated
Through silence,—trusting to his noblest foes
When earth was all too grey for chivahy

Died of their mercies, 'mid the desert sea

X1v

O wild St. Hclen! very still she kept him,
With a greera willow for all pyranmid,—

Which stirred a hittle if the low wind did,

A little more, 1f pilgnms ovawept him,
Iisparting the hithe boughs to see the clay
Which see;ned to cover his for judgment day.

L
XV.

Nay! not so long '—France kgpt het old affection,
As deeply as the sepulchre the corse,

Until dilated by such love’s remoise

To a new angel of the resuirection,

She cried, “ Behold, thou England' I would have
The dead, whereof thou wottest, from that grave.”
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XVI.

And England answered in the courtesy

Which, ancient foes tutned lovers, may befit,—
“Take back thy dead' and when thou hurnest it,
‘Throw in all former stuifes vt thee and me.”
Amen, mune kngland ! s a ccurtcous (luam—
But ask a little room too . . for thy shame !

AN A

Because 1t was not well, 1t was not well,

Nor tuneful with thy lofty- hanted part

Among the Occanides,- -that Heat

To bind and baie, and vex with vultme fell

I would, my noble lngland ! men might seck
All crimson stains upon thy brea-t- not check!

X\IIL,

I would that hostile fleets had scarred thy bay,
Instead of the lonce ship which waited moored
Until thy princely purpose was assuted,

Then left a shador  not to pass away-

Not for to-night’s moon, nor to morrow’s sun !
Green watching hills, ye witnessed what was done !

XIX.

And since 1t wus done,—in sepulchral dust,
We fain would pay back something of otr debt
To France, if not to honour, and forget

How through much fear we falsified the tiust
Of a fallen foe and cule.—We return

Orestes to Electra . . m his urn,

XX

A Ihittle urn—a httle duet inside,

Which once outbalanced the large carth, albeit
To-day a four-years child might carry it,
Slcek-gr

Orestes to Electra — fair town

Of Paris, how the wild tears will run down,

owcd and smiling, “1.ct the burden 'bide!” .
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- - . ' XXl

And run back in the chariot-ma'ks of Time,
When all the people shall come 1o1th to meet
The passive victor, death suill in the street

I1e rode through ‘nid the shouting and bell-chime
And martial music, -- under cagles “which

Dyed their 1apac 10us beaks at Aut terhts,

\XTIL

Napoleon! he hith come again---horne home

Upon the popular ¢hling heart,— a sca

Which gathers 1ts own wiccks papetually,

Majestically moaning,  (ilve him room !—

Room for the dead m Pars ! welcome solemn

And grave deep, ‘neath the cannon moulded column §*

AXIL

There, weapon spent and wairior spent mnay rest
From roar of ficlds ; provided Tnpiter

Dare trust Satuinus to he down so near

His Iinlis ! ~And this he may.  For, dispossessed
Of any godship, lies the godlike arm—

The goat Jove sucked as likely to do harm.,

AXIV.

And yet . . . Napoleon —the recovered name

Shake s the old casements of the world ! and we
L.ook out upbn the passing pagcantry,

Attesting that the Dead makes good his claim

To a Gaul grave,—another kingdom won —

The last—of fow spans — by Napoleon.

XXV.

Blaod fell ike dew beneath his sunnsc—svoth |
But glittered dew-like in the govenanted
And high-rayed light. Ile was a despot—granted )
But the avros of his autocratic mouth
Smd yea i’ the gcoplc’q French : he magmfied

The image of the freedom he denied.

% It was the first intention to bury him under the column,
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.
XXVL *

And if they asked for rights, he made reply,

“Ye have my glory ! "—and so, drawing round them
His ample purple, glorificd and bound them

In an embrace that scemed identity.

He ruled them like a tyrant—true ! hut none

Were ruled like slaves.  Each felt, Napoleon.

XXVIL

I do not praise this man : the man was flawed,

For Adam—much more, Christ !—his knee, unbent—
His hand, unclean—his aspiration, pent

Within a sword-sweep —pshaw !—but since he had
The genius 1o be loved, why, let him have

The justice to be honoured in his grave.

AXVI1L

T think this nation’s tcars, pomed thus together,
Nobler than shouts : 1 think this funceral

Grander than crownings, though a Pope bless all :

I think this grave stronger than thiones. But whether
The crowned Napoleon or the buried clay

Be better, I discern not—Angels may. ¢

————

TO FIUSH, MY DOG. '
1}

1. 1.

LOVING friend, the gift of one Like a lady’s ninglets brown,
‘Who, her own true faith, hath run, | Flow thy «ilken ears adown

Through thy lower nature ; ¥ Either side demurely,
Be my benediction sud Of thy silver-suited hreast,
‘With my band upon thy head, Shining out from all the rest
Gentle fellow-creature ! o Of thy body purely.

,. ¥ 'This dog was the gift of my dear and admired friend, Miss Mitford, ands
belongs to the beautiful rice she has 1endercd celcbrated among English ang

pov can reade{s. I’I‘hcﬂ}"lushqshl;:&e tl:le:f:olgurefls x)u wnt;lil’ as the
difference (at Icast the very an t of 1t) col perhaps,
tiald head of the latter under the crown, ﬁnz: '
. .

-

h and
the
the
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I
Darkly bfown thy body 1s,
Till the sunshine, <t un, this,
Alchemise 1ts dulncss,
When the slech cuils manifold
Flash all over mnto ,old,
‘With 1 burnished fulness

v

Undernc ith my stiokin, hand,
Startled cyes of h el blind
Kindhng, growin, luger,
Up thou le Tcst with 1 sprng,
Full of prank wd cwr cting,
Leaping hke a charga

v
Icq;'lth) hroad tul wne 1
1

1 ’
Icap ! thy slen les feet ue b ht,
Canopicd in fin es
Leap  those tisselled eus of
thind
Plicker siangd 'y, it and fine,
Down thur golden mnches

A2

Yet, my pretty, sportnne fiiend,
Little 15 t to such n end
That I pr use thv 1rences !
Otha dog.s 1y be thy pects
Haply n these dhooping e us
And this ylossy finness

But of #ee 1t shill he <ud,
Thss dog w vched heside a hed

Day and ni hy unwe uy,—
Waftv.{ed withth 4 curt uncd room
Where no sunbeum bithe the

gloom
Round the sick and dreary

Vi

thered for a vase,
ﬁoﬁtgciambu dicd apice,

Beam and breeze resigning—

sor

This dog only, waited on,
hnowin, thit when hight 15 gone,
Lov rumains for shining

X

Other d )y < 1n thymy dew
I11cl «d the hares «nd followed
thr 1,k
Suni y mioor o1 me idow—
ITus do, only, caept and c1ept
Neat v hin wid chedk that slept,
Shumg 1n the shdow

X

Other do,s of loyal chcer
I ounded it the whistle lear,

U p the woodorde hicin,—
[hi do, only watchad i reach
Of 1 tuntly uttaed peech,

O1 a louder st hing

3

And 1f one or two quick teais

Iropped upon 11s , lussy cus, «
O1 v e15h came doubley~

1} he prwmg m ¢y, haste,

1 wvmng fondlin, hieathing fist,
In 1 tender tiouble

XII

And this dog was wisfied,

If 2 pae thm hand would ghde
Down his dewlaps slopimg,—
W hich he pushed his nose withn,
\fta —platformmyg his chin

On the palm left open

X1

Thie dog, if 2 friendly voice

@all hit1 now to blyther choxe
Than such chimbur heeping,

“Come out'’ praving fiom the

dooy, ~
Presscth bachward as before,
Up against me leaping.
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X1v.

Therefore to this dog will I,
Teuderly, not scornfully,
Render pruse and favour:
With my haod upon his head,
Is my hencdiction said
Therefore, and for ever.

Xv

And hecause he loves me so,

Better than his kind will o
Often, man or woman.

Give 1 hack more love ag nn

Than dogs ofien take of men -
Leaning froin my ITwoan.

VL
Blessings on thee, dog of imuc,
Pretty collas make thee fine,
Sugared milk make fut thee !
Pleasures wag on in thy tail--
Hands of gentle motion fail
_ Nevermore, to pat thee !

XVIL

Downy pillow tuke thy head,
Silken coverlid hestead,
Sunshine help thy sleeping !

No fly's buzing wake thee ups~
No man bicak thy purple cup,
Sct for drinking deep m.

xXvint
Whiskered cats atomed flee—
Stuiely stoppers keep 1rom thee
Cologne distiilitions ;
Nuts lie in thy path for stones,
And thy feast-day macaroons
Turn to datly rations !

XIX.

Mcek [ thee, in wishing weal 2-
Tears are 0 my eyes to feel

‘Thou atu tiade so «traightly,
Ble wing needs must ctraighicn

too,

Little canst thou joy or do,

Thou who lovest greatly.

XX.

Yet he blessed to the height

Of all goord and all delight
Pervious 1o thy nature,

Only Zo7ed beyond that line,

With a love that answes thine,
Loving fellow-creature !

THE 1.OST BOWER.

L

IN the pleasant or-hard closes,
**God bless all our gains,” say we;
But “May God bless all our losscs,”
Betler suits with our degree.—
Listen, gentle—ay, and simple! Listen, children on the knee!
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1L .

Green hie land 1s, where nay daily
Steps in jocund childhoou played -
Dimpled close with hill and valley,
. Dappled very close with shane ;
Summer-show of apple-blossoms, runni.ag up from glade to glade.

111,

There is nne hill T see neaer,
In my vision of the 1est:
And a little wood scems cleater,
As it elimbeth fromn the west,
*Sideway from the tree-loched valley, to the airy upland erest

1v.

Small the wood is, grecn with hazels,
And, completing the asent,
Where the wind blows and sun dazzes,
Thrills in leafy tremblemnent ;
Like a heart that, alier climbing, beateth quickly through con
tent
v

Not a step the wood advances
O'cr tue open hill-top’s bound :
‘There, in green arrest, the branches
See their mmage on the ground :
You may walk beneath them smiling, glad with sight and glad
with souna.

VL

For you hearken on your right hand,
ITow the birds do leap and call
In the greenwood, out of sight and
Out of reach and fear of all ;
And the squirrels crack the ﬁllu.rts, through their cheerful
madrigal.
Vi

On your left, the shecp are cropping
The slant grass and daisies pale;
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And five apple-trces stand, dropping

Separate shadows toward the vale,

Over whl;iﬁh,ln choral silence, the hills look you their *All
11

.

VIIL

Far out, kindled by each other,
Shining hills on hills anise,
Close as brothcr leans to brother,
When they press buncath the eyes
Of some father praying blessings from the gifts of paradise,

IX.

While beybnd, above them mounted,
And above their woods also,
Malvern hills, for mountains counted
Not unduly, loom a row—
Keepers of Piers Plowman® visions, through the sunshine and
the snow *
X.

Yet, in childhood, httle prized I
That fan walk and far survey *
"Twas a straight walk, unadvised by
The least mischief worth a nay—
Up and down—as dull as grammar on the eve of holiday.

XL

But the wood, all close and clenching
Bough 1 bough and oot m root,—¢
No more sky (for over branching)
At your head than at your foot,—
Oh, the wood drew me within 1t, by a glamour past dispute,

XI1.

Few and broken paths showed through it,
Where the sheep had tried to run,—
Forced with snowf wool to strew 1t .
Round the thickcts, when anon g
They, with silly thorn-pricked noses, bleated back into the sun,

® The Malvern Hills of Worcestershire ate the scene of Langlande's visiony,
and thus present the earhest classic ground of English poetyy,
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X111,

But my childish heart beat stronger
Than those thickets dare 1o grow:
7 could pierce them ! / could longer
Travel on, methought, than so,
Sheep for shecp-paths! braver children climb and creep where
they would go.
XIV.

And the poets wander, said 7,
Over places all as rude!
Bold Rinaldo’s lovely lady
Sate to meet him 1n a wood—
Rosalinda, like a fountam, laughed out pure with solitude,

! XV.

And if Chaucer had not travelle
Through a forest by a well,
He had never dreamt nor marvelled
At those ladies fair and fell
Who lived smiling without loving, in their island-citadel.

XVL

Thus I thought of the old singers,
And took courage from their song,
Till .y httle strugghng fingers
Tore asunder gyve and thong
Of the lichens which entrapped me, and the barrier branches
strong.
" XvIL,
On a day, such pastime keeping,
With a fawn’s heart debonair,
Under-crawling, overleaping
Thesns that prick and boughs that bear,
1 stood suddenly astonished—TI was gladdened unawaie.

XVIIL
L J

From the place I stood in, floated
Back the covert dim and close;
And the open ground was coated
Carpet-smooth with grass and moss,
And the blue-bell’s purple presence signed it worthily acms.
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XIX.

Here a linden-tree stood, brightening
All adown 1ts silver rind ;
For, as some trees draw the lightning,
So this tree, unto my nund,
Drew to ecarth the blessed sunshine, from the sky where it was
shrined.
XX.

Tall the linden-trce, and near it
An old hawthorn also grew ;
And wood-vy like a spirit
Hovered dimly round the two,
Shaping thence that Bower of beauty, which I sing of thus to you.

XX1.

"Twas a bower for garden fitter,
Than for any woodland wide.
Though a fresh and dewy ghtter
Struck 1t through, from side to side,
Shaped and shaven was the freshness, as by garden-cunning plied.

XXIL

Oh, a lady might have come there,
Hooded fairly like her hawk,
With a book or lute in summer,
And a hope of sweeter talk,—
Listening less to her own music, than for footsteps on the walk

XXLiL

But that bower appeared a marvel

In the wildness of the place!

With such’ seeming art and travail,

Finely fixed and fitted was "
Leaf to leaf, the dark-grcen ivy, to the summit from the base.

XXiv.

And the ivy, veined and glossy,
Was, enwrought with eglantine ;
And the wilg hop fibred closely,
And the large-leaved columbine,
Arch of door and window mullion did right sylvanly entwine,
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XXV.

Rose-t1e *5, erther side the door, were
Growmg hthe and growm,, all,
Each one set a summer warder
For the keeping of the hall,—
With a red rose, and a white rose, leaning, nodding at the wall

XXVI

As T entered—mossces hushing
Stole all noises from my foot ,
And a green elastic cushion,
Clasped within the linden’s root,
Took me 1n a chair of silence, very rare and absolute,

XXVIL

All the floor was paved with glory,—
Greenly, silently inlad,
I hiough quick motions made hefore me,
With fair counterparts 1n shade,

Of the tair scrrated 1vy leaves which slanted overhead

XXVIIL

“Ts such pavement 1n a palace?”
So I questioned 1n my thought
The sun, shining through the chahice
Of the red rose hung without,
Threw within a red hbation, like an answer to my doubt.

XalIX

At the same timc, on the hinen
Of my childish lap there fell
T'wo white may leaves, downward winning
I mough the ceiling’s miracle,
Frdin a blossom, like an angel, out of sight yet blessing well

XXX.

Down to fivet and up fo ceiling,
Quuck I turned my childs h face ;
With an innocent appealing
For the secret of the place,

‘To the trees, which surely knew it, in partahng of the grace.
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AXXI

Where's no foot of human creature,
How could reach a human hand ?
And if this bc work of nature,
Why 18 nature sudden bland,
Breaking off from other wild wotk? It was hard to understand

XXXII

Was she weary of rough doing,
Of the bramble and the thorn?
Ihd she pause, m tender rueing,
Hcre, of all her sylvuan scorn?
QOr, 1n mock of art’s deceiving, was the sudden mildness sworn?

XXX

Or could this stme bower (I fanued)
Be the work of Inyud strong, .
VWho, surviving all thit chanctd
In the world’s old pagan wrong,
Lay hid, feeding mn the woodland on thc last true poct’s song?
) XXXIV
Or was this the house of farics,
Left, becausc of the rough ways, N
Unassoiled by Ave Marys
Which the passing pilgum prays,—
And beyond St Catherine’s chuming, on the blessed Sabbath ©
days?
AXXV. !

So, young muser, 1 sace listening
To my Tancy’s wildcst word—
On a sudden, through the g ;,hst(.mng
Leaves around, a hittle stirred,
Came a sound, a sense of music, which was rather felt than heard.

XXXVI,

Sofily, finely, it jnwound me—

From the world 1t shut me 1n,—

Like a fountain, falling round me,
Which with silver waters thin

, Clips a hittle marble Naiad, sitting smilingly within,
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XXXVIL b

Whencu the music came, who knoweth ?
J know nothing. But indeed
Pan or Faunus never hloweth
So much sweetncess from a 1ced
Which has sucked the milk of waters, at the oldest riverhead.

XXXV 1L

Never lark the sun can waken
With such sweetness ! when the lark,
The high planets overtaking
; In the half-evanished Dark,
Casts his singing to their singing, like an arrow to the mark,

XXXI1X.

Never nightingale so singeth—
Oh'! she leans on thorny tree,
And her poet-soul she flingeth
Over pain to victory !
Yet she never sings such music,—or she sings it not to me.

XL.

Never blackbirds, never thrushes,
Nor small finches sing as sweet,
When the sun strikes through the bushes,
To their crimson chinging feet,
And their pretty eyes look sideways to the summer heavens
complete.
7] XLL
If it 2were a bird, 1 seecmtd
Mot ike Lhaucer’s, which, in sooth,
He of green and azure dreamdd,
While 1t satc in spirit-ruth
Of that bier of a crowned lady, singing nigh her silent mouth.

XLIL
If it were a bird '—ah, sceptic,
Give me “Yea” or give me * Nay"—
Though my soul were nympholeptic,
4 As I heard that virtlay, .
Q}ou‘ may stoop your pride to pardon, for my sin is far away.
3 . ’
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XLIIL

I rose up in exaltation
And an mward trembling heat,
And (1t scemed) in geste of passion,
Dropped the music to my feet,
Like a garment rustling downwards !—such a silence followed it.

XTIV,

Heart and head beat through the quiet,
Full and heawily, though slower;
In the song, I think, and by it,
Mystic Presences of power
Had up-snatched me to the Timcless, then returned me to the -
Hour,
XLV.

In a child-abstraction hfted,
Straightway from the bower I past ;
Foot and soul being dumly dnfted
Through the greenwood, 1, at last,
. In the hill-top’s open sunshine, I all consciously was cast.

XLVIL

Face to face with the true mountains,
I stood silently and till ;
Drawing strength from fancy’s dauntings,
From the air about the hill,
And from Nature’s open mercies, and most debonait goodwill,

XLVIL

Oh! the golden-huartdd daisies
Witnessed there, beforc my youth,
To the truth of things, with praises
. To the beauty of the truth ; !
And 1 woke to Nature’s real, langhing joyfully for both,

XLVIIL
And I said within me, laughing,
I have found a bower to-day,
A green lusus—fashioned half in
+  Chance, and half in Nature’s play—
And a little bird sings nigh it, I will nevermore missay.
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XLIX.

Hencefurth, J will be the fairy
Of this bower, not built by one;
1 will go there, sad or merry,
With each morning’s benison ;
And the bird shall be my harper 1n the dream-hall I have won.

L.

So I said. But the next morning,
(—Child, look up mto my face—
*Ware, O sceptic, of your scorning !
This 15 truth m 1its pwe grace )
The next morning, all had vamshued, or my wandering missed
the plwe.

LI

Bring an oath most sylvan holy,
And upon 1t swear me truc—
By the wind-blls swinging slowly
Then mute curfews in the dew—
By the advent of the snowdrop—by the rosemary and rue,—=
mn
1 affirm by all o1 any,
Let the cause be charm or chance,
That my wandcring searches many
Missed the bowcer of my 10mance—
That I nevermore, upon 1t, turned my nioital countenance.

L.

I affirm that, sin.ce I lost 1t,
Never bower has secmed so furr—
Never garden-creeper crossed i,
- Wath so deft and brave an air—
Never bird sung 1n the summer, as I saw and heard them there.

LIv.
Day by day, with new desire,
Toward my wood I ran in faith—
Under leaf and oyer brier—
Through the thickets, out of breath—
Like the prince who rescued Beauty from the sleep as long as death,
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Lv.

But his sword of mettle clashéd,
And his arm smote strong, I ween;
And her dreaming spinit flashed
Through her body’s fan white screen,—
And the light thereof might guide him up the cedax alleys green,

LvI

But for me, I saw no splendour—

All my sword was my child heart ,

And the wood refuscd surrender

Of that buwer 1t held apart, *
Bafe as (Edipus’s grave place, ‘mid Colone’s olives swart

Lvil

As Aladdin sought the bascments
His fair palace rose upon,
And the four and-twenty casements
Which gave answers to the sun,
So, in wilderment of gazing, I lookcd up, and I looked down.

. LVIIL

Years have vanished since, as wholly
As the hittle bower did then,
And you call 1t tender folly
That such thoughts should come again?
Ah | T cannot change this sighing for your smiling, biother men!

LIX

For this loss 1t did prefigure
Other loss of better good,
When my soul, 1n spint vigour,
And 1n npened womanhood,
Fell from visions of more beauty than an arbour in a wood

IX

I have lost—oh, many a pleasure—
Many a hope, and many a power—
Studious health and megry leisure—
The first dew on the first flower!
But the first of all my losses was the losing of the bower.
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or

LXI.

1 have lost the dream of Noing,
And the other dream of vone—
The first spring in the pursuing,
The first pride in the Begun,—
First recoil from incompletion, in the face of what 15 won—

LXIL

Exaltations in the fa1 light,
Where somé cottage only 15—
Mild dejections in the starlight,
Which the sadder-heaited miss ;
And the child-cheek blushing scarlet, for the very shame ot bliss.*

LXIIL

I have lost the sound child-sleeping
Which the thunder could not break ;
Something too of the strong leaping
Of the staglike heatt awake,
Which the pale is low for keeping 1n the road it ought to take.

LXIV.

Some respect to social fictions
Hath been also lost by me;
*And rome generous genuflexions,
‘Which my spint offered frec
To the pleasant old conventions of our false Flumanity.

LXV.

All my losses did I tell you,
Yc, perchance, would look away ;—
Ye would answer me, “Farewell! you
Make sad company to-day :
Afd your tears are falling faster than the bitter words you say.”

LXVI.

For God placed me life a dial
In the open ground, with power;
And my heart had for its trial,
All the sun and all the shower |
And I suffered many losses ; and my first was of the bower.

s'J
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LXVIL

Laugh ye? If that loss of mine be
Of no heavy seeming weight —
When the cone falls from the pine-tree,
The young children laugh thereat ;
Vet the wind that struck 1t, nscth, and the tempest shall be great.

LXVIIL

DOne who knew me 1 my ¢ hildhood,
In the glamow and the game,
Looking on me long and mild, would
Never know me for the same.
Come, unchanging recollections, where those changes overcame.

LXI1X.

On this couch I weakly lie on,
While I count my memonies,—
Through the fingers which, still sighing,
I press closely on mine eycs,—
Clear as once bencath the sunshine, I behold the bower arise

LXX,

Springs the linden-tree as greenly,
Stroked with light adown its nnd—
And the vy leaves serenely .
Each 1 etther mntertwined ;
And the rose-trees at the doorway, they have neither grown nor
pined.
IXYL
From those overblown, faint roses,
Not a leaf appeareth shed,
And that httle bud discloses
Not a thorn’s breadth more of red,
For the winters and the summers which have passed' me
overhead.
LXXIL
And that music overfloweth,
Sudden sweet, the sylvan eaves;
. Thrush or mghtingale—who knoweth ?
Fay or Faunus—who beheves?
But my hegrt still trembles in me, to the trembling of the leaves,
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LXXIIL

Is the vower lost, then? Who sayeth
That the bower indced 15 lost ?
Hark ! my spinit 1 1t prayeth
Through the solstice and the frost,—
And the prayer prescives 1t greenly, to the last and uttermost—

LXXI1v.

Till another opcn tor me
In God’s Eden lund unknown,
With an angcl at the doorway,
W hite with gazing at His Throne ;
> And a samt’s voice In the palm-trees, singing—* ALE IS LOST . . .
and won ”

P T

THE DESERTED GARDEN.

I MiND mc 1m the days departed,

How often undcineath the sun,

With childish bounds 1 used to run
To a gmden long deserted,

The beds and walks werc vamished quite,
And ahaespe’er had struck the spade,
The greencst grasses Nature laid,

To sanctify her nght

I called the place iny wilderness,

Tor no one entered there but I.

The sheep looked 1n, the grass to espy,
And passed 1t ne’crtheless.

The trecs were micrwoven wild,

And spread therr boughs enough about

To keep both sheep and shepherd out,
But not a happy chald.

Adventurous joy it was for me.

I aept beneath the boughs, and found

A circle smooth of mossy ground
Beneath a poplar-tree.
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0Old garden rose-trees hedged it in,

Bedropt with roses waxen-white,

Well satisfied with dew and light,
And careless to be seen

Long yers ago, 1t might befall,

‘When all the garden flowers were trim,

The grave old gardener pridcd him
On these the most of all,—

Some T.ady, stately overmuch,

Here moving with a silken nose,

Has blushed buside them at the voice
« That likened her to such

Or these, to make a diadem,
She often may have plucked and twined ,
Half-smiling as 1t came to mind,

That few would look at them

Oh, little thought that Lady proud,
A child would watch her fair white rose,
‘When buried lay her whiter brows,

And silk was changed for shroud '—

Nor thought that gardener (full of scorns
For men unlcarned and sunple phrase,)
A child would bring 1t all 1ts prawse,

By creeping thiough the thoins!

To me upon my low moss seat,
Though never a dream the roses sent
Of scieuce or love’s comphment,

I ween they smelt as sweet

It did not move my grief, to sce

The trace of human step dcparted

Because the garden was deserted,
The blither place for me!

Friends, blame me not! a narrow ken
Hath childhootl ’twixt the sun and sward ;
We draw the moral afterward—

We feel the gladness then.
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And gladdest hours for me did ghde

In siler e at the rose-tree wall -

A thrush made gladness 11 1s1cal
Upon the other side

Nor he nor I did ¢’er mchin

To ptck or pluck the blossoms whitc—

How should I know but that they mught
Lead hives as glad as mine?

To make 1ny hermit home complete,

I brought clear water fiom the spring

Dased n ats own low murmuring,—
And cresses glossy wet

And so, I thought my likeness grew

(Without the mclancholy talc)

To *“gentle hernnt of the dale,”
And Angelina too

For oft 1 1ead within my nook

Such minstrel stories ! till the brecze

Made sounds poctic 1n the trecs,—
And then T shut the book

If T shut this wherein T wnte,

I hca:. no more the wind athwart

Those trees,—nor feel that childish heart
Dehighting 1in dchight

My childhood frofmn my life 1s parted,
My footstep from the moss which drew
Ity fary circle round . anew

The garden 1s descrted

Another thrush may there 1ehearse
The madngals which sweetest are ,
No more for me '—myself afar

Do sing a sadder varse.

Ah me, ah me ! when aist I lay

In that child’s ncst so greenly wrought,

I laughed unto my.elf and thought,
“The time will pass away.”
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And still I laughed, and did not fear

But that, whene’er was past away

The childish time, some happier play
My womanhood would cheer

I knew the time would pass away,

And yet, beside the rosc trec wall,

Dear God, how scldom, if at all,
Dud T look up to pray !

The time s past —and now tht grows
The cypress hich amonyg the tices,
And 1 bchold white sepulchres

As well as the white rose,—

When wiser, mecker thoushts are given,

And T have learnt to hft my face,

Reminded how earth’s gicenest place
The colour draws from heaven, —

Tt comc thing sarh for earthly pun,

but morc for heavenly promnse fice,

That I who was, would shrink to be
That happy child again.

—e—

MY DOVES
O Weisheit | Du red st wie cine Tauh ! *—Gor rHF,

My hittle doves have Ieft a nest
Upon an Indian tred,

Whose lcaves fantastic take thelr rest
Or motion fiom the sc1

1 or, uver thele, the sca winds go

With sunlit paces, to and fro

The tropic flowers looked up to 1t,
1he tropic stars looked down,
And there my httle doves did sit,
With feathcrs softly brown,
And glittering eyes that showed their right
To general Nature's deep delight. =
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And God them taught, at every close
Of murmuring waves beyond,

And green leaves round, tc interpose
Their choral voices fon ¢,

Interpreting that love must be

The meaning of the earth and sea.

Fit mimisters ' Of Iiving loves,
Thers hath the calimcst fashion ;

Their hiving voice the likest moves
10 lifcless intonation,—

The lovely monotone of springs

And winds and such sensate things.

My bttle doves were ta’en away
From that glad ncst of thers,
Acaoss an ocean rolling grey,
And tempest-clouded airs.
My little doves '—who lately knew
The sky and wave, by warmth and bluc '

And now, within the city prison,
In nust and chillness pent,
With sudden upward look they hsten
Fur sounds of past content
Tor lapse ot water, swell of breevse,
Or nut fruit falling from the treces.

The st without the glow of passion-
The trmmmph of the mait- -

The gold and silver as they clash on
Man’s cold metall ¢ heart —

The 10ar of wheels, the cry for bread, -

THese only sounds are heard instead.

Yet still, as on my human hand
Their fearless hcada they lean,
And almost seem to understand
What human musings mean—
ﬁeu eyes, with such a plamntive shine,
fastened upwardly to mine 1)
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Soft falls their chant, as on the nest,
Beneath the sunny zone,

For love that stirred 1t 1n their breast
Has not aweary grown,

And, ’neath the aty’s shade, can keep

The well of music clear and deep.

And love that keeps the music, fills
‘With pastoral memories
All echoings from out the hills,
All droppings from the skaes,
All flowings from the wave and wind,
Remembered 1n their chant, I find

So tcach ye me the wisest part,
* My little doves ! to move
Along the city ways, with heart
Assured by holy love,
And vocal with such songs as own
A fountain to the world unknown

"T'was hard to sing by Babel’s stream—
More hard, in Babel’s street!

But 1if the soulles» creatures deem
‘Their music not unmeet

For sunless walls —let #s begin,

Who wear immortal wings, within!

To me, tair memories velong
Of scenes that used tn bless,
For no regret, but present song,
And lasting thankfulness ,
And very soon to break away,
Like types, mn purer things than they.

I will have hopes that cannot fade,
For flowers the valley yields.

I will have humble thoughts, mstead
Of silent, dewy fields.

My spieit and my God shall be

My gegward hill, my boundless sea !
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HECTOR IN THE GARDEN.
- L
NiINF years old! The first of any
Seem the happiest years that come —
Yet when / was nine, I said
No such word '—I thought, instcad,
That the Grrecks had used as many
In besieging iun.

11

Nine green years had scarccly brought me
To my childhood’s haunted spring —
I had hife, hike flowers and bees,
In betwixt the country trees ;

And the sun, the plcasure, taught me
Which he teachcth every thing

11I

If the ran fell, there was sorrow ;—
Lattle head leant on the pane,
Lattle finger drawing down 1t
‘The long trathng drops upon 1t,—
And the *Ram, rain, come to morrow,”
Said for charm agamnst the 1ain.

Iv.

Such a charm was right Camidian,
Through you meet 1t with a jeer!
If T said 1t lons enough,
Then the ram hummed dimly off,
And the thrush, with his pure Lydian,
Vas left only, to the ear.

V.

And the sun and I together
Went a-rushing out ®f doors :
We, our tender spints, drew
Over hill and dale in view,
Glimmenng Iuther, ghmmering thither,
In the footsteps of the showers.
23
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¥

Vi

Undemneath the chestnuts dripping,
Thiough the grasses wet and far,
Straight T sought my garden-ground,
With the laurcl on the mound,

And the pear tree oversweeping
A side shadow of green aur

Vil

In the garden, lay supnely
A hage giant, wrought of <pade !
Arms and legs were stretched at length,
In a passive giant strength,—
And the meadow turt, cut finely,
Round them laid and wterlad

VIIL

Call him Hector, son of Priam !
Such his title and degree
With my rakc I smoothed his brow,
Both his cheeks I weeded through -
But a rthymer such as I am
Scarce can sing his dignity.

IX,

Eyes of gentianellas azure,
Staring, winking at the skics,
Nose of gillyflowers and box ,
Scented grasses, put for lochs -

Which a hittle breece, at pleasure,
Set a-waving round his eyes.

X

Brazen helm of daffodillies,
With a ghtter dsward the hight,
Purple violets, for the mouth,
Breathing perfumes west and south ,
And a sword of flashing lilies,
Holden ready for the fight.
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XI.

And s breastplate, made of daisies,
Closely fitting, leaf by leaf;
Periwinkles interlaced,

Drawn for belt about the waist ;

While the brown bees, huinming praises,
Shot their arrows round the chicef.

XIL

And who knows, (I sometimes wondered,)
If the disembodied soul
Of old Hector, once of T'roy,
Might not take a dreary joy
Ilere to enter—if it thundered,
Rolling up the thunder-roll ?

XTIIL

Rolling this way, from Troy-ruin,
In this body rude and rifc,
He might enter, and take 1cst
’Neath the daisics of the breast—
They, with tender roots, rencwing
His heroic heart to hfe.

XIV.

‘Who could know? I sometimes started
At a motion or a sound !
Did his mouth speak —naming Troy,
With an ororororo.?

Did the pulse of the Strong-hearted
Make the daisies tremble round ?
.

XV,

It was hard to answer, often :
But the birds sang m the tree--
But the little birds sing bold,
In the pear-tree green and old ;
And my terror seemed to soften,
Through the courage of their glee.
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XVI. v
Oh, the birds, the tree, the ruddy
And white blossoms, slcek with ramn |
Oh, my garden, rich with pusics!
Oh, my childhood s bright romances !
All revive, like Hector s body,
And I see them stir again !

AVl

And despite Iife s changes —chances,
And despite the deathbell's toll,
They press on me 1n tull secrng '—
Help, somc angel ! stay this dicimng!
As the birds sang 1n the branches,
Sing God’s patience through my soul !

XVIIL

‘That no dreamecr, no neglecter,
Of the presents work unsped,
I may wake up nd be dong,
T fe’s haoie cnds pursuing,
Though my past 15 dead as Hector,
And though Hector 1s twice dead

———

SLEEPING AND WATCHING

1
SL1 EP on, baby, on the floor,
Tired of all the playing,—
Slgre&mth simile the sweete for
t, you diopped away !
On curls’full roundness, stand

lden hights sercnely—
One hc;:eek, pushed out by the

Folds the dimple inly
Little head and little foot

Heavy lad for pleasure,
+Underneath the kds half shut,
Slants the shiming asure ,—

Open soul 1n noonday sun,
»0, you he and slumber !

Nothing evil, having done,
Nothing can encumber.

n

I, who cinnot slcep as well,
Shall I sigh to view you?

Or sigh further to foretell
All that may undo you?

Nay, keep smuiling, little child,
Fre the sorrow nearethyw

1 will smile too  Patience mild «
Pleasure’s token weareth.

Ry,
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N‘a?' keep sleeping, before loss ;
1 sleep thou_h losing !
As by cradle, so by cross,
Sure is the reposing.

n.
And God knows, who sees us

twain,

Child at childish leisure,
I am near as tired of pain

As you seem of pleasure ;—
Very soon, too, by His grace

Gently wrapt around me,
Shall I show as calm a face,

Shall I sleep as soundly !

Dig]ering in thi;, thﬁt you
asp your playthings sleeping,
Wh j» lxJny hand shall drop the few
(nven to my keeping ;
Differing in this, that
Slecping, shall be colder,
And in waking prcscntl{, :
Brighter to bebolder
Differing in this heside
(Sleeper, have you heard me?
Do you move, and open wide
Eyes of wonder toward me P)—
That while you I thus recall
From your slecp,—I solely,—
Me, from mine, an angel s|
With reveillé holy |

A SONG AGAINST SINGING.

TO E. J. H.

They bid me sing to thee,
Thou golden-hairec, and silver-voictd child,
With Iips by no worse digh than slecp’s, defiled ;
With eyes unknowing how tears dim the sight ;
"With feet all trembling at the new delight,
Treaders of earth to be !

1L

Ah no! the lark may hring
A song to thee from out the morning cloud ;
The merry river, from its lilics bowed ;
The brisk rain, from the trecs ; the lucky wind,
That half doth make its music, half doth find :

»

. But .(--I may not sing,
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111

How could I think 1t nght,
New comer on our eaith as, Swcet, thou art,
To bring a verse from out a human heart,
Made heavy with accu.nulated teats,
And cross with such amount of weary years,
Thy day-sum of dchight?

1v

E’en 1f the verse were sad
Thou, who wouldst clap thy tiny hands to hear
The wind or rain, gay bird or nver clear,
Wouldst, at that sound of sad humanaties,
Upturn thy bught uncomprchunding eyes

And bid me play nstead

A

Therefore no song of mine!
But prayer 1n place of singing ! pryer that would
Comnicnd thee to the new treating God,
Whose gift 1s childhood’s heart, without 1ts stan
Of weakness, ignorance, and changing vain—
That gift of God be thine!

vI

So wilt thou aye be young,
In lovelier childhood than thy shining biow
And pretty winning accents rake thee now!
Yea, sweeter than this scarce articulate sound
(How sweet ') of “father,” “mother,” shall be found
The AssaA on thy tongue.

VII

And s0, as years 7hall chase
Each other’s shadows, thou wilt less resemble
Thy fellows of the earth who toil and tremble,
Than him thou seest not, thine angel bold
Yet meek, whose ever-lifted eyes behold

The Ever-loving’s face. -
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WINE OF CYPRUS.

GIVEN TO ML BY H S 10VYD, ESQ, ALTHOR Ol “SFIECT PASSAGES
IROM THF GRITK KVIHITS) 11C,

TO WHOM 1HLSL SIAN/AS ART ADDREFSSID

11 old Bacchus wete the speaker,
He would tell you, with a sigh,
Of the Cyprus n this beaker,
I am sipping bike a fly,—
ILike 2 fly o1 gnat on Ida
At the how of goblet pledire,
By Queen Juno brushcd aside, a
I ull white arm <weep, from the cdge.

1I

Sooth the drinking ~hould be ampler,
When the drink 1s so divine,

And <omc deep mouthed (neck ¢ xampler
W ould become your Cyprian wine!

Cyclop s mouth mght plunge aright 1n,
While his onc eye over lecred -

Nor too large weic mouth of Ttan,
Drinking nivers down his beard.

I

Pan might dip his tead <o deep m,
I hat his ears alone puched out,
Fauns around hirf, pressmg, leaping,
Each one ponting to his throat
\Vh‘*lle the Naiads, ike Bac<hantes,
11d, with urns thrown out to waste,
Cry,—*“O eaith, that thou wouldst grant us
Springs to keep, of such a taste!”
w.°
But for me, I am not worthy
An%fter gods and ngCk:i to dll’llnk;
my lips are pale and eart]
To go bathing from this brint
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Since you heard them speak the last time,
They have faded from their blooms ;
And the laughter of my pastime
Has learnt silence at the tombs.

V.

Ah, my fiiend ! the antique drinkers
Crowned the cup and crowned the brow.
Can T answer the old thinkers
In the foims they thought of, now?
Who v-ill fetch from garden-closes
Some new garlands while I speak,
That the forchead, crowned with roses,
May strike scarlet down the cheek ?

VI,

Do not mock me! with my mortal,
Suits no wreath again, indeed :
I am sad-voiced as the tuitle,
Which Anacreon used to feed :
Yet as that same bird demurely
Wet her beak 1n cup of his,—
So, without a garland, surely
I may touch the bnm of this.

VIL

Go !—let others praise the Chian ! —
This is soft as Muses’ string—
Ths is tawny as Rhea’s hion,
Thas is rapid as its spring,—
Bright as Paphia’s eyes e’er met us,
Light as ever trod her feet |
And the brown becs of Hymettus
Make their honcy, not so sweet.

vm.

Very copious are my praises,
Though I sip it li)l’:e a fly I—
Ah—but, sipping,—times and places :

Change before me suddenly—

R
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As Ulysses’ old libation
Drew he ghosts from every part,
So your Cyprus wine, dear (sreecian,
Stirs the Hades of my heart.

IX

And I think of those long mornings
Which my thought goes far to seek,
When, hetwixt the folio’s turnings,
Solcmn flowed the rhythmic Greek
Past the pane, the mountain sprcading,
Swept the sheep bell’s tinkling noise,
While 1 girlish voice was 1eading,—
Somewhat low for as and ods

X

Then what golden houis waie for us '—
While we sate together there,

How the white vests of the choius
Secmed to wave up a Iive air!

How the cothurns ttod majcstic
Down the dcep 1ambic lines,

And the 10lling anapaestic
Curled, like vapour over shrines !

X1 .
Oh, our A schylus, the thunderous!
How he drove the boltcd breath
Through the cloud, to wedge 1t ponderous
In the gnarled &ak beneath
Oh, our Sophocles, the royal,
ho was born to monarch’s place—
And who made the whole world loyal,
Less by kingly power than grace.

x1r ©
Our Eurnpides, the human—
With his droppings of warm tears ;
And hus touches of things common,
Till they rose to touch the spheres |
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Our Theocritus, our Bion,

And onr Pindar’s shining goals —
Thesc were cup bearcrs undying

Of the wine that’s meant for souls.

XIII

And my Plato, the divine vhe,—
If men know the gods anght
By theur motions as they shine on
With a glorious tiail of hight '—
And your noble Chustian bishops,
Who mouthed grandly the last Greek
Though the sponges on their hyssops
Were distent with wine —too weak

Alv

Yet, yom Chrysostom, you prassed him,
With his glorious mouth of gold ,
And yowm Basll, you upraised him
1o the height of speakers old
And we both praised Helindorus
For his secret of pure hies ,—
Who forged first his linked stories
In the heat of lady’s eyes

XV

And we both prused your Syneus,
For the fire shot ujs his odes,
Though the Church was scarce propitious,
As he whistled dogs and gods —
And we both praised Nazianzen,
For the fervnid heart and speech,
Only I eschewed his glancing
At the lyre hung out of reach.

X1
Do you mind that deed of Até,
Which you bound me to, so fast,—

Reading “De Virginitate
From theﬁntﬁtothe last ¥
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How 1 said at ending, solemn,
As T turned and looked at you,

That St. Simeon on the column
Had had somewhat less to do?

XVII

For we somctimes gently wrengled ;
Very gently, be it said —

Since owr thoughts were disentangled
By no breaking of the thicad!

And, I chaiged you with extortions
On the nobla tames of old—

Ay, and somctimcs thought 3out Porsons
Stained the puiple they would fold.

\VIHL

For the 106t a mystic moamng
Kept Cassandia at the gate,

With wild cyes the vision shone in—
And wide nostiils scenting fate.

And Prometheus, bound m pission
By brutc Fuice to the blind stone,

Showed us looks of mnvocation
Turned to ocean and the sun.

XIX

And Medea we saw, burning
At Jier naturc’s planted stake ;
And proud (kdipps, fate <conung,
While the cloud came on to break—
While the cloud came on slow—slower,
b1l he stood discrowned, resigned t—
But the 1eader’s voice dropped lower,
When the poet called him BLIND |

©
XX,

Ah, mdv gossip ! you wcre older,

And more lcarned, and a man -
Vet that shadow—the enfolder

Of your quiet eyelids—ran
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Both our spinits to one level ;
And I turned from hill and lea
And the summer-sun’s green revel,—
To your eyes that eould not see.

XXL

Now Christ bless you with the one light
Which goes shining might and day!
May the flowers which grow 1n sunhght
Shed their fragrance in your way!

Is 1t not right to remember
All your hindness, friend of mine,—
When we two sate 1n tne chamber,
And the poets poured us wine?

XXIL

So, 10 come back to the drinking
Of this Cyprus —it 15 well—

But those memotics, to my thinking
Make a better cenomcl .

And whoever be thé speaker,
Nonc can murmur, with a sigh—

That, in drinking from z%at beaker,
I an sipping like a fly.

— e

A RHAPSODY OF LIFE'S PROGRESS.

1}
“Rll all the stops of fe with tuneful brfath’
Porms oN MAN, BY CORNFLIUS MATTHEWS

L

WE are born into hife—it is sweet, it is strange !
We lie still on the knee of 2 mild Mystery,

Which smiles with a change!
But we doubt not of chagges, we know not of spaces;
The Heavens seem as near as our own mother’s face ik,
And we think we could touch all the stars that we see }
And the milk of our mother js white on our mouth 3

. by an Ara ¥
b g e e m S
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gAnd, with small childish hands, we are turning around
fhe apple of 1.'fe which another has found ;—
It is warm with our touch, not witn sun of the south,
And we count, as we turn it, the red side for four—
O l.ife, O Beyond,
Thou art sweet, thou art strange cvermore.

IL
Then all things look strange in the pure golden wther:
‘We walk through the gardens with hands hinked together,
And the lilics look large as the trees ;
And as loud as the birds, sing the bloom-loving bees.—
And the birds sing hike angels, so mystical finc;
And the cedars are brushing the archangel’s feet ;
And time is eterniy,—love 15 divinc,
And the world is complete.
Now, God bless the child,—father, mother, respond !
O Life, O Beyond,
Thou art strange, thou art sweet.

1,
Then we leap on the earth with thc armour of youth,
And the earth 1ings again :
And we breathe out, “O bcauty,”—we cry out, “ O truth,
And the bloom of our lips drops with wine ;
And our blood runs amazed ’neath the calm hyaline,—
The earth clcaves to the foot, the sun burns to the brainy=
What is this exultation? and what this despair >—
The strong pleasuie is smiting the nerves into pain,
And we drop from the Fan, as we climb to the Fair,
And we hein g gancc at its feet ;
And the breath of an angel cold-piercing the air
Breathes fresh on our faces in swoon; . . .
And we think him so near, he is this sidc the sun;
And we wie to a whisper self-murmured and fond,
O Life, O Beyond,
Thou art stiange, thou art sweet |

v, o
And the winds and the waters in pastoral measures
Go winding around us, with roil upon roll,
Till the soul lics within in a circle of pleasures,
, Which hideth the soul :

-

»

"t
Al
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And we run with the stag, and we leap with the horse,
And we swim with the fish through the broad water-c
And we strikc with the falcon, and hunt with the hound,
And the joy which 1s 1n us, fhes out with a wound,
And we shout so aloud, “ We exult, we rejoice,”
That we losc the low moan of ow brothers around,—
And we shout so adeep down creation’s profound,
We are deaf to God s voue— |
And we bind the rosc garland on forchead and ears,
Yet we ate not ashaned ,
And the dew of the roses that runneth unblamed
Down our cheeks 15 not taken for tears
Help us, God, trust us, man, love us, womin' “ I hold
Thy small head m my hands, —with 1ts grapclets of gold
Girowing bught thiough my fingers,—like altar for oath,
’Neath the vast golden spaces like witnessing faces
That watch the eteinity strong m the tioth—
I love thee, I leave thee,—
Lave for thec, die for thee!
1 prove thee, deccve thee,—
Undo cvermorc thed !
Help me, God, slay me, man '—onc 15 mourning for both '*
And we stand up, though young, ncar the funaial sheet
Which covers the Cassar and old Pharamond ,
And death 15 0 migh us, Life cools from its heat—
»~ O Life, O Beyond, .
Art thou tair,—arf thou sweet?
v. :
Then we act to a purposc—jve spring up ercct—
We will tame the wild mouths of the wildtrness-stecds,
We will plough up the deep i the ships double decked ,
We will build the great aties, and do the great deeds,—
Stuike the steel upon steel, strike the soul upon soul,
Stnike the dole on the weal, overcomg the dole,—
Let the cloud meet the cloud in a grand thunder-roll !
While the eagle of I'hought ndes the tempest 1n scorn,
Who cares 1f the hghtnigg 15 burning the corn?
“Let us sit on the thrones '
In a purple sublimity,
And grind down men’s bones
To a pale unanimity.

“
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#Speed me, God |—serve me, man '—I am god over men |
Whgn I speak 11 my cloud, none shall answer again—
Neath the stripe and tl.¢ bond,
Lie and mourn at my feet | "—
O thou 1.afe, O Beyond,
Thou art stran.ze, thou art sweet |

VL

Then we grow into thought,—and with inward ascensions,
Touch the bounds of our Being!
We liec in the dark heie, swathed doubly aiound
With ow sensual 1clations and social conmcntions,
Yet are *ware of a sight, yct are *ware of a sound
Beyond Heaung and Scemng,—
Are aware that a Hades rolls decp on all sides,
With 1ts mfinite tides,
About and above us,—until the strong arch
Of our hfe creaks and bends as if rcady for falling,
And through all the dim 10lling, we hear the sweut calling
Of spnits that speak, 1n a soft under-tongue,
The sensc of the mystic 1 march.
And we ary to thum softly, “ Come nearel, come nearer,~—
And hift up the lap of tlns Daik, and spcak clearer,
And teach us the song that ye sung.”
And we smile m our thought, if they answer or no,—
For to dicam of a swectness 15 sweet as to know !
Wonders breathe n our face,
And we ask not thetr name,
Love takes all the blame
Of the worla s prison place
And we sing back the songs as we guess them, aloud,
And we sgnd up the lark of our music that cuts
Untired through the cloud,
To beat with its wings at the latticc Heaven shuts s
Yet the angels look down, and the mortals look up,
. As the httle wings beat,
And the poet is blessed with their pity or hope
"Twixt the Heavens and the eaith, can a poet despond ¢
O Lafe, O Beyond,
Thou art strange, thou art sweet |
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VIL )

Then we wring from our souls their applicative stre;igth,'
And bend to the cord the strong bow of our ken;
And bringing our lives to the level of others,
Hold the cup we have filled, to their uscs at length.
“Hclp me, God! love me, man! I am man among
men,—
And my bfe 15 a pledge
Of the ease of another’s!'”
" From the fire and the water we drive out the steam,
With a rush and a roar, and the speed of a dream !
And the car without horses, the car without wings,
Roars onward and fhies
On 1ts pale 1ron edge,
"Neath the heat of a Thought siting still in our eyes—
And the hand knots 1n air, with the bridge that 1t flings,
Two peaks far disrupted by ocean and skies—
And, hfting a fold of the smooth flowing Thamcs,
Diaws under, the world, with 1ts turmotls and pothers ;
While the swans float on softly, untouched 1n their calms
By Humanity’s hum at the root of the springs!
And w ‘lilh reachings of Thought we reach down to the
eeps
. Of the souls of our brothers,
And teach them full woids with our slow-moving lips,
“God,” “Liberty,” “Truth,” —which they hearken and
think,
And work mnto harmony, Iink upon hnk.
Till the sitver meets round tae earth gelid,and dense,
Shedding sparks of electnc respondence mtense ,
On the dark of eclipse !
Then wc hear through the silence and glory afar,
As from shores of a star .
In aphclhion,—the new generations that cry
In attune to our voice and harmonious reply,
“God,” “ Liberty,” “Truth!”
We are glunous forsooth—
And our name has a seat,
Though the shroud should be donned !
" O Life, O Beyond,
Thou art strange, thou'art sweet |
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VIIL. ' *

Hép me, God—help mc, man'! 1 am low, I am weak—
* Death loosens my sinews and crecps i my veins ;
My body 15 cleft by these wedges of pans,
From my spinit’s sercne,
And I feel the externe and msensate creep in
On my orgamsed clay.
I sob not, nor shnek,
Yet I faint fast awnay!
I am strong 1n the spiut,—deep-thoughted, clear-eyed,~°
I could walk, step for step, with an angel beside,
On the Heaven heights of Truth !
Oh, the soul kecps 1ts youth—
But the body faints sore, 1t 15 tired 1n the race,—
It smks from the charnot cre reaching the goal ;
It 1s weak, 1t 15 cold,
The remn drops fiom 1its hold—
- It smks back, with the death n ats face,
On, charot—on, soul, —
Ye are all the more flecet—
Be alone at the goal
Of the strange and the sweet!

1X.

Love us, God ; love us, man' we bcheve, we achieve~-
Let us love, let us hive,
For the acts correspond—
We are glonous—and pic!
And agan on the knee ofya mild Mystery
That smiles with a change,
Heie we lle.
O DEatH, O BEYOND,
Thou.art sweet, thou art strange !

[RSY, Y

A LAY OF THE EARLY ROSE.

¢ discordance *hat can accord "
ROMAUNT OF TRE ROSE.

L4 .
A ROSE once within A white rose delicate,
> Apﬂ-green On a tall bough and straight !
Jn her loneness, in her fonen&s, Early comer, eaily comer,
i axthnonm Nevuwmmzfoxthemmmep.

L] L .
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338 A LAY OF THE EARLY ROSK.
Her tes did win “Three larks shall lea
Soutm::\ydsgz let her n, cloud ,

In her loneness, 1n he: loneness,
All the fairer for thit oneness

“For 1f I waty >ud she,
“Tull imes for 10ses be,
Fo1 the musk tose and the moss
10s€,
Royal 1ed and maiden blush
. TOse,—

“What gloy then for ne
In such a company ? -
Roses plenty, roses plenty,
And onc mightingale tor {wenty?

“ Nay, let me in,” said she,
“Before the 1est aie fice, —
In my loneness, in my loneness,

All the faner for that oncness

“Fo1 I would lonely tand,

Uphfung my white hand,—
On a mission, on a mission,
To declare the commng vision

“Upon which hifted «ign,
‘What wo1ship will be minc
‘What addressing, what caressing !
And what thank, and praive, and
blessing !

%A windhke joy will rush
Through cvery tree and bush,
Bending softly in atfec tion
And spantaneous henediction

4 Insects, that only may
w !.lve 1n a sunbight 1ay,
Ty mylvhiteness, to my w hiteness,
Shall be diawn, as to 21 brnight-
*  ness,—

~
“And every moth and Dee,
oagh me 1everently ,
o'er me, wheeling o'er

Cm'ogﬁi of mationed glory

)
To my whiter beauty vowed-—

Sin, 3 gladly all the moontide,—

Never waiting for the suntide

“ I'en mghtingales shall flce

Then woads for love of me,~
Singing, sadly all the suntide,
Never waiting, for the moontide

“1 ween the very shies

W ill look down with suipnse,
When low on ¢ uth they see me,
With my stairy aspect dreamy !

 And earth will call her flowers
To hasten out of doors,—
B, their cutsics and  sweet-
smelling, .
To gine g1ace Lo my foretelling ”

So pi iymg, did she win
South winds to let her m,
In hei loneness, 1n her loneness,
And the fairet for that oneness

But ah '—alas for her !
1’\1 o thing did mlglster
To her praises, to her praises,
Moic than xm!:ht unto a daisy’s.
= No tree nor bush was seen
To boast 4 perfect green ;
earcely having, scaicely having,
One leaf broad cnough for waving,

The Inttle flied did crawl
Along the southern wall}—
Famtly shifting, faintly shifing
Wings scaice stiong enough for
hfting .
The lark, too high or low,
wlﬁvlvtlaen, did mher‘g;
1th his nest m the gorses,
And lus song 1 the star-courseay
)



A LAY OF THE EARLY ROSE,

“ nightingale did please
“moiﬁr beyond sf as.
Guess him n the happy wslands,
Learnmng music from the silence
3
Only the bee, torsooth,
Came 1n the placc of both,
Domg honou, doing honow,
To the honey-dews upon hei.

The skies looked coldly down,
A.on a0y aown,
Then with drop for drop,at laswie,
They began to tam fur pleasure

Wheicat the Earth did seem

To waler fiom a dream,
Winter fiozen, winter frozen,
Her unquiet eyes unclosing—

Said to the Rose  *11a, Snow '
And a1t thou fillen wo?
Thou, who weit enthroned stately
All along my mountams, lately ?

“Tlolla, thou world-wide snow !
And art thou wasted so

ith a hittle bough to catch thee,
"And a little bee to vatch thee #”

’ —Poo1 Rose, to be misknown !

Would she had nc’cr been

blown,

In her loneness, in ber loneness, -

All the sadder for that oncness !¢

Some wotd she tnied to say—
Some 70 . . . ah, wcllaway !
Bup the passion did o’ercome hey,
And the fair fra1l leaves diopped

from her—

Dropped from her, far and
¢ "' mute,

'Clege to 2 s foot,
Wheo beheld them, souling slowly,
ﬂ“ 3 bomething sad yet go!y.

]
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Said, “Venly and thus
It chanceth eke with us
Poet singing sweetest snatches,
While that deaf mcn keep the
watr hes—

“Vaunting to come before
Ow own dade eveimore
In a loncness, n a loncness,
And the nobler for that oncness.

* Holy mn voice and heart,—

To high ends set apait!
All uninated, all unmated,
Because so consecrated.

“ But 1f alone we be,

\Whete 15 our empny ?
And if none can reach our stature,
Who can prase om lofty nature 7

“What hell will yicld a tone,
Swung n the an alone?
If no brazen clapper hringing,
‘Who can hear the chimed ringing?,

“W hat angcl, but would seem
To scnsual eyes, ghost dim #-
And without assunilation,
Vain 1s intc1-penetiation.

“ And thus, what can we do,
Poor r0se and poct too,
W ho both antedate our nussion
In an unprcpared scason?

“ Diop, leaf—be wilent, song—
Cold things we come among *
We must waim them, we must

warm them,
Erg we ever hope to charm them.

“ Howbeit ? (here his face

Lightened around the place,—
So to mark the ontward turning
Of his sprit’s inward burning,

»

L

%
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% Something 1t is to hold,

In God’s woilds manifold,
First revealed to ucature duty,
Some new foim of s mld

Beauty.

“Whethe1 that form 1cspect
The scnse o1 mtcllect,
Holy be, m mood v1 mc wow,
The Chicf Beauty’s si,n and
* shadow |

“Holy, in me and 1l ee,
Rose fallen from the ¢ ce,—
Though the woild stand dumb
around us,
All unable to expound us.

“Though none us deign to bless,
Blessed ate we, nathless
Blessed still, and conseciated,
In that, 10se, we weie created

% Qh, shame to poet’s lavs
Sung for the doﬁ. of p1use, --
Hoaiscly sung upon the lnghway
* With that obolum da mikz.

“ Shame, shame to poet s soul,
*Pining to1 such a dole,
‘When Hcaven-chosen to mmhent
The high throne of a clief sput |

#Sit still upon your thiones,

O ye poetic oncs !
And i, sooth, the woild deccry

THE POET AND THE BIRD.

%Ye to yowsclves suffice, v

Without its flatteries.
Sclf-contentcdly approve you
TUnto HiM who sits above you,—

“In pravers — that upward
mount
Likc to a farr sunned fount,
Which, 1n gushing back upon you,
Hath an upper music won you,~

“1n faith—that still percuves
No rose cin shed ha leaves,
T less, poct fall fiom mission—

With an unfultlled fru tion |

“In hope - that apprehends

An cnd bevond these ends ;
And great uses 1endaed duly
By the meancst song sung tiuly !

“In thanks—fo all the good,
By pocts understood—
Tor the sounds of seraphs moving
Down the ludden depths of
loving,~—

“For siphts of things awav,
Through fissures ot the clay,
Promised things which skell be
gnen
And sung over, up mn heaven,— ,

“Tor life, so lov ly-1amn,—
For dcath which breaks the
chain,— [ness,—
Yor the sense of present sweet-

And this yearning to compléte-

i 1}201;’:155, unchallenged by you! ness !”
e ==
THE POET ANID THE BIRD.
¢ A FABIL.

L

Sam a people to a poet—* Go out from among us straightway }
While we are thinking earthly things, thou singest of dlviuz “

There’s a little fair brown nightingale, who, sitting in the gateway,
Makes ic to our ear, than any song of thine |



THE CRY OF THE HUMAN. 1t

* u
The poet went out weeping—the mght11gale ceased chanting ;
“Now, wherefor ¢, O thou mighting ile, 1s all thy sweetness done?”
#] cannot sing my earthly things, the heavenly poct wanting,
Whose highcst harmony mcludes the lowest under sun ”

L]

] 1L

The poct went out weeping,—and died alnond, bereft there—
The bird flew to his grave and died, unid 2 thousand wails s
And, when I last came by the place, I swear the music left there

'Was only of the poct’s song, and not the nightingale’s '

—Q—e
THL CRY O THE HUMAN )
L

“THFRT 1s no God,” the foolish saith,—
But nong, ¢ L hcre 1s no sorrow ,”
And nature oft, the cry of faith,
In Litter nced will borrow
Fyes, which the preacher could not school,
By wayside g11ves are rased .
And lip» say, “God be pitiful,”
Who ne'er said, “ God be prased.”
Be pitiful, O God !

L.

The tempest stretches from the steep
The shadow of 1ts coming ,
The bcasts grow tarae, and near us creep,
As help were 1n tl ¢ humn
Yet, while the cloud whetls roll and grnd,
We spinits tremble under '—
The I8lls have echoes, but we find
No answer for the thundet
Be ptsful, O God!

i
The battle hurtles on the plams—
Earth feels new scythes upon her,
We reap our brothers for the wains,
And Call the hal‘vest *ey honoul‘,- -



THE CRY OF THE HUMAN.

Draw face to face, front hine to line,
One mage all inhent,—
"Then kill, curse on, hy that same sign,
Clay, clay,—and spmt, spirit.
Be pitsful, O God!

1v.

The plague runs festenny through the town,—
And never a bell 15 tolling ;
And corpses, jostled ’neath the moon,
Nod to the dead cait’s rolhng -
The young child calleth tor the cup—
The strong man brings 1t weeping
The mother from her babe looks up,
And shricks away 11s sleeping.
Be mutal, O God

v

The plague of gold stiikes far and ncar,—
And deep and strong it enters :
This purple chimar which we wear,
Makes maddar than the centam’s
Our thoughts grow blank, our wurds yrow strange
We chea the pale gold-diggers —
Each soul 1s worth so much on ’Change,
And marked, like sheep, with figures
B2 piaful, O God !

vi

The curse of gold, upon the land,
The lack ot bread enforces —
The rail cars snort froin stiand to stiand,
Like more of Death’s White horses !
The rich preach “rnghts” and futwe days,
And hear no angel scoffing :
The poor die mute—with starving gaze
On corn-shlps in the oﬂ'ing
Be pitiful, O God |
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VIL

We meet together at the fea t —
To private mirth betake us—
We starte down n the winecup, lest
Some vacant chair should <hake us!
‘We name de¢lhight, and pledge 1t round- -
“ It shall be ows to morrow !
God’s seraphs ! do your voices sound
As sad in naming soriow?
Be putiful, O God!

AR

We sit together, with the skies,
The stedfast skies, above us
We look mto each other’s cyes,—
“ And how long will you love us?”—
The cyes grow dim with prophecy,
‘I he voices, low and bieathless—
“Till death us pat ' ”—O words, to be
Our Jest for love the deathless !
Be pitiful, O God !

™

We tiemble by the harmless bed
Of one loved and departed—
Our tears drop on the hips that said
I ast might, * Be st.onger hearted 1
O God,.— to clasp those fingers close,
And yct to feel so lonely - -
To see a hight on deaiest brows,
Wiluch is the daylight only !
Be pitl‘ful, O God!

X.

The happy children come to us,
And look up in our faces:

They ask us—Was it thus, and thus,
When we were in their places ?—
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: THE CRY OF THE RUMAN;'

Al
We cannot speak :-—we see anew

. The hills we used to live in;
And feel our mother’s smile press through
The kisses she is giving.
Be pitiful, O God |1

XI.

We pray together at the kirk,
For mercy, mercy, solely—
Hands weary with the evil work,
We lift them to the IHoly.
The corpse is calm below our knee—
Its spurit, bright before Thee—
Between them, worse than cither, we —
Without the rest or glory !
Be pitiful, O God!

XIL

We leave the communing of men,
The murmur of the passions,
And live alone, to live again
With endless generations.
Arc we so brave P—The sca and sky
In silence lift their mirrors ;
And, glassed therein, our spints high
Recoil from their own terrors.
1 Be pitiful, O God!

XIIL

We sit on hills our childhood wist,

Woods, hamlets, streams, beholding :
The sun stries, through the farthest mist,

The c1ty s spire to golden.
The city’s golden spire it was,

en hope and health were strongest,

But now it is the churchyard grass,

We look upon the longest.

. Be pitiful, O Godl

v



A PORTRAIT.

us,

L]

X1v.

# And soon ull vision waxeth dull—

Men whisper, “ He is dying :”

We cry no more, “Be pitiful ]”—-
We have no strength for crying.

No strength, no nced! Then, Soul of mine,
Look up and triumph rathai—

Lo! in the depth of God’s Diving,
The Son adjures the Father— .

BL rrintur, O Gop!

—C e

A PORTRAIT.

“Onc name 15 Eh/abeth,” —BrN JONSON,

1 WILL paint her as I sec her.
Ten times have the lihes blown,
Since she looked upon the sun.

And her face 15 lily clear—
Lily shaped, and droopcd nduty
To the law of its own beauty.

Oval checks, encoloured famntly,
Which a trail of golden hair
Keeps from fading oft to au :

L]

And a forehead fair and samtly,
Whichtwoblue eyesundeishine,
Like mcek prayers befoiec a2

shrine,

Face and figure of a child,—
Though too calm, you think,
and tender,
For the childhood you would
lend her.

Yet child-simple, undefiled,
Frank, obedient,~—waiting still
On the turnings of your will.

MaJing light,asall young things—
gi young birds, or early wheat
oW the wind blows over it.

Only fiee fiom flutterings
Of loud mirth that scorneth
meilsure—
Taking love for her chief
pleasuie.

Choosing pleasues (for the rest
Which come softly—just as ske,
When she nestles at your knge.

Quuet talk she hiketh best,
In a bower of gentle looks,~
Watenng flowers, or reading
books.

And her voice, it murmurs lowly,
As a silver stream may run,
Which yetfeels, yc;ufcel, the sun,

And her smile, it seems half holy,
Asflf drawn from thoughts more
ar
Than our common jestings are.
And if any poet knew her, * .
sHe woulcr sing of her with sl
Used 1n lovely madrigals.

And if any painter drew her,

1Te woul nt her unaware
With a halo round her haip.
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)

And if reader read the poem, And all voices that address“l;g:—. .
He would whisper—* You have Soften, sleeken every
done a Asf speaking to a bi

» Consecrated little Una !”
’ And all fancies yearn to cover
And a dreamei (did you show hum The hard carth whercon she
That same picturc) would ex PassCs,
claim, With the thymy scented grasses,
“'Ths my angel, with a name !”
And all hearts do pray, “ God love

And a stranger—when he sces her her 17—
* Inthestrecteven—smulethstilly, Ay, and certes, in gond sooth,
Just as you would at a lily. We may all be sure Hik DOTH.
—_— =
CONFESSIONS.
L

FAcE to face in my chamber, my silent chamber, T saw hes !
God and she and I only, . . . thae, I sate down to draw her

Soul, through the clefts of confession. . . . Speak, I am holding
thee fast,
As the angels of resurrection shall do it at the last.
My cup 1s blood-red
. With my sin,” she said,

“And 1 pour 1t out to the bitter lees,
As if the angels of judgment stood over me strong at the last,
Or as thou wert as these !”

n.

When God smote His hands togetncr, and struck out thy soul as
a spark,
Into the organised glory of things, from deeps of the dark,—
‘Say, didst thou shine, didst thou burn, didst thou honour the
power in the form,
As the star does at night, or the fire-fly, or even the little ground-

worm P
%1 have sinned,” she said,
“ For my seed-light shed ‘
! Has smouldered away from His first decrees! .
The cypress praiseth the firefly, the ground-leaf praiseth the
worm @ « "

I am viler than these)!” .
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-,

- 1L

When ®&od on that sin had puty, and 11 not tiample thee straight,
With His wild rains beating and drenching thy light found
madequate,
‘When I;I}::l?nl) scnt vhee the north-win Is, 2 hittle scarching and
1,
To tuicken thy flunc . didst thou kindle and flash to the
heights of His wall?
“1 have sinned,” she >ud
“Unquickendd, unspread,
My fic diopt down  and 1 wept on my knees'!
I only g]md of His winds of the noith, as 1 slnank from their
ull,. .
What dclight 15 m these ?”

1v.

When God on that sin had pity, and (id not meet 1t as such,
But tumpered the wind to thy uses, and softencd the world to
tLy touch,
At Jeast thou wast moved 1n thy soul, though unablc to prove 1t
afu, .
Thou couldst carry thy hght Iike a jewd], not giving 1t hke a star?
“T have sinned,’” she sud,
“ And not mented
The gft ITe gives, by the grace He sees!
» The mine cave praiseth the jewdl, the hill-side praiseth the star —
I am viles than thesc !”

\4

Then I cried aloud in my passion, . . unthankful #nd impotent
creature,

To throw up thy scorn unto God, through the rents in thy nature !

Ifelle, the all giving and loving, 1s scived so, what then

Hast thou done to the weik and the changing, . . . thy fellows
of men? .

. ‘T have lo7cd,” she #hd,

(Words howing her head
. As the wind bows the wet acacia-trees).
#] saw God sitting above me,—but I . . . I sate among men,
And I Qave loved these.”
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»

Vi,

in with a lifted voice, . . . like a trumpet that takes"
The low note of a viol that trembles, and tuumphing breaks  *
On the ;ir with 1t, solemn and clear . . . “I have sinned not in
. this !
Where I loved, I have loved much and well,—I have loved not
amiss, *
Let the living,” she said,
“Enquure of the dcad,
In the house of the pale fronted Images,—
And my own true Dead will answer for me, that 1 have not loved
amiss
In my love for all these.

VIL

¢ The lcast touch of their hands in the mornming, I keep day and
night :

Their least step on the stair still throbs through me, if ever so
light :

Their least gift, which they left to my childhood, in long ago

. years,
Is now turned from a toy to a relic, and gazed at thiough tears,
Dig the snow,” she said,
“ For my churchyard bed,
Yet T, as I sleep, shall not fear to frezze,
If but one of these love me with heart-warm tears,
As T have loved these!

VIIIL. ~

«If I angered any among them, my own life was sore ;
If I fell friom their presence, I clung to their memory more :
Their tender I often felt holy, thar bitter I sometimes called
sweet ;
And whenever their heart has refused me, I fell down straight at
therr feet.
I have loved,” ~he said,—
¢ Man is weak, God 1s dread ; '
Yet the weakest man dies with his spint at ease,
Having poured such love-oil on the Saviour’s feet,
As I lavished for these,”



'- LOVED ONCE. Mg

s, e |
IX,

Go, I éred, thou hast chosen the Hi 11an, and left the Divine !
Then, at least, have the Human shared with thee, their wild-berry
wine ?
Have they loved back thy love, and when strangers approached *
thee with blame,
Have they covered thy fault with their Lisses, and loved thee the
same?
But she wept and said,
“God, over my head,
Will swecp 1n the wrath of His judgment seas,
If He deal with me sinming, but only the same,
And not gentler than these ' ”

— O

L.OVED ONCE
I

T crasskn, apprusing once,
Earth’s lamentable sounds  the welladay,
The jarmng yea and nay,
The fall of kis>¢s on unanswering clay,
The sobbed farewell, the welcome mournfuller ,—-
But all did leaven the ar
With a less bitter lcaven of sure despair
Than these words—*1 loved oNcCE”

I

And who suth,_“I loved oNcr P”
Not angtls, —whose (léar cycs, love, love, foresee,
T ove through ateimty, .
And, by To Love, do apprehend To Be
Not God, called Lovi, His noble crown name,—casting
A hght too broad for blasting !
The great God changing not fiom evalasting,
Saith never, “I loved oNcg ”

ur®
Nor ever the “l.oved oncr,”
Dost THoU say, Victim ( huist, misprized friend !
The cross and curse may rend,
But, having loved, Thou lovest to the end!
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LOVED ONCE.

oty

This is man’s saying—man’s. Too weak to move
One sphered star above,

Man deseciates the eternal God-word Love
With his No More, and Once.

v

Tlow «ay ye, “ We loved once,”
Blasphemers?  Is your carth not cold ¢now,
Mourncis, without that snow?
Ab, fiiends ! and would ye wrong cach other so?
And could ye sav of some, whose love is known,
Whose prayers have met your own,
Whose tears have fallen for you, whose snules have shone,
Such words, “We loved them ovcr?”

v.

Could ye, “ We loved her once,’

Say calm of e, sweet friends, when out of sight?
When hearts of better 11ght

Stand m between me and your happy hight ?

Or when, as flowers kept too long n the shade,
Y¢ find 1y colours fade,

And all that 15 not love 1n me, dec yed?
Such words-~Ye loved me oNer!

VL

Could ye, “We loved her once,”
Say cold of me, when further pnt away
In earth’s sepulchial clay?
*When mute the lips which deprecate to day *—
Not so! not then—/as# then! When Life 1s shriven,
And Death’s full joy 15 given,—
Of those who sit and love you up m Teaven,
Say not, “We loved them once ?

VI

Say never, ye¢ loved ONCE!
God 18 foo near above, the grave, below,
. And all our moments go
Too quickly past our souls, for saying so.
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¥The mysteries of Life and Death avenge
o»  Afficctions light of range—
There comes no change to justify * at change,
Whatever comes—1] oved onNar !

0]
And yct thit word of oNe1

Is humnly acceptive

Kings have sud,

Shaking a discrowned head,
“We ruled once,”—dotards, ¢ We once taught and led,” -
Cnipples once danced v the vines,- and bards approved,
Wre once by scornings, moved

But love stithces one hour—Lovi

Lhose #nezer loved,

Who drcam that they loved oncr

—_——

TFHE HOUSL OF (TOUDS

1 wotlDp build 1 cloudy House
For my thoughts to Ine m
Wh n for ¢ uth too finey loo ¢
And too low tor Hewen!
Hush! T talk my dieam 1lud
I build it bught to seq,—

I buud 1t on the o mht cloud,
» lowhich 1 looked with see

r

Cloud w 1lls of the moining, « g1esy *
Faced with ambar column,
Ciowned with ciimsnn cupolt
From a sunset solemn !
May mists, for _thc ca ements,
fetch,
Pale and glimmenng ,
‘With a sunbcam hid 1n each,
And a smell of spung

it

trance high and proud,
and then bnghten,

Build the
Dazl

O1f 1 1inven thunder JJoud,
Vaned by the hg htning,

[Tac one with i s stam
Tot the door w1 hin

Tutning, to 1 sound bhke 1am
As 1 enter in

TV

Puild 2 spacious hill thereby
holdy nevar feumng
Use the blue pla~e of the sky,
W hich the wind 15 (leumyg,
L1 inchuad with corudors sublime,
I leched with winding stan s—
¢ach 15 childien wish to ¢linb,
T ollowny, thcn own prayers

A

In the mute t of the house,
T will hwe my chamber
Stence it the door shill use
Evomng s hght of amber,
lemmising every mood,
Softening n degree,—

Turning sadness into good,
As T turn the key.
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THE HOUSE OF CLQUDS.

VI

Be my chamber tapestiied
‘With the showers of summcr,
Close, but soundless,— glonfied
‘When the sunbe ums come heie ,
Wandeting harpers, harping on
Waters stunged for such,~
Drawing colours, for a tune,
With a vibrant touch

VII

Bing a shadow ,1een and still
From the chestnut forest,
Bring a pwiple from the hill,
en the he it 15 so1est
Spread them out from wall to wall,
Caipet wove around,—
Wheieupon the foot shall fall
In hght mstead of sound

V1L

Brnng the fantasque cloudlets
home
Fiom the noontide semith ,
Ranged, fou sculptures, 1ound the
room, -
Named as Tancy weeneth
Some be Junos, without ¢yes ,
Naiads, without sourccs ,
Some be huds of paradise,—
Some, Olympian hoises

X

gﬁng the dews the birds shake off]
Waking mn the hedges,—
Those too, peifumed for a proof,
From the lilies’ edges
From our Englands field and
moor,
Bring them calm and white 1n ;
Whence to form a mitor pure
For Love’s self-delighting.  *

X )
Bing a giey <loud fioki the east,,
Where the latk 15 smging ;

Something of the song at least,
Unlost 1 the bringing

That shall be a moinming chau,
Poct drecam muay sit an,

When 1t leans out on the air,
Unrhymed and unwritten,

XI

Bung the 1ed cloud from the sun |
While he sinkcth, catch 1t
That shall be a couch—with one
Sidclong star to watch it,—  »
Tt for poct’s finest Thought,
At the cuifew sounding,—
Things unseen bewmng nearei
brought
Than the seen, around him,

R 1

Por t’s thought, —not poet ¢ sight
Las, they come together !

Cloudy walls divide and fly,
A, m Apul weather !

( upola and column pioud,
Stiucture bnght to sce—

Gone~ except that moonlit cloud,y
To which I looked with tkee/

XIIL

Let them! Wipe such visionings
From the Fancys cartel—
Love secuies some fairer things
Dowered with his immoztal.
The sun may dsrhen,—heaven be
B b"weﬁf_ hanged shall be,
ut still, unchanged s —
Here 1in my soul,—that moonht

cloud,
To which I looked with THER |

v

s )
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A SABBATH MORNIN(:x AT SEA.

L

THE ship went on with solemn face .
To mect the darkncess onthe deep,
The solemn ship went onward
I bowed down weaty 1n the place,
For parting teais and prescnt sleep
Had weighed mme eychds downward.

1L

Thick slecp, which shut all drcams from me,
And Lkept my nner self apart,
And quiet fiom emotion,
Then brake awav and left me free,
Made conscious of a human heart
Betwixt the heaven and ocean.

IIL.

The new sight, the new wondrous sight {
‘The waters round me, turbulent,
The skics, nnpassive o’cr me,
Calm 1n a moonless, sunless light,
As glorified by even the intent
Of holding the day-glory !

1v.

Two pale thin clouds did stand upon
‘I he meeting ine®of e and sky,
With aspect stil}, and mystic,
I think they did foresee the sun,
And rested on their prophccy
Ih quietude majestic;
’ v.
Then flushed to radiance :vhere they stood,
Like statues by the open tomb
Of shining saunts half nsen.—
The sun '—he came up to be viewed ;
- And sky and sea made nnghty room
'To inaugurate the vision |

23
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VI

* I oft had scen the dawnlight run,
As red wine, through the hills, and break
Through many a mist's inurning ;
But here, no carth profaned the sun'!
Heaven, occan,’ did alune partake
The sacrament of morning,.

VIIL

Away with joys fantastical !

I would be humble to my worth,
Self-guarded 1f sclf-doubted.
Though here no ecarthly shadows fall,
1, joying, gricving without carth,

May desecrate without it.

VIIL

God’s sabbath morning sweeps the waves:
I would not praisc the pageant high,
And miss the dedicature :
I, drawn down toward the sunless graves
By force of natural things,—should T
Exult in only nature?

X,

I could not bear to sit alonc
In naturc’s fixed benmignitics,
While my warm pulse was movirg,.
Too dark thou art, QO ght.cring <un,
'Too strait yc are, capacious seas,
To satisfy the loving.

X.

It ceems a better lot than so,
To sit with frienas beneath the beech,
And call them dear and dearer ;
Or follow children as they go
In pretty pairs, with softened speech
As the church-bells ring nearer.



A FLOWER IN A LETTER.
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XIL.

» Love me, sweet friends, this < bbath day.
The sea sings tound me whue ye roll
Afar the hymn unaltered,
And kned, whac once 1 knelt o pray,
And bless me deeper m yom soul,
Jecause your voue has faltered,

I

And though this sabbath comes 1o me
Without the stolcd minster,
And chantimg congregation,

God’s Spint shall gne comfort

Hr

Whe binoded sott on waters diea,
(1cator on creation,

AN

He shall assi<t me to look higher,
Whae Lkeep the samts, with haip wd ~ons
An endless sabbath morning,
And, on that sca conmined with firg,
Oft drop then ¢yeluds rased too long
Tu the full Godhead’s burming.

— ——

A FLOWER IN A LETI'ER

My lonely chainbut next the o,

Is full of many flowcre sct fiee o *
By summer’s catfiest duty ;

Dearfiiends upon thegnden-waf

Might stopaimd then fondcsttall,
To pull the lcast m heauty

- m

A thousand floacis—ecach scemn
mng one
That leaint, by gazing on the sun,
To counteifeit his shining
‘Within whose leaves the holy dew
That falls from heaven, hath won

ew
A$ory ««. in decliritng

.

Red 1050, used to prases long,
Contemed with the poct’s song,
I'he ni htingale’s being over -
And hlics white, prepared to touch
The whitest thought, not soil 1t
muh, '
Of dheamer turned to lover.

1v.

D@ p violets you liken to
The hindest eyes that look on you,
Without a thought disloyal .
And cactuses, a queen mxg‘t don,
If weary of a golden crown,

And still appear as royal.
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V. X
Pansies for ladies all ! I wis No flowers our gardened‘England

Thatnone whowearsuchbiooches,

A jewel in the mitio [nuss
And tulips, children love to stretch
Then fingas down, to fecl i each
Its beauty’s seciet neaiet

VL.

Love’s language may be talked
with these
To work out choicest sentences,
No blossoms can be mectel,—
And, such bemng uscd m Eastein
bowezs, |Aowers
Youny maids may wonder 1if the
Or meanings be the sweeter,

VIL

And such being strewn before a
bude,

Her little foot may turn aside,
‘Then longe:r bloom decteem, ;

Unless sume voice’s whispered

. sound [ground

Should make her gaze upon the
‘Too eainestly—for secing.

VIIL

And such being scattered on a
grave, |have
Whoever mourneth there, may
A type that scemeth wotth
Of a fan body hid bclow, [):lgu,
Which bloomed on earth a time
Then paished as the earthy

X,

And such being wreathed for
*  woildly feast,
Across the brimming cup some
guest
Their rainhow colours viewing,
May {! them,—with a silent
st

rt,—
The covenant, his childish heart
With nature made,—renewing.

1

hath, rea
To niatch with these in bloom and
W hich from theworld aie mding
In sunny Devon moist with rills ;
A nunnaty of cloistered hills,
The elemunts presiding.

X1

Ny Loddon’s stieams the flowers
ate fair,

1 hat mect one gifted lady’s care

With prodizal rewarding ;

I ;1 Bty 1s too used to run

{o Mitford s bower— to want the
sun

lo I, ht her through the garden.

XIt.

Rut heie, all summets are com-
rised—
1henig htlyfrosts shunk evorcised
Betore the priestly moonshine ;
And every Wind with stolid feet,
In wandamg down the alleys
swecd,
Steps hghtly on the sunshine.

XII

And(having ptomised Harpocrate
Amony the nodding roses, that
v No haim shall touch his
daughtery)
(mesquiteawaytherushingsound, ,
He daies notuséuponsuchground,
To cver-tuckling waters. .

X1v.

Yet,sun and wind! what can ye do,
But makc the leaves more buightly
shew
In posies newly ﬁathered P—
1 look away from all your hest, «
To one poor flower unhke the

rest,—
A little flower half-wither®®,



THE MASK.

XV.

1 do not’think 1t ever was
A pretty flower,—to mihe the
grass
Lookgreenciwhereit 1eddencd
And now it scems 1shumced to be
Alone,  ill this company,
Of aspect shiunk and swddencd

VI

A chamber window war the spot

It g1ew 1, fiom 1 ( uden pot,
Amony the mity shidows

If wiy, tending, 1t, nught scem

Lo smmle twas only n @ dicam
Of natuze m the mc adow »

X\

How coldly, on 1ts head, did ful

The sunshine, fiom the aty wll,
In pile refiwction dinven!

How sadly, pla-bcd uponits I wves

The fandiops, losm,. m the enes

The first sweet news of e ven!

387

XVIlL.

And ' »sewho planted, gathered it

In gamcsome or i loving fit,
And sent 1t as a token

Of wh  then city pleasures be,—

1 or on¢, m Devon by the wca,

And garden blooms, to look on.

XN

NBut <1, for whom the jest was
me nt,

With 4 g1 1v¢ passion mnocent
Recaving what was given—
Oh' it ha tw¢ she tuined then,...
It none sy twas to g we ygan
Upon the flowers of Devon'!

XX

Tecauae, whatever vntue dwells
In ool skics  w um oracles
Tor gudens bnyhtly spung
mg,—
The flowars which giew bencath
vour cyes
Tdoved friends, to mu e supphes
A beauty worthier singing !

——) ———

JTIT. MASK

I HAVE a smihns f e, she sud,
I have a jest for all T meet
*I have a gailind for my head,
And all 1ts floners are sweet —
And so you call » ¢ gay, she sud
L J

1
Guef taught to me this snule, ;.(l]u.

Sdl ’

And w10ong did teach this jesting

ese floners were plyched fiom

den-bed [tolled ~

ile¢ a death - chime was

A w&l.t now will you say ?—she
E )

I

Bchid no prison 1ate she said,
W hich sluis the sunshine half a
mile,
\1¢ captines so uncomforted,
As sculs behind 1 snile
God s pity let us pray, she samd

v

1 Ynow my face 1s bught, she
s:;:d,— p diffuse |
Such bughtness, dying suns
I bear upon my forehead si\ed
The sign of what I lose,—
The ending of my day, she saxd,
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3
If 1 daied leave this smile, she
said,
And tihc a moan upon my
mouth,

And tie v ¢ypress 1ound oy he o,
And let niv tears min snnoth
It werc the happiar wiy she sud

VI
And smce thu must not be snc
sud,
I fun yow ittcr wanld would
leave
How calmly, cimly, nnle the
Decad

£
Who do not thaicfore (e
The yea of Hewen 15 vea, he
said

—

CALLS ON THE HEART

AT

But m your Ditter woild, she said,
1 wc joy s acostlymask towear,
And hought wih pwmgs long
noun hed
And rounded to despan
Guidd s e unest mahes ife s play,
she sud

Y weep tor those who weep P—
she  ud
\h, fool —1bid you pass them
by
Co,veep for tho ¢ whose hearts
I ne bled,
Wt time theun ¢yeswae diy!
W hoin ia dda e 1 say ?—she
S uc

CALIS ON TIHIL HLAR]J

I

Fri1 Heut, thit singest to day,
I'1he v bnd on the first green sproy,
Wilt thou o forth t) the world,
Where the hawk hath his wing unfurled

To follow, perhips, thy way ?
Wha the tamer, thin - own, will bind,
And, to makc thee sipy, will bling,—

Whilc the hittlc hip grows for the fiee behind ?
Heart, wilt thou go?
—“No, no!
Free he ats arc bettar so”

N

‘Lhe world, thou hast heaid 1t told,
a}c[(:unted 1ts robber gold,

And the preces stick to the hand.

The world goes nding 1t far and grand,
While the truth 1s bought and sold |
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. CALLS'ON THE HEART.-""U:"

' World-voices east, world-voices west, -
o They call thee, Hcart, from thine early rest,
“ Come hither, come hither and be our guest.”

Heart, wilt thou go?
—“No, no!
Good hearts are calmer so.”

II1.

Who calleth thee, Heart?  World’s Strife,
With a golden heft to his knife :
World’s Mirth, with a finger fine
‘I'hat draws on a board in wine,
Her blood-red plans of life :
World’s Gain, with a brow knit down :
World's Fame, with @ laurel crown, -~
Which rustles most as the lecaves turn brown—
Heart, wilt thou go?
—*No, no!
Calm hearts arc wiser so0.”

1v.

Hast heard that Proserpina

(Once fooling) was snatched away,

To partake the dark king’s seat,—

And] that the tears ran fast on her feet,

T'o think how the sun shone yesterday ?
. . With her ankles sunken in asphodel,

She wept for the roses of earth, which fell

From her lap when the wild car drave to hell
«Heart, wilt'thou go?
—*No, o!
Wise hearts are warmer so.”

. - V.

And what is this place not seen,
Where Hearts may hide serene ?—
“'Tis a fair still house vell kept,
Which humble thoughts have swept,
And holy prayers made clean.
. There, I sit with Love in'the sun,
.. And we twg never have done ) -
inging sweeter songs than are guessed by ome” » -

Y RE LA TP IC N .




CALLS ON THE HEART.

Heart, wilt thou go?
—%“No, no'!
Warm hearts are fuller so”

° VI

O Heart, O Tove,—I fen
That Love may be hept too near.
Hast heard, O Heat, that tale,
How Love may be false and frail
To a heart once holden dear?
— ¢ But this true I ove of mine
Chings fast as the chinging vine,
And mingles pur> as the giapes in wine ”
Heart, wilt thou go?
= —%No, no'!
Full heaits beat higher so ”

VIl

O Hcart, O Love, bewaic'
Look up, and boast not therc
For who has twirled at the pin?
*T1s the wotld, bctween Death and Sin,—
The world, and the world’s Despan !
And Death has quickened his pace
To the hcarth, with a mocking face,
Familiar as 1 ove, 1 Love’s own place =
Heart, wilt thou go?
“Still, no'!
High hearts must grieve even so ”
L ]

VIIL o

« The house 1s waste to-day,—
The leaf has dropt from the Yy .
‘I he thorn, prickt through to the song -
If summer docth no wrong,
The winter will, they say.
&mg, Heart ! what FJeart rephes?
In vamn we wcre calin and wise,
If the tears unkissed stand on 1n our eyes.
Heart, wilt thou go?
—“Ah, no!
Grieved hearts must break even so.”

-



wisBom UNAPPLIED.

IX,

Howbert all is not lost :

The waim noon ends 1n frost,

And worldly tongues of promise,

Lake sheep-bells, die off from us

On the desert hlls dond crossed !

Yet through the silence shall

Pierce the death-angel’s call,
And “Come up hither,” recover all

Heart, wilt thou go?
—tt l go 1
Broken heaits ttiiumph so ”

——

WISDOM UNAPTLIED.

L

Ir I were thou, O butterfly,
And poised my purple wings, to spy
The sweetest floners that Iive and die;

1.

I would not waste my sticngth on those,
As theu,—fo1 summer hath a close,
And pansies bloom not n the snows.

In

If I were thow, Q working bee,
And Il that honey gold T see
Could delve fromn roses easily ;

. v

I would not hive 1t at man’s door,
As thou,—that heirdom of my store

Should make him rlch,.and Ravc me poor.

V.

If T were thou, O eayle proud,
And screamed the thunder back aloud,
And faced the lightning from the cloud ;



WISDOM UNAPBLIED.

vi.

I would not build my eyrie-throne,
As thou, -upon a crumbling stony,
Which the next storm may trample down.

\ 1.

If I were thou, O gallant steed,
With pawing hoof, and dancing head,
And cye outitunning thine own speed ;

VI

1 would not meeken to the rein,
As thou,—nor smooth my nostul plain
EFrom the glad descert’s snort and stiain

IX,

1f I were thou. 1ed-incasted nrd,

Whose song ’s at shut up window heard,
Like Love’s sweet Yes too long deferred

X.

1 would not overstay dclight,
As thou,—but take a swallow-flight,
Till the new spring returned to sight.

XL

While yet 1 spake, a touch was laid
Upoun my brow, whose pride did fade,
As thus, methought, a® angel said :

XI1I.

“If T were #hox who sing’st this song,
Most wise for others ; and most strong
In secing right, w;hile doing wrong ;

XIII.

¢ I would not waste my cares, and choose,
As thou,—to seek what thou must lose,
Such gains as perish in the use:



MEMORY AND HOPE.

X1v.

“I world not work where nonc can win,
As thou, half way ’twixtl g1ef and sin,
But look above, and judge within :

NV,

1 would not let my pulse boat high
As thcu, toward famcs regality,
Nor yct 1in love’s great jeopardy

X\

“T would not damp the hard cold bit,
As theu, —of what the world thinks fit, -
But take God's freedom, using it

PANIE

“T would not play carth’s winter out,
As thon , but gind my soul about,
And hive for Iife past death aud doubt.

XVIIL

Then sing, O singe1 !~ but allow
Beast, fly, and nard, called foolish now,
Are wise (for all thy scorn) as thou !”

——O——

MEMOIleY AND HOPE

1.

JACK-T OOKING Memory

And prophet Hope both sprang fromn out the ground =
One, where the flashing of Cherubic sword

Fell sad, in Eden swiftd ;

And ong, from Eden carth, within the sound
Of the four rivers lapsing pleasantly,
What time the promise afier curse was said—

“Thy seed shall bruise his head.”

363 .



MEMORY AND :‘IOPE

I

Poor Memory’s brain is wild,

As moonstiuck by that flaming atmosphere

‘When she was born  Her deep eycs shine and shone
With ight that conquercth sun

And stars to wanncr palencss year by year »

With odorous gums, she muxeth things dehled ,

She trampleth down carth’s grasses green and sweet,
With her far-wanderning feet.

IIL

She plucketh many flowers,
Their beauty on her bosom’s coidness killing ,
She tcacheth every melancholy sound

To winds and waters round ,
She droppeth tears with seed, where man 1« tilling
The rugged soil 1n his exhausted hours,
She smuleth—ah mc ! 1n her smile doth go

A mood of decper woe!

1v.

Hope tnpped on out of sight,
Crowned with an Eden wreath she saw not, fade,
And went a nodding through the wildurness,
With brow that shone no less
Than sea bird wings, Ly storm moze fiequent made,—
Searching the treeless rock for fiuits of hight ,
Her fair quick feet being armed from stones and cold,
By shippers all of gold. «

V.

Mcmory did Hope much wiong,
And, while she dicamed, her shppas stole away *
But still she wended on with mirth unhceding,
The while her feet were bleeding ,
Till Memory met her on a certan day,
And with most evil eyes did search her long
And cruelly, whereat she sank to ground
In a glark deadly swound.



HUMAN LIFE'S MYSTERY.

VI

And so my 1Iope were slain,
Had it not been that ‘I'riou wert <tanding near,
O Thou, who saidest “hive ” to creaturcs lying
In their own blood, and dymg!
For Thou her forchead to "l hine heart didst rear,
And make 1ts silent pulses sing agamn,—
TPouring a new hight o’er hcr darkened eyne,
With tender teais from Thine!

VIL

Therefore my Hopc arose
From out her swound, and gased upon Thy face;
And, meeting there that soft subdmng look
Which Puter’s spmt shook,
Sank downward 1n a rapture to embrace
Thy pierctd hand, and feet with hisses close,
And prayed Thee to assist her evamore
To “reach the things before.”

VIIL

Then gavest Thou the smile
Whence angel wings thull quick hike summer lightning,
Vouchsafing rest beside Thee, where she never
From, Love and Faith may sever ,
Whereat the kden crown she saw not whitening,
A time ago, though whitening all the while,
Reddcned with hife, to hear the Voice which talked
To Adam as he.walked.

[
—— e

HUMAN LIFE’S MYSTERY.

Wt sow the glebe, we 1eap the corn,
We build the house wflerc we may rest;
And then, at moments, suddenly,
We look up to the great wide sky,
Enquinng whercfore we were born
or earnest, or for jes.?



L CHUMAN LIFE'S MYSTERY, 5%

IL : A € .
The senses folding thick and dark
" About the stifled soul within,
We guess diviner things beyond,
And yearn to them with yearning fond ;
We strike out blindly to a mark
Believed in, but not secn.

L -

We vibrate to the pant and thrill
Wherew:th Eternity has curled

In serpent-iwine about God’s seat !

While, freshening upward to is fect,

In gradual growth His full-leaved will
Expands from world to world.

And, in the tumult and cxcess
Of act and passion under sun,
We sometimes hear—oh, soft and far,
As silver star did touch with star,
The kiss of Peace and Righteousncss
Through all things that are done.

Vv

God keeps His holy mysteries
Just on the outside of man’s dream !
In diapason slow, we thiiik 4
To hear their pinions ris¢ and sink,
While they float pure beneath His eyes,
5 Like swans adown a stream.

VL
Abstractions, are they, from the forms
Of His great beduty P—exaltations
From His great glory P—strong previsions
Of-what we 'shall be ?—intuitions
.Of what we are—in calms and storms, -

5. Beyond our peace-and passions? ;" -,



A CHILD'S THOUGHT OF GOD.

367

VII

Thing nymdless ! which, 1n passing so,
Do stroke us with 1 subtle grece.

We say, “Who pwscs ?”  they are dumb:

Wc cannot sce them co o1 core

Thar touches fall soft  cold -1 snow
Upon 1 blind mns tace.

Y

Yet, touching so, they diaw 1hove
Out common thoughts to 1Tcaven’s unknown,-
Om daily joy und pun adv ince
To vdivine significance,—
Our humwn love O mottal love,
[hat light 15 not its own'!

™

And, sumctuncs, hortor chills our blood,
Lo be so noar such mystic Things,
\nd we wrap round us, for defence,
Our pmiple manncis, moods of scnse-——
A angels, from the face of Gord,
Stand hidden 1in then wings

\

And, sometimes, through Tife hcavy swound,
We grope for than ' with strangled breath
We sticteh our han i alnoad, and try
lo1cach chem mn cur omy,—
And widen, so, the pbroad lite wound,
Which soon 1s larec cnough for death

A CHILLS THOUGHT OF GOD.

Tury say that God lives very high!
But if you look above the pines,
You cannot see our God: And why?



THE CLAIM.

II.

And if you dig down 1n the mines,
You never sec Him 1n the gold,
Though from Him all that’s gloiy shines.

I

God 15 so good, He wears a fold .
Of heaven and carth across His facc—
Like secrets hept, tor love, untold

v

But stil!I feel that His cinlnace
Shides down, by thnlls, through all things made,
Through sight and sound of every place.

v

As if my tender motha laid
On my shut lids, he kisses’ pressure,
Half waking mc at might, and said,
“Who kissed you through the datk, dcar guesser ?®

—_—

THE CLAIM

L

Grirr sate upon a rock and sighed one day:
(S1ghing 15 all her rest )

“ Wellaway, wellaway, ah, wgllawnay !”

As ocean beat the stone, did she her breast . . .

“Ah, wcllaway!.. ah me! alas, ah mel”
Such sighing uttered she.

1L

A Cloud spake out of heaven, as soft as rain
‘That falls on water, “To,

The Winds hayge wandered from me! I remain

Alone 1n sky-waste, and cannot go

'To lean my whiteness on the mountain blue,
Till wanted for more dew.



LIFE AND LOVE.

IIL

®:The Sun has struck,my brain to weary peace,
Whercby, constramned and pale,

I spin for him a laiger golden ticece

Than Jason’s, yearning for as full « sal!

Sweet Gricf, when thou hast sirhed to thy mind,
Give me a sigh for wind,—

-

v

¢ And let it carry mc adown the west ' ”
But l.ove, who, prostrated,
Tay at Caicf’s Joot, . . . his Iifted cyes possessed
Of her full 1mage, . . . answered m her stead
“Now nay, now nay ! she shall not givc away
What 1s my wealth, for any Cloud that flieth
Where Guef makes moan,
I ove claims his own'!
And therefore do I lie here night and day,
And eke my life out with the breath she sigheth ”

— e

LIFE AND LOVE.

Fasi this Life of mine was dying,
Blind alrcady and calm as death;

Snowflakes on her bosom lying,
Scarccly hewing with the breath.

1I.

Love came by, and, having known her
®* TIun a drcam of fabled lands,

Gently stooped, and laid upon her

. Mystic chrism of holy hands ;

e

Drew his smile across her folded
*Eyelhds, as the swallow dips, . .

Breathed as finely as the cold did,
Through the locking of her lips

369



370 INCLUSIONS—INSUFFICENCY.

1v.

So, when life looked upsard, being
Warmed and breathed on fiom above,

What sight could she have for seeing,
Evermore . . . but only Jove?

—— ——
INCLUSIONS.,

L

OH, wilt thou have my hand, Dear, to lie along in thine?
As a little stone in a rurning stream, it seemns to lie and pine |
Now drop the poor pale hand, Dear, . . . unfit to plight with thine.

IL

Oh, wilt thou have my check, Dear, diawn closer to thine own?
My cheek 15 white, my cheek is worn, by many a tear run down.
Now lcave a little space, Dear, . . . lest it should wet thine own.

L

Oh, must thou have iy soul, Deai, commingled with thy soul P—

Red grows the cheek, and waim the hand, . . . the part is in the
whole !, ..

Nor hands nor cheeks keep separate, when soul is joined to soul

D st/ A
INSUFFICIENCY.

1,

THERE is no one beside thee, and np one above thee ;
Thou standest alone, a~ the nightingale sings !
Yet my words that would praise thee, are impotent things,
For none cam express thee, though all should approve thee !
I love thee so, Dear, that I unly can love thee.

1L

Say, what can I do for thee? .". . weary thee. . . grieve thee?
Lean on thy shoulder . . . new burdens to add?... -
Weep my tears over thee . . . making thee sad? .

Oh, hold me not—love me not ! let me retrieve thee !

I love thee so, Dear, that I only can leave thee.
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A DEAD ROSE.

L

O roOSE! who dares to name ther ?
No longer roscate now, nor soft, nor swecet :
But pale, and hard, and dry, as stubble-wheat,—
Kept scven years in a drawer—thy titles shame thee,

IL

The breeze that used to blow thee
Betwé&cn the hedgerow thorns, and take away
An odour up the lanc to last all day,—
If breathing now,—unswectened would forego thee.

1L

The sun that used to smite thee,

And mix his glory mn thy gorgcous urn,

Till heam appeared 1o bloom, and flower to burn,—
If shining now,—with not a hue would light thee.

1v.

The dew that used to wet thee,
And, white fust, grow incarnadined, because
It lay upon thec where the crimson was,—
If dropping now,— would darken where it met thee.

v V.

The fly that lit upon thee,
To stretch the tendrils of its tiny feet,
Along thy leaf’s purc edges, afier heat,—
If lighting now,—would coldly overrun thee.

v1.®

The bec that once did suck thee,
And bLuild thy perfumed ambers up his hive,
And swoon in thee for joy, till scarce alive,—
If passing now,—would blindly overlook thee.
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VIL

The heart doth recognisc thee,
Alone, alone! The heart doth smell thee sweet,
Doth view thee farr, doth judee thee most complete,—
Though scemng now those changes that disguise thee,

VIIL

Yes, and the heart doth owe thee
Morc love, dcad rosc ' than to such 10ses bold
As Julia wears at dances, simiing cold '—
Lac still upon th's heait—which breaks below thee !

—— Qe

TIIE EXITE'S RF 1URN

T

WHEN fiom thee, weeping, I ranoved,
And from my land for yeus,

I thou ht not to return, Bcloved
With those same paiting tears,

I come again to hill and lea,
Weepmg for thee

1I

I clasped thine hand, when standmg last
Upon the shore m «ight

The land 1s green, the ship is fast,
I shall be therc to nmignt !

Z <hall be there—no longer 2we—
No more with thee ‘

111,

Had I beheld thee dead and sull,
I might more clearly know,
How heart of thine could turn as chill
As hearts by nature so,
How change could touch the falschood-free
_Ang changeless zkee /



THE EXTLE'S RETURN. 373

IV,

But now thy tender looks last-seen
Within my soul 1cmarn,

*Ts hard to think that Zkey have been,
‘T'o be no more agam —

That 1 shall vanly wait —ah me!
A word from thee.

V.

I could not bcar to look upon
‘That mound of funcial clay,

Whaic onc swect voice 1s silence,—one
A.hercal brow decay;

Where all thy moiak I nught see,
But never thec.

VI

For thou art wheie all finds a1c gone,
Whose parting pam 1s o’er.

And 1, who love and weep alone,
Whete thou wilt weep no more,

Ween bitterly and selfishly,
For me, not thee.

VIL

I kuow, Beloved, thou canst not know
That I endure this pain'!

Y o1 saints in Heaven, the Scriptures show,

e Can never gricve agun—

And grief, thou knewest mine, would be
Still shared by thee !

————
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THE SLEEP.

THE SLEEP.
¢ He¢ giveth ITis beloved sleep. '—PsALM cxxwii, 2.

Or all the thoughts of (God that are
Borne inward unto souls afar,
Along the Psalinist’s music deep,
Now tcll me if that any is,

For giit or grace, surpassing this—
‘¢ He giveth His beloved, sleep ” ?

i 8

What would we give to our heloved P—
The hero’s heart, to be unmoved,

The poet’s star-tuned harp, to sweep,

The patriot’s voice, Lo teach and rouse,
‘The monarch’s crown, to light the brows.-
“ lle giveth /s beloved, sleep.”

111,

What do we give to our beloved P—

A little faith, all undisproved,

A little dust, to overweep,

And bitter memories, to muke

‘The whole earth blasted fc - our sake --
“ e giveth Hss beloved, slcep.”

Iv.

“Sleep soft, beloved ! ” we sometimes say,
But have no tune to‘charm away

Sad dreams that through the eyelids creep :
But never doleful dream again

Shall break the happy slumber, when

* He giveth &is beloved, sleep.”
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V.

O earth, so full of dreary noises !

O men, with wailing in your voices !
O delved gold, the wailers heap !

O stnife, O curse, that o'er it fail !
God makes a silence thiough you all,
And “giveth His beloved, sleen.”

VL

His dews drop mutely on the hill,

His cloud above it smilcth sull,

Though on 1ts slope men sow and reap.
Morc softly than the dew is shed,

Or cloud is floated overhead.

“He giveth His beloved, sleep.”

Vil

Yea, men may wonder while they scan
A living, thinking, feehng man,
Confirmed, 10 such a 1est 1o keep ;
But angels say—and through the word
T think their happy smle is deard—

* He giveth His beloved, sleep.”

VIIL

For mc, my heart that erst did go

Most like a tired child at a show,

‘That sces through tears the jugglers leap,—-
Would aow its wearted vision close,

Would childlike ea Af7s love 1¢pose,

Who “giveth His deloved, sleep !”

X

And, friends, dem friends,-—when it shall be
That this low breath is gone froin me,

And round my bier y¢ come to weep,

Let one, most loving of Jou all,

Say, “Not a tear must o’er her fall—

He giveth His beloved, sleep.”
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A SUPPLICATION FOR LOVE.

A SUPPLICATION FOR LOVE.*

HYMN L

« The Lord Jesus, although gone to the 1 1thel, and we see ITim no more, is still
present with His Church, and m His he wvenly gloty capends upon her as intense
a love, as 1n the agony of the garden and the cruatiaon of the tice.  Those ey»s

that wept,

still gaze upon her ® -Recalled words of an ecatempure Discourse,
Sidmouth, 1833.

Gop, named Love, whose fount Thou art,
Thy crownless Chuich before Thee stands,
With too mucu hating in her heart,
And too much striving m her hands !

O loving Lord! O slain for love!
Thy blood upon Thy garments came—
Inwrap therr folds our brows above,
Before we tell Thee all our shame !

“Love as I loved you,” was the sound
That on Thy hips expiring sate!

Sweet words, in bitter strivings drowned !
We hated as the worldly hate.

The spear that pierced for love Thy side,
We dared for wrathful use to crave;
And with our crucl noise denied
Its silence to Thy blood-red grave!

Ah, blood ! that speaketh .npre of love
Than Abel's—could we speak hke Can,

And grieve and scare that holy Dove,
The parting love gift of the Slun?

Yet, Lord, Thy wrongdd love fulfil!

Thy Church, though fallen, before Thee stands—
Behold, the voice is Jacob’s still,

Albeit the hands ar¢ Esau’s hands!

Hast Thou no tears, like those besprent
Upon Thy Zion’s ancient part?

“;Wsmukadmthanasteru'\‘vmmm by Mrs. Bmwnlng‘in hex

‘They are now restored
Q
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No moving looks, like those which sent
o Their soltness through a traitor’s heart ?

No touching tale of anguish d ir;
Whereby hke children we may crcep,
All trembling, to each other ncar,
And view each other’s face, and weep ?

Oh, move us--THOU hast power to move—
One 1 the onc Beloved to i !

Teach us the heights and depths of love -
Give TniNL—that we may love hke TH11 !

— e

THE MLDIATOR.*
HYMN IL

¢ As the greatest of all sacrifiecs wis rcquired, we miy be a smed that no other
would have sutficed.” —Bov's £wsuy on the 1onement.

How high Thou art ! our songs can own
No music ‘Thou couldst stoup to hear!
But sull the Son’s espiring groan
1s vocal 1n the Lather’s car.

How pure Thou art! our hands are dyed
With crrses, red with murder’s hue—

But H¥ hath stretched !1s hands to Inde
The sins that picrced them fiom Thy view.

How <trong Thou ayt ' we tremble lest

The tlsundars of Thine arm be moved—
But Hz 1 lymng on Thy breast,

And Thou must clasp Thy best Beloved !

How Kind Thou art! Thou didst not choose
To joy in Him for ever so;

But that embrace Thou wilt not loose
For vengeance, didst forelove forego!

High God, and pure, and strong, and kind |
The low, the foul, the feeble, spare !

Thy brightness in His fac¢ we find—
Behold our darkness only #kere/
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THE WEEPING SAVIOUR.

THE WEEPING SAVIOUR.*

HYMN I1l.

JE—— | ) teu
‘Whether His countenance can thee affught,
Tears i His cyes quench the amaang hght.”

DONNE,

WHrHEN Jesus’ fricnd had ceased to be,
Still Jesuy’ heart its fricndship kept—

“Where heve ye laid him ?”—* Come and see !”

But ere His cyes could sce, they wept.

Lord! not in sepulchres alone,
Corruption’s worm 15 rank and frec;

The shroud of death our hosoms own—
The shades of sorrow | Come and sec!

Cume, Lord! God’s image cannot shine
Where smn’s funercal darkness lowers—

Come ! turn those weeping eyes of "I hine
Upon these sinning souls of ours |

And let those eyes, with shepherd care,
Their moving watch above us keep,

Till love the strength of sonow wear,
And as Thou weepedst, we may weep !

-

For surely we may weep'to know,
So dark and deep our spirit’s stain ;
That had Thy blood refused to flow,
Thy very tears had flowed in vain.
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THE MEASURE.

HYMN IV,

.

“ He comprehended the dust of the earth i a me ure (znbw). “—-IsmAu xl,
““Thou givest them tears to dnnk 1n a measwe (o ¥pw)."—PsALM Ixxx,*

Gon, the Creator, with a pu]seless hand
Of unoriginated power, hath weighed
The dust of carth and tears of man, in one
Measure and by vnc weight ;—
So saith His holy book.

34

Shall zve, then, who have issued from the dust
And there returned ; shall e, who ol for dust,
And wrap our winnings in this dusty life,
Say, “ No more tears, Lord (iod !
The measure runneth o’er”?

1L

Oh, holder of the balance, laughest Thou ?

Nay, Lord ! be gentler to our foolishness,

For His sake who assumed our dust, and turns
Ou Thee patheti eyes,
Stillemoistened *with our tears !

1v.

And teach us, O our Father, while we wcep,
"To look in patience upon earth and Jearn—
Wmtmg, in that meek gesture, till at last*
Those tearful eyes bedfilled
With the dry dust of death.

'Ibelicvethntthewordoccurs'innoomupan of the Hebrew Seriptures.
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COWPER’S GRAVE.

1.

It is a place where pocts crowned may feel the heart’s decaying
It is a place where happy samnts may weep amid their praying
Yet let the grief and humbleness, as low as silence, languish |
Earth surcly now may give her calm to whom she gave

anguish.
1w
O poets! from a maniac’s tongue was poured the dcath
singing !
O Christians! at your cross of hope a hopeless hand -
dlinging !

O men ! this man, in brotherhood, your weary paths beguilin
Groaned inly while he taught you peace, and died while ye »
smuline .
1L

And now, what time ye all may read through dimming tears
story,

How discor(,i on the music fell, and darkness on the glory;

And how, when, one by one, sweet sounds and wandering lig
departed,

He wore no less a loving face because so broken-hearted

1v.

He shall be strong to sanctify tle poct’s high vocation,

And bow the meekest Christian down in mecker adoration :

Nor ever shall he be, in praisc, by wise or good forsaken ;

Named sgftly. as the household name of one whom God h
taken.

v.

With quiet sadness and no gloom, I learn to think upon him,

With meekness, that is gratefulness to God whose heaven h
won him—

Who sufged once the madness-clond, to His own love to bl

But gently’led the blind along where breath and bird c¢

find him :
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VL

And wrodght within In shattered brain such quick poctic senses,
As hills have language for, and stars, harmonious influences!
The pulse of dew upon the grass, kept his within its number ;
And silent shadows from the trees 1efieshed him hke a slumber.

VIIL

Wild timid hares were drawn from woods to share his home
caresses,

Uplooking to his human eyes with sylian tendernesses *

The very world, by God’s constramnt, from falschood’s ways
removing,

Its worncn and 1ts men became, beside him, true and loving,

VI1II

But whil 1 bindness he remaned unconscious of the guding,
And thit g5 provided came without the swect sense ot providing,
He tustified this <olemn truth, though fiensy desolated—

Nor man, nor nature satisfy, whom only God created !

X

Like a sick child that knoweth not his mother, while she blesses

And drops upon his buimng brow the coolness of her kisees ;

That tuins his fevered eyes around—* My mother! where’s my
mother? "—e

ﬂs if such tender words and looks could come from any other t—

X

‘The fever gone, with leaps of lirt he sces her bending o’er him ;

Her face all pale from watchfy love, the unweary love she bore
him '—

Thus woke the poet from the dream, his Iife’s long fever gave him,

Beneath those deep pathetic Eyes, which closed mn death, to
save him !

XI.

Thus oh, not #wus/ no type of carth could mage that awaking,

‘Whermg he scarcely heard the chant of seraphs, round him
reaking,

Qr felt the new xmmortal throb of scul from body parted ;

But felt shose eyes alons, and knew * My Saviour | not deserted 1”
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XII.

Deserted ! who hath dreamt that when the cross in darkness rested,

Upon the Victim’s hidden face, no love was manifested ?

What frantic hands outstretched have c’cr the atoning drops
averted,

What tears have washed them from the soul, that oze should be
deserted ?

XIIL

Deserted ! (zod could separate from His own essence rather:

And Adam’s sins Zave swepl between the righteous Son and
Father ;

Yea, once, Immanuel’s orphaned cry, His universe hath shaken—

It went up single, echoless, “ My God, T am forsaken !”

XIvV.

1t went up from the Holy’s lips amid His lost creation,

That, of the lost, no son should usc those words of desolation ;

That carth’s worst ficnzies, marring hope, should mar not hope’s
fruition,

And I, on Cowper’s grave, should see his rapture, in a vision !

[, S

SOUNDS.

Hyxovsas 1 ovx puovees j——
. Als(HYLUS.
L’
HEARKEN, hearken !
The rapid river carrieth
Many noiscs underneath
The hoary occan ;
Teaching hissolemnity,
Sounds of inland life and glee,
Learnt beside the waving tree,
When the winds in sumwmer prank
Toss the shades from bank to bank,
And the quick rains, in emotion
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Which rather glads than grieves,
Count and visibly rehearse
The pulses of the universe
Upon the summer leaves—
Learnt among the lilics stra‘ght,
When they bow them to the weight
Of many hees, whose hidden hun
Secneth from themselves to come—
Leamt among the grasses green,
Where the rustling mice are seen,
By the gloaming, as they run,
Of their quick eyes in the sunj;
And lasy sheep are browsing through,
With then noses trailed m dew ;
And the squirted leaps adown,
Ho'dmy tast the filbert brown ;
And the Lal, with more of mitth
In his song than suiteth cath,
Droppeth some in svaring high,
To pour the 1est ont 1n the sky ¢
While the woodland doves, apart
In the copse’s leafy heart,
Sulitary not ascetic,
Hudden and yet vocal, seem
Joining, in a lovely psalm,
Mans despondence, nature’s calm,
Half mystical and half pathetic,
Like a sighing in a dicam.*
All these sounds the river telleth,
Soﬂ;ncd {0 an undertone,
Which ever andenon he swelleth
1y a burden of his own,
In the ocean’s ear.
A¥ 1 and occan scems to hear,
* U While floating up hiight forms ideal,
Mistress, or fuend, around me strcam ,
Halt sense-supplied, and balf unreal,
Lake music mmgling with a dream.”
lohn Keryon,
I do not doubt that the “ music ' of the two concluding lines mingled, though
very unconsciously, with my own ‘“dream,” and gave their form and pressure to
the above distich, The ideas, however, being sufficiently distinct, 1 am satisfied

with sending this note to the g'lrosc after my verses, and with acknowledging
another obligation to the valued friend to whom I already owe so many,
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With an inward gentle scorn,
Smiling to his caverns worn,

1L

Hearken, hearken !
The child 1 shouting at his play
Just in the tamping tuncral’s way ;
‘The widow moans as she turns aside
To shun the face of the blushing biride,
While, shaking the tower of the ancient church,
The martaze bells do swing ;
And in the shadow of the porch
An idiot sits, with lus lean hands full
Of hedgerow flowers and a pocet’s <kull,
l.aughing loud and gibbering,
Because 1t is so brown a thing,
While he sticketh the gaudy poppies red
In and out the senscless head,
Where all swect fancics grew instead.
And you may hear, at the sclf-same time,
Another poet who reads his thyme,
Low as a brook in the summer air,—
Save when he droppeth his voice adown,
To dream of the amaranthine crown
His mortal brows shall wear.
And a baby cries with a feeble sound
’Neath the weary weight of the life new-found ;
And an old man groans—with his testament
Only half signed—for the iife that’s snent ;
And lovers twain do soft'y say,
As they sit on a grave, “ For aye, for aye!” -«
And foemen twain, while Earth, their mother,
Looks greenly upward, curse each other;
A schoolboy drones his task, with Jooks
Cast over the page to the c¢lm-trec rooks :
A lonely student cries aloud,
Eureka ! clasping at his shroud ,
A beldame’s age-cracked voice doth sing
To alittle infant slumbering ;
A maid forgotten weeps alone,
Muflling her sobs on the trysting stone ;
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A sicle man wakes at his own mouth’s wail,
A gossip coughs in her thrice-told tale;

A mutteriag gamester shakes the dice:

A reaper foretells good luck «om the skies ;
A monarch vows as he lifts his hand to them,
A patiiot leaving his native larid to them,
Invokes the world against perjured state s

A priest disserts upon hinen shrts ;

A sinner screams for one hope more,

A dancer’s feet do palpitate

A piper’s music out on the iloor;

And nigh to the awful Dead, the living
T.ow speech and stealthy steps are giving,
Because he cannot hear;

And /Ze who on that narrow bier

Has room enow, is closcly wound

In a silence piercing more than sound

11I.

Hearken, hearken !

God speaketh to thy soul ;
Using the stipreme voice which doth confound
All life with consciousness of Deity,

All scnses into one
As the scer-saint of Patmos, loving John,

For whom did backward roll
The cloud gate of the future, turned to see
The Voice which spake. It speaketh now—
Through the regular Incath of the calm creation,
Through the moan®uf the creature’s desolation,
Striking, and in its stroke, 1esembling
The memory of a svlenin vow,
‘Which pierceth thz din of a festival
‘To one in the midst,—and he letteth fall

The cup, with a sudden trembling.

1v.

Hemken, hearken !
God speaketh in thy soul ;°
Saying, “ O thou, that movest
With feeble steps across this earth of Mine,
. 28
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THE WEAKEST THING.

To break heside the fount thy golden bowl,
And spill its purple wine,~—

Look up to heaven, and sce how like a scroll

My right hand hath thine immortahty

In an eternal graspig ! Thou, that Tovest

The songful buds wd grasses underfoot,

And also what change mars, and tombs pollute—

7 am the end of love k- give love to AZe/

O thou that sinest, grace doth more abound

Than all thy sin' sit still beneath My rood,

And count the droppings of My victimn-blood,

And gock none other sound !

Y.

Hearken, hearken !
Shall we hew the lapsing river
And owr brother’s sighing, ever,
And not the voice ot (God ?

P e

TIHHE WFEAKEST THING.
L

WHhicH is the weakest thing of all
Minc heart can ponder?

The sun, a little cloud can pall
With darkness yonder?

The cloud. a little wind can move
Wherd’er it hsteth?

The wind, a little leaf above,
Though sere, resistewn ?

What time that ycllow leaf was green,
My days were gladder;

But now, whatever Spring may mean,
T must grow sudder.

Ah me! a Jeaf with sighs can wring
My lips asunder—

‘Then is mine heart the weakest thing
Itself can ponder.
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I,

Yet, Hcart, when sun and cloud are pined,
And drop together,

And at a blast which is not wind,
The forests wither,

Thou, from the darkening deathly curse,

387

To glory breakest, —
The Stiongest of the universe
Guarding the weahest !

P T

TN PET NAME.

¢ the name

Which rom 1 ik ps scemed 2 caness,”

L

I HAVE a name, a little name,
Uncadenced for the car,

Unhonouted by ancestral dam,

Unsanct.fied by pray et and psalm,
The solemn font ancar.

11,

It never did to pages wove
For gay 10omance belong ,
It never dedicate di I move,
As “Sachatissa,’ unto love
* Orinda,” upto sony

m.

Though Iwrite bool.s,itwillbere wl
Upon the lemves of none ;@

And afterward, wnen T am dead,

Will ne’er be g cd for sight o

l
¢ Across my funeral stonc.

1v.

This nume, whoever chance to call,
Perhaps your smile may win.
Nay,f;llo not smile! mune eyelids

Over mine.eyes, and feel withal
The sudden tears within.

Nise \LLORD s 7 tmalie Scenes.

\’

Is theie a leaf that preenly grows
Wheie sommet meadowsbloom,

But gathercth the wintar snows,

And changcth to the huc of those,
If Tasung, il they come ?

VL

Is theie a woid, or jest, or game,
Jut time enciusteth 1ound
With sad associate thoughts the
same ?
And so to me wy very name
Assumes a moutnful sound.

V1L

My brother gave that name to me

When we were childien twain ;

When nanes acquired haptismally

Weire hard to utter, as to see
That hfe had any pain.

VL

N eshade was on us then, save one
Of chestnuts from the nll—
And throngh the word omr laugh
did 1un
A~ part thereof | The miith being
e calls me by it still  [done,

.
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THE MOURNING MOTHER,

X

Nay, do not smile! T hear in it
What nonc of you can hear !

The talk upon the willow seat,

*The bird and wind that did repeat
Around, our hunan cheer.,

X.

I hear the hirthday’s noisy bliss,
Mf‘;sistcrs’ woodland glee,- -
My father’s praise, I did not miss,
When stooping down he cared to

kiss
The poct at his knee ;—

XL

And voices, whirth to name me,
aye
Their tenderest tones werekeep-
ing 1—
To some, I never more can say
An answer, till God wipes awav
In heaven, these diops of werp-
ing.

XIL

My name to me a sadness‘'wears ;
No inurmurs cross my mind :
Now God he thanked for these

thick tears,
Which show, of those departed
years,
Swect memaories lefi béhind |

Xnr

Now God he thanked for years
enwiought
With Iy ¢ which softens yet !
Now (God bLe thanked for every
thought .
Which is so tender, it hath caught
Earth's gucidon of regret !

XIV.
The earth maysadden,not rcmove,
Our love dnmely gnen ;
A\nd een that mortal gnief shall

The iinmortality of love,  [prove
And Icad us nearer 1leaven.

—O——

THE MOURNING MOTHER.

(0K THT. DLAD BLIND.)

Dostthouweep,mourningmother,
For thy blind boy in grave?
That no more with cach other
Sweet cnunsel ye can have 2—
That /e, left dark by nature,
Can never maoie be led
By thee, maternal creatme,
* "Along smooth paths instead ?
That thou canst no more show him
The sunshine, by the heat ;
The'river’s silver flowing, '
By murmurs at his fect?
The foliage, by its coolness ;
The roses, by their smell ;
And all creation’s fulness,
By Love’s invisible? *

Weepest thou to behold not
I1is mecek hlind eyes again—
Closed doorways which were
folded,
And prayed against in vain—
And under which, sate smiling
The child-mouth evermore,
As one who watcheth, wiling
The time by, at a door?
And weepest thou to feel not
His clinging hand on thine—
‘Which now,at dreami-time, will not
Its cold tonch disentwine?
And wecpest thou still ofter,
Oh, ncver more to mark
His low soft words, made softer
By speakiny in the dark?*
Weep on, thou mourning mother !
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1.

But since to him, when hiving,
Thou wert both sun ind mnoon,
Look oer his ;1 1, survivin,,
Iiom 2 g b sphae vone!
Sustun that osaltwon
Lapwnd that tendar hiht
And hold in mother pusun
Thy blessed m thy . It
Sec how he v cut out stiu hiw 1y
Fiomthcdul worldhe 1 new,
No tvih ht in the | itew 1y
Tomedinte ta t the two
Into the udden louy,
Out of the dy K he trod,
Departng from bef e thee
At once to I3 ht wnd Gob
Tor the fust fice beholding,
IThe Chu ts moats divimg —
Lo the fust plh o the golden
And tidele s h e
With trc s, 1t [istiy, umma
Thit rock to ong,ful sound,
Wlile angels, the new comd,
Waap a sull snule wrouad
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Oh, m the blessed psilm now,
Hi happy voice he tues,—
Spt  ding 1 thichar pum bough,
L1un othus, oo s ¢y esy—

Yot stll m dl the mgn,,
fhi s haply of thy son,,
Whi b inh e fust sprngmg,
Sm ) him Il wmght long,—
And v hesat bhoside b,
With T n s hips that cool
And  ftdid eve glde him,—
Je md ¢ the sweetness full
Lael vp O mcurming mother,
I'hy bhnd oy walls m hght !
Yo witdor ene wmcther
I dfore God s mfinit !
Tut 7 ¢+ ut pov the dukest,
Thou niotha left ddow —
Thewn the sole blhind, - thou marks
ot
Contatthtitle sy —
U ntil ve two give mecting
Wha Tlenens poal e,
And / shall lcad thy fect m,
I \s cnce thou leddest Zzs
W ut on, thou mournng mother

A VAILDICI1ION

Gobp be witn thee, my beloved,

1

(+0D be with thee!

Llse alone thou zoest forth,
‘Thy face unto the notthy—
Meor and pletsance, all around thee and beneath thee,
I ooking cqual 1n onc snow
Whule 1 who t1y to reac} thee,
Vmly follow, vainly follow,
With the farewdll and the hollo,
And cannot reach thee so
Alas! I can but teach thee—
Gap be with thee, my beloved,—Gop be with thee !
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A VALEDICTION.

1L

Can I teach thee, my beloved,— Can I teach thee ?
It T said. Go left or night,
The counsel would be hight, —
The wisdom, poor of all that could ¢ntich thee.
My nght would show like left ;
My raising would depress thee,—
My choice of light would blind thee,—
Of way, would leave hehind thee—
Of end, would leave berefl.
Alas! 1 can but bless thee —
May Gob teach thee, my beloved,--may Gob teach thee:

11

Can I bless thee, my beloved.—Can T Lless thee?
What blessing word can 1
From mnne own tears keep diy ?
What flowers grow in my ficld wherewith to diess thee ?
Aly good reverts to 1ll;
My calmnesses would move thee,—
My softnesses would prick thee, —
My bindings up would bicak thee,
My crownings, curse and Ml
Alas ! I can but love thee—
May Gob bless thee, my teloved,—may Gon bless thee !

v, !

Can I love thee, my beloved, —can 1 love thec?
And is 247 like love, o stand
With no help in my hand, o
When strong as death T fain would watch above thee?
My love kiss can deny
No tear that falls beneath it :
Mine oath of love can swear thee
From no ill that comes ncar thee,—
And thou dicst while 1 breathe it,
And /=1 can but die!
May Gop love thee, my beloved,—~may Gob love thee !
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LESSONS FROM 1HI1 GORSL

‘ Towmn lesecretof vweeds ]l mhount
Tonin

1

Mov NIy gorecs, caer galdon
Canheied not the whole you Tong!
Do yo taach u, to be stion
Howsocver packed and holdon,
Like yowm thorny blooms, and o
Irodden on by 1am nd snow,
Up the hill side of this ife, as Dletk as where ye uiow ?

1

Mountam ossoms shinm,, blossoms !
Do yo teach us to e cd,
When no summer can be lind,
Bloonnn, m owr mward bo.oms?
}¢, whom Guod presaveth sully
Set v b Tt upon hill

Tokens tu the witiy cuth, that Beauty liveth sull!

11

Mouncun L0150, do ye teach us
Trom thut acwdeme chan
Canopied with v an,
That the witest v od man acache s
Is the humnblest he can spoak @
¥:, who Ine on 1fountam poak
Yet live low along the giound, beside the grasses meek |
[ ]

Iy

Mountain gor s« s, since T mneus
Kaclt beside you on th e sod,
For yomr beauty thwkm  God,—
Tor your tcachiny, , - should see us
Bowing m prostration ncw
‘Whence arisen,—if one or two
Drops be on our cheeks—O world ! they are not tears, but dew
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THE LADY'S YES.

“YEs,” 1 answered you last night; Wooer light makes fickle troth—
% No,” this morning, sir, [ say, ~ Scoin of #e recoils on you.
Colours scen by candle-light,
Wl,ll not look the same by day. | eam 1o win a lady’s faith
When the viols played then hest, ]h‘i‘ﬂi’;,y’.;lsfgﬁ}?::Jsd::ﬁﬁ_’,
Lamps abose, and laughs be- ~\wyh'n loyal gravity.

low—
Love me sounded like a jest,
FiLl for Ves or ﬁ,_lfor 1\,‘1'0_ ’ Lead her fron the festive boards,
Point her to the starry skies,
Call me false, or call me free— Cuard hei, by your truthful words,

Vovw, whatever hght may shine, Pure fiom comtship’s flattenes.
No man on yow face shall see
Any grief for change on mme By yow truth she shall be tiue—
Ever true, as wnes of yore—

Yet the sin is on us both — And her Ves, once said 1o you,
Tune to dance 15 not to woo— SHALL be Yes for evermore,
D

A WOMAN’S SHORTCOMINGS.

I

SHI: has laughed as softly as if she sighed ;
She has counted six and over,

Of a purse well filled, and a heait well tried —
Oh, cach a worthy lover !

They “ give her time ;” for her soyl must slip
Where the world has sct th 2 grooving :

She will lie to none with her fair red lip—
But love sceks truer loving.

11

She tremblus her fan in a sweetness dumb,
As her thoughts were beyond recalling ,

With a glance for one, and a glance for some,’
¥rom her eyelids rising and falling.

—Speaks common words with a blushful air;
—Hears bold words, unrepioving:

But her silence says—what she never will swear-
And love seeks better loving.
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11L

.

Go, lady ! lean to the might-gu tar,
And drop a smule to the bringer ;
Then smile as sweetly, when he 1 far,
At the voice of an 1n door siner !

Bask tenderly beneath tender v,
Gilance hightly, on thur 1cmoving,

And join new vows to old perjuries—-
But dare not call 1t loving!

A

Unless you can think, when the song 15 done,
No other 15 soft m the 1hythm,

Unless you can feel when It by One,
‘I hat all men heside ro with him,

Unlcss you ¢ in know, when unpraised by his breath,
That your bewty 1tsclf wants proving,

Unless you can swea —“ 1o life, for death ' ’—
Ol, fear to cul it loving !

v

Unless you ¢ in musc 1 a c1owd all day,
On the 1bsent face that fined vou,
Unlcse you can love, as the an. s may,
With the breadth of hcaven betwiat you,
Unless you can dream that his futh 15 fast,
1ltough hchoving and unbehoving,
Unless you can 47 wh n the drcam 15 past—
Oh, never all 1t lovng !

A MAN’S RLOUTREMFNIb

1 1
LOVE me, sweet, with all thou ut | Love me with thy open youth
Fecling, thinking, seeing,— In ns frank surrcnder ;

Ve me 1n the hghtest pait With the vowing of thy mouth,
Lqve me mn full beng. . ’ With aits stlen%e J.em{er.
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UL
Love me with thine azure cyes,
Made for cainest grdnting !
Taking colour fiom the shics,
Can Heaven’s tiuth be wanting?

n.
Love me with thair hds, tht fall
Snow-Lke at fiust mecting
Love me with thine heat, that all
Theneighbouisthcnseebeating.

‘\V
Love me with thine hand stietched
Freely—open-nunded . [out

Love e with thy loitenng foot, —
Hearing one behind 1t

vi

Love me with thy voice, that tuins
Sudden fant above me ;

Love me with thy blush that buins
When I murmur “ Love me !’

v,
Love me with thy thinking soul-
* Break 1t to love-sighins;

A YEARS SPINNING.

vifL .

Love 1ne in thy gorgcouseirs,
When the world has crowned
thee !
Love me, kneeling at thy prayeis,
With the angels 10und thee.

[AN

Love me puie, as musets do,
Up the woodlands shady:
Love me gaily, fast, and tiue,

As a4 wmsome lady.

X.

‘Thiouph all hopes that keep us
brave,
Fuither off o1 mgher,
Love me for the house and
grue,—
And for something higher.

XL

Thus, f thou wilt prove me
dear,
Wornan's love no fable,

Love mewith thythoughts that 101l | 7 will love 7% --half-a-year—

On through Iining—dymyg.

As a man is,able.

— () —

A YEAR’S SPINNING.

HE listened at the porch fhat day
To hear the wheel go on, and on,

And then it stopped—ran back away—
While through the door he brought the sun:
But now my spinning is all done.

1L

He sate beside me, with an oath
That love nc’er ended, once begun ;
I smiled—believing for us both,
What was the truth for-only one:

And ‘now my spinning is

done.
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L

My mother cursed me thar I heard
A young man’s wooimng as T spun.
Thanks, crucl mother, for that word,
For 1 have, since, a harder known !
And now my spinning is all done,

1v.

I thought—0O God '-- my first-born’s cry
Both voices to my car would drown :
I listened in mine agony- -
It was the siena, made me groan !
And now my spinning is all done.

V.

Buty me ’twint my mother’s grave,
Who cursed me on her death bed lone,
And my dead baby’s—((God it save!)
Who, not to bless e, would not moan
And now my spinning is all done.

VI.

A stonc upon my heart and head,
But no name written on the stone !
Sweet neighbows ! whisper low instead *
*This sinner was a loving one—
And now her spinning is all donc.”

. VIl

And let the door ajar remain,
In case be should pass by anon;
* And lcave the wheel out very plain,
That HE, when passitig in the sun,
May see the spinning is all done.
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CHANGE UPON CHANGE.

I

FivL months ago, the strcam did flow,
The hlics bloomed along the edge;
And wc were hingering to and fio,—
Where none will track thee 1n this snow,
Along the stream, beside the hedge.
Ah, Swect, be fice to love and go'!
For 1if T do not heur thy tfoot,
The frozen river 15 as mute,—
The flowers have diued down to the root;
And why, since these be changed since May,
Shouldst 740 change less than 24y ¢

11.

And slow, slow, as the wintcr snow,
The tcars have diifted to mine cyes;
And my poor checks, five months ago,
Set blushing at thy praiscs so,
Put palencss on for a disguise.
Ah, Swecet, be fiec to praise and go !
For if my face 1s turned to pale,
It was thine oath that first did fail,—
It was thy love proved false and frail !
And why, since these be changed, enow,
Should 7 change less than Zkou ¢
a

— e

THAT DAY.

L

I sTaND by the nver wheie both of us stood,

And there 1s but one shadow to darken the tlood ;

And the path leading to it, where both used to pass,

Has the step but of one, to take dew from the grass,
" One farlorn since that day.



A REED, o7

I-M‘..A *
. 1L
The fowers of the margin are many to sec,
For none stoops at my bidding to plutk them for me;
The bird in the alder sings loudly and long,
For my low sound of weeping distu1hs not his song,
As thy vow did that day!

IIL

I stand by the niver—1I think of the vow -—

Oh, calin as the place 15, vow breaker, be thou !

I leave the flower growmg—the bird, unreproved ;—

‘Would 1 trouble #ice, rather than #rem, my beloved,
And my lover that day?

v

Go! be sure of my love—by that tieason forgiven ;
Of my prayers—by the blessings they win thee from Heaven ;
Of my gricf—(guess the length of the sword by the sheath’s)
By the silence of life, more pathetic than death’s!

Go,—be clear of that day !

[, T—

A REED.

I.

I AM no tiumpet, but a reed :

No flattering bieath <hall iom me lead
A mlver sound, a hollow sound !

I will not ring, for |n est or hing,

One blast that, in re echuing,
Would leave a bondsman faster bound.

1I.

I am no trumpet, but a reed,—

A broken reed, the wind indeed
Left flat upon a dismal shore:

Yet if a little maid, or child,

Should sigh within it, earnest-mild,
This reed will answer evermore,
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THE DEAD PAN,

m

I am no trumpet, but a reed :

Go, tell the fisheis, as they spread
I heir nets along the 1iver’s edge,—

I will not tear thor nets at all,

Nor pierce their hands —if they should fall
Then let thum leave me 1n the sedge.

—_—C— -

THE DRAD PAN

Lxcited by Schiller s G #/ » Gree un/ine , ind putly founded on 2 well known
tridition mentioned m a trcitise ¢f Plutarch (D Orveud wem Difectn) according

to which 1t the hour cf the Swinurs a.ony 1 cry of

(i uPwmisdad!  swept

across the waves w the hoanng of catan mamers,—n 1 the oraces ¢ wed
It 15 m Al venertuion to th memory of the doaithle s Schiller that T oppose a
doctnine still morc dishonowm » 1o poctry thn to € haisti uuty

As Mr Keanyons priceful md humonious pariphi
the first occasion of the turnin, of my thoughts in t}
(which exafiw on otha grounds) by 1

of the pretence ) indulge my fochin

of th Gaaman poem was
dircction I tihe whvantage

scribing my lyric to that dear friend wnd redatne with the eunestness of appicu
aung wsteem s well 2y o f affectionate grauutude —L I L

1

Gobs of Hell s, vods of Hellas,
Can ye hsten in your silence?
Can your mystic voices tcll us
Wheie y chide? In floatny, 1sland,
With a wind that exermore
Keeps you out of si ht of shore »
P, Pan1 dewd

11

In ghat 1e ve sunken
Ingld A ’
Have the pygme, made jou
diunken,

Bathing 1n mandiagora
Your divine pale Iips that shiver
Like the lotus m the 1ver ?

Pan, Pan1s dg‘ul.

A 11

Do ye sit there still in slumba,
In gl‘gtanw Alpine rows?

The black poppics out of number
Nodding,dripping fiom yourbrows

To the 1ed lees of yom wine,—
And so kept alne and fime?
’an, Pan 15 dead

v

M hiecrushed yowr st ignant corses

Whaie the sihver sphares 101l on,

Stung to life by centic foices

Thiown hike rays out fiom the
Sun *—

W lule the smoke of your old altars

Is the slioud that round you

weltcrs ?
Gieat Pan 15 dead.

v.

“Gods of Hellas, gods of Hellas,”
Said the old Hellenic tongue !
Said the hero-oaths, as well as
Poets’ songs the sweetesl sung !
Have ye grown deaf in a day?,
Can ye speak not yea or nay:
Since Pan is dead?



THE DEAD PAN.

V1.

Do'ye leave your iners flow mg

All a’.'lfmif O Nades,

While yom dienchéd lochs diy

slow m

‘This cold feeble sun and bicese? -

Not a word the Natads say,

Though the rivers run for aye
Tor Pan 1 dead

Y1

Fiom the gloammg of the oak
wood,
O ye iyuds, could ye flee ?
At the 1ushmg thundeistioke,
+« would
Nosobtiemble thiouzhthec tice?
Not a word the Diyds say,
Thou,h the forests w ne for e
1o Pan 15 dead

VINT

Have je left the mountam plwes
Oreads wild, for otha tivst?
Shall we see no sudden fues
Stitke a glory thiough the mist
Not a sound the silcnce thills,
Of the evailasting hills

Pan Pan 15 deud

X

O twelve gods of Plato’s vision,
Ciowned to starry wandetimg,s,
With vour chanoty m procession,
And you silver clash of wings
Very pale ye seem to 118,
Cshosts of Greer in daties -

Now Pan 15 dead

.
X

&{e ! that 11ght hand is unloaded,
ence the thunder did prevail
While 1n 1diocy of godhead,
Thou art staring the stas pale !
And thine eagle, blind and old,
Roughs his feathers in the cold.
Pan, Pan 15 dead.
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XL

Whete, O Tuno, 1s the glo:
Of thy 1cgal look and tread ?
Will thev lay, o1 eveimorge, thee
On thy Jimy, sti.ught, golden bed ?
Will thy guecndom all he hid
Meekly undet either hd ?

Lan, Pan 1s dead.

Al

a, Apollo! 1loats his golden
H uz,all mist hhewheie he stands
While the Muscs hang enfolding
Kneeandfootwithfamtwildhands?
'Neath the clanrymg of thy how,
Niobe looked lost as thou !

Pan, Pan 1s dead.

X111

Shllthecasquewithitshiownizon,

Pallay’ broad blue ¢y¢s, eclipse,—

Aud no hero take mspnmng

I 10m the God (iech of her hips ?

’Neth her olne dost thou sit,

M us the mighty, cursng 1t?
Pan, P’an 15 dead.

XTIV,

Bacchus, Bacchus! on the panther
Hc swoons,—hound with his own
vings !

And s Munads slowly sauntes,
Head aside, amon,, the pmes,
W hile they muimur dicanungly,—
“Evoht—ah evohe—'”

Ab, Pan 1s dead,

V.

NcPtunc hies beside the tudent,

) 1l and sensecless as a stone :

And old Pluto, deaf and silent,

Is cast out into the sun

( e1es smileth stern thereat,—

“We a/l now are desolate—”
Now Pan 1s dead.
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XV1.

Aphrodite ! dead and driven

As thy native foam, thau art ;

With the cestus long done heaving

On the white calm of thine heart!

Az Adon:y ' At that shnek,

Not a tear runs down her cheek—
° Pan, Pan 1s dcad

X\
And the Lovcs, we used to know

from
One another,—huddled le,
Fio1e as taken 1n 1 snowstorm,
Close beside hai tenderhy ,—
As if each had wedkly tried
Once to kiss her as he died
Pan, Pan 1s dead

AVIIL

What, and Hermes?
enthralleth

All thy cunning, Hermes, thus,—

And the vy blindly cranleth

Round thy bi1ave ciduceus?

Hast thou no new mess i ¢ fo1 us,

Full of thundes and jove gloru:x:s
Nay ! Pan 15 dead

AIX

Crowntd Cyhele’s reat turret
Rocks and crumbles on her heid
Roai the hions of her chanot
Topard the wilderness, unted
Scornful children are not mute,—
% Mother, mother, walk a foot—
Since Pan 1s dead ”

Time

XX

In the fiery-hearted centre

Of the solemn unn e1se,

Ancient Vesta,—who could enter
To consume thee with this curse?

Drop thy grey chin on thy knee,
O thou palsied M steryly ’
. or Pan is dead

THE DEAD PAN,

XX1

]

Gods ! we vainly do adjyge you,—
Ye retutn not voice nor sign
Not a votary could secuie you
Fyen a grue for your Divine !
Not a g11ve, to show thereby,
Iere these g1¢y old gods do lae

Pan, Pan 1s dead

X\l
Tien that (aerce who took yow
( alls the obolus outworn  [wages,
And the housedeep thioted ages
I wyh vour ,odships unto scorn—
And the pocts do Jlsd.«um you,
Or grow colder 1if they name you—
And Pan 1s dead

XX1uI

Gods berenwéd gods belated —
With yowm puiples rent asunder!
Giods discrowned and desecrated,
Disinhcisted of thunder!
Now,thegoats m1y clunb and crop
The soft grass on Ida’s top—

Now Pan 15 dead

XXI1V

Calm, of old,the baikw ent onward,

‘When a cry inore loud th in wind,

Rose up, deepencd, and swept
sunwaid, .

T rom the pildd Daik behind -

And the sun shr ink and giew pale,

Biecathed aga st by the great

* wail—
“Pan, P1n 15 dead.”
X
And the 10wers from the benches

Fell, —each shuddeing on his
face—

While departing Influences

Stiuck a cold back through the

place
Akzedl etge dfhadot:e of the sh
ong the passive
Pan, Pan 18
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XXVI.

And that dismal a1y rose slowly,
And sank slowly through the air;
Full of spint’s melancholy
And etermity’s despair |
And they heard the words it s ud—
PAN 15 DEAD—GRLAT TPAN IS
DEAD—
PAN, PAN 1S DLAD.

XXVII.

"Twas the hour when One 1n Sion
Hung fo1 love’s saht on a cross —
When His brow was clull with
d"mg,
And His soul was famnt with loss ,
When His priestly blood dropped
downward,
And His kingly cycs looked
throneward--
Then, Pan was dead,

XXVIIL

By the love He stood alone n,
Hs sole Godhead 10sc complcte :
And the false gods fell down
moaning,

Each fiom off lus golden seat—
All the falsc gods with a cry
Rendered up their deity—

Pan, Pan was dead.

XXIX.

Wailing wide acrnas the wland’ »
They 1ent, vest-like, then Divine |
And a darkness and a silence
Quenched thelightof everyshume.
And Dodona’s oak swang lonely
Henceforth, to the tempest only.
Pan, Pan was dead.

. XXX,
;ytbiastaggered,--feelin o'crher
er lost god’s forsaking look !

ed with

Straight her eyeballs
horror,

J?nd her crispy fillets shook—

{

+

4ot

Ax;_d her hps gasped through thew

o,

Foi a v:ord that did not come.
Pan, Pan was dead.

XXXI.,

O ye van false gods of Hellas,
Yc are silent evetmore ! °
And I dash down this old chalice,
Whence libations 1an of yore,
Sec' the wine ciawls n the dust
Wormlike—as your glones must !
Simce Pan 15 dead.

XXXII.

Ceet to dust, as common mottals,
By a common doom and track !
Let no Schiller from the portals
Of that Hades, call you back,—
Or mstiuct us to weep all
At your antique funeral.

T’an, Pan is dead,

XXXII

By yout beauty, which confesses

Some chief Beauly conquering
you,—

By our grand heroic guesses,

Thiough yow falschood, at the
Tiue,—

Wc\]ull wecp zof . . . ! carth shall
10ll

Heir to each god’s aureole—

And Pan 1s dead.

XXXIV.

Larth nutgrows the mythic fancies
Sung heside her i her youth :
And those debonarre romnances .«
Sound but dull beside the truth.
Pheebus’ chanot-course 1s run.
LBk up, poets, to the sun |

Pan, Pan 1s dead,

XXXV.

Christhathsentusdowntheangels;
And the whole earth mdaﬂﬁm i
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Are illumed by altar-candles
Lit for blessed 1nysteties :
And a Pnest’s Hand thiough
creatjon,
Waveth calm and consecration
And Pan 1s dead.

XXXVI
Truth is fair: should we forego

i
Can we sigh right for a vrong ?
God Himsclf is the best Pact,
And the Real is His song
Sing His truth out fan and full,
And secure I1s beautiful.

Let Pan be dead.

XXAVIL

Tiuth is large.  Qur aspiratuon
Scaice embraces half we be,
Shame | to stand in His creation
And doubt Truth’s suftiviency !~-

A CHILDS GRAVE AT FLORENCE.

To think God's snng unexcelling
The poo: tales of our own telling—
When P’an 4s dead,

XXXVIiL.

What 15 tiue and just and honest,
W hat 1. lovdly, what is pure—
Allofprarsethathathadmonisht,—
All of vitue, shall endue,—
These are themes for poets’ uses,
Stinng nobler than the Muses—
LEie Pan was dead.

XXXIX.

0 biave poets, keep back nothing,

No1 us falschood with the whole !

lTook up Godwaud' spuak the

tiuth m

Waithy song fiom eainest soul }

Hold, m hizh poetic duty,

Fruest Tiuth the fanest Beauty !
Pan, Pan is dead,

——

A CHILD'S GRAVE AT FLORENCE.
AALC

BoRrN Juvry, 1848

L

Or E_:u lish blood, of Tuscan
nrt.
What « ountry should we give
her?
Instead of any on the eaith,
* The civic Heavens receive her

.«

1L .

And hcere, among the Enghsh
tombs,
In Tuscan ground we lay her,

‘Whilétheblue Tuscanskyendomes |,

Our English words of prayer,

Dicp Novi MBI R, 1849

.

.
Adittle child !—how long she lived,
By months, not years, is
rechoned :
Born in one July, she survived
Alone 1o see a sccond.

1v.

Bright-featured, as the July sun °
Tler little face, still t{) ayed in,
And_splendours, with her birth

begun,
Had had no time for fading,
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* V.

So, L1y, from those July hours,
No wonder we should call hes ;
She looked such kinship to the
flowers . . .
Was but a little taller

VL
A Tuscan Lily,—only white . . .
As Dante, in abhorrence
Of red cortuption, wished aright
The lilies of his Y'lorence
Vi,
We could not wish her whiter, . .
iler
Who perfumed with pute hlos
som
The house '—alovely thing to wear
Upon a mother’s bosom !

VIIL
This Julycreatuie thought perhaps
Ou1 speerh not worth assuming -
She sate upon her parents’ laps,
And mimicked the gnat’s hum-
ming ;
IX.

+ « « Said “Father,” “ Mother” 1—
) then, left off': *
Tor tongues rclestial, fitter.
Her hair had grown just long
enough
Tocatch Heaven's jasper-glitier.

. ‘s
Babes! Love could always hear
and see
Behind the cldlid that hid them :
“Let little children come to Me,
And do not thou forbid them.”

. XL
So, unforbidding, have we met,
And gentlyhere have laid her s
Though winter is no time to get
‘The flowers that ‘should c'er-
spread her.
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XIL
We +hould bring pansies, quick
with spring,
Rose, violet, daffodilly,
And al-o, ahove everything,
Whte lilies for om Lily.

Xt

Nay, more than flowers, this grave
evaets L. .
Glad, grateful attestations
Of her su ceteyes and prettyacts, -
With calm renunciations.

XIV.

Her very mother with light feet
Should leavetheplacetooearthy,
Saymg, *The angels have thee,
Sweet,
Becanse we are not worthy.”

XV,
Bat winter kills the orange-buds,~
The gardens in the fiost are ;
And all the heart dissolves in

floods,
Remembering we have lost her!

XV1

Poor earth, poor heart !—too weal
100 weak, .
To miss the July shining !
I’o0r heart !—what bitter words we

speak,
When God speaks of resigning !
XVII

Sustain this heart in ps, that faints,
Thou God, the sclf-existent !

We catch up wild at parting saints,

Andfecl Thy Heaventoodistant!
? XVHI.

Thewindthat swcptthemoutof sin, *
Has ruffled all our vesture:
On the shut door that let them in,
We beat with frantic gesture ;
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XIX.

To us, us also—open straight |
The outer life i~ chilly—

Are we, too, like the earth, to wait
Till next year for our Lily?

XX.

—Oh, my own baby o my knecs,
My leaping, dimpled trcasure,—
At every word I write hike these,
Clasped close, with stronger
pressure !

XXI.

Too wcll my own heart undet-
stands . . .
At every word, beats fuller . . .
My litle feet, my httle hands,
And hair of Lily's colour !

XXIL.
—But God gives patience. Love
leains strength,
And }aith remember - promise ;
And Hope itsclf can smile at
length * .
On other hopes gone from us.

XXIIL
Love, strong as Death, shall con
quer Death,
Thiough struggle, made more
glotious :
This mother stills her sobbing
breath,
Renouncing, yet victorious.

XXIV.

Arms, empty of her child, she lifts,
With spint unbereaven—
“ God will not all take back His

gfts :
My Lily’s mine in Heaven !\
- XXV.
_%Still mine!—maternal nghts

‘serene
Not glven to another 1

A CHILDS GRAVE AT FLORENCE.

The crystalbarsshinefaint between
The souls of child and mothur,

XXVL

“Meanwhile,” the mother cries,
“content !
Our love was well divided ;
Its sweetness following where she
went,
Its anguish stayed where I did

XXV
“W cll done of God, to halve the

lot,
And give her all the sweetness !
To us, the empty 100om and cot—
To her, the Heaven’s complete-
ness.

XXVIIIL. .

“Tous, this gray e—toher, the rows
The mystic palm-treesspring in:

To us, the silence n the house—
To her, the choral singing !

XXIX.

“TFor her, to gladden in God’s
view—
For us, to hope and hear on |~
Grow, Lliy, in thy garden new,
Beside the Rose of Sharon.

YXX.

“ Grow fast in Heaven, sweet Lily
chpped,
Irlx love u;]ore cab';l tga.n this ::é-.i-
And may the angcels dewy-lip,
Remund thee of our kisses !

XXXI, .

“While none shall tell thee of our
tears,
These human tears now falling ;

Till, after a few patient g
. One home s takeus:ﬂiﬂ:
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XXXIL

XXXI1II.

“Child, ;*ather, mother—who, left| “Sceme smiling angel close shall

out
Not mother, and not father 1—

stand,
In old Correggio’s fashion,

Andwhen,theit dying couch about, | Bearing a LILY m his hand,

The natural mists shall gather,

For dcath’s ANNUNCIATION,”

e (Jrme

CATARINA TO CAMOENS;

DYING IN HIS ABSENCE. ABROAD, AND RFFFRRING: TO THE POEM IN
WHICH HE RECORDED THI SWILLINESS OF HER EYFS,

ON the dcor vou will not enter,
I have gazcd too long- adweu!
Hope withdraws her peradven-
ture —
Dethis near me,—and not yor/
Come, O lover,
Close and cover
Thesepoo: cves,you called, I ween,
“Swectest eyes, were cver scen.”

1.

WhenI heard yousing that burden
In my vernal days and howers,
ther praises disiegarding,
I but hearkened that of yours,—
Only saying
In heat-playing, , !
“Blessedcycsmr scyeshave becn,
If the swectest, 1118 have seen¢

JIL

. But all changeth. At this vesper,
Coald the sun shines down the

door.

U ypu, stood there, would you
whisper,

“Love, I love you,” as befoie,—-
Death pervatiing

« Now, and shading

Eyes you sang of, that yesireen,

(A% the sweetest, ever seen?

1v.

Yes ' 1 think,wete youbesidethem,
Near the bed 1 die upon,—
Though their beauty you denied
them, |down,
As you stood there, looking
You would tiuly
Call them duly,
Forthelove s sahefound therein,—
“ Sweetest eyes, weie ever seen”

v

And if youlooked down upon them,
And if Ay looked up to you,
All the hght which has foregone

them )
Would be gathered back anew!
They would truly
Be as duly
Love - tiansformed 1o Beauty’s
sheen,—
“ Swecetest eyes, were ever seen,”

VI

But, ah me ! you only sce me ,
1n your thoughts of loving man,
Sgpiling soft perhaps and dreamy
Lhrough the wavings of my
fan,—
And unweeting
Go repeating,
In your reverie serene,
“Sweetest eyes, were ever seep.”
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ViL

While my spirit leans and 1caches
From my body still and pale,
Fain to heat what tender speech 15
In yout love, to help my balc

O my poet.

Come and show 1t !
Come, of latest love, to glen
“Sweetest eyes, weil ever seen

.
¥

viu

O my poct, ) my mophet,
When you praised then sweet
ness 0,
Did you think, i smJing of it.
That 1t might be neat to go?
Had you fanues
From then glances,
That the grave would cuckly
screen
“ Sweetest eyes, were cver seen ”

IX.

No reply! The fountain’s wauble
In the comt yaid sounds alonc,
As the water to the maible,
So my heart falls with a moan,
From love-sighing
To this dywng '
Death forciunneth Love, to win
* Sweetest eycs, wcie ever seen.”

X.
Will you come? When I'm de-
rted
Where all sweetnesses are hid -
When thy voice, my tendgr
hearted,
Will not hft up either hd.
Cry, O lover,
Love 18 over |

Cry beneath the cypress green—
“Sweetest eyes, were ever seen.”

CATARINA TO CAMOENS.

£.%
XL ¢

L]
When the angclus 15 nungmg,
Near the convent will you walk,
And 1ecall the choial singing
Which biought angels down our
talk?
Spiut-shriven
I viewced Heaven,
Iillyousmiled- “1s carthunclean,
Sweetest eyes, wete eva seen ?”

Xl

W hen beneath the palace-latuce,
Y ou nide slow as you have done,
And you sec a face there, —that1s
Naot the old tannliar one, ~
Wil you oﬂl{
Mumur voftly,
“Heie, ye watched me moin and
fcn,

Sweet(st eyes, wete cver secn '

AL

When the palace ladics, sittmg
Rouud yow gittern, shall have

said,
“Pact, sing those verses, wntten
For the lady who 15 dead,”—
Will you tiemble,
Yet dissemble,—
Or sing hoaisc, ¢ ath tears between,
“Sreetest eyes, were ever seen”?

pNAA

1
“Swcetest eyes !” How sweet in
flonngs
The repeated cadence is |,
Thoughyousang ahundred
Sull the best one would
I can hear 1t
*Twixt iy spirit
And the earth-noise, intervene—
% Sweetest eyes, were ever seen!”

this,



THE YOUNG QUEEN

XV.

But thoptiestwaits for the pray ing,
Aund the chon aie on than
knecs,—
And the soul must pass awav m
Stiains moie solemn lugh than
these |
Miserare
For the weary
Ol, no longer fin € atnne,
“Sweetest €yes, were ¢ver seen !

\VE

Keep my 1iband  take and heep
1,
I hare Dosed it o my han )’
Feeling, whilc vou overneep 1,
Not alonc m yowr despn,
Stnce with s unth
Watch unfantly,
Out of Ileaven sholl o1 you lean
“ Sweetest eves, were (ver seen”

\VIT

But—but zotv—yct manoved
Upto Heaven, they ghsten tist

407

You may cast anay, Beloved,
In yow future, all my past;
Such old pliases
May be praises
For som faner bosom queen-—
“Sueriast eyes, wele (ver seen 1?

AVITL

Thes of minc what are yo doing ?
T.uthless, fathless,  prased
A s,
If a tc v be of your showmg,
iopt for any hope of HIS?
Death hath boldne »s
Besides coldness,
I inworthy tcars demean
‘Sweetcst (yes, weie ever seen,”

“IX.

[ will look out to his future s
1 will bless it tall it shine !
Should he ever he @ suitos
Unto swecter ¢yes than mine,
Sunshme gild thom,
Angcls shield them,
Whatsocver (y¢s terrene
B the sweetest HIS have seen !

—q—

THE YOUNG QUFEN.X

“ This awtul te | msibility 15 nope, d unon me so uldenly md at <o culy a
Yenotl of my hife, that T should fcel mysel uttaaly ¢ppres «d by the bunden, were

not sustamed by the hope that Tivine Providence whih has called me to this
work, will gne mg strength tor the poforn mee of it?

Zie Queen's Declaration in Councl,

T shroud 1~ yet unspread
To wrap out crownd dead ;
His Soul hath scarcely hearkencd f. r the thnlling word of doom ;
And Death, that makes serene
Ev'n brows where crowns have becn,
Hath scarcely time to meeten his for silence of the tomb.

* She left him the nband from her hair.



y

*—-ﬂﬁ‘
St Paul’s king-dirging note ’
The aity’s heart hath smote— '

The city’s heart 1s shuck with thought more solemn than tHe tone!
A shadow sweeps apace
Before the nation’s face,

Confusing in a shapeless blot the sepulchre and throne,

408 . THE VOUNG QUEEN.

The palace sounds with wail—
The courtly dames are pale —
A widow O’er the purple bows, and weeps 1ts splendour dim:
And we who hold the boon,
A king for ficcdom won,
Do feel eternity rise up hetween ovr thanks and him

And while all things eapress
All glory’s nothinancss,
A royal muden treadeth tum whe.e #ha# departed trod!
‘L be deathly scentcd crown
Weghs her shining ringlets down,
But calm she hifts her tiusting face, and callcth upon God.

Her thoughts are deep within her:
No outward pageants win her
¥rom memotics that mn her soul are rolling wave on wave—
Her palace walls cnring
‘Lhe dust that was a hing—
And very cold beneath her fect, she feels her father’s grave.

And One, as fair as she,
Can scarce forgotten be,— .

Wha clasped a hittle infant dead, fof all a kingdom’s worth !
The mourntd, bles<2d One,

Who views Jehovah’s throne, ¢

Aye snuling to the angels, that she lost a throne on earth, ¢
Perhaps our youthful Queen
Remembers what has been— .

Her childhood’s rest by loving heart, and sport on grassy §odws
Alas! can others wear v

A mother's hearl for her?
But calm she lifts her trusting face, and calleth upon God



VICTORIA’S TEARS.

' Yea! call on God, thou maiden
Of spuit nobly laden,
And leate such happy days behind, for happy making years !
A nation looks to thee
For stedfist sympathy
Make room within thy bught clear cyes tor all its gathered tears,

And so thc griteful sles
Shull give thee back their smiles,
And as thy mother joys 1n thee, 1n thcm shalt Zhow rejorce ;
Rejoice to meckly bow
A somewhat paler brow,
While the King ot kings shall bless thee by the Brntish people’s

vowce!

VICTORIA’S TLARS *

“Huk! the reiter ited clinvour sounds !

Now muimurs lihe the

a or Iike the storm

Ot hl¢ the flimes on forcsts move and mount
Irom rank to raink and lud and louder 10ll,
111 11l the people 15 one vast applwse

“O MAIDEN! hen of hings !
, A kng has left ne place!

The majesty of Death has swept
All other fiom his face !

And thou upon thy mothe s breast
No longer lewn adown,

But take the glory for the 1est,

And rule the imd anu loves the

best '?
She heaid, and wept—

She wept, to wear a crown !

They decked her couttly halls,
They 1eined her hundredsteeds,
They ‘shouted at her palice

te,
“IE‘ noble Queen succecds |?
Her namne &as stirred the, moun-

8l
Hoe prasee has flled the town!

LANDOI & (rebtr

And mourners God had sticken
deep, |not weep
Looked hearkening up, and did
Alonu she wept,
W ho wept, to wear a czown' !

She saw no puiples shine,

I or tears had dimmed her eyes ;
She only kncw her childhood’s
flov ers ,

Wcaic happier pageantries
And while her haalds played the
art,
Foln mulhon shouts to diown—
“God save the Queen” fiom hill
to mart,— .
She ll:emd thiough all her beating

(A}
Aru:’d turned and wept-e—
She wept, to wear a crowp |
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God save thee, weeping Queen !

Thou shalt be well beloved !
The tyrant’s sceptre cannot
move,

As those pure tears have moved!
The nature in thine eycs we

see,

That tyrants cannot own —
The love that guardeth liberties !
Strall\ge blessing on the nation

1cs,
‘Whose bovercign wept—

Yea | wept, to wear1ts crown |

VANITIES.

—— s

Gad bless thee, weeping Queen,
With blessing more divine [
And fill with happier love than
('drth’b,
That tender heart of thine !
That when the thrones of carth
shall be
Aslow as graves brought down ;
A pierced hand may give to thee
The crown which angels shout ta
sec !
Thou wilt not wecep,
T'o wear that heavenly crown

VANITIES.*

“ Froin fading things, fond men. ift your cesne.

DRUMMONI

CouLp ye be very blest in hearkening
Youth’s often danced-to melodics—
Hearing it piped, the midnight darhening
Doth come to show the starry skics,—
To freshen garden-flowers, the rain 7---

It is in vain, it is in vain|

Could ye be very blest in urging

A captive nation’s strength™to thunder
Qut into foam, and with is surging
The Xerxean fetters break asunder ?
The storm is cruel as the chain '—

o . . s e .
Té i in wain i 10 1n wvain |

Could ye be very blest in paling

Your brows with sttidious nights and days,
When like your lamps your life is fading,

And sighs, not breath, are wrought from prais
Your tombs, not ye, that Praise‘retain-—-

Te ia in wain 3 in in vain
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Yea! but ye could be very blest,

If some ye nearest love were ncarest !
Must 7%ey not love when loved best ?
Must ye not happiest love when dearest ?
Alas! how hard to feel agair ,—

It is in vain, it is in vain !

For those ye love ace not unsighing,
They are unchanging least of all :

And ye the loved—ah | no denying,
Will leave your lips beneath the pall,
When passioned ones have o'er it sain —
“It is In vain, it is in van!

THE LITTLE FRIEND.*
WRITTEN 1IN THE BOOK WILCH $HEL MADE AND SENT TO ME

—70 3’ 20 ¢§ nPlapwy ax.An) vhsy,
MARCUS ANTONINUS, -

THE beok thou givest, dear as such,
Shall bear thy dearer name ;

And many a word thc leaves shall touch,
Yor thee who forn’dst the same !

And on them, many a thought shall grow
'Néeath memony, rain and sun,

Of thee, glad child, who dost not know
That thought and pain are one!

Yes! thoughts of thee, who satest oft,
A while since, at my side--
So wild to tame,—to mr ve so soft,
So very hard to chide :
The childish vision at thinc heart,
The lesson on the }.ace ;
The wandering loaks which wou/d depart,
Like gulls, across the sea!
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THE LITTLE FRIEND.

The laughter, which no half-belief .
In wrath could all suppress,

The falling tears, which looked hke grief,
And were but gontleness.

The fancies sent, for bliss, abroad,
As Eden s were not done—

Mistaking still the cherub’s sword
kor shining of the sun!

The spottive speech with wisdom n’t—
The question strangze and bold—

The childish fingcrs 1in the punt
Of God’s creative hold

‘1he praying words in whispus said,
The sin with sobs confest

The leaning of the young mcek head
Upon the Saviour’s breast '

The gentle consciousness of praise,
‘With hues that went and came,

The brighter blush, a word could raise,
Were that—a father’s name!

The shadow on thy smile for each
That on his fice could fall !

So quick hath love been, Ziee to tlach,
What soon it teacheth all

Sit still as erst beside his fect !
The future days are dun, — .
But those will scem to*thee most swect
Which keep thee nearcst Azm !
Sit at his feet 1n quiet marth, .
Angd let him sec arise
A clearer sun and gtecner earth
Within thy loving cyes '—
«

Ab, loving eyes! that used to hift
Your childhood to my face—

That leave a memory on the gift
T look on in your place—
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May bright-eyed hosts your guardians be
From all but thankful tears,—

While, brightly as ye turnc 1 on e,
Ye meet th' advancing ycars!

[ P—

THE STUDENT.*

T4 ovy Tovrs woos ot xaxi oudey Atya ori wpos Tov TslymxoTe, KAk Fpo§ Tov Turrs,
1 0 swIvs §—
MARCUS ANTONINUS,

* My midnight lamp is weary as my soul,

And, being unimmnortal, has gone out.

And now alone yon moony lamp of heaven,
Which God it and not man, illumitates

These volumes, othurs wrote 1n wealiness

As T have 1cad them ; and this cheek and hiow,
Whose paleness, burndd in with heats of thought,
Would make an angel smile to see¢ how ill

Clay thrust from Patadise consorts with mind—
If angels could, like men, smile bitterly.

¢ Vet, must myy brow he paler! I have vowed

To clip it with the crown which cannot fade,

When #7is faded. Not in vain ye cry,

O glorious voices that survive the tongues

From whence was drawn 3 our separate sovercignty—
For I wouldsreign beside you! 1 would melt

‘The golden trcasures of ‘my bealth and life

Into that name! My lips are vowed apart

From cheerful words ; mine ears, from pleasant sounds ;
Mine eycs, from sights God made so beautiful,—
My feet, from wanderings under shady trees ;

‘Mine hands, from clasping of dear-loving friends,—
.My very heart, from feclings w:tich move soft |
Vowed am I from the day™ delightsomeness,

And dreams of night | and when the house is dumb
In sleep, which is the pausc "wwixt life and life,

I live and waken thus ; and pluck away
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Slumber’s sleck poppics from my paindd lids—

Goading my mind with thongs wrought by herself,

To toil and struggle along this mountain-path ¢
* Which hath no mountain-airs ; until she sweat

Like Adam’s brow, and gasp, and rend away

In agony, her garment of the flesh !”

And so his midnight lamnp was lit ancw,

And burned till morming. But his lamp of life
Till morning burned not! He was found embraced,
Close, cold, and stiff; by Deatl’s compelling sleep ;
His breast and brow supported on a page
Charctered over with a praise of fame,

Of its divineness and beatitude—

Words which had often caused that heart to throb,
‘That cheek to burn ; though silent lay they now,
Without a single beating in the pulse,

And all the fever gone !

I saw a bay
Spring verdant from a newly fushioned grave,
The grass upon the grave was verdanter,
That being watered by the eyes of Onc
Who bore not to look up toward the trec !
Others looked on it—some, with passing glance,
Because the light wind stirri:d in its leaves ;
And some, with sudden lighting of the soul
In admiration’s ecstasy l—Ay ! some
Did wag their heads like oracles, and say,
“’Tis very well ! ”—-but none remembered
The heart which houscd the 100t, except that ONE
Whose sight was lost in weeping !

Ts it thus,
Aumnbition, idol of the intellect ?
Shall we drink aconite, alone to use
Thy golden bowl? and slecp oursetves to death—
To dream thy visions .bout lifc? O Power
That art a very fecbleness !—before
Thy claycydeet we bend our knees of clay,
And round thy senseless brow bind diadems
With paralytic bands, and shout “a god,”



STANZAS.

With voices mortal hoarsc! 'Who can discern
Th’ infirmitics they share in?  Being blind,
We cannot see thy blindness: bring weak,

‘We cannot feel thy weakness @ being low,

We cannot mete thy baseness : being unwise,

We caunot understand thy idiocy .

—

STANZAS.*

1 mav sing, but minstrel’s singing

Iiver ceaseth with his playmg.

I may smile ; but time is bringing

‘Thoughts for smiles to wear away in

T may view thee, mutddy loving ;

But skall view thee so in dying!

I may sigh ; but life’s 1cmoving,

And with breathing endcth sighing !
Be 1t so!

When no song of mine comes necar thee;

Will its memory fail to soften ?

‘When no smile of mine can cheer thee,

Will thy smile be used as often ?

When my looks the darkness boundeth.

Will thine own be lighted after?

When my sigh no longer soundeth,

Wilt thou list another’s laughter?
Beitso!

Y
A

415



Sonnets.

———
THE SOUL’'S EXPRESSION.

‘WITH stammernng hips and msufficient sound,

I strive and stiuggle to dehiver nght

That music of my nature, day and mght

With drcam and thought and fceling, interwound,
And mly answeiing all the senses round

With octaves of u mystic depth and haght,
Which step out grandly to the infinite

From the dark’edges of the sensual ground!

This song of soul 1 stiuggle to outbear

Through portals of the sense, sublime and whole,
And utter all mysclf into the air:

But 1f I did 1t,—as the thunder-roll

Breaks 1ts own cloud,—my flesh would perish there,
Before that dread apocalypse of soul.

—C——

THE SLRAPH AND POET.

THE seraph sings before the manifest

God-one, and 1n the burning of the Seven,

And with the full hfe of consummate Heaven
Heaving beneath him hike 2 mother’s breast,
Warm with her first boin’s slumber 1n that nest !
The poet sings upon the earth grave nven,
Bcfore the naughty world soon self forgiven

For wronging him., and 1n the darkness prest
From his own soul by worldly weights  Even so,
Sing, seraph with thiiglory!  Hcaven 1s high—
Sing, poet with the sorrow! Earth 1s low.

The universe’s inward voices cry .

“ Amen” to either song of joy and woe—

Sing, aqaph.—pwg—sizg" on equally.
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BEREAVEMENT.

WHEN some Belaveds. ‘neath whosc cyelds lay
The sweet lights of my childhood, on¢ by onc¢
Did lear e me dark before the natural sun,

And 1 astonied fell, and could not pray,

A thought within me to myself did say,

“TIs God less God, that fhoew art left undone ?
Rise, worship, bless Him ! 1n this sackcloth spun
As 1n that purple !”- But I answer, nay!

What child his filial heart m words can loose,

If he behold his tender father rase

The hand that chastens sorely ?  Can he choose
But sob m silence with an upward saze?—

And my great Father, thinkang fit to bruise,
Discerns 1n speechless tears, both prayer and praise.

CONSOLATION.

ALL are not taken ! there arc left behind

Living Beloveds, tendcr looks to bring,

And make the daylight still a happy thing,

And tender voicces, to make soft the wind.

But if 1t were not so—1f T , ould find

No love 1n a]l the world for comtorting.

Nor any path but hollowl; did ring,

Where “dust to dust” the love fiom life disjoined-
And 1f before thosc sepulchres unmoving

I stood alone, (as some forsaken lamb

Goes bleating up the moors 1n weary dearth)
Crying, “Where arc ye, O my loved and loving ?”
I.know a Voice would sound, “ Daughter, I am.
Can 1 suffice for HraveN, and not for earth?”

B

7
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TO MARY RUSSELL MITFORD.
IN HER GARDEN.

WHar time T lay these rhymes ancar thy feet,
Benignant friend! 1 will not proudly say

As better poets use, “These fozecrs I lay,”
Because T would not wrong thy roses sweet,

By spoiling 50 their name.  And yet, repeat
Thou, overleaning them this springtime day,
With heart as wide to love as theirs to May,—

“ Low-rooted verse may reach some heavenly heat,
Even likc my blossoms, if as nature trug,

Though not as precious.” 'Thou art unperplext,
Dear friend, in whose dear writings drops the dew
And blow the naturul airs thou, who art next
‘To nature’s self in cheering the world’s view,

To preach a sermon on so known a text!

[RSEISY N—

ON A PORTRAIT OF WORDSWORTH BY R. B
HAYDON .

WornsworTil upon Helvellyn!  Let the cloud
Ebb audibly along the mountain-wind, .
Then break against the rock and show behind
The lowland valleys floating up to crowsk

The sense with beauty. e, with forehead bowed
And humble-lidded eyes, as one inclined

Before the sovran thought of his own ming,

And very meek with inspirations proud, - -

Takes here his rightful place as poct-priest

By the high-altar, singing prayer and prayer

‘T'o the higher Heavehs. A noble vision free,
Our Haydon’s hand hath flung out from the mist |
No portrait this, with Academic air—

This is the poet and his poetry.



PAST AND FUTURE~IRREPARABLENESS.

PAST AND FUIURE

My futumie will not copy fan my past

On any leaf but Ileaven’s  Be fully done,
Superaal Will!' 1 would not fun hc one

Who, satisfy ing thu«t and breaking fast

Upon the fulness ot the heart, at Tast

Says no grace after weat My wine hath run
Indeed out of my cup, and theie 1s none

To gaithcer up the bicad of my repast

Scattercd wnd trampled ,- yet T find some good
In carth s gicen herbs, ind stieams that bubble up
Clca: from the darkling ground, —content until

T 1t with angcls bedore better food

Dear Chnist ! when Thy new vintae fills my cup,
1Ins hand shall shake no mote, not that wine spill.

TRREPARABLENESS.
I ravr been m the meidows all the day,
And gathued there the nosegay that you sce,
Singing within myscIf 15 bnd or bee,
When such do ficld work on a mown of May
But now T looh npon my ilowers, decay
IHath met them i my hs nds, mor¢ fatally,
Becausc more warmly c.asp 1, and sobs arc free
To come mstead of songs  What do you say,
Sweet caunsellors, dear friends ? that I should go
Back straightway to the ficlds, and gather more ?
Another, sooth, may Co it, but not I
My heart 15 very tired— my strength 15 low—
‘My hands are full of blossoms plucked before,
Held dead within them till myself shall die®

[PUNIE N
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THAT

THANK God, bless God, all ye who suffer not

More grief than ye can weep for  That 15 well —

That 15 light tgm.vmg' hghta, none befell,

Since Adun forfuted the primal Jot

Tears! what ue tcais? [ he babe weeps n 1ts cot,
The mother singing  at her marnage bell,

The bride weeps, and before the oracle

Of high faned hills, the poet hith forgot

That moisturc on his checks  Lhank God for gracc,
Whoever weep, 1lbiat, 1s some have done,

Ye grope tear blinded, 1n a deseit place,

And touch but tombs,—look up!  Ihose tears will run
Soon, m long nvers, down the hited face,
And leave the vision clcar for stars and sun.

.

——() e

GRILF.

T TEIL you, hopeless «rief 15 passionless—

That only men marcdulous of despan,

Half tagzht 1 anguish, through the midnight an,
Beat upwird to God’s thronce in loud access

Of shricking and reproach 1 ull desertness  °
In souls, as countries, lieth silent bare

Under the blenching, vatial cye glare

Of the absolute Hcavens  Doup hearted man, express
Gref for thy Dead 1n silence like to death,
Most like 2 monumental statue set

In everlasting watch and moveless woc,

Till itself crumble to the dust beneath

Touch 1t the marble «yehds are not wet--

If 1t coul® weep, 1t could arisc and go,

vty



SUBSTITUTION—COMFORT. 4321

SUBSTITUTION.

WHEN some beloved voice, that was to you

Both sound and swcetness, faileth suddenly,

And silence against which you dare not cry,

Aches round you like a stiong discasc and new—
What hope? what help? what music will undo
That silence to your sense? Not friendship’s sigh—
Not reason’s subtle count. Not mclody

Of viols, nor of pipes that Faunus blew—

Not songs of puets, not of nightingales,

Whose hearts leap upward through the cypress trees
To the clear moon ; nor yet the spheric laws
S¢lf-chanted,—nor the angels’ sweet All hails,

Met in the smile of God. Nay, none of these.
Speak THoU, availing Chnist !—and fill this pausc.

e e

COMFORT.

SpPEAK low 10 me, my Saviour, low and sweet
From out tnc hallelujahs, sweet and low,
Lest I should fear and fall, and miss Thee so
‘Who art nct nnssed by any that entreat.
Speak to me as to Mary at Thy feet--

And if no vrecious gums my hands hestow,
Let my tear, drop hke'amber, while 1 go

In reach of Thy divinest voice complete

In hunminnest affection —thus, in sooth,

To lose the sense of losing! As a child,
‘Whose song-bird sceks the woad for cvermore,
1s sung to in its stead by mother’s mouth ;
Till, sinking on her brcast, l¢ e-reconciled,
He sleeps the faster that he wept before.

RS S Y
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PERPLEXED MUSIC.
AFFECTIONATLLY INSCRIBED TO k. J.

EXPERIENCE, like a pale musician, holds

A dulcimer of patience in his hand ;

Whence harmonies we cannot understand,

Of God’s will in His worlds, the strain unfolds
In sad, perplexed minors.  Deathly colds

IFall on us while we hear and countermand
Our sanguine heart back from the fancy-land,
With nightingales in visionary wolds.

We murmur,—* Whecre is any certain tune

Or measured music, in such notes as these? ”
But angels, leaning from the golden seat,

Are not so minded : their fine ear hath won
The issue of completed cadences ;

And, smiling down the stars, they whisper— SWEET,

WORK. ,

WHAT are we sct on earth for? Say, co toil —
Nor seek 1o leave thy tending of the vines,

For all the heat o’ the day, till it declines,

And Death’s mild curfew shall from work assoil.
God did anoint thee with His odorous oil,

To wrestle, not to reign ; 21d He assigns

All thy tears over, hike pure crystallines,

For younger fellow-workers of the soil

To wear for amulets. So others shall

Take patience, labour, to their heart and hand,
From thy hand, and thy heart, and thy brave cheer,
And God’s grace fri-+tify through thee to all.

The least flower, with a brimming cup, may stand,
And share its dew-drop with another neat.

P
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FUTURITY.

AND, O bcloved voiecs, upon w'ich

Ours passionately «1ll, becausce erelong

Y ¢ brake off n the middle of that ong

VW sang together <oftly, to ¢nnch

The poor world with the <ense of love, ind w tch
Thc heut out of dungs cvil; T stiong, —
Knowing, ye¢ 11¢ not lost tor 3¢ unon,,

The hills, with 1 st yeu s thrush  (sod kecps a niche
In Hcoven to hold ow 1dols  ind bt

Hc brake thum to ont ficcs and denud

1hat om closc kiss hovld impair then white —
1 know we shall 1 hold tham ruced, compldte, -
The dust shook fiom then bowty,  glonfied
New Memnon, smging in the great God hght

s () oevere o=

THL TWO SAYINGS

Twon sayints of the Holy Scriptures beat

Like puls s, 1n the chuich’s brow and breast,
And, by them, we find rcst 1 our unrest,

And, heart deep 1n salt te us, do you entreat
God s fullowshup, 191t «n Honvenly eat

The first 1, J1sus Wil J,—wheieon 15 prest

Full many 1 sobbing  wo hat drops 1ts hest

And swcite t waters on the recond sweet —
And onc 15, where the € hnist dented and scorned
Lookip uron Prirt  Oh, to 1ender plan,

By help of having loved a httle, and mourned,—
That k ok of sovian lovc and sovran pain,
Which Hr who could not s1 , yet suffered, turned
On him who could rejcct, but not sustain !

o) ea—
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THE LOOK.

Tuct Saviour looked on Peter. Ay, no word—

No gesture of reproach! The Hcavens sercne,

Though heavy with armed justice, did not lean

Their thunders that way  The forsaken Lord

Looked only, on the traitor. None record

What that look was, none guess even those who
have seen

Wronged lovers loving through a death-pang keen,

Or pale chceked martyrs smiling to a swotd,

Have missed Jehovah at the judgment-all,

And Peter, fiom the haight of blisphemy—

“] never knew this man ”—did quail and fall,

As knowing straight THAT Gon,—and turndd free,

And went out specchless from the face of all,

And filled the silence, weeping bitterly.

NS N

THE MEANING OF THE LOOK.

I THINK that look of Christ might scem to say—
¢Thou Peter ! art thou then a common stone
Which I at last must break My hcatt upon,

For all God’s charge 0 1115 high angels may
Guard my foot better? Ind I yesterday

Wash #iy feet, My beloved, that they shopld run
Quick to deny Me 'neath tlg: morning sun,—
And do thy kisses, hike the rest, betiay P—

The cock crows ¢oldly —Go, and manifeste

A late contrition, but no bootless fear |

¥or when thy deathly nced 15 obdurest,

Thou shalt not be denied, as I am here—

My voice, to God an angels, shall attest,—
Because I xNOW this man, let him be clear.”

st
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A*THOUGHT FOR A LONLLY DEATH-BED.
INSCRIPTD TO MY FRILND L. C.

IF God compel thee to this destiny,

To die alone,—with none beside thy bed

To ruffic round with sobs thy last word said,
And mark with tears the pulses ¢bb fiom thee,-
Then pray alone— “ O Chnst, come tenderly !
By Thy forsaken Sonship, 1n the 1ed

Dicar wine-press,—and the wilderness outspread, -
And the lonc garden wheie Thine agony

Fell bloody fiom Thy brow,-- Dby all of those
Permitted desolations, comfort mine !

No carthly friend bang near me, mterpose

No dcathly angel ’twixt my face and ‘1hine ;
But stoop Thyself to gathct iy hife’s rose,

And smile away my mortal to Divine.”

WORK AND CONTEMPLATION.

THE woman singeth at her spinmng-wheel

A pleasant chant, ballad or baicarolle ;

She thinketh of her song, upon the whole,

Far mote than of her flax ; and yet the recl

Is full, a1 1 arttully her fingers feel

With quick adjustmeny, prouvident controul,

The lines, too subtly twisted to unroll,

Out to a perfect thread. I hence appeal

To the dear Christian church—that we may do
Our Father’s business 1n these temples mirk,
Thps, swift and stedfast ; thus, intent and strong;
While, thus, apart from tbll, Bur souls pursue
Some high, ‘calm, spheric tunc, and prove our work
The better for the sweetness of our song.

e
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PAIN IN PLEASURE.

A THOUGH1 lay like a flower upon mine heait,
And drew around 1t othar thoughts hike hees

ot multitude, and thirst of swectnesses ,
Wheteat 1ejorcing, I desired the art

Of the Greek whistler, who to whuf and mart
Could lure those mscit swarms from orange tiecs,
That I might Five with me such thonghts and please
My soul so, always  koolish counterpart

Of a weak man’s vain wishes ! While I spokg,
The thought I callcd a flower giew ncttle rough
The thoughts callcd bees stung me to fosterng
Oh, entertain (cried Reason, as she woke,)

Your best and glwldest thoudhts but lony enough,
And they will all prove sad enongh to sting

— =

FLUSH OR FAUNTUS

You see this dog Tt was but yesterday

I mused, forgetful of ns presence here,

Thll thought on thought drev downward tear on tear;
When from the pillow, where wet checked 1 lay,
A head as hairy as Faunus, thrust its way

Right suddcn against my fac,,— two golden-clear
Laige eyes astonished mine,— g drooping ea.
Did flap me on cither cheek, to dry the spray !

T started first, as some Aicadian

Amazcd by goatly god 1in twilight giove

But as my bearded vision closelier ran

My tears off, I knew Flush, and rose ahove
Surprise and sadness ; thanhing the true PaN,
Who, by low creatures, leads to heights of love.

P
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FINITE AND INFINITE.

THE wind sounds only in opposing straits,

The sea, beside the shore ; man’s spirit rends
Its quict only up against the ends

Of wants and oppositions, Joves and hates,
Where, worked and worn by passionate debates,
And losing by the loss it apprehends,

Its flesh rocks round, and every breath it sends,
Is ravelled to a sigh. Al tortured states
Suppose a straitened place.  Jehovah lord,
Make room for 1est, around me!  Qut of sight
Now float me, of the vexing land abhorred,
Till, in duep cahns of space, my soul may right
Her nature ; shoot large sail on lengthening cord,
And rush eaultant on the Infiute,

. AN APPREHENSION.

IF all the gentlest-hearted friends T know
Concentra.cd in one heart their gentleness,
That still grew gentler, till its pulse was less
Yor life than pity, —I should yet he slow

To bring my own heart nahedly below

The palm of such a-riend, that he should press
Moativs, condition, mgans. apphanccs,

My falsc ideal joy and fickle woe,

Out full to light and knowledge. T should fear
Some plait between the brows—some rougher chime
In the free voice . . . O angels, let your flood
Of bitter scorn dash on me! Do ye hea

What 7 say, who bear calmlg all the time

This everlasting face-to-face with Gon?

e s
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DISCONTENT.

LicHT human nature 1s too lightly tost

And ruffled without causc , complaining on—
Restless with rest—until, bung overthiown,

It learneth to he quet  Let a frost

Or a small wasp have crept to the mnetmost

Of our ripe peach, or lct the wilful sun

Shine westward of ot window,—stiaight we run

A furlong’s sigh, as 1f the world were lost

But what time through the heart and thiough the brain
God hath tiansfixed us,—w¢(, so moved before,
Attamn Lo a calm Ay, shoulduing weights of pa,
We anchor mn decp witas, sife from shore,

And hear, submissive, o'cr the stormy main,

God’s chartered judginents walk for evamore.

PATIENCE TAUGHT BY NATURE..

O DRLARY lIifc!'” we cry, “O drecary hf '”

And still the generations of the birds

Sing through our sighing, and the flocks and hads
Sercencly Iive while we are heeping strite

‘With Heaven’s true purpose in us, as a knife
Against which we may struggle * Ocean girds
Unslackened the diy land , savwnnah swaids
Unweary sweep, hills watch, unworn, and nfe
Meel leaves drop yearly from the forest tiecs,

To show, above, the unwasted stars that pass

In therr old gloiy O Thou God of old !

Grant me some smaller grace than comes to Zkese ,~
But so much patience, a+:a blade of grass

Grows by contented through the heat and cold

mnl)————



* CHEERFULNESS—EXAGGERATJION.

* CHEERFULNESS TAUGHT BY REASON.

I THINK we arc too rcady with complaint

In this fair world of God’s. I¥ad we no hope
Indeed beyond the zenith and the slope

Of yon grey hlank of sky, wec might be faint

To muse upon eternity’s constrant

Round our aspirant souls. But since the scope
Must widen early, is 1t well to droop,

For a few days consumed 1n loss and taint?

O pusillanimous Heart, be comforted,—

And, like a cheertul travellel, takc the road,
Siging beside the hedge.  What if the bread
Be batter 1n thine inn, and thou unshod

To mect the flints P—.At least it may be said,

¢ Because the way is skort, I thank thee, GGod !”

EXAGGERATION.

WE overstate the ills of Iife, and take
Imaginauon, given us to bring down

The choirs of singing angels overshone

By God’s clear glory,—down our carth to rake
The dismal snows mnstcad ; flake following flake,
To cover all the corn. We walk upon

The shadow of hillg across a level thrown,

And pant likc clirabers. Near the alderbrake
We sigh so loud, the nightingale within
Refuses to sing loud, as else she would.

O brothers ! let us leave the shame and sin *
Of taking vainly, in a plaintive mood,

The holy name of GrisF b—holy thcrein,

That, by the grief of One came all our good.

v () —
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ADEQUACY.

Now, by the verdure on thy thousand hills,
Beloved England,—doth the earth appear
Perfect enough for men to overbear

The will of God in, with rebethious wills !

We cannot say the morning sun fulfils
Ingloriously its course ; nor that the clear
Strong stars, without sigmficance, insphere

Our habitation. We, meantime, our ills

Heap up against this good ; and lift a cry
Against this work-day world, this ill-spread feast,
As if oursclves were better certainly

, Than what we come to.  Maker and High Priest,
"I ask Thee not my joys to multiply, —

Only to make me worthicer of the least.

——-

TO GEORGE SAND.
A DESIRE.

THov large-brained woman and large-hearted man,
Self-called George Sand ! whose soul, amid the lions
Of thy tumultuous senses, moans defiance,

And answers roar for roar, as spirits can :

I would some mild miraculous thunder ran

Above the applauded circus, in appliance

Of thinc own nobler nature’s strength and science,~-
Drawing two pinions, white as wings of swan,

From thy strong shoulders, to amaze the place
\thﬂ holier ight!  That thou to woman’s claim,
And man’s, might join besidc the angel’s grace

Of a pure genius sanc'ified from blame ;

Till child and maiden pressed to thine embrace,

To kiss upon thy lips a stainless fame.

B ./ s
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. TO GEORGE SAND..
A RECOGNITION. '

TRUE genins, but true woman ! dost deny

Thy woman’s nature with a manly scorn,

And break away the gauds and .umlets worn

By weaker wowen in captivity ?

Ah, vain denial ' that 1evolted ay

Is sobbed in by a woman’s vowce forlorn *—

Thy woman’s hair, my sister, all unshorn,

Floats back dishevelled strength in agony,

Disproving thy man’s name : and while before

The world, thou burnest in a poet fire,

We see thy woman-he it heat cvaamore

Through the large flame.  Beat purer, heart, and
higher,

Till God unsex thee on the heavenly shore,

Where unincarnate spirits purely aspire.

- 0- —

TIE PRISONER.

I covnr the dismal time by months and years,
Since last T felt the greensward under {oot,

"And the gieat bicath of all things summer-mute
Met mine upon my lips.  Now carth appears

As strange to me as dicamns of distant spheres,

O1 houghts of Heaven we weep at.  Nature’s lute
Sounds on behind tlas door so closely shut,

A strange, wild music to the prisoncer’s ears,
Dilated by the distancy, till the brain

Grows dim with fancies which it feels too fine
While ever, with a viviopary pain,

Past ‘the precluded senses, sweep and shine
Streams, forests, glades,—and many a golden train
Of sunlit hills, transfigured to Divine.

—) e
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INSUFFICIENCY.

WHEN 1 attain to utter forth in verse

Some inward thought, my soul thiobs audibly

Along my pulses, jearning to be free,

And something farther, fuller, higher, rehearse,

‘To the individual, true, and the universe,

In consummation of right harmony.

But, like a wind-exposed, distorted tree,

We are blown against for ever by the curse

Which breathes throngh naturc. Oh, the world is
weak—

The effluence of each is false to all ;

And what we best conceive, we fail to speak.

Wait, soul, until thine ashen garments fall !

And then resume thy broken strains, and seek

Fit peroration, without let or thrall.

TWO SKETCHES.
1

TrE shadow of her face upon the wall

May take your memory to the perfect Greek ;

But when you front her, ypu would call ta, ~heck
Too full, sir, for your models, if withal

That bloom it wears could leave you critical

And that smile reaching toward the 108y streak :—
For one who smiles so, has no need to speak,

To lead your thoughts along, as steed to stall !

A smile that turns the sunny side o’ the heart

On all the world, as it herselt did win

By what she lavished on an open mart :—

Let no man call the hiberal sweetness, sin,~
While friends may whisper, as they stand apart,

“ Methinks there’s still some warmer place within,’
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Hrr azumie eyes, dark lashes hold 1n fee

Her fair superfluous ringlets, withnut check,

Drop after one inother down her nack,

As many to cach cheek as you might sec

Green leaves to a wild rose  This sign, outwardly,
And a hike woman covering, secm, to decl

Her mner nature  For she will not fleck

World s sunshine with 1 finger  Sympathy

Must ¢ all her 1n Tove s namce ! and then, I know,
She¢ nises up, wnd brightens, as she should,

And hights her smile for comnfort, and 15 slow

In nothmg of high hcartcd fortitude

To smcll this flower, come near 1t such can girow
In that sole garden where Chnist’s brow dropped blood

MOUNTAINEER AND POET

THE simple goatherd, between Alp and sky,
Seeing hus shadow, 1n that iwful tryst,

Dilated to a giant’s on the must,

Esteems not his own stature larger by

‘The apparent 1mage, but more patiently

Strikes his stafl down beneath his clenching fist—
While the, snow mountains hft their amethyst
Ana sapphire crowns bf splendour, far and migh,
Into the air around hm  Learn from hence
Meek 1norals, all ye poets that pursue

Your way still onward, up to eminence !

Ye are not great, because creation diew

Large. revelations round your earhest sense,
Nor bright, because God’s gl®ty shines for you
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TIIE POLRT

Tur poet hath the child’s sight m his breast,
And secs all zea. What oftencst he has viewcd,
He vicws with the fust glory 1 air and good
Pall never on him, at the faneat, bedt,

But stand before him, holy and undresscd

In week-day false conventions, such a would
Drag othcr men down from the altitude

Of primal tynes, too carly dispossessed

Why, God would tire of all His heavens as soou
As thou, O godlike, childlike poct, didst,

Of daily and mghtly sights of sun and moon !
And thercfore hath He set thed 1 the nudst,
Where men may hear thy wonder« cuaseless tune,
And praise His world for cver, as thou bidst

HIRAM POWERYS GREEK SIAVE

THEY say ldeal Beauty cannot entar

The house of anguish  On the thre hold stands

An alien Image with the shackled hands,

Called the (reck Slave  as if the artist meant her,

(That passionless parfection which he lent her,

Shadowed, not daikened, whege the <l expands)

To, <0, confront man’s «rimeg m different lqgds,

With man’s 1deal sense  Pierce to the centre,

Art’s fiery finger ! —and lrcal up erc long .

The scrfdom of this world!  Appeal, fasr stdhe,

From God’s pure heights of beauty, against man’s
wrong !

Catch up 1n thy diving face, not alone .

East griefs but west,—and strikc and shame the strong,

By thunders of white silence, overthrown.

o) "
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LIFE.

EacH creature holds an insultr point in space :
Yet what man stirs a finger breathes a sound,
But all the multitudinous beings round

In all the countless worlds, with time and place
For their conditions, down to the central base,
Thrill, haply, in vibration and rebound,

Life answering life across the vast profound,

In full antiphony, by a common grace !—

I think, this sudden joyaunce which illumes

A child’s mouth slecping, unaware may run
From some soul newly loosened from earth’s tombs
I think, this passionate sigh, which, half-begun,
I stifle back, may reach and stir the plumes

Of God’s calm angcl standing in the sun.

LOVE.

WE cannot live, except, thus, mutually,

We alternate, aware or unaware,

The reflex act of life : and when we bhear

Qur virtue outward most impulsively,

Most full of invocation, and to be

Most instantly compelint, certes, there,

We liveawost life, whoever breathes most air
And counts his dying years by sun and sea.

But when a soul, hy choice and conscicnce, doth
Throw*out her full force on another soul,

The conscience and the concentration, both,
Make mere life, l.ove. For life in perfect whole
And aim consummated, is Lgve in sooth,

As nature’s magnet-heat roun‘%s pole with pole.

———(—
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HLEAVEN AND EARTH

“And thae wis lence 1 howar for the space of balf an hour )
RLVEL ATION,

Gop, who, with thunders and grcat voices kept

Beneath lhy thione, and stars most silver paced

Along the interior gytes, and open faced

Melodious angels tound —canst intercept

Music with music ,—yct, at will, hast swept

All back, all back, (sud he in Pitmos pliced)

To fill the henvens with silence of the waste,

Which lasted half an hom ' 1o, 1, who have wept

All day and night, Lesecch Lhee, by my tears,

And by that drcad responsc of carse and groan

Men altcrnate across these hemispheres,

Vouchsafe us such a half hour’s hush alonc,

In compensation for our noisy years!

As heaven has pauscd from song, let earth, from moan

THL PROSPLCT

Mir 1HINKS we do as fretful children do,

Leanng then taces on the window pnc

To sigh the glass dim with their own breatlys stain,
And shat the sky and landscape from their view.
And thus, alas ! since God the nlaker drew

A mystic separation ‘twixt those twain,

The hic beyond us, and our souls 1 pain,

We miss the prospect which we’re called unto,.

By gnief we’re fools to use  Be still and strong,

O man, my brothcr ! hold thy sobbing breath,
And keep thy soul’s laige window pure from wrong,:
That so, as Iif’s appoinsment 1ssucth,

Thy vision may be clear to watch along

The sunset consummation-hghts of death

et (e
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HUGH STUART BOYD t
HIS PTINDNTSS.

Gobn would not let the spheie Tights accast

This God loved man, and bade the carth stand off,
With all her beckoning hills, whose golden stuff
Under the feet of the royil sun 15 crossed

Yet such things were, to him, not wholly lost,—
Permitted, with his windering cyes hght proof,

To have fair visions 1cnduied full enough

By many a mmistiant accomplished ghost

And seeing, no sounds of softly turned book lcaves,
Sappho’s crown rose, and Mele y,cr’s spung,

And Gregory’s stulight, on Grech hurnished eves:
Till Sensual and Unsensual sccmed one thing
Viewed from onc levcl, carth’s reapers at the sheaves,
Not planer than Ileaven’s angels marshalhng!

B s/ a—

HUGH STUART BOYD

HIC DTAINB, 1848

Brrovep friend, who, living many ycars
With sightless eycs 1aised vainly to the <un,
Didst leain to keep thy patient soul 1n tune
To wisible nature’s elemental chears!

C:4 % ¢ hot caupht thee to new hemuspheres
Because thou wast iweary of this one —

I thaink thine angel’s patience first was done,
And that he spake out with celestiil tears,
¢Is it enough, dear (God? then lighten so
This soul that smiles in darkness !'”

4 To whom was fnscribed i eratc ful iPuon mv poem of Cyprus Wime,®
There comes a moment 1n hfe when ¢ «n grititude ind aficcion turn to pam, ag
do now with me  This taccllent idlcuncd mun enthusistie for the good
the beautiful, and one of the most simple and upright of human bungs passed
of bis long darkness through death n the summer of 1848, I Adam dmhe‘h
nnzﬁogmphur, Mrs, Smith (happer in this than the absent), fulfilling &

filial duty s she sate by the death red of her father s frirnd and hers.

»
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'SONNETS.

Stedfast friend,
Who never didst my heart or life misknow,
Nor either’s faults too keenly apprchend,—
How can I wonder when I see thee go
T'o join the Dead, found faithful to the end ?

—) —
HUGH STUART BOYD.
TLGACTIS

THREE gifts the Dying left e : Aischylus,

And Gregory Nasanzen, and a clock

Chiming the gradual hours out like a flock

Of stars, whose motion is melodious.

The books were those I used to read from, thus
Assisting my dear teacher’s soul to unlock

The darkness ot his eyes | now, minc they mock,
Blinded in turn, by tears : now, murmurous

Sad echoes of my young voice, years agone,
Entoning, from these leaves, the Giacian phrase,
Return and choke my utterance.  Dooks, lic down
In silence of the shelt within iy gace!

And thou, clock, striking the hour’s pulses on,
Chime in the day which ends these parting days !

— e

FUTURE AND PAST.

My future will not copy faiy my past.

I wrote that once ; and, thiniing at ny side

My ministering hife-angel jv tificd S s
The word by his appealing look upcast

‘To the white throne of God, I turned at last,

And saw instead there, #kee ; not unallied

To angels in thy soul! Then I, long tricd

By natural ills, received the comfort fast,

While budding at tl.; sight, my pilgnim’s staff .
Gave out green leaves with morning dews impearled
—1T seck no copy now of hife’s first half |

Leave here the pages with long musing curled,

And write me new my future’s epigraph, -

New angel mine, unhoped for in the world | .
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¢ Branii ass i1, Pouo spr ra, null i chiede, ”— TAss0.

» TO MY F\ATHER ON HIS BIRTHDAY

S Cans fuat Patar lus — ITok,

Aninsi the days of pleasant murth,
That thiow thanr halo round our earth s
Annd-t the tenda thoughts that rise
To call btight tears to happy cyes ;
Amudet the <ilken words that move

To syllable the names we love;  *
There ghdes no day of gentle bliss
More svothing to the heat than 2278 /
No thoud hts of fondness e’ appear
Alore fond, than those T wite ot here !
No name can Jer on tablet shine,

My father ' moe beloved than e 7

"Ths sweet, a iown the shady past,

A hingenine lonk: of love to cast—

Razk th’ enchanted world to call,

That bearned alound us fist of all ,
And walk with Mcemory fondly o’er
*The paths where Flope had been before—
Sweet to receve the sylphic sound
That brcathes mn tendeiness around,
Repeating to the listeming ear

The names that made our childhood dear-
Ior parted Joy, hke Echo, kind,

‘Will leave her dulcet voice behind,

To tell, amid«<t the magic air,

How oft she smiled &nd lingered there.
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Oh! let the decp Aoman shell

Breathe tuneful numbeys, clear and well,
While the glad Hours, 1n fair array,
Lead on this buxom Holday,

And lmme, as on his way he springs,
Hatcs the last baid who gave him wings ;
For ’neath thy gentleness of praise,

My lather! rose my early liys!

And when the lyrc was «carce awake,

I loved 1ts strings for #y loved sake,
Wooed the hind Muses—Dbut the while
Thought only how to win thy smile—
My proudest fame —my dcarest pride
More dear than all the world beside !
And now, perchane, I sk the tone
For magic that 15 mare its own,

But still my Fathcr’s looks remain

The best Mecenas of my stram ,

My gentlest joy, upon his brow

To read the smile, that meets me now--
To hear him, in his kindness, say

The words,—perchance hell spcak to-day !

—— e
SPENSERIAN STANZAS

ON A POY OF THRIL YFARS OLD

*

CHILD of the sunny lockes and beautitull brow!
In thoughtfull tcndernessc I gazc on thee—
Upon thy daintie check Expression’s glow .-
Daunceth 1n tyme to thinc hcart's melodie,
Ne mortall wight mote lovcher urchin see !
Nathlessc 1t teens this pensive brest of mide
To think—belve the mnocent revelne
Shall be eclipsed 1n those soft blue eyne—
Whenso the howre of youth no more for thee shall shine,

Ah me! eftsoons thy childhood’s pleasaunt dais
«Shall fly away, and be a whilome thing ! ‘
And sweetcst mearimake, and birthday 1

Be recked not of, except when, memonesatﬁng
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Feres to their embers with awaking wing,
To make past love rejoyce thy tender spnte,
" Albeit the toyles of daubger thee enring !
Child of the wavy lockes and brow of ight—
T%en be thy conscience pure, as #ow thy face 1s bught

———

VERSES TO MY BROTHER
*“For we welt nursed upon the self same hill '—LyCIDAS

I wiL1 wnite down thy name, and when *tis wri,
Will turn me from the hum that mortals kecp
In the wide world without, and gave on 1t!
1t telleth of the past—calling fiom slecp
Such deai, yet mournful thoughts, as make us smile, and weep

Beloved and best ! what thousand feelings start.
As o'er the paper’s course my fingers move—
My brother! deatest, kindest as thou art!
How can these lips my heart’s affcction prove?
I could not speak the words, if words could speak my love.

Together have yve passed our mfant hours,
Together sported Childhood’s spiing away,
Together culled young Hope’s fast budding flowers,
To wreathe the torchead ot cach coming day!

Yes! for the presunt’s sun mdkes €'en the future gay

And when the laughing mood was nearly o'er,
Togethel, many a minute did we wile
On Horac® page, or Maro’s swecter lore ;
- While one young eritic, on the classic style,
Would sagely try to frown, and makc the other smule.

. ®
But now alone thou con’st the ancient tome -
And sometimes thy dear studies, 1t may be,
Are crossed by dearer dreams of me and home !
, . Alone I muse on Homer—thoughts are free—
Angd if mine often stray, they go i search of thee!
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T may not praise thee Zere—T will not bless !
Yet all thy goodness dogh my memory bear,
Cherished by more than Fuendship’s tenderness—
And, in the silence of my cvening prayer,

Thou shalt not be forgot—thy dear name shall be theret

— —-

STANZAS ON THE DEATH OF LORD BYRON.

2igs wRew &rw) era,—BION,

1 am not now
That whuch T h ve beun.”-=C yu i HHAROLD,

HF was, and /s not!  Grecia’s trembling shore,
Sighing thnough all her palmy groves, shall tell
That Harold’s pilgrimage at last s o’er—-
Muate the mimpassioned tongue, and tuneful shell,
That erst was wont in noblest stians to swell—
Hushed the proud shouts that rode Zgrea’s wave !
For lo! the great Delivier breathes farewell !
Gives to the world his mem’ry and a grave—
Expiring in the land he only hived to <ave!

Mourn, Hellas, mourn! and o’ur thy widowed brow,
For aye, the cypress wreath of sorrow twine ;

And in thy new-formed beauty, desolate, throw

The fresh-culled floners on 44 sepulchral shrine.
Yes ! let that heart whose forvouwr was all thine,

In consecrated urn lamentgd be !

That gencrous heart where genius thr'dlqi(.!lé\_/ine,
Hath spent its last most glorious thiob for thee—
Then sank amid the storm that made thy culdren free |

¢

Rritannia’s Poet! Gracia’s hero, sleeps !
And Freedom, bending o’er the bicathless clay—
Lifts up her voice, and in her anguish weeps !

. For #s, a night ha8 clouded o’er our day, .
And hushed the lips that breathed our fairest lay,
Alas ! and must the British lyre resound
A requicm, while the spmit wings away ,
Of him who on its strings such music found,

And taught its startling chordsYo give sq sweet a sound |
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The theme grows sadder—but my soul shall find
4 language in thesc tears! No more—no more !
Soon, 'midst the shricking: of the tossing wind,
The “dark blue ' pths ” he sang of, shall have bore .
Our a// of Byron to his native shore !
His grave is thick with voiccs— to the ear
Murm’ring an awful tale of greatness o'cr :
But Memory strives with Death, and hngering near,
Shall consccrate the dust of Harold’s loncly bicr!

[N —

MEMORY.

My Fancy’s steps have often strayed

To some fair vale the hills have made .
Whete spukling waters travel o'er,

And hold a mirror to the shore;
Winding with murmnurings in and out,
To find the flowers which grow about.
And there, perchance, in childhood bold,
Some little elf, fom summers old,
Adown the vales may chance to run,
To hunt his shadow in the sun!

But when the waters mieet his (yus,

He stalits and stops with glad surprise,
And shouts, with merry voice, to view
The banks of giern, the skices of blue,
Th’ inverted flocks that bleating go,
Lilies, and trees"of appie blow,
LGeeming so heanrful below !

He pecps above—he glances round,
And then looks down, and thinks he’s found
Reposing in the stream, to woo one,

A world even lovelier than the true one.

Thus, with visions gay a®d light,

Hath Fancy loved my page to dight;
Yet Thought hath, through a vista, scen
Something less frivolous, I ween:

Then, while my chatting pen runs on,
1’1l tell you what she dreamt upon. ..
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Memory’s the streamlet of the scene,
Which sweeps the hills of Iife between;
And, when our walking hour 15 past,
Upon 1ts shore we 1est at last;

And love to vicw the waters fair,
And see lost joys depictured there.

My , when thy fect are led

To press those banks we all must tread-
May Virtue's smile and Leaiming’s praise
Adorn the waters to thy gacze,

And, o’et thar lucaid course, be lent

The sunshinc of 1 Iife well spent !

Then, 1f a thought should glad thy breast
Of those who loved thee first and best,
My name, pcrchance, may haunt the spot,
Not quite unprized—nor all forgot

— O

10

MINE 15 a wayward lay,

And, if 1ts echoing rhymes I try to string,
Proveth a truint thing,

‘Whenso some names I love, send 1t away !

For then, cycs swimming o'el,
And clasptd hands, and smiles in fondness meant,
Are much more eloqy nt— ¢ —
So 1t had fan begone, and spcak no more!
Vet shall 1t come agun,
Ah, friend belovcd ! if so thy wishes be,
And, with mild melody,
I will, upon thing ear, cadence my strain—

Cadence my simple line,

‘Unfashioned by the cunning hand of Art,
But coming from my heart,

Toell the message of its love to thine!
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As ocean shells, when taken
From Qcean’s bed, will faithfully repeat
® Her ancient music swe l—
Ev'n so these words, true to my heart, shall waken ]

Oh'! while our bark 1s sc¢ g,
Our httle bark of kindly, soc11l love,
Down hfe’s dear strcam to move
Toward the summer shores, wheie all 15 green—

So long thy namc shall bring
Echocs of joy unto the gratcful gales,
And thousand tenda tales,
‘Lo freshen the fond hearts that round thee ching!

Hast thou not looked upon
The flowerets of the ficld mn lowly dress?
* Blamc not my simpluness
Think only of my love I~ my song 15 gone

—_————
STANZAS

OCCASIONLD BY A TASSACEH IN MR TMIRSONS JOURNAI, WHICH
STALES 1HA1, ON LHL MINIUION O TORD BIRONS NAMI,
CAPTAIN DLMLI1KIUS, AN OID KOUMLLIOI, LUKSL IN1O
TLARS.

NaMmL nat lus name, or look afar—
For when my spifit hears

Tt at name, its stiepath 1s turned to woe—
My voice 15 turned to tears.

Nathe me the host and battle-storm,
Mine own good sword shall stem,

Name me the focman and the block,
I have a smile for #em Iy

But name /7 not, o1 cease to mark
This brow where passions sweep—
Behold, a warrior 1s 2 man,
And asa man gay weep |
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I could not scorn my Country’s foes,
Did not these tears descend—

I could not love my Country’s fame,
And not my Country’s Friend .

Deem not his memory e'er can be
Upon our spinits dim—

Name us the generous and the fiee,
And we must think of Aumn /

Tor his vouce resounded thiough ou: land
Like the voice of liberty,

As when the war trump of the wind
Upstiis our dark blue sea

His uwm was 1n the foremost rank,
Whaue cmbattled thousands roll—

His namc was 1n the love of Greece,
And his spcll was on her soul !

But the aim that wielded her good sword,
The biow that wore the wicath,

The hips that breathed the deathless thought—
They went asleep 1n death

Ye left his HFART, when ye took away
The dust in funcral state,

And we dumbly placedan g httle mn
That home of all things great -

‘The banner streamcd—the war shout rose—
Our heroes played then part! .
But not a pulse would throb or burn—
Oh! could it be Zés heart !

1 WLII“ fiot tl;ﬂnk—-’tx; worst; than vain
pon such thoughts to ;
Then, Briton, name me notel;g ‘name—
I cannot chbose but weep!
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THE PAST.

THERE is a silence upon the Ocean,

Albeit it swells with a feverish motion :

Like to the battle camp’s fea.ul calin,

While the banners are spread, and the wartiors arm.

The winds beat not their drum to the waves
But sullenly moan in the distant raves ;
Talking over, hefore they rise,

Some of their dark conspiracies.

And so it is in this life of ours,

A calm may be on the present hours,
But the calmest how of festive glee
May turn the mother of woc to thee.

I will betake me to the Past,

And she shall make 1y love 2t lact

T will find my home 1 hcr tanving-place—
1 will gaze all day on her deathiy face !

Her form, though awful, is faih to view

" The clasp of hexr hand, though cold, is true;
Ier shadowy Lrow hath no chaugctulness,
And her numbered smiles can grow no less !

Her voice is like a pleasant song,

Which we have not heasd for very long,
And which.a joy on our souls will cast,
'l'ﬂougn we know not where we heard it last.

She shatl walk with me, away, away,
Where’er the mighty have lelt their clay ;
She shall speak to me in places lone,
With a low and holy tone.

Ay! when I have lit my lamp at night,
She will be present with my sprite ;
And I will say, whate’er it be,

Every word she telleth me!
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THE PRAYER

MrTHOUGHT that I did stand upon a tomb—
And all was silent as the dust beneath,
While feverish thoughts upon my soul would come,
Losing my wazds 1 teawrs I thought of deth,
And prayed thit when my hips gave out the breathy
The fricnds I loved ke Iifc might stiy belund
So, for a hittle while, my name nught cath
Be something dcar,—spoken with voices kind,
Heard with remembering loohs, from cyes which tears would lahndl

I prayed that I might sink mto my 1cst,

(O foolish, sclfish priycr') before them ll

So I mught look my last on thosc loved best—

So never would my vole  repining ¢ all,

And nuver would my tcus mpassioned fall

Oh one famibiar face turning to clay !

So would my tunc of hife be musical,

Albeit abrupt—hke aws the Spamaids play,
Which 1 the sweetcst part break off, and die away

Methought I looked round! the scene was nfe
With little vales, green banks, and wacwcrs heaving,
And every iving thing did joy n Iife,
And evcry thing of beauty did seem living—
Oh then, life’s pulsc was at my heart reviving,
And then I kncw that 1t was good to bear
Dispenstd woe, that by the spinit’s gueving
It might be weantd from a world so farr '--
Thus with submissive words mine Leart did close its prayer.

JUNEY, S 13
ON A PICTURE OF RIEGO’S WIDOW.
PIACFD ' ' THI LAHIBITION

DAUGHTFR of Spain ! a passer by
Maz‘mark the cheek serenely pale—
The dark eyes which dream silently, .
And the calm hip which gives no wail ! -



ON A PICTURE OF RIEGO'S WIDOW,

Calm | it bears not a deeper trace
Of feelings it disdained to show;
¢ We look upon the Wido~’s face,
And only read the Patriot’s woe |

No word, no look, no sigh of thine,
. Would makc Zzs glory seem more dim ;
Thou would’st not give to vulgar eyne
The sacred tear which fell for 1im.

Thou would’st not hold to the world’s view
Thy rumed joys, thy broken heart—
The jeenng woitld—it only knew
Of all thine anguish—that thou wxrT!

While o’cr Z/is giave thy steps would go
With a firm tre ad,— stiling thy love,—
As if the dust would blush below
To feel one faltaring foot above.

For Spain, %e dared the noble strife—
For Spain, he gave his latest breath;
And he who lived the Patuot’s Iife,
Was dragged to dic the tranor’s death !

And the shout of thousands swept around,
As he stood the traitor’s block beside ;

But his dying lips ga/u a free sound—

+ Let the foe wecp Io—THY brow had p#ide ,

Yet baply in the midnight ain
‘When none might pait thy God and thee,
‘The lengthened sob, the passionate prayer,
Have spoken thy soul’s agony !
'

But silence else, thou past away—
The plaint unbreathcd, the anguish hid-—
More voiceless than the echoing clay
Which idly knocked thy coffin’s lid.
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Beace be to thee! while Britons see
This place, if Buitish souls they be

*Twill start the crimson in the cheek
To see Rieeo’s widow 1HERE]

————
SONG.

WrEP, as 1t you thought of laughter !
Sniile, as tears were commg after !

M.ry your pleasures to your woes;

And think Lie’s green well worth 1ts 10s¢ !

No sotrow will your heart betide,
Without a comfort by its side;
The sun may sleep m his sea bed,
But you have «tathght overhead.

Trust not to Jov! the rose of June,
W hen opened wide, wall withar soon
Italian days without twihght,

Will turn them suddenly to night.

Joy. most changeful of all thmgs,
Flits away on ramnbow wings ;

And when they look the gayest, know.
1t 15 that they are spread to go!

— e
THE DREAM
A FRAGMENI.

I HAD a dream !—my spirit was wibound
From the dark 1ron of its dungeon, clay,
And 10de the steeds of Tune ;- my thoughts had sound,
And spoke without 7 word,—I went away
Among the buiied ages, and did lay . .
The pulses of my heart beneath the touch
Of the rude minstrel Time, that he should play
Thereon, a mglody which might seem such

As musing spirits love—mournfl, but not too much!
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I had a dream—and there mine eyes did see

The shadows of past decds hke present things

The sepulchics of Greece o 1 Hespery,

Agyptus, and old 1wnds, wave up then hing,,

Therr prophets, sants, and mrustrels, whosc lute strings

Keep a long echo —yca, the dead, white bones

Did stand up by the house wherctn Death chings,

And diessed themselves m hife, speaking of thrones,
And fame, and powd, md bety, i famihar tones \

I went back fuither stlly for 1 boheld

What tince the earth was onc fin Paradise—

And over such bright mcads the waters welled,

.I wot the 1ambow wis content to s

Upon the ¢ irth when absent fiom the shaes!

And thac weare tall tices that I never knew,

Whereon sate nameless birds 1in merry guise,

Folding thair radiant wings, as the flowers do,
When summecr michts send slcep down with the dew

* + %* + * %*

Anon thete came a change —a terrble motion
That made ali ving things grow pale and shake!
‘The dark Hewens bowed thumselves unto the ocean,
11ke a stior g man m strifc Occan did take
His fight aciots the mountauns  and the lake
Was lashed 1nto a sc 1 awhere the winds nde
Earth was no more, for in her menymake
She had foigot her God —Sm ¢l umed his bude,
And, with his vampnc oroith sucked out ha bife’s far
tude! L

Tafe went back to her nostils, &nd she 1a1sed
Her spnit fiom the waters onc¢ again—
The lovely sights, on which I e1st had gased,
Were nof—though she was beaytiful as when
*The Grecian called her “ " augv ” - qinful men
Walked 2’ the track of the waters, and felt bold—
Yea, they looked up to Hcaven in calm disdain,
As if no eye had seen ns vault unfold
Darkness, and fear, and death l—as if a tale were told !
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And ages fled away within my dream ;

. And still Sin made the heait his dwelling-place,
Eclipsing Heaven from men ; but it would seem *
‘That two or threc dared commune face to face, .
And speak of the soul’s life, of hope, and grace—
Anon there rose such sounds as angels breathe-—
For a God came to dic, bringing down peace—
“Pan was not;” and the darkness that did wreathe

The earth, passed from the soul—Life came by death!
* * * * * *

RIGA’S LLAST SONG.

I 1avE looked my Jast on my native land,
And over these strings 1 throw my hand,
To say 1n the death hour's minstrelsy,
Hellas, my country ! farcwell to thee !

I have looked my last on my native shore ;
I shall tread my country’s plains no more ;
But my last thought 15 of her fame ;

But my last breath speaketh her name!

And though these lips shall soon be still,

They may now obey the spirit’s will ;

Though the dust be fettered, the spirit is free —
Hellas, my country ! faewell to thee ! .

I go to death—but I leave behind

The stirrings of Frecdom’s mighty mind ;
Her voice shall arjse from plain to sky,
Her steps shall tread where my ashes lie |

I looked on the mountains of proud Souli,
And the mountains thcy seecmed to look on me 3
I spoke my thought on Marathon’s plain,
And Marathon seemed to speak again |
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And as I journcyed on my way,

. 1 saw an infant group at play ;

¢ Onc shouted aloud 1 his childish glee,

And showed me the heights of Thermopyle!
I gazed on peasants hurrying by,— :
The dark Greck pride crouched in their eye;
So I swear in iy death-hour’s minstrelsy,
Hellas, my country ! thou ska/f be frec!

No more !--I dash my lyre on the ground—

I tear its strings fiom their home of sound —

For the music of slaves shall never keep

Where the hand of a freceman was wont to sweep !

And T bend my brows above the block,

Silently waiting the swift death shock ;

For these lips shall speak what becomes the free—
Or—Hellas, my country ! farewell to thee !

He bowed his head with a Patriot’s pride,
And his decad trunk fell the mute lyre beside !
The soul of cach had passed away—
Soundless the strings —breathless the clay ¢

-_——0 -

THE VISION OF FAME.

Dib ye ever sit on ‘ummer noon, .
Half musing and-half asleep,
*When ye smile in sugh a dreamy way,
Ye know not if ye weep —

When the little flowers arc thick beneath,
. And the welkin blue above ;
When there is not a sound But the cattle’s low,
And the voice of the woorgland dove?

A while ago, and I dreamdd thus-—
I mused on ancient story,—
For the heart like a minstrel of old doth seem,
» It delighteth to sing of glory,
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What time I saw before me stand
A bright and lofty One;

A golden lute was 1n her hand,
And her brow drooped thereon.

But the how that diooped was raistd soon,
Showing its royal sheen —

It was, I guessed, no human brow,
Though pleasant to human een

And this brow of peetless majesty
With its whiteness did «nshioud

Two cyes that, darkly mystical,
’Gan look up at a cloud.

1.ike to the hair of Berenwce,
Fetch’d from its nouse of hght,

Was the hair which wreathed her shadowless form:
And Fame the ladye hight !

But as she wended on to me, |
My heart’s deep fear was chdden ;
For she called up the sprite of Melody,
Which in her lute lay hidden.

When ye speak to well-bedoved ones,
Your voice 1s tender and low :

The wires methought did love her wuch-—
For they did answer so

And her lips in such a quiet way
Gave the chant soft and long,—

You nught have thought she only breathed,
And that her breath was song :—

“When Death shrouds thy memory,
Love is no siirine—

The dear eyes that weep for thec
Soon sleep like thinc!

The wail murmured over thee
Fainteth away ;

And the heart which kept love for thee
Turns into clav |
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¢ But would’st thou remembered be,
Mauke me thy vow ;

This veise that flows gu,hingly,
Telleth thce how—

Linking thy hand 1 mu
Listen to me,

So not a thought of thing
Dieth with thcc—

“Riflc thy pul g, heart
Of the it love mdc .
Pid thine «ves hight depart 3
Let thy chedh fade!
(ave me the slumber deep,
Which nic hit fong scoms,
Give me the Joys that aeep
Into thy dicamns'

“Gine me thy youthful year,
Mecrniest that fly—

So the word, spoke m Zar,
Laveth for aye!

So thy scpulchral stone,
Nations may 1a1ve—

What um thy soul hath known
The 2100 th of pras. 1"

She did not smg this chant to me,
Though I was sittugg by ,

But I bistencd to ot ®ith chamntd breath,
That had no powus to sigh.

In

And ever as the chant went di,
Its measwe changed to wail .

And ever as the hip, sang on,
Her face did grow more pa..lc

Paler and paler—ull anon
A fear came o’er v soul ;
. For the flesh curled up from her bones,
Like to a blasted scroll | .
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Ay! silently it dropped away,
Before my wondering sight—

There was only a bleached skeleton,
Whete erst was ladye bught!

But still the vacant sockets gleamed
With supernatural fires —

But still the bony hands did 1ng
Agamst the shuddernng wires !

Alas, alas! I wendcd home,
With a sorrow and a shame—

Is Fame the rest of our poor hearts ?
Wodls me! for THis 1s FAME!

RN, W

THE TEMPEST.

A FRAGMFNT.

““Mors etat ante oculos ’
LucAN hb n,

sk %* * % * *
TH1 forest made my home~ the voiceful «treams
My munstrel throng  the cverlasting hills, —
Which mariy with the firmament, and cry
Unto the brazen thunder, “ Come away,
Come from thy sceret place, und try om =trength,”—
Enwrapped me with then solemn arms. Idere, hight -
Grew pale as daikness, scartd by the shade
O’ the forest 1itans  Here, 1n piney state,
Reigned Night, the .Hthiopian quecn, and créwned
The charméd brow of Solitude, her spousc.

* * * * * *
A sign was on creatiop You bcheld
All things encoloured 1n a sulph'rous hue,
As day were sick with fear. The haggard clouds °
O’erhung the utter Iifelessness of air; ‘
The top boughs of the forest, all aghast, .
Stared in"the face of Heaven; the deep-mouthed wind,
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That hath a voice to bay the arm#d sea,
Fled with a low cry like a beaten hound ;
And only that askance the - hadows, flew
Some open-bcaked birds in wilderment,
Naught stirred abroad. All dumb did Nature seem, ~
In expectation of the coming storm,

It came in power. You soon might hear afar
The footsteps of the martial thunder sound
Over the mountain battlements , the sky
Being deep-stained with hues tantastical,
Red like to blood, and yellow hike to fire,
And black like plumes at funeials; overhead
You might behold the lightning faintly gleam
Amid the clouds which thrill and gape aside,
And straight again shut up their solemn jaws,
As if to interpose between Heaven’s wrath
And Farth’s despair.  Interposition brief !
Darkness is gathering out her mighty pall
Above us, and the pent-up rain is loosed,
Down trampling in its fierce delirium.

Was not my spirit gladdened as with winc,

To hear the iron 1a1n, and view the mark

Of battle on the banner of the clouds?

11d I not hearken for the battle-cry,

And rush along the bowing woods to mecet
The riding Tempest—skycy cataracts

Hissing around him with rebellion vain?

Yea! and I lifted ujp, y glorying voice

«n an “ Al hail;” when, wildly rcsonant,

As brazen chariots ru$hing from the war,

As passioned waters gushing from the rock,

As th8usand crashtd woods, the thunder cried :
And at his cry the forest tops were shook

As by the woodman’s axe ; and far and néar
Staggered the mountains with.a muttcred dread.

All hail unto the lightning! hurriedly

His lurid arms are glaring throuﬁh the air,
Making the face of Hcaven to show like hell !
Let him go breathe his sulphur stench about,
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* And, pale with death’s own mission, lord the storm.!
Again the gleam—the glare : T turned to hail
Death’s mission : at my feet there lay the dead !
The dead—the dead lay there ! 1 could not view
(For Night espoused the storm, and made all dark)
Its features, but the lightning in his course
Shivercd above a white and corpse-like heap,
Stretched in the path, as if to show its prey,

And have a trinmph ere he passed. Then 1
Crouched down upon the ground, and groped about
Until I touched that thing of flesh, 1ain-dienched,
And chill, and soft.  Nathless, I did reftain

My soul from natural hoiror! 1 did lift

The heavy head, half-bedded in the dlay,

Unto my knee; and passed my fingers o'er

The wet face, touching every kneament,

Until I found the brow : and chafed its chill,

‘T'o know If life yet lingered in its pulse.

And while I was so busied, thae did leap,

From out the entrails of the firmament,

The lightning, who his white unblenching breath
Blew in the dead man’s face, discovering it

As by a staring day. 1 knew that face—

His, who did hate me—-his, whom I did hate!

I shrunk not—spike not -sprang not from the ground!
But felt my lips shake without cry or breath,
And mine heart wrestle in my breast to still
The tossing of its pulses ; and a cold,

Instead of hving blood, o’crcreep my brow.
Albeit such darkness brooded all around,

I had dread knowledge that th¥ open cyes

Of that dead man were glaring up at mine,
With their unwinking, finexpressive stare ;
And mine I could not shut nor turn away.
The man was my familiev. I had borne
Those eyes to scowl on me their living hate,
Better than T could bear their deadliness :

I had endured the curses of those lips,

Far better than their silence. Oh, constrained
And awful silence l—awful peace of death !
There is an answering'to all questioning,
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That one word—death. Our bitterness can throw
No look upcn the face of death, and hve.
The burning thoughts that ers. my soul illumed,
Were quenched at once ; as tapers in a pit
Wherein the vapour-witches weirdly reign
In chaige of darhness.  Farewell all the past !
It was out-blotted from my memory's eyes,
\When clay’s cold silence pleaded for its sin

Farewell the elemental war ' faewell

The clashing ot the shielded (louds—the cry
Of scathtd echoes' 1 no longer knew
Silence from sound, but wandereu far anay
Into the deep Lleusis of mine heart,

To learn its secrct things.  When armid foes
Meet on one deck with impulse violent,

The vesscl quakes th1o’ all her oaken tibs,
And shivets in the sea: so with mine heart :
For thae had battled in her solitudes,
Contrary »pirits ; sympathy with power,

And stooping unto power ;—the energy

And passiveness,—the thunder and the death!

Within me was a namcless thought : it closed
‘I'he Janu. of my soul on ¢chomg hinge,

And said “Peace!” with a voice ke War's. 1 bowed,
And trembled at its voice: 1t gave a key,
Empowered to open out all mysteries

Ot soul and flesh ; of mag, who doth begin,

But endeth not ; of lifc, and affer life.

AL % E * * *
Day came at last: her 1@1: showed grey and sad,
As hatched by tempest, and coulgl scarce prevail
Over the shaggy foiust to imprint

1ts outline on the sky cxpressionless,

Almost sans shadow as sans 1addance :

An idiocy of light. I wakened flom

My deep unslumb’ring dreawn, but uttercd naught.
My living T uncoupled i1om the dead,

And looked out, ‘mid the swart and sluggish air,
For place to make a grave. A mighty tree
Above me, his gigantic arms outstretched,
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Poising the clouds. A thousand muttered spells
Of every ancicnt wind and thund'rous storm,

Had been off:shaken from his scathless bark, )
He had heard distant years sweet concord yield,
And go to silence ; having fiumly kept

Majestical companionship with Time.

Anon his strength waxed proud : his tusky roots
Forced for themselves a _path on every side,

Riving the eatth ; and, in their savage scorn,
Casting 1t from thein Tike thing unclean,

Which might impede his naked clambering

Unto the heavens. Now blasted, peeled, he stood,
By the gone night, whose lightning had come in
And rent him, even as it rent the man

Bencath his shade: and there the stiong and weak
Communion joined in deathly agony.

There, underneath, I lent my feverish strength,
To scoop a lodgment for the tiavellet’s corse

I gave it to the silence and the put,

And strewed the heavy earth on all: and then—
I—1, whose hands had formed that silent house,—
1 could not look thereon, but turned and wept !

* * * i * *
O Death—O crowndd Death—pale-steeded Death !
Whose name doth make our respiration bricf,
Muffling the spirit’s drum! thou, whom men know
Alone by charnel houses, and the dark |
Swecping of funeral feathers, and the scath

Of happy days,—love deemed inviolate !

Thou of the shrouded face, which to have ween

1s to be very awful, hke thysclf 1—

Thou, whom all ﬂesh shall sce '—thou, who dost call,
And there is none to answer! -thou, whose call
Changeth all beauty into what we fear,

Changetl: all glory into hat we tread,

Genius to silence, wrath to not}ungness,

And love —not love ' —thon hast no change for love |
‘Thou, who art Life’s betrothed, and bear’st her forth
To scare her with sad slghts,--who hast thy joy
Where'er the peopled towns are dumb with plague,~
Wbereer the battle and the vulture meet,—
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Where'er the deep sea writhe s 1ike Laocoon
Beneath the serpent winds, the vessels spht

On secret 10cks, and men go urghng down,
Down, down, to losc their shiiekings 1n the depth.
O universal thou! who comcst ave

Among the minstrels, and then tongue 1s tied 3
Among the sophists, and thar brun 1s stll,
Among the mourncis, and then wul 1s done,
Among the dancels, and their tinkling feet

No morc make cchocs on the tombmg earth,
Among the wassail 1o0ut, and all the lnmps

Aic quenched, and withered the wine pounng hands!

My heart 1s armed not 1in panoply

Of the old Romn ron nor assumcs

The Stow valour ’lis « human hcait,

And so confesses, with 1 human faar,

That only for the hope the 1088 mspes,

That only for the MaN who dicd and hives,
'Twould crouch beneth thy sceptre’s royalty,
With faintness of the pulse, and backward clhing
To lifc  But knowing what 1 soothly know,
High-seeming Deuh, 1 daie thee! and have hope,
In God’s good time, of showing to thy fice

An unsuccumbing spit, which subhime

May cast away the low anticties

That wait upon the ficsh—the reptile moods,
And enter that ctermity to come,

Where live the dead, and only Death shall die

— (| —

A SEA SIDE MEDITATION.
[

Ut per aqquas gu e nunce rerum <imul wrr videmus
LUCKRETIUS.

[ ]
Go, tiavel 'mid the hills '  The summer’s hand
‘Hath shaken pleasant fresh ess &er them all
Go,rtravel 'mid the hill ' There, tuneful streams
Are tonching mynad stops, nvicible,
And winds, and leaves, and buds, and your own thoughts,
{Not the least glad) in wordless chorus, crowd
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Around the thymele* of Natwe.
Go,
And travel onward. Soon shall lcaf and bird, !
Wind, stream, no longer sound  Thou shalt behold
Only the pathlcss sky, ind houscless sward ,
O’er which anon arc spied 1anumetous sails
*+ Of fishar vesseds ike the wings o the hill,
And white as gulls above them, and as fast —
But sink thcy—smk they out of sight And now
The wind 1s springng upward m your face
And, witl 1ts ficsh toned gushugs, you may hear
Contmuous sounc¢ which 15 not ot the wind
Nor of the thunda, nor o the cataract’s
Deep passion, nor o’ the earthqu ke s w 1da pulse,
But which 10lls on m sturn tranquuluty,
As memoris of evil o’er the <oul ,
Bowceth the bue broad Heaven —What view you? sea—
and sca!
The sca—the glotious sea ! from side to side
Swinging the grandeur of hus foamy sticngth
And undcrsweeping the horizon,  on
On—with his Iife and voice mscrutable
Pause w1t you down m silence ! 1 hwe vead
Of that Athcman, who, whan occan 1agad,
Unchamed the prisoned music of his lips,
By shouting to the billows, sound {1 sound
I manvel how his mind would Ict hrs tongue
Affront thereby the occan’s solumness
Arc wt not mute, o1 speak 1cst unedly,
When overhe ird the tramplhing tempests go,
Dashing then lightning from théir hoofs ® and when ..
We stand beside the tier? and when we see
The stiong bow down to wecp-—and stray among
Places which dust or nand hah sanctified ?
Yea! for such sights and acts do tear apart
The close and subtle chsping of a chain,
Foimed not of gold, but of conoded brass,
Whosc Iinks are furm«itd fiom the common mine :
Of cvery day’s cvent, and want, and wish,
From work timcs, diet imes, and sleeping-times ,
And thence constructed, mean and heavy links,

* The central point of the choral movements 1 the Greek theatre,



A SEA-SIDE MEDITATION. ) 463

Within the pandemonic walls of sense,
nchain our deathless part, constrain our strength,
And waste the goodly stature of our soul,

Howbeit, we love this bondage - we do cleave
Unto the sordid and unholy tiung,

Fearing the sudden wrench required to break
Those clasp:d links.  Behold ! all sights and sounds
In air, and sca, and carth, and under carth, |

All flesh, all ite, all ends, ;e mystenes ;

And all that is iy stetious dreadful seems,

And all we cannot understand we {eat.

Qurselves do scare oursclves: we hide our sight
In artificial nature from the tiue,

And throw sensation’s veil assoddative

On Gaod’s creation, man’s intelligence ;

Bowing our high mnaginings to cat

Dust, like the serpent, once crect as they ;
Binding conspicuous on ow 1¢ason’s brow
Phylacteries of shame ; learning to fecl

. By 10te, and act by wle, (man’s rule, not God’s 1)
Until our words grow ¢ hous, and our thoughts
A mechanism of spirit.

Can this last?
No ! not for aye. Wec cannot subject aye
‘The heaven-Lorn spirit to the earth-born flesh
‘Tame lions w#// scent blood, and appetite
Carnivorous glarc from out their restless eyes.
Passions, emotions, sudden changes, throw
Our nature pack upon®us till we burn.
What warmed Cyrenc’sefount P As poets Sing,
The ckange from light to dark, from dark to light.
L] L J

All that doth force this nature back on us,

All that doth force the mind tg view the mind,
Engend’reth what is named by men, sublime.

Thus when, our wonted vulley ®ft, we gain

The mountain’s horrent brow, and mark from thence
The sweep of lands extending with the sky ;

Or view the spanless plain ; or tarn our sight

Upon yon deep immensity ;—we breathe
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As 1f our breath were marble to and fro
Do reel our pulses, and our words are mute
We cannot mete by parts, but giapple alt,
We cannot measure with our eye, but soul ,
And fear 1s on us. Ihc extent unused,
Our spinit, sends, to spint’s elcment,

To serze upon abstractions first on space,
The which ekrmty 12 placy, I deem ,

And then upon cternity , ull thought

Hath formed A murror from then scerct sense,
Whcremn we vicw ourselves, and Lack recoil
At our own awful hikencss, ncerthiless,
Clhing to that hkcness with a wonder wild,
And while we tremblc, glory- proud m fear

So ends the prosc of hfc and so shall be
Unlocked her poctry « magnific store

And so, thou pathless and perpetuat seq,

So, o’er thy decps, I brooded and must brood,
Whether I view thee 1n thy drcadful peace,

Like a spcnt wainor hanging in the sun

His ghtlenng arms, and meditating death ,

Or whcther thy wild visage gath’reth shades,
What time thou marshall st forth thy waves who hold
A covenant of storms, then 1011 and wind
Under the rocking rocks, as martyrs hic

Whedl bound , and, dying, uttar lofty words !
Whether the <trength of day 15 young and high,
Or whcther, weary of the watch, he sits

Pale on thy wave, and weep s himself to death ,—
In storm and calm, at morn 2hd eventide,

Still have I stood beside the:, and out thrown
My spint onward on thine clement,—

Beyond thine elemett,—to tremble low

Before those feet which trod thee as they trod
Earth,—to the holy, bippy peopled place,
Where there 1s no more sca  Yea, and my soul,
Havmsl}mt on thy .&st ssmilitude,

Hath wildly moan&d at her proper depth,
Echoed her proper musings, veiled in shade

Her secrets of decay, and exercised *'

An elemental strength, 1n casting up
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Rare gems and things of death on fancy’s shore,
11l Nature said “ lunough.”

M Who longest dieams,
Drecams not for ever , seeing day and mght
And corporal fecbleness divide lus dreams,
And, on his elevate creations wcigh
With hunger, cold, hcat, darkncss, weariness *
Else should we be hike gods , clse would the course
Of thought’s free wheel,, 1ncicased 1n speed and might,
Bi an cternc volution, oversweep
The heights of wisdom, and invadc hu depths
So, knowing all things, should we have all power ,
For 1s not Knowledee power ?  But mighty splls
Our opcration scar , the Babcl must,
Or ere it touch the sky, 1l down to carth
The web, half formcd, must tumble from our hands,
And, ere they can resume 1t, he decayed
Mind struggles vamly fiom the flecsh  Llen so,
Hell’s angel (satth a scioll apociyphal)
Shall, when the latter days of carth have shrunk
Before the blast of GGod, affect Ius heaven ;
Laft his scarted brow, confum his rcbel heart,
Shoot his strong wings, and darken pole and pole,—
Till day be blotted mnto ni ht , ind shake
The feveied clouds, as if a thousand stoims
Throbbed intp» ife ! Vain hope—vain sthength—vain flight |
God’s arm shall mect God’s foc, and hurl him back |

-0

A VISION OF*LIFE AND DFATH.

MINE cars were deaf to melody,
My lips were dumb to sound *
Where didst thou wunder, O my soul,
When ear and tonguc gere bound ?

“ I wandered bv the stream of time,
Made dark by human tears :

I threw my voice upon the waves,
And #4ey did throw me theurs.”
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And how did sound the waves, my soul?
And how did sound the waves?

“ Hoarse, hoarse, and wild I—they ever dashed,
’Gainst ruined thrones and graves.”

And what sight on the shore, my soul ?
And what sight on the shore ?

“ Twain beings sate there silently,
And sit there evermore.”

Now tell me fast and true, my soul :
Now tell me of thosc twain.

“ One was yclothed in mourning vest,
And ong, in trappings vain.

“She in the trappings vain, was fair,
And eke fantastical -

A thousand colours dyed her garb ;
A blackness hound them all.

“TIn part her hair was gaily wrcathed,
In part was wildly spread :

Her face did change its hue too fast,
To say ’twas pale or red.

¢ And when she looked on earth, I thought
She smuled for very glee :

But when she looked to™hgaven, I knew
That tears stood in hef ee. n

% She held a miror, there to gaze : .
It could no cheer bestow ;

For while her beauty cast the shade,
Her breath did ‘make 1t go.

e

* A harper’s harp did lie by her,
Without the harper’s hest ;
A monarch’s crown did lie by her,
. Wherein an owl had nest :
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“ A warnor’s sword did he by her,
Grow n rusty since the hght;

A poet’s lamp did he by 1 r —
Ah me ! —where was 1ts light 2”

And what didst #ou say, O my soul,
Unto that mystic damc ?

“T asked her of her tears, and eke
1 asked her of her name

“ She said, she built a princc’s throne .
She said, he rulud the giave ,

And that the lovelling worm asked not
If he were king or slave

“ She said, she formcd a godlhike tongue,
Which Jofty thoughts unsheathed

Which 10lled its thunder round, and pumiged
The an the nations breathed

% She said, that tongue, all cloquent,
With silent dust did mate .

Whereon false fricnds betrayed long faith,
And focs outspat thoir hate

¢ She said, shc warmcd a student’s heart,
But heait and brow ’gan fade

Alas, alas ! thosc Dglphic trees
Do cass an upas Sh.'lle !

She saud, she highted happy bsarths,
Whose mirth was all forgot

She said, she tuntd mainpage bells,
Which rang when lov& w not

-

¢ She said, her name was Life, and then
Out laughed and wept aloud,—

What time the other 1 cing strange
Lifted the veiling shroud.
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“ Yea ! hfted she the veiling shroud,
And breathed the 1cy breath,
Whereat, with inwaird shuddenng,
I knew /Zer name was Death.

“Vcu! bfted she her calm, calm brow,
Her clear cold smule on me

Wherc it within my decpness, leaped
Mine immontality

“Shc told me, 1t did movc her smile,
To witness how I sighed,

Because that what was fragile brake,
And what was mortal died

¢ As 1if that Lings could arasp the carth,
Who from 1its dust began,

As 1f that suns could shinc at might,
Or glory dwell with man

“She told mc, she had freed Zzs soul,
Who aye did freedom love

‘Who now rcched not, were worms below,
Or ranker worms above !

¢ She said, the student’s hcart had beat
Against 1ts prison dim ,

Until she crushed the kars of flesh,
And poured truth’s_light on hua

¢ She said, that, they who 1cft the hea.th,
For aye in sunshine dwell ,

She said, the fiinc al tolling brought
More joy than marriage bell !

¢ And as she spake, she spake less loud ;
‘The stream resounded more :

Anon I nothing heard but waves,
That wailed alpng the shore.”
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»

And what didst thou say, O my soul,
Upon that mystic strife ?

“] said, that Life was unly Death,
That only Death was Life”

——

EARTH

How beautiful 15 carth ! my stany thoughts
Look down on 1t fiom thcir uneorthly sphere,
And sing symphontous—Bcautiful 15 earth!
The hghts and shadows of ha myriad hills,
The branching grucnncess ot her mynad woods;
Her sky affe cting 10¢ks , her soning sea;
Her 1ushing, gleaming catmacts, her streams
That*race below, the wmngtd clouds on high,
Her pleasantness of vale and mcadow '—
Hush!

Mescemcth through the leafy trees to ring
A chime of bells to falling waters tuned ,
Whereat comes heathen Zephyrus, out of breath
With 1unning up the hills, and shakes his hair
From off his gleesome forchd ad, bold and glad
Wuh keeping blythe Dan Pha.bus company ,—
And throws him on the grass, though half afaid,
Fust glanung 1ound, lest tempests should be mgh,
And lays dose to the giound his ruddy lips,
And shapes their beauty nto sound, and calls
On all the pctalled tigwirs, that sit beneath
In hiding placcs from th ram and snow,
To loosen the hard sof*, and I we thar cold
Sad 1dlesse, and betake them yp to him.
They &raightway hear his vo.ce —

« e A thought did come,
And press from out my soul the heathen dieam.

Mine eyes were purgéd. Straihtway did I bind

Round me the garment of my strength, and heard
Nasture’s death shneking—the hereafter cry,

‘When he ¢’ the hon voice, the rambow-crowned,

$hall stand upon the mountains and the sea,
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And swear by earth, by Heaven's throne, and Him
Who sitteth on the throne, there shall be time
No more, no more! Then, velled Eternity
Shall straight unveil her awful countenance
Unto the reeling worlds, and take the place
Of seasons, years, and ages. Aye and aye
Shall be the time of day. The wrinkled heaven
Shall yicld her silent sun, made blind and white
With an exterminating hght : the wind,
Unchainéd from the poles, nor having charge
Of clqud or ocean, with a sobbing wail
Shall rush among the stars, and swoon to death.
Yea, the shrunk carth, appeang hvid pale
Bencath the red-tongued flame, shall shudder by
From out her ancient place, and leave—a void.
Yet haply by that void the sants redeemerd
May sometimes stray ; when memory of sin *
Ghost-hike shall rnse upon their holy souls ;
And on their lips shall lic the name of earth
In paleness and in silentness ; until
Each lookmg on his brother, face to face,
And bursting into sudden happy tears,
(The only tears undiied) shall murmur—* Christ!”

e —

THE PICTURE GALLERY AT PENSHURST.

THEY spoke unto me from the silent ground,

They looked unto me from the pictured wall :

The echo of my footstep was<a sound

Like to the echo of their owa footfall,

What time their living fect werc in the hall.

I breathed where th~y had breathed—and where th*
brought

Their souls to moralise -9n glory’s pall,

I walked with silence in a cloud of thought :

So, what they erst had learned, 1 mine own spirit tuughi’“

Ay! with mine eyes gf flesh, I did behold

The likeness of their flesh! They, the great dead,
Stood still upon the canvas, while I told

The glorious memories to their ashes wed,

13

[}
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There, I beheld the Sidneys —he, who bled
11 Freely for frcedom’s sake, bore gallantly
His soul upon lus brow ,—he, shose lute said
Sweet music to the land, meseemed to be
Dreaming with that pale face, of love and Arcadie.

Mine heart had shimed these And therefore past
Whete these, and such as these, in mine heart’s pride,
Which deemed death, gloy’s othet name. At last
I stayed my plgiun fect, and pansed beside
A picture,* which the shadows half did hide.
" gThe form was a fan womn s foim, the brow
rightly between the clustering curls espied
he check o hittle pale, yct seenung so
Q if the lips could speak, the paleness soon would go.

nd rested there the hips, so warm and loving,
hat, they cweld spcak, vne might be fain to guess
nly they had been much too bnght, if moving,
To stay by their own will, all motionless
re outstretched hand ns maible seal ’par. press
n roses which lovked fading , while the eyes,
Uplifted 1n a calny, prond lovihiness,
Secnicd busy with their flow 1y destinies,
wing, for ladye’s heart, some moral quamt and wise

he perished ke har 10ses 1 did look

n her, s she did look on them—to sigh't

las, alas | that the fair written book

Of her sweet face should b 1 dcath laid by,

any blottdd scroll' Js cruclty

oisoned a hecart most gentle pulsed of all,
d tux?ed it unto song, thererrsto die -

or grief’s stern tension maketh musical,

less the strained string nea/. or erc the music fall

Worship of Waller’s heart ! no deaam of thine
Revealed unto thee, that the lowly one,
Who sate enshadowed near thy beauty’s shine,
¢ Should, when the light wus out, the life was done,
* Vandyke's portrait of Waller's Sachanssa.

71
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Record thy name with those by Memory won
From Tune’s eternal burial. I am wooed
By wholesome thoughts this sad thought hath beguny
For mind 1s strengthened when awhile subdued,
As he who touched the earth, and rose with power renewed.

—Qnme

TO A POET’S CHILD.

A FARYiarp swept the sea above ;

A far voicc <aid thy name 1n love :

‘Then silence on the harp was cast;

The voice was chained—the love went last !

And as T heard the melodie,

Sweet voictd Fancy spake of thee *
And as the silence o’er 1t came,

Mine heait, m silence, sighed thy name

I thought therc was one only place,
Whete thou couldst hift thime orphaned face :
A Ittle home for prayer and woe, —

A stone above—a shroud below ,—
]

That evermore, that stone beside,

Thy withered joys would form thy pride ;
As palm-trees, on theie Sputh Sea bed,
Make 1slands with the f.lowers they&hed.

Child of the 1 ! my dream of thee o

Was sad to tell, ahq dark to see;

And vain as many § brighter dream ;

Since thou canst{m by Babel’s stream |
-

For here, amid the worldly crowd,

"Mid common brows, and laughter loud,

And hollow words, and feelings sere,

Child of the Dead | Imeettheehetq!
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And is thy step so fast and light?

And is thy smile so gay and bright ?
And canst thou smile, with cheek undim,
‘Upon a world that frowned on Asm 2

‘The minstrel’s harp is on his bier;
What doth the minstrel’s orphan here?
The loving mouldeis in the clay ;

The loved,—she keepeth holiday !

*Tis well! T would not doom thy years
Of golden prime, to only teas.

Fair gnl! *twere better that thine cyes
Should find a joy 1n summer skies,

As if their sun were on thy fate.
Be happy ; strive not to be great;
And go not, from thy kind apart,
With lofty soul and stricken heait.

Think not too deeply : shallow thought,
Like open rills, is ever sought

By light and flowers ; while tountains deep
Amid the rocks and shadows sleep.

Feel not too warmly ; lest thou be
Too like Cyrene’s waters free,
Which burn at night, when all around
Tn darkness andn chill is found.

.

Tguch not the harp to wip the wreath:
Its tone is fame, 1ts ech, death !

The wreath may like 11e laurel grow,
Yet turns to cypress un the brow !

-

And, as a flame springs clear and bright,

Yet leavcth ashes ’stead of light ; E
So %eniu (fatal gift!) is doomed

, To leave the heart it fired, consumed.
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For thee, for thee, thou orphaned one,
1 make an humble orison !

Love all the world ; and ever dream
That all are true who truly seem.

Forget ! for, so, 'twill move thece not,
Or hightlv move ; to be torgot !

Be streams thy music ; hills, thy mirth ;
Thy chiefest light, the household hearth

So, when grief plays her natural part,
And visitcth thy quiet heart ;

Shall all the clouds of grief be seen
‘T'o show a sky of hopc between.

So, when thy heanuty senscless lies,
No sculptured urn shall o'er thee rise;
But gentle eyes shall weep at will,
Such tears as hearts like thine distil

MINSTRELSY.

**One asked her once the resun why
She hadde delyte m nunstreloe , o
She answcred on this manerc, !
ROBERT DE BRUNNE.

For cver, since my chjldish looks

Could rest on Nature’s pictured books ;

For ever, since my rhilglish tongue® .
Could name the themes our bards have sung ;
So long, the swegtness of their singing o

Hath been to% rapture bringing —

Yet ask me not th%cason why

1 have delight i’ mi®ztrelsy.

T know that much whereof I sing

Is shapen but for vanishing ;

I know that summer’s flower and leaf
And shine and shade are very brief,
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And that the heart they bright«n, may,
Before them all, be sheathed 1 clay —
I do not know the rea » why

I haye delight in munstrclsy.

A few there are, whose smile and naise
My minstrel hope would kindly ruse
But, of those fcw—IDc itth may impress
The lips of some with <ilentness,

While some may friendship s faith recign,
And heed no moic a sung of mine.—
Ask not, ask not the 1cason why

I have delyght in minstielsy

The sweetest song that nunctrels sing,
Will charm not Joy to tarrying, .
The grcenest bay that «uth can grow
Wyll chelter not m hurning woc

A thousand voices will not cheer,
When oze 15 mute that ave 15 dear!
Is there, alis! 20 teason why

I have delight mn mmstrelsy ?

I do not know ' The tuif 1s green
Beneath the rain's fast dropping sheen,
Yet asks not why that deeper hue
Doth all its tendu lcaves 1enew ,-
And I, k¢ minded, am content,
Whilc music to my soul 15 sent,

Lo gestion not the 1eason why

T have dehght in mimnstrelsy

Years pass—my life v th them <chall pass
And <oon, the cricke nypthe grass,

And sununer bird, shall louder sing
Than she who owns a mu¥trel’s string.
Oh, then may some, the dear and few,
Recall her love, whose truth they knew,
When all forget to question why

She had delight in minstrelsy !
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TO THE MEMORY OF
SIR UVEDAIE PRICE, BART.

FAREWILL l—a woird that human lips bestow

On all that human hcaits delight to know

On summer skics, and scence that change as fast ;
On ocean calms, and futh as fit to last,

On 11fe, from Toves own ums that breaks away;
On hopes that bhind, and glorics that decay !

And ever thus, “farewcll, farcwell,” 15 said,

As round the hills of lensthening time we tiead,
As at each step the winding w1ys unfold

Some untiigd prospeet which obscures the old ,—
Perhaps a prospect bughtly coloured ocr,

Yet not with brightness that we loved befole ;9
And dull and dark the brughte t hue appcars

To eyes hike ours, surcharged and dim with tears.
Oft, oft we wish the winding road were pist,

And yon supcrnal summit . uned at last,

Where all that gradual change removed, 15 found
At once, for cver, as you look around,

Where cvcry scene by tender cyes surveyed,

And lost and wept for, to their gaze 15 spiead —
No tear to dim the sight, no shade to fall,

But Heaven's own sunshine highting, charming all

Farewell! -a common ward—and yet how drear
And strange 1t soundeth as I ¥rte it hewc !

How strange that Z%ox a place of death shouldst fill,
Thy brain unhghtr d, a™ thine hcait grown chid !
And dark thc eye, whose R,ausive glance to draw,
Inated Naturc brake he th ant’s law !

And deaf the car, to chann whose organ true,
Mceeonian Music tune her harp anew!

And mute the lips where Plato’s bee hath roved,
And motionless the hand that genius moved '—
Ah, friend ! thou speakest not —but still to me
Do Gemus, Music, Nature, speak of #e¢ /—



- ‘s SIR UVEDALE PRICE, BART.

Still golden fhncy, still the sounding line,

And waving wood, recall sume word of thine :
Some word, some look, whos« living light is o’er—
And Memory sces what Hope can sce no more,

*Twice, twice, thy voice hath spoken. Twice there came

To us a change, a joy—to thee, a fame !
Thou spakest once,* and cvery pleasant sight,
Woods waving wild, and fountains gushing bright,
Cool copses, grassy banks, and all the dyes
Of shade and sunshine gleamed hefore our eyes.
Thou spakest twice ;1 and every pleasant sound
Its ancient silken harmony unwound,
From Doric pipe and Attie lyre that lay
Enclasped in hands whose cunning 1s decay ;
And now no more thou speakest !  Death hath met
And won thee to him!  Oh, remembered yet !
We cannont see, aud %eas &en, and forget !

*

My thoughts are far. I think upon the time,
When Foxley’s purple hills and woods sublime
Were thrilling at thy step ; when thou didst throw
Thy burning spirit on the vale below,

To bathe its sense n beauty. Lovely ground !
There, never more shall step of.thine resound !
There, Spring again shall come, but find thee not,
And deck with humid cyes her favourite spot ;
Strew tender green on paths thy foot forsakes,
And make that fair, which Memory saddest makes.
For me, all sorrowfulsunused to raise

A minstrel fong and digam hot of thy praise,
Upon thy grave my tuneless harp 1 lay,

Nor trg to sing what only teayscan say.

So warm and fast the readyywaters swell—

8o weak the faltcring voicy,thou knewest well !
Thy words of kindness c.fme8 that voice beforc;
Now, thoughts of tkem but ma'g it tremble more;
And leave its theme to others, and depart

To dwell within the silence where thou art.

* Essay on the Dicturesque.
+ Essay on the Pronunciation of the Ancient Languages.
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THE AUTUMN.

Go, sit upon the lofty hll,
And turn your cyes around,

Where waving woods and waters wild
Do hymn an wtumn sound

The summet sun 1« faint on them—
The summer flowers depart—

Sit still—as all transformcd to stone,
Fxcept  our musing heart

How there you sat i summer time,
May yet be in your nund ,

And how you heard the green woods sing
Bencath the fieshaning wind

T'hough the same wind now bhlows around
You would its blast 1echll

For every breath that stirs the trecs
Doth caus 1 leat to fall

Oh'! hke that wind, 15 il the mnth
That flesh and dust impait ,

We cannot bear 1t visitings,
“When change 15 on the haat

Gay words and jests may make us snule,
W hen Honow 15 aslecp

But other things must make us smule,
When Sorrow bids us weep /

‘The deaest hands that clasp our hands, ~
Their presencc may be o'er "

The dearest voice that macts our ear,
That tone may come no more!

Youtb fadcs, and®™>¢en, the joys of youth,»
Which once refres.d o mund,

Shall come—as, ongth\¢¢ sighing woods,
The chilhng autumnn Wind

-

Hear not the wind— view not the woods,
Look out o’er vale and hll.

In spring, the sky cncircled them—
The sky 1s round them still
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Come autdmn’s scathe—come winter’s cold—
" Comc change—and human fate !
s Whatever prospect Heavi ¥ doth bourrd,
Can ne’er be desolate.

B e/

THE DEATH-BED OF TERESA DEL RIEGO.

—'*81 fia muta ogm altia ¢ osq, al fine
Parlerd 1l mno morne,
E ti dnd la morte il nuo martire,”

GUARINIL,

THE rqoom was darkened ; but a wan lamp shed
Its light upon a half-uncurtained bed,

Wheteon the widowed sate.  Blackly as death
Her vahing hair hung round hes, and no bieath
Came from her Iips to motion st. Between

1ts parted clouds, the calin fan face was seen
In a snow palenecs, and snow silentness,

With eyes unquenchable, whereon did press

A little, their white lids, so taught to lie,

By weights of fiequent tears wept sccretly.

Her hands were clasped and raised—the lamyp did fling
A glory on her brow’s meck suffering,

Beautiful fornmr of woman! scéming made
Alone to shine in mirrors, there to braid
The hair and sone the waist—to garland Aowers—
To walk like sunshine thyough the orange bowers—
<To strike her land’s gukar—and often sce
In other cycs how lovelyglers must be.
Grew she acquaint with angnish? Did she sever
For cvemfrom the one she lovedidor ever,
To dwell among the stranger<r ~ Ay ! and she,
Who shone most brightly ind.hat festive glee,
Sate down in this despair - fost patiently.
.t w
Seme hearts are Niobes! in griefs down-sweeping,
They turn to very stone from over-weeping,
And after, feel no more. Hers did remain
In life, which is the power of feeling pain,’
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Tdl pain consumed the hfe o called ‘velow.

She heard that he was dcad '—she asked not how—
For ke was dead! She wailed not o’cr his urn,

For %e was dead—and n %e¢r hands, should burn
His vestal flame of honour radiantly,

Sighing would dim 1ts hight—she did not sigh.

She only died They laid her 1n the ground,
Whereon th’ unloving ticad, and accents sound
Which are not of her Spaun  She left behind,
For those among the strangcts who were kind
Unto the poor heait brok(n, hc: dark han,

It once was gauded out with jewcls rare,

It swept hcr dymg pillow —it doth he

Beside me, (thank the giver) droopingly,

And very long and bnight ' Its tale doth go
Half to the dumb grave, half to hfe time woe,
Making the heart of man, if manly, nng

Like Dodonwzan brass, with c¢choing

—_——

TO VICI1OIRL, ON HCR MARRIAGE

Vicroiri ! I knew thee 1n thy land,
‘Where I was strange to all -

I heard thce  and wai strange to me
The woids thy Iips Jet fall

1 loved thce—for the Babel curse
‘Was meant not for the heart

I partcd from thee, m such way
As those who love may part

And now a'dm nge hath come to us,
A seca doth re. sh between!

I do not knotv 1t we can be
Again as we have been

I sit down in mine Enghsh land,
Mine Enghsh hearth beside ;

And thouy, to ¢ne I never knew,
Art phghted for a bnde.



70 A BOY.

It whl not wrong thy present joy,
‘With bygone days to wend ;

Nor wrongeth it mu ¢ Englhsh hearth,
To love my Gallic fizend.

Bind, bind the wrcath ! the slender ring
Thy wedded fingers prcss !

May he who calls thy love his own,
Call so thine happincss !

Be he Terpandcr to thine heat,
And string fresh stungs of gold,

Which may out give ncw melodies,
But never mar the old!

And though I clasp no more thy hand
In my hand, and r¢joice—

And though 1 sce thy face no more,
And hear no mote thy vowce—

karcwell, farewell '—Ict thought of me
Visit thine heart!  There 1s

In minc the very scliish prayer
That prayeth for thy bliss !

— e O

TO A BOY.

WHEN my last soifg was said for thee,
Thy golden hair sw¢pt, long and free,
Around thee; and a dove like tone
Waue on thy voice—or Nat, se’s own:
And every phiase an %, J of thine
Went out in hispings sbingne !
‘Thy small steps falte ing round our hearth—
‘Thine een out-peering n th g murth—
Blue een! that, like thinc heart, seemed given
’lv;? be,thfor ever, fut%‘l of :snven 1

ert thou, in sooth, made up of glee,
Whenmylastsongwasaandfortﬁec?
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And now more years are finish¢d,—

For thee another song is said.

Thy voice hath lost its cooing tone ;

The lisping of thy words is gone ;

Thy step treads firm--thine hair not flings
Round thee its length of golden rings—
Departed, like all lovely things !

Yet art thou still made up of glee,

When my no:v song is said for thee.

Wiscly and well responded they,

Who cut thy golden hair away,

What time I made the hootless prayer,
‘That they should pausc awhile, and spate.
They said, “its sheen did less agree

With boyhood than with infancy.”

And thus 1 know it aye must be.

Before the revel noise is done,

The revel lamps pale one by one.

Ay ! Nature loveth not to bring
Crowned victims to life's labouring.

The mirth-effulgent eye appears

Less sparkling—to make room for tears:
After the heart’s quick throbs depart,
We lose the gladness of the heart :

And, after we have lost awhile

The rose o’ the lip, we lose its smile,’
As Beauty could not bear to press

Near the death-pyrc of Happiness

[} 4
This seemeth but a sombre dream ?
It hath more ple.. ant thoughts than scem
The older a young doth grow,
The deeper shade iﬂ“;eds below;
But makes the giass e green—the ait
More fresh, tharshad the sun been there
And thus our human life 1s found,
Albeit a darkness gathers round :
For patient virtues, that their light
May shine to all men, want the night :
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And ho‘y Peace, unused to wpe,
Sits mieckly at the tomb of Hope,
Saying that “she is risen!”

Then I
Will sorrow not at destiny,—-
Though from thine cyes, and from thinc heart,
The glory of their light depart ;
Though on thy voice, and on thy brow,
Should come a fiercer change than now ;
Though thou no more be made of glee,
When my neat song is said for thee.

REMONSTRANCFE

On, say not it is vain to weep
That deafencd bier above ;

Where genius has made room for death,
And life 1s past from love;

That tears can never his bright looks
And tender words restore :

T know 1t is most vain to weep—
And tlierefore weep the more !

Oh, say not T shnll cease to weep
When ycars hayeswithered by ;

That ever I shall speak of joy,
As if he could 1€ply ;

That ever mine unquivering lips
Shall name the name }s¥ Dore :

I know that I may cuw : 10 weep,
And thercfore weer, hamore !

Say, Time, who slew mine happincss,
Will leave to me my woe ;

And woe’s own stony strength shall chain
These tears’ impassioned flow
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Or say, that these, my ceaseless tlars,
May life to death restore,

For then my soul were wept away,
And I should weep no more !

Rrr1y

To weep awhile beaide the luer,
Wheteon his ashes lie,

Is well '—I know that rains must fall
When clouds are 1n the <ky

I know, 7o die— #o part, will cloud
The Lnghtest spint o’cr,

And yet, wouldst #kou for (vir weep,
When % can weep no more ?

Fix not thy sight, so long and fast,
Upon the shroud’s despair,
Look upward unto Zion’s hill,
For death was also there !

And think, “The death, the scourge, the scon

My sinless Saviour bore—

The curse—the pang, too deep for tears—

That 7 should wecp no more !”
R, S—

EPITAPH.

Bravurty, who softly walkest all thy days
In silken garment to the tun~s of prase ,—

Lover, whose drcamings by the grecn-banked river,
Where once she wanl_red, fain would last for ever j—

King, whom the nationt scan, adoring scan,

And shout “a god,” whé®

Bard, on whose brow the Slyblan dew rcmaims,
Albert the fever buz~.th in the vemns ,—
Hero, whose sword 1n tyrant’s blood s hot ;—

Sceptic, who doubting, wouldst be doubted not ;-

Man, whosoe’er thou art, whate’er thy trust ;—
Respect thyself in me ;—thoy treadest dwst.

sin hath marked thee man’;}—
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THE IMAGE OF GOD.

1 am God, and there 1~ 1 one ke me *
IsA1AnH alvi 9.

¢ Chnst, who 15 the image of God °’
2 CORINIHIANS IV, 4

Trou ! art thou like to God ?
¥ asked this question of the glorious sun)
'hou high unwcaned one,
Whose course 1n heat, and light, and Iife 1s run?

Eagles may view thy face—clouds can assuage
Thy fiery wrath— the sage

Can mete thy stature—thou shalt fade with age.
Thow art not hike to God.

*Thou! art thou like to God ?
(I asked this question of the bounteous earth)
O thou, who givest birth
To forms of beauty and to sounds of mirth?

In all thy glory works the worm decay—
Thy golden harvests stay

For seed and toil—thy power shall pass away.
Thou axt ot like to God.

Thou! art thou like to God?

g asked tlus question, of my deathless soul)
thou, whese musings roll

Above the thunder, o’e® creation’s whole?

Thou art not. Sin, and sh) ¢ and agony
‘Within thy deepness lie

They utter forth their vor ¢ n?thee, and cry,
“ art not like to Gbd ”

Then art THOU hke to God; .
‘Thou, who didst bear the sin, and shame, and woe—
£ ‘Thou, whose sweat did flow—

Whose tears'did gush——whose brow was dead and Jow?
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No grief 1s like Thy grief; no heart can prove
Love like unto Thy love ;
And none, save only Thou,—below, above,~—
O God. 15 like to God !

——O e

THE APPEAL.

CHILDRLN of our England ! stand
On the shores that girt our land,
The &gl of whose (loud white rock
Braveth Time’s own battle-shock.
Look above the wide, wide world,
Where the northern blasts have furle
‘Their numbed wings amid the snows
Muttering n a forced repose—

Or where the maddened sun on high
Shakes his torch athwart the sky,
Tall within then prison sere,
Chamtd earthquakes groan ion fear!
Look above the wide, wide world,
Whete a gauntlet S1n hath hurled
To astonied Lafe, and where
Death’s gladiatorial smule doth glare,
On malking the arena bare

Shout aloud the words that show
Jesus 1n the sands and snow ,—
Shout aloud the wends that free,
Over the perpetual séa.

Speak ye. | As a breath will sweep .

Avalanche fit o Alpine steep,

So the spoken vord shall roll

Fear and darkn¥ ¢ from the soul,

Are ye mep, and love not man?

Love ye, and permit his ban?

%an yel,l df,r“e ye, rend the chan
rought bf common joy and paim,

Clasp:gng with its links of gold,

Maxn to man in one strong hold ?
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Lo! if‘the golden links ye sever,
Ye shall make your heart’s flesh quiver
And wheresoc’er the links are reft,
There, shall be a blood-stain left
To carth’s remotest rock repair,
Ye shall find a vulture there :
Though for others sorrowing not,
Your own tears shall still be hot :
Though ye play a loncly part ,
Though ye ll.)uu' an iron heart ;}—
Woe, hke Echetus, still must
Gnind your iron into dust.

But, children of our Britain, ye
Rend not man’s chain of sympathy ;
To those who sit in woe and night,
Denying tears and hiding light.

Ye have stretched your hands abroad
With the Sphit’s sheathless sword :
Ye have spoken—and the tone

T'o earth’s extiemest verge hath gone :
East and west sublime it rolls,
Echoed by a million souls !

The wheels of rapid ¢irching years,
Erst hot with criine, are quenched in tears
Rocky hearts wild waters pour,

That werc chained 1 stone before :
Rloody hands, that only bare

Hilted sword, arceclasped in prayer
Savage tongues; that wont to fling
Shout of war in deathly ring,

Speak the nanie which angels sing.
Pying lips are lit the v'.8e

With a most undym, -mile,

Which reposing they. stead

Of language, whet the lips are dead,
Saith,—* No sound of g1 «f or pa.m
Shall haunt us when we move again.”

Children of our country ! brothers
To the children of all others |
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Shout aloud the words that show
Jesus in the sands and snow ;—
Shout aloud the words that free,
Over the perpetual sea !

—
IDOLS.

How weak the gods of this world are—
And weaker yet their worship made me !
I have been an idolater
Of three—and three times they betrayed me |

Mine oldest worshipping was given
To natural Beauty, aye residing

In bowery earth and starry heaven,
In ebbing sea, and nver ghding.

But natural Beauty shuts her bosom
To what the natural feelings tell |

Albert I sighed, the tiecs would blossom—
Albeit I smiled, the blossoms fell.

Then left I earthly sights, to wander
Amid a grove of name divine,

Where bay-1eflecting streams meandzr,
And Moloch Fame hath rcarcd a shrine.

Not green, but black, is that refloction ;
On rocky beds those waters lie ;

That grove hath chillness and dejection—
How could I sing? I had to sigh.

)
Last, human Love,kﬂ v Lares greeting,
To rest and warmtl’ I vowed my t{\;‘eau.
To rest? how wild ‘my'§ lse is beating !
To warmth? 2h me! my burning tears.

Ay, they may bum—though thou be frozen
By death, and changes wint'ring on1
Fame |—Beauty l—idols madly chosen— ' ,
Were yet of-gold; but #iou att sTONE}
\ .

1
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Crumbie Dike stone ! my voice no longer

» Shall wail their names, who silent be.
' There is a voice that soundeth stronger—
% My daughter, give thine heart to Me.”

Lord! take mine heart! O first and fairest,
‘Whom all creation’s ends shall hear;

Who deathless love in death declarest!
None else is beauteous—famous—dear !

—C— *

. HYMN.

¢ Lord, I cry unto Thec, make haste unto me.”
Psarm cxh.
$*The Lord 1~ nigh unto them that call upon IIm,”
PsaLM cxlv,

SiNcE without Thee we do no good,
And with Thee do no 1],

Abide with us in weal and woe,—
In action and in will

In weal,—that while our lips confess
The l.ord who “gives,” we may
Remgmber, with an humble thought,

‘The Loid who “takes away.”

In woe,—that while to drowning tears
Qur hearts Hfcir joys resign,

Weesmay remember 240 can turn
Such water ifito wine.

By hours of day,—t} 4hen our feet
Qer hill and va} "y run,

We ctill niay tl. ', th® hght of truth
More welconte than tlf sun.

By hours of night,—that when the air
Its dew and shadow yields,

We still may hear the voice of God
In silence of the fields. «
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Oh! then sleep comes on us like death,
All soundless, deaf, and deep:

Lord! teach us so to watch and pray,
That death may come like sleep.

Abide with s, abide with ws,
While flesh and soul agree ;
And when our flesh is only dust,
Ahide onr souls with Z7ee.

()

WEARINESS.

MINE eyes are weary of surveying

The faunest things, too soon decaying,
Mine cars are weary of 1eceiving

‘The kindest words—ah, past believing |
Weary my hope, of ¢bb and flow,
Weary my pulse, of tunes of woe :

My trustmg heait is wearest !

I would—1 would, I were at rest!

For me, can carth refuse to fade?

For me, can words be taithful made?

Will my cmbittered hope be sweat ?

Afy pulse torego the human beat?

No! Darkness must consume mine eye—
Silence, mine ear—hone cease—pulse die—
And o'er nune heart a stone be pressed-—
Or vain this,—- Woulg I were at Yest!”

There 1s a land %t" rest deferred : ¢
Nor cye hath sec¥ nor ear hath heard,
Nor Hope hath trcd the precinet o'er;
For hope beheld is ¥ pe no more !
There, hums~ pulse forgets its tone—
There, hearts may know as they are known!
Oh for dove’s wings, thou dwelling blest,

To fly to #hee, and be at rest !

-
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. PROMETHEUS BOUND
PERSONS OF THE DRAMA.
PROMETHLUS. HrPHASTUS,
OCLANUS, Yo, daugkter of Inachus.
ITLrMi S, STRI NG AND FORCE,

Chorus of Oceun Nvmphs,

SCENE.—STRENGTH AND FORCE, Ilrru Lsius, and PROMETHEUS a¢
the Rocks.

Strength. We reach the utmost limit of the earth,
The Scythian track, the desert without man,—
And now, Hephasstus, thou must needs fulfil
The mandate of our father, and, with Iinks
Indissoluble of adamantine chains,

Fasten against this beetling precipice,

This guilty god' Because he filched away
Thine own %riglot flower, the glory of plastic fire,
And gified mortals with it, -such a sin,

It doth behove he expizte to the gods,

And learn free service to the rule of Zeus,

And leave disused his tr#-k of loving man.

Hephestus. O Strength gnd Force,-- for you, our Zeus’s will
Prescnts a deed for doing.— No more !—but Z,
I lack yowr daring, up this .toriu reat chasm,
To fix with violent hands a hiwired god.
Howbe't necessity compels m. §p
That I must dare it,—and ¢ bt Zeus command
With word as heavy as bolts—mev'igble'!

Ho |—lofty son of 'T'hemis, who is sage,
Thee loth, I loth, must rivet fast in chains
inst this rocky height unclomb l:{:unan,
never human voice nor face shall find



492 - PROMETHEUS BOUND,

Out thee, who Iov'st them |—where thy beauty’s flower,
Scorched in the sun’s clear heat, shall fade away,
And night come up with garniture of stars
‘T'o comfort thee with shadow, and the sun
Disperse, with retrickt beams, the morning-frosts ;
And through all changes, sense of present woe
Shall vex thee sore, because, with none of them
There comes a hand to free. Such fruit is plucked
From love of man !—for in that thou, a god,
Didst brave the wrath of gods, and give away
Undue respect to mortals ; for that crime
Thou art adjudged to guard this joyless rock,
Erect, unslumbering, bending not the knee,
And many a cry and unavailing moan
‘To utter on the air! For Zeus 1s stern,
And new-made kings are cruel.
Strength. Be it so.
Why loiter in vain pity? Why not hate
A god the gods hate P~—one, too, who betrayed
Thy glory unto men?
Hephestus. An awful thing
Is kinship joined to friendship.
Strength. Grant it be;
Is disobedience to the Father’s word
A possible thing? I)ost quail not more for #iat?
Hephestus. Thou, at least, art a stern one! ever bold}
Strength. Why, if I wept, 1t were no remcdy |
And do not #wu spend labour on the air
To bootless uses.
Hephestus. Cursed handicraft |
I curse and hate thee, O my craft !

Strength, ¢ Why hate
Thy craft, most plainly innocent of all
These pending ills? ¢ )

Hephastus. I wo:fd some other hand
Were here to work it! ¢ '\

Strength. All work*hath its pain,

‘"B xoept to rule the gods®” There is none free
Except King Zeus.

" Hephastus, I know it very well :
argue not against it.
Strength, Why not, then,
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Make haste, and bind the fetters over miM, -
T.est Zeus behold thee lagging.

Hephestus. . Here be chains—
Zeus may behold these.

Strength. Seize him,—strike amain |
Strike with the hammer on each side his bands—
Rivet him to the rock.

Hephestus. The work is done,
And thoroughly done,
Strength. Still faster grapple him,—

Wedge him in deeper,—leave no inch to stir! -
He’s terrible for finding a way out
Where others could not.

Hephuestus. Herc’s an arm, at least,
Grappled past freeing.
Strength. Now, then, clench along

The other strongly. 1.ct the sophist learn
He’s duller than our Zeus.

Hephuestus. Oh, nonc but HE
ccuse me justly !
Strength. Now, straight through the chest, -

Take him and bite him with the clenching tooth
Of the adamantine wedge, and rivet him,
Hephestus. Alas, Prometheus ! what thou sufferest here,
I sorrow over.
Strength. Dost thou shrink again,
And breathe groans for the enemies of Zeus ?
Beware, lest thinc own pity find thee out.
Hephastus. Thou dosi behold a spectacle that turns
The sight o’ the eyes to pity.
. Strength, e I behold
A sinner sufferhis sin’s pepalty.
But lash the thongs about his sides.
Hephasus. w» So much
I must do. Urge no farther than I must.
Strength. Ay, but I wil/ urge —and, with shout on shout,
Will hound thee a. this qug.ry !~ Get thee down,
. And ring amain the iron round hir ‘ggs !
. Hephastus. That work was not long doing.
Strengik. Heavily now
Tt fall the strokes upon the perforant gyves !
For he who rates the work has a heavy hand.
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Hepheestus. Thy speech is savage as thy J:npe.
Strength, : Be thou
Gentle and tender ! but revile not me "
For the firm will and the untiuckling hate.
Hephestus, Yet us go! He 1s netted round with chains,
Strength. Here now, taunt on! and, having spoiled the gods
Of honours, crown withal thy mortal men
Who live a whole day out! Why, how could #key
Draw off from thee one single of thy griefs?
Methinks the Deemons gave thee a wrong name,
Promethens, which means Providence,—because
Thou dost thyself require a providence,
To escape the crushing of this rolling Doom.
Prometheus alone. O holy Ather, and swift-winged Winds,
And Ruver-wells, and laughter infinite
Of yon Sca-waves ! Earth, muther of us all,
And all-viewing cyclic Sun, 1 cry on you !—
Behold me, a god, what 1 endure from gods!
Behold, with throe on throe,
How, wasted by this woe,
1 wrestle down the myriad years of Time!
Behold how, fast around me,
The new King of the happy ones sublime
Has flung the chain he forged, has shamed and bound me !
Woe, woe ! to-day’s woc and the coming murrow’s
I cover with onc groan! And whue is found me
A limit to these sorrows ? .
And yct what word do 1 say? I have foreknown
Clearly all things that should he-- nothing done,
Comcs sudden to my soul -~and ] must bear
What is ordained with patience, beiag aware
Necessity doth front the universe
With an invincible gesture.  Yet this curse
Which strikes me now, I.ind it hard to brave
In silence or in speech.  Because I gave
Honour to mortals, 1 have voked my soul
To this compelling fate! Becange. stole
‘The secret fount of fire gvhose bubbles went
Over the ferule’s brim, and manward sent
Art’s mighty means and perfect rudiment,
That sin I expiate n this agony,
Hung here in fetters, ‘neath the blanching sky !
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Ah, atlme! what a sound,
What a fragrance sweeps up from a pinion unseen
Of agod, or a mortal, or nature hetween,—
Sweeping up to this rock where the carth has her bound,
To have sight of my pangs,—or scine guerdon obtain—
Lo! a god in the anguish, a god n the chain!
The god Zeus hateth sore,
And his gols hate agan,
As many as trod on hus glorificd floor,—
Because I loved mortals too much evermoce
Alas me! what 2 murmur and motion 1 hear,
As of birds flying near!
And the air undersings
The soft stroke of their wings—
And all life that approaches, T wait for in fear

Chorus of Sea Nymphs, 15t Strophe

Fear nothing ! our troop

Floats lovingly up, .

With a quick-varing <troke

Of wings steered to the rock ;
Having softened the soul ot our father below !
For the gales of swift-bearing have sent me a sound,=
And the clank of the non, the malleted blow,

Swote glown the profound

Of my caverns of old,
And struck the red hight in a blush from my brow, —
Thil I sprang up unsandalled. 1n haste to behold,
And rushed forth on my  hariut of wings manifold,

* Prometfeus. Alas me ! - alas nic |
Ye offspring of Tethys, who bor . at her breast
Many children ; and cke of Orcanus,~ he,
Who coils around earth with erpetual unrest ;

. Behold me, and «ce -

How, transfired with the fang
' Of a fetter, I hang .

On the high-jutting rocks of this fissure, and keep
An uncoveted watch o’er the world and the deep.
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Chorus, 1st Ant:':tque.l

1 behold thee, Prometheus—yet now, yet pow,
A terrible cioud, whose rain is tears,
Sweeps over mine eyes that witness how

Thy biody appears
Hung awaste on the rocks by infrangible chains !
For new 15 the hand and the rudder that steers
The ship of Olympus through surge and wind—
And of old things passed, no track is behind.

Prometheus. Under earth, under Hades,
Where the home of the shade is,
All into the deep, deep Tartarus,
I would he had hurled me adown !
I would he had plunged me, fastened thus
In the knotted chain, with the savage clang,
All into the dark, where there should be nong,
Neither god nor another, to laugh and see!
But now the winds sing thiough and shake _
The hurtled chains whercin I hang,—
And I, in my naked sorrows, make
Much murth for my enemy.

Clorus, 2nd Strophe.

Nay! who of the gods hath a heart so stern,
As to use thy woe for a root of mirth ?
‘Who would not turn more mild to lcarn
Thy sorrows? who of the heaven and earth,
Save Zeus? Butn
Right wrathfully
Bears on his sceptral souul unbent,
And rules thereby the heavenly seed ;
Nor will he cuase, till he content
His thirsty heart*in a finished deed ;
Or till Another s.all (\Elpear,
To win by fraud, to séwe by fear
The hardy cujstured government.

%

Prometheus. Vet even of me he shall have nead, )

That monarch of the blessed seed ;

»
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Of nfe, of me, who now am cursed

Bepeath his fetters dire !
To wring my sccret out withal,

And learn by whom his sceptre shall
Be filched from him—-as was, at first,

. His heavenly fire !

Yet he never shall ecnchant me

With his honey-lipped persuasion 3
Never, never shall he daunt me

With the oath and threat of passion,
Into speaking as they want me,
Till he loose this savage chain,

And accept the expiation
Of my sorrow, by his pain.

Chorus, 2nd Antistrophe.

Thou art, sooth, a brave god,
And, for all thou hast borne
From the stroke of the rod,
Nought relaxest from scorn !
But thou speakest unto me
»  Too free and unworn—
And a terror strikes through me,
And festers my soul,—
And 1 fear, in the roll
Of the storm, for thy fate,
In the ship far from shore—
Since the son of Saturnius is hard in his hate,
And unmoved in h.is heart evermore.

o LPrometheus., 1 know that Zeus is stern !
I kriow he metes his justise by his will !
And yet, I also know his soul shall learn
More softness when once broken D this ill,—
That, curbing his unconquerahle wrath,
He shall rush on in fear, to nicat with me
Who rush to meet with hiw, in agony,
'Fo issues of harmonious covenant. ®

Chorus. Remove the veil from all things, and relate
The story to us |—of what crime accused, -
Zeus smites thee with dishonourable pangs.
Speak | if to teach us do not grieve thyself.
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Prometheus. The utterance of these things zs torture to me,
But 50, too,. is their silence ! each way lics
Wou strong as fate ! — .

When gods began with wrath,

And war rose up between their starry brows,—
Some choosing to cast Chronos from his throne,
‘That Zcus might king it there ; and some in haste
With opposite oaths that they would have no Zeus
To rule the gnds for ever,—I, who brought
The counsel 1 thought meetest, could not move
The Titans, children of the Heaven and Earth,~—
Because, disdaining in their rugged souls
My subtle machinations, they assumed
It was an casy thing for force to take
The mastery of fate. My mother, then,
Who is called not only ‘Themis, but Earth too,
(Her single beauty joys in many names)
Did teach me, with reiterant prophecy,
What futurc should be,—and how conquering god:
Should not prevail by strength and violence,
But by guile only. When 1 told them <o,
They would not deign to contemplate the tinth
On all sides round ;—and thus, T deemed it best = -
To lead my mother upwards, willingly,
And set my Themis face to face with Zeus,
As willing to receive her! Tartaius,
With its abysmal cloister of the Dark,
Because 1 gave that counsel, covers up
The antique Chronos and his siding hosts ;
And, by that counsel helped, the king of gods
Hath recompensed me by these bitier pangs— .
For kingship wears a cancer at thq heart,—
To have no faith in friends. And then, ye ask
‘What crime it is for whiss: he tortures me—
It shall be clear beforc you. When at first .
He filled his father’s throne he made direct
And various gifts of glory to thédyods,
And dealt the empire ¢xt. Alone, of men,
Of miserable men, he took no count,
But yearned to sweep, their track off from the warld,
And plant a newer race there! And was none
Resisted that desire except myself!
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—%— :
Jdared it! 7 dre\x mortals back to light,
From meditated ruii deep as hell,- -
And, fos that wrong, I bow down in these pangs,
Dreadful to suffer, mournful to behold,—
And 1, who piticd man, am thought myself
Unworthy pity,—while I render out
Deep rhythms of anguish 'neath the harping hand
That strikes me thus !— a sight that shanies your Zeus !
, Chorus. Hard as thy chains, and cold as all these rocks,
Is he, Prometheus, who withholds his heart
+From joining in thy woe. I yearned before
'To fly this sight—and, now I gaze on it,
I sicken inwards.
Prometheus. To my friends, indecd,
I nwst be a sad sight.
Chorus. And didst thou sin
No more than so?
JLrometheus. I did restrain, besides,
My n.ortals from premeditating death.
Chorus. How didst thou medicine the plague-fear of death »
Lrometheus, 1 sct blind Hopes to inhabit in their house,
Chorus. By that gift, thou didst help thy mortals wcll,
Prometheus. 1 gave them also,—fire,
Chorus. And have they now,
'Those creatures of a day, the red-eyed fite?
Prometheus. They have ! and shall leun by it, many arts.
Chorus. And, truly, for such sins Zeus tortures thee,
And will relax no anguish? Canst behold
No limit to thy wrestling agony ?
Prometheus. No other | only what scems good to Him.
Chorus. And how will it seem good ? what hope remains ?
Seest thou !:1°t that thou hgst sinned? And that thou hast
sinne
It glads me wot to speak of, and grievon thee—
» Then let it pass from both | and seck thyself
Some outlet from despair. .
Promethéus. Ity in truth
An easy thing to stand aloof from pain »
And lavish exhortation and advice
On ope vexed sorely by it. I have seen
- All in prevision —By my choice, my choice,
I freely sinned—I will copfess my sin—




PROMETHEUS BOUN

And helping miortals, found mine own d@spairl
I did not think, indeed, that I should pine
Beneath such pangs against such skyey rocks,—
Doomed to this drear hill and no neighbouring
Of any life '—but mourn not ye for gnefs
I bear to-day I—drop rather to the plain,
And hear how other woes creep on to me,
And learn the consummation of my doom.
Beseech you, nymphs, beseech you t—grieve for me,
Who am now grieving —for gticf walks the earth,
And sits down at the foot of each by turns.
Chorus. We hcar the deep clash of thy words,
Prometheus, and obey !
And I spring with a rapid foot away
From the rushing car, and the holy air .
The track of Inrds—
And I drop to the 1ugged ground, and there
Await the tale of thy despair.

Enter QCFANUS.

Ocetanus. 1 reach the bourne of my weary road,
Where I could see and answer thee,
Prometheus, in thine agony !

On the back of the quick-winged bird I glode,

And I bridled him in
With the will of a god,—
And know, thy sorrow aches in me,
Constrained by the force of kin.
Nay, though that tic were all undone, -
For the life of none bheneath the sun
Would I seek a larger benifon,
Than 1 seek for thine ¥ —
And thou shalt learn my words are truth,~—
That no fair parthnce of the mouth !
Grows falsely out of mine!
Then give me a de.d to prove my faith,—
For no faster friend is nsmed in breath,
Than I, OceZnus, am thine. N
. DPrometheus. Ha! what has brought thee? Hast the
also come .
To look upon my woe? How hast thou dared
Ta leave the depths called after thee, the caves |
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To visit Earth, thg mother of my chain ?
Hast®come indeed to view my doom, and mourn
That I should sorrow thus? Gazc on, and see
How I, the fast friend of your Zcus,—how I,
The ercctor of the empire in his hand,—
Am bent beneath that hand, in this despair!
Oceanus. Prometheus, I behold,—and 1 would fain
* Exhort thee, though already subtle enough,~
To a better wisdom. Titan, know thyself,
And take ncw softness to thy manners, since
A new king rules the gods. If words likc these,
Harsh words and sharp oncs, thou wilt fling abroad,
Zcus haply, though he sit so far and high,
May hear thee do it ; and so this wrath of his,
Which now affects thec fiercely, shall appear
A mere child’s sport at vengeance! Wretched god,
Rather dismiss the passion which thou hast,
And seck a change from grief. Perhaps I seem
To address thee with old saws and outworn sense,—-
Yet such a curse, Prometheus, waits indeed
On lips that speak too proudly —nc'ertheless,
Thou dost not grow the meeker, nor dost yield
To evil rule the sooner,—yearning still
To gwell the account of gricf, with other gricfs
what are borne! Beseech thee, use me then
For counsel! Db not spurn against the pricks,—
Seeing that who reigns, reigns by cruclty,
And not by right. And now, I go from hence,
And will endeavour if a power of mine
Gan break thy fetters thrdugh. For thee,—~be calm,
And smooth thy words frort passion.  Knowest thou not
Of perfect knowledge, thou who knowest too much,
That whef® the tongue wags, ruin n@ver lags?
Prometheus. 1 gratulate thec, who hast shared and dared
All things with me, cxcept their Senalty !
But now cease | leave thesesthoughts! It cannot be
‘That thou shouldst move Him. Hr"hnay #of be moved !
"And #hox, beware lest, this way, thou meet woe.
Qceanws. Ever thou wert more wise, for others’ use,
Than for thine own : the event, and not the word,
+ Attests it to me. Vet.where now I rush, °

Self-hewn and se§roofed with spontaneous rock,
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Thy wisdom hath no power to drag nfe back ;

Because 1 glory—glory in this aim

To win for thee deliverance from thy pangs,

As a free gift from Zeus. .
Prometheus. Why, there again

I give thec gratulation and applause !

Thou lackest no good will. But as for deeds,

IDo nought ! ’twere all done vainly ! helping nought,

Whatever thou wouldst do. Rather take rest,

And keep thyself from evil.  If T grieve,

1 do not therefore wish to multiply

The griefs of others,  Venly, not so!

For still my brother’s doom doth vex my soul,—

My Lrother Atlas, standing in the west,

Shouldering the column of the heaven and earth,

Mcet burden for a giant! And T have scen,

And pitied as I saw, the earth-born one,

‘The habitant of old Cilician caves,

The great war-monster of the hundred heads,

(All taken and bowed benceath the violent Hand),

Typhon the fierce, who did resist the gods,

And, hissing slaughter from his dieadtul jaws,

Did flash out frum his cyes a glory askance,

As if to storm the throne of Zeus! But so,

The slecpless arrow of Zeus flew straight 1o him,—

The headlong bolt of thunder breathing flame,

And struck him downward from his eminence

Of boastful exaltation! Through the soul

It struck him mainly ; and his strength was shrunk

To ashes, thunder-blasted. » Now, he lics

A helpless trunk supinely, at'full length,

Beside the strait of otean ;~over-ridden

By roots of Atna, --high upon whose tops

Hephastus sits arfty’ strikes the flashing ore, '

From which the great fire-rivers shall burst away

Hereafter, and dcvowt with savage jaws

The equal plains of fruitfubsSicily \—

Such passion he @all Loil back in hot darts

Of an insatiate fury and sough of flame,—

Fallen Typhon ;—howsoever struck and charred

By Zeus’s bolted thunder! But for thee,

Tiou art 1ot so unlearned as to.need
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My tewchmg—-le knowledge save thyself,
Z graff the full cup Pf a present deom,
And wdit till Zeus’s'soul hath quenched its wrath,
Oceanus. Hast thou no knowledge, then, of this, Prometheus—
‘That words do medicine anger?
Prometkeus, 1f the word
With seasonable softness touch the heart,
And, where the soul is ulcerous, scar it not
With any rudeness.
Oceanus. With a noble aim
I'o dare as nobly—is there harm in #ka/?
Dost thou discern it? ‘Tiach me.
Prometheus. I discern
An empty wish,—and umesultive wotk.
Oceanus. "T'hen let me bear the hain of punishment )
Since it most profits that the truly wise
Should seem not wise at all.

Prometheus. And this will seem
A crime of mine.

Oceanus. In truth, thinc argument
Sends me back home.

Prometheus. Because thy grief for me
Might cast thee down to hate.

Oceanus. The hate of Him,

Who sits a new king on the general throne?
P"oﬂielﬁms Beware of him,—lest thine heart grieve by
him.
Oceanus. 'Thy doom, Prometheus, be my teacher!
LPrometheus. Gol
Depart—Dbeware l—and keepethe mind thou hast.
Oceanus, 'T'hy words dnte after, as 1 rush before—
Lo ! my fourfooted Bird sweps smooth and wide
The flats of air with balanced pimons, glad
To bend hi%'knee at home, in the ccmgn-stall,
[Zxit OceANvS,

15 Strodhe,

I moan thy fate, I moan for whee,
Promctheus! From my restless eyes,
Drop by drop intermittently,
A tricklin lgustream of tears supplies
My cheeks all wet from fountains free,—
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Because that Zeus, the sternly
Whose law 1s taken from his bj east,
Uplifts hus sceptre manifest
Over the gods of old.

132 Antistrophe.

All the land 15 moaning
With a mumured plaint to day!
All the moital nations,
Having habitations
Near the holy Asia,
Are a dirge intoning
For thine honour and thy brother’s,
Once majestic beyond others
In the old behef,—
Now arec groanming 1n the groaning
Of thy deep-vorced gnef,

2nd Strophe.

Mourn the vugins, ’habitant
Of the Colchian land,
Who with white, calm bosoms, stand
In the battle’s roar—
Mourn the Scythian tribes that haunt
The verge of earth, Meotis’ shore—

2nd Antistrophe.

And Arabia’s battle crown,
ﬁld dwelleis 1n the lofty town
ount Caucasus sublimely nears,—
An 1ron squadion, thurylering down
With the sharp-prowed spears.
4 L)
But one other before have I seen to remain,
| By invincible pun -
*Bound and vanquished,—one Twan '—'twas Atlas who bears,
In a curse from the goids, by that strength of his own !
Which he evermore wears,
The weight of the heaven on his shoulder alone,
While he sighs up the stars!
And the ocean-tides bellow, in bursting their bars,—r

¢
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Murmuws §tir the profound,—

Axad glaoladé s roars up tluough the chasm of the
und,—

And the founts of the pure running nvers moan low
In the pathos of woe.

Promethens Beseech you, think not I am silent thus
Through pride or scorn! I only gnaw my heart
With meditation, sccing, mysclf so wronged!

For so—thcir honous to these new made gods,
What other gave but I,- -and sharcd them out
With distnibution? Ay—but here 1 am dumb,
For here, I should repcat your knowledge to you,
If I spake aught. List rather to the works
I Aid for mortals, and how, fools bifore,
1 made them wise and true i aim of soul ! —
And I will tell you—not as taunting them,
But teaching you the mtcntion of my gifts,
How, first bcholding, they beheld in vain,
And hearing, heard not, but, like shapes 1n dreams,
Mixed all things wildly down the tedious time,
Nor knew to build a bousc against the sun,
With wicketed s1des, nor any woodwork knew,
But Iived, like silly ants, beneath the ground
In hollow caves unsunned  There, came to them
No stedfast sign of winte1, nor of spring
Flower-perfumed, nor of autumn full of fruit,—
But all things they did blindly and lawlessly,
Until T taught them how the stars do 1se
And set 1n mystery; and_devi.ed for them
Number, the mducer of Philusophics,
The synthesis of Letteis, afd beside
The artificer of all things, Memor,
That sweet Muse-mother I was fif® to yoke
The servile beasts 1n couples, ¢irrying
An heirdom of man’s burden on®therr backs !
¥ joined to charots, steedsSthat love the bit
They champ, at—the chief pomp of ¢8lden ease!l .
And no one else but I, achieved, beside,
The seaman’s chariots, wandering on the brine
gj:h linen wings! And I—oh, miserable I—

0 did devise for mortals all these arts,
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Have no device left now to save mys At
From the woe I suffer ! r e
Chorus. Very shameiul woe, "

“Thou suffercst, and dost stagger from the sense,

Bewildered ! Like a bad leech falling sick,
Thou’rt faint at heart, and canst not find the drugs
Required to save thysclf.

Lromethens. Harken the rest,
And marvel further—what more arts and means
1 did mvent, —this, greatest —if & man
Fell sick, there was no cure, nor esculent,
Nor chrism, nor liquid ; but, for lack of drugs,
Men pincd and wasted, till 1 showed to them
Those mixtures of emollient remedies
Whercby they might be rescued from disease.
I fixed the various rules of mantice art,
Discerned the vision from the common dream,
And made them wise in vocal auguries
Hard to interpret : and definced as plain
The wayside omens, —flights of crook-clawed birds,—
Showed which are, by their nature, fortunate,
And which not so, and what the food of cach,
And what the hates, affections, social needs,
Of all 10 one another; antd what sign
Of visceral lightness, coloured to a shade,
May charm the genial gods, and what fair spots
Commend the lung and liver. Brurniung so,
The linibs ¢ncased in fat, and the long chine,
I led my mortals on to an art abstruse,
And cleared their eyes to the, image in the fire,
Erst filmed in dark. Enough said now of this.
And for those helps of man” hid underground,
The iron and the brass, silver and gold,
Can any dare say hat he found them out
Before me? None, I know! TUnless he choose
To vaunt a vain lic. ‘ Learn the whole, in brief,—
That all arts came to mort&ils from Prometheus.

Chorus. Give thortals no unseasonablet help,
Neglecting thine own sorrow ; since, for me,
I have hope to see thee break these fetters still,

And stand up strong as Zeus. .
A Prometheus, This ends dot thus,
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The oracular Faie gdains. 1 must be bowed
By $nfinite woes and pangs, to escine this chain,
ecessity is stronget than minc art.
Chwrus. Who holds the helm of that Necessity ?
Promethens. The threefold Fates and the unforgetting Furies
Chorus. 1s Zeus less absolute than these aie?
Prometheus. Yea,
And therefore cannot fly what is ordained. .
Chorus. What is ordained for Zeus, exeept to be
A king for ever?
Lrometheus. "Tis too carly yet
For thee to learn it : ask no more.

Chorus. Perhaps
Thy secret may be holy ?
Lrometheus. Turn thy mind

"T'o another matter! this, it is not time

To speak abroad, but to veil utterly

In silence still.  For by that secret kept,

I ’scepe this chain’s dishonour, and its woe,

Chorus, 1st Straphe.
Never, oh never,
May Zcus, the all-giver,
Wrestle down from his throne,
In that might of his own,
T» antagonis¢ mine !
Never let me delay
10 bend on my way
To the gous, of the shrine,
Vhere the alta: is full
f the Lloog of the Lull,
Near the tossing brine
& Of Ocean my fathcimy
Nor my sin, be it sped n the word that is said,
But my vow, he grather
Consum:aated,
Ngr evermorc fail, nor evegnore pine.

152 Antistrophe.

"Tis sweet to have
Life lengthened out _
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By the very doubt,
Till the spirit swells bold
‘With the joys foretold !
But I thrill to behold
Thee, victim doomed,
By the countless cares
And the drear desparrs,
Lifelong, consumed.
And all because thou, who art fearless now,
With Zeus above,
Dost overflow, for mankind below,
With a free-souled, reverent love.

O friend, behold and see!
What’s all the beauty of humanity ?
Can it be fair?
What’s all the strength P—is it strong ?
And what hope can they bear,
These dying livers—hiving one day long?
And seest thou not, my friend,
How feeble and slow,
And like a dream, doth go
This poor blind manhood, drifted from its end?
And how no mortal wranghngs can confuse
The harmony of Zeus ?

With hopes that are brave (

v

Prometkeus. 1 have learnt these things,
From the sorrow in thy face ! .
Another song did drep its wings
Upon my lips in other days,—
When round the bath, 1mnd round the bed,
The hymencal chant instead,
I sang for thee, and smzled —
And thou didst lead, with gxfts and vows,
Hesione, my falther’s child,
To be thy wedded spouse.
o enters. h
Jo. What land is this? what people is here?
And who is he, who writhes, I see,
In the rock-hung chain? .
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Now, what iz thg crime that hath brought thec to pain?
And what is thejland—make answer free—
ich I wandegthrough, in my wrong and fear ?—

Ah! ah! ah me!

The gad-fly stingeth to agony !

O Earth, keep off that phantasm pale

Of earth-horn Axgus ! —ah '—I quail
When my soul descries

That herdsman with the myuad eyes—

Which seem, as he comes, one crafty eye !

Graves hide hin not, though he should dw,—

But he doggeth me in my misery

From the roots of death, on high—on high—

And along the sands of the siding deep,

Al famine-worn, he follows me,

And his waxen reed doth undersound
The waters round,

And giveth a measure that gweth slecp.

Woe, woe, woe !
Where shall my weary course be done P—
What wouldst thou with me, Saturn’s son?
And in what have I sinned, that I should go,
Thus yoked to grief by thine hand for ever?
Ah! ah! dost vex me so,
. That I madden and shiver,
Stuhg through with dread?
Flash the fire down, to burn me!
Heave the carth up, to cover me!
Or plunge me in the deep, with the salt waves over me,
Where ¢he sea-beasts may be fed!
And, O king, do ot spmn me
In my prayer !
For this" wandering, everlonger, ev@more,
Hath overworn ine,—
Anfl T know not on wha® shore
' I may xest from m¥ despair.

»
' Chorus. Hearest thou what the ox-homed maiden saith ?
Promeéthens. How could I choose but hearken what she salth,
'I‘lw frensjed maiden ?—Inachus’s child >~
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Why lengthen out thy maiden hours, whengfate
Permits the noblest spousal in the world ?

For Zeus burns with the arrow of thy lov
+And fain would touch thy beauty.—And fOr thee,—
Girl—spurn not Zeus ! but fly to l.erne’s mead,
That's green around thy father’s flocks and stalls,
Until the passion of the heavenly eye

Be quenched in sight.”—Such drcams did, all night long,
Constrain me—me, unhappy !—till I dared

To tell my father how they trod the dark

With visionary steps ; whereat he sent

His frequent heralds to the Pythian fane,

And also to Dodona, and inquired

How best, by act or speech, to pleasc the gods,—
And thesc returning, brought back oracles

Of doubtful sense, indefinitc response,

Dark to interpret. Then, at last, there came

To Inachus an answer that was clear,—

Thrown straight as any bolt, and spoken out.

This—* He should drive me from my home and land,
And bid me wander to the cxtreme verge

Of all the carth—or, if he willed it not,

Should have a thunder, with a fiery cye,

Leap straight ffom Zeus, to burn up all his race,

To the last root of it.” By which Toxean word,
Subdued, he drove me forth, and shut me out,

He loth, me loth,—but Zeus’s forceful bit
Compelled him to the decd !—And instantly

My body and soul were changed and distraught,

And, horntd as ye see, and spurged along

By the fanged insect, with a maniag leap

I rushed on to Kenchrea’s limpid stream,

And Lerne’s fountain-well. And there, the earth-born,
The herdsman Argus, gpost immitigable .
Of wrath, did find me out, and track me out

With countless eyes, set stgring at my steps |—

An unexpected and most sudden doom

Drew him from life—Jut I—curse-stricken sty

Am driven from land to land before the s

The gods hold o’er me. _So, thou hast heard the past,
And if-the bitter future thou canst tell,

Speak on! I charge thee, do not flatter me
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Through pity, with false words! for, in my mind,
Decemng wor ore shame than torturing.

Chorus.

Hush ! silence here!
Nevermore, nevetmore,
Would I languish for
The stranger’s word
To thrll mne ear '—
Nevermore for the wrong and the woc and the fear,
So hard to behold,
Ang so hard to bear,
To pierce my soul with a double cdged sword,
And a shding cold!
Ah Fate! ah mel—
1 shudder to see
This wandering maid in her agony.

Prometheus. Grief is too quick in thee, and fear too full !
DBe patient till thou hast learned the rest!

Chorus. Speak—tcach —
To thosc who are sad already, it seems sweet,
By clear foreknowledge, to make perfeet, pan.

LPrometheus. ‘The hoon ye asked me first was lightly won,—
For first ye asked to hear this maiden’s grief
As her own lips gight tell it—now 1emains
To list what other sorrows she so young
Must bear from Here! Inachus’s child,

O thou !—drop down thy sgul, my weighty words,
’.?nd measure thence the dandmarks which are set
o end thy wandering! T Tgward the orient sun

First turn thy face from minc, and journey on

Along thesdesert flats, till thou shalt gome

Where Scythia’s shepherd peoples dwell aloft,

Pérched in wheeled waggons under woven roofs,

And twang the rapid arrow past the how—

A roach theg@hot ; but mﬁmg i thypcourse

gﬁ ore-rocks sounding from the sea,

Deput t country. On the left hand dwell
‘The iron-workers, called the Chalybes,

Of whom beware ] for certes they are stern,
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And nownse bland to stringers  Reaching a0
The strecam Hybristes (well the scornes callf d),
Attempt no passage ,—1t 15 hard to pass
Or ere thou come to Caucasus itsclf,
That highest of mountuns,~ wherce the rniver’s strength
Is jutted fiom the hu_hts—and thou must chmb
Those mount un tops thutt naighbou. with the stars,
And tread the southward way, and nea, at last,
The Amazoman host thit lnteth man,
Who shall inhabie Themuscyra, closc
Upon Jhamodon wherc the scis 10ugh jin
Doth gn1ish at Salmydssy, ind provide
A cruel host to stamen, and to ships
A stepdamc harsh!' Tle same shall ko ad thee on
With untcluctant hwd il thou shidt aine
Just whete the otean  ites show ninowest,
On the Cuminernin isthmus,—lcw mg w hich
Behoves thee swim with ghastly foititude
Thyy strait Mrots Ay ! nd cvamoic
That traveisc shdl be famous on men’s hyps,
That strant callcd Bosphorus, the horned onc s 10ad,
So named becausc of thce ! Thou so wilt pass
Irom Emopc s plamn 1o Asiv’s continent
How thiak ye, nymphs? the king of ods appyars
Impartial in his violent deeds? Forlo!
The god desnous of this mortal’s love
Hath cuised her with these wandciings  Ah, fan child,
Thou hist met a bitter groom for biidal tioth !
For all thou yet hast heard, can only prove
The incompleted prelude of thy doom.
Zo Ah, ah!
Prometheus  15't thy turn, now, to shnck and moan?
How wilt thou, when thou hast hearhened what réemains ?
Chorus Beudes the grief thou hast told, can aught remam ?
Prometheus A sta~ of foredoonied evil worked to storm.
Zo What boots my Iifc, hen? why not cast myself
DNown headlong from this miserable rock,
That, dashed against ‘e flats, I may redcem
My soul fiom sorrow? Better once to die,
Than day by day to suffer
Prometheus. Venly, )
It would be hard for thee to bear my woe,
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For Death redecjus from woe : and now I see
In a]) my far prefision, not a bound

Toall I suﬂ'er, : that Zeus shall fall

From being a king.

For whom it is ipointed not to die,

And can it ever be
That Zeus shall fall from empire ?

LPrometheus. Thou, methinks,
Wouldst take some joy to see it.
lo Could I choose

Z, who endure such pangs, now, by that Zeus ?
Promethens. Learn from me, therefore, that the cvent shall be.
Jo. By whom shall lns imperial sceptied band

Be emptied so?

LPromethens  1mself shall spoil himself,

Tarough his imprudeut counscls.

Jo. How? dedlaie,

Unless the word bring evil.

Lromctheus. e shall wed—

And in the marriage-bond be joned to grief.

Jo. A heavenly bride—-o1 human?  Speak it out,

If it be utterable.

Promethens. Why should T say which?

It ought not to be uttered, verily.

2o. Then

It is his wifc shall tear him from his throne °
Prometiens. If 15 his wife shall bear a son to lum,

More mighty than the father.

Jo. From this doom
Hath he no refuge?

Prometheus. Nenc -or erc that I,
f.oosed from thése felters—.

Yea— but who shall loose thee

While Zeus is adverse ? -

Prometheus. Oue who is born of e, —
It is ordained so. .

Jo. What ig this thou sayest—
A, ron of m: all loose thee from tlyy woe?

fhmt . After ten gencrations, count thiee more,
And find hnn in the third.

Jo. The oracle

Remains obscure.
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Prometheus. And search it not, to 1
Thine own griefs from it. '

Jo. Point me not tola good,
To leave me straight bereaved.

FPrometheus. I am prepared
To grant thee one of two things.

do. But which two?
Set them before me—grant me power to choose.

Prometheus. 1 grant it—choose—if T shall name aloud
What griefs remain to wound thee, or what hand
Shall save me out of mine.

Chorus. Vouchsafe, O god,
The one grace of the twain to her who prays,
‘The next to me—and turn back nerther prayer
Dishonoured by denial. Thus, to her,
Declaie the future wandering of her feet—
Then point me to the looser of thy chain —
Because 1 yearn to know 1t.

Prometheus. Smce ye will,
Of ahsolute will, this knowledge, T will set
No contrary against 1t, nor keep back
A word of all ye ask for. To, first
To thee I must recount thy wandering course
Far winding ; as I tell it, write it down
In thy soul’s book of memories. When thou hast past
‘The flowing bound that parts two continents,
Track on the footsteps of the onent snn
In his own fire —across the roar of seas,
Fly, till thou hast reached the Gorgonean flats
Beside Cisthene—there the Phorcides,
Three ancient maidens, live, with shape of swan,
One tooth between them, and a gommon eye,
On whom the sun doth never look at all
With all his rays, nor egermore the moon, .
When she looks through the night. And nigh to these
The Gorgon sisters three, anclothed with wings,
And wearing snakes for cutls, and man abhorned.
There is no mortal gacns in their face,
And gazing can breathe on. I speak of such\‘
To guard thee from their horror. Ay! and list
Another tale of a dreadful sight! bewarc
The Griffins, those unbarking dogs of Zeus,
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One-eyed, that thoves on horschack, habiting

ide the riverfhat runs bright with gold,
The stream of Pluto—near them not ! anon
Thou'lt come tQ a distant land, « dusky tribe,
Of dwellers at the fountain of the Sun,
Whence flows the river Aithiops l—wind along
Its banks and turn off at the cataracts,
Just as the Nile pours, from the Bybline hills,
His holy and swect wave !—his course shall guide
Thine own to that triangular Nile-ground,
Where, Io, is ordained for thee and thine
A distant exile. Have I said, in this,
Aught darkly or incompletely ?~- now repeat
‘The question, make the knowledge full! Behold,
1 have more leisurc than 1 covet, here.

Chorus. If thou canst tell us aught that’s left untold
Or loosely told of her most dreary flight,
Declare it straight ! but if thou hast uttered all,
Grant us that latter grace for which we prayed,
Remembering how we prayed it.
Prometheus. She has hear
The fulness of the wandering of her woe—
But that she may have knowledge not to have heard
All vainly, I will tell what she endured
Ere coming hither, and invoke the past
To prove my pgescience truc  And so—to leave
All crowd of jostling words, and pass at once
To the first step of thy course—when thou hadst gone
To thosc Molossian plains which sweep around
« Dodona shoulgering Heaven, whereat the fane

Of Zeus Thesprotian kceyeth oracle,—
And, wonder past belicf, the oaks do wave
Articul#te adjurations—ay, and theyg
Did so salute thee in no phrase perplexed,
But clear with glory, fioble wifesof Zcus

Those sh mjthed dogs, and the Arimaspian host,

Who shouldst be—(Heregionie sweetness took thy sense 1)

, 1 hou didst gsh further onward,—s*sng along
The ore,—toward Rhea’s mighty bay,—
And, tost back from it, were tost to it again
In stormy evolution —and, know well,

In coming time that hollow of the sea

517
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Shall bear the name Ionian, and present

A monument of Io’s passage through,

Unto all mortals. These words be the signy

Of my soul’s power to look beyond the veil

Of visible things. ‘The rest, to you and her,

I will declare in common audience, nymphs,

Returning thither where my speech brake off.

There is a town Canobus, built upon

‘The earth’s far margin, at the mouth of Nile,

And on the mound washed up by it l—1o, there

Shall Zeus give back to thee thy perfect mind,

And only by the touch and by the stioke

Of his undreadful hand ! and thou shalt bear

A dusky son to Zeus, who shall be called

Thence, Epaphus, the Touched! That son shall pluck the

fruit

From all that land wide-watered by the flow

Of finoding Nile,—and, counting from his life

The fifth full generation,—which involves

Full fifty maidens, a fair woman-race,

Shall back to Argos turn reluctantly,

To fly the proffered nuptials of their kin,

Their father’s brother’s.  But they, passion-struck,

Like falcons bearing hard on flying doves,

Shall drive on, hunting on that quarry of love

They should not hunt—till envious Heaven shall lay

A curse betwixt that beauty and their desire,

And Grecce 1eceive them, to be overcome

In murthcrous woman-war, hy fierce red hands,
 Round which the night kecps watch.  Yor cvery wife

Shall slay her husband, dyejng deepuin bloog)

The sword of double edges——(nov& do I wish

As fair 2 marriage-joy to all my foes !)

One bride alone shall fil to smite to death ¢

‘The head upon her pillow, touched with love,

And blunted in her purposes and impelled

To choosc the lesser evil, and prefer

The wearing on her cherks the coward’s sha

"To blood-guilt on her hands. She shall gwe

To a royal race in Argos—tedious speech -

Were needed to speak clearly and at

Of these things~'tis enough that from this seed
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‘Whose armns < Behold,
My emother Thejnis, that old Titaness,
Instructed me ih this oracular truth;

But how and when, I should be long to speak,
And thou, in hearing, would t not gain at all.

Shall spring thegstrong He—famous with the bow,
ql‘br,eak my feticrs off !

Jo. Eleleu, eleleu!
How the spasm and the pain,
And the fire on the brain,
Strike, burnig me thiough !
How the sting of the curse, all aflame as it flew,
Pricks me onward again !
How my heart, in its terror, is spurning my breast,—

. And my eyes, like the whecls of a charot, roll round,—
I am whirled from my course, to the east, to the west,
In the whirlwind of frensy all madly inwound—

And my mouth is unbridled for anguish and hate,
And my words beat in vain, in wild storms of unrest,
On the sea of my desolate fate.

Chorus.—Strophe.

Oh! wisest of the wise is he
Who first within his «pirit knew,
And with his tongue declared it true,
That love comes best that comes unto
The equal of degree !

And that the poor and that the low
Should seek no love from those above,
Whose souls gre’ fluttered with the How
Of als aboutqlhclr goltlen height,
Or proud becau®e they sce arow

e Ancestral crowns of ligl;t!

Aﬂfl'tf/eplle.

Oh L never, nevgr may ye, Fates,
hold me with your avsul eyes

Lift mine too fondly up the skies,
Where Zeus, upon the purple, waits '—

Nor let me step too near—too near—
To any suitor, bright from heaven—
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Because 1 sce—because I fear
'This loveless maiden vexed and liden

By this fell’ curse of Here, cn
On wanderings drcad and dicas !

LEpode,

Nay, grant an cqual troth instead,
Of nuptial love, to bind me by ! —
It will not hurt—1I shall not dread
To meet it in reply.
And let not love, from those above,
Revert and fix me, as 1 said,
With that incvitable Eye!
I have no sword to fight that fight —
I have no strength to tiead that path —
I know not if my nature hath
The powcr to bear, — I cannot sce,
Whither, from Zeus’s infinite,
I can have power to flee.

Prometheus. Yet Zeus, howbeit most absolute of will,
Shall turn to meekness,—such a mamage 1te
He holds in preparation, which anon
Shall thrust him headlong from his gercut seat,
And leave no track behind | and so the curse
His father Chronos muttered mn his fall,

As he fell from his ancient throne and cursed,
Shall be accomplished wholly—no escape
Frdm all this ruin shall the filial-Zcus

Have granted to him, from onc oftall his gas,
Unless I teach it—1 the refuge Jnow,

And I, the means —Now, therefore, let him sit
And brave the immiugnt doom, and fix his faith
On his supernal noises, hurtling on

With restless hand, the bolt that breathes out fire— -
For these things shall not help him—none <them._

€

Nor hinder his perdisivyn when he falls

To shame, and lower than patience,— such a foe!

He doth himself prepare against himself,

A wonder of unconqucrable Hate,

A new deviser of a nobler fire .
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Than shines in lightnings, and of grander sound
Than aught the thunder rolls,—out-thundering it,—-
O power to shatgfr in Poscidon’s fist
The trident-spear, which, while it piagues the sea,
Doth shake the shores around it. Ay, and Zeus,
By this destruction, lost, shall mcte at length
The gulf which severs rule from scrvitude.
Chorus. 'Thou makest threats for Zeus of thy desires,
Prometheus. I tell you, all these things shall be fulfilled,
As, also, I desire them.
Chorus. Must we then
Look out for one to come, to master Zeus?
Prometheus. 'These chains weigh lighter than his sorrows
shall,
Chorus. How art thou not afraid to speak such words?
Prometheus. What should 7 fear, who cannot die?
Chorus. But /e
Can visit thee with dreader woc than death’s.
Promethens. Why, let him do it —1I am here, prepared
For all things and their pangs.

Chorus. The wise aie they
‘Who reverence Adrasteia.
Prometheus. Reverence thou,

Adore thou, flatter thou, whomever reigns,
Whenever reigning—but for me, your Zeus

Is less than nothing! T.ct him act and reign

His brief hour owt according to his will—

He will not, therefore, rule the gods too long !—
But lo! 1 see that courier-gnd ot Zeus,

That new made menial of the new-ctowned king—
He doubtless camces to t&l us something new

L)
HuRMRS nters.,

Hermes. 1 speak 1o thee, that soplfist,—speaker down
Of scorn by scorn,—that sinner aganst gods;
That reverencer of men,— that tlflef of fire,—
I puecak to and pdjure theeé Zeus commands
y declaratifn of what marriage-rite ®
s this, to #ove thy vaunt, and cause his fall
From absolute rule! And do not wrap thy speech
In riddles, but speak clearly! Do not cast
Ambiguous paths, Prometheus, for my feet—
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Since Zeus, thou mayst perceive, is scavcr won

To mercy by such means.

Prometheus. ’ A speech wef-mouthed

In th’ utlerance, and full-minded in the sCase,

As doth befit a servant of the gods ! ,

New gods, ye newly reign, and think, forsooth,

Ye dwell in towers too high for any dart

To take a wound there I-—Have T not stood by

While two kings fell from thence ? and shall I not

* Behold the third, the same who rules you now,

Fall, shamed, to sudden ruin ?—-Do I seem

To tremble and quail before your modern gods?

T cast the thought off far '—For thee, depart,

Re-tread thy steps in haste! To all, so asked,

T answer nothing.

Lermes. T'was this wind of pride

‘That took thec of yore full suil upon these rocks.
Prometheus. 1 would not barter—learn thou soothly

that !—

My suffering for thy service ! for I hold

It is a nobler thing to serve this rock

Than live a faithful slave to father Zeus—

And thus on scorners I retort their scorn.

Hermes. It scems that thou dost glory in thy despair.
Prometheus. I, glory? would my foes did glory so,
And I stood by to see !—-and naminy them,
‘Thou art not unremembered. ‘
Hermes. Dost thou charge
Me also with the blame of any gricf ?
= Prometheus. 1 tell thee, I loathe the universal gods,

Who for the good I gave them ret:dercd back

The ill of their injustice. p
Hermes. Thou art mad—

I hear thee gaving, Titan, at the full ! )
Promethe®s 1If it be madness to abhor my foes,

May I be mad ! o
Hermes. If thou wert prosperous,

Thou wouldst be unvmdurable. N
Prometheus. Alas! -
Heymes. Zeus knows not that word. . .
Prometheus, But maturing time

Doth teach all things.
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Hermes. 4 Howbeit, thou hast not learnt
The wisdom yet, \hou needest.
SPrawmetheus. If T had,
I should not talk"thus with a slave like thee.
Hermes. Thoy dost vouchsate no answer, as I think, N
To the great Sire’s requirements,
Prometheus. Verily
I owe him grateful service,--and should pay it.
Ilermes. Why, thou dost mock me, Titan, as T stood
A child before thy face.
Lromethens. No child, forsoath,
But yet more foolish than a foolish ¢hild,
If thou expect that T should answer aught
Thy Zeus can ask.  No torturc fiom his hand,
Nor any machination in the world,
Shall force mine uticrance, cre he loose, himsels,
These cankernus fetters from me'  For the rest,
let him now hurl his blenching lightnings down,
And with his white-winged snows, and mutterings deep
Of subterranean thunders, mu ull things ;
Confound thuemn in disorder ! None of this
Shall bend my sturdy will, and make me speak
The name of his dethroner who shall come.
Hermes. Can this avail thee?  look to it !
Lromethens. Long ago
It was logked forward to—precounsclled of.
Hermes. Vain god, take righteous courage !— dare for once
To apprehend and fiont thine agonies
With a just prudence !
Promethens. Vainiy dost thou chafe
My soul with eshortatiom a: the sea
Goes beating on the rock. gOh! think no more
That I, fear-struck by Zeus to a woman’s mind,
Will suppticate him, loathed as he ise
With womanly upliftings of my hands,
To break these chains ! Fax {rofy me be the thoughts !
Hermes. T hgye indeed, gretninks, said much in vain,—
For still thy Le:art, beneath my showem of prayers,
Lies dry hard !-—nay, leaps like a young horse
Who bites against the new bit in his teeth,
And tugs and struggles against the new-tricd rein,~
Still fiercest in the weakest thing of all,
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Whith sophism is,—for absolute will along
When left to its motions in perverted minds,
Is worse than null, for strength! Beholdfand see,
Unless my words persuade thee, what a blast
And whirlwind of incvitable woe .
Must sweep persuasion through thee! For at first
‘The Father will split up this jut of rock
With the great thunder and the bolted flame,
And hide thy body where the hinge of stone
Shall catch it like an arm !—and when thou hast passed
A long black time within, thou shalt come out
To front the sun ; and Zecus’s winged hound,
The strong carnivorous eagle, shall wheel down
To meet thec,—self-called to a daily feast,—
And set his fierce beak in thee, and tear off
The long rags of thy flesh, and batten deep
Upon thy dusky liver! Do not look
For any end, morcover, to this curse,
Or ere some god appear, to bear thy pangs
On his own head vicarious, and descend
With unreluctant step the darks of hell,
And the deep glooms enringing Tartarus !- -
Then ponder this ! —the threat is not a growth
Of vain invention : it is spoken and meant !
For Zeus's mouth is impotent to lic, .
And doth complete the utterance in the act’ -
So, look to it, thou !—take heced —and novermore
Forget good counsel, to indulge self-will!
Chorus. This Hermes suits his reasons to the times—
At least I think so l—since he bids thee drop
Self-will for prudent counsel.  Yield to him ! .
When the wise err, their wisdom proves their shame.
Promethens. Unto me the foreknower, this mandate of
power, - ‘
He cries, to reveal it!
And scarce strange is my fute, if 1 suffer from hate,
At the hour that,I feel it ! '
Let the locks of the ¥yghtning, all bristling a}C{vhitming, .
Flash, coiling me round !
While the ather goes surging ’neath thunder and”scotg:
m - 1
£ . Of wild winds unbound !
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S
Let the blast of the fymament whirl from 1ts place
The earth rooted helow, ~
And the brine of the lccan, in rapid emotion,
Be # driven in the face
Of the stars up in heaven, as they walk to and fro!
Let him hurl me anon, into Tartatus— on—
To the blackest degree,
With Necessity’s vortices strangling me down |
But he cannot join death to a fate mcant for me /
Hermes. Why, the words that he speaks and the thoughts that
he thinks,
Are maniacal -sad!
And if Fate, who hath bound bém, jnst looscns the links,—
Yet he’s nigh to be mad.
Then depart ye who groan with him,
Leaving to moan with him—
Go in haste! lest the rpar of the thunder, in nearing,
Should blast you to idiocy, living and hearing,
Chkerus. Change thy speech for another, thy thought for a new,
If to move me and teach me, indeed be thy car !
For thy words swerve so far from the loyal and true,
That the thunder of Zeus scems niore easy to bear.
How ! couldst teach me to ventuie such vileness?  Behold !
I choose, with this victim, this angwsh foretold !
For I turn from the traitor in hate and disdain,-—
And I know that the curse of the treason is worse
’ Thgn the pang of the chain.
Hermes. Then remember, O nymphs, what I utter hefore,—
Nor, when pierced by the arrows that Até will throw you
Cast the hlame on your fate, apd declare evermore P
That Zeus thrust you on gnguish he did not foreshow you.
Nay, verily, nay ! for ye perish anon 4
For your deed—Dby your chd¥ee '—hy no blindness of doubt,
No abruptness of doom !—but by madnegs alonc, :
' In the great net of Até, whence none cometh out,
Ye a1e wound and gndone !
Prometheus, Ay| in act, now-—in word, now, no more !
. Tarth is rocking 1n spacey)
And the thungyd’s crash up with a 10ar upon roar—
And red eddies of lightning flash fires in my face—
And the whirlwinds are whirlibg the dust round and round—
And the blasts of the winds universal, leap free,
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And blow each upon each, with a passion of sound,—
And @ther goos mingling 1 stoum with the sea !
Such a cutse. on my head, m a mwmfeg dread,
J rom the hand of your /cus has been \artled along!
O iy mother’s fair gloiy ! O A ther, enringing,
All cyes, with the sweet common light of thy bringing,
Dost hou see how I suffer this wrong?

[—; PR

A TAMINI] TOR ADONIS
FROM LHI (RIgk OI RION

1

I Moury for Adont  Adcmis 18 dead !

Fawr Adoms 15 ded, and he Tove are Jamenung
Sleep, Cyprs, no motc, on thy pmple strewed ed,

Anse, wretch stoled 1 blach, — bet thy breast unrclenting,
And shriek to the woilds, 1 air Adonis 1s dcad ”

11

I mouwin for Adoms— the Toves nc himenting
He lics on the hiils, 11 his beauty and de ath,
The white tusk of a boar has tianspierced his white thigh,
And his Cypns grows macd at the thin gispmg breath,
While the black blond dnips down on the pale wory
And his eycballs Iie gqucnched with the waght of Ius brows.
Th~ rosc fades from his ips and, upon them )ust parted,
The kiss dies which Cypris censents not to lose,
Though the kiss of the Dead canntit mahe her glad hearted—
*  He knows not who kisscs hie dead in the dows

m

1 mourn for Adoms -the fuoves aic lamenting
Deep, deep m the thigh 15 Adomis’s wound ,
But a decper 1n Cyppy’s bosom prcsenting - o
The youth licth dead, while his dogs howl a1 wund,
And the nymphs wecp aloud fioms the mists of the hll, —
And the poor Aphrodite, with/.regses unbound,
Al]l dishevelled, unsandalled, shrieks mournful and shrill
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*Through the dusk of the groves. The thorns, teming her feet,
Gather up the red flower of her Lluod, which is holy,
JEach footstep she takes ; and the valleys repeat
The sharp cry wifch she utters, and draw it out slowly
She calls on her spousc, her As~yrian, on him
Her own youth ;*while the dark bload spreads over his body—
The chest taking hue, from the gash in the lanb,
And the bosom, once ivory, turning to 1uddy.

1.

Ah, ah, Cytherea ! the Loves are Tnnenting —

She lost her fair spouse, and so lost her fair smile—
When he lived she was tau, by the whole world's consenting,
Whose fairness is dead with him ' woe worth the while !

All the mountains above and the oaklands below
Mutmur, ah, ah, Adomis! the streams overflow
Apbrodite’s deep wail,—river fountains m pity
Weep soft in the hills ; and the floncets, as they blow,
Redden outward with sortow ; while all hear ha go
With the song ot her sadness, through mountain and city.

A\

Ah, ah, Cytherea ! Adonis 15 dead -

Fair Adons is dead—-Xcho answers, Adonis !
Who weeps not for Cypis, when, bowing her head,

She stares at the wound where it gapes and astonies ?
~—When, ah, ah |- she saw how the bloed 1an away

And empurpled the thigh ; and. with wild hands flung out,
Said with sobs, “Stay, Adonis! unhappy one, stay —

Let me fecl thee oncc more -let me ring thee abo
With the clasp of my arnys, ‘and press kiss into kiss !
* Wait a ljtle, &donis and kiss me again,
For the last time, beloved ;®and bot so much of this,

That the kiss may learn life from the warmth of e <tiain '
—Till thy breath shall exude fiom thysoul to my mouth ;

To my heart ; and, the love- hgrm I once more receiving,
May drink thy love in it, and keep, of a truth.

'That one kic #in the plac® of Adonigthe living,

ou fliest y»&, mournful one, fliest me far,

My Adofiis ; and seekcd the Acheron portal,—
To Hell’s cruel King, goed} down with a scar,

While I weep, and live on like a wretched immortal,
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And follow no step ;—O Persephone, take him,
My husband ! —thou'rt better and brighter than 1!

So a.ll beauty flows down to thee! 7 cangot make him
Look up at my grief ; there's despair in’my cry,

Since T wail for Adonis, who dicd to me . . . died tome . .
—Then I fear #hee /- Art thou dead, my Adored?

Passion ends like a dream in the sleep that’s denied to me.—
Cypris is widowed ; the Loves seek their lord

All the house through in vain! Charm of cestus has ceased
With thy clasp !—O too hold in the hunt, past preventing ;

Ay, mad: thou so fair . . . to have strife with a beast ! ”~-
Thus did Cypris wail on—antl the Loves are lamenting.

VL

Abh, ah, Cytherea ! Adonis is dead :
She wept tear after tear, with the blood which was shed
And both turned into flowers for the carth’s garden-close ;
Her tears, to the wind-flower,—his bloud, to the-rose.

Vil

I mourn for Adonis—Adonis is dead.

Weep no more in the woods, Cytherea, thy lover!
So, well ; make a place for his corse in thy bed,

With the purples thou slecpest in, under and over.
He's fair though a corse—a fair corse . . . like a sleeper—

Lay soft in the silks he had pleasure to fold,

WWhen, beside thee at night, boly dreams decp and deeper

Enclosed his young life on the couch made of gold !
Lovechim still, poor Adonis ! cast on him together

The crowns and the flowers ! since he died from the place,
Why, let all die with him—let the blossoms*go wither ;

Rain myrtles and olive-buds cown on his face:

Rain i22 myrrh down, let all that is best fall a-pining,

For thy myrrh, his lje, from thy keeping is swept l—
—Pale he lay, thine Adonis, in purples reclining,-—

The Loves raised their voices around him and wept.
They have shorn their bright curls off to cas. on Adonis:
One treads on his bow,—on his arrows, another,— K
One breaks up a well- feathered qyiver ; and one 18’

Bent low at a sandal, untying e strings ;

And one carries the vases of gold from the springs,
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-
While one waslegthe wound ; and behind them a brother
Fans down on the body sweet nirs with his wings.
» -
v

Cytherea herself,enow, the Loves arc lamenting.

Each torch at the door, Hymenzaus blew out ;

And the marriage-wrcath dropping 1ts leaves as repenting,

No more “ Hymen, Hymen,” 15 chanted about,

But the a1 a7 instead— “ai alas” is begun

For Adonis, and then follovs “ai Hymenseus ! ”
The Graces ate weeping for Cinyras’ son,

Sobbing low, cach to each, “1is faar eyes cannot see us ! ?
Their wail strikes more shnll than the sadder Dione's ;
The Fates mourn aloud for Adonis, Adonis,

Deep chanting ! he hears not a word that they say :

He would hear, but Persephone has him i keeping.
—Cease moan, Cytherea—lcave pomps for to-day,

And weep new when a new year 1efits thee for weeping,

s () e

THE DAUGHTERS OF PANDARUS.
(Odyss. 1ib. xx.)

AND so these daughters fair of Pandarus,

The whirlwinds took. The gods had slain their kin:
They were lefteorphans in their father's house.
And Aphrodite came to comfort thcm

With incense, luscious honey, and fiagrant wine ;
And Here gave them beamty of face and soul
Beyond gll wasnen ; pwrest Artemis
Endued®them with hur stgture and white giace ;
And Pallas taught their hands to flash along
Her fathous looms. ‘T'hen, bught with deity,
Towards far Olympus, Aphrodite went

To ask of Zeus (who has his tifinder-joys

And his full lknowledge of man's mingled fate)
#1ow best to crown those other gifts#vith love
And wosthy marriage : but, what time she went,
The ravishing Flarpics sfatched the maids away,
And gave them up, for a¥l their loving eyes,

To serve the Furies who hate constantly,
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{
ANOTHER VERSION. .

So the storms bore the daughters of Pandam‘. out into thrall—

The gods slew their parents, the orphans were left in the hall.

And there came to fced their young lives, Aphrodite divine,

With the incense, the sweet-tasting honey, the sweet-smelling
wine.

Here brought them her wit above woman’s, and beauty of face ;

And pure Artemis gave them her stature, that form might have
grace:

And Athenc instructed their hands in her works of renown ;

Then afar to Olympus, divine Aphrodite moved on:

To complcte other gilts, by uniting each girl to a mate.

She sought Zeus, who has joy in the thunder and knowledge of

fate,

Whether mortals have good chance or illt  But the Harpies
alate

In the storm caine, and swept off the maidens, and gave them
to wait,

With that love in their eyes, on the Furies who constantly hate.
— e

SON(: OF THE ROSE.
ATTRIRUTLD TO SAPPHOQ. ©

IF Zeus chosc us » King of the flowers in his mirth,
He wonld call to the rose, and would royally crown it ;
For the rose, ho, the ros¢! is the grace of thewearthy,
Is the light of the plants that aregrowing upon it'.
For the zo<, ho, the rose ! is the eye of the flowers,
Is the blush of the mcwdows that feel themselves fair,—
Is the lightning of beauty, that strikes through the bowers
On pale lovers that sit in tfie glow unaware.
Ho, the rose hreathes of love ! ho, ¢he rose lifts the cup
To the red lips of Cy\ris invoked for a guest ! ’
Ho, the rose having curled its sweetileaves for the'v-orld
Takes delight in the motian its petsﬁs keep up,
As they laugh to the Wind as it laughs from the west,
4 From Achilles Tatius.
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I rHoUGHT once how Theocrnitus had sung

Of the sweet years, the dear and wished for years,

Who eacn onc 1n a gracious hand appears

1o bear a gilt for mottals, old or youns

And, as 1 mused 1t i his antique tongun,

T saw, 1n gradual vision thiough my tear,,

The sweet, sad years, the nclancholy vear

Those of my own hife, who by turns had fluns

A shadow acr0se me  Stranghtway I was *ware,

S0 weeping, how a mystic Shape did move

Behind me, and drew me hakwaud by the han ;

And a voice said in mastery while T stiove,

“Guess now who holds thee?”—“Death!” [ smd But,
thete,

The silver answer rang, .. “Not Death, but T ove.’

n

BuT only three m all Fiod’s univerw

Have heagd this word theu hast ~aid , Himself, t e
» Thee spdkingeand meehstening ! and 1ephed

Oneof B ... that was Ggd!'. . and laul the curse

So darkly on my eyelids as to anwice ne

My sigit fiom scemng thee, that if & had died,

The deathweights, placced thae, would have signified

Less absolute exclusion  * Nay” 1s worse

From God than from all gthcs, O ny friend !

4den could not part us with then wofRdly jars,

Nor the a¢as change us, ot the tempests bend *

Our hands would touch, §or all the mountain-bars ,— «

And, heaven being rolled®between us at the end,

We should but vow the faster for the stars.



532 SONNETS FROM THE PORTUGUESE.

——

IIL

UNLIKEF are we, unlike, O princely Heart !

Unlike our uses, and our destinies

Our ministering two angels look surprie2

On one another, as they strike athwart

Their wings in passing. Thou, bethink thee, art

A guest for queens to social pageantries,

With gages fromn a hundred brighter eyes

Than tears, cven, can make mine, to ply thy part
Of chief musician,  What hast 2ox to do

With looking from the lattice-lights at me,

A poor, tired, wandering singer? . . . singing through
The dark, and leaning up a cypress tree?

The chrismn is on thine head,~ on mine, the dew,—
And Death must dig the level where these agree.

v.

Taov hast thy calling to some palace floor,
Most gracious singer of high poems ! where
The dancers will break footing from the care
Of watching up thy pregnant lips for more.
And dost thou lift this house’s latch, too poor
For hand of thine? and canst thou think and bear
To let thy musi¢ drop here unaware
In folds of golden fulness at my door ?
Look up and sce the casement lnoken 1n,
< The bats and owlets builders in the root !
My cricket chirps against thy mandolin,  «
Hush ! call no echo up in further prood \
Of desolation ! there’s a voi, ¢ within
~ Fhat weeps . . . as thou must sing , . . alone, gloof.

-

;v
I LirT my beavy heart up sQlemnly,

As once Electra.“er sepulchral urn,

And, looking in thine eyes, I overturn NS
The ashes at thy feet. Behj.ul and see
What a great heap of grief I{y hid in me,
And how the red wild sparkles dimly burn
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Through thegashen greyness.  If thy foot in scorn
Could tread them out to darkness utterly,

R might he well, perhaps. But if, instead,

Thou wait béside me for the wind to blow

The grey dyst up, . . . those laurels on thine head,
O my beloved, will not shield thee so,

That none of all the fires shall scorch and shred
The hair beneath:  Stand farther off) then! Go.

VI.

Go from me. Vet I feel that I shall stand
Henceforward in thy shadow. Nevermore
Alonc upon the threshold of my door

Of individual life, I shall command

‘The uses of my soul, nor lift my hand

Serencly in the sunshine as before,

Without the sense of that which I forehore, . . .
Thy touch upon the palm. 'The widest land
Doom takes to part us, leaves thy heart in mine
With pulses that beat double.  What I do

And what 1 dream include thee, as the wine
Must taste of its own grapes. And when I sue
God for myself, lie hears that name of thine,
And sces within my eyes, the tears of two.

y ViL

Tue face of all the world is changed, T think,
Sincegfirst I heard the footsteps of thy soul
Movff still,®oh, still# beside me; as they stole
Betwixt mc and the d(:adful outer brink
Of gbvious dcath, where 1 who thought to six&]_:_,
‘Was caught up into love, and tamght the whole
Of life in a ncw rhythm. ‘Lhe cup of dole
God gave for baptism, 1 an? fain to drink,
And praise its sweetngss, Sweet, with thee anear.
‘The names of country, heaven, & changed away
For #here thou art 8r shalt be, there or here;
And this, .. this lul and song . . . loved yestcrdag,
gl‘he singing angels Bnow) are only dear,

ecause thy name moves right in what they say.
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VIIL. !

WHAT can I give thee back, O liberal ¢
And princely giver, . . who hast brom‘g.ht the gold
And Furple of thine heart, unstained, untold,
And laid them: on the outside of the wall,

For such as I {o take, or lcave withal,

In unexpected largesse?  Am I ¢old,

Ungrateful, that for these most manifold

High gitts, 1 render nothing back at all ?

Not so. Not cold I—but very poor instead !

Ask God who knows ! for fisquent tears have ron
The colours from my life, and left so dead

And pale a stuff, it were not fitly done

To give the same as pillow to thy head.

(o farther!  Let it serve to tiample on.

IX.

Can it be right to give what I can give?
To let thee sit beneath the fall of tears
As salt as minc, and hear the sighing years
Re-sighing on my lips renunciative
Through those infrequent smiles, which fail to live
For all thy adjurations? O my fears,
That this can scarce be right ! We are not peers,
So to be lovers ; and I own and gricve
That givers of such gifts as mine are, must

.Be counted with the ungencrons. OQut, alas !
£ 7ill not soil thy purple with my dust, \
Nor breathe my poison on thy.Venice-glass,
Nor give thee any love . . , which were unjl st
Q%gvcd, T only love thee !fict it pass.

&

<
. X.
YET love, mcre love, is beaqﬁful iﬁdeeq
And worthy of agceptation. = Fire is bright,
Iet temple burn, or flax! equal light
Leaps in the flame from cedgi-plank or weed.
And love is fire : and when { say at need
d love thee . . . mark !, .. Jlove theel . . . in thy sight
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I stand trapsfigured, glorified anght,

With consclence of the new riys that proceed
#Out of my face toward thinn  Theie’s nothing low
In love, wigen love the lowest -ncancst creatures

Who love God, God accepts v tle loving so
And what ¥ _fic/, across the inferior featurcs

Of what 1 am, doth flash 1tsclf, and show

How that grcat work of 1 ove enhances Nature’s,

Al

A~ND therefoie if to love can be desat,

I un not all unworthy  Cheeks as pale

As these you s, and tremblinz knees that fail
1o bear the burden ot a heavy heant,

Lhis weary minsticl Iife that once was gnt

1o clunb Aoinus, and can scarce avail

To pipc now gunst the woadland mightingaic
A mclancholy music! . why advert

lo these things? O Beloved, 1t 15 plain

I am not of thy worth no1 fm thy place

And yet beewmse I love thee, I obtan

From thit sunc love this v1wdicatmg grace,
Lo hive on still 11 Jove and yet in vain,

To bless thee yet renounce thee to thy face

XII.

INDEI D, this vary love which 15 my boast

And g hich, when ngn, up from breast to Ing

Dojfl crogn mc with 11uby large enow

Togllraw men’s eyes, and prove the mnner cost,

This love cyen, all nW¥ wort! to the uttermost,

1 should not love withal, ur lesg that thou

Hadst set me an axampk, <lfown nmc how,

When first tl;y:e carnest «®¢  with mine wete crossed
And lovg called lovg And thus, 1 cannot speak
Of love even, as a good thing agmy own

Thg soul hath snaghed up mine all faint and weak,
And placed 1t by thee on a golden throne,--

And that 1 love, ((§soul, I must be meek!)

Is by thee only, whom I love alone.
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XIIL !

Anp wilt thou have me fashion into specch

The love T bear thee, finding words enough,

And hold the torch out, while the winds are rough,
Between our faces, to cast light on each?—

I drop it at thy feet. I cannot teach

My hand to hold my spirit so far off

From myself. .. me . .. that I should bring thee proof
In words, of love hid in me out of reach.

Nay, let the silence of my womanhood

Commend my woman-love to thy belief,—

Seeing that I stand unwon, however wooed,

And rend the garment of my life, in brief,

By a most dauntless, voiceless fortitude,

Lest one touch of this heart convey its grief.

XIV.

IF thou must love me, let it be for nought
Except for love’s sake only. Do not say,
“T love her for her smile . . . her look . . . her way
Of speaking gently, . . . for a trick of thought
‘That falls in ‘well with mine, and certes brought
A sense of pleasant case on such a day ”—
For these things in themselves, Beloved, may
Be changed, or change for thee,—and low: so wrought,
May be unwrought so. Neither love me for
‘Tuine own dear pity’s wiping my cheeks dry,
Sinceione might well forget to weep who bore s
‘Thy comfort long, and lose thy love theredy.
But love me for love’s sake, that evermore
They may’st love on through fove’s cternity.

- 2

(XV.

ACCUSE me not, bescech thee, that T wélir,
‘Too calm and sad sface in front of thine;
For we two look two ways, and fannot shine
With the same sunlight on our Jrow and hair.
On me thou lookest with no dofibting care,
As on a bee shut in a crystalline,—
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For sorrow hath shut me safe in love’s divine,
And to spread wing and fly in the outer air
#Vese most impossible failure, if 1 strove

To fail so. Bgt I look on thee. .. on thee, ..
Beholding, besides love, the end « 1 love,
Hearing oblivion beyond memory .

As one who sits and gazes, from abovc.,

Over the rivers to the bitter sca.

XVI.

AND yet, because thou overcomest so,

Because thou art more noble and like a king,
Thou canst prevail against iy fears, and fling
Thy purple round me, till my heart shall grow
Too close against thine heart, henceforth to know
How it shook when alone. Wh), conqucring
May prove as lordly and complete a thing

Ir lifting upward as in crushing low:

And, as a soldier struck down by a sword

May cry, “ My strife ends here,” and sink to carth,
Lven so, Beloved, I at last record,

Here ends my doubt! If f%ez invite me forth,

1 risc above abasement at the word. .
Make thy love larger to enlarge my worth.

XVII.

My poet, thou canst tou~h on all the notes

God sct petween His Affer and Before,

And styfke upand stgke oft the general roar

Of the gushing worlds, aguclody that floats

In a serene air purely. Antidotes

Of metlicated music, answering fogg,

Mankind’s forlornest uses, thou canst pour

From thence intg,their ears. ®(od’s will devotes

Thine to such ehds, and mine to wait on thine!

H.ow, Dearest wilt thpu ’h.we me {2 most use ?
A hope, to sing by gl .. ora fine

Sad memory, with thy n5s to interfuse?. ..

A shade, in which to si§g . . . of palm or pine?

A grave, on which to rest from singing ? . . . Choose.
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XVIIL, !

I NEVER gave a lock of hair away v o«
To a man, Dearest, except this to theb,

Which now upon my fingers thoughtfylly

I ring out to the full binwn length, and say,

“Take it.” My day of youth went yesterday ;

My hair no longer bounds to my foot’s glee,

Nor plant I it from rose or myrtle-tree, .
As gitls do, any more. It only may

Now shide on two pale checks, the mark of ccars,
‘Tanght drocping from the head that hangs aside
Through sorrow’s trick. T thought the funeral-shears
Would take this first ; but Love is justified :

Take it thou, . . . finding pure, from all those years,
The kiss my mother lcft here when she died.

XTX.
THE soul’s Rialto nath its merchandise ;
I barter curl for curl upon that mart ;
And from my poet’s forehead to my heart,
Receive this lock which outweighs argosies,—
As purply black, as erst to Pindar’s eyes
The dim purpureal tresses gloomed athwart
‘The nine white Musc-brows. Tor this counterpart, . .
I'hy bay-crown’s shade, Beloved, I supmise,
Still lingers on thy curl, it is so black!
Thus, with a fillet of smooth-kissing breath,

And lay the gift where nothing hindergth,

Here on my heart as on thy, brow, to lack

No natural heat till mine g)r(ows cold in death,
L]

o~

“1¢je the shadow safe from gliding back, \

XX.

‘t
BELOVED, 1y Beloved, when 1 think
That thou wastdp the world a year agd,
What timc I sate alone heregn the snow
And saw no footprint, heardfthe silence sink
No moment at thy voice, . J« but link by link
Went counting all my chains, as if that so
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® They never could fall off at any blow '

Struck by thy%ossible hand . . . why, thus I drink
¢ Oflife’s great cup of wonder.  Wonderful,

Never to feeighee thrill the dav or night

With pet sumf act or speech, uor ever cull

Some prescichce of thee with the hlossoms white

Thou sawest growing! Atheiste are as dull,

Who cannot guess (God’s presence out of sight.

XXI.

Say over again and yet once over again

That thou dost love me.  ‘Though the word repeated
Should seem ** a cuckoo-song,” as thou dost treat it,
Remember never to the hill or plain,

Valley and wood, without her cuckoo-strain,

Cemes the fresh Spring in all her green completed !
Beloved, I, smid the darkness greeted

By a doubtful spirit-voice, m that doubt’s pamn

Cry . . . sprak once more . . . thou lovest! Who can fear
Too many stars, though each in heaven shall roll -
Too many flowers, though each shall crown the year?
Sav thou dost love me, love me, love me—toll

The silver iterance l—only minding, Dear,

‘T'o love me alvo in silence, with thy soul.

XXIIL

WueN our two souls stand up crect and strong,
Face toface, silent, drawing ni:h and nigher,
Until lcngthening wings break inio fire

At citifr curvid point, —what bitter wrong
Can tife carth do us, th& we should not long
Be hare contented? Think. Inmaunting highée,
The angels would piess on us, and aspire

To drop some golden orly of g rfect song

Into our deeMéar silence.  Let us stay
Rather on erth, Belov®d,-- where ghe unfit
Contrarious moods of gnen recoil away

And isBlate pure spirigg, and permit

A place to stand and I§ve in for a day,

With darkness and the death-hour rounding it.
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XXIIL !

Is it indeed so? If I lay here dead,

Would’st thou miss any life in losing mine,

And would the sun for thee more coldly shine,
Because of grave-damps falling round my head ?

I marvelled, my Beloved, when 1 read

Thy thought so0 in the letter. I am thine—

But . . . so much to thee? Can I pour thy wine
While my hands tremble? Then my soul, instead
Of dreams of death, resumes life’s lower range !
Then, love me, Love! look on me . . . breathe on me!
As brighter ladies do not count it strange,

For love, to give up acres and degree,

I yield the grave for thy sake, and exchange

My near sweet view of Heaven, for earth with thee!

XXI1V.
LT the world's sharpness, like a clasping knife,
Shut in upon itself and do no harm
In this close hand of Love, now soft and warm ;
And let us hear no sound of human strife,
After the dick of the shutting.  Life to life—
I lean upon thee, Dear, without alarm,
And feel as safe as guarded by a charm,
Against the stab of worldlings, who, if rife,
Are weak to injure.  Very whitely still
&The lilies of our lives may reassure
ir blossoms from their routs | accessible
Alone 10 heavenly dews that dtop not fewcr\
Growing straight, out of mag’s rcach, on the ¥ill.
€44, only, who made us rich, can make us poor.
‘e
XV.
-
A HEAVY heart, Beloved, haye 1 borme
From year to ye®:, until I saw thy face,
And sorrow after sorrow tookfthe place .
- Of all those natural joys as lifhtly worn
As the stringed pearls . . . fach lifted in its turn
By a beating heart at dance-time. Hopes apace
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Were changed, to long despairs, . . . till God’s own grace
Could sca.roee?y' hft ab%we t]})nae world forlorn
OMpy heavy heart. Then #4ox didst bid me bung
And let it drap adown thy calr iy great
Deep bemng !, 1ast 1t smhcth, as a thing
Which 1ts own nature doth preciprate,
While thine doth close above 1t mediating
Betwixt the stars and the unaccomplhished fate.

XXVI

I L1vFp with visions for my company

Instead of mcen and women, ycas ago,

And found thum gentle mates, not thought to huow
A’swecter music than they plaved to me

But soon thar traithne puiple was not free

Ot this world’s dust,— then lutes did <lent grow,

And I mysclf grew faint and blind helow

Thar vamishing cyes  Then 1r0U didst come . . . to Ze,
Beloved, what they seemed  Then shuung fionts

Their songs, then splundours (bettey, yct the same, . . .
As mver water hallowed mto fonts . )

Met 1 thee, and fiom out thee overcame

My soul with satisfaction of all wants—

Because God's gifts put man’s best dreams to shame

XXVII.

My own Bdloved, who hast ifted me

From tlgs drear flat of sarth where 1 was throwr

And ifbetwkt the lguaud ninglets, blown

A Iife greath, till the foighe 1d hope fully
Shines out agam, as all ™e angals sce,
Befoll thy saving k'ss! My ov nginy own,
Who camest to me when the werld was gone,
And I who lookg® for only (%l found #re: /
I find thee :#am s, and stiong, and glad.

+ As one who stands 1n 39“1( ss asphedel
Looksgbackward on tif tcdrous time he had
In the upper lite . %%-0 I, with bosom-swell,
Make witness here bet§een the good and bad,
That Love, as strong as Death, retneves as well.



542

¢
SONNETS FROM THE PORTUGUESE

XXVIIL

My letters! all dead paper, . . . mute and white -
And yet they seemn alive and qulvcrmg

Against my tremulous hands, which loe.e the string
And let them diop down on my knec _to-night.

This sud, . . . he wished to have me in his sight
Once, as a friend : this fised a day mn sping

To come and touch my hand . .. a smple thing,
Yet I wept for it !—this, . . . the paper’s ight .
Said, Dear I love thee: and 1 sank and quailed

As if God’s future thundered on my past:

This said, J am thine -und «o its ink has paled
With lymg at my heart that beat too fast:

And this . .. O Love, thy words have ill availed,

If, what this said, 1 dared repeat at last !

XXTX.

I 1HINR Of thee I-—my thoughts do twine and bud
About thee, as wild vines about a tree, -
Put out broad leaves, and soon the1e’s nought to see
Except the straggling gieen which hides the wood.
Yet, O my palm-tiee, be it undersiood
1 will not have my thoughts mnstead of thee
Who art dearer, better ! Rather instantly
Renew thy presence!  As a stiong treetshould,
Rusth. thy boughs, and set thy trunk all bare,

1d let these band- of greenery whac li insphere theg,
l)n,p heavily down, . . . burst, shattered, eve ywhete!
Because, in this deep joy to seeand hear xh:\
And breathe within thy shagow a new air,
.43 not think of thee—1 am too near thee.

VXX,

T stk thine image through my tears to u°2ht,
And yet to-day 1.aw thee smiling. How
Refer the cause >—Beloved, igyit thou

Qv I? Who makes me <ad ? The acolyte
Amid the chanted joy and th€nkful rite,
May so fall flat, withpale insensate brow,
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On the altag-stair. I hear thy voice and vow
Perplexed, uncertain, since thou’rt out of sight,
®As he, m his swooning cars. the chon’s Amen!
Beloved, d#st thou love ? . did I sce all

The glory gs [ dieamed, and fainted when

Too vehement light dilated r y ideal

For my soul's eyes?  Will that ight come again,
As now these tears come . . . falling hnt and real ?

XANXT
THou comest ! all is said without a word.
T sit beneath thy looks, as ¢hildren do
In the noon-sun, with souls that trtemble through
Their happy cyehids from an unaverred
Yet prodigal inward joy. DBihold, I wned
In that last doubt! and yet I cannot 1ue
The sin most, but the occasion . . . that we two
Should for a mowment stand unministered
By a mutual presence.  Ah, keep near and close,
Thou dovelike help ! and, when my fears would rise,
With thy broad heart serencely interpose !
Brood down with thy divine sufficiencics
These thoughts which tremble when bereft of those,
Like callow birds left desert to the skies.

XXXIIL

THE first tme that the sun 16¢¢ on thine oath

To lgpe me, T looked forward to the moon

To }rkewa]l those bonds which seemed too soon
Andf quickly tied to ngake a lasting troth.
Qu.ick-loving hearts, IMhought, may quickly,lgaiea
And, looking on myself, I scruml not one

For such man’s love !- mqg like an out of tune
Worn viol, ag#dd singer wr-uld be wroth

To spoil song wigh, an/l which, snatched in haste,
Is laid down at the fust ill-soun@®ng notc.

T did not wrong my§elt so, but I placed

A wrong on Zee. r perfect strains may float «
’Neath master-handspfrom instruments defaced,—
And great souls, at one stroke, may do and doat.

543
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XXXIII.

Yis, call me by my pet-name! let me hear

The name 1 used to run at, when a chiid,

From innocent play, and leave the cow.ulips piled;
To glance up in some face that proved me dear
With the look of its eves. I miss the clear,
Fond voices, which, being drawn and reconciled
Into the music of Heaven’s undefiled,

Call me no longer. Silence on the bier,

While Z call God . . . call God !—So let thy mouth
Be heir to those who are now exanimate :

Gather the north flowers to complete the south,
And catch the early love up in the late!

Yes, call me by that name, and 1, in truth,

With the same heart, will answer, and not wait.

XXX1V.

WitH the same heart, I said, I'll answer thee,

As those, when thou shalt call me by my name—

Lo, the vain promise | Is the same, the same,

Perplexed and ruffled by life’s strategy ?

When called before, I told how hastily

I dropped my flowers, or brake off fiom a game,

To run and answer with the smile that came

At play last moment, and went on with. me

Through my obediecnce. When 1 answer now,
T ?rop a grave thought ;—break from solitude :—

Y¢. still my heart goes to thee . . . ponder law .

Not as to a single good but all my good !

Lay thy hand on it, best oy, and allow

'+« no child’s foot could run fast as this blogil

IXXV.

Ir I leave all for thee, wilt thou exchange
And e all to me? Shall T ngver miss
Home-talk and blessing, and jihc common kiss
~<hat comes to each in turn, lor count it strange,
When I look up, to drop onfa gew range
Of walls and ﬂoo‘r: . : . another home than this?
-
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Nay, wilt thou fill that place by me which is
Filled by dchd eyes, too tender to know change ?
#&hat’s hardest!  If to conquer love, has tried,
To conquegrief tries more . . . as all things prove :
For grief indeed is love, and guef beside.

! I have grieved so I am hanl to love—
Yet love me -—wilt thou? Ope: thine heart wide,
And fold within the wet wings of thy dove.

XXXVI.

WHEN we met first and loved, [ did not build
Upon the event with marble.  Could it mean
To last, a love set pendulous between

Sorrow and sortow ?  Nay, 1 rather thrilled,
Instrusting cvery hght that seemed to gild
The onward path, and feared to overlean

A finger even.  And, though T have grown screne:
And strong since then, I think that God has willed
A still renewable fear. .. O love, O troth . ..
Lest these enclasped hands should never hold,
‘This mutual kiss drop down between us both

As an unowned thing, once the lips being cold,
And l.ove be fals¢ | if Ze, to keep onc oath,

Must lose one joy by his life’s star forctold.

XXXVII.

PARDON, oh, pardom, that my soul should make
Of all ghat strong divimencss which I know
For tifine apd theegai image only so
Formg:d of the sand, agd fit to shift and break.
It is that distant years Which did not take
Thy*sovranty, recoiling with a bleyy,
Have forced my swinming bra:n to undergo
Their doub%read, and"blindly to forsake
Thy purity keness, and distort
Thy worthiest love wiﬁl worthless®ounterfeit ;
As if g shipwrecked Magan, safe in port,
His guardian sea-god Yo commemorate,
Should set a scul porpoise, gills a-snort,
And vibrant tail, within the temple-gate.

- 35
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XXXVIIL !

First time he kissed me, he but only kissed e
The fingers of this hand wherewith T wiite,

And ever since it grew more clecan and white, . .,.
Slow to world-greetings . . . quick with its “Oh, list!"
When the angels speak. A ring of amcthyst

I could not wear here plainer to my sight,

Than that first kiss. The second passed in height
The first, and sought the forchead, and half m:ssed,
Half falling on the hair. O beyond meed !

That was the chrism of love, which love's own crown,
With sanctifying sweetness, did precedc.

The third, upon my hps, was folded down

In perect, purple state ! since when, indeed,

I have been proud, and said, “ My Love, my own.”

XXXI1X.

Becausk thou hast the power and own'st the grace
To look through and behind this mask of me,
(Against which, years have beat thus blenchingly
With their rains !) and behokd my soul’s true face,
The dim and weary witness of life’s racc :—
Because thou hast the faith and love to sce,
Through that same soul’s distracting lethargy,
The patient angel waiting for his place,
1n the new Heavens : because nor sin nor woe,
«Nor God’s infliction. nor death’s neighbourhood,
NXr all, which others viewing, turn to go, .. -
Nor all which makes me tired of all, self-view>d, . . .
Nothing tepels thee, . . . Dearest, teach me\i0
~Tq pour out gratitude, as t¥ou dost, good !

-

L
‘lXL. I

OH yes ! they love through all this ww. 1] of ours !
1 will not gainsa..love, called love, forsooth.
I have heard love talked in carly youth,

. nd since, not so long back fut that the flowers
Then gathered, smell still. [lussulmans and Giaours
Throw kerchiefs at a smile, and have no ruth
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Foreny wegping TPolyphemd’s white tooth

Shps on the nut, 1if after fiequent showers

4 he shell 15 over smooth , and not 0 much

Will turn the thing called love, aside to hite,

Or else to oblivion  DBut thou ait not such

A lover, my Biloved ! thou car st wait

1hrough sortow and sickness, to bring souls to touch,
And think 1t soon when others ay “ Too late ”

Al

1 1Ak all who have loved me n thar heats,
With thanks and love from mine  Deep thanks to all
Who paused a httle ne ar the prison wall,

T'o hear my music 1n ity louder patts,

Ere they went onward each one to the mart <
Or templ’s occupation heyond cnll

But thou, who 1n my voice > smk wnd .},
When the sob took ity thy divinest \rt’s

Own mstrument, did t diop down at thy foot,
To hearken whit I < ud between my teus,
Instruct me how to thank thee '—Oh, to shoot
My soul’s full meaning into future ycars,

1hat ey should lend 1t utterance, and salutc
Love that endutes, with Life that disappears!

ALIT

T{ow do I lovc thec? 1ct me count the ways 4~
I lovgpthec to the dewth and bredih and ha
My {u] cad 1cichy when feeling out of sight
Yorghc cnds of Banganu Ideal Grace

I love thee to the l\&dol cvery day’s

Mést quict necd, by sun and « agdichght -

I love thee frcely, a men gt ve for Raght,

I love thw, s they turn fiom Praise,

T love th th the pission put to use

In my old gricfs, and with my (hsidhood’ fanth
1 loge thee with a Idh« 1 sccmed to lose

With my lost saints,§ I Jove thee with the breath
Smules, tears, of all 1 fe l—and, if God choose,
X shall but love thee better after death



548 SONNETS FROM THE PORTUGUESE, ,
————t

———

XLIIL

- BELoVED, thou hast brought me many flowers
Plucked in the garden, all the summer thtough
And winter. and it seemed as if they grews
In this close room, nor missed the sun and showers.
So, in the Iike nime of that love of durs, LN
Take back these thoughts, which here unfolded too,
And which on warm and cold days I withdrew
From my heart’s ground. Indeed, those beds and bowers
Be overgrown with bitter weeds and rue,
And wait thy weeding : yet here's cglantine,
Here's ivyl—take them, as I used to do
Thy flowers, and keep thcm where they shall not pine .
Instruct thine eyes to kecp their colours trug,
And tell thy soul, their roots are left in minc.
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