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KING VICTOR & KING CHARLES.
A TRAGEDY.

So far 1s I know, this Tragedy s the first ariistic consequence
of what Voltare termed *‘ & termible event without consequences ,”
and although 1t professes to be hrstorical, I have takcn more puis
to armve, 4t the hustery than most readers would thank me for
particularizing  smee acquainted, 1s I will hope thum to be, with
the chuef circumstances of Victor’s 1emarkable European career—
nor quite ignorant of the sad and surprising facts I am about to
reproduce (g tqlerable account of which 1s to be found, for mstmee,
m Abbe Roman’s kdcit, or even the fifth of Lord Orrery’s Letters
fiom Tialy)—I cannot expect them to be versed, nor desirous ol
bicoming 50, m all the detail of the memons, conespondence, ana
relations of the ime Irum these only may be obtamed a know-
ledge of the fiery and audacious temper, unscrupulous selfishness,
profound dissimulation, and singular fertility 1 resources, of Victor
~—the eatreme and pamnful sensibility, prolonged immatunty of
powers, carnest good puipose and vacilating will of Charles—the
noble nd 11ght woman’s manliness of his wife—and the 1ll-considered
rscility and subsequent better-advised 1ectitude of D’Oimca
W'an 1 say, thercfore, that 1 cannot but beheve my statement
(combining as 1t does what appears coniect mn Voltawre and plausible
in Londorcet) more true 10 person and thing than any it has
hitherto been my fortune to meet with, no doubt my word will be
taken, and my evidence spared as readily —&. B,

London, 1842
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PERSONS.

Vicror AMADEUS, First King of Sardinia,
CHARLES EMMANUEL, his Son, Prince of Piedmont.
POLYXENA, Wile of Charles.

D’ORrRMEA, Minister.

. SCENE.~The Council Chambet of Rivoli Palace; near Turin,
+ communicating with a Hall at the back, an Apartment to the left
and another to the right of the stage. - -

TiMR, 1730~1.



KING VICTOR & KING CHARLES,

FIRST VEAR, 1730.~KING VICTOR.
Parr 1,

CHARLES, POLYXENA,

C’a. You think so? Well, I do not.

Lol My beloved,
All must clear tip ; we shall be happy yet :
This cannot last for ever—-oh, may change

Tb-day or any day

Cha. ~May charige? Ah yes—
May change !

vool, Endure it, then,

Cha. No doubt, a bfe

Like this drags on, now bétter and now worse,
My father may . . . may take to loving me;
And he may take D'Qrmea closer yet

To counsel him ;—may even cast off her
~That bad Sebastian ; bw. he also may,

+ Orpo, Polyxena, my only ﬁ'lend,

He mzy not force you from me? -
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o

Pa&; s Now, force me
From me, close by you as if there élmmed
No § s, no D’Ormeas on our path—

At Rivoli or Turin, still at hand,
Arch-counsellor, prime confidant . . . force me!

Cla. Because T felt as sure, as I feel sure

We clasp hands now, of being happy once.

Young was 1, quite neglected, nor concerned

By the world's business that engrossed so much

My father and my brother: if I peered

From out my privacy,—amid the crash

And blaze of nations, domineered those two.

'T was war, peace—France our foe, nowy-gEngland,
friend—

In love with Spain—at feud with Austria! Well—

T wondered, laughed a moment’s laugh for pride

In the chivalrous couple, then let drop

My curtain—“1I am out of it,” I said—

When .

Pol, You have told me, Charles !

Cha, Polyxena—

When suddenly,—a warm March day, just that!
Just so much sunshine as the cottage child
Basks in delighted, while the cottager .4
Takes'off his bonget, as he ceages work,
To catch the more of it—and it must fall
Heavily on my brother! Had you seen
Philip—the lion- featured | not like me!

Pyl 1 know—
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C’a. And Philip’s mouth yet fast to mine,
His dead cheek on my check, his arm still round
My neck,—they bade me rise,  for I was heif
To the Duke,” they said, “ the right hand of the Duke :”
'Till then he was my father, not the Duke !
So . . let me fimsh . . thc whole intricate
World’s business their dead boy was born to, I
Must conqucr,—ay, the bnlliant thing he was,
I, of a sudden must be: my faults, my follies,
—All Litter truths were told me, all at once,
To end the soonet.  What T simply styled
Their ove rlooking me, had been contempt :
How should the Duke employ himself, forsooth,
With sucs an one, while lordly Philip rode
By him their Turin through? But he was punished,
And 1ust put up with—me ! T was sad enough
To learn my future portion and submit.
And then the wear and worry, blame on blame!
For, spring-sounds in ray ears, spring-smells about,
How could I but grow dizzy in thewr pent
Dim palace-tooms at first? My mother’s look
As they discussed my insignificance,
She and my father, and 1 sitting by,—
1 bore, I knew how brave a son they missed ;
Philip had gaily run state-papers through,
While Charles was spelling at them painfully |
But Victor was my father spite of that.
« Duke Victor's entire life has been,” I sa.ui,
« Innumetable efforts ta ane end 3
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* And on the point now of that end’s success,

* Our Ducal turning to a Kingly crown, .

“ Where ’s time to be reminded 't is his child

“ He spurns?” And so I suffered—scarcely suffered
Since I had you at length !

Pol. —~To serve in place
Of monarch, minister and mistress, Charles !

Cha. But, once that crown obtained, then was 't not like
Our lot would alter? © When he rests, takes breath,

“ Glances around, and sees who ’s left to love—
“ Now that my mother ’s dead, sees I am left—
# Is it not like he 'll love me at the last?”
Well, Savoy turns Sardinia ; the Duke ’s King :
Could I—precisely then—could you expect , »
His harshness to redouble ? These few months
Have been . . have been . . Polyxena, do you
And God conduct me, or I lose myself!

What would he have? What is t they want with me ?
Haum with this mistress and this minister,

—TYou see me and you hear him ; judge us both !
Pronounce what I should do, Polyxena !

Pol. Endure, endure, beloved! Say you hot .
He1s your father? All ’s so incident .
To novel sway ! Beside, our life must change :

O1 you 'll acquire his kingcraft, or he ’It find
Harshness a sorry way of teaching it.
I bear this—not that there ’s so much to bear.

Cra. You bear? Do no* I know that you, tho’ bound
To silence for my sake, arc perishing

.

L
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Piecemeal beside me? And how otherwise
When every cjeephole from the hideous Court
Is stopped ; the Minister to dog me, here—
The Mistress posted to entrap you, there ?
Anc thus shall we grow old in such a life ;
Not careiess, never estranged,~—but old : to alter
Our life, there is 50 much to alter !
y ' Come—
Is it agrced that we forego complaint
Even at Turin, yet complain we here
At Rwoli? T were wiser you announced
Our presence to the King. What s now afoot
I wonder P—Not that any more’s to dread
TVan evary day’s embarrassment : but guess
For me, why train so fast succeeded train
On the high-road, each gayer still than each !
I noticed your Archbishop's pursuivant,
The sable cloak and silver cross ; such pomp
Bodes . . what now, Charles? Can you conceive ?

Cha. Not L.
2ol A matter of some moment—
Cha. There ’s our life!

Which of the group of loiterers that stare
From the limé-avenue, divines that I—
About to figure presently, he thinks,
In face of all assemibled-~am the ong
Who knows precisely ledst about it P
Pol. . . Tush! -
D'Orgea’s contrivance! - o
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Chu, Ay, how other 15t
Should the young Prince serve for the oldgKing's foil

So that the wmplest courtier may 1emark
T were 1dle rasing parties for a Prince
Content to hnger D'Ormea’s laughing stock
Something, 't 15 Iihe, about that weary busincss

(Zewnten, to pror s ke has lad doven, and « 1204 1 OL STNA
X NS

Not that I comprehend thice words, of coutse,
Aftar ] Iast my bt s study

Pol The funt hert !t
Why, as we rode and you 1chearsed just now
fts substance  (that’s the folded speech I mcan
Concerning the Reduction of the Ficfs) ' .
—What would you have >—I[ fancied while you spoke,
Some tones were just your fatha’s

Chn Flattery !

%/, 1 fancied so —and here lurks, sure enough,
My note upon the Spanish Claims ! You 've mastered '
The fief speech thoroughly . this other, mund,
1> an opmion you dehver,—stay,
Bst read it slowly over once to me,
Read—there s bare ime , you read it firmly--loud .
—Rather loud, looking n his‘face,~-don’t sink
Your cye once—ay,thus' “If Spamn clamms . .” begin
~ Just as you look at me !

Cha At you ! Oh truly; .
You have 1 seen, say, marshalling your troops,
Tysmissing councils, or, through doors ajar, °
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Head sunk on hand, devoured by slow chagrins
~Then 1adiang, for a crown had all at once
Seemed possible agan! T can behold
Ilim, whose least whisper ties my spirit fast,
In this sweet brow, nougiit could divert me from
Save objucts like Sehastian’s shameless lip,
O1 worse, the clipped grey hair and dead white face
And dwindhing eve as 1f it ached with gwile,
D'Omiea weus . , . .
[ds " ke ses Deer, entor fiom the KING'S apartment D'ORMEA,
. * I saud he would divert
My kisses from your brow !
D'0. | Aside] Here! So, King Victor
Spokc truth dor once : and who ’s ordained, but I
To make that memorable? Both 1n call,
As he declared! Were 't better gnash the teeth,
Or langh outright now.?
Cha. [fo PoL.] What ’s his visit for ?
"Do. [Aside.] ¥ question if they even speak to me,
Jol. [0 Cua] Face the man! He'll suppose you
fear him, else.
[Aiond] The Marquis bears the King's command, no
o doubt?
DO. [dside] Precisely —If I threatened him,
perhaps?
Well, this at least is punishment enough |
Men used to promise pynishment would come.
Cha. Delivet the King's message, Marquis—
DO, [dsidel |, Ah— |,
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So anxious for his fate? [4/ond.] A word, my Prince,
Before you see your father—just one word
Of counsel |

Cta. Oh, your counsel certainly !
Polyxena, the Marquis counsels us !
Well, sit? Be brief, however!

Do. ‘ What? You know
As much as I?—preceded me, most like,
In knowledge! So! (*T is inhis eye, beside—
His voice : he knows it, and his heait s on flame
Already!) You surmise why you, myself,
Del Borgo, Spava, fifty nobles more,
Are summoned thus ?

Cha. Is the Prince used tp know. ,
At any time, the pleasure of the King,
Before his minister P—Polyxcna,
Stay here till I conclude my task : I feel
Your presence (smile not) through the walls, and take
Fresh heart. The King ’s within that chamber? ‘

D' O. (Pussing the table wheveon a paper lizs, exclams, as he

Glances at d, “ Spain {”
Pol, [Aside to Cha)] Tarry awhile : what ails the
minister ?

D'O. Madam, 1 do not often trouble you.
The Prince loathes, and you loathe mé-~let that pass !
But since it touches him and you, not me,
Bid the Prince listen { .
P, [to CaA] Surely you wil listen *
«—Deceit?—Those fingers crumpling up his vest?
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Cha. Deceitful to the very fingers’ ends !

D'O. (who Igs approached them,. cverlpoks the other paper
CHARLES contintes to kold,

My project for the Fiefs ! As I supposed !
Sir, I must give you light upon those measures
—Yor this 15 mine, and that I spied of Spain,
Mine too !

Cha. Release me! Do you gloze on me
Who bear m the world’s face (that is, the world
You make for me at Turin) your contempt ?
—~Youg measure ?~~When was not any hateful task
D'Ormea’s imposition ? Leave my robe !

What post can I bestow, what grant concede ?
Or do you,tgke me for the King?

Do. Not I!

Not yet for King,—not for, as yet, thank God,
Onc who in . . shall I say a year, a month? l
Ay '—shall be' wretcheder than e'er was slave

I8 his Sardinis,—Burope’s spectacle
And the world's "bye-word! What? The Prince
aggrieved

That I excluded him our connsels? Here
[ Tomchsrg the paper in CHARLES'S Rand.
Accept a method of exterting gold
From Savoy’s nobles, who must wring its worth,
In silver firgt from ‘tiilers, of the soil,
Whose hinds again have'to contribiste bmﬁ
To make up thie mrlount+ there 's counsel, sit*
My cognsel, ohe year old ; and the fruit, this— .
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Savoy ’s becomne a mass of misery

And wrath, which one man has to meet—the King:
You ’re not the King ! Another counsel, sir |

Spain entertains  project (here it lies)

Which, guessed, makes Austria offer that same King
Thus much to baffle Spain ; he promises ;

Then comes Spain, breathless lest she be forestalled,
Her offer follows ; and he promises . . .

Cha. ~—Promises, sir, when he before agreed
To Austria’s offer ?

DO. That ’s a counsel, Prince ! ,
But past our foresight, Spain and Austria (choosing
To make their quarrel up between themselves
Without the intervention of a friend) .o .
Produce both treaties, and both promises . . .

C/a. How?

0. Prince, a counsel --And the fruit of that?
Both parties covenant afresh, to fall
Together on their friend, blot out his name,
Abolish him from Europe, So, take note,
Here 's Austria and here ’s Spain to fight hgainst,
And what sustains the King but Savoy here,

.

A miserable people mad with wrongs ? .
You 're not the King | g
Cha, Polyxena, you said

All would clear up : all does clear up to me!
D'0. Clear up? 'T is no such thing to envy, then?

You see the King's state in its length and breadth ?

You blame me now for keeping you aloof
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From counsels and the fruit of counsels ?—Walit
Till I explam tfhs morning’s busingss !

Cha. [Aside)] No--
Stoop to my father, yes,—I)'Ormez, no;
—The King’s son, nat to the King’s counsellor!
I will do something, but at Jeast retain
The credit of my deed! [4dwd] Then it is this
You now expressly come to tell me?

o. This
Totell! You apprehend me?
Cha. Perfectly.

Further, I’Ormea, you have shown yourself,
For thc ﬁrst nme these many weeks and months,
I)IS]')OSL(] to'do my biddmg?
Do. From the heart!
Cka. Acquaint my father, first, 1 wait his pleasure :
Next . . . or, I'll tell you at a fitter time.
Arquaint the King !
0. [dside.] If I "scape Victor yet !
First, to prevent thi,s stroke at me: if not,—
Then, to avenge it [Jb Cua.] Gracious sir, I go. [Goes.
Cha. God, I forbore ! Which more offends, that man
Or tha.t man’s master ? "Is it come to this?
Have they supposed (thq shaypest insult yet)
I needed e'en his intetvention? No'! v
No—dull am I, conceded,~but so dull,
Scarcely I Their step decides me. v
L. How decides ?
Cha® You would be freed D'Ormea’s eye and hers? *
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—Could fly the court with me and live content ?
So, this it is for which the knights assembie |
The whispers and the closeting of late,
The savageness and insolence of old,
—For this !
Lol What mean you?
Cha. How ? You fail to catch
Their clever plot? I missed it, but could you ?
These last two months of care to inculecate
How dull I am,—D’Ormex’s present visit
To prove that, being dull, I might be worse
Were I a King—as wretched as now dull—
You recognise in it no winding up
Of a long plot?
Pol, Why should there be a plot ?
Cha, The crown’s secyze now ; I should shame the
crown—
An old complaint ; the point is, how to gain
My place for one, more fit in Victor's gyes,
His mistress the Sebastian's child.
Pl In truth ?
Cla. They dare not quite dethrone Sardinia’s Prince :
But they may descant on my dulness till
They sting me into even praying them
Grant leave to hide my head, resign my state,
And end the coit. ® Not see now? In a word,
They 'd have fne tetuler thefa myself my rights*
As onc incapable ;+some catse for
Since I delayed thus long to see their dnft !
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I shall apprise the King he may resume
My nghts this Moment, .
Pol. Pause! I dare not think

So 11l of Victor.
Cha. Think no ill of hun !

Pol—Nor think hin, then, so shallow as to suffer
His purpose be divingd thus easily,
And yet—you are the last of a great line ;
Thete a great hentage at stake ; new days
Secemed to wwat this newest of the rcalms
Of Europe .—Charles, you must withstand this!

Cha. Ahe—
You dare not then renounce the splendid Court
For one whom all the world despises? Speak!

Pol, My gentle husband, speak I will, and truth,
Were this a8 you believe, and I once sure
Your duty lay in s0 r¢nouncing rule,
Icould . . could? Oh what happmess it were—
To live, my, Ghares, and die, alone with you!

Cha. I grieve I asked you. Tothe presence, then!
By this, D’Ormes adquaints the King, no doubt,
He fears I am tén simple for ndere hints,
And that no less wil} sétve than Victor's mouth
Dconstrating in cotngit what I am.
1 have not breathéd, I think, these many years1

Pyl Why, it may be -if h¢ desirg Yo wed'
That woman, call legitimpte her child . .

Cha. You see as mucli? Oh, let his will haye way 1
You "llenot repent confiding in me, Tove ?
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There s mnny a bnghter spot in Pledmont, far,
Than Rivoli.. I seek’ him : or, suppt>se
You hear first how I mean to speak my mind?
* —Loudly and firmly both this time, be sure !
I yet may see your Rhme land, who can tell ?
' Once away, ever then away' 1 breathe '
Pol, And I too breathe. -
Cha. Come,'my Polyxena

KING VICTOR: PAn'r IL

Enter K.mc VICTOR, bearing the regalia on & mﬁm:, from his
aparlmmt He calls loudly.

D'Ormea —for patlence fails me, treadmg thus .
-Among the obscure trains I have laid,~my kmghts
Safe in the hall here—in that anteroom, '
My sob,—D'Ormea, where?  Of this, | one tOuch-—- U
[Witg dmn the crown,
“This fireball to theso mute, black cold tmgﬁs-—-then
Outbreak enotfgh' | - g
{Canimﬂahng #Y To lose all, a‘ﬁeza,n P
This, glanmng o‘ef*my house fotages-‘-ehaped,
Brave méteor, ﬁ}wﬂw crown Of ,Cy;im h&‘w, ‘
]mm: gj?ﬁ_ g Eﬂ _ .
The ‘bx‘aver,
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When pret the use,~— just this once more * (f thought)
* Use 1t with Sjeum and Austria bappily,
¢ And then away with trick 1”7 An oversight
1'd have reparcd thrice over, guy time
Ihese nifty years, must happen now! There's peace
\t kingth, nd 1, to tndke the most of peace,
Veutred my pnject on om people here,
As necding not thewr help @ which Europe knows,
And meous, cold blooded, to sy o~c herself
(\p .t hom phsibilities of war)
I crnsh the new niade King—who ncer till now
I uwed Ler As Duke, I lost exch foot ot earth
And 1 tthed at her my name was left, my sword
Tuit Wowapdeft! But she can take, she knows,
1 b crown. herself conceded . .
That’'s to try,

kmnd Furope! My career’s not closed as yet!
I'his boy was ever subject to my will,
[1md wnd tarae-—the fitter | D'Oimea, too—
What if the sovergign also nd himsc 1l
Of thee, his prime of parasites *—1I delay !
D’Ormea! [As D'Qumua eniers, the Ring seats himedf.

. My son, the Prince~attends he?

o Sir,
He¢ does attend,  The crown pxeparcd —1t seems
Lhat you persist in. your r¢

; » v 4 wh“m
‘I he chancellor and the’ dmmberlmn? Wy hlghts?

D'O. JThe whole Annunm’:p,--lf my Jiege,

voL, L, 2

¥
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Your fortune had not tottered worse than now .

Vze. Del Borgo has ttrawn up the schedules? mine—
My son's, too? Excellent! Only, beware
Of the least blunder, or we look but fools.
Titst, you read the Annulment of the Oaths ;
Del Borgo follows . . no, the Pringe shall «ign .
Then let Del Borgo read the Instrument :
On whach, I entet.

Do. Sir, this may be truth ;
You, sir, may do as you aftect—may break
Your engine, me, to preces: try at least .
If not a spring remain worth saving! Take
My counsel as I' ve counselled many times !
What if the Spanmiard and the Austrian threul? ¢
There s England, Holland, Venice—which ally
Select you?

Vi Aha! Come, D’Ormea,—* truth ”
Was on your lip a minute since. Allies?
I’ve bioken farth with Venice, Holland, England
—As who knows if not you ?

Do. But why with me
Break faith—with one ally, your best, break faith ?
Vie. When first I stumbled on you, Marquis—’t was

At Mondovi—a hittle lawyer's clerk .*. .
D7 0. Therefore your soul's ally ¥kwho brought you
thrmtgh ¢
Yout quarrel with the Pope, at pa,ins enough,—
Who sxmply echobdm il thesé afffits—
* On whom you canigs therqfote“‘mit these

-
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Aftars’ 11l fortune—whom you trust to guide
You safe (yés, oh my soul) through these affairs |
Vie. 1 was about to notice, had you not
I'rcvented me, that sincs that great town kept
With 1ts chicane D'Ormea’s satehel stuffed
And D Ormed’s self spfficiently recluse,
Ile nissed a aight -timy nayal armament
When I buined Toulan. Iiow the skiff exults
Upon the galhot's waye l—riscs its hcight,
O'ertops 1t even ; hut the great wave bursts,
And hefl deep 1 the horuble profound
Bunes 1tself the galliot : shall the skiff
Think to escape the sea’s black trough in tumm ?
Apply this: ybu have been my mumster
—Next me, above me possibly ;—sad post,
Huge care, abundunt lack of peace of mmd;
Who would desiderate the cnunence ?
You gave your soul to get 1t, you 'd yet give
Vour soul to keep it, as I mean you shall,
1’Ormeat What ifs the wave ebbed with me ?
Whereas it cants you to another crest ;
I 10as you to my son ; ride out your nde!
470. Ah, you so much despise me?

Vi You, D'Ormea?
Nowise and I'll inform yoy why. A king
Must m Iis tune haveé many winisters, .

And 1 've Twen rash esough to part with mine *
When I thought prope” Of the kibe, ot one
(. . Orewai, did Puénedze® \ , ah, just the same)
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Not one of them, &re his temonstrance reaclied
The length of yours, but hys assurcd me“(commonty
Standing much as you -smd,u—aqr negrer, say,
The door to make his exit on his speech)
—1I should repent of what I did. D'Qrmeq,
Be candud, you epproached it when I Bade you
Prepare the schedules ! But you gtopped mn time
You have not so0 assured me : how shoyld 1
Despise you then ?
ALanter CHARLES.

Vi, [changing Jus tone.] Are you instructed? ' Do
My order, point by pomnt! About 1t, sir !

0. You so despise me'! [Asida] One last sty

1emains— ¢! )
The boy’s discretion there
[7 Cnarivs.] For yout sake, Prince,

o

1 pleaded, wholly m your interest, .
To save you from this fatc ! .
Cha. [Aside.] Must 1 be {old

The Prince was supplicated for—by hump ?
Vie. [to 270.] Appnise Del Borgo, Spava and the 1est,
Our soh atiends them ; then retwn,
20 One word!
Chq. {dside]] A moment’s pange 47 they would dnve
e hegee,

Idahmm, e -
Do. {ﬂﬂdf-l Wﬁut the by be'um 1
Vie: Wom i
Cha. [20 DPOY , . You dobotdisobey
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Mg, 1t lowst?  Did you promitse that ox no b
/70 Sir, 1%m yolird; what wotld you? Yours
am 1L} Y ¢
Crna 'When T haversaid what I shall say, 't 15 hke
Your fwce will pe'ér agam disgust me  Go!
Throu,b you, as thropgh a breast of glass, I see.
And fcr vour conducty from my youth till now,
| ke my contempt¥ You might have spared me
much,
Sceuted me somewhat, nor so hirmed yourself
[hit’s over now. (o, ne'er to come agam !
D O As son, the father—father as, the son!
y wats ! l\gy wits ! [Goes,
Vi [Seatc?] And you, what meant you, pray,
speaking thus to D'Ormea ?
Chr Let us not
Weoary ontselves with D’Ormea!  Those few words
11 wve half unsettled what I came to say
His presence vexces to my very soul
Vic One called to anage a hingdom, Charles, needs
heart
I'o bear up under worse annoyances
Than -ecms D'Ormedr—to ine, at least
Cha |.Aside] Ah, gaod !
He keeps mic to the pojnt!  Then be 1t so, '
[4loud) Last voghh, sity brovght we® contaiiidfapers—
the R
To be rcported ongvporic wayrof latec

*

Is 1t lagt mght's témibtﬁé} you gnmanﬁ
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Vie. For God’s sake, what has mizht brought foith?
Pronounce v
The  what's your word P—result !
Cha Sir, that had proved
Quite woithy of your sncer, no doubt —a few
T wme thou,hts, t¢,, ud tor you 1lone could wring,
T w1 they are from bramns ke mune, belicve !
\s tis, 1 [ am sparad both torl and sncer
Th «C ate the papers
¥} Wl sir? T 1 ppow
You hwdly hurnul than Now for your 1csult
Cha 1 nover should huwe done gret thu '
cours,
But oh i tithar had you loved me mote !
Pu Tovd? [ fs:4] Hi D'Urmea pliyyed me fal ¢
I wonda?
[ 4lond } Why, Churles, a hings love 1s diffused —yowst!
May ovetlook, perchinee, yout pirt in 1t.
Our mon uchy 15 1bsolutr st now
In Luropc, or my trouble *s thiown way.
T love, my mode, that subjects ¢ach and all
Mbay have the power of loving all and each,
Ther mode I doubt not, miny have then sons
To trifle with, talk soft to, all day long
I have that crown, this char, D'Ormen, Charle !
Chw "Tis well I'am a subject then, not you
Vie [Aside} I'Ormea has told hun every Uttag
lAIOZId} Aha,
t apprehend you : when all s sud, you take
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Your private station to he prized beyond
My own, for insfanec?
Cha. —Do and cver dit
S take it: tis the method you pursue
Crotgrieves ., .
T, These words ! Tet me cxpress, my hund,
Your thought<. You penetrate what T supposed
soenct D’Ormca plies his trade betimes !
1 purpose to resign my crown to you,
(/e Tome?

Lo Now in that chamber.

L You resign
\rown to me?

o, ° And time enough, Chailes, surc ?

onfest with me, at fow-and sisty yors
cronn’s a toad. I covet quiet once
> tore I die, and summoned you for that.
(T, "Tis 1 will speak : you evur hated me,
1 bore 1t,—have msulted me, bone too
Now jou insult yourself; and T rarucmber
What I believed you, what you really aie,
\nd cannot bear it.  What! My life has passed
Undlex your cye, tormented as you know,— .
Y ow whole sagacities, one after one,
At lersure brought to play on me—to prove me
A fool, T thought #nd I submitted ; néw .
You'd pro®®. . . what would you prove 1ag?
Vie, ' «"Fhis to me ?
1 hardly know you{ ’
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lo‘u domoﬂ ’,Walf ﬁdl I cpmplafn next '\ime
OF my sxmplxmtyl--for here s a sag!e
Knows the world well, is ndt to b¢ """
- And his experience and his Macehmvels,
D'Ormeas, teach him—what: pe—thafy T Hhis while
Have envied him his crown’ '? I:[ré izas not smiled,
T warrant,—has not eaten, drunk ngvsl&}m '
For T was plotting with my Prihcess yondlr!
Who knaws what we might do or miglit. ;mt do?
Go now, be politic, astound the world ?‘*’“
That sentry in the amechamber—nay, ,'
The varlet who disposed this precious trap -
LPvintllg 10 tre eron

'I.’ha.t was to take me—ask them if they"think -

hcn' own sons envy them their posts !—-sKnow me |
S Vic. But you know me, it seems ; 50, l%am in bricf,
My pfea.sure. This assembly is convened}"

C‘&a Tell me, that woman put it li'i ygnr ‘head !
You were not sole contriver of the s

l E Tl b
I
.




KINC VICIOR AND' KING CHARLES, 25

But not annoy you with my presence,  Sir,
Iarewcll ! Faflwelt!
Y Enter TPORMFA
DO [Aside] Ha, sure he ’s changed agamn—
Mems not to fall ito the eunning trap !
Then Victor, I shall yet escape you, Victor !
Voo [ 72 ndy placimy B crown upon the kead of CHARLES
1’Ormen, yom King!
[7v C HarrLs § My son, obcy me!  Charles,
Y owt 1ither, ckeaver sighted than y surself,
Tecults 1t must be g0 "Faith, this looks real !
My rcsons after, 1¢ason upon reason
After  but now, obey me ! Trust m me!
Dy tius, you save Sardinia, you sive me!
Why, the Loy swoons ! [/o 2’07 Come this side !
D0 [As Caarwes turns from e fo Vicror] You

peisiat?
Vie Ves, X conceive the gesture’s meaning  "Faith,
He ilmost, geems to hate you how 1s that? 1

Dbe re assured, may Lhatles!  Is’t over now?
Then, Marduls, tell the new King what 1emams
Todo! A mpment'd wotk. Del Borgo reads
IHC Act of Abdieation ont, you sign 1t,

Lhen 1 sizn 5 after that, come back to me. p
DO S, for the st tine, pause?
Vi, " Five migmbed longer

I 1m you m®vehaigns 8. Hentabor!
And Il so turst u?@ﬂ,i ﬁt@ to Mﬁs .
That * Ay, yolt recellectime | {Ava1 Could'T brur
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My foolish mind to undergo the n.admg
That Act of Abdication !
(As CHARLES mbteons IPORMIA o precede hum.
Thanks, dear Charles!
[CHARTLES and D'ORMEN relire,
Vic. A novel feature in the boy,~indeed
Just what I feared he wanted most, Quite right,
‘This earnest tone : your truth, now, for effect!
It answeis evety purposc : with that look,
That voice,—I hear him : “I began nv treaty,”
(He speaks to Spain,) “no1 ¢ver dreamed of this
“ You show me, this [ from my soul regret ;
“ But if my father signed it, bid not me
“ Dishonour him—who gave me all, beside : %
And, “true,” says Span, *‘’t were harsh to visit that
“ Upon the Prince.” Then come the nobles trooping :
“ [ grieve at these cxactions—TI had cut
* This hand oft ere impose them ; but shail 1
“ Undo my father’s deed ? "—and they cenfer :
¢ Doubtless he was no paity, after all ;
“ Give the Prince time!” <
Ay, give ugy time. but time )

Only, he 'must not, when the dark day, pmcs,
Refer our frignds to.me and frustrate all

We 'll biye, no child's play, no dWs fits,

No Cha.rm}:emh grosd tun Victor
To take lh#aﬁﬁ} a¢hin. Guard « thatT
Aglen 1'Qnuga.

Long live King Chatles{
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No~Charles's counsellor |
Well, 101t over, Matqms? Did I jest?

770. “ King Chatles!” What then may you be?

Vi Anything |
A country gentleman that, cured of bustle,

Now beats a quick retrcat toward Chanbery,

Would hunt and hawk and leave you noisy folk

To duve your trade without him. I'm Count Remont—
Count Tende~—any little place™s Count !

£0. Then Victor, Captam aganst Catinat
At Staffarde, where the French beat you ; and Duke
At Lunn, where you beat the French ; King late
Cf Savoy, Pledmont, Montferrat, S.u'dlma,

—Now,  any little place’s Count " —

Vi, Proceed !

Z70. Breaker of vows to God, who crowned you first
Brcnker of vows to man, who kept you since ;
Most profligate 10 me who outraged God
And man to serve you, and am made pay cnmes
I was Lut privy to, by passivg thus
To your imbegile son—who, well you know,
Must—-(when the people here, and nations there,
Clamour for you the main delinquent, shpped
From Kmg to~n'® Colint of any little place ®)
Must needs mhm e, all in his reach,~
1, s, forgive m,mwe the end-> |
Sec you of yotn"&amw‘—(ygu will rem)-—

To hin you trust thué for the moment . .}
Vics Trust him? How ?
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My poor man, merely a pnime mumster,
Make me know where my tiust exss !

2o. In Ius tear,
His love, his—but diccovey for yomrself
What you arc weakest, trusting !

Vie Aba,
I’Ormea, not a shiewder scheme than this
In your tepertory ?  You know old Viglor—
Vain, «holerte, mnconst mt, rish ~(T *ve heard
Talkers who little thought the kang soclose)
Fehectous now, were t not, to ptovoke lnm
To ¢lean forget, one minute afterward,
His ¢olemn act, and call the nobles back
And pray them give 12 un the very power
He has abjurcd *- for the dear sake of what?
Vengeance on you, D Ormea! No suchdm I,
Count Tende or C ount 1nything you please,
—Qnly, the sume thut did the things you say,
And, among other thing s you say not, used
Vour finest fibre, meanest muscle,~ you
I used, and now, since you will have 1t 5o,
Leave 10 your fate—mere lumber m the midst,
You gud your works  Why, what on beside
Are you made for, you sort of mnistera

DO, Not left, though, to my W! Yaur witless

8o

Hab ore yit Una to Joad hnmp" m"&v‘fmh
He foslx‘yoﬁ that W Mé

Vic, Stay mthm migr sidc !
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D'O. Ay, to be tossed the people like a rag,
And flung by them for Spain add Austria’s sport,
Abolishing the reeotd of your pare
In all this perfidy t #

17 freveat, beside
My own returni '
nHno ‘That s balf prevented now !

*I will 10 hard but you find a2 wondrous charn
T atle, to discredit me. The Alyps,
Suk mulls to watch, vines ashing vigilance—
Hounds open for the stag, yom hawk ’s a-wing—
Drave dayy that wait the Lows of the houth,
Naly’s fanus!

Vi *  Bo, the lanyer's derk
Won't tell me that I shall repent !

770, You gne e
Tull leave to agk if you repent ?
v Whene er

sutficizot time elapse for that, you ju laet
, [ Skouts snsize *KING CHANIFS *
170, Do you repent ?
Vie. [after§ slight pause ] . . . 1 've kept them waiting ?
* Yes!
Como m, compl¢te the Abdicahon, wir! [7hey w out.
.. Hntar Po1TANA,
Jol. A shout ! Fhe sycophants arg free of Charles |
O 1s not the like g ’x", No frut

Of his or my fancy, this,
But jut ant erdipary fagt §,  Beside, .



30 KING VICIOR AND KING CHARLFS.

Here they 've set forms for such proceedings, Victor
Impnsoned his own mother : he should kiow,

1f any, how a son ’s to be deprived

Of a son’s right.  Our duty ’s palpable.

Ne'er wis my hushand for the wily king

And the unworthy <ubjects . beat so )

Come you sife out of them, my Charles !  Qur hfe
Grows not the broad and Jaschng Lie, 1 dreaned
Might prove your lot, for stiength was shut m ynu
None guessed but 1— ~trength which, untramelic d once,
Had hittle shamed yomr vannted ancestry—

Patience and selt devotion, {otitude,

Simpheity and utter truthfulness

—All which, they shout to lose ! .
So, now my work

Begins—to save him fiomn regret.  Save Chales

Regret P—the noble nature!  He ’s not made

Take these Italians  t 15 u German soul,

Cttaeivs enters erowned,

Oh, wheres the Kmg’s hai ?  Gone w-the Croun
prince? Gone —

Where s Savoy? Gone .~Sardinia? Gone! But
Chailes

Isleft! And when my Rhineland brgvers arnive,

If he looked almost handsome yester-twilight

As his grey eyes seemed widening into bigck

Because I praised hum, then how wilb-he loo}, ?

Farewell, you strippéd and whited myitberry-trees

Round each fo eagh by Jdzy ropes of ving |
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Now Tl teach you thy language: I ’m got forced
Lo spe ik Talgin now, Charles?

[ Sh» sees the crown I What is this?
Answer me—who has done this? - Answer |

7a He!
I un hing now,

Lo Dh worst, worst, worst of all !
Talmet What, Victor?  ITe has mnade you King?
Whit' he then? What's to follow this?  You, King?

t#7 Have I done wrong? Yus, tor you were not by !

£ ¢ Tell me fiom Girst to lst

Cha Hush —a new world
Bnghtens before me , he 1s moved away
- "Bhe dark form that echipscd at, he subsides
Into a shape supporting me hike you,

And 1, alone, tend upward, morc and more
Tend upward * T am grown Sarduut’s King,

2l Now stop was not this Victor, Duke of Savoy
At ten ycars old?

Cha He was,

7%/ And the Duke spent
Since then, just four-and-ifty years m tuil
Teo be what?

Cha. King.

Lo, Then why unking himself ?
Cha Those yeats arg causc enough.
Fo, The only camse ?

Cha. Somé héw perplénitics. \
Ll Which yéu ¢an solve
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Although he cannot ?
Cha. He assures me o0 ¢
Pl And this he means shall last—how long?
Cha. How lonr?

Think you I fear the penls I confrout ?
He 's praising me before the pople’s fuge—
My people!

Pol Then e ’s chinge J—-grown kind, the kang ?
Where cun the trp he?
Cha 1t and soul [ pled ¢ !

My father, could T guu 1 the crown you game,
Transmit as 1 recaived it,- 1l rood clae
Would I surrcnder!

Pol. A, 1t o] ens then ‘ :
Before you, all you dreaded fonnerly ?
You are r¢jorced to be o hing, my Charles?

Cha S0 much to dare ? ‘Lhe better o—much to dread ?
The bettcr.  1'1 adventuwre though alone.
Trumph or die, there ’s Victor stll to witness
Who dies or trivmphs —~either way, alone!

Pyf. Once 1 had fourd my share m triupiph, Charles,
Or death,

Cha, But you are T! DBut you I eull
To take, Heaven's proxy, vows 1 tendered Flesven
A moment since. I will descrve the erowiy |

PA, You will. [dsede ] No doubt w'were & glosious

thing

For any people, if 2 heart Kke hid,
Ruled over ft. I would E.skw: thetran.



I know you, and Pﬁlyxem T know. ¥ L ‘
Here’s Cha.rlea--r cam hxs guest now- ~does he bid me
Be seated?  And iy hqht~hau‘ed blue-eyed child
Must not forget the ‘old: foan far away
At (,hambcry, who- do2€$ while she reigns.
Pol. Most grateful shall we now be, talking least

of gratltudeu-wmdced of anything
That hinders what yourself must need to say
To Charles, *,7 °

Cha: : Pray speak,.sir !

Vie. " 'Faith, not much to say :
Only what showz me]f you once i’ the point
of mght, You re niow the King : you }f comprehend
Much you may’ oft have wondered a “the shifts,
Dissimulatj ) ‘wiliriess I showed. T
For wha.t (:mt"' 'post ? Here Savoy and here’s

here, a space there-——
t’s one weapon worth ?
thé;[ fought in Greece

You made a fzqﬁy

el

Were not adxﬁty?

Reached you, bk

And handle‘ol‘tli&‘ hiel
VoL, L
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e LIRS

te operied:

w1 ST oft in you to mdk !
- ,Oh, s, < E
,G)‘q‘u will see ! L

RRE ﬁghhng-man! ;

N Tbc barrier-guarder, if you please: i

b, d and consolidate, with emnous‘ rRite
sxde, with Ausma that, the tem ¢

Se

espxte ‘the couple ! But I 've surelx; >
Lxemption from these weary politi 28 L]
i The privilege to prattle with myi&'ég
f And daughter here, tho’ Europé: m;g; e

‘1’02 Nay, su',-—at Chambery, ?



KING VICLOR AND KINQ OHARLES. 35

Pol. \who watihes NiCTORspryonly this sofiln}

o », Youlfattier does ot mean
You should e aﬂlﬁg for youir father's’ sake 1
It 15 your peopleanst &enceir you wholly
Instead of humd, 'Vou faean this, srd  (He drops
My hand )

Cha That people is now part of me.

Vie Aboul the people! 1 took certun measures
some short time since 4 . Oh, T know well, you know
But hittle of Tay measures ! These affect
The nobles ; we 've 1esumed some 3rants, imposed
A tax or two 7 pgpare yoursclf, n short,

For clamour op that score  Mark me  you yigld
No jo. of auglit, entrusted you !

Pol, No jot
You yeld

Cha, My father, when I took the oath,

Although my gye rught stray m scarch of yours,
1 m\mdmcood it, promused God

What you requi!g.' ‘1l from this eminence

He move me,,hm I keep, nor shull concede
The meanest ¢f* yﬁy tights,

Koe |Aside] " x The hoy 's 4 fool !
—Or rather, I & f‘aol fot, what s wrong here ?

To aay the M&i mg  let to morrow
Be ready wiﬂﬁt& 5,

v ‘,P‘Omn
There’s M&
Somewhat to e 6 Jour orice firstl
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Cha. Then why delay it for an mstant, sir?
That Spanish claun perchance? "And, now you speak,
~—This morning, my opinion was mature,
Which, boy like, T was bashful jn producing
To one I ne'er am like to fear i fubdre?
My thought 1s formed npon that Spamsh claum

Vie Betimes indeed Not now, Charles! You require
A host of papurs on 1t ’

DO, [comng forward] Here they ate,
[70 Cua ] T was the mimster and much beside
Of the lite monarch , to say hittle, him
1 served on you I have, to say ¢'en less,
No claim  This case contains those papers: with them
I tender you my oftce . :

Vic [hastily ] Keep hiny, Charles !
There s rcason for it—many reasons: you
Distrust hum, nor are so far wrong there,~but
He’s mixed up m this matter—he ‘Il desixe’r
To quit you, for occasions known to me:
Do not accept those rcasons  have him stay |

Pol [Aside] His mmster thrust on s )

Cha. [to 1’OrMEA ] . Sir, beleve,
In justice to mysclf, you do not neegd ¢
E'én this commendig  howsoe'er awighk seem
My feehngs toward you, as a private idam,
They quit me in the vast and w 28
OF action, Though 1 shall mysete g
In your owst b I engageit o3¢
rmidewmm yet youb X
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Is necessary. Think the ga.s&' forgotten
And serve me n?w,l‘ \
00 1 did not offer you
My service—=would that I could serve you, sir |
As for the Spapish matter . . .
1 278 But dispatch
At least the dead, in my good daughtur’s phrase,
Before the iving{ Help to house me safe
Ere with TYOrmea you sct the woild a gape!
Here 15 4 pape)-%1ll you overlook
What I propose rescrving for my needs?
I get as far from you as possible
Here's what T reckon my expenditure
Cha {readisg] A miserable fifty thousand crowns!
Vie. Oh quite enough for contry gentlemen |
Beside the exchequer happens . . but find out
All that, youtself |
Cha. {spsll reading] “Count Tende”-—what means
this? |
Vic. Me, pn were but an infint when I burst
Through the of Tende upon Fiance
Hagd only my allgs kept true to me !
No matter, Tende ‘s, then, a name I take
Justas . . .
0. ' THeMarchioness Schastian takes
The name of Spignty, ¥ | * .
Cha, -~ g X 5 . '
Vie [to D'OW;‘:;L’ , "' Fout) AY Ql:ﬁ
Was far my own detailipg. ~ [ 7 Citarras ] 'Thdt anon
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Cha. {to D’Orvra] Explam what yoyhave sud, ar!
o. I supposcd
The marridge of the Kung to her I natnéd,
Profoundly kept a seeret these few weeks,
Was not to be one, now he 's Count.

R’/. l 4s.de } ’With us
The mnster— with hun the mistress !
Che [to Vicion ! No-~

Tell me you have not taken her—that womn
To Iine with, past recall !
Vi, And where’s the crime .
Pol. [fo Crarire] True, su, this 1 a matter pout
recall
And past your cognizance A day before,
And you had bren compdlled to note this—now
Why note 1t? The Kmg saved hiv Howe fiom
shame
What the Count did, 1s no concern of yours,
Cha [afte a pause] "Lhe Spanmish c¢laim, DOrmen !
Vie W hy, my san,
I took somc 1l advised . . . one’s age, in fact,
Spoils everything though I was ovéraeached,
A younger bram, we’ll trust, may extsi
Sardinta readily, To morrow, D’Ormeas {wr
Inform the King!
DO, faithout rqgardmngM ]
Thus steindy Yo th Spain :
When first the Tnfant’ Cﬁﬁs d;&ued hig tropet

Succession to tha Wi
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Vi 1tell you that stands over | Let that fest |
1hae s the pollty !
Cha to 'Qriaga] Thys wuch I know,
And nore—too much : the remedy ?
no Of course |
No glimpse of one.
Vie No remedy at all !
1t makes the remedy itself~ time makes ut.
DO |t CHarres.] Butaf |
Vi [still mere hastily ] In fine, T shall take care of
that ;
And, with another project that 1 have . .
DO {tumire on A ] Oh, since Count Tende means
to take again
King Victor's crown '—
Ll (throwing kerself at VicIoR's fiet] Een now
retake it, s !
Oh, speak! We are your subjects both, once
marg §
Say 1t word'aﬂ'ects it! You meant not,
Nor do mean NM, to take it : but you must!
"T 15 1n you~~it} your nature—and the <hatae ’s
Not Lalf the shame 't would grow to afterwards |
Cha. Polysena}
Pol. * 1 Aword recalls the knightse

Say 1t !--«thp %t:and what ' the past?

Say you m
, Bettersay
The Cgunt repents; in, brief | Jderon ries,
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Cha. With suuh‘a crime
Y have not charged you, sir ! '
I, Chazles turns from e !

SECOND YEAR, 173t —KING CHARLIS
PART L

Fater QuraN PoryxaNa and D’ORMEA, A pabese
Lo/, And now, su, what have you to say?
L0, Coting ‘Tende
Lol Affirm not I betrayed you, you resolve
On utteung tlus strange mtclhgence .
—Nay, post yourscIf to find me ere I reach
The captal, because you know King Charles
Tarnes « day or two at Fiian baths
Buhind me —Dbut take warning,—here and thus
[Seating herself i the seyal s ¢
I listen, sf T listen—not you inend.
Exphatly the statement, 1if you still
Persist to urgc 1t on me, must proceed 3
I am not made for aught clse.
Do. Good! Count Tende . .
Py, 1, who mistrust you, shall s.«:qum‘[k King Chailes
Who even more mistrusts you, Ve
L20. ‘ Does hg 3o
Pol. Why should hemot? RS
0o. Ay, why pat2 - Motives, seck
You virtuous peopls, motives ! Say.:# betve ,
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(God at the dey i's bidding~—will that do ?
I 'm proud : our people have been pacified,
Realy I know hot how——

Pol. By truthfulness.

770). Esactly ; that shows I had nought to do
Witl, pacdying them. Qur foregn penls
AbLo ereced my means to stay @ but here
'T' is otherwise, and my pride ’s piqued.  Count Tende
Completes a full year’s absence  would you, madam,
Have the old monarch back, s mustress back,
His measures back? I pray you, act upon
My counsgl, or they will be.

Fol. ° When ?

DO, Let ’s tlunk.
IHome matters settled—Victor ’s coming now ;
Let foreign matters settle— Victor ’s here
Unless T stop him ; as I will, this way.

Pol. [reading the papers he pronts] If this should

prove & plot ‘twixt you and V ictor?
You seek anngyances to give pretext
For what you say you fear !

J70. Oh, prossibly !
1 go for nothing, Only show King Charles

T uat thus (Etﬁi‘nt Tende purpuses retarn,
And style me his.{xiviter, if you please |

Lol Haﬁ’bﬁﬂm talk is true ; modt like, the Count
Secks to rétub: - e, why stay you with us?
To aid in suklx m(bmames.

Do. + Keep safe
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Thove papets : ‘or, to Serve ms, leavé no proof
I thus have counselled ! when the Count returns,
And the King abdicates, 't will.stead e little
To have thus counselled. v Y
Lol. The King abdieate !
D0, He's good, we knew long sincew—wise, we dis-
cover—
Firm, let us hope :- ~but I 'd have gone {o work
With hun anay. Well !
[CuarLrs wnthout ]| In the Councii Chamber ?
0. All % lost!
Pol. Oh, surely not King Charles! He 's clianged—
That ’s not this year's care burthened voict and step :
*T is last year's step, the Prmee’s voice !
Do. I know.
[Enter CHARLIS ~D’ORMLA tctersng a hitle
Cka. Now wish me joy, Polyxena! Wishit me
The old way! [ Ske embraces him.
There was too much cause for that !
But I have found myself again, What news
At Tunn? Oh, if you but felt the load, . ,
1’'m fiee of—free! I said this year WOW,W
Or i, or me—but I am free, thank God!
Pol. How, Charles? .
Cha. You do not guess ? w diay
Sardinia’s hideons cdil, at homp, abrjeditr g
And hew iny father was invotved U IERETAT |
of courpc‘.:_.:cvqwed 1o reat snd stut( Wl
Untit T ¢léed s, pame ffom obioduy
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We did the people right-+7t was much to gain

"Thit point, redress o nob”les’ grievance, too—

But that took place here, wad no crying shame :

All must be done abeodd, - if I abroad

Appeased the justly-wngered Powers, destroyed

The scandal, took down Victor's name at last

From a bad eminence, I then might breathe

Aund sttt No moment was to lose. Behold

"The proud resuli—-a Treaty, Austnia, Spain

Agreg to-—- *
£'0. [Asids] 1 shall meiely stipulate

For an expetienced headsman.,
Cha. Not a soul

I compromised : the blotted past ’s a blank :

Even IVQOrmea escapes unquestioned.  See !

Tt reached mé from Vienna ; I remamed

At Evian to dispatch the Count Ius news ;

'T is gone t¢ Chambery a week ago—

And here ar T2 'do [ deserve to feel

Your warm whiw arms around me? '
DO, [Coming forward.] He knows that ?
C/za. What, xxv:'ﬁleavens name, means this ?
o. et He knows that matters

Ate settled a&“?‘i&m? Not too late !

P ety me)to Chambery
upint you with,

* 1

A.ré you crdagd)
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’Ormea? Here? For what? As well retutn
To take his crown !
D'o. He will return for that,
Cha. [to Poryxrna ] You have not Jistened to this man?
Lo, He spoke
About your safety—and [ listened.
[21e disenzages himself fi ame Jes avms

Cha [fo D’Oruial] What
Apprised you of the Count’s mtentions ?
Do Me?

His heait, «ir , you may not be used tp read
Such evidence howuver, thercfore 1ead

[Losnting to YOLYRENA pay crs.

My evidence.

Cta, |fo PoryaFNa ] Oh, worthy this of you !
And of your specch T never have lorgotten,
Though T profisscd forgettulness, which haynts me
As if 1 did not know how filse it was;

Which made me torl unconsciously thus long
That there nught be no lcast occasion left, ,

For aught of 1ts prediction commmg trpe !

And now, when there is lcfl no least oceas

To instigate my father to such crime—
When 1 might venture to forget (I hog?d)*

That speech and rétognize Polyxena-—r-n

Oh worthy, to revive, and teffold wdi‘k

That plague! D'Ormea at yétn' fat, hé kapdérs
Sull 1 your hand ! Silent?
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Lol. As the wronged are.
Ckha. And wou, D'Qrmes, since when have yon pre-
sumed )
To spy upon my father? T conceive
What that wise paper shows, and casily.
Smce when?

120,  The when and where aud how belong
Tome. T 1 sad work, but T deal m such,

You ofttines serve yourself , I'd serve you here s
Ut makes me not so squeanush.  In a word,
Smee she firgt hour he went to Chaimbery,

Of his scven servants, five have I suborned.

Cha, You hate my father ?

00, e Oh, just as you will!

[ Lookzne; aé P LY XENS.
A minute since, I loved lum -hate him, now !
What matter P—f you ponder just onc thing :
Has he that treaty ? —he 1s sctting {orward
Already. Arc your guards heie?

Cha. Well for you
They are not! [72 Por.] Him T knew of old, but you—
To hear that pickthank, further his designs! {70 DO,
Grards ? - were they here, I'd bul them, for your trouble,
Artest you. )

D0. . Guards you shall not want. I lived
The servant of yéar choicy, not ot yoyr need.
You never q‘wtfy fieeded moe till now
That you disegrdme. * This is my arrest,

Again T tender yotz 39y charge—its duty :
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Would bid me press you read Hose documents.

Here, sir { [a‘#‘l}‘f[{g A bdt,ge. of ofue,
Cha, [taking 1] The papets alsel* Do you think

T dare not read them?
Pol. Read them, sir !
Cta. They prove,

My father, still a month within the year

Since he <o solemn'y consigned 1t me,

Means to rcsume his crown?  They shall prove that,

Or my best dungeon . . .

Do Even say. Chwnbery
'T 15 vacant, I surmise, by this.
Cha. You prove

Your words or pay ther forfut, air  Go thtre!
Polyxena, one chance to 1end the veil !
Thickening and blackening ’twixt us two! Do oy,
You'll see the falschood of the ¢harges proved |
Do say, at least, you wish to see them proved
False charges—my heart’s love of other tumes !
Pol. Al Charles!
Cha. [fo ’OrM:i A.] Precede me, sirt
L0, &nd W'm at length
A martyr for the truth! No end, they wy .
Of miracles. My conscious mnocence §: " N
[ds they go outy enter—by the Mld‘r o which he
v A —VILTOR, ‘ $\\ e de 8
Vie. Sure I heard voices? Noy® “f‘& best

To make at once for this, the heagh g‘&&
The vld, rgom Nvﬂlm chatged | iy seat,
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D'Ormea? [Pushing quwap the -stool wiech is By the
° ' Rine's chasr,
I wapt that meeting over first,
I know not why. T'fish, he, D’Ormes, slow
To hcarten me, tLe supple knave? That burst
Of spite 50 gased him! He 'l mform me . . .
What?
Why come I hither? All’s in rough: let all
Remam 1ough, There ’s full tme to draw back—nay,
There’s nought to diaw back fiom, as yet; wheteas,
If1eaem should i)c, to arrest a4 course
(¥ error —reason good, 1o mterpose
Anv save, as T have saved <0 many times,
Our IHousgexdmonsh my son’s giddy youth,
Rehieve hum of a weight that proves too much—
Now 15 the time,~—or now, or never.
"Faith,
This kind of step is pitiful, not due
1o Chasles, this stealing back—hithe: because
He ’s from his capital | Oh Vido ! Victor!
But thus it1s. The age of crafty mn
Ts loathsome ; youth contrives to carry off
Dwamulation ; we inay intersperse
Tuxtenuating ‘Hadsnges of strength,
Ardour, vi 7 and wit—may tum
E'en guile vglumaty grace:
But one's olm whep graces Jrop away
And leavg ﬂale the pie staple of vur hives,
Ah, loathsope |
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Not so—or why pause I? Tuwin
Is mine to have, were I s0 minded, for ¢
The asking ; all the army 's mine~-I 've witnessed
Each private fight beneath me ; all the Court ’s
Mine too ; and. best of all, 1’Oimea s stll
1>’Ormmea and mme.  “Therd’s sore grace clinging yet.
Had 1 decided on this sten, ere midnight
1'd take the <rown.
Ne.  Juot this step to rise

Fahausts me.  Here am 1 atrevedd @ the rest
Must be done for me. Waonld [ eonld «it hete
And let thmgs right them-elves, the masque unraa~que
Of the okl King, crownless. grey hair and hot bloud,—
The young King, crowned, but calm hefore hns time,
They say,—the eager mistress with her taunts,—
And the sad earnest wife who motions me
Away~—ay, there she knclt to me!  E'en yet
T can return and sleep at Chambery
A dream out.

Rather shake it off at Turin,
King Victor! Say: to Turm—yes, or no?

'T is this relentless noonay lighted chamber,
Lighted like life but silent as the grave, '
‘Fhat disroncerts me. That 's the change$aust strike.
No silence last year! Some one flung doors wide
(Those two great doprs which scrutinize '‘me now)

And out I went 'mid crowds of men-—men, &lking,
Men watching if my lip fell or brow knit, ~
Men gaw me safe forth, put me on my road:
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T hat makes the misery of this return.
O had o Dattle goue it 1 Iad I dropped,
1Dy some hattle, three estire days old,
ilither wd thither by the foreheud —dropped
In Spein, in Austnia, Lest ot all, in France -
Spurned oo 13 hans or ardanaath it hooves,
When the spaat monster weont upon its knees
To paland pesh th« prostiote wreteh =T, Victor,
sole tebave stood up again+ France, beat down
By o hos Lraved g parces tually
In somtesost unrnagui ahic «harge.
A flyin, Lell of hor e and foot aad guns
Over mey, aued all ’s lost, for ever lost,
Fhere ’s no moee Victor when the world wakes up !
Then cilenee, as of a raw hattle field,
Thronglout the world,  Then aftar (as whole days
After. you catch at miervals {iint noise
Thiouels dic stift ¢rust of frocen blood)  there creeps
A remour forth, so fuint, no noice at ail,
That a strange old man, with face outworn for wounds,
1s stumbling on from frontier town to town,
T yginy « pittance that way help him find
Flis "Furm out; what scorn and laughtet follow
The coin yon #ing into his cap ! And last,
Some bright mom, how men crowd about the midst
() the markei-place, where takes the ol king breath
[Fre with his crieh he strike the palace-gate
Wide ope!! .

. To Tuysiny yes or no—or no?

YOL. IIJ, . é
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(Ae cnter CHARLES oieih gopers,
Cha Just as I thought] A mserabl. falsehood
Of hirelings discontu ted with thex pay
And longing for enfianchisement! A féw
Testy cxpressions of old age that thunks
To heep e its dionuty o slaves
By mcans that suit then natures !
[/ areny them | Thus they <hake
My futh in Vidion !
[Zuiring, ke disioners V €1 w
Vie [affer a paus. | Not at ¥vian, Charles ?
What sthis? Why do you 1un to close the doora?
No welcome for your fither ?
Cha Telsi ! Not his toice!
Whit would I _ive for one mperious tone
Of the old so1t! Ihit’, Jone 101 Lhver,

Vie Must
I ash once more
Cha No I econcede it sir!

You are 1eturnced for . . true yow health dechnes,
rue, Chambety s 1 blOK unkandly spot,
You 'd choose onc hiter for your final lodgem

Venena, or Monc gha  ay, that ’s close .
And I concede 1t “’
Vi, I rccaved advices

Of the conclusio 1 of the Spanish m.amn: %
Bated from Evian Baths . o '

Cha. h,mi yos Barbore
Ta vist me at Evign, satified |

[y
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Tt work I had to do Would fully task
the httle wit J kve, and that your presence
Would only discondgrk ther

Tu. * Charles?

Che ¥ — Me, set
Tor wve m a foraign course to yours,
And

Sin, thi Wiy of wil» were good to catch,

But I e not the slaght of it The tinth!
Lhou h Tsink vaderat ! What bungs you here ?

F: " Nal hope of this rec eption, curtunly,
Lrom one who ' scarce as,ume 1 stringa mode
Of speeeh, did 1 return to bring bout
Some awfulesr Lalapty !

Chr — You men,
Ind you reqwre your crovn 1,amm ! Ohyes,
I hould spedk otherwise ! but tu n not that
o jesting' Su, the truth ! Your bedth declimes?
Is wht deficient s your cquipioc?
Wiscly you seek myself to mahe complunt,
And to ] the malige of the world wluch Jaughs
At petty discontets . but I shall care
Ihithot a coul kmows of this visit Sperk !

1. [,Imié.kj Hete 1 the gatel 1l much proteasmg

501 Lt} # $

Prepared to 'wm the, for whose solc Sake
T tinnk to walve"fay Plans of public gaod !
TAloud| Nay, C\Me,é, i3 dud <eck to take onee myure’
My crowy, were so'gliposed 1o plague mpslf,, V),

-
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What would be wairant for this bitterness ?
I gave it—grant T wonld resumg it-~-weti P
Cha. T should say sunply—lcaviug out the why
And how—you made me swear ¢ keep that crown
And as you then mtended . .
Vi, Fooll What wy
Could T mtend o1 not mtend?  As man,
With a man s will, when I <1y “ T intend,”
1 can mtend up to 1 certim pumt,
No further I intended to preserve
The crown of Savoy nd Swrdmis wlole ¢
And if events anise demonstr ity
The way, I hoped <hould gumd 1it, rather like
To lose 1t . o
Cha Keep witlnr your sphere and mine ?
It is God's provimee we usurp on, else.
Here, bindfold thiough the maze of things e walk
By a slght clue of tulse, tiue, nght and wrong ;
All else 15 rambiing wnat paesumption, [
Have sworn to Lo tlos kingdony ¢ there s my tiuth
Vie Truth, hoy, 15 here, within my, breasy; and n
Your recogmtion of it, tuth 15, too;  ,*
And in the cttect of all ths tortudus dealing :
With falschiood, used to cany out the nﬁth, .
—In ilg success, thes falsehood turns, aghin, -
Truth for the wdld'  Bat yon are ¥ight t these themes
Are oversubtle. 1 should rather sy .
In such a case, frankly,~1t fails, my’ a
T hoped to see you brmg abont, ypﬁm}ﬁ .
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4

Whot T anust bring abont. I mterpose
On your hehalt—"with my son's good 10 sight—
10 hold what he is nearly lettmg go,
€ onfirmt hus tittes 2dd a zrace perhaps
I here ' Sicaly, for instmce,—grnted me
And tdhen back, some years since  ull Tgne
I istand wath the rest, my worl *« hulf done
Tar 'us ibe, thertfore, as of tho ¢ he rules

(/e G Lakes are one, ind tht you could pot 51y,
Beciuge my argn eravould present atse i
{ ortlwith +—a year has wrou bt an 12es <l we
This people’s not the pcople nov  you onc
Could Lencfit j, or 15 my policy
Your policy.

Vic [weth an outhwrst] Iknowit' You undo
All I have done~—my life of tw] wnd care!
T Ieft you this the absolutest yulc
In Rurope : do you think I wall wit st
And see yop throw power to the populrice—
Sce my Sardinia, that has stood aput,
Jon m the mad and demociatic whirl
W hereto I see all Twurope haste full lc?
Lug,l’md casts off her kings , L1ance nnmnes Lngland :
“This realm T higped was safc Vet herc T talk,
When I can save i&‘, not by torce 1lone,
Dut bidding p  whch follow sons Tike jou,

Fasten upoh gy ¢ bedient . . . !

[Raofiecting fimsel.] Sutcly d
I could say the- SOwemy 30N ? ’
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Cha, You could not  Bitterer cyrses :chan JOUr (ULt
TIave I long since denownd od iypon nyself
If T misused my power. In fear of these
1 entered on those 1easuics —will abide
By them <o [ <hould s1y, Count. Tende , . .

Ve No!
Butno! Butif, vy Charles, your more thar old -
Half fooheh fitha urced the o arzuments,

And then confe sed them futile, brt sud plunly
That he torgot his pronise, found hye strength
Fail him, hd tt u ht it cwy e Chambery

Too much of brilhut Tirin I voly here,

And Susy, and Vanan, wnd Sapergy— o
Thned for the ple  ut place hie had built
When he w1, fortunite  nd yonng——

Cha My fathet!

Vie Stay yet '—wmd if he < ad he could not die
Deprived of Laubles he had put sule,
fIe dectned, for ever —( the Crown that binds
Yow brun up wholg, <ound and impregnalie,
Creating Linghine & the Sceptie too,

Whosc mere wind, should you wave i, batht would beat
Invaders—and the golden Bl whych ﬂkwfgﬁ

As if you grasped the papitating heatt, N :x?“

Indeed o' the realm, to mould as yoir'tpke
—Ef I must totter up and down the sfredid
My sires bujlt, where myself have {g ‘(} STaT
And fgtered laws and lettars, $cibikoll
"Tho,givil aud the willtasy atfh
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Sity, Charles ] T see you letting mie pretend
To hive my form& self onge ptore—King Victot,
Lhe venturous yet politic . they style me
Voun the Father of the Prince, friunds wink
Guod Lumow iy ar the. dewsion you
0 sedu'ously gyaed figm all rou b truths
Ibat JDse would break upon my dotie!  You
Whon now 1 se¢ preventie g my old haine ~
I ull rot, pomt by cred pomt, wy trle—
bori, L ot i yous breast my 1iow 15 had?
' not sour band extended® S v you not

[Emser YPORMEA 7 72 1 1OIYNINA

Dol [ade angingand cnthdrar n, CHARIUS —fo VI 10K ]

In thi> conyun®twe cven, he would suy
(Though with 2 mowstcn d ¢y nd qu verng hyy
The supplignt 18 my {ithar 1 muse swve
A great mda from hunself, nor cce lum tlmg
1ls well-eaned fame awiy  there mu t not follow
Ruin 3o uttér, a hreak down of wrin
50 absolute ; #o cnemy shall lcun,
He thrust ks c¢hald 'twixt daprger wnd hunsely,
And, when that ohald somehow »tood dingur out,
Stold back with sérpent wiles to run Chules
~ Body, that 'y mtch,~and soul, that s inore — and 1eaton;
That ' mdat,ﬁf%\l No enemy shal vy ..

&ﬁarlas, erafuly done!

vix)
iR to o'erhear R

Tudhwonsly yau pit’
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Che httle your unportunate father thrust,

Himself on you 10 say '~—Ah, they Il cowrect

The amiable bhind ficility

You show 1n answern g his peevish suit

What cin he need to sue for > Brively, IVOrme.
H-ve vou tulfilled yom othee  but for you,

The old Count mizht huve drwn <ome few more I 1,
To swell lus n omd ! Had you, lady, missed
The moment 1 permission would be granted

Fo buttress up my nnous old 1l !

But you remen bar propeilv the list

Of wise precations I took when T gave

Nealy as much awv  to 11 the fruts

T miht have looked tor !

Cha Thanks, sir+ degrade 1ac
So you rcmain yourscdf! Adi u!
I I’l} not

Forget 1t for the futury, nor presiume
Next time to sh-ht such medintors ! Nay-—
Had T first moved thein Lotb to intercede,
¥ mught sccure 1 chambes 1n Moncagher
—Who hnows ?
Cha Adin?
Vie You nd mg this atieu
With the old spinit?
Cha, Adeu ! N
Vic, Chaslos—~{harles !
Cha, T Aduu!

%
WiCeC R er
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Che ¥ ou were mstaken, Marquis, as you hear! .
'T w s for anotBer purpose the Count «ame.
Fhe Count desires Moncagher  Gite the order !

DO [lersurely ] Your inmuster has lost your confidence,
Asscrtmg late, for s owr puapin,es,
Covnt lende would .

Cr [ Amgeng Res Lad e 814 ] B stil) the numster !
And pre a loose to yonr msalung joy ,
11 ith~ me qacre thue st ficd thn o presed

1 vose t .

nd There ' nonc to loose, 1l '—I see
I rever amn to die a muttyr.

Pol. Cnules!

Cha No ﬁranse, at lewt, Polyvent  no pruse!

KING CHARIES DParf 1
D'ORMEA. seated, pilaing f1f rs v 7 1 » exanuminy,.

This at the last effects it now Kn  (hales

Or else King Victor - that s » hilu e Lut now,
’Ormea, the arch-culpnt, utha tuin

0’ Yhe scale,~that s sure cnou h  \ pomt to solve,
My masters, moralists, whatcv1 your style !

When yau discover why 1 push mysdlf

Into a pufatt fﬂn ‘d pass safely by, °

Impart to the-3nong the rest | No matter.

Prompt are thé, ol ever with their rede

To us the wrdngfl i, lesson them this once !
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For safe among the wicked dre yvo soty
D'Ormeal We lament life's brevity, * . ¢
Yet quarler e’en the thicescore years gngl ten,
Nor stick to call the quarter roundly “ lifg,”
D’Ormea was wicked. say, sume twenty yeats 3
A tree 5o long was stunted ; afterward,
What if it grew, contmucd growing, titl
No fellow of the totst qualied 1t?
T was a stmnp then , a stump it still must be s '
While forward saplngs, at the outset checked,
1n virtue of that fust sprout keep therr style
Amid the forest’s green fratcinity.

Thus I shoot up to surely get lopped down
And bound up for the burning.  Now for it}
Lnter CIANITS nf 1o1AXENA 228 Attesdants,

DO, [rues] Sir, m the due dischatge of this my
office—
This enforced summons of yoursclf from Ttmﬁ,
And the di.closure T am bound to make
To-night,— thcre must alicady be, T fecl
S0 much that wounds . .
" Che, Well, sir?
. Do. --Thqg b i);crch.mr ¢,
May utter also what. another time,
Would irk much,—it may prove less irksgmig how.
v « Cha, What womd you utter ?
" L20. ,‘\ y soul
Gwe at to-night's event : for you, I gxleee
E’m grigve for .

(X3
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Cha. +f'ush, anbther tine for talk !
My hingdom is’in impdinent dauger?
o, fie v Let

"1 he Count communicate with France-—its kang,
s rindson, will Lave Yicury’s ud for thie,
"Lhaugh for no otlier wax
Cho {arst for the lovies
What forces can | mustcr presentls ?
[Ivornvia Lz 55,70 ke CUSTINS 18 pads,
(s, Goods—very good  Montorio how 15 this ?
—Laqups me déuble the old compliment
Of ~oldiets ?
7o Since his 1and b, been rdicved
Vrom double imposts, thi, he maniges
But under the late monarch .
Cha, Peace! I know.
Count Spava has omitted nentioning
What provy i to head thesc troops of his
L0, Copnt Spava means to licad s tioops himself,
Something to fight for now , “Where.s,” says he,
¢ Under tha goveregn’s tather ”

g‘/m It would seem +
That all my people love me,
L0, Yes.
[Fe Pgb%ﬁ whil CUARLES conlinucs lo inspuct the papers.
‘A temper

Like Vi Ty kay8il to keep o state ;
He terrifies atea;azid, tey fall not off;
Good 4o restgi} bist, if resizant were all.
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But, with the silent circle round him, gnds

Such sway: our King’s begind precisely there.

For to suggest, nnpel and set at work,

Is quue anothar tunction.  Mcn may slight,

In time of pcace, the hine who brought thém pe ue.
In war,—hi voice, les (yes, help more than fear,
They love you, sir !

Cha. |to Attndants | Drng the regaha forth !
Quit the room !  And now, M uqus, answer me!
Why should the King of J1ancc miade my realm?

270, Why? Dud I not wcquent your Majesty
An hom ago?

Cha. I choose to hear again .
What then I hcard
D0. Berause s, as I said,

Your father 15 rcsolved to have his crown

At any nsk ; and, as 1 judge, calls in

‘1he foreigner to ard hum.
Cha. And your reason

For saying this ?
D'0. |Aside] Ay, just s father's way |

[Zo Cr.] The Count wrote yesterday to your force-"

Chief,

Rhebinder—made demand of help—  ¢*
Cha. Td 1ey.

Rhebinder—he ’s of alien blood : aught éﬁ%‘ *"
L¥Q. Receiving a refusal,—some ’hm

“The Count called on Del Borgo t6 deli\@'

The Act of Abdication: he refusing, t:‘ « ;: .
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Or hesitating, rather—«-
Cha. »’ What ensued ?
770. At widnight, only two houts since, at Tutin,
I1e rode in parsem to the citadel
Wuh oue artendant, to the Socrorso gate,
Aud bade the governot, San Remy, open —
Aedumt hitn.

Cha. For a puipose T divine.
These three were faithful, then ?

0. . They told 1t me.
And P

Cla. Most fauthful--

Do. Tell 1t you—with this

Moreover offmy own o an hour hance,
You huve not interpos d, the Count will be
On his road to Fiance tor succour.

Cha. Very guod !
You do your duty now to me your monarch
Fully, T warrant 2— have, that 1, yom project
Tor saving both of us disgrace, no doubt?

L0. T give my counsel, and th~ only one.
A month gince, T Lesonght you to waploy
Retraints whith had preventcd many 1 ping:
But now tho hgt;her course must he pursued.

" hese papm, made for the cmergency,

will p&mM@ agbictibe : this 15 a dist

Of thosq 8 mcrcly—-—men to watch ;

T Ius-«-a!‘:théx {e\t 'the Count’s ver y houschold
You must; however teluctantly, arrest ;
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While hete ’s 1 method of xem;:ﬁénanMum
Not stronger than the case danundsaewetake
With the Count ’s self, ;

Cla, Delver thoye dax‘ee papers.

Pol. [while CHARI¥S 'nspets them—ip D'OrM ALl
Your measutes ate not ovct harsh, sir: Fradce
Will hardly he deterred from her intents
By these. '

D0 If who proposes mizht dispose,

1 could soon sitisfy you I ven these,
Hea wht he'll say at my prosentng !

Cha. |who kas signed thom ) There !
About the wanants'  You 've my signature.
What tutos you pile® 1 do my duty by yéi
In acting boldly thus on your advice,

DO. (\radimg them scparatedy.] Arrest the people I

suspected mercly ? .
Cha. Ind you suspect them?
D0. Doubtless: bute-but——sir,
This Forquiit's covanor of 1unn, \

And Rivarol and he hnve nflucnce over
Half of the capital ' Rabdlly, too ?

Why ’ sir— ",

"Cha, Oh, lcwve the fual o mel

D'O. [still rading ] .Yon bid me
Ingarcerate the pebple on this higt ?
Bl

C#a. But you never bade arrest thos mei,
So elosé related to my father fog,
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On trifling groupds 3

0. b, as for that, St. George,
President off;hambety‘s Senators,
15 hatching Mon.! il ~

{More troubl i) Sir, Count Cumiiane

Ts brothet w your father'’s wife ! What’s hewe ?
Ancst the wife hersolf 2

Clar You scem to think
A venial erime this plot agunst me. Well 2

70, {why has jead 1he last faper.] Wherefore am 1

* thus msined? Why not take
My life at gne2? ‘Tus poor foymality
Is, let me say, unworthy you! Drevent it
You, madam® T have served you, an prepered
For all disgrages: only, let Jisgrace
J plain, be proper —pioper for the world

To pass its judgihent on "twiat you and me!
"Take back yottr warrant, [ will none of it !

Cla, Hete is a man to talk of ficklcness !
I1e stakes His life upon my father’s fal.ehood ;
I ud bhim .0 ..

70. 7 Notyou! Werc he trebly false,
Yo#lo not bid me . . .

Cher. R [s 't not wiitten there?
1 thought ﬁq: g:,ve-—-I 1 set it ught,
Do, *‘a‘ﬁ,«; ¢ *[s it there @

y
al Ve dd ]

Oh yes, md* {4T—arrest him now—drag here
Your father {&?y&:@ wéve all six times as plain,

Do you, suppase’§ bt i -
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Cha. Just one word !
You bring him, taken in the act of flight,e
Or clse your hfe is forfeit.

0. Ay, to Turin
T Lring him, and (o mo.row ?
Cha. Here and uow !

The whole thing 15 + he,  hiate ful he,
As I belkved ad 1y my fathar sud
I knew it from the tir t but w s compelled
To circomient you  and the neat 1) Ormes,
That buflcd \Iberom mul te ke d Coscla,
The miscrable sower of snch doscond
"Twint sire and son, 15 1n the tols t last.
Oh I see! you arrive  this plha of yours, »
Weak as 1t 15, toninent, sutheuntly
A sick old peevish man wungs hasty speech,
An ill-conaiderced thieat from hnn | that 's noted :
Then out you ferret papers, his amusement
In loncly hour of Inesitude  «xanune
The day by diy 1cpurt of your § ud spies—
And back you come  all wis not tipe, you find,
And. as you hope, miy heep hiom ripering yet,
But you were m bu tone ' Only, °t were best
I never saw mv father  these old men
Are potent in excu v and meanwhile,
D'Omea’s the mw 1 cannot do without !

Pol, Charles— .

Cha. Ali, no «question ! You against me too
You’d have me eat and dnink and sleep, live, die

1
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With this he coiled about me, choking me !
No no, D'Ormead  You venture hife, you say,
Uypon my fither's perfidy . and T
Havi, ou the whole, 06 night to disr¢gard
The chans of fustimony yc 1 thus wind
About e, theugh 1 do  do hom my soul
I aredit thown, sull 1 must withonze
These mcasure , ond [will Pengn!
[AZery Officers et 4] Count-
Ycu nd i, with )l the force you [ave,
<t nd *t the Marquis orders whit he Inds,
Tmj bty patorm ! You ate to baing
\ trutor hete, the man that s bk ot one
At preseunt, froxfts me, you wre ot 11 beck
Lou 1 full hour ! he undartikes o show
\ fouler than Jumself, ~bat tulw e th
Retumn with him, and, 1s ny fuher hyes,
He dies this mght ! The clemency v 1 blune
So oft shall be revoked—ughes ceaa o,
Tuu long abjed.
[Z0 ’Ormzea ] Now sir, thout ¢ work !
To s1ve your king and country ! Take the warrnt
47 (% Youhcar the sovaragn ~ mind e, ¢ ount Perugi(}
Obdy me ! Ay your diigence exnyect
Reward t - Al follow to Montcaler !
Cha [ gheat anguish ] D’Ormen! * [D Ok A wen
He gocs, it yp wifh that appalling snule !
[ £ POLYAENA gfter & pase.
At lrast you understand it this ?
voL nii. « 5
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Lol ;‘,:rhese means
Ot our defence— these measuves of frésastion ?

Cha Tt must be the best way : § dfould have ¢l
Witheted beneath his scorn

Pol What fotld you sy ?
Cha Why, you dont think T mean to kegp the cro v,
Polyscnn ?

P You then bulieve the stoty
In spitc of all—that Victor s coming® ¥
Cla . Bolevet?
I know thith 1 commg,  {cel the strength  *
That has aphedd me lewe me ot Tos cowog
T was nune and now he 11kes his own agan,
Some hinds of strengtn ue well cnough ® have
But who s to hive that stiength ? - Let my érown go!
I meant to keep it but I ¢ mnot- canpotd
Only, he 5hall not taunt ne —he, the flast . , .
See 1t he would not be the first to taunt me
With having 1cft hus hin, Lim 1t a word,
With letting 1t be con juercd without stroke,
With no no ti>no woise than wheh he left !
1 *ve just to bid hiu tike at, and, that ovet,
We llfly awiy {ly, for T loathe this Tuxin,
This Ruvol, 21l title« Joathe, 1ll state, " 4,:; ¢
We 'd best go to your country—unless (od
Send I clic now’ L
Fol, Charles, hear me 1+ ol
Cha sl agam
Shall you be my Polyxena—yoy "R take te



KRING VICFOR AND KING CHARIES. 67

Out of tus wog ¢ Vigs,"do spesk, #nd keep speaking !
T would not det you speak just now, for fear
You d counsgl el aganst him - but talk, now,
A» w. two used to talk in blesscd tunes
Bid me endine Al hug caprces, 11ke me
T rom thys mad post rbove hu !

Lot I Lchieve
We e undone, but from 2 dificrent «se
\ur yow résgurces, down to the lov t Juard
Ate at rOmmga’s heck Whatat the whilg,
He 1t fn cdneert with you faitha ? - We
Indeed were lost This lonc'y Rivoli—
Where find @ better place for them?

Cha [painy the 100m ] And why
Dot s Victor come? 1o nmud ) 11l that s donc
Restote the past, prevent the fitme St
His mistress i your seat, wnd plice m1ne

Oh, my own people, whom will you fiad there,

To ask of, to consult with, o ¢ 1¢ tun
1o hold up with your hwnds? Wlhou? One that’s

{alsggen
Filse —from the head’s crown to the 1ot s sol, filse !
The st 18, that I knew 1t m 11y he ut ,

Tiom the begmmmmg, and expected this,

And hated gog, Polyxen, b wee

You siw thee* him, though 1 oo s1w t%10’ hum,

Saw that bgkh&aﬂg this whide he (rowned me, while
He prayed Ww, whue he hissed my bLrow,
Tow— % P ot
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Pol, But o your measures take eftect,
D'Ormea true to you? ®
Cha Then worst of all |
I shall have looscd that callous wreteh oh him !
Well may the womn taunt him wath ks chatd~
1, eating here lus bread, clothed 1n his (lothes,
Scated up m his seat, 1ot ship D Ormea
To oatrage lum ! We tilh  puchance he tears
My father ficin Jus hed, the old hinds @l
For onc who 15 not but who hould be there
He finds D Ormer' D Onme oo f11ds hime
The crondud chunba wh n the hohts go out-s
Closed dum —the honud scutile n the dark -
The accw od p ompting ot the mnute ' My guards!?
Tohore wnd dtcr winme wd prevent!
Lol [veratng fus hind] Ian, Chules! Pause hore
upon tlus stip of tune
Allotted you out of ctermt, !
Crowns ue from Gl Ius 1 me you hold yours
Your bft ’s no loast unin ware it fit yom Iifc
Should b Lyureel dong with 1ule, but now,
Keep both  Your daty is to live and rulgw—
You, who would vul, nly look fine cnough '
In the world’s cye, de crting youwr soul’s gharge,—
Ay, you would have men's pruse, this Riveli
Would be illummed | Whle, as 't 15, 1o gou
Sumething of stain will ever 1est on yﬁm‘} N ! S
No onie will rightly know why yon refused 1
To abdigate, they ‘Il talk of decds yos Sl
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lave done, no doubt,~nor do T much expect
T uture achievement will blot out the past,
i nvelope it in haze—~nor shall we tvo
Lave happy any more. T will be, 1 feel,
Only nr moments that the duty ’s scen
As palpahly as tow —the months, the years
Of pawnful fndistmetness ate to come,
W hile daly must we tread these paliee rooms
Pregoant with manorics of the bast  you eye
\lay sien to mine and find no comfoit there,
‘Through fancies that beset me, 15 yoursclf,
Of other gourses, with far other 155ucs,
We might have tuken this gro 1t mght @ such bear,
As [ will bear! What matters hippmess?
Duty! 7There % mans onec moment - this 1s yours !

[Putiohy the coorwn on his hed?y 1alt ¢ prom kv hand, she
Placeslane cn i v sext aon pous ana st

Fnter VOrMEA ¢t Vo Cick,

Vi, Atlast T speak ; but once —tl 1t once, to you!
T 15 you T ask, not these your varletry,
Who s Kuig of us?

Cha. ( from Jis seat] Count Tinde . .

I What your spies
Assert I ponder in my soul, I syy
Heie to yqurﬁm, amud your guards ! 4 1 choose
To take mﬁwh ¢rown whose shadow I gave—
For still its pmw,y surrounds the weak
White locks thiif fylon hands have discomposed. ’
Ot 1 '11%not ask who ’s Kmng, but simply, who
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Withholds the crown I claxm? Detyer it!
T bave no fiiend m the wide world : tigr France
Nor England cares for me  you see the sumy
Of what T can wvul  Ddiver it !
Cha Thike tt, my father!
And now say 1 turn,
‘Was 1t done wcll my father—sume not well,
To tiy me thu> ! [ mu bt huive seen much ¢ause
For kecpuig 1t—w00 Csily scen cuse !
But, fiom that mon ¢ 1t ¢ cnmore woetully
My bfe had pined wvy thn png it will,
Already you hive much to nswar for
My bfe to pne 15 nothin,  ner sunk cyese
Were happy oncc ' No doubt my peopla think
[ am thar hng stll . . but I cannot strive
Take 1t !
Vic low hand cn th cown CUARLLS affers) the other
on fus 7 7] So toy yaars enve 1t ginetly,
My son! Tt will drop from mc  Sce you hot?
A crown s unlike 1 sword to give away-—
That, let 1 strong hind to 1 wok hnd give
But crowns should shp from pulsied brows 0 heads
Young as this head  yet nunc 15 weak en
en weaker than T koww I scck for
To vindicate my r pht  ’'I'15 of 2 pege ) *» .
All is alike gon¢ by with me—wha beaws » §
Onet D'Orleans 1n hus Imes —us very i
To'have been Eugene’s comrade, Lmii" Vai.
And vuw ., . ) N

i

L
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Cha. [ ptteng mm:l an Aty bo the mf] The King
speaks 'yt none kucels, I think !
w. T am then K‘mgl As I becaune a King
I)e'»plte the.nations, kept myself a King,
So I die King, wub Kingsbp dymmg too
Aronnd me i [ have lasted Frrope’s tiwe!
Wh o wants my story of completion?  VWhere
Muot needs the dunmmng break show * Who mistrusts
My chidren hete—tell they ol any break
"Lwint gy day’s susnse and ite fery fall?
And who weré¢ by mic whea I died but they ?
D'Oimen thee !
Cha. ¢  Whatmews hee
Vie, Iaet there!
Charles—héw to save your story®  Mme must go !
Say --say that you refusud the crown to mc !
Churles, youyg shall be my story ! You immured
Me, say, at Riyolt, A single yeu
T spend wathiogt g sight of you, then e -
"That will sexve evety purpose— 11l th o tale
The world! »
* Cha. Mistrust me? Tledp!
l/u. Past hclp, past reach |
T 1 th&‘hem«-—you cannot reach the heart
Tlus brolsi' W' that 1 did Delieve, you, C harles,
Would %med and so disgraced rtac. L
Lol N Charles 7
Hus never f,'eéﬂd to, be yowr subject, sir!
1Te regnedsat Brst through setting up ) ourself

1]
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As pattetn 1f he e'cr scemed harsh to you,
“F was fiom a too intense appiet1ation
Of your own chirictar  he acted you—~
Ne'er for an mstant didd T think 1t real,
Nor look for any other thin this cnd,
T hold hum world the wot ¢ on that accaunit
But s0 1t w1s
Cha |7) Porax ] Tlove you now indeed
[Zo Vicicr T You nover knew me!
Vu Il udly tll this v oment,
When 1 seun fc utng m nv ochar things
Because the time Lot us ng, th m 15 past
It ’t were 10 do toun ' Lhat s dly wished
Truthfulness nught prove joly as good
As guile  Is this my dwghter's forchead?  Yes:
I’ve madc 1t fitwr now to be 1 queen’s
Than fotmaly I 've ploughied the deep Lines there
Which keep too well v arown ftom shpping off,
No matter  Gaude has i e e King again
Lowss—"t wav e Rung Ve 70 s lume  lony stnedy
When Zours 1co,m d and iy Tuler rigned.
How the world talks dicudy of vs two !
God of cclipse wel ¢ ca discoloured stnx,
Why do I hinger then ?
Ha! Where hql&ﬁé?
D’Ormea! Neatcr to your Kingl Noy W%
[Collectsn, Jas strength as D"Ouum\ apsoackcs,
You hed, IYOrmca! Idonotrcpent. [Dses

o
4
xr °
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In a late e htion were collected an { redistributed the pieces fiast
published v 1342, 1515 wid 1855 109) cetinely, undor the fitlee of
aDIme Lvins,”  “ Divmatic homances,” and % Men 1nd
Women ' It s not worth while to i b this geropgengent

Partof the Peums were in aibe Lo my de ar friend John Kenyon ,
1 hope the whole may obtamn the honom of ap assécation wih Ins
memaory.

R. B
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CAVALIFER TUNLES*

*L MARCHING ALOMG.
L

KeNxTisH S Byng stood for Ins Kiny,
Bidding the c1ap headed T uliiment swing,
And, pressipg a troop unible to stoop
And sce the tagues flowrish and ho ic ¢ tolk droop,
Maiched them slong, fifty score suong,
Gieat-hearted gentlemen, singing this ong

* 11,

God for Kipg Charles! DTym and suck ¢ ales
To the Dg’@}«k# prompts ‘em thur t casonous parles!

* Such abgm majonty m this volumt. might alsg
moperly endighy lwgpose, under the he d of ‘Diunaty, Pigpces 3™
bemng, th Rimc In expies 10n, dwiys Diamatie 1 Hrm-
Jple, and sg uttemms of so many maagnary persepd Bot

mi ~£ B8, ,
¥
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Cavaliers, up! Taps fiom the cup,
Hands from the pasty, nor bite take ror sup
Tl you 're—
(Closrs) Ma ching along, ffty-stors strong,
(2 Uk arted gnblenm, spaglng (12

11

Hampdcn to hell, it bis obsequies’ knell,

Serve Havzelrs, Fiennes, wd young Harry ay well t
Lnglin |, good cheert  kapait 1s near!

Kentish and loyili s, keep we not here

(Chorus) ITu Jun 1, fifts sco o \trOIL,
(o u] 2t ntlmes, ssnging s song !

. ¥
v

Then, God for kang, Charles !  Pym and us snaxls
To the Devil that prichs on such pestilent carles !
Hold by the ri,ht, you double your mght,

S0, onward to Nottinghum, tresh for the fight,

(Chorus) Wuck  dons, fifty~sepre stvong,
Grett Jevnted g ntlemen, sipgWig thes se i,

ZI. GIVL A ROUSE.,

1

King Chatles, and who "Il do um night oW
King Charles, and who s nipe for fight

4 youse : here 's, m hell’s desprte nowmy:#
K!qq Charles |
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Who gave me the* goads that went since?
Who raised me the house that sank oncc?

Who helped me to gold 1 spint since ?

Who found me in winc you diank once °
(Chorus) A nyCharl Jare To o vodan 31 tnr t
Ams, (Tul anl k vi1p qorfi tnve!

Greearcus /e s ml] s trenw
Fan, C1ul !

. i)
e
To whom used niy hoy Georeo quaff clse,
By the uld fool's sde that he ot him?
Tor whom dhid be¢ cheer ind Lwoh s,
While Noll’s damned tio pas het lum ?
(Chorus) A (7 21 17 7 1 emrul

A, ¢ 11 1 o /o, Luryd
Gurears u e i ls gt nou,
Aoe ¢ ue !
¥
* XL BOOT 4AD SIDDIE
T

*

Boot, sadde, 1 horse, and avay !

Rescue my %efore the hot day

Brightens to ﬁ'luqfrom its silvety grey,
ot s {Chorsis) Booty addle, to he 1, and az ay '



78 DRAMATIG L¥RICY.

Al

1t
Ride past the suburbs, asleep #a you *drsdy ;
Many’s the friend there, will listen and pray
# God's luck to gallints that stuke up the Jepe—
( Charaes)  Boot, saddle, to Aavet, and avay!™

.
¢ v ¥

I,

Forty miles of], like a roebuck at bay,
Flouts Castle Biancpcth the Roundheads® ayeay :
Who laughs, *“ Good fcllows erc ths, by my fay,
(Clorus) ¢ beot, saddle, b Rovsey @1 d ooy ¢”

1.
Who? My wife Gertrude . that, honcst-and gay,
Laughs when you talk of sutrenderng, “ Nay !
“ I’ ve better counscllors ; whit counsel they ?
( Chorass) ¢ boot, saddle, to hovse, and avay 1"

THE LOSI' LEADER.

1

Just for a handful of siver he left us, +»
Just for a nband to stick m his W
Found the one gift of which fortune
4 Labst all the others, she lets us dev:;{Qf 4
(%n: with the gold to give, doled hitn vy B
%much was theirs who s0 littl® el
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How all our WMW tmg for us service !
Rags —wate typy J&rple, Ins heart bl been proud!
We that had loved-hitm so, followcd him, honomdd hind,
Lived it his mild and manificent pyc,
Leained his gréat langu e, cught his cleu weents,
Mide mm onr partern to ne ad to di!
Shakcspeare wias of us, Milton ws ot s,
Burns, Shelley, were with us, they watch fiom thewr
graves !
He alone breaks from the vain ind the fie mon
Ht,.a'one sifks 1o the reu and the Twes!

i

We shall mard prospering, -not thio hi [ ence,
Songs giay mopirt us,— not from . Tyre,

Decds will he done,— while he hosts s quicscence,
Still bidding crouch whom the 1csf bude 1 pic

Blot out his ngme, then, 1ccurd one lost <oul more,
One task moge declmed one wore looty 1th untrod,

One morg devils™triumph wnd <o 10y for (s,
One wrotg more 10 man, o1 ¢ mole 1 ult 1 God'?

Lafe’s mght begins . let him nover come bk o us®
I M re woild he doubt, heattion md pun,

Forced praige on our part— the Jlunmer of twil Jht,
Never glay t:pnﬁdent morning 1!

Best ﬁgﬁ gt

M, for we twght hun °stnke gallantly, *

. feart ere we masty hi> own,

Ihen lal i f -!-" ive the new knowledge aud wait us,
Purdqngeq the first by the thione! | ,*
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« HOW THEY BROUGHT THE GOOD NEWS
FROM GIIENT TO AIX?

[16—]

1

I sPRANG to the stutup, ind Jois, and he,

I galloped, Dirck gallopt d, we galloped all three'’

“Good spred!” cucl the wawn, as the gat Lolt
undrew ,

“ Speed ! cchoed the wall to us gilloping through ,

Behmd shut the posturn, the hights sink to yegt,

And mto the nudnight we gilloped abreast

I

Not a word to c1ch othar , we hept the great pace
Neck by ncck, stride by stude, never chinging our

plac ,
I turned i my swddle and made ats guths hight,
Then shortenad cach stirrup, and set the prque right,
Rebuckled the check strap, l amed slagker the bit,
Nor galloped less steadily Rolind a whit,

. s

1L,

) was moonset at starting , but while w8 drgle near
Lokere, the cocks crew and twihght dayned clear,
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At Doom, a great yeilqw star came out to see;

At Duffeld, 't was enofing as plam as could be ;

And from Mecheln church-steeple we heard the half:
chime,

S0, Joris brol& sflence with, “ Yet thete 15 time '

n.

At Acrshot, up leaped of a sudden the sun.

Ana against him the cattle stood Dlick every one,
To stare thra' the must at us galloping past,

And I sww my stout gutloper Rolind w last,
With resolute shoulders, each butting tw

‘The haze, as some blutl nver headlmd 1ts spray

» » v

And his low head and crest, just one shap cat bent back
tor my voice, and the otha pricked out on his tiack,
And one ey¢’s black mtelligence,  «ver that ¢lince

O'er its white edge at me, Ins own noster vhance !

And the thick heavy spume flakes which e wmd anon
ls fierce hips shook apwards m g illoping on

Vi
By llasselt, Dirch groaned, and cned Jors, ‘¢ Stay
spur!
¢ Your Roos, galloped bravcly, the fault’ not in her,
“« We Il mmembu at Ann"—for one fleard the quick

Of her chest, saw the stretched nech and staggefing
knqeﬁ,.
VOL L 6
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And sunk tail, and horribl;: ﬁem's*bf ;he fank,
As down on her haunches she shudder~d and sank.

L
-

viIr
‘

So, we were left galloping, Tons and I, -

Past Looz and past Tongres, no cloud in the sky ;

The broad sun above laughed a pitiless laugh;

'Neath our fect Lroke the bnttle hright stubble hhe
chatt

Till over by Dalhem a dome spne sprang white,

And “ Gallop,’ gasped Jons, “for Aix ig in sight 1"

V1L

“ How they 'll greet us'”—and all n a troment his 104n
Rolled neck and c1oup over, lay dead as a sténe,

And there was my Rolind to bear the whole weight

Ot the news which alone coald save Aix froth her fat:,
With his nostuls Iike pits full of blood to the brim,

And with cuddes of red tor his eye-sockets’ tin,

X, [y

" Then I cast loose my buffcoat, each holster let fo1i,
Shook off hoth y jik-boots, let go helt and, all,
" Stood up m the sturup, leaned, patted his ear,
Called my Rol.nd his pet name, myha\‘u)ﬂutbout peer ,
Clayped ray hands, laughed and sang i%e, bad o1
i good, ' f,?-, g‘

‘ ﬁ"inwat length mto Aix Rolard galtopedusindl stood.
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And all T tenfertief Is, friends flocking round

\s T sat with Bls heatl “iwixt my knees on the giound ;

And no voipe bt 4vas prusing this Roland of mine,

As 1 potest down his thro it ot st measure Hf wine,

Which (the kntrgesses voted by common consent)

Was no mope than his due who brought good news from
Ghent.

.

THROUGlEi THE METIDJA 10 ABD EL KADR.
1812,

L
As 1 ride, as I nde,
With g il heatt for my gude,
So its fide rocks my side,
As I tide, 4s I nde,
That, a8 I were double cyed,
He, in whom onr Tribes confide,
1s deseried, ways untricd
As T ride, a8 T rude.

3

IL

[ fidde ?
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Or are witnesses denied-~
Through the descrt waste and widef
Do I ghde untspred

AsInde, as [ nde?

Ir

AsInde w1 nde,

When i omner vouce his oned,
The smas <lile, not o le

(As T ude, s Tde)

O er e1ch vistoned homuc de
Thit c imc vuunting (ha he hed ?
To ruside —where he duwd,

As T1de, 1s Irule

n
As T nde, 1 I nde,
Nea has spur iy swilt hoise phed,
Yet his hide, stred o and jwed,
As I nde, 1 1 nde

Shows whare sweat has prung and dried,

—Zcbr v footed, ostriel thighed—
How has vid stride with stride
As Tude, as Iede !

v

As I nide, as 1 nde, “
Could I loosc wht Tate has tied,
Ere I pried, she should hide

{As I nde, as I nde)
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All that 's meant me*-satisfied
When the Plophet and the Pnde
Stop veins 1 °d have subside

As I ride, as T nde!

NATIONALITY IN DRINKS.

I

My heaxt sank with' our Clarct flask,
Just now, bencath the he 1y sedges
That serve this pond’s bluk ficc tor misk,
And still at yonder brokcr «d re¢
O’ the hole, where up the hubbles slisten,
After my haut 1 look and 1 ster

n

Our Laughing little flask, comy dic i

Thro’ depth to depth more Dle sk u d shady,
As when, both arms beside ha held,

Feet straightencd out, somc g1y 1 «nch I ly
I capght up from lite’s hght . motion,
And diopped into death’s lent occn !

Up jumped 'I'okhg an our table,
Like & pyg!t}y opstle-warder,

Dwarfish to sge, but stout and able,
Arms and aggontrendents all in order;

85
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And fierce he looked North, then, whe,elmg Bouth,
Blew with his bugle a challenge to Drotth]
Cocked his flip hat with the tosspObfeaM
Twisted his thumb m bis red moustathe,m

Jingled s huge brass spurs together,

Tightened s wust with 1ts Luda sash,

And then, with n mpudence nought could abash,
Shrugged his hump shoulda, to tell the beholda
For twenty such knives he should laugh but' the bolder-
And so, with his sword hilt llantly ,utting,

And deater hind on hu, hauach abutting,

Went the Iittle mwn S Ausbruch, strutting)

Here 's to \cl>on s mamory !

T 1s the sceond tune that 1, at sey,

Rught oft Cipe T1ahlgar here,

TIave drunk 1t deep m British Bea.
Nelson for ¢ ver—any time

Am I hus to command 1n prosc or thyme |
Give me of Nclson only 1 touch,

And I save 1t, be 1t Iittlc or much

Here 's one our ( aptain gives, and so
Down at the word, by George, shall it go !

He says that at Greenwich they point the'bél)
¥o Nelson’s coat, “ still with tar on the ghauider,
# ¥or he used to lean with one shouldé¥ « :
* Jigging, as it were, and 1ig zagagging'yy |
* Uy against the nuzen-riggg L"
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GARDEN FANCIES

wI. PHE ILOWERS NAVE

1

Hrre ' the garden she walked across,
Amn o iy atm, suc h a short whil¢ since -
Hark, dow T fush As Wi kct, the moss
Hindess the binges and makes them wince!
She must havé reached this shrub ere she turned,
As bank: ithethat murmur the wichet swun.z,
For she lai the poor snul my chance foot spurned,
Io feed and forget 1t the le wves amon.

£ - It
Down thig,side of the yinel wuk
She wi '&{Me her robe’s educ biushud the box:
And here ‘shie paused m her griwaous tuk
To point me a moth on the milk winte phlox
Roses, ranged i valiant 10w,
L will uever think that she pssed you by !

She loves you no’b]e roses, I know ,
But yngggy gee, where the 10k plangs he !

T

This flowet g stihyped at, finger on lip,
Stooped aydly; il doubt, us settlmg its claim
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Till she gave me, with pride to make no <lip,
Its soft mewdenng Spamsh name ¢ ©

What a name !  Was 1t Jove or paise ?
Speech huf asle«p or song half twake P

I must learn Spanish, one of these days,
Ouly for thit slow swect nune s sake,

Iy
Roses, 1f I Tine ind do well
I may brimg her, one ot these days,
To fix you tast with 15 ine a spddl,

Tt you cach with his Spansh phrase ;
But do not detun me now , for she ingers
‘There, Iike sun<linc over the ground,
And ever I gce her <oft wmte hingers

Searchm, ter the bud she found

v
Ylower, you Spwm rd, look thit vou grow not,
Stay as you uc wnd 1e loved for everl
Bud, it T kiss you 't 15 that you blow not,
Mind, the shit pink mouth opens never |
For while 1t pouts, her finars wicstle,
Twinkling the aud wious leaves betweeny
‘Tal round they turn and down they nestleme,
Is not the dear murk still to be scen?

t Vi,
Where I find her not, beauties vanish;
, Whithet I follow her, beauties flee 4
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1 there no miethdd Yo tell her i Spansh
June’s twice Jhne wince she breuthad it with me?

( ome, bud, show 1ne the I st of ha traces,
Lreawart my lady’s hightest footfall !

—~ Ah, yoit piay flout ind tuin up your fHrecs——
Roscs, yaw are fiot 50 fun fler Al

Il SIBRANDLS SCITIIN 1707 VST

.
- e
I

Plague take all your pedants sy I
He who wrote what T hol 1w my hand,
Centuries back was so jood 1, to dic
Leaving this 1ubbish to cumba the lind
This, that was a book m 1ts timc
Prmted o piper ind hound m leathu
L dst month m the wite of 1 vtm prin ¢
Just whet the birds sing, ' Lot e

i

Into the garden I brouht 1t to r 1,
Anad under the arbutc wnd Lunusting
Read 1t, $8.help me grice m my ne d,
From titfe-page to closg nnc
Chapter qu ehapter did I count,
Asd ﬁ;,\'eller counts Stonchenge 3
Added op mfgrtal amount ,
And then proceeded to my revenge.
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m,

Yonder ’s a plum-tree with a crevice

An owl would build 1n, were he but sagé
For a lap of moss, like a fine pont levis

In a castle of the middle aze, »
Joins to a lip of gum, pure wmber,

When he'd be private, there night he spend
Hours alone 1 his lady’s chumbar ;

Into this crevice I dropped our friend, ¢

n

Splash, went he, as under he ducked, '
—At the bottom, I kncw, run-dnppings s:agn,m
Neat, a handful of blossoms T pluck ed
To bury lim with, mv bookshclt’s magndte 3
Then 1 went 1n douis, brought out a leaf,
Half a chcese, and a bottle of € hablis;
Lay on the grass and forgot the oaf
Over a jolly chapter ot Rabclais.

"

v

Now, this morning, betwixt the moss

And gum that locked our fiend n hmbo,
A spidet had spun his web acioss, 4

And sat 1n the midst with arms akimbe ¢
30, ¥ took puty, for learning’s sahe,
‘si\od, de p1ofundss, accentibus letis,
ml quoth I, as I got a rake ;

\Avllp I fished hus delectable trdatius
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i,
Here you haste i§ dry mn the sun,
With al] t{i&%ﬂiﬂg all of a bhstr,
And greg blae spots where the ink has run,
And reddigh streal s that wink wnd ghster
O’er the page 50 beaunfully ycllow
Oh, wel} have the doppings pliyed their trichs!
Did he guess how toadstools grow, this icllow ?
Here 's otie stuck m his chapter six !

v

J
How did he Hke 1t when the Ine creatures
Tickled and toused nd browscd hun 1l over,
And worm, slug: cft, with scrious ftures,
Came fny gach one, for his 11 ht of trover P
~—When the watez beetle with st Tind dab e
Made of her eggs the statcly deposit,
And the newt botrowed Just so muc! of the preface
As tided ip the top of lus black wif s doset

VIIT,

All that Yife and fun and rompin~,
All'that frigking and twistng nd coupling,
While slogdfy bur poor friend s Ie wes were Swimping
And :fr :Wérecmkmg il covets suppling t
Asif 0 """ ‘ _’*w #d sour John Knox
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1%,
Come, old marty1 ! What, torment endnigh is it »
Back to my room shall you take your sweet, «elf.
Good bye, mother bectle , husbind-eft, suffar !
See the snug niche I hive mide on my shelf!
A’s book shall prop you up, B’s shall cover you,
Heie’s C to be grive with, o D to he gay,
And with ¥ on cich s le, md 1T night over you,
Dry rot 1t case till the Jud ment day !

Y
.

SOLIT OQUY O1 IIIL SPANISH CLOISTER.

I

GR R k— thete o, my heart’s abhotrence §
Watcr your duned flowu pots, do'!

1t hate killed 1aen, Biother Lawrence,
God s blood, would not mmne kil you t

What ? your myrtlc hush wants tnmming ?
Oh, that rose h1s prior clums—

Netds 1ts I wden v 1se filled bumming ?
Iell dry you up wath 1ts flames |

I

At the mcal we sit togcther:
Salve tsb: /) must hear

Wise talk of the kind of weathey;
Sort of season, time of year:
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Not & plenteays dork-crop: searcely
Darg wpe bape eakgalls, I doubt
What's the Latin name for « parsicy 2"
‘What %8 the Greel nime for Swind’s Suout?

ar

Whew{ We Il hive our plittir burmshed
Laid with carc on our own shelf!
With 2 fire new <poon we “1c fuinished,
And a gablet for onselt,
Raed hke somdthin » saanenl
Ere 't s fit to tovch our chaps—
Marked with L for owr jmitnal!
(Hediels Thoere s Wy snys

v

Samnt, forsooth! While Tiown Dolores
Squats outside the Convent bank

With Bapchiche, tcdhing storics,
Steeping trc s> m the tul

Blue-black, lustzous, thick 1! ¢ borscliurs,
~Can't I see his daad ¢y Jw,

pnght as 't were a Bubuy ccrsurse
(That 18, 1f he 'd let it shovy )

.I‘ v

When he finishes refection, .
Ka;fb‘gnd.foxl. he neva lays

Croddwidd, to my recollection,
A do ¥, tu Jesu's prousc.
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¥
I the Trinity illustrate,
Drinking watered orange-pulpss’
In thice sips the A frustrate ;
While he druns his 1t one gulp,

VL

Oh, those melons?  Tf hic ”s able
We ’te 1o huve 1 feast ! so nice !

One goes to the Abbot’s tihle,
All ot us get cvh ashice,

How 0 on your flowers . None double ™
Not one fiwt sort « w you spv?

Strange '— And I, 100, 1t such t1ouble
Kecp them close nipped on the sl |

Vit

There ’s a grc it text mn (iatans,
Once you tup on it, entails
Twenty nine distinet damnations,
Onc suie, if wotha fuls.
It I tup hum ju t v dymp,
Surc of hewen 15 sure can be,
Spm lum round and scnd hna flymng
Oft to hell, a Minichee?

vii.

Or, my scrotulous French novel
On grey paper with blunt type i
‘Simply glance at i, you grovel ° !

%, Hand and foot n Behal’s gnpes
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If 1 doyhle dpwn its pages
At the weeful sixteenth print,
Whett he gathers hus greengages,
Op¢'a sieve and ship 1t m 't ?

n
Or, there 's Satan ! —onc mi it venture
Pledge one’s sonl to um, yut le we
Such a flaw 1 the mdenture
As he ’d miss till, past rctieve,
Rlasted lay thit 1050 wan
We'te so proud ot 7, /v, Lne . o o
*St, there’s Vespus ! Thna jral @
dve, Viggo ! Grit you swinc!

THE LABOR\ATORY.
ANCIEN } RGIME
I
Now that I, tying thy glass m sk tightly,
May gaze thro’ these faint smokes curling wintely,

As thou phest thy ttade m this devil » somthy —
Whuch is the poison to porson har prithee?

1
He 15 with,gr, and they know that T hnow
Wheve ﬂm m, what they do they’ bclicve my tearg
s 14
While thqx; Jau h at me, at me fled to the dl‘cux
Empty chysth, to prav God m, for them '—I am here, ,

Y
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m
Gamd away, moisten and mash up thy puste,
Pound at thy powder,—T um not m haste!
Better sit thus, mud obsave thy strange thungy,
Than go where men wut me nd dance at the King's,

n

That 1in thc mortnt you cll it 2 gum?
Ah, the bruve ie whence such gold 0o7ings come !
And yonder soft phidl the oy juisite blue,

Sure to twste weetly 15 th t yoson toor

o

v

Had T but 21} of thcm thet 1 d thy treagares,
‘What 1 wild crowd of inviable § lcases !

To canny purc d h in ey 1 casket,
A signet, 1 fan mouit, 1 hligree bshet !

1

Soon, 1t the kny, s 1 mere loscnge to pive

And Pauline houl 1 basve just thuty minutes to Iive !

But to higl t 1 pr tile, wd Th ¢, with her head

And her brest wmd ha ums and ber hands, shotk
drop dead !

‘it

Quick—is it finshcd ? The colow s t00 gritn]
Why not soft like the phials, enticmg and dup ¥
Tt it brighten her drink, It hes turn 1t and g,
And try 1t and taste, ere she fis and prefir |
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- ‘ *

it
What a dropt She s ot little, no mmion hke me ¢
That 's why she ensnared him  this never will free
"Lhe soul from those masculime eyes,-—s1y, “no!”
To that pulse’s magmficent come and go

n

1 or only last mght, a~ they wlnspered, I brought

My own éyes 10 Ler on Ler so, that T thought

Could I heep then gne halt mmute fined, she would falt
Shrivelle®, she foli not , vot this does it all t

LN

Not that T ad yrk; spare het the pun,
Let death be felt and the proof rcmun :
Jrand, bum up, bite mto it~ grue—
He 1s sure to semember her dymng tace !

AI

Is it done? ‘Take my mask oft! N1y, be not nworose ;
It kuls hety and this prevints scamg 1t dose .

The deheate draplet, my whole tortune’s e !

161t hugts her, beside, can 1t ever hurt e ?

XIT.
Now, take alt sy jewels, gorge gold to your tll,
You may & Jo8, dd roan, on my mouth if you will {
But brush thi qhm off me, lest horror 1t bungs
Ere T know ifhedt moment I dance at the King's !

vou v, 7
¥ A
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THE CONFESSIONAL.

[sraIN.]

!

Ir1s a he—then Pricsts, their Pope,

Thar Sunts, thar . all they fear or hope
Are lics, and lies—there ! through my doo
And culing, thcre ! and walls and floor,
Thete, Iies they he —shall still be hutled

Till <pite of them I rcach the world !
o

1

You think Pricsts just and holy men !
Befoie they put me n this den

I was a humn creature too,

With flesh and blood Iike one of you,
A gl that Lwghed 1n beauty’s pride
T1ke Il ¢> m your woild outside.

148

I had a lover— shame avaunt

This poor wrenched body, gnm“mth,
Was kissed all over tl' 1t burned,

By lips the truest, love e’er tymég

His heart’s own tint  one mgh‘w‘mw

My soul out 1n a burning mist,
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w,
So, M@:}; when the accustomed train
Of things gtew round my scnse agan,

“ Thak g a sin,” I said  and slow
With downcast eycs to chuch T go,
And pass to the confession char,

And tell the old nuld fathar there

!
But when [ faltur Belirin’s nme,

Lia?’ quoth the futha , “ much 1 blame
¢ Lhe s, yet whactore 1dly gneve?
* Despair not—strenuously retricve !
“ Nay, I wal turn this love of thine
s 7To lawful love, 1lmost diving,

vi

“ For he is youngz, mnd led 1stuy,
“ This Beltran, and he schumes men sy,
“ To change the lwws of church ind stue,
“ 8o, thine shall be an w1, tutr,
“ Who, ere the thundcr breiks should 10ll
¢ Jtg gloud any and save his soul

. A9
“ Fw,‘when he hies upon thy brcast,
“ Thaut mayst demnd and D possessed
“ Of st bis plans, and next dyy «ti 1l
td
“To %’é, an¥l all those plins reveal,
“ Thab T and every priest, to purge

“ Hijs soul, may fast and usc the scourpe.’

99
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vir
That father’s beard was long and white,
With love and truth his brow »eemed byrght ;
I went back, all oun fire with joy,
And, that syme evening, bade the boy,
Tell me, as lovc1s should, heart free,
Something to prove his love of me

134
He told mc what hie would not tell
For hope of hewven o1 fear of hell,
And I lay bstenm,, n such prde!
And, soon 15 he had lett my sude
Tupped to the ¢t wrch by morang light
To save his soul in s despite

AY

I told the father all lus schueme,

Who weie lus comrudes, whit ther dreams g
“ And now mike huwste, T sud, “to pray

“ The one sbot o his soul way ,

“ Tonw,lt he comes, but not the same
*Will look ' At miht he never came,

xI
Nor next mht on the ter morn,
I went forth with 1 stiength new Bdrn,
The church w1s empty , something drey

¥

[
. My steps into the stricet, Tknew = ‘;t

* It led me to the markct place . .
Where, lo, on high, the father's facg |
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Xt
That ¥omBle black scaffold dressed,
That stapled block . . God sk the rest !
That $ead strapped back, that bhinding vest,
Thode knntted hands and nked breast,
THll iear one busy hangman piussed,
And, pn the neck these arms caressed. . . .

XI11x
N6 part i aught they hope or fear !
¢ heaven with them, no hell '—and here,
No earth, not so much spice as pens
My body i thar worst of dens
But shall Bear God and man my «ry,
Lies~Jies, again —and sull, they he!

CRISTIINA,

1

Sre should never have looked 1t me
, 1f ¥te meant I should not love her!
'J.’b‘.m dte plenty . . men, vou call such,
B sappose . . she may discover
%ﬂ 3 mll to, 1f she ple wses,
\ mt Jeave much as she found them:
Ht}t’ !% wot o, and she knew 1t
Wlww:hé fited me, glancing round them,

¥
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1.

What? To fix me thus meant nothing?
But I can't tcll (there ’s my weakness)
‘What her look sud '—no wile cant, sure,
About “nccd to strew the bleakness
“ Of some lone shore with 1ts pearl seed,
“ That the se feels’ —no * strange yearning
“ That such souls have, most to lavish *
“ Whue there s chince of least returning.”

nr

Oh we re sunk enou th here, God knows |
But not quite so <unk that moments,
Sute tho’ sclilom, 1e dented ns,
When thc spiit’s tine endowments
Stand out planly from 1ts false ones,
And appuse 1t 1 pursumng
Or the night way o1 the wrong way,
To 1ts tnumph or undomg.

4

1w

There are flashes <truck from midnighss,
There are fire flunes noondays kindey

Whereby piled up honours perish, ¢ !
Whereby swolln ambitions (’lmmﬂw':

While just this or that poor impy)
Which for once had play unsti

, Seems the sole work of a hfe-ﬁmz‘\'

.. That away the rest have trified, Pl



hfes end and this love-bliss
Doubt you whether

VIL

tve! Of course, next moment,
ld’ honours, in derision,

;Jk the earth in rapture !

mg;é prize their capture't-:
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viix *

Sucham T the secret ’s mine ndw {

She has loct me, 1 have guned her §
Her soul « mmne and thus, grown perfect,

I shall pis> my hfc s remainder,
I fe will just hold out the proviug

Both our powcrs, ilone and blended .
And then come the next hfe quickly !

This world’s use will have boen ended.

THE TOSL MISTRI .
1
Arr1 ’s over, then  dous truth sound bitter
As one 1t fist beleves ?
Hark, 't 15 the sparrows’ good night twitter
About your cottige eaves!

11

And the 1eaf buds on the vine are woolly,
1 noticed that, tod1y,

Onc a1y mote bursts them open fully
- Y u know the red tuins grey

nr

"To morrow wc meet the same then d Xeit ?
¥ May 1 take your hand in mme? ! ‘
o Mere friends are we,—well, friends ¥
¢ Keep much that I resign¢

4
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.
For each glrhee of the eye so bright and black,
Though I keep with heart’s ndeavour,—
Yout woice, when you wish the snowdrops hack,
‘Though 1t stay m n y soul for ever '—

A}

Yet I will but say what mere fiends say,
Or only a thought stronger,

Twill bold your hand but 1 long 1s all may,
Or so very little longcr!

' —_— ——

"BARTEH S I\IMORTATITILS

LAMI

SCE, 36 the prettiest graves will do 1n tune,

Qur poet’s wants the fie shncss ot ats e,

Spite of the sexton’s browsmg hotse, the sods
Have struggled thmough 1t> binding osur rods ,
Headstoue and hall sunk footston lean wwry
Wanting the brick work prouuscd by ind by,
How the mitmte giey lichens plhite o er plate,
Have softened down the cnsp cut nunce and date |

10VF

&), $he year’s done with |
Nedove me for evr 1)
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All March begun #ith, ' ¢

Apnl's endeavour; @
May-wreaths that bound me
Junc needs must sever;

Now <nows f1ll round me,
Qucnctiung June's fever—w
( Lozc me for ever f)

MEFTING AT NIGHT.

1.
Tus giey sea and the long black lahd ;
And the ycllow half noon large and low;
And the startled little wves that leap
In fitry nnglets fiom therr sleep,
As I gan the cove with pushing prow,
And quench 1ts speed 1 the slushy sand,

1
Then a mue of wum sc s ented beach ;
Threc ficlds to cross tll a farm appears §

A tap at the pane, the quich sharp setateh
And blue sput of 1 hghted match, #¥

And a voe less loud, thro' its joys and fars,
Than the two hearts heating eachato eueh !
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PARTING AT MORNING.

Rounp the cape of a sudden ciume the seq,
And the sun looked over the mountain’s im
And straight was a pith of gold for hum,
And the need of a world of men for me

SONG.

L
Nayx bu you,' who do not love her,
Is she not pure gold, tny mustrcss ?
Holds eaxth aught - spc ik truth— above her
Aught like this trcss, sec, and this tres
And this Jast fairest tress of all,
So fair, see, erc I let 1t £l ?

u
Because, yott spend your live, m pruaing,

Jo prais, you search the wide warld ovr .
Then why not witness, calnly gisng,

If holds aught —spe Wk truth~ 1bove her?
Abové thif 4ress, and this, I touch

But wwse, I love so much'!

G
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A WOMAN'S LAST WORD.

I
LEI ~ contend no more, Love,
Strve nor weep
All bc 15 before, T ove,
~Only sleep!

i

Whit so wild 2« words we?
1 wnd thou

In debate, 1 birds e,
Hawk on bou h! ¢

1

See the creature stalhig
While we speik!

Hush and hide tne talking,
Cheek on chedk !

v
What <o fuse as truth 1s,
T alse to thec?
Whae the serpunt’s tooth 1s,
Shun the tree—

v

Where the apple reddens o
Never pry—

Lest we lose our Edens,
Eve and L.
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v
Be 2 gad and hold me

» With & charm !

Be ¢ man and fold me
With thine arm !

v

Teach me, only teach, Love!
As I ought

I will speak thy spcch, Love,
Think thy thou ht—

»

vIIe
Meet, &if thou requne 1,
Both demands,
Laying flesh and spiut
Tn thy hands

¢ 1X
fThat shall be to morrow
Not to-mght .
1 must bmy sorrow
Out of sight

X.
“Must a lttle weep, Love,
» ofFonlish me !)
y quo}'all asleep, Love,
i Me’d by thee.

109
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EVELYN xrofﬂ‘. ‘
T

Beavrirur Fuvelyn Hope 15 dead !
Sit and w utch by her side wn hour.
Ihat 15 her book shcli, this her bed ,
She plucked that e of germmum-flower,
Begmmng o die too, m the glass,
Lattle h1s yot been changed, I think
The shuticrs we shut no light may pagy
Save two lon, 11y« thro the lungt's chink,

i

Sixteen vers old when she died!

Perhaps she had scarccly heud my hamé 3
1t was not her tune to love , beside,

Het ife bad many 2 hope nd um,
Dutics wnoush ind hittle cates,

And now w is quiet, now astir,
Tilt God s hand bechonud un wares,—

And the swect white biow 15 31l of her,

T

1s 1t too late then, Fvelyn Hope ?

What, your soul w1 purc wnd true,
The good stus mct n your horoscope,

Madc you of spuit, fire ind dew — *
And, just because I was thuce as old

And our paths 1 the world divergtd soyide,
Each was nought to each, must I be fold@

W¢ were fellow mortals, nought beside ?
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No, intleed { ﬁ Bod above
Is greatstd grant, as mighty to make.
\nd creates the love to reward the love .
I claim yoy Stifl, for my own love's sake!
Delayed 1t may be for morc Ives yet,
Through worlds T shall ttvase not a few:
Much 15 to lear, much to forgct
Ere the time be comd for tihing you

. v

But the timp will come,—t st 1t will,

When, Evelyn Hope, whit memt (T sloll say)
In the lowet earfh, i the ycus lons sull

That body and soul so purc wd ay?
Why your hair was amb 1, T <hll divine,

Ang your mouth of your own gerammny’s rod
And%What you would do vith me, 1n fine,

In the new hite come n the ollore «taad

Vi

1 have lived (1 shall s1y) so much sn ¢ then,
Cavis up myseld so many tmes,

G uned me the gans of vuious men,
Ransacked the ages, spotled the (limes,

Yet one thing, ene, m my soul’s till <cope,
Eutherdppigved®r wtself missed me

And 1 want #44 find you, Evclyn Hope!
What is th lsstie? let us sec !
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I loved you, Evelyn, all the while!
My heart seemed full as it could hold ?
There was place and to spaie for the frank young smile,
And the red young wmonth, and the hair's young gold.
So, hush,—T will give you thi, leaf to keep:
See, I shut it inside the sweet cold hand!
There, that 15 our ~ectet. go to sleep!
You wil wake, and 1cmember, and understand.,

.

LOVE AMONG THE KUINS,
1
Whai rE the quet coloured end ot evening smil¢s
Miles ind nules
On the solitiry pastuies where our sheep .
TLait aslecp
Tinkle homeward thro’ the twilight, stray or stop
As they aop--
Was the site once of a aty great and gay,
(So they say)
Of our countiy’s very capital, 1ts princa
Ages since
Held s comt m, gathered counails, wiglding fip
' Peace o1 war. .

11,

Ij‘m ,~—the country docs not cven bos.st1 atied .
As you scc,
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To distinguish slopes of verdure, certain rills
Frown the Mlls
Intersect and give a hanie to, (elsc they run
Inte one¢)
Where the domed and daing palace shot its spires
Up like fires
O'et the hundred gated cremt of a wall
Bounding all,
Madec of marble, men nnght match on nor be pressed,
Twglve abreast

ul

And such plenty and perfection, see, of mass
Never was!

Such a carpet as, this summer e oerspreads
And embeds

Every vestige of the city, guesscd alone,
1Stock or stone —

Where a multitude of men bieathed joy and woe
Long ago;

Tust of gloty pricked than hearts un, dread ot shame
Struck them tame ;

And that glory and that shame alike, the vold
Bought and sold.

1v
Now.—-the single litfle turtet that remains
On the plains,
By the caper overrooted, by the gourd
Ovez'scor!Ed,

Vo, 1 ‘ e
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While the patching houseleck’s head of blossom winks
Thiough the chmks— !

Marks the Disement whence ) tower 1n grcient time
Sp1ing sublime,

And o burning ring Jlonnd, the chatots traced
As they riced

And the monuch m 1 his mmons and his dames
Viewed the (noc

v

And I know wlilc thus dic quict coloured eve
Smulc ty Ieve

To thun £Hl ing 11l ot1 many tink ling fleece
In «hyp we

And the sLypo w1 ulls in undisungushed grey
Melt way-

That a girl with ¢1 ar (yes wnd yellow hait
W oats me tha

In the tunct whenee the chmotecrs ¢aught seul
kor the ol

When the hing, lo hed, whac she looks now, breathless,

dumb

Till { ¢ me

V1
But he looked upon the aty, wvery qd&,
Far ind wide,

A!l the mountans topped with temples, ahthc glades'
Colonnadcs,
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Al the eayseys, Bridges, aqueducts,- -and then,
All the 1fien |

When T do. Sonse, she will speak not, she will stand,
Either hand

Ou my bhoulder, give her eyes the first embrace
Of my face,

Ere we rush, ere we extinguish sight ind speech
Lach on cach.

"
YIr

In one yvar they sent 2 nulhion ighters forth

Sauth and North,

And they bailt their gods a brazen pillu Ingh
As the sky,

Yet reserved a thousand chauots 1n full foice—
Gald, of course

Oh heart § oh blood that ficczcs, Llood th it burns!

's retuins

Yor whole tenturies of folly, nowse and sia!
Shatt them 1,

With thelr thiumphs and theu gloies and the 1est
Laove is best.

A LOVLRS QUARRIL

1
Oy what.a davn of day !
Hody 3 March sun feels like May !
JATs Dlue again
:JA{!M‘\M‘ night’s rain,
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And the South dnes the hawthorn-spray
Only, my Love's away ! "
I°d as hef that the bluc wete grey.

1
Runnels, which nllets swll,
Must be dmem g down the dcli,
With 2 foammg head
On the bayl bed
Paven smooth 15 1 hernnt'sec ell
I wch with 1 tale to #dl,
Covld my Love but attend s well

11
Dearet, thice months ago
Wlen we Ined blocked up with snow,=
When the wind would edgc
In and 1 s wedge,
In, 15 far as the pont could go
Not to om wgle, thoagh,
Whare we loved ewn the other so 'l

T

Laughs with so htile canse!
We duvised guncs out of stiaws

W would tty aind truce

One anothct's face
In the ash. as wn artist diaws

Free on each other’s flaws,
How we chattered like two church dawé}
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v

What 's m&he “ Tunes ”? 1 scold
At the Emperor deep ind cold,

He has taken 2 hude

To his prucsome side,
That’s as fau s hamsdf s hold

There ey sit cumne stoled,
Ard ghe powders hor e wath gold

. v
Fadcy the Pamp s sheen'!
Miles and mules of old wnd te n
Where the sunflowe s blow
Ina old  low
And to brek now w1 than the creun—
Blak nick ind ¢yeballs keen,
Up a wild horee leaps betwecn !

Ve
Trv =l our tible tun?
Lay your hands thae hght wd yearn
Till the yennmy shps
Thro the fin oty s
In & fire which a fow discern,
And a vy few foel hurn
And the rest, they muy hve wd lom

3 L
Vil

Theh we would up and pace,
Fex 4 change, about the place, !
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Each with arm o'er neek &
'T 1s nur quarter deck,
We are seamen 1n woeful cise
Help m the ocen space }
Or, 1f no help, we 1l embrace

I

See, how «he looks now dicssed
Tn 3 sledgmg cip and vest !
1 s 1huod tu doik
Like 1 ran leer s yoke
Falls the Tippct alons the bre st s
Sleeve for har roe to 1est,
Or to hanz, v» my Love Like, best.

AN

Teach me to fhrt 1 fin
As the Spanish Tulic can,
Or 1 tmt yom hip
With 1 hunt stick’s tip
And you tuin mto such 2 man !
Just the two 5 ots thut span
Half the bill of the young mile swane

X1 )
Dearest, thrce months ago
When the mesmerizer Snow
With his hand s first sweep a
Put the earth to sleep

¢t
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Dea.tﬁﬁ@:ﬁwe months ago
v é&v@’!oved each other so,

XTIT1.
‘the heart bencath—
bubblc born of breath,
either sneer nor vaunt,
i ’;gt reproach nor taunt.

d, how it severeth !
;- power of life and death
ygue, as the P'reacher saith 1

o

XIV,
.will you cast
’q\nte off at last

“as truth is true,
the happy past—



120

“

DRAMATIC LYRICS.

RV,
Love, if you knew the hight n
That your soul casts in my sight,
How T look to yuu
For the pure and tiue,
And the boauteous ind the nght,—
Bear with 1 moment’s ~pite
When a mare mote threats the whate §

VI

Whit of a hsty word ?
15 the fleshly heut not «tnred

By a v orm’s pin puck

Wherc 1ts 1oots ue quich ?
See the eye, by a flv s foot bluned —

Far, when ustrivoas heud
Saratch the bram s coat of curd!

Wit
Foul be the wotld or fw
More ot Iess, how em L cue?

"I 1s the world the sume

Fou my jaaise or blame,
And cndurance 1s ey there,

Wiong in the one thing lare—
Oh, 1t 15 hatd to bear!

XVIIL.

Here’s the spung back or close,

"~ When the almond-blossom blows ;
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We ghall have the word
In aeninor third

There is none but the cuckoo knows:
Heaps of the puclder 105 !

I must bear wath at, 1 suppose

XX

Could Lut November come.
Were the nowry Luds stinckh b
At the yamig sloh
*Ofhs dusar Tl
1 would langh Iik¢ the bttt Thamb
Faung the cwtle lum
And the gunt’s {cc taw fum!

ASN

Then, were the world well ctupped
Of the gear whercm equippul
We can stwd apart,
Reart dispense with hort
In the sun, with the flowers unng ped, —
Oh, the world’s han sings v pped,
We were both in a bare wlled (ryu !

W\l

Each in the crypt would cry
¥ But gne fre&zes here ! and why?
® When a heart, as chill,
. % At my own would thull
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% Back to hife, and its fires outdly P
% Heart, shall we hve or die P
“ The 1¢st, scitle by and by 1™

s

S0, she ’d cffice the «core,
And forive me s before

It 15 twelve o clock

I shall hear her knodk
In the worst of 1 stonw s upronr,

1 shul pull bet thiou h the door,
1 shall have ha for cyveimore |

UP Al A VII1A—DOWN IN THE (1LY
fAS DISTINCUISHE ) 1Y AN 1TATTAN LI RSON OF QUALITY )

1
Habp 1 but plenty of moncy, moncy enough al:,d to spare,
The house for me no doubt, wae o house in, the aty
square ,
Ah, such 2 Iife, such 1 hfe, 1« one leads at the wandow
therc !

u

Something to see, by Bicchus, something’ 49" hear, at

least !
.Fhere, the whole duy long, one’s ife 15 & ast ,
¥iWfitle up at a villa one lves, T maintaip § il than

a beast
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Well now, ook at $ur villa! stuck hke the horn of a bull
Just on o mpunkain edge as Dire a5 the creutwe’s skull,
Save a meze hag of a bush with hardly 1 lcaf to pull !
-T scratch: gy own, sometimes, to sce 1t the ha’s
tumed wool.

v

But the city, vh the aty the squaie with the housest
Why?

They are stouedfaced, white 1 1 cnd, thae ’s something
to take the cye !

Houses in fotwr stray ht lines, not 1 single hont amy,

Vou wateh ‘who ciosse, md gossips, who swnters who

* humes by ,
Cireen blﬁid§ as a mallel of course, to draw when the

sug gets high,
And the s!mpa with {maiful sizns which e punted
properly.
“ *
v
What of & villa? Though winter be ovar m Much by
oigh

"T is May fer ere the snow shall have withered well

b " 2 ‘ﬂ;ﬂ.eel,e’
And the #¥-d¥eramoked hehind Ly the famt grey olives
treos,
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w

Is 1t better in May, T ask you? Yof've summer all at
once,

In 1 dy he leaps complete with a fuw strong Apnl suns

"Mid the shup short emcrild wheat, scarce nsen three
fingurs well

The wild tulip, at «nd of its tube, blows ot its great red
bl

Like a thin clear bubble of bloud for the children to pick
and sell

Vir

Is 1t ever hot mn the squae ?  lheare’s a fountan to
spout wnd splish!

In the shade it sy ind springs , 1 the shame guch foatn
bows flish

On the hoises with culing fish tails, that prance and
puddle and pr.h

Round the lady itop m hu conch—fifty gazers do not
abash,

Though all that she weus 15 some weeds round her waist

m a scrt of sash.

+ <

3
VI, oy

All the year long at the willa, nothing to ﬁté‘#xpugh you
hinger,

Except yon cypiess that pomts like dmm lean lifted
forcfinger, ’
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tly, when they ‘mix the ébm{

By and bywﬂme’ % the travelling doctor gives pills, lets
3 airaws teeth ;

Or the Pu'!unbﬁ gitrumpet brcaks up the market bcneath

» such a scene-picturc—the new play?

‘

W only this morning, three liberal thnevee
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Or a sonnet with flowery mange,tb the Reveiend Don
So and so v

Who 1s Dante, Boccacco, Petrarca, S.;h;? Jerome and
Cuuo,

& And moteorcr, (the sonnct gocs rhyniing,) “the sharts
of Sunt Pwl his weached, N

» Hwmg preuhad us tho e v Lentlectures mate
unctions thin evar he preiched.”

Noon strihes, hae sweeps the procession! our Ty
boine «milmg wd <mut

With 1 pink gwze gown 11l <pingles, mnd seven swords
stuck 1o her heut !

Ban, o, ahanggous the dran, Zootle te-tootl the fife ,

No keepg oncs hwnches stll 1t’s the greatest plea
surc 1n hte

\

But bless you, it’s dear 1it's dJear! fowh, wine, 1t
double the rute

They have elipped a new tix upon salt, a.nd what oil
Piys pr aing the gate

It’s a honor to think of  And so, the vills. for me, not
the city !

Beggars ¢ scarcdy be choosers it stille-ghy the mity,
the pity !

Look, two and two go the pricats, then the tponks with
cowls and sanduls,

And the pemitents dressed m white shittd, pRoldmlr the
yellow candles ,
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One, he catries a flag up straight, and another a ¢toss
with hanges,

And the Dyke’s guard brings up the 1ear, for the hetier
prevention of scandals

Bangawhappawhangy o the druw, Zeotle # tootle the fife.

Oh, a day in the aty squrc, thete L no sudi pleasue m
lfe |

A TOCCAI\N Q1 GALUPPIS.
T
O Galuppy, Baldassiro, this 1s verv sad to fiad!
1 can hgrdly misconceve you, 1t would prove mie deaf
s and blnd ,
But althongh I take your mcunny, *t1s with such a heavy

mind !
I3

II
Here you come with yowr old music, wnd here’s all the
Joad 1t bungs
What, they lived onct thus 1t Vinice vhere the merchants
o were the kmgs,
Where St. Mark’s 15, where the Duges uscdd to wed the

st twith e ? v
e
4

1t

£
1]
Ay, becufqg fhe sea’s the stieet thue, wnd 'ty arched

Lo, by . whu you call )
‘o %}ﬁdge with Louscs on 1t, where they ltgp;h
Nty the carmval : .

I was tever ant of England—it ’s as 1f I saw 1t all, "
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v

™d young people take thair pleasme evhen the seiwas
warm in May?

Balls and mnsks begun at nudmasht, burning ever to mud

- day
When they made up fresh adventures for the morrow, do
you <y ?

v

Was 1 Il uch 1 Ldy, cnechs so tovnd and hps ~o
1,

On het nech the small tace hooymt hike 1 bl flowear on
1t hed,

Q'er the brewts supab tbundince where a man g t
Dase bis herwd?

vi

Well, and 1t wis griceful of them  they’d bredk talk of
wd aflord

« She, to bute her mishs black velvet, he, to finger on
his sword,

While you sat ind pliyud Toce as, stately at the cdavi
chord ?

VII

What ? Those lesser thnds so pluntiv 3, sixths diminished
s1 b on sigh,

Told them somcthing? Those suspungiops, those solu
tions ~“ Must we d!e?”

Fhose coramisclating sevenths - ¢ Lafe mlght last ! we
can but try {”,
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v,

“ Were you happp ? "— Yes "—¢ And are you still as
hppy? '—“Yes And you?”

—-'Then, more kisses!”— ¢ Dul / stop them, when a
milhon seemed so fow?”

Hark, the dommant’s pora tonce wll 1t must be an-

swited tot
X
S0, an ocave truck the mower Ol ' ey pruscl yor,
Y . Idwe sy !
“ Brave Galuppr that vi 1 u ! jood Uike at grave
ad y!
Y can always leave oft t Iin, when 1 how v master
1y v
A

Then they left you for then plerame  0ll m due tume,
onc ly ong,

Sounte with hves that «ume to ncthmne, sme with deeds
1> will indone,

Dcath stepped tacitly ind took tham whae they never
st ¢ the sun

. [N 4
But when I sit down to ‘e on, thimk to tihe my stand
nur >welve
While I trpmph oler o scciet winng from nature’s close

L resen e,

In you come with your cold music till I cicep thro’ every
L
. nerve.

VOL lif, 9
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xI1

Yes, you, ke a ghostly cricket, creaking where a house
was buined :

“ Dust and ashes, dead and done with, Venice spent what
Venice eaned.

“ The soul, doubtless, 15 immortal—where a soul can be
di~cerned.

I

“ Yours for mstince, you hnow physits, sowething of
seology,

* Mathematics are your pastime  sonls shall rixe m thur
degree,

“ Butterflies may dicid extinctuion,—you ’ll not die, 1t
cannot be!

X1V

* As for Vemce and her people, merely born to bloom
and drop,

“ Heie on euth they bore thur fimtige, mirth and folly
werc the crop:

% What of soul was left, I wondcr, when the kissing had
to stop?

AN

“ Dust and ashes!’ So you creak it, MTmnt the
heart to scold. U

Dear dead women, with such har, tq»«-—ty‘hé.t s Become
of all the gold"’ .

'Used to hang and brush their bosoms? tI ﬁﬂl c¢lully and

grown old. N
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OLD PICTURES IN FLORENCE.

. I

1 ne morn when first 1t thunders in March,
The eel 1 the pond gives a leap, they siy.
As T leaned and loohud over the iloed nch
Of the villa sute this warm March aay,
No flash seapped, no dumb thanaer rolled
In the valley bencath where wlite ind wide
And washed by the moinmng witer Jold,
Florepce lay odt on the mount un side
I
Ruver and bndge wd street ind square
Lay mine, as much 1t 11y beel and il
Through the Iive translucent bath of ur,
As the sights 1n 2 mic crystal ball
And of alt I saw and of l I prused,
The most to pruse 1nd the Test to < e,
Was the startling bell towa Guott) rus
But why did 1t more thin stutl e ?
m
Giotlo, how, with that soul of yow
Could you play me falsc who loved you so?
Sonfe slights if a cc1 m heurt endure
Yet 1t feels, I would Liwve your £ llows knuw !
I’ faith, I perceive not why 1 should care
To break 4 sBence thit suits them best,
But the thibg grows somewh1t hud to bear !
When £ find a Giotto join the rest
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On the archi where olives overhead »
Print the blue sky with twig and feaf,
(That sharp curled leaf which they never shed)
"Lurxt the oes, T used to lean 1n chief
And muk thiough the wintet aflernoons,
By 1 gt God rwte m¢ now and thep,
In the nnld decdime of those suns ike moons,
Who wolked m Llomence, be 1des her men.

v

They misht chup ind chula, come and go
Tor pleweur or proft, her men 2hve—~

Mj bu mess ws hudly witn them, T trow,
But with empty ccll> of the human hive }

—~With the choapta 100m, the clowster porch,
The church's pais, asle or nave,

Its crypt, one hngers along with a torch,
Its face st full for the sun 1o shave,

VI

Whercver 1 fiesco pecds ind drops, y
Wheteva w outline we thens and mq“ )
Tl the Iatest hic m the 1 nnting <jops,
Stinds One whom ech funter pulse-aidk phjns s
One, wishtul ech scrap should clutch the Lk,
Each tinge not wholly cscape the W
A lion who dics of an ass’s hack, 4 b0
¢ The wronged great soul of an aneign$ i&mer.

L



DRAMATIC Lyiics, £33
it

For oh, thi$ wofld and the wrong 1t does !
They are safe 1n heawven with than buks to it
The Mi¢hasls and Raficls, you hum nd bazz
Round the work- of, you ot tue httle wit!
Do their eyes contr it to the curth’s old s ope,
Now that they sce Golfice to tae,
And have all attnincd to be pocts, T hope ?
T 1s thear hol.day now, m 1y cise

14
A\2114

Much they reck of yonr pruse ind you'!

But the wronged great ~oul —cn they be quit
Of & woild where thar wotk 15 11l to do,

Whete you style them, you of the httle wat,
Old Master This ind I arly the Other,

Not dreaming that Old md Nuw i fellows
A youpger succeds to n cdder brother,

Da Viras derive m good timc from Dellos.

'
n

And here where your pr 1se i Jht yield 1cturns,

And a handsome word or two give help,
HB‘N‘; your kind, th mwtii mis

Puppy pack of puodles ylp
ta. werd for Stc[wno there,

of “once promment and tatry,
Calleli' dﬁ'e’s Ape and the world > de par

%ﬁ‘lé&s panting ? (see Vasan.)

®
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x.
{

There stands the Master ~ Study, my friends,

What 2 min's work comes to ' So he plans it,
Perfurms 1t, pufects 1it, mikcs amends

For the toihng and moihng, 1nd then, ss¢ #ranset!
Happicr the thnfty blind folk Iabour,

With uptuined cye winle the hand 1 busy,
Not sidling 1 glnce 2t the coin of thewr neighbour !

'T 15 loohing downw uwd thit mikes one diszy

Al

“ If you knew their work you would deal yow dole ”
Mav I take upon me to n truct you ?
When Greck Art rin ind weached the goal,
Thus much hud the wotld to boast e frodu~—e
The Truth of M n, 15 by God firot spoken,
Which the actuil eneittions g¢urble,
Was rc uttered, and soul (which Limbs betoken)
And T unbs (Soul inforums) made new n marble,

X1

So, you saw yowrscIf 1s you wished you were,
As you myght hive been, 1s you cannat hg;
Earth here, rebukud by Olympus there : v
And grew content m your poor degree |
With your ittle powcr, by thosc statuds’ gudhewd,
And your hittle scope, by their eyes’ fifll
And you httle grace, by their grace eqﬁom
And your httle date, by thewr forms fhagt siay.
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You would fam e kinghcr, say, than T un?
Even so, you will not sit ike hcscus
You would prove 2 mo 'c1? The Son ot Prinm
Has yet the advintige i um * ind knees use
You ’re wrath ~ cin yon sliy your nake hke Apollo?
You 're grieved—still Niobe *s the grinder!
You hive—there’s the Ricers’ fucse to follow
You dig—there ’s the dyin, Alcanda

.
[ 4
NV

So, testing your weikness by thar trength,
Your meagie chums by then rounded beaty,
Measured by A1t n your brcadth and length,
You leamed—to snbmit 15 1 mortal s duty
—When I say “you’ t 15 the common soul,
The collective, I mcan  the race of Man
That rectaves hfc m pats to Ine 11 1 whole,
And grow here according to Goc > clew plan

AV

Growth came when, lookin y your 11t on thun all,
You turned your eyes inwardly s fine duy
And cried with a stat—What if we so smll
Be gnb&tcr and grander the while thin they ?
Are ﬂmj‘ perfegt of hncament perfict of stature?
In Both, of such lower types e we
Precin\i&‘ Begause of our wider nature,
For time, thefis—- ows, tor eturmty.
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XVI.

To day’s brief passion hmts their range ;

1t seethes with the monow for us and mote.
They e petfcct—how clse ? they shall never chan ¢ :

We arc fuulty— why not? we he time o store
The Artificer s hwd 15 not mestud

With us, we e roush hewn no wise polshed ¢
They stand for vw copy, and, once mnve sted

Wiuth 1l they ¢ towhy we shalt see them abohshed,

NV T

T 1s 1 Iifc Jon r torl tll ow lump be lewven -
The better ' Wh t7s come 1o perfection pénshes
Things Jearne 1 on e uth, we shll practise 1 heaven .
Works done lewt ripudly, Art most chenshes.
Thysclt shalt aftord the cxample, Giotto! N
Thy one work, not to decteise or dunmush,
Done 1t 1 stiohe, wis just (w5 1t not ?) ¥ Q B’
Thy grcat Cumpanide 15 sull to finish

\VIIT

1s 1t true thit we ue now, ind shull be hereafter,
But what and where depend on bife’s migy
Hails hewenly cheer or mfernal laughfﬂ V!
Our first step out of the gulfor mat? o
Shall Man, such step within lus endeavour;;
Man’s facc, have no moie play and
"!’han joy which 1s crystallized for ever,
i Or grief, an cternal petnfaction ?



Reph,, O ‘?50 become now self-a(.qumnters,
“ And:paint man, man, whatever the issue !
“ Makzﬁ nﬁw “hopes shinc through the flesh they fray,
Nﬁéﬁvféars aggrandise the rags and tatters:
“To bﬁi’.}g the invisible full into play ! /
Lettke VlSlblC go to the dogs—what matters ?”

“W von earth you intend to acknowledge, 5
wﬁ{’ ficitiolir them now ! (ends my allocution) “
- mifer your degree when the folks leave college.,

XXIT.

ves and gets weary, loses and wins-
g and the weak, this world’s congeﬂgr‘ﬁ
¢ what they pra.ctxsed in small,

ﬁ j;o be changed, tlmt s a/ll. R

;1
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»

-

XL
Yet I hwdly know  When a soul has' sgen
By the means of I'v1l thu Good 15 best,
And, throush curth and its noise, what is hecaven's
serene,—
When owr futh m the sumc has stood the test—
Why, the child grown min, you buin the rod,
The uses of Iibour ¢ surcly done,
There ramuncth 1 1est for the people of God 3
And I have hd troubles cnough, for one, «
N\ A\IIY
But at any 11t T hwe loved the seiwon
Of Arts spring birth so dun nd dewy ;
My sculptor 15 Nicolo the Pisin,
My punter- who but Cinabue?
Nor cver wis mwn ot them 1l indeed,
I rom these to Ghibatt ind Ghilandayo,
Could 51y that he mssed my (ntic meed,
S0, now to my <pecial gres nce —hagh hoi

ALY,

Their ghosts still stand, 1s I sud before,

Watching exch fresco flihed and rasped,  * ¢
Blocked up, knocked out, or whitewashed ofef ¢

—No getting again what the church has grasped |
The works on the wall must take theis

“ Woiks never conceded to England's mﬁh\e ”»
{1 hope they prcfur then mhentance Wy ;'

*

Of a buckctful of Itahian quich-ime) } o



DRAMATIC LVRICS. 139

XXV,

When they go at length, with such a shaking
Of heads o'er the old delusion, sdly
Each master his way through the black stieets taking,
Where many a Tost woik bieathes thongh badly—
Why don't they bethink them of who has mented ?
Why not reveal, whale then pictwes diee
Such doom, how & « iptive might be out fi neted 2
Why is 1t they never reuember me ?
’
ANV
Not that I expcct the sieat Bizouds,
Nor Sandro to hcar i, ehivalue, bellicose ,
Nor the wtonged [1ippmo, and not a word 1
Say of a scrap of F1d Anygclhico’s -
But aze you too fine, Taddco Guddy,
To grant me a ta-tc of yom ntono,
Some Jerome that sciks the hewen with a sad eye?
Not 3 ¢hurlish saint, Lorenzo Monaco ?

AXVIL

Could not the ghost with the close 1ed cap,
My Pollajolo, the twice a c1rftomua,
Save m{e & sample, give mc the hap
OFf g fhiboular Chnist that shows the draughtsman @
No Virgin by Bim the somewhat petty, ’
OF fipipa¥ touch and tempera crumbly—
Could'not Alesso Baldovinettt
Contributerso much, I ask hun humbly ?
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ANV

Marghertone of Areszo,
With the grwe clothes gub and swaddling barret
(Why purse up mouth | Ltk i a pet so,
You bald old sutmni e poll (] wed parrot )
Not a poor Jlimmaing € uafivon,
Wherc n the foregrou sd ki cels the donor 2
If such ramun, w15 my <ot it on,
The houd ng 1t does you 1 1t hittle honou,

AQVAY

They pass, for them the pundd moy thull,
The tempera qrow dive ml tinglish,
Thewr pictures e ledt to the macies stil
Of detlaas ind stedar Jows and the English
Who, scen, mere woncy s worth n thewr phae,
Will sell 1t to sonachody ¢ ihin s Zwno
At naked High Art, ind m ecstiaes
Before somc clay cold vile Culnot

AQNY

No matter for these !  But (uotto, vou,
Have you llowcd, s the town tongues M‘bble ot, ~
Oh, ncver ! 1t shall not he counted trugw
That a certun precious little tible, %
Which Buonarrots cyed ke 1 lova,—e 17
. Was buried so long m oblivion’s wombs’ {
nd, left for another thin I to discoves
: ‘Cyms up at last! and to whom ?mto ?

S
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1, that have hijunted the dim San Spirito,
(Or was it tather the Ognissanti?)
Patient on‘altat-stup planting o weary toe !
Nay, & shall love it yet! Zfur amants !
My Kohdnoor o1 (it that ’s 2 phititadc)
Jewel of Giim chud, the Parsiun Solr's eye
So, it anticip. tive 1 tiude,
What if I t1hy up 1y hoje wd prophesy ?

4 AT

When the hour grows nipg, and 1 certun dotard
Is pitched, no puccl t' it need wvouang,
To the worse side «Fthe Moat St Gothard,
We shall begm by w1y ot igonmg
None of that he stin the Ky (bl cartrudge),
Nor a civic guind, Al phunes aind Ieguer,
Hunting Radets v’ ~onl Wl e 1 putidge
Qver Morello with wquib wd c1acher.

AR}

This time we "Il shoot Detter game ond bag 'em hot—
, No mere displuy at the stone ot Dante,
But a kind of sober Witinemot
(B “Casa Guudy,” g vod ~ 02y et )
Shall ponder, once Ircedon restored to Florence,
HW:M mhay 1cturn that deprted with her.
Coy bated house, go each trace of the Lorame’s,

Andbripg us the days of Orgigna hither !
"‘f ot
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XAXIV,

How we shall prologuize, how we shall perorate,
Utter fit th ngs upon art and history,
Feel tiuth at blood heat and falsehvod at gzero rate,
Make of the want of the we no mystery ;
Contrast the fructuous wnd sterile eras,
Show—monchy ever 1t uncouth cub ticks
Out of the hear’s shipc mto Chimeera’s,
While Pure Att's buth 15 still the republic's,

A QNN v

Then one shal proposc 1n 1 5 ecch (eurt Tuscan,
Eapurgute wnd soba, with < weely an 2, )
To end now our halt told tile of € ambuscan,
And turn the bell tower’s o7 ta altisvemo :
And fine as the beak of 1 young buccacels
The Camp ule, the Duomo s fit ally,
Shall sowr up m gold tull hfty bricury,
Completing lorence, 15 | lorence, Italy,

S SN2 >

Shall I be alive that moining the scaffold
Is broken away, wnd the long pent fire,

Like the golden hope ot the woild, unbaffled *  °©
Springs fiom 1ts slecp, and up goes the spite
While  God and the People ” plan for its motha,

Thenc e the new tricolout flips at tHe sky
At least to foiesee that glory of Giotta  « * '
* And Florence togcthen, the first am T4
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S pE GUSTIBUS—"

1

Your ghost will waik, you lover of tiees,
(If our loves 1¢mam)
In an Englsh lang,
By a comficld <1de a-flutter with poppies.
Hark, those two m th havel coppice—
A bry and a gul, if the good futes please,
Making love, sny,
The happier they!
Draw yourself up fiom the hoht of the moon,
And let them pass, as thcy will Loo sonn,
With the bewnilowers’ boon,
And the blackbud s tune,
And May, and June |

I

What I love best m all the world

Is a castle, precipicc ncutled,

Tn a gash of the wmnd grnesed Apumine
Or laok for me, old fcllow of mune,

(If X get my head trom out the motth
Q' the grave, and loose my spiut s Lnds,
Audlkome 4gain to the land of lands)—
In abqa»side house to the faither South,
Whére the baked cicala dies of diouth,



e F

DRAMAJLIC LYRICS

And one sharp tree - 't 15 a ¢y press--stands,
By the many hundicd ye s red ruated,
Rough nonspil d iy« fruit o erernsted,
My scnaned t) nu Tthe md
Tothewuarset ¢ tn whtepad

Befere the hy o vl top e
Blelyalthet v 1 1
While m 11 1 1 ¢ imbl
Soncti onit ta 1

Fr wilht W 1 1 [l
\'ulby + t T 1t mhe
oo t 1 ¢ Fohmen
Arl own | t 1y Vg
Wi hetot Hcawlmu 1o wmg,
Lo t v I uborumm o Img
=Ste bt oyl s or cight the felens

Jtuy, my 1

Queen Marvs  ying aves tot me—
(Whent itine > m hice
Fostht Caduy)

Opinmy h 1t and you will see

Grwedanade ot it ¢ Ttaly *

Such Jover old ue I wmd she

Su 1t always wis 50 Shdl ever be't
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1HOME I'HOT'GH1S, 1 ROV ABROAD,

I
Ou tohcaw Frodat
Now b Apv! o tha
Arlvioo o ot
S R ' (O | v
Lur tre owe T i b v Vthe "rash vaoo et
P L ! boe ne mtnw et
Pl o onsanth crcdhund Uyt
ud oyt

1

wr Yy ovan Ayt How
Av Tthe sluttlno o las e ol the wo o
tiwk, where oy ios ome Lpcum e 1 1 1k
s to the fivad 1 sotas ar the o v
1Y omsand dowlrops atthcrr 3 5 @
it the wise thiush he ny o nothce over,
I st you shoubd think he noy + ol tiecy e
Ih Ar 1 tine carcless 1apturc !
At J though the tields look 1ough vath he 1y ow
All will be gay when noontide wike  tnew
11 huttereaps, the httle childreas cowe
- Far bghter thag tn.s | wdy meton tlover !

VOL. 1t 10
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HOME-THOUGHTS. FROM' THE SEA.

Nosry, nobly Cape Saint Vincent to the North-West
died away ;

Sunset ran, one glorous blood 1ed, reeking into Cadiz
By,

Blush *mud the butning wate, full m face Trafalgar Iy

In the dimmest Nantn I ast distwnce dawned Gibraltu
grand and gray ,

“ JIere and here did Fuglmd help me : how can 1 help
Englnd?” -svy,

Whoso tuins as I, this evanng, tumn to God to praise
and pry,

While Jove's planet 11aes yonder, silent over Africa

B PN —

SAUL.

H
T

Saip Abner, © At last thon art come! Ere I tell,(ere
thou speak,
* Kiss my chech, wish me well t”  Then T wished it, and
did ks his chegk, £
And he, “Since the King, O my fii =~nd’ fﬁt thx coun-
tenance sent, %'
L N ¢ither drunken nor eaten have we ; M:p‘niﬂl from his

s tent .,‘ﬁ‘*

nd



: ) the honey be bright, with the water ba
zﬁ%@i 5 wet. -'

‘ days,
hath escaped to thy servants, of prayer nor
of pr'usc

. . strife,
“ And ' afamt in his triumph, the monarch sinks back’
upon life.

Ir.

e i his dew
“On thy’ilﬁﬁ&us gold hair, and those lilies still living
and blue

wild heat
g to torture the desert !”

ur.

Then I, as was meet,

- .that obstructed and undexm
I’s‘to.oped,
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Hands and knees on the slippery grass-patch, all withered
and gone, ¢

That extends to the second cnclosute, I groped my
way on

Till I felt where the fold,kuts fly open. Then once
more T prayed,

And opened the foldskut, md enteted, and was not
afrud

But spoke, “ Hud 15 Dwd, thy sarvant”  And no
Vol repbied,

At the fitst T saw nousht but the Llackness ; but soon I
deseried

A something more blick thn the blackness—the vast,
the uptight

Man prop which sustams the pavilion: and slow into
s1ght

Giew a huevie agamst ity gigintic and blackest of all,

Ther a sunbuem, thit burst thio’ the tentroof, showed
Sl

v

Hc stood 1 erect 2> that tent prop, both arms stretched

out wide -
On the great cross suppoit m the centre, that goes to
«uch side i’

He relaxed not a muscle, but hungutharé. 8, caught 1n
his pangs ., . %
. Apd wating his change, the kingserpent #ll hearily
hangs, o
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Tar away fiom his kind, mn the pme, till ddiverance cowne
With the spring tthe,—so igoscd Sul, dre a and stark,
bhind mna dunb

v
Then 1 tuned my harp, ~took off the Ul we twine
round s chords
Lest they $pap 'neath the stues of the noonude —those
suntboum, ke sword, !
And T first played the tune adl cw sheep hnow, as, one
. aftar one,
So docile they come w0 the pon door till fol Iy, he done
They are white and untotn by the In lws, for lo they

hve ted

Where the long gi1asses stifle the watery nhm the stroams
bed 3

And row one after one sech s 1ts lod g v 11 tollows
tu

Into eve and the bluc v whove 1, — 0 blue ad so far!

VI

—TFhen the tune, for whiear quul on the comnl md wilk
vt h oo st

1o for after the player, then whit » tkes the cnickets

elite
Till for boldness they fight onc mctha wd then, what
™ his we tht

To sot the q'l.ﬁt:k jerboa a musing outside his sand housemw
There are nons such as he for 1w onder, if burd and
. half movse !
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God made all the cieatures and gave them our love and
our fear, * *’
To give sign, we and they are hus children, one &tmly hete.

¢
vua

Then 1 played the help tune of our reapers,their wine-
song, when hand

Grasps at hwd, eye lights (ye mn good friendship, and
wre 1t hearts eapand

And grow one m the senw of this world’s Jife,.~And
then, the Tist song

When the dead man 15 pruscd on his ;oumey-u“ Beu
be ar tura along

¢ With his few faults shut up ke dead ﬂowmi Are
balm sccds not herg \,“““

% To console us® The lind his none left sﬂcfﬁ 83  he on
the bier 3

% Oh, would we might kep thee, my brothet{®-—And
then, the glad chaang

Of the marmage,— fust go the young maidens, ‘nest, she
whom we vaunt »

As the beauty, the pride of our dwdlhing, --A.na then, the
gicat march

Wherein man 1uns to man to assist h'm anw'bwms an

! arch nt
Nought can break ; who shall harm theth, éqx w ?.....
Then, the chorsl it

the levites go up to the altar mn glory éithrpne ;
t 1 stopped here : for here m the datkness

»
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And T paused, Btld my breath m such silence, and
histencd aput,

And the ¢ent shook, for nughty Saul shuddered and
<parkles ’gan dart

From the jewels that woke m h's turban at once with 1

stut

All 1ts lurdly male-sapphures, il 1ulnes courigeous at

. heart
So the head : but the body still moved not, shll hung
s there erect

And I belit once again to my [liymg, pursued 1t un-
checked,

As] W
IA

“ Oh, our manhood’s pime vigour! No
spirt feels woste,
“Not a tngscle is stoppcd m it playing nor smew un-
brced
“ Qh, thé‘yi!d joys of Inng ! the leiping from 1ock up
. to tock,
« The strong rending of boughs hom the i tice, they
‘ } cool sihcr shock
“Of ﬁ)&gfqnge «n a pool's hvin, watc, the hunt of thg
By (4 M bLﬂ.l,
“ And ?’%s showng the lion 15 couched n hfa
lar.
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“ And the meal, the nch dates yellowed pver with gold
d st divine, ¢

“ And the locust flesh steeped 1n the pitcher, the full
diwht of wine,

“ And thesleep m the diwed nvar channel where buhushes

tell

“ That the witar wis wont to o warblmg so softly and
wedl

“ How Jyod 1 mins lne the mere hiving | how fit to
1oy N

“ All th he wet mud the soul nd the senses for everin joy !

“ Tt thou lovad th whate locks of thy father, whose
sword tho 1 didst guard

* When he trusted thee forth with the armieg¥or glonous
reward?

“ Didst thou see the thin hunds of thy mother, held up as
men sung

st The low song, of the ncarly doj wted, and hear her fant
ton e b

“ Jomng n while 1t could to the witness, ¢ Let 6fie more
atte t,

% ¢ T have hived, scen God s hand thro' a lifetime, md all
ws for bestt’ .

% Then thcy sung thro’ ther tears n strong trjurph, not
much, but the rogti .

# And thy brothcrs, the help and the costet, the working
whence grew ~ «

*8ach result a., from secthing gmpe—bﬁndi%tﬁe spunt

. strancd tryes "" '

*
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“ And the friends of thy boyhood—that boyhood of
. wondk r and hope,

* Present promise and wealth ot the tuture beyond the
eye’s scope, —

“ Tl 1o, thou art gror nto v monuch , v people s thine,

“ And all gifts, which the world offas singly, on onc head
con hine !

“ On one head, all the beauty m 1 sttentn, love nd rige

' (Iihe the throc

“ That, awork m the 10ck, hily s us libour wd lcts the
vold Jo)

“High ambition ond deeds whicdh surpass i, fame
crownni, them  all

i Broyghtto blasc on t'« hewd of one crertmes ~King
Suil !’

X

And lo, with that lewp of my <1 it —heart, hand, hap
and voice,

Each Kﬁmg Sauls nume out i onow cuh bidding
LIyl

Saul's fnm,m the hght it wism Icfor s when, dare §
)

[
The I,o"&d."s army, In 1ptae 0F scive, struns thiough
sy
And upsoamh.thc chetubim (hmot—*¢ Swl'” awd |,

gt " and stopped,

And . the thing thit should follow Then Squl,
who hung propped

v 4 »
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By the tent’s cross-support m the renfte, was struck by
his name ¢

Have ye scen when Spung’s anowy sumnions goes nght
to the um,

And some mountun the 11t to withstand her, that held
(h ilone,

While the vale lnushed m fredom and flowets) on a
broid bust of <tone

A year's snow bound dout for 1 Dreastplate,~leaves
~rsp ctthe sheet?

TFold on fold 1l 2t once 1t (1owids thunderously dmm to
Tis te t

And therc fiouts you tuk Tluld hut ahiveg yet, your
mount un ot old, J

With his rents the snccesave he pue 1things of ages yntold--—

Yea, each haim ot in ightne your Lattles, each, furrow

wmd scar
Of hus head thrust twixt you nd the tempcst»-:allhaxl,
thete they ue! te
«Now again to bc softuncd with verdure, again Hiol the
nest
LOf the dove, tempt the goit and 1its young {q ﬂw'green
» on his crest B Al

For therr food m the ardows of summet, 't%” long
shudder thnlled ¢ ~ VA

ARl the tent il the very arr tingled, theru sank wﬂ. WAS
stulled

Wi the King's self left standing before g, Velsgid" and
Y

d“ are'



) his nght hand

: %*’helped the eyes left too vacant forthmﬂi

to remand -

what new objects should enter: ’t was
Saul as before.

any more _
:pallid sunsets in autumn, ye watch froqm"
the shore, 3
'level gaze o'er the ocean—a sun’s slow
decline
ch resolved in stern silence, o'erlap and
entwine
to knit strength more intensely : so, ai‘m
folded arm

$t:whose slow heavings subsided. ;

it

JXIL By
What spell or what charm, x%‘,a

there was trouble within me) what ne%
should I urge

¢ strength and the beauty,: b
. on what fields, B K
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Glean a vintage more potent and perfect 1o brighten
the cye . ’

And bring blood to the lip, nd commend them the cup
they put hy#

He saith, “ It 15 gocd,” <t 1l hie drinks not: he lets me
1 ruse hfe,

Caves assant, vt would dic tor s own part.

RS 41
Tho Cuces W ufe

Whieh hid come Ieng 1 5 on she pastae, when 1onnd
m e sheep

Fed n silence  hove, the one ¢« le wheeled stow as
leep,

And ! lay in my hollon  nd muscd on the world that
misht e

*Neath his ken, thouzh I <w but the strg Jwixg the
bl wd tne <ky :

And I hughad “Smcc my diys o ordainkd o Le
1t «d with my flocks

“ Let me people  least, with my fincies, the plajns and
the tor ks,

% Dream the Iifc I am nover to min with, and image the

L]

show
# Of mankind as they ive 1n those fashion I hl@y shalt
know! ”

« Zchemes of lfe, its Dbest rules and é@\i ‘})iﬂ, the
comage that %
* #And the prudence that kceps what inen. strive for.”
And now these gl trains



DRAMATIC LYRICS. 157

Of vague thought came agamn, 1 grew surer; 5o, once
° more the stnng
Of my harp made response to my sput as thus—

X1x
£ Yeq, my ki)

I began—“thon ot will in 1y ting me ¢ comforts
that sprmn,

“ From the merc mott 1 ik hll m common by man
mlbyty e

“In our'ﬂesh grows the br nch of this lit¢, m o soul
1 beus 1t

“ Thou hdst marke I the  Dw tle tree —how s
stem ¢ 1able 1 first

“ Tl it passed the kuls p the sty s ntla  then
<ifdly outhust

* The fan-branches all 1ound  d thHu mund~st when
these too 1w i

“ Broke a-bloom d the 1 Um 1o « amed perfeet  yet

. neore vis o loun,

% Elen the good thut comges 1 with the pum it Qur
dates shall v ¢ sh ht

“ When their juice brngs 1 anc tor il soiHw? or care
for the | hiht

“Of thq palm’s sclf whosc slow towth 10 Tucad them?

- Not so  stem ind rndt
% Shaft dmy, por be known w tha plwe, while the

N pumwine  hill stiunch

“ Bvery wound of mans st m winter I pour thee

arh wmn



158 DRAVALIC LYRICS.

“ Leave the flesh to the fate 10 wis fif for ! the spu t be
thme ! «

“ By the spmt, when age shil o'acome theg, thou sull
sl At unjoy

@ More indued, than 1t first when mconscious, the hfe of
v boy

% Crush that hfe, md bhold its wine runming ! Each
dc d thou hast done

# Dies, tevives, roes to woil m the world, until €'en 1
the s

“ Lookins down on the ull 1 h clouds gpor’ him,
thor hfop st ttue,

“Cwn find nothing 1 own 1 1 jroduced not, mast
everywhere tiace

% The resules of his past swnmer jume, —50, each 11y of

thy wul, P
# Every flash of thy piss on mi prowcss, long over, shall
thull

%

“ Thy whole pcople the countle s with ardoyy, £ they
too ,1s¢ toith *

# A bke cheer to thur sons, wlo m turn, fill & South
wd the Notth 1

“ Wath the radince thy decd wis the germ of. ' Gareuse
n the puwt! )

“But the license of aze has its hmt] thow &bst at

Tut ']
 As the hon when age dims his cyeball, thé.ress at her
huight,

* %o with man—so his powcr and his ‘beauty for ever
take fhght.



¥
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‘No! Agaiu a lpug drauglt of my soul-wine! Laok
forth o’er the years! o

« Thouluat dom now with eyes for the actual; begm
with the sear'’s

« I3 Saul ﬂcdd? In th. depth ot the vile make his toyh
—-bid uise

“ A grey ,mountun of muble beped fom square, 1l
butlt to the kics,

“ Let t mark wheie the gewt Fust Kuyg slumbers
whose tune v ould yo know?

“Up above see the rock’s niked Licy, wanure the 1ecord

shill go

“In ggeat characters cut by the ~rube, —Sush was Saul,
~n he did,

“ With fhe sages directmg the woik, Iy the populace
hd,—

“ For zm‘y' b‘alﬂ they’ll attirmn, 15 < mpr ed thae! Which
“ - fiult to wnend,
¢ In%qrqve with his kind grow  *w ccdu, whereon *
iy they sl spend
@ (See" *in. ta.'blets s levd Dhotore tham) thet prassé,
and roeod 4
“ With. ﬂ;e gold of the gruu, Swls story,—the sta.tcaa“
maun > g1t word
“Sxdea’ih ﬁde with the pout’ swecl comment, Tf)
° mver ’s 1w .
# qu; paperreeds griwm, (wh other wﬂeﬁ "
Yo, pophet winds rive oty

“ So the ﬁéq..gwes unborn generihons ther due mﬂ ?
‘n , then put

12 )
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“In thy bung! Then, fitst of the mighty, thuk God
that thou art )"

AV A

And behold while Tew,  bLut O 1hou who didst grant
me that dyy,

And beforc it 1ot eldown host rited thy help to

[ Y

Carry on and complcte n advontwe, —my shield ana
ny v |l

In that wef whac my oul w ~ thy cvint thy word was
11 wod

Stull be with e, who th n o he sumnmat of lman
cnle cu

And saing 1 hpyhes ma Do ™ couddy gazad

by ¢
Onu the now  tictch of her en bo ¢ me - ti', nughty to
0L

Just one Lft of thy hwnd e aad that distance ~God's
thion  lrom man's gave !

Let me tell out my tile o ¢ 1 lg— my vowe to my
h

Which can seuce due heliove m whit wmarvels fast moht
I'v ok put, '

As this morning I ,utha the hncunts, alone with ray
shee)

And sull four lest the turnoe gloz.y evanish like
sleep !

For I wake m the .10y dewy covert, whily ebron
upheves
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The dawn struggling with night on his shoulder, and
N Kidron retneves
Slow the damage of yesterday’s sunshme

w
Iswy than ruy sons

Whle I sang thas, assurmg the monuch, and over more
stiong

Made a proffer of wood to console hun—he slowly

. ° 1esumerd

His old motions and habitudes Lin Iy [he ught hand
t plamed

His blaek aocks to theu wonted Cmpn nre, whnsted the
swathes

Of his turban, and see—the huge sweat thot s coun-
tennce hathes,

1le wipes off with the robe , md he wdy non s lotns
ot yore,

And feels slow tor the annlet of  noe, with the dasp
st tore

He 1s Sanl, ye 1rmembar meglory,—ac v o hiad bent

The Lrowl brow fiom the duly commumen, and sull
though mnch <pent

Be the life and the beane that flont you the sune, God
aud chouse,

To receive whak a man may wacte, dereaate, never |

) quite los '

So sank bhe along by the teut prop till, stayed by the

pile
VOL. 1iL 13
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Of his aumour and wai cloih and garments, he leaned
thete awhila

And sat out my singing,—onc arm round the tent prop,
to ru-e

INis bent head, ind the othes hung slch—till 1 touched
on the pruse

I foresiw fiom 1l m n o ll timg, to the man patint

there,

And thus caded, the hup falhing fooward  Then frst I
WIs wWle

Thit he sit 151 sy, with my ncid ju t ahave his vast
| STIRRS

Which weie thrust out on cwh side wound me. Lke o1k
100ts which plewse

I'o encurcde v Tuuh when it shunbas, T looked up ro
Luow

1f the best T could do hud iouht solace  he s oae
not hut slow

Ldted up the hand slhuw el s de, tall he lad o with care

Soft wmd Jraoveg, but m v 1d scttled will, on my brow
tn » my hur

The lTunc fingas wae juslad, wa he bent back my
he 1, with kind power—

All my face huk ntent to punse 1, as ten do
flower

Thus hedd be me there with his grey eyes that scruti-
Nzt (L nine~—

And oh, all my heart how 1t loved hunl but whére was
the sign ?
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I yearned--* Could I help thee, my fathes, ufventing a

. bliss,
‘1 would add, to that hfe of the pist, both the future
. and this,
* I would give thee new hle altogcther, a¢ cood, ages
hence,

“ As this moment,—hul love but the warnng love’s
hcart to dicpense '’

XVv1
.
Then the truth came upon m¢ No hup mote - no <ong
mor ! out broke -

AVIT

“ [ have gone the whol. round of ctcition [s w wd
1 5pohe

“ 1, a work of God’s hand 1or that pupost t ccived m
my brun

“ And pronounced on the re st of hu, hu dwosk  1ctmned
hm v an

“ His creation’s approvd or v cuure L spoke 15 1 s

“Treport, as @ man my of Gol work all s love, yat
Ul s Taw

# \Iow 1 lay down the judsc hp le lent e Tach
faculty t1okad

¢ To perceive lum, has ,unud 1 byss, where 1 dews
droj ws shed

“ Have [ knawledge ? confoundc 1 1t shnvels at Wisdom

[ Iud b

“ Have I fotethought? how pwbhind, how blank, to the

Infinite € ave |
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% Do I task any faculty highest, to image sticcess ?

“ I but open my eyes,—and pcifectior, no more and no
less, ¢

« In the kind T mmwincd, tull fronts me, and Ge ! 15 seen
God

“1In the stu, m the stone 1w the flesh, in the soul and
the lud

“ And thus looking waithin i | around me, I ever renew

¢ (With that stoop o1 the ~oul which 1 bending upraises
it too)

“ The subinission of mwn  noth n peifect to God's i
corpl e,

¢ As by ¢ich now oberanee m cpmt, T climb to lus

feot,
* Yot with all tine abounding, cipuicnce, #ds deity
Anown,

“ T shall duc to discover some province sgme gift of my

own

¥ Thete s a faculty plosint w evercse, hard to hood
wink,

“Iam fam to heep <tll u abeyance, (1T lawgh as I
think)

* Lest, msising 10 <lamn and parade m it, wet ve, I
woist .

¥ [’en the Gaver m one mit  Behold, I e6fld love of
I durst ! ¢ L W

“But 1 sk the pretension as featiﬁgtilinm may
o'urtake W

* God's own specd 1 the one way of loveq I a’fae':’,ain for
love's sake, .
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.
“—~What, may soul ? see thus far and no fautlser? when
P doors great and small,
“ Nine-apd-ninety flew ope at our touch, should the
ej hundredth ppal ?
“In the least tlungs hive futh, yct hstrust m the
greatest ot 11?
“Do I find love -0 full m my natwe, Gods ulumite

@ft,
“That I doubt i, own Tove «an compete with it ?
. I the pats Wft?
“ Here, tﬁ;: creature surplsc the Cicitor  the ond, what
Beem?
“ Would I fain in my mnpotent yearmng o all for this
m o,

“ And dare doubt he 1lone shill not Ledp han, who yet
alon¢c e ?

¢ Would it ever hune (1tacd my mal, the bare wall
much %y nowg,

“To bestow on thi~ Swl whit t v f the marvellous

dowas
“ Of the life he was gittcd_ nd tilled wah ? to ke such
1 soul

“ Such a body, and then sucn 11 cuth for insphenng
the wholc ?

*“ And éqtﬁ it not ents m nind (5 my wirm tears
attest)

“ Theag‘gﬁoﬁ t‘hmgs bumg guven, to go on, ind give one
more, the beot?

“ Ay; to $uye And redeem and rustorc him, mamtain M

the hught

)
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“ This petfection,—succeed with life’s dayspring, death’s
minute of ni~ht ?
# Interpose at the difficult nunute, shatch Saul, the

st the, -
“ Saul, the fulute, the twn he scoans now,—~and id hun
1 the

“ From the dream, the probiaon, the prelude, to hind
himsedt ot

“ Clew and siue m new bont wmd new lfe,~—a new
hanony yt

“To be tan wadd contiumed, wnd emled ~who knows?
—o cadure !

“ The wan twalt cnou i by Ve - drcam, of the rest to
wthe sute,

“ By the punthiob, tnumphwtly winnmg intensified
Ll ,

“And the noxt worlds 1cward and  repoge, hy the
stru, 1 s n this

\NVIIL

“1 belicve it T a1y thou, God, that givest, 't §8 1 who
TLCRIve S

“1In the fust s the last, m thy will is my power to
Delieve,

“ All’s one gift  thou canct g1t it moieover, 48 prompt
to my prayer , 4

% As I breathe out this breath, as 1 open thesg arms to
the ar, .

“ From thy will, stream the woilds, life and p4tare, thy
dread Sabaoth }
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¢ 7 will ?——the mere atoms despise me!  Whg am I not

loth
[ ]
“ To logk that, ¢ven that in the face too? Whyis it 1
dare

“ Think but lightly of such impuissince? What stops
my despar?
¢ This ; ~t is aot wiat man Doe~ which exalts him, but
what man Would do!
“Nce the Kmg—[ would help mm but cannot, the
. wishes ful through.
« Couwld I wrestle to raise lum fiom sorrow, Jtow poor to
entich,
“To fill up his life, starve wy own out. 1 would~-
knowimg which,
“ T know that my service 1 perfect.  Oh, spedk through
me now !
“ Would I suffer for him that 1 love?  So wouldst thou
-—s0 wilt thou!
“ So shall crown thec the topmost metfablest, uttermost
" «crowin —
% And thy love fill infimtude w hotly. nor leave up nor down
“ One spot for the acature to stynd m' [t i> by no
. breath, !
“ Turn of eye, wave of hand, that salvanion joins issye
with death’
“ As ;})‘y Loge is discovered ahmighty, almighty be
I proved
“ Thy powcr, that exists with and for it, of being
" ‘ Beloved!
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“ He whe did most, shall bear most } the strongest shall
staad the niget weak.

T 15 the wc thuess m strength, that 1 ery for ! my flesh,
thut I srek

“In the Godhcad! T scch wil I find ite O Saul, 1t
shill be

“ A Tace e mv twe thot 1ceaves thee, a Man ke to
me,

“ Thou shalt lovc wmd be loved by, {1 ever; a Hand
hike this hand

# Shall thiow open the gites of vew bt to thee! S ¢
the Chust twd 1?

N IX

I know not too wcll how I found my way home n tue
meht.

Therte ware witnesses, cohorts bout e, to left and to
nght,

Angels, powers, the unuttered, unseen, the alive, the
W U

I represscd, 1 got thiou,h than s hudly, as stugglingly
thaie,

As a 1unncr besct by the populwe fimished fof pews

Life or death  The whole earth was awakened, hell
loosedd with hex ¢rews 3

And the stuars ot might beit with cmotipn, dnd tingled
and shot )

Qut in fire the strong pam of pent kncmlqdéa'z but I
fawnted not,



DRAMATIC LYRICS. 16g
For the Tapd still impelled me at once and shpported,

. supprese
All the tgmult, and quenched 1t with quct, and holy
_,’ behest,
Tt the rapture was sh it m tsedf, and the cuth sank 10
10st,
Anon at the dawn, all that trouble hud withered fioin
carth -
Not so much, but I »aw ot chie out m the dvy’s tender
¢ Lnth,

In the ga.th.cred mtencaty brousht to tne grey of the ills,

In the shuddenmns forests’ houl bic th, m the sudden
wimnd thull

In the startled wald boasts tht howe oft, cwch wath ¢ye
sidhing, St 1

Though averted with wondcar wd dicwd, m the ards
stift ind chill

That rose heawily, as | ppro ched thom, mule stupd
with we

F'en the serpent that slid v y ileut —he felt the new
Jow.

The sane stared in the white hum d fwes uptuined by
the flowers

The ume."mtkqd i the heart of the cedir und moved

ot the vine bowers,
And the ﬁtﬂe lrooks witnessing murmured, persistent
and low,

With theirob.snnm, all but hushed voices—-* Een sq, it
1ss0!”
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v

MY STAR.

A1t that | know
Of a ccrtun star
TIs, 1t can thiow
(Lake the mlled spar)
Now a dart ot 1ud,
Now 1 dart ol blne ;
Till my fricnds have sud
They would fun sce, ton,
My star that dutles the ved and the blue !
Then 1t stops ke« bud, hke 1 flower, hangs furled :
Ihey must solwe thomscves with the Saturn above it
What mutter to me of tlar star 1s a world ?
Mine has opeucd 1ts soul to me, therefore I love it

BY THIL 1IRLSIDE,

T
'

How well T know what T mean to do
When the long duk autumn eveq‘nings comie ;
And where, my soul, 15 thy pleasant hue P
With the music of all thy voices, dvnth ‘
In Iife’s November too ! .

3
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i
1 shall be foumd by the fire, suppose,
Oy r a great wise book as be wemeth age,
W the shatters lap 15 the o s wind blows,
And T tumn the page, nd 1 tumn the pige,
Not sverse now, only prose !

nr
‘Il the young ones win | 1, timger on hyp,
“ There he = at1t, deep m Greck
“ Now then, o1 ncver, out we shp
¢ To cut from the hwel by the erech
“ A nammast for ot ship!

n
1 shall be at 1t mdcud, ny It nds!
Greeh puts altc1dv on athar s de
Such a hranch wotk forth 1 soon extc ds
To o vista oprnan 7t ud e
And ¥ pass oat whare 1 0s

v
' *fhe outside fruac, kT yow hiscltues —
But the mnside archway widen hs,
*And a rarer sort <uccecds to these
And we slope to Ity at hst

And ybmh,. by green derees

VI

I follow wherever I am led,
Kanqwing so well the leader’s hind :
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Oh ‘wornan country, wooed not wed,

Loved Al the morc In earth s »iale lands,
Laid to their heuts m teud !

MIT

Look at thc tume 1 el Jum

Halfway up m the Alpme goige!
Is that vtower Tjontyverplun

Or1 wtrmull orannmin ¢
Lreaks sobtude 1n v un ?

A1)
A tmn, and we stind nth hoart of things
The woods aci1ound v he | od and din,
Yrom slib to shib how it hips u d sprngs,
Ihe thread of water mgle 1l <hm,
Through the ravise some torient brings!

x
Does 1t feed the httle Tl ¢ below ?
1bh tspeck of winte ju t on its marge
Is Pellx, see, mth ovening glow,
How <harp the alier speu hewds chaige
When \lp inects howen m snow !

b

On our other side 15 the stiught up 10ck 3
And a puh 15 kept twist the gorpe and it »
By bouldcr stonc whare hichens mosk'
The murks on a moth, and smalt fgha Bt
Therr tecth to the polished block, ™
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X1 v
Oh the sense ¢f the yellow mountam flowers,
Angd tharny balls,  1ch thice i one,
The)mstnuts thiow on ow pith in showers !
or the diop of the woodlnd fruit > begun,
These easly November hows,

\Ir
That crdmson the crecpers 1 across
Like a splash of bluod mtense, thrugt
O'e1 a,shield elie ol “rom nm 1o boss
And lay 1t for show on the i1y cupped
Elfneedled mit of moss

N
By the rose flesh mishroom , uadivule?
Last evening nw nto 1y s st d
Yon sutdden corud myyl bulocd,
Where a fieahed fwn colcutcd flaky v v
Of toad-stools peep n luige 1

ASAY
And yonder, 1t foot ofithe trontiy, ud ¢
That takes the tun 10 11w ¢ b yond
4= the chapel reached by the one nched bridge
Whgie the water 15 stopped 11 U stigp e pond
Danged over by the nude¢
T

[ ]
AN

i
Thé eiidipel and budgc arc of stonc alike,
Blakkigh-grey and mostly wet,



174

DRAMATIC LYRICS.

Cutchemp stalks steep in the narrow dyke
Sec heie again, how the Licheny, fret
And the roots of the 1wy stuhe !

w1

Poor little place, where its one priest comes
On a festrday, it he comes at ally

To the dozcn folk from then s ittered homes,
Guthiered vithm chat preanct small

By the dostn woys one 1omms —

v
To drop nom the churoal hurncers’ huts,
Or <hmD fiom the hemp dresscas’ low shed,
Leave the grwnge where the woodman stores his nuts,
O1 the wattled cote where the fowlers spread
Thar geu on the 100k s base juts.

\vir
1t his some pretension too this hont,
Wl ats It of fiesco hlf moon wise
Set over the purch, Art’s curly wont
1 15 Jobn 1n the Deswet, T surnuse,
But has borne the we ither's brunt—

L34 ‘ s
Not fiom the fult of thc builder, though.
For a pent house properly projects
Where three carved heams make a Certdin show,
Duting—good thought of our architect's-—
"Five, six, nine, he lets you hnow.
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XX,
And all day Igng a bird sings there,
And a stray sheep drinks at the pond at times 3
The place is silent and aware;;
1t has had its scencs, its joys and crimes,
But that is its own attair.

RGN 4
My perfect wife, my Leonor,
©)h heart, my own. oh cyes, mine toe,
Whom ¢lse could [ dare look backward for,
With whom beside should T dare pursue
The path grey heads abhor?

oar
For it leads to a cray’s sheer edge with them;
Youth, flowary all the way, there stops—
Not they ; age thieatens and they contemn,
"fill they reach the gulf wherein youth drops,
One inch from ow hfd's safe hem'!

NNTIIE
With'me, youth led ., . 1 wi'l speak now,
No longer watch you as you sit
"Rea(ling by fire-light, that great brow
And the spirit-small hand propjung it,
Mutely, my heart knows how—

< ASNTA

Wheﬁ, if 1 think but deep enongh, '
You are wont to answer, prompt as rhyme ;

N 1
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Andeyou, too, find without rebuff
Response your soul seeks manya time
Prereing 1ts finc flesh stutl

LGN}
My own, confirm me ! I I tread
This path back, 15 1t not m pride
To think how httle T deeamed 1t led
Toan e o blost that, by its side,
Youth seems the waste mstewd?

X\
My own, st whore the ve 15 conduct
At fiast, 't WS comctmn, onr two sonls
Should miv s mists do, cieh 1 sacked
Tn ewh now  on, the new strican tolls,
Whatever ocl s ol struct

AN T
Trink, whe rour one Sonl wi darstinds
Ihe grew Word wind il sl things fiew,
Wh oncuth bre 15 up ind he wen cxpands,
How will the chinge stiihe m= and you
In the bou e not mud with honds ?

AS SR *
Oh I muct fudd yow braun prompt mine,
Your hcut inticapate my heat,
You must be just Lefore m tine,
Sce and wake me see, for your parl
Ncw depths of the divine!
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AR ¢
But who conldding wape o 1ths
W1 nwetwodiew 1o cthrfrt
Jud orthe obviou Tinwm bl
Tasahety Tho dwy tha t
Wb~ thmgm o 1o ?

AGY
Come byl wunm t thotr tof Wi,
Tatustom mlin no 1o,

Tetwsnow foraet v nov 1 i
Bietkthermny n eubh 1o
And gather wlt v Tt U

AN T
Whathd T eyy? tht ml 11 1an s
Allday lon, swend] v gy s
Of hawks frlomticve 1 tww 1 wm's
Sgpamedto 'l Lo d u
You count the st~ 1a

NSNS
But it atteivoon or i 1oy
I's Dbetter, then the )
Co the* degee, sou hut T
[t manst set nd of wh ot

Ite posom Joe, so he v
[ ]
YNAITL

Hither we walked then, sil by ule,
Armi Inam and check t) ek
Vo1 Ul 12
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And‘still I questioned or replied, K
While my heart, convulsed to rally speak,
Lay choking m 1ts pride

AATY
Silent the aumbling bridge we cross,
And pity md p1use the enpel sweet,
And cuc bout the fieseo 5 1os,,
And wish tor ou souls 1 hike retieat,
And wondur 1t the moss

ALY
Stoop 1nd kneel on the  ettle under,
Lool throuch the window s ¢rated squayé s
Nothin, to sce ! Tor fun of plunder, 2
The c1oss 15 dewn e the atar bare,

As it thicves dont fi u thunder Y

ANAYVI
We stoop mnd look m through the grate, ,
Sce the httle porch ind rustic dooy, ‘
Reud duly the dead butlder's date,
Then aoss the bud ¢ that we crossed before,
Take the pith azun—but wat t

Ax\vI ’
Oh moment, one and infinste ! »
The water shps o'cr stock and stope ;
The West 15 tender, hudly bright ¢, .

How grey at once 1s the evening m—m
4 One star, s chrysohte !
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We to 5004 there with never a third,
Bt g‘m’h by each, as each knew well :
The sights we saw and the sounds we heard,
The fights and the shides mule up 1 spell
Talt the trouble giew and stned

-

AN
Oh, the httle more, ind how much 1t 15!
And the Itle Ios, and wht worlds way !
LIow < sound shall quichen content to bhiss,
Qr a breath suspend the hlood’s best play,
Andﬁﬁb be a proot ot this !
i

AV
Mgl she willcd 1t, still had stood the s reen
8o shght, so surc, *twixt my love and her
1 cmﬂﬁ fix her face with a guard between,
Aﬂdﬁhd her soul as whan ficnds confer,

Fﬁgnds-v-lovus thit might hue leen

v X11
Fé; ;‘x\y heart had a teuch of the woodlind time,
Wantmg to sleep now ovar 1ts beot
« Shake the whole tree mn the summer prime,
But,bring to the Lt 1caf uo such test!
“ Hold the last fast ! runs the rhyme.

L]
XTI

For a,qhum to make your little much,
To gam a Jover and lose a fuend,

ié
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Ventu.e the trec and a mynad such,
When nothing you mar but the year ¢ay mend :
But a last lecaf—tear to touch!

Al
Yet should 1t unf «ten its If ind fall
Lddywng down till i find your face
At come shizht wmd  hest chanee of all §
Be your hcut hencforth s dwellimgplace
You trembled to frre 011!

xXnv
Worth how wd'l, those duk gy eyes,
That han so durk wd deir, how worth
That + mwn should stive ind  gomse,
And taste a veuest hell on carth
Tor the hope of such a pnizc!

ATV
You nught have turned ind tued a man,
Set im 1 spuc to weiry wnd wear,
And prove wluch suited more yow plan,
EDis best of hope on Tus worst despar,
Yet end as he begm

Xivr *
But you spired me this, like the heart you arg,
And filled my empty heart at a word, “
+JIf two hives jom, there 1s oft a scar, N
,  They are onc and one, with a sha,dpwy,,m ;
1 One near one 15 too far

4
[
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o

XLVIY,
A momiafit #ter, and hands unseen
Were hanging the mght sround us fast ;
Syt we knew that a bar was broken between
Life and life : we were mived at Tst
1n spate of the mortal screen.

AT VLI,
The forests had done 1t ; thae they stood ,
We caught,for 2 moment the powers at play &
They had mingled us so, tor once ind good,
Their work nas done ~we mi_ht o or -tay,
They relapsed to thur waent mood

ALY

How the world 15 made for cach of u,

How all we percuve and know in 1f
Tchds to some moment’s product thus,

When a soul declarcs 1slIf —ta wit,
B}‘ its fruit. the thing 1t does '

’ L
Be hate’that fruit or Tove that frui,

1t forwards the gencral decd of man
And each of the My helps to teermt

The life of the 11cc by 1 jumerd plan,
Each living his own, to boot.

[ ]

e # Lr
I am nq,;‘n’bd and known by that moment’s feat
There, took my station and degiee ;
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80 gréw my own small life compslete, *
As nature obtaned her best of -
One born to love you, sweet !

111
And to watch you sink by the fire side now
Back again, as you mutcly it
Musing by firc hoht, that Jreat brow
And the spint i all band propping it,
Yonder, my het hnows how !

(BRI N
S0, carth hs ned by one mn the morg
And the gun of cutn must be heaven’s gain to |
And the whole 15 well worth thinking o'ee °
When autt mn comes . wlich I mean to do
One day, 15 I sud hefore

ANY WILl1 10O ANY 1IUSBANIL

¥

My love. thus 1s the bittcrcet, that thea—
!}Fho art all tiuth, and who dost love me now”
s AS thine cyes 1y, a» thy voice breaks to

dst love <o truly, and couldst love mﬁ‘ {g
ole long hife through, had but love ita

¥ Would death that leads me from thee :gélay.
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1,
I have but t6 be by thee, and thy hand
Will never let mine 20, nor hoart withstand
1 he heatmg of my boart to rcwchats phice.
WHn"Shall X Iook for thee wndd el fhu Lone?
When ay for the obl comtort wd el nouc ?
N ver, Lknow ' 1hy soal 15 n thy fuce

ur
Oh 1 honld fade—"t .5 wilicd so!' Micht 1 save,
Gladly T woald, whatovar bouty we
Joy to thy sense, tor thit wis | rccous tow
1t s not to he gtanted  Put the o !
Whenee the love conics all tw e K wvee that whole ,
Vanly the flesh 1des, soul mikes Ul things new
n
It would not be becaust my ¢3¢ «w dim
Thou ¢ouldst not find the Tove thier , thwhe to I
Who never 15 dishonoured in the pui
Ie gave us from s e ol d 1 ule
Remember whence it sprun, 1o1 Vo diud
While that burns on, theu b L *he 1t grow dark.

A
So,.howjﬁw wouldst be y if t, v lite m{ clean
Out~1de’#s inside, soul M w01l s damrsne
A bgdy gven to show it 1y !
Oh, through the worst of hid's abyss,
W}utﬂnlﬂkﬁ m the neat world ter ths,
. Cauldst? epeat a sttohe and gun the sky §
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. vI.

And is it not the bitterer to think

That disengace our hinds and thou wilt sink
Although thy love was love in very deed ?

I know that mitwe ! Pass a fostive day,

Thou dost not throw 1ts rcic floner away
Nor bid its music's losterng echo speed.

il
Thou lct'st the sttngar’s glove lie where 1t fell ;
17 old thin, s tun un old thmys Ui well,
For thou ut e ful as becomes man best s
And hadst thou only hewd me pliy one ture,
Or viewcd me fiom v window, not so soon
With thee would such things fade as with the rest.

vIL
I seem to sec' We mect and part ; ’t1s brief,
The book 1 opened heeps a folded Ical,
The very chain 1 <1t on, breaks th - rank
That 15 a portiait of me on the wall--
Three Imes, my face comes at so shght a call:
And for all this, one little howt to thank? N

r
™. ]

Rut now, because the hour through ycars mﬁbﬂ, )

Because our mmost beings met and 1dixed, 3
Because thou once hast loved me—wilf Qg&i” .

8gy to thy soul und Who may list beside, ' Ty

it Therefore she is immortally my bride ; b VO tn

‘_‘: "% Chance cannot change my love, m&ii)e'jmpah.
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. °
“ S0, what 1f m the dusk of Lfe that’s Icft,
1, a twed traveller of my sun bereft,
Look from my path when, munichin r the svme,
1h fire fly olmupses past me, come wd _one ?
¢ ~Wheie was 1t Ul the «unsct ? whae wmon
Tt will be al the camse ! What s to blane?”

NI
e 1t o) Todpful to thae 2 C st thou tike
11 ¢ nmuc ap, nor} tor tl o trae tning s sake,
Put gently by such cflor's it ¢ Luam?
I the remamnder of the way so lor
Ihou need’st the Iittle solwe b nth frong?
Watch out thy watch let we K ones dose mnd dicam

Ay
— Ahy but U tic her { ais! Is 1t true,
Thoutt 11 ¢ some cyes ire bowtial ind new ?
Co1 nu —how ¢ one choose hat grasp such
vealth ?

and if a man would press nie Iips to Iy
¢ Tresh as the wilding hedize rose cup thac shps

“ The dew drop out of, must it be by steulth ?

. AL

“ It canpot ¢hange the love still kept for Her,
“ More this of guch a picture T prefir
 Passing & day with, to 2 room’s bire side.
“ The fizh:&e;l form takes nothing she possessed, 5
“ Yet, wb.il‘;@ Titaw’s Venus hes at rest, t
“A mau’fmﬁ , Once more, what 18 there to chide?”,,

* o
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atv,
Su must I sce, from where 1 sit and wa.tch,
My own self sell mysclf, my hand attach
TIts warrant to the vay thetts fiom me—
Thy singluncss of soul thit mde me proud,
Thy pumity of hcut T loved dond,
Thy mu’s ttuth I w s Lold to id God see !

XV
Lovce so, theno 1f thou wilt ' Gave 1l thou canst
Awvay to the new fues dientinced,
(Swy it ind think 1) ol durite no more,
Re 165u¢ 1Iooks md words from the oud inmt,
1'ws them aliesh, no atter whose the punt
Iinnge e supersciny tion onee they bore
v
Re com thy~lIf ind cnve it them to spend, -
1t all comes to the s auc thme it the end,
Since mme thou w1st, nune ut and e shalt be,
Faithful or futhlcss, <oy up the sum
Or lavish of 1y trcasnie, thou mu t come
Back to the heut's plue ho L keep for thee !

i

-~

Only, why should it 1e with tun it all? N’ !
Why must 1, "twixt the leaves of coronhl, f‘,,',‘ Iy
Put any kiss of pirdon on thy brow? ~ +
Why nced the other women know so my !
, 424 talk together, “Such the look and sug,
+ 'The smile he used to love with, then ag a%vn"

r
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} RVIIC I}
\ight 1 die last &ngl show thee!  Should I find
Such h.\rdshix‘ﬂs in the few ycus Iclt behind,
If free to'take and hght my Tamp, wnd go
Tut) thy jomb, and shut the door ind it
Seciug thy face on those fowr ades of 1t
Lhe better that they uc so blink I know !
ANAN
Why time was what 1 wnted, to tuin O'er
Wi gy pund each look, xt morc wd wore
Iy hedyt each woid, too much to L un it first,
And jomr shee all the Gtter En the [ wi o
Neth the Jow doorwiy  Iintel Lht were ¢ ase
For hmgermg, thous's thou calledst, i I durst!

AN
And yet thau art the noblcr ot us two
What darejl fream of, tht tho 1 st not do,
Qatstrpping my ten sl step with one stride ?
1 11 say theh, here’s a trd md - 1!
Istto Im;r?t--if ewy, I Tnot * %
Though love fail, T can tfu t ou v thy pude

AN
Tudt ~wliet those ycs fore 1l fhe hile behnnd
"Lhe r!ea:}i:l have 10 go throu b '—when I tind,
Now sl ¥ wgnt thy help most, all of thee !
What did,} fgafP Thy love Il hold me fast
Until the At hiiaute's sleep 1 p st '
And ¥ ##W.m;\nd yet 1t will not be ! )

oty
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TWO IN THE CAMPAGNA.

1
T wonni i do you fiil to day
As T hwe fcd smee, hand in hand,
We sat dov noon the s, 10 stray
In spuut better throush the land,
This mom of Rome and My ?

18
For mq, I touclied 2 ou lit, T know,
Has tanthizad me may times,
(T1ike tuins of thieud the spudas throw
Mochm, 110ss our puh) lor thymes
To citeh 2t wmd ket Jo.

ny
Hclp me to hold it ! Lurst at left
The ycllowing fonned, 1un to sced
"Lhere, branching trom the Inichwork’s cleft,
Some old tomb’s 1wty yonder weed
Took up the floating welt,

Iv
Wheie one small oranze cup amasseg‘
1we beetles,— bhind and gréen they grope
Among the honey meal : and la.st,
Evcrywhere on the grassy slope
I traced it. Hold 1t fast!

-
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v.
The ¢ampagn with its endlcss fleece
Of feathery grasses evciywhere !
Sﬂmee and pission, joy 1nd peace,
® An everlasting w 1sh of ur—
Rome's ghost mec har deceise

A3
Such bife here, throu_h such len rthy of hours,
Quch miracles palonned w pluy,
Such,praml niked forms of flowers,
Such letting ntwre h ve ha wy
Wilale heaven loohs (1 1ts towers !t

vir
How say you? [ctus O my dove,
1.et us be unhamed of soul,
As caith hies bue 10 he wen bovet
Fow 15 1t undar our control
To love or not to love ?

viu
I would,that sou wer 1l to g,
You that are just so much, no more
, Nor yours nor mme, not slwve not f1ee!
Where does the fault ic? What the core
O the wound, sice wot nd must be ?

. B » Ix
I woltld I could adopt your will,
Sed with your eyes, and sct my heart
°
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Beating by yours, and dnnk ny i}l
At your soul s sprngs,—yowy pirf, ry part
In Iife, for good and 1ll

N R

No I ytaun upw ud, touch you close,
Then stwd vsy 1 hiss your chiek,

C atch yout soul s w umth,— I pluck the rose
Aad love it more thn ton ue can spegk —

Then the Jooud wmm e Loes

\J
\lcudy howam T so fu
Out of that mmute ? Must I go
Still hike the thistle Dall no bar,
Onw ud, whenever hight winds blow,
Tixed by no foendly stu ?

NI
Tust when T scemed  bout to leam !
Whare w the thicwd row?  Off agam i,
The old ik ' Only T discern—
Infnite pussion, wndithe pan .
Of fimitec h arts that yo 1n
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MISCONCEPTIONS.

1

TH1$ i§ a spray the Bud clung to,

Making it blossom with pleasure,
kae theshigh tiec top she sprung to,

Fit for her nest and Ler tre ssure

Oh, what a hope Leyond mo e
Was the poor spray’s, which the flyin teet hung to,—
So ta be singled out, bwilt in, u ! sun., to!

1

This is 4 heart thc Qucen I int on

Thrilled in a mmute i,
Eré the true bosom she bent on,

Meet for love™s regal dalinc

Oh, what a faacy eostitu
Was the poor he urts, ere the + i 'orer went on—
Love 8 be saved for it, proflcicd to, spent on'!

A BERENADE AT I'HE VILLA.
! )
1

ya
T¥A® win T, you heard last mght
Whén there rose no moon at all,



Tentafheaven,aplmef P
Llfewasdeadand 50 was light. <

Ir.
Not a twinkle fiom the fly,
Not a ghmmer from the worm.,
When the crickets stopped their cry,,
When the owls forhore a term,
You heund music, that was I

LI

T
Eurth turned 1n her sleep with pain, ’
Sultnly suspired for proof : h
In at heaven and out again,
Lightning '—wheie 1t broke the %
Bloodlik., some few drops of rain,

‘What they could my wozds ex lemﬁ
O my love, my all, my one !
Singing helped the verses best,

And when singing’s best was
To my lute I left the rest.

V.

So wore nmight , the East was g

White the broad-faced hem

Tbere would be another day 3
; Ere its first of heavy h

fd me, T had passedww




PRRCR You—* When hte gropy,
iy for the path where fell
B Jast on the evening slopes

vit
e fend m that path shall by
15 Secure my step fiom wrong
Ml tount mght day for m,
i Ratient through the watch 1oy
o Hig most with none te ¢

Y
RIRSE Bay—as something bodes—
1
R0y the worst has yet 2 wory
£ life halts 'neath double loads,
ipoa the task masters uuse
M8.&ich music on the toads !

.
2 Mmoon sutceeds the sun,
Pprerce the midmght's tent
b the/ smallest one,
e drops, where lightning rent,
," 1 storm begun—
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“ Jn the darkness thick and hot,—
* Shall another voice avail, ¢
“ That shape he whete these are not?
Al
“ Has some plague a longer lease,
“ Profieuny 1ts help uncouth ?
* Can’t one cven die m pawe?
“ As one shut, ond’s eves on youth,
“ Is that face the Jast une sees?”
AlT,
Oh how dark your villy ws, w
Windows f1st and obdurate !
How the guden grudged me grass
Where T stood ~the 1ron gate
Ground 115 tecth to let me pass !

ONE WAY OF LOVE,

I.
AvL June I bound the 10se in sheaves,
Now, rose by 1o+, I strip tle leaves
And stiew them where Tauline may pass.
She will not turn aside > Alas!
Let them-lie, Suppose they die ? w
The chance was they might take her eye,

IL. o
How many a month I strove to suit» |
These stubborn fingers to the dte 1

/

4
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To-day I venture all I know

She will not®hear my music? So!

Break the stning , fold music’s wing
o Suppose Pauline had bude me sing!

nr
My whole hfc 1o 15 T learned to love
This hour my utimost art I prove
And speak mv pa sion—hewen or hell ?
She will not, ive mc hewen?  Tis willt
Lo« who may— Tstill <1 say,
Those who win hcwven, blest are they!

ANOTHLR WAY OF LOVI

L
JunL was not over
Though past the full,
And the best of her roses |
Had yet to blow,
W ¢n a man I know
(Buf shall not discover,
Since ears are dull,
And tme disclgges)
1urned hin and said with a man’s true ait,
H\lf sighing a gole 1n a yawn, as 't were,~
“ If I tue gf yottr June, will she greatly caie?”
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(
.

Well, dear, v doots with you !
True ! serenc derdness
Tries a man’s tumper.
What's i the hlossom
June weus on her bosom?
Can 1t clem srorcs with you?
Sweetness and redness,
laden semper !
Go, let me cre for it greuly or <h hty !
1f Tune mend ber bower now  your hand left unsightly
By pluchin, the 10ses,—my Junc will do rightly

It

And after, tor pastime,

If June be refulgent
With flower, m completeness, vt

All petals, no puckles,

Delicious s tuckles
Of wine poured at m s tune,—

And choosc One indulgent

To redness and sweetness ,
Or 1f, with expenicnce of man and of spider,
June use my Junc hightning the strong msectaidder,
And stop the ficsh filn work,— why, June will consider,

4
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A PRETTY WOMAN.

I

THat fawn skiy dippled har of hers,
And the blue cye
Dear and dewy,

And that mfantine ficsh ur of has!

n

To think men cinnot take you, Sweet,

And enfold you,

Ay, and holl you,
And so keep you what thcy make ,ou, Sweet !
74

s

You like us for 1 ghnee, yo1 know—
' For a word's s1ke
Or a sword’s Sike,
All’s the same, whatder tne chanee, you know,

v

Ahd in turn we make you ours, we say—

i ,ﬁYau and youth too,
ﬁf:aﬁym and mouth too,

Qm l?oe composud of flowers, we say,
Y
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All ’s our own, to make the mott off Sweet—
Smg and say for,
Watch and pray for,

Keep 2 stcret or go boast of, Sweet! -

vI

But for loving, why, you would not, Sweet,
Thoash we priyed you,
Pl you, bryed you

In a moitu - for you could not, Sweet!

vII

So, we 'cave the swect face fondly there s
Be 1ts bewty
Its <ole duty !

Let all hope of grace buyond, lie theret

VIIx
And wlule the fice hies quiet there,
W ho shill wonda .
That I ponde1
A conclusion P T will try 1t there,

X
As,— why must one, for the love forpgons,
Scout mere hiking ? {g
Thunder stnking B B

Karth,—the heaven, we looked abdve’ ﬂax'f', gone !
PAE
A}
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Why, with beanty, needs there money be,
Love with hking ?
Crush the fly king
In his gauze, becwse no honey bee ?

X1

May not liking be so sinple sweet,
If Jove grew therc
T wor ' 1 undo thete
All that breaks the cheek to dimples sweet ?

11

Ts the creature too muperfuct, sy ?
Would you mend t
And so (nd 1t ?

Since not all addition perfects aye !

AT

Or is it of its hind, pahaps,
Just perfec tin—
Whence, rt:_]u.tlon
Of a grace not to its mmd, purhaps ?

4

AV

Shall we bum up, tread that fue at once
Iuto tinder,

. Md so hinder of

Sgaﬂc& from kindling all the place at once ?

~

»
?

i
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. xv
Or else kiss away one's soul ondet ?
You love fancies !
~A sick mn sees
Truer, when his hot eyes roll on her!

AS D!

Thus the craft man thinks to gace the rose,—

Pluck> v mould floncr
For i o'l flowa,
Uses fme thigs thit etfwe the rose.

AVIT

Rosy rubics mike its cup more rose,
Prccious metals
Ape the petils,—

Last, >ome old king locks 1t up, morose |

AVRI

Then how grwee 110 ¢ 2 T know a way
Lewcat, ritha ?
Must you githar ? )

Smell, kiss, we ir it—at last, throw a.wajj
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RESPCCITABILITY.

L]
T

Dgar, had the world m 1ts caprice
Deigned to proclum “1 know you both,

“ Have recognized jour phighted toth,

** Am sponsor for you lwe n pewce!?—

How many precious months ind years
Of youth bad passcd, that specd so fast,
RBefore we found 1t out 1t lst,

The warld, and what it fcus?

¢ 1I
How much of priccless Iife were spent
With men thit cvery virtue decks,
And womn moddls of then scy,
Society’s true oun unent,
Ere we dacd wandu, nuhts ik thas,
fidro’ wind and run, wd watch the Seine,
And feel the Boulevart break agun
To warmth and light nd bhss?

149
I k}}&# the world proscubes not love ,
me finger to cuess
contour and downiness, .

Proyitted 3 supply a glove. '
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The wa.1d’s good word -—the Institute!
Guizot receives Montalembert ! o
Eh? Down the court three lampions flare
Put forward your best foot !

ILOVE IN A LIFE,

1

Room after room,

T hunt the house through

We inhalnt together.

Heart, fear nothmg, for, heat, thou shalt find heye-
Next time, hetselt '—not the trouble behind her

Left in the curtain, the couch’s petfume !

As she biushed it, the cornic e-wreath hlossomed atnew :
‘Yon looking-glass gleamed at the wave of her feather.

I

Yet the day wears,

And door succeeds door ;

I try the fresh fortune—

Range the wide house fiom the wing to the centye

Still the same chance ! she goes out as [ entex, , ,. °
Spend my whole day in the quest,—who cares?
But 't is twilight, you see,—with such smtes to explore,
Suth closets to search, such alcoves to importune!
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*LIFE IN A LOVE.

Escafs me?
Never—
Beloved !
While T am I, and you arc you,
So long as the world coutains us Loth,
Me the loving a1 you the loth,
While the one eludes, must the other puisue.
My life is a fault at last, I fou :
Tt seems too much hike a tite, ndecd!
Though T do 1y best I sh I scarcc succced
But what if T fail of my purpose heic ?
It is but to keep the nerves at strain,
To dry one's eyes and laugh at a fll,
And bafiled, get up and been agn,—
So the chace takcs up one’s lite, that ’s 4l
While, lobk but once fiom your furthest bound
At me 80 deep in the dust and duk,
No sooner thé old hope gocs to ground
Than a new one, straight to the selt stme mark,
I sifape mem
Ever . .
Removed} ™
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IN THRFE DAYS.

L
So, I shull sce her in thiee dyys
And just one niht, but n1 his are shott,
Then two long hours and that 15 mom,
Sce how I come unchmged, unworn §
Fedl, where my hic 11)ke oft fiom thine,
How fic h the sphinter keep ind finey—+
Only 1 touch wnd we combine !

o4
Too lon,, this tunc of yeu, the days !
But mghts, at least the mights are short
As might show wheie hor one moon 1,
A hand s breadth of pur hight ind bligs,
S0 hfe’s mht gives my lndy birth '
And my cyes hold her!' Whgt 15 worth
The rest of heaven, the rest { carth ?

it

O loaded cunls, relcase )&r stave
Of warmth and scent, 1s ofige befote,

Al
The tingling han dvd, lights and dayksl
Outbreaking into fury spatks,
When under cuil and curl I pried
After the warmth and scent msidey

&
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Thre! Yights and darks how mamifold -+
The dark inspired, the ight controlled !
As ¢arly Art embrowns the gold

v
What great fear, should on 53y “ Three days
# That chinge the world might chinge 1< well
“ Yow fortune , wd if joy delyy ,
# Be happy thi1t no worsc betdl!
What small fu 1, 1f \nothur 5135,
# Three diy» w1 one shott mi ht besige
¥ May throw no shudow on your ways,
“ But years must teom with chinge untried,
% With « hance not « 1 iy defied,
“ With an end somewnae undescried ?
No fear '—o1 1f 1 {fc 1t e boin
:I}ﬁs minute, it dic out m scoin
Fear? I shall se horn thaee dys
And one night, now the might  ac short,
Then just two hours, wnd that 15 morn.

r »

IN A YEAR.

} 4
W RVER any more,
* While I hve,
Need I hope to see his face
* As before.
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* Once his love grown chill

Mine may strive:
Bitterly we re-embrace,
Single still.

1w
Was it something said,
Something Jdone,
Vexed him ? was it touch of hand,
Turn of head ?
Strange ! that very way
Love begun :
I as little understand
Love's decay.

' nr.
When I sewed or diew,
I recall
How he looked as if 1 sung,
—Sweetly too.
If I spoke a word,
First of all
Up his cheek the colour sprung,
‘Then he heard.

1v.
Sitting by my side,
At my feet,
So he breathed but air I breathed™.
Satisfied !
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1, too, at love’s brim 2
Togched the sweet

I would dre 1f death beque wthed
Sweet to hun

v
* Speak, I love thee best!”
He exclamncd
% Let thy love my own forete ] 17
I « mfessed
% Clasp my hcut on thme
¢ Now unblumed
¢ Smce upon thy soul 1e well
% Hange th mne 17

AR
Was 1t wrong to own,
Being truth?
‘Why should all the givin j10ve
s alone ?
I had wealth wnd ¢,
, Beauty, youth
Sice my lover save me love,
I gave these

JJ\

il

¢'I‘hut was all I mc int,

‘?‘ “—To be just,
m the passton I had rased,

Tbr eontent

297
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¢Since he chose to change
Gold for dust,

If T gave hun what he prased
Was 1t stringe ?

VIII,
Would he loved me yet,
On ind on,
While T tound wome way undreamed
- Pud my d bt!
Gave morc hife and wore,
Till, all gon,
He <hould smile “She never seemed
“ Mine betore

In
¢ What, she felt the while,
¢ Must I think?
“ Lave ’s so dilfcrent with us men1®*
He should snnlc
“ Dying for my sahe- -
¢ White and pmk !
¢ Can’t we touch these bubbles thti!
“ But they bicik ?”

X
Dear, the pang 15 bref,
Do thy part,

Have thy pleasure] How pcq:w
Grows behef'!
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Well, this cold clay clod
Was gnan’s heart :

Crumble 1t, and what comes next #
Isit God?

WOMEN AND ROSES,

L
1 preaM of a red-rose tiee,
And which of its 10ses thtee
Is the dearest rose to mc?

IL.
Round and round, hke a dance of snow
In a dazaling drift, as its guardians, go
Floating the women faded for ages, .
Sculptured in stone, on the poet’s pige
Then follow women fresh and gay,
Living and loving and Joved to duy,
Last, in the Te«;r, flee the multitude of mudens,
Beautics yet unborn,  And all, to one cadence,
They' circle thett rose on my rose tiec.

. poeg
Dear rose, thy term is reached,
Thy leaf hangy toose and bleached :
Dees pass it ynimpeached.
\O1,. TIL 14
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. w.

Stay then, stoop, since [ cannot climl::,

You, great shapes of the antique time !

How shall 1 fis you, fire you, freeze you,

Break my heart 1t yow teet to please you?

Oh, to possess md he possessed !

Hearts that beu 'ueth cach pallid breast!

Once but of love, the poesy, the passion,

Drink but once wd diec '—TIn v un, the same fashion,
They cire le thar 10~¢ on my rose tre .

v
Dear rose, thy joy ’s undunred
Thy cup 1s tuby mnmed,
Thy cup’s heart nectar biimmed

vi
Deep, as drops from a stitue’s plinth
The bee suckcd 1n by the hy winth,
So will T bury e while bumin,,
Quench Iike him at a plunse my yearning,
Eyes mn your «ves, ips on vour lips!
Fold me fist where the anciwe ships,
Prison all my soul 1n etermities of pleasure, ?
Girdle mc for once !  But no —the old megayve,
They circle then rose on my rose tree, *

ViIL. M
Dear rose without a thorn,
Thy bud ’s the habe unborn * '
¢ 3
v First streak of a new morn.
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vim,

Wings, lend wings Jor the cold, the clear!
What 1s far ¢onquers what 1s neu

Roses will blopm nor want beholdcrs,
Sprudg from the dust whaie our flicsh moulders
What shall artive with the cycle s chanpe ?

A novel grace and a houty stringe

I will make an Eve, be the wtist thit began her,
Shaped het (o his mind ! ~\l««! 12 hike mnner
They aurcle their 1 e 0n my 105¢ t1ee.

BILFORE,

. .
Let them fight st out, friend ! thuag > have one too far.
God must judge the couple  fcwe thom as they e
—Whichever ome ’s the guntless, to 115 Jlory,

And whichever one the gult ’s with, to my stosy |

[ ]
n

Why, you would not bid men, sunk 1n such a sloush,
Strike no arm ot further, stick and stink as now,
Lewing right and wrong to settle the embroilment, ¢
Heaven with snaky hell, o tort re d cntothnent ?

L]
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Who *s the culprit of them? ITow must he ¢onccive
God—the queen hie caps to, langhing in his sleeve,

“ ' 15 but decent fo profess oneself beneath her :

“ Sull, one must not be too much in carnest, either!”

™

Better sin the whole sin, swie that God obseives ;
Then go Ind Iy bic out ' Fite will try his nesves,
When the shy, which noaccd ! makes no disc losire,
And the cartli keeps ap ha ternble composure,

AR

Let lum par ¢ ot pleasure, past the walls of 10se,

Pluck then fiuits when grape tiees graze him as he goes !
For he ’gins to guess the pupose ol the garden,

With the sly mulc thing, beside there, for a warden.

208

What s the leopud dog thng, cunstant at his side,
A leer and Iic in every cye ol 1ts ohsequious hide ?
When will come an und to all the mock obe sanee,
And the price appear that piys for the misfeagance ?

.

i
Vit

So much for the culpnit. . Who'’s the mattyred man ?
T.et him bear one stroke more, for be sure he ¢ap !
He that strove thus evil's Jump with good to Jeaven,
Let him give his blood at Jast and get hig hmven !



Thus far anaeno‘farmer? farther? Dbe it so !
Now, enough ‘0f your chicane of prudent pauses,
Sage provls“og, sub-mu.ms and saving-clauses !

Ah, “forgive” you bid him? While God’s champion -
Tived,

Wrong shéﬂ be resisted : dead, why, he forgives.

But you mnst not end my friend ere you begin him ;

Evil stanas not crowned on carth, while breath is in Inm.

%

Once n;d;e;‘Will the wronger, at this last of all,
Dare tosay I did wrong,” rising in his fall ?

No ?—*—Ltt‘go, then! Both the fighters to their places! - -,
" While I’ (:O;mt three, step you back as many paces |

\'? A

AFTER.

Iség’ ,f¢ do orpse do its worst !
H ; i

ﬁf?x‘in his rights of 2 man !




*
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He 1ecks not, he heeds

No1 lus wrong nor my vengeance | both strike
On his senses alike,

And are lost 1n the solemn and strange
Suiprise of the change

Ha, what avails death to «1ase
His otfence, my dhsgrace ?

J would we were boys 15 of old
In the fich, by the told

His outryre, Grod’> patience, man's scorm
Were so casily borne !

I stand hete now, he hes i lus place ;
Cover the face!

THE GUARDIAN ANGEL.

A PICIURT AT I1ANO. ot

1

Dear and great Angel, wouldst thou only Iuvgf‘
That child, when thou hast done with him, for me !
Let me sit all the day here, that when eve .
, Shall find performed thy special minigkty, &4
* And time come for departure, thou, sy i}
Thy flight, may’st see another child for:W’
. Anpther still, to quict and retrieve. " e, 0 '

] "‘1
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n .

Then T shalt feel thee step one step, no more,

Ftom where thou standest now, to where T gase,
— Angl suddenly my head 15 covered o'r

With those wings, wlate bove the culd who prays
Now on thit toinb e T hall fued thee guarding
Me, out of all the worlll, fur m¢, Jdisc uding

Yon heasen thy heme, thit wuts wnd opes its door.

. T,

1 would not look up thither t 1st thy head

Berause the door opes, ib¢ that ¢hild 1 know,
Yor I should have tt y ¢ ricious t2ce mstead,

Thou bud of God! And wilt thou bund me low
Iike hm, and lay Lke s my hands togethes,
And bt them up to priy ind gently tether

Me, as thy lamb thae, with thy ¢ ument  spread ?

» M

I{ this wag ever granted [ would w t

My head beneath thing, while thy hoiling hands
(losc coverel both my uyvs be ade fay broa t

Presung the bran which too wuch thonht cxpands,
Buwk to 1ts proper siz¢ agun wnd swoothiny
Distortich down till every nanve 110 ootmng,

And allﬁ;/ quiet, happy and suppressed

Y

v

v‘ H
How soon all,watldly wrong would be rcpared !
T think,How I should view the carth and skies
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And sgea, when once agan my brow was bared
After thy hcling, with such different eycs.

O world, 1> God his mide 1t!  All 1s beauty :

And knowin,, this, 1s love, ind love 15 duty.
What turther miy be sou bt for or declared ?

A} ¢

Guercino drew thie ane I T w teach
(Alfied, den finend 1) tht hitle child to pray,
Holdng, the brtlc hmd wp (hto ¢ 1ch
Pressed Jently,  with Ins own bead tned away
Over the arth where so much Dy before lam
Of work to do, thouzh he ven wa opuning d'er hum,
And he w s Ieft it Fo by the beach,

vir

We were 2t 1 aro, wnd thiee times we went
Tositand ¢ h amhs claped there,
And dnnk lu oty to our <oul’s content
— My g with e too and since T care
For dcr Gueramo’ fune (to which m power
And zlory comacs this picturce for 2 dower,
Frau it with 1 pathos <o mgnificent)

YII

And since he did not woik thus earnestly
At all times, and has clse ¢ndured some wyong——
I took one thought his picture struck from. tie, . *
And spread 1t out, translating it'to LT
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My Inove 15 here.  Where ate you, dear old fmend ?
11ow rolls the Waron at your world s far end ?
[his 1s Ancona, yonder 1s the scu

MINIORABIT TA,

T
An, did you once see th ey plun,
And di* he top nd p ik to you,
And did you spoik to hun a un?®
Ilow sttange v cams md now!

aT
But you ware lvin before thot,
And also you uc hvin 7 after,
And the mumnory T stuted o

My startin, moses your L u hter
L]

1
1 crossed a moor, with 1 n11¢ of 1ts own
Apd a catam use 10 the s 1kl no doubt,
Yet & band s Dreadth of 1 sh ue ot
'Mid the blank mules 1ouud thout .

Iv
For tere I picked up on the heather
Agd there [ put inside my breas
A moulted feather, an cagle feither
JWell, T forget the rest.
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POPULARITY.

I
S1anp stll, truc poct that you are !
I know you, It me tty and draw you.
Some n1zht you 'l {ul us  when afar
You st 1amemba one man saw you,
Knew you, wd nimel v <tar!

1
My stu, God’s clow worm!  Why c¢xtend
That lovin., hind of Jus which leads you,
Yet locks you sate from «nd to end
Of this dath wonld, unlese he needs you,
Just swve your hght to spend?

imn \
His clenched hind < 21l unclose at last,
I know, wnd lct out ull the beauty :
My poct holds the future fast,
Accepts the commyg, 1, & duty,
Their present tot tlus past.

133 ,
That day, the cuth’s fast master’s brow
Shall dlear, to God the chalice rﬂiﬁnsi

“ Qthers give best at fust, but thou

“ Forever sel’st our table praising,,

» % Keep'st the good wine till now [*

v
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¥
Meantime, I ‘Il draw you as you stand,
With few or none to watch ind wonder *
Il say—a fishur on the swnd
By Tyre the old, with ocein plunder,
A netful, broy, ht to 1nd

vt
Who has not heawrd how Iynin hells
Enclose the blue that dve of dyes
Whereof one drop worked nuracle
And colourcd Il e Astarte s eyes
Raw silk the machme 11?

ARAS
And each bystinder ol thom 1l
Could entiuze, wd guote t1adirion
Haow depths of bluc subluned sotr pull
~TFo get which, pricke 1 « kim,® umbition,
Wotth sceptre, aown ud 1w

M
Vet Thre ’s the (ha, in that ouh mesh
The sea has onlv 1ust o1 wh spered!
Tave whelks, each lips Le ri dupping frosh,
Aj if they still the water s lisp hcud
Thiough toam the rock weeds thresh

n

I
E;Mm furnish Solomon
%Such hangings for lus cedar house,
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That when gold robed he took the throne

In that abyss of blue the Spyse
Might swen his prescnce shone

- .

Most like the centre spike ot gold

Wluch burn  decp n the bluc hell’s womb
Whit time, with wdotss mmmfold,

The bee Joo sman , to har room,
Drunken wd ovar s V]

AN Y
Mere conchs ! uct fit tor wup o1 woof!
11l cunmmng, come to joun 1 ind squeeze
And duity, —refme to 100t
Fhe hgnor ndiered by degrees,
While the wotld stinds 1ot

i AL
And there s the estiact flashed and fine,
And pniced and b ble 1t st !
And Hobbs, Nobbs “10kes ind Nokee combine
To punt the futr re from the past,  «
Put blue mto thar hne

I
Hobbs hints blue, st1u,ht he wurtle eats;
Nobbs prints blue,—clret crowdschy cup .
Ngpkes outdares Stohcs n 1zure feats,~
Both gorge. Who fished the murex vp?
What porndge had Jobn Keats? ¢
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MASTER HUGULS OF SAXF. GOTHA.

L
HisT, but a word, {an wnd Hoft!

Forth and be jud. « 4, Mister Hagues !
Auswer the quest.on [ ve put you so ott:

What do you nw m Ly yowr mountunous tugues ?
See, we re alone yn the lotr.—

u
1, the poor organist hare,
Hugues, the composar of note,
Dead though, and done with, this many 1 year
Let 's have a colluquy, souw thing to Gote,
Make the world prick up its ear !

I
See, the church emptics apwe.,
Fast they extiuguish the licht,
Hallo there, sacristan!  Tive minuu s’ erace
Ilere 's & crank pedal wvants s tting to nshts,
Baulks one of holding the Dhase.

L]
1v

See, out huge house of the sounds,
Hushing it hundreds at once,
hds the last Igiterér back to his bounds ! P
—() you may challenge thum, not a response
Get the ghurch-saints on then rounds |
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.
(Saants go their 1ounds, who shall doubt ?
—M 11ch, with the moon to admue, ©
Up nave, down chncel turn trinscpt about,
Supervise all butwixt pwumert nd spire,
Put rats nd mv e to the 101 t—

'

vI
Aloys and Juien and | st —
Order thin, back to thar | e
Have a sharp ¢ye kst the cane e tieks ust,
Rub the chur b plate, du it wi st liee,
Clear the desk vddvet of du t)

vir
Here ’ you book younyg«r tolks shelve 1
Played I not utfhaind wd 1un mgly,
Just now, your 1 wtupicce, hird number twelve?
Here’s whit hould stuke, could one handle
cunnin 1 i
Help the ax¢, give it 4 hudve !

AS LS
Page after pagc 1 I plud,
Every bars rest, where one wipes
8weat from one s brow, I looked up and surveyed,
O'er my threc clwias, yon torest of pipes
Whence you still pecpud 1 the shade.

X
Sure youtwere wishful to speak, .
You, with brow 1uled hike a score,
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Yeo. and eyes buried 1n pits on each cheek,
Like two grea.t breves, as they wrote them of yore,
Each sde that bat, your straiht beak !

<.

Sute you said—* (300, the muc notes !
“ Sull, couldst thov tike my mtent,

* Know what procurcd inc our Compang’s vutes—
“ A mnster were lauded ind scolists shent,

“ Parted the sheep from the govs !’

A 44
Well then, speak up, never flinch !
Quick, ete my ¢ andle ’s 4 snuft
—Burnt, do you sce ? to 1ts uttermost inch —
7 believe in you, but that ’s not cnou h
Ghve my ¢onviction a ¢linch ! \

xr
First yau deliver your phiise
—Naothing propound, that I -cc,
Fit m ifself for much blamc or ueh prise
Answered no less, where no wnLwer ueed b
Oft start the Two on their w 1ys

* A
Straight must 2 Third interpose,
Voluntegr needlessly help,
In strikes a f'qurth, a Fifth thrusts i his nose, X
So the ory ’s open, the kennel's ayl'p, .
Argumelolt"s hot to the close
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xiv.
One dissertates, he 15 candid H

Two must dis¢ pt,—has dxstmguishwf,
Thiee helps the couple, if ever yet man did ;

Four protests , I'ive mikes a dut at the thing wishled :
Back to One, goes the casc handwd.

AV
One says his <1y with 1 ddficrence
More of expounding, c(xpluning !
All now 15 wiangle, abuse and voaifcrance,
Now there ’s a tuce, dl ’s subducd, self-restrumng
Five, though, stinds out all the stitter hence.

AVI
One is nasive, « (riosive ,
Two retorts, nortled, cuit, crepitant ,
Three makes rejomder, expinsive, cxplosive
Four overbcus them all, stiulent and strepitant ¢
Five . . . O Duudes, O Suve!

AVIL
Now, they ply ws, and crowhars
Now, they pnick pins at a tissue

i

Fine as a skem ot the (wuist Fscobar's .
Worked on the hone of a he. "I'o what issne?
Whete is our gun at the ‘Lwo bars ? "
' v
AVILL, 5
qi Y

Fst fuga, voliitur 10ta.
On we dnft : where looms the dim port?"' '+ s

¥
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¢
Or e, Two, Three, Four, Five, contsthute thei.r quota ,
Something 1% gained, if onc cight but the import—
Show 1t us, Hugus of Saxc Goth1 !

ASAN
Wha.t with affirming, donying,
Holding, nsposting, subjommg,
All’s like it s hke. .. fo1 anin tance DPmtiymg . .,
Theie ! Sce our roof, its gt mouldim, nd gromning
Undcr those spudcz webs lymg!

w
5o your fugue broadens na thichens,
sreatens and deepens ind len, thens,
il we exclaim —~ “ T'at wheare 7 mosic, the dickens?
* Blot ye the gold winle your sprde web strengthens
—Blacked to the stoutest of tuken 2 \

AN
1 for man’s effott un s dou,
Prove me such censure unfoundi |
Scems it surprising a lover 10w, o o, -
Hopes 't wis for somethimyg, his 01w papes sounded,
Tiring thre€ hoys at the bellows?

Avua
Is 1t your moral of Tafe?
Such a wgh, simple and subtle,
Weave we on Rarth here m mupotent stufe,
Bachward&nd forward each thiowig his shattle,
Death ending all with a kmfe ?
vou nfl 18
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AX18
Over our heads truth and niture—~
Stll our Iife s zigsgs and dodges,
Ins and outs, wenm, 1 new legislature ~
God s gol 1 just shung its Ist where that lddges,
Palled Licnc tth man > wsup vure

NIV
So we o lwoud stwr wnd 1o ¢,
Cherab w o tidphy md L ulind
Nothin,s 10w soincthin, which qu ctly closes
Hewens aimnest oye not 1 ghimyp ¢ of the fax land
Gets thirough our comments ind Slozes

XXV
Ah but tinditior s 1mven 10ns,
(S we wd 1uke up L visige)
So many men with stch v ious mtentions,
Down the 11t yes must know more than this age !
Tewe we the web its dim nsions!

X\Vve
Who thinks Hugucs wrote for the deaf,
Provcd a mere mount un n libour ?
Better submit  tty wun, what ’s the clef?
*baith, 't 15 no tnfle for pipe and tor tabw
Kour flats, the mmor m 1| .
‘}‘1‘
Rétend, your fugue taxes the finger :
Learming 1t once, who would lose 1@

A

ANV
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\t all the wh;u: 3 mwgwmg will inger,
Lruth s go!d‘m o'er us although we refuse it
Nature, tho¥ cobwebs we string her

Y

Y NV
tlugues! 1 advisc mea puna
(Counterpomt ] wres hike 1 Gorgon)
Bid Ope, ‘Two, Three, Iow, Ing, clear the aren !
Say the word, st1 uvht 1 unston the tull or.at
Blare out the mode Pricstrin:

AGVAY

While 14 the roof, if I 'm 11 nt th rc

« « Lo you, the wick m thc socket
Hallo, you sacnistan, show us 1 ight thero

Down 3t dips, gone ke 10cket
What, yoi want, do you, to come unisar s
Sweeping the church up or tirst moinim piyers
And find 2 poor devil has ented his cudh
At the font of your rotten run,cd rit 1 1d ed sturs ?
garry the moon m my | ochet ?
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The Grand-Mastct’ Prefoct

The Patriaich « Nuncio

The Repubhic’s Admiral

Loys bt DkLt v, kght Novie

Intiated Druses —=Djapar, ki, ANAIL, M1ANY, K&R&HGOK.
RaGHT3, Avcon i) other .

Uninitireed Druscs »
Prefect’s Guarl, Nunao’s Atten lants, Admiral's Foree

Lrvi, 14 '

Prack, An Islet @1 the Southan spciae, colonised by Druses
of Labanon, »n' jumsonc 1 by e hmghts-Hgambellers of
Rhodes ..

SCENL, A Hall in the 1 efect’s Palace,
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RETYURN OF TIIE DRUSES.

ACL T

Lantes walthdy KARSHOOW, WACIUB, AN T 12! lna wmliated
Druses, cach as A entss 1ty 13 le U ot ¢ neeals ke
Tustinctive blacs ~est wl ke 'l o v 1 ong 3 lpose
to eaullaton, |

Kuw. The moon 15 c uticd oft m purp ke fire

Day breaks at last!  Draik glory with fic dhy,

On Dyabal’s dread inc unitc mystary

Now ready to resumc 1ts pu tme pe ®

Of Hikeem, as the Kbalif vamshad crst

In what sgemed death to uninstructed eves,

On 10} Mpkattam’s very —our Loundet » fesh, ,

As he respgnes our Founder’s function!

o Ragh, o --D)ath

Sweep tethe Chnstian Prefi ¢t thit en Twed

{ ihgad Druse exiles o'cr the se 1! '

‘ 4

Wiaet oy be thing, O Mother mount ! Thyhrmé

o thée, no outcasts as we left,

i f3hus | Behmd, our Piefect’s corse/;

Before, & pred ’afﬂfe the morning —thine, .




232 THC RLIURN OF THL PR‘URFS

Absolute D1abal late,—God Hakeem now
‘That day breaks '

Kar Off then, with disguise at last !
s from owr forms this hitceful gub we strp,
T ose every tonguc its Jlozing accent too,
Discard cach hmb the 1onoblc pesture ! Cry,
T 15 the ruse Nwtion w udars on our mount
Of the world’s secact smce the birth of time,
—No l mdicd shps, no otfsets trom thy stock,
No spann of Chustins ne we, Prcfect we
Who tise

Ay Who shout

Ra e Who suize, 1 fitst-fruits, ha —
Spoil of the spotler ! Brave !

[77 I nu¢ twrl 5, anlt dipule for, the decoration ¢

YN

Kar Hold'!

Ay \ -Mine, I say,
And mme shall it continug !

Kar Just this fimge !

Take mything beside ! T o spire on spireg

Cutl sarpentwis wicithed columns to the top*

(¥ the root, wd hilc thamsidscs my st nously
Among the twinkling Iijhts and darks that hagng
Yon cormice ! Wherc the huge verl, they suspend
Before the Picfect’s chamber of dehght, J
Floats wide, then fuls agun as 1f its slavey, '’
The scented air, took he irt now, and anpp-©
Lost heart to buoy 1ts breadths of gorgeottdnbas
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Above the gloorp they droop m—all the poich
[ jewelled o'er wigh frostwork chuactery ,
And see yon cight poimt cross of white flune, winhing
Hou sibvury Iike some fic h broke muble stonc
Kise out the Rhoduin cross there so thou loaw ot me
This single frmge !
1 Hu woull t thou do,fox? Help?

— Three hand breadibs of Jol ' fungc my son was set
To twist, the rmght he dicd!

Kar ' Nay hcu the knune!
And T could witness my onc lwghter 1 ome,
A week ange, to the Prcicct ronch yet fold
"1 hese anng, be mute, '« 1+ wor 1 «f mme should mr
Our Master’s woik, deliy the 11 (et here
A day, pravent lus sulm  1ence o Khodes—
How know I else ?  Hoir me demie 1 my nght
By such a knave !

Rk fu{rrpo:mq'] Tach rivyre for hng 1!
Dooty enough! On, Druses!  Fe thad frnd
Blood and a heap behind us, with us Dy bal
Turned Takeem, and before us Tl won
Y 1clds the PJorch ? Spue not ! [here Tus nin ons dragged
Thy dwghtery Xarshook, to the Picicct s couch !
Aydoh! 'Thy son, (o soothc the Pretect pride
Bent o'er that task, the death swe it on hus brow,
Carving the 3piee-tree’s heart in scroll work there !
Onward 1 Djabal’s name !

As the turasft 13 of heght, entor KuaLit A pause and silewes,

Kha o Was 1t for thi,



“.1soubtless our Master prompts thee! Tzzke t‘he."fxmge,
" OId Karshook ! I supposed it was a da,y 3

A portion in to-day’s event? . What bétéf*’—"ﬁb =

¥ When most behoves your feet fall soft, youtie g8s

- Sink low, your tongucs lie still,—at Djabafé-ﬁ;a

"",-Close in his very hearing, who, perchmcg», L
; Assumes ¢'en now God Hakeem’s dreadg;f 1

P

‘Dlspute you for these gauds?
. Ay. How say st;ﬁxgg, Khalili

Kha, For pillage ? :
Kur. Hearken, Khalil! ‘N

" ‘Except thy bn;,ht twin-sister ; thou and Ar},ég’l

Challenge his prime regard : but we may. Crg;
(Such nothings as we be) a portion too
Of Djabal’s fayour; in him we believed, -
. His bound ourselves, him moon by moon> by
Kept silence till this daybreak—so, ma}’ dﬁﬁﬁc :
Rew'trd who grudges me my claim?, * w% A :.’J'.!
i dy. T Y
js not as yesterday ! .
' Stand oft!

3 {
%"‘,mf »Hound ' must-the. aa:t&z;
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Vonut her plagues on us thro’ thee 2—and theed
Plagne me not; Khedil, for their fault |

Ara, N Oh, shame!
Thus Tyreaks to-day on you, the mystic tube
Who. flying the approach of Osinan, bore
O faith, 4 mérest spark, from Sytia’s nelge
Its birthplace, hither! * Let the sca divide
* These hunters from therr prey,” yon sad; “ and

safe

* In this dim islet’s .vlrgin solitude
¢ Tend we our faith, the spauk, tll happa tune
“ Fan it to fire; till Tlaheum e ag un,
*¢ According to his word that, 0 the tlesh
“ Which faded on Mokattun ages since,
“ e, at out extremc nced, would mterpose,
« And, reinstating all in powcr and Llis,
“ Lead us himself to T ebwmon once more ”
Was 't not thus you departed years ago. o
Ere 1 was'bem ?

D uses. "T' was even this, years ago.

A7, And did you call -~ (accordmy to old laws
Which hid 18, lest the sacred grow prolane,
Assinulate gmelves in outward ntes
With strange fottune makes ow lords, and hive
As Christiav with the Chnstun, Jew with Jew,
Druse only* ﬁ}hﬁw Druses)- —d you call
Or no, to }grixt you and Osman’s rage,
(Mad to 'gm, hither thro’ the sea
The remnaat’ 1ribe) a race self vowed

%

bl - LR XY
L) * "
S

Yoo

t
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To endless warfare with his hordes and him,
The White cross Kmghts of the adjdgent Isle?

Kar, And why else trend we down, wrench up, rase

out?

The=e Knights of Rhodes we thus sohicited
For help, bestowed on us 1 hercer pest
Than wght we fled  thar Pictct, who began
Tiis promused mere putanil ¢overnance,
By 1 prompt massacice of 1} our She hhs
Able to thwut the Oider mats <ch me
Of crushing with our nition » memory
I ach chance of our return, and tamng us
Boudslwves to Rhodes for cvar --all, he thinks
‘fo ¢nd by this diys ticison

Kha. Swy I not?
You, fitted to he Ordet’s purposes,
Your Shukhs cut off, your very gub prosenhed,
Must yet recqive one degradation more
The Kights at 1ist thiow off the mask—transfer,
As tributary now nd ippanage,
This 1slet they are but protcctors of,
To their own cver crwving lic(, the Churchy
Who heenses all uiimes that pay her thus,
You, from their Prcfect, were to be consigned
(Pursuant to I know not what vile pact)  ~
To the Knights' Patnach, ardent to outyje:
His predecessor 1 all wickedness, ;
When suddenly rose I)jabal m the wyidst,
Djabal, the man 1 semblance, but gt Gad

+
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Confessud by signs a.mf portents Yo s1w fire
Bicka round Dyabal, heard strange music flit ¢
Bird ike about huy hfow ?
Druscs We stw—ne heud!
Djbil®s Hakeem, the inc anite Dicad,
Ihe phnt tsm Khabf kiv of Pudigy o
K%a And a5 he sud nuh not owr Khalit done,
And so disposed cyents (from Tud to hind
Passiig uvisibly) that when tlis morn
The put of villany comylete there covies
Ins P narch’s Nancio with this Mast 15 Profu
Then treason to conswnmate, ¢iwch wul fue
1ot 2 crouching handtul, w u)lfte 1 n tion
1 or simulated Cluistims, confos e Droises
And, for slaves p st hope ot the Mothor moymnt,
Frocdmen roturmmng thee nouh Yonee fl
‘That Venice which, the ITosp it s toc
Grints us from Cincia cseort home <
Of our relinquished 1sl¢, Rhode count b owvn —
Vnice, whose promiscd 21,0515 sheu 1 stind
Towwud the hubom 151t now thit vou wd vou,
And you, scle~ted from the Bt to b 1
Fhe burthen of the Khahts scaaet furtl 1
10 day’s event, entitled by your wron <
And witness m the Picfect Tallh e
Chat you darg Clutch these wds? Ay, drop then!
Ka: Irue,
Most true, all this, and yet, may one darc hunt,
Thou art thg younggst of us *—though employed

2
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Abundantly as Djabal's oonﬁdant,(
Transmutter of his mandates, even now.
Much less, whene'er heside him Anael graces
The cedar throne, his quieen bride, art thon fike
To occupy 1its lowest step that day !
NovG, Khalil, wat thou checked 1s thow aspirest,
Forbidde n such or <uch n honour,—say,
Would silence serve >0 amply #

Ara Karshook thinks
I covet honows?  Will, noa wdly thinks!
Honour»? [ hwe demanddd of them all
The grcatest!

Ka I supposcd so

Kha Judge yourselves !
Turn, thus . 't i m the alcove at the back
Of yondcr colum id porch, whose entrance now
The veil hude  that our Prefect holds his $tatey
Recaves the Nimao, when the one, from Rhodes,
Tia other 1nds from Syni1, there they meet, ,
Now 1 h1ue sued with eamnest Prayers .« s

Kar For what
Shall the prgcs brothor vundy sue?
Kra. "That mine—

Avenging 1n gpe Dlow a mynad wronis Ry

—Might be the hand to slay the Prefoct; !

Djabal rescry es'that ofhce for himself, %,

Thus far, as younjcst of you all, I ' o

~~-8carce more enlig\htened than y 5 4§ mince, near

As T approach lum, mearer as I m&ﬁggﬁw
R

W

[4 sidince.
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Soon to approick ou; Master, he 1eveals
Onlv the God’s power, not the glory yet.
Lhcrcfore T reagondd with you now, as servant
'o Djabal, beating hus authonty,
Hear"me appomt your <¢veril posts ! Till noon
None see um sive mysll wid Anwd  once
"Lhe deed aencved, om Khibif, ¢ wsting off
The cmbodiud Awe s tianendons mystery
The weakness of the 11 h dise mise, 1¢ umes
His proper glory, nter w fude 1 1n
Futr 1 ¢
Zhe Druse. Om Pretect Iinds hom Rhodes ' - with.
out a sign

That he suspects uaght < ¢ he Ieft our Thle,
Nor 1 his traw a smgle Juud beyon 1
‘L fiw he satled with hence 50 hate ‘\k{_ levned
From Loys.

Kor Loys? Isnotloys ,one
fot ever?

lyood Loy, the Liwmk Kmghi, rctuncd ?

Zhe Druse Loys, the boy, stood «n the 1o wlg prow
Conspicuous i s gay atthe, md 1ot
Into the surf the foremost  Smec duy dawn
T hupt watch to the Northward, tike hut note
Of my poor ¥igilance to Djalal!

Kha. Teace !
Thou, K‘mha&(,,*with thy compnny, receive
The Prcfectuappoimed see, all heep
The wonteq shdw of gervitude . announce
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His entry here by the accustomed 5&1
Of wrumpets, then await the further pleasure
Of Djabal!  (Loys back, whom Djab$! sent
To Rhodes that we mught sparc the single Knight
Worth spanng )
Lnteras nd Druse
Z%e Druse Iespid it first! Sav, I
First spied the Nuncio’s galley from the South |
Said’st thou 1 Crossed heys flar Huld flap the mast?
It nears apice! One sillcy mnd no more
If Djabal chance to 1sh who spicd the flag,
Forget not, I 1t was'!
Kha Ihou, Ayoob, bring
The Nuncio and his followers huther ! Break
One rule prescribd, yo wither i your blood,
Die at your fault!
1 nter a third Lruse
The Diuse , I shall sce home, see home !
«~Shall banquet in the sombre groves agan !
Hail to thee, Khalil! Venice looms afar;
The argosies of Venice, like a cloud,
Bear up from Candia 1n the distance )
Kha.
.'é(mzmon our people, Raghiby !
Pelt them the long hept secret, old #
Bt free the captives, let the trampl
o ?l’faees from tne dust, becam 0%
e Eycie is complete, God Ty

i
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-

Ere night we steet for 9yr1a! Hear you, Dryses?
Icar you this crowping witness to the claims
Of Djabal > Oh, T $poke of hope and fear,
Reward angl pumishment, because he bade
Who has the 1ight, for me, what should I say
But, mar not those impe 11l incaments,
No majesty o 1 that ript regard
Vn by hic fta t i 1on ! Let hum nise
Without « cherk frov vou!
Druses * Let Djabal nse!
Fnter LOYs — 7 ke Druses ave silent !
Joys, Who speaks of Djabu?—for I seek hun,
friends |
| A 2wt | Tie Diew! T 15 as our 1sle bione out m song
Lor joy, 1ts Prefect mcubus drops off
To-duy, and I succeed him 1 his rule !
But no —they cannot dream of their good fortune !
s« | Peace to you, Druses! I have tylings for you,
Lut tst for Djabal : whete s your tall hewitchen,
\W1th that small Arab thin-lipped silver mouth ?
A%n, [Aside 7 Kar)) Loys, m truth!  Yet DjabM, .

J And who takes charge of I.oy,i

Despite tiilihds { {, Will Loys stand
And sec K |

VOi. 1L
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{

Strikes terrgr to the simple tribe? God's shame
On those that bring our Order ill rcputet
But all ’s at end now, better days begin
For these mild mountancers fiom over-sed :
The tynidest shall bave in me no Prefect
To cower at thus ! [Aloud | T asked for Djabal—

Kir [Asid. ] Betier
One lured lim, cre he ¢ n suspect, mside
The cormdor , 't wae eisy to dispatch
A youngster [/o Lovs.] Djibal pasSed some mnutes

since
Thro' yonder poich, and . . .
Kha [Asude | Hold' What, him dispuh?

The only Christim of them all we charge
No tyranuy upon? Who,—noblest Rnight
Of all that learned ftom time to tume their trade
Of lust and cruelty among us,—har
To Europe's prinp, a truest child of pride,—
Yet stood between the Irefect and ourselves
From the begmnmg? loys, Djabal makes
Account of, and precisely sent to Rhodes
For safety —1I take chaige of him !
[70Tovs]  Sir Loys~
Zgys Thae, cousins ! Docs Sir Loys girike you deu1?
| Kha. [advanang] Djabal has intergg}}g Aith few
or none

“Till noontide: but, yom pleasure? g‘!‘

Loys. A
# With few or none ? " (Ah Khﬂil‘ “yu spoke

‘I

~

3

1
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I saw not your smooth face! All health I-sand health
To Anael! Hoy fares Anael ?)—* Intercourse

‘ With few or none?” Forget you, T 've been friendty
With Djabal Jong ere yor or any Druse?

—-Lnough of hjm at Rennes, [ think, beneath  ®

The Duke my father's roof ! 1Ie 'd tell by the hour,
With fixed white eyes beneath hus -waithy brow,
Plausiblest stories . . .

K. . Stories, say you ’— Ah,
"Lhe quaint attire !
Loys. My diess for the la~t time !

How sad I cannot muke you understand,
This ermine, ¢’er a shield, betokens me ]
Of Bretagne, ancientest of provinces
And noblest ; and, what ’s best wind old <t there,
See, Dreux’, our house’s blason. which dhe Nunuo
Tacks to an Hospitaller's vest 1o duy ! \
Kra. The Nuncio we awut?  VWhat ®ungs you back
From Rhodes, Sir Loys ?
Luys. HHow you rlnd tribe
Forget the world awake while hete vo 1 douse !
What Dridgs me back? What <hwuld not bring me,
rather?
Ol Patriareh's Nuncio visits you to duy-
Is not my yei.\'s prabation out? I come
To take th8 bﬁhﬂy vows.
Kha. e What ’s that you wear ? '
Loys. This ,thdun cross P The cross your Prefect
wort,

¥
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You should ¥ ave scen, as I saw, the full Chaprer
Riscy to a man while they transferred this tross
From that unworthy Prefect’s neck to . . . {fool—
My secret will escape me ') In 2 word,

My yea’s probation passcd, 1+ Knight ere eve

Am I, bound, hke the 1est, to yreld my wealth
‘To the common »tock, to ive 1 chastity,

(We Knight> ¢ pousc alone om Orders fame)
——Change this 21y wed for the bluk white-crossed gown,
And ficht to daath 1, un t the Infiddd

——Not thercfore, 1 unst you, you Chrstians with
Such partiil difference only 15 hutits

The peacefullest of tnbes ! Put Khalil, prthes,
Is not the Isle bryghter thn wont to day ?

Kha Ah, the yew sword! !

Loys Sce now!  You handle sword
As’t weie a camdd staff! Pullt That ’s may mnho,
Annealed “ Pra fidi,’ on the blade m blue, =«

Kha Nocurie mit? Surcly a blade should eutve !

Loys. Strucht from the wnst! Loose—sit should

poise itself'! ¢ *

Kha [waring with v ropressible exa/ta!fé&l Youord ]

. We are a ntion, Loys, of old W‘
¥ Amobg the mountuns! Rights have we $g,
With the sword too ! cRvr
Remembersng himsf| But I forget-~-ypg i
Djabal ? \

*sLoys. What ! -ﬁ'

(’.l}ul’goplelwdlma.keofhm g iyt




A o ¢ el

i Begin . e
tégfé‘ee‘d,' that 7
2 #igerk Djabal in the Prefect’s - Cﬁaﬁbﬁ;}i
And ﬁti& b2 ?tA.ﬁde] Nay, ’t is thy cursed race’s tokeﬁ, ~
Frank pb&ﬁg %m specml insolence of thine ! .-
[Aloua',l y,.and I will do your bidding, Loys! ;
[70 tke‘gi'?sf : a.ﬂde] Now, forth you! 1 proceed tp
Djsbed streight. M
Leave tﬁiﬁ” gor boy, who knows not what he says! . %
Oh. will'i#: 3}& add joy to even thy joy, o
Djaba),jﬁgﬁﬁ ‘¢eport all friends were true?

[Iulm TL govs, followed oy the Drus&i.

-fot smgly contrived of my
"To geg %oug list of their wrongs by!’hcart
Thy ”‘%?&é'ﬁrst pretence for stealmi; off
pﬁox islanders, present my sélf

. 1!
WA

f of ardour in its cause

Whlch %d-mght will have becomic, too, mine)
Acquaipty ﬁ_gjﬂf this plague-sore in its body,
This P bis villanous carcer?



He used to tempt my father with, at Rexmeaiw
[ And me, too, since the story brought meé he?&-f

Not Anael ! DJabal tarries : if I seek hxm,g"

L &S

X The Tsle is briglter than its wont to-day N &ﬁs@# -
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tor my one chant with many a change, my tgle
Ot outrage, and my prayer for vengeance—this
Required, forsootlyy, no mere man’s {aculty,
N or.less than Hakeem's? Thc persuwling Loys
To pass probation hcre, the getting 1cuess .
Py T oys to the Prefcet worst of 1),
Tne guning my tnbe s confidence by fraud
Tht would disgrace the very Trink,—a few
Of I uropc s secrets which subdue the flane,
The wave,—to ply & sumple tiibe with these,
Took Hakeem ?
And T fecd this hrst to day !
Dovcs the day break, 15 the hour mimincnt
When one deed, when mv whole hte’s df ¢ 1, my deed
Must be accomplished? Hikeun? ;?ny the God ?
Shout, rather, #Djabal, Youssof s child,} nought slun
“ With his whole race, the Diuses’ Shul\els, this Prefect
« kndeavoured to extupile—sived ol gd,
¢ Returtis from traversing the woild, + o,
* Able to take revengc, lead back the much
“ To Lebanon ”—so shout, and who  unsiys?
But now, Docause delusion mived itsclf
Insensibly with this carcer, \l’s chwnged!
e I brought Venice to attord us convoy ?
s im&-mbut*nw jugglings wrought that '”  Put 1 heart
Into our pegplewhere no heart lurked >—* Ah,

‘ What Waﬂ@ﬁpostor do!l”
Not this |
Not do e w@bé‘wa Not tud, avaunt

¢



“r""-"

- hour—minufe—t is as here I’ d'
Y

N

I)ei:elved ere they deceive the many—-sﬁ@ﬂtz
fas As I professed, I did believe myself 1
« Sa.y, Druses, had you scen a butchery-—ﬁ B
.;,“ If Ayoob, Karshook saw——Maani thm
£ Must tell you how T saw my father sink o i
“ My mother’s arms twine still about tny. r;gék
“ T hear my br ‘ther shrick, here’s yet the _‘ 2
¢ Of what was meant for my own death- 131

K,,‘.Ca.me help or no ? Not this and thig ?ﬁ
ML When I returned with, found the Prefﬁqt‘ i
3%The Druses here, all here, but Hakeeng
*‘f‘ﬂlﬁhe Khalif of the thousand propheciefs:
%‘g;kgsérved for such a ]uncturf.,—-coul&ﬂ ;-

My mission aught but Hakeem s
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T he Prefect; lead (o Lebanon?  No Khalf,
“ But Sherklt 6heg more ! Mere Dyrbal—mnot”
Erty RUATIL Aa 7 4
Kha —God Hikeem |
T 15 told t The whole IDruse nition knows thee, Flakeem,
As we! and mothers Lift on hish then bibes
Who seem aware, so ghsten their Jicat cycs,
"1hou hast not farled us , 1 1ent brows re proud !
Ou clders could not culir di, it coms,
Than at thy gommg'! 1lhce Duise ho ut s thine!
[ike 1t T my lord and thars be thou 1lored!
Dya. [Asede] Adorud - but Licnouncu it utterly !
Kra Alveady uc ‘ncy mshiutm, choo
And daaces to the Khahl 1 of old
T s chrorutléd thou had st them

Lya [Asede] I 4 ureat!
T 13 not aune—~not for me !
Kha Why px dhey wine

T lavoured Ike honey wnd brurscd 1 o it n herbs,
Or weay, thése strings of sun drie 1 cedu fruat ?
Qb, Ict me te]l fthee-- Fsa ud, we supp sed
Doting, 4§ carned torth, ng,t.l to L
The last m}‘h fise on the Tsle  he ¢ n sec now !
The hhm& Dise women never wept hedore
b i svhen]e rc 1ch home, they say. ‘
Bug, saved in 1 ihith s reast thus ld&gi-

d in Lebanon  And I v
Alone do fi@ibind'f 1 ] 15 my office
Just to adumcyie ‘,u at well thou know'strbut qhua"
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Thou bidst re. At this self-same moment tend
The Prefect, Nuncio and the Admiral |
Hither by their thice sea-paths : nor forget
Who were the trusty watchers |—thou forget ¥
Like me, who do forget that Apacl bade . . .
Dja. |Aside] Ay, Anil, Anael—is that said at
last?
Loudet than all, thit would be suid, I knew!
What does abjuuing nican, confessing mean,
To the people?  Till that woman ciossed my path,
On went L. solely for my people’s sake :
I saw he1, and I then tirst saw myself,
And slackencd pace - “if I should prove indeed
“ Hakeemn—with Anacl by !”
Kha. |dside] Ah, he is rapt {
Pare T at such a nioment break on him
Even to do my sister’s bidding?  Ves:
The eyes are Dy bal’s and not Hakeem'’s yet,
Though but tll I have spoken this, perchance,
Dja. |4side] To yearn to tell her, and yet have no
one .
Great heart’s word that will tell her! I could; Wp
Doubtless one such woid out, and die, .

[Aloud.] Y%?aid
_'K‘!m,t Anael . . 2o
m . . . ¥ain would see thu, ok with thee,
We thou change, discard this Dja
She ‘know:;, for Hakeem's shape she {§ )mv
Sosiething to say that will not from M{ﬁ il
RN St
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1 know not what—* Let him but come !” she saifl.
Dja. [Hulfapasy] My nation—all my Druses-~-how
fare they?
Those 1 must save, and suffor thus to save,
Hold they their posts?  Wait they their Khabf tog?
Kha. Al at the signal pant to flock around
That banner of a brow !
ya. | Aside.) And whon they flock,
Confess thern this : and aftet, for reward,
Be chased with howlmgs to her teet parchancee !
— Have the poor outtaged Druses, dcat ind bhind,
Precede me there, forestall my story the,
Tell 1t 10 mocks and jecers!
I lose mysclf!
Who needs 2 Hakee to direct hun noy ?
I need the veriest chilil—why not this duld ?
VZe2rar 7 4fty O Kiania
You are a Druse too, Khlil, you wveie npunshed
Like Ange] with our mysterics. of sl
Could vow, 50 nounshed, to love only une
Who should avenge the Druses, whonce procecds
Your silende? Wherefore mde you no ¢xay,
Who thus ymplicitly can execute
M;' idding ? ‘What have 1 done, you could not ?
Who, knowitg mwore th nael the prostration
Of owx onct Jpfty tribe, the daily life
Of thus dedated « ¢ & )
v Does he come, you say,
Ths Prefect? AR s in feadiness ?
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Kha. The sword,
The gacred tobe, the Khalif’s mystic tjar,
Laid up so long, are all disposed beside
The Prefect’s chamber.

Dya. —Why did you danpair ¢

Kia T know our 1 atwn’s state? Too surely know,
As thou who peik’st to prove me ! Wrongs hke ours
Should wike revenge  but «hen T sought the wronged
And spoke,—“ Lhe Prufiet stabhied your son—arse !
% Your dau zhter, while you stane, eats shameless bread
“Inhis puwilon  tha 'nse ! —my speech
Fell 1dly—t ws, “ Do silent, or worse fare !
“ Endurc till tim. s slow rycle prove complete !
¢ Who muy’st thon be thit tikest on thee to thrust
“ Into thus pal  art thou Ilihcem?” Nol
Only a wssion lizc thy mission 1enders
All these obedicat 1t a bieath, subdues
Thar pinv ite p ~stons, bings thar wills to one §

Lya You think so?

K. Even now —when they have witnessed
Thy mirwcles—had I not thic tenc dall N
With Hakcem's vengeance, tlu.y would niir the wory,
And couch ere this, cich with his special prigy,
Safe m lus dwelling, leaving our mam hopes ., +
To pensh! No! When these have H&Wf ﬁiy feet
At Lebanon, the past purged off, the pmpmft
Clagr,~for the future, even Flakeen’sAfiigét:
. May end, and I perchance, or any g
* Bhall tuhe. thens thus renewed —1 fatk ' dkie
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Dya And wisely, He 1s Anael's brother, pure

As Anacl's self, Qo sy, 1 eome to her.

Haste ' T will follow you [KnavrL goes,
Oh, not confiss

To t’lése, jle blinded multitu e conte s,

Belore at least the fortune o mv deed

111 authotige e e a 5! Only to hu

Lt me confess miy fw! v ho e my path

Culed up ke maan ¢ o v hing s tomb

When be would hwe e wayfira descend

‘Lhrough the e 3th' it wn w1 ear hid trevsure forth !l

When shoukl my fist <ild ¢ wlc sn have stopped

If not when T, whose lonc youth hurt o pst,

I etting each joy ’scapc tor the D sl

At length secotered m one Druse all 3dy ?

Were hot hrow bnghter, ha (yeos \ still

Would T confess ! On the Julfs ver ¢ 1 panse.

How could I slay the Prodcct, thus md thus?

Anael, bc munc to guud m, not destioy! [Goes.

Luter ANATE, and MAANU 7 15 vt 17 wriy b in the

. ancient 1yss of ¢ 7«

An Those saffron vestutes of tne tarct girls !
Comes Djahal, think you ?
Muaa, ./ Doubtlcs Djabal comés,
An DAt e snow-swithe thee kingher, 1 cbanop,
Than in iy dresms 2—~-Nay, all the treswes off
My foreheady Youk Ilovely so? He says
That I aw lovely}
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Maz. Lovely . nay, that hangs
Awry ¢

An. You tell me how 4 khandjar hangs?

The sharp side, thus, along, the heart, see, marks
The muden of our clss  Ate you content
For Djabal s for me ?

Maa Cont nt, wy child.

An Oh mother, tdl me more of im ! He comes
Fven now— tl mote fill up my soul with um !

M And Ad I not yeo cuiedly . tell yon all?

An What wil be chnge 1 Dbl whea the hange
Amves? Which fetwie ? - Not Ius ¢y s !

Maa. 'T1 wn
Our I1keem’s cyes rollad fue and clov e the dark
Superbly.

An Notlu eyes! His voice perhaps?

Yet that 's no change, for 1 311we cunent hived
~Grandly Lenenth the swi{w¢ ever hived,
That, scatterng, brohe 1w hve siver spray
While . ah the bliss he would discourse to me
In that enforced still fishion, word on word
*T 18 the old current which must swell thro' that,
For what lcast tone, M1y, could [ lose ?
*T 13 surely not his voice will change!

ta ~If Hakeem
Only stood by ! If Djtbal, somehow, pasied
Out of the radiance as fiom out a robe ;™ .*
Possessed, but was not 1t 1

He hved with ¥du?
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Well-—and that mo:'ning Djabal saw me firsg,
And heard me vow never to wed but one

Who saved my Plople—on that day . . proceed !

Aaa. Once more, then from the tune of hus retwn

In Secret, changed so since he left the Tule

That 1, who screcnerd ow Fimir's 1ist of sons,
This Djabal, from the 1 fect’s masarce
~~Who bade hun ne'er forget the child e wa,,
-~Who dreamcd 50 long the youth he i rht become—
I knew not mn the'man thit child, the mwm

Who spoke alone of hiope 1o s our 1ibe,

How he had gone from lind to 1'nd to »wve

Our tnbe—allies were sute, not foes todic 1,

And much he mused, days, ni hts, oy I mne !

Rut never tull that day when, pie wmd! o
As by a persevenng woe, he onied |

* 1o there not one Drusc Iuft me” —ud T <how o«
"The way to Khahl's and your hiding pluce
From the abhorrud eye of the Prietect heyg,
So that he saw you, heud vou <puike 11 then,
Never did he announce—(bow th moor seomed
To ope and shut, the witl, 1bove ns Leth )
—His mission was the nussion promisud us
Bhe cycle had revolved , all things r noy ing
He wag Ipst Hakeem c’lyu.d m flesh to le
His childnen'home ano#, now yeilud w work »
Great purposes: the Druses now would cninge !
An. And they have changed ' And obsticles did sink,

And furthetagtes rose | And round lns foim
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Played ﬂ‘.m, ghd music bedt het ahdef wings!

My pevple, let me more rejowce, oh more

For you than for myself! Did I but wiich

Afar the pageant, feel our Khalif pass, "

One of t'he throng, how proud were I—tho’ ne'er

Singled by Djabal’s glance ' But to be chosen

His own from all, the most his own of all,

‘To be exalted with him, sule by side

Lead the exulting Druss, mect ih, how

Worthily meet the mudens who wait *

Ever beneath the cedars —~how deserve

This honor, m thur eyes?  So bright are they

Who saffren vested sound the tabret there,

The girls who throng there in my dream! One hour

And all 1s over Low shall I do aught

That may deserve ncit hour’s exalting P~FQw P
[Suddentp 2o MAANT

Mother, I am not worthy lum ! I rcad it .

Still in hus eyes!  He stands as u to tell me

I am not, yct forbeus Why clse 1evert

To pne theme ever >~ how mere human gifts

Buffice him 1n myself—whose wotship fades,

Whose awe goes cver off at his approach, ,

c

As now, who when he comes. .. i
\ohw 4 s
Rather, 't

D -
‘M
Lied



1HE mwn&mm pRUERS. !
For ncver scem ybw—ﬁm Toapeak the truth ?-«
Nevera Godto me!l ™ 1s the Man's ha.nd,
Eye, voice ! Oh ¢b ybu veil these 1o our people,
Or but to me? To them, I think, to them!
And ®nightness 1s therr veil, shadow —my truth !
Y ou mean that X should nevar knedl to you
—So I will kneel !
Dya. [ prerenting i ] No—no!
(I ling the thandpzr « % 1 wses ker
. Ha, hwe you chosen
Ay 11 nandiar with our ancient gub  But, Djabil,
( hnge not, be not exalted yet ! Give time
Lhit I may plan more, perfcct more ! My blood
Beats beats
| Aside ] Oh must 1 then —ance I oys leaves us
Aever 10 come dgatn, Tenew 1n me
Lhese doubts so ner efiwccd Urcady—nust
I needs confess them now to 1))1bal? —own
Tiat when 1 saw that sttanger, heard hus \ou‘e,
My futh fell, and the woeful thought flashed first
Ihut each effeet of Dysbl’s prescnce, tiken
For proof f more than human 1ttributes
In him, by fi¢ whose heart at his approach
Beat fast, whost bdam while he was by swam round,
Whose soul; : xﬁiﬁ dcparture died away,
' 1ght have been wrought
; not 1 mine, by 1ays
Or any msRAEMAT Dresence 7 Doubt

257
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How shall T meet the raplute presen'tly,
With doubt unexpiited, undisclosed ?
Dyg. [Aside] Avow the truth? I cannot! In whu
words
Avow that all she loved mn me was false #

- Which yet his served that flower hike love of hers
To clinb by lihe the cinging gourd, and clasp
With at> divinest wealth of 1eif and bloom
Could I tike down the jrop worl, m aself
So vile, yet mterlwed ind overl ud
With punted cups ind it i e—1nght these stll
Bisk n the stn unconscious then own str ngth
Of matted stalk and tends t had repliced
Fhe old suj port thus silently withdiawn *

But no, the bentteous fibuc aashes too

1 15 vot for my sike but tor Anaels sike
I leavce her soul this Hikeem where it lewns !

Oh could 1 vun h from her  quit the Isle
And yet— 1 thon, 1t comes  hue my work 15 done
At every pont, the Diuscs must 1eturn -

1Iave convoy to then buth plice back, whoe'er
The leader e myscdt or wy Bruse ~
Venice 1« pledged to thit ¢ 1s tor myself,

For my own veng mce 1n the Prefect’s degth,
1 stay now, not for than  to slay or apare
‘The Prefect, whom mipoits it s e mykeﬁ' ?
He cannot bar then pacsige from the Isle ,
What would his death be but my own fdwand ?
Then, mme I will forege 1t 15 foregoge |

\'
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Let lum escape witl all my TTouse’s blood ¢

F1e e can reach land, Dyrbal disappears,

And Hakecry, Anael loved, shull, fiesh as first,

Live in her memory, keepmg her sublime

Above the world. She « nnot touch thit worlde

By ever knowmg wht [ truly am,

smce Loys,~—of minkind the only one

Able to lirk my presunt with iy past,

My hfe in Emope with my [slind hie,

Thence, able to unmash me, 1 ’ve disposed

Safely at last at Rhodes, wnd

£ nut» huartr

Kra, Toys greets thee!
sz Loys? To dragme huk? 1t ciuot be!
An [Ande] Loys! Ah, doubt miy not be stifled so !
Aka Gan I have arad that thou so gwest? Ve,

T told thee not m the glud press ol tidings

O higher mmport, Loys 1< 1ctuined .

Betore the Prefect, with, if posaible,

Twice the hght-heartedness of ol v, though

On ~ome mauguration he ey uct,

T'o day, e world's fatc hun, !

Dya - And asks for me?
* Kha Thouw ktiowest all things! Thee m chief he
greets, (
But cvery Dgtise of us § to be happy \

At hus ardival, ﬁadschresa wae Loys
[ hou, Maﬁtgi'zﬂ &ontd have no wider soul
To take gis in witi,  Efow f love that Loys|
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<
Dya. [Aaid | Shame winds te #ith her tethet rourd
and round ! o 4
An [dsude] Loys® T take the triall it is meet,
‘The bitle I can do, be donc, that faith,
All { car offer, want no perfi cting
Which my own uct miy compass Ay, this way
All may go well, not that ignoble doubt
Be chased by other 11d thw mine  Advance
Close to my fca1, weih | ovs with my Lod,
Ihe mortul witn the mote thn mortad gfts
Dya [Aside] Bifore thac wae so fow decewed !, and
now
Thete ’s doubticss not onc le et Dinse m the Ysle
Bug, having leained my superthuman clams, ¢
And callin, mc his khahf God will clagh
The wholc truth out from I oys ot fst word §
While Loys, tor his past, will hold me up,
With a Irwnk’s unumaginable scorn
Of such mnposturc to my people’s eyes !
Could T but heep him lonager yet while
From them, 1imuse him hae until I plan
How he and I 1t once myy leave the Isled
Kholil I cannot part with from my side~s
My only help 1n this emergency

There s Anael ! '
y Pleasc vou? v ey
1‘.-\ “
Jlila. i but she '
{Ib Axanr,} T pass sorne mumrteq er there,

fire X }w: Loys: you shall qu’nkrﬁﬂb"i y

XS [y
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.
Until T jon you. KHald follows me,
An [Asds) s T divined : he bids me save myself,
Otfers e & ptubation— I accept !
Let me see Loys!
Toys, {Without] Dyb ! .
An. [Aside] 'T s voice
be smooth Erank tofler with our pooplc » wrongs,
I he s€lf complacent boy mquncr loud
On this and that mflicted tyrwny,
~Aught, serving ‘to paride an 1 norwnce
Of how wrong fecls, mfwctud ! 1 et me closc
With what I viewed at d stance  let myself
rrobe thig delusion to the core !
Dya. Hc comes
1 halil, along with mc ! while An ol wuts
Uil I return once morc— ind but onre more !

ACT 111

ANANL and Loys

.
-
LR ]

M L]
) ) ! .
An. I-Igw JA}pfe me! IHere I waut wnother T was

For no wad potestation of a love

Like this ygty sy posfesses you, I came
Loys: 1w protest a love I dare not feel ¥

Mad btless have escaped me: you
Are hoe—ToRlY Reel you bere! ,
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An No more !

Zoys. Bt once again, whom could you love? I dare,
Alas, say nothing of mysclf, who am  *

A Kmght now, for when Knighthood we embrace,
Love we abjute 5o, speak on safcly  speak,
LestI spetk and betriy my futh! And yet

To sav your breithing passes throush me, «hanges
My Llood to spnit, wd my < uit to vou,

As Heaven the saaificar s wind to it—

This 15 not to protest my love ' You s ud

You could lovc one

An Ounc only ! 'We are bent
To earth— who 1 usce up my tnbx, I love,

The Prelect bows us  who ranoves him, we
Have ancicnt nghts—who gives them back to us,
Ilove Ioubear me! Ietmy hand go!

Loys Him
You could love only? Where 1s Djabal 2 Stay!
{Adside] Yct whercfore stay? Who does this but

myselt ?
Had I appniscd her that T come to do
Just this, what more could she whnowledge? Mo,
She sees into my hearts corc! What 1s 1t
Feeds either check with red, as June sonie rescd
Why turns she from me?  Ah fool, oyetund,

Todream Icould callup . . . &
Wantr dream

Yet fagned! 'Tislove! Oh Apaalmmme'
Djabals
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An Seck Dyabal by the Prefect’s chamber
At noon ! [Ske paccs the 2oon
Tos [dside] And am T not the Prefect now ?
Is it my fate to be the only once
AL to win her love, the only one
Unable to accept her Tove? The pist
Breaks up beneath my footins  cume U her
This morn as to a slave, to st ha fice
And take her thanks, and then spond day by day
Content beside hér w the Tsle 2 Wit work
['hus knowledge 1 i now?  I1a eye has broken
Ihe font dsguse wonv for Antel s sike
T I fu the Isle, for har cspouscd the ¢ wsc
Of the Druses, all for ha 1 thought, till now
To hve without !
—As I must ive ' loday
Ordains me Knight, forbads e never shall
]"orbld me to profess my.clf, heut, 1rm,
Thy soldier |
An Djabal you demind a  mes !
Loys, [dstde] What wouldst thou, Loy«? See him?
Nought beside
Is wantmf - I have felt Ins voice v pull
From first to last. He hrought mu here, mude known
The Druseg to.iie, drove mc hence to sech
Redress for them ; and shall T mect hnn now,
When neug’xtaﬁ wanting but o word of hs,
To-—what?wﬂ’gw we to spurn hope, faith, pnds,
Honoug, amy,«»w cast my Jot among



‘t them! Let me not see Djaba; i
: lhe Prefect also comes ! o
ons. [Aside.] Him letn jé
ﬂot Djabal ! Him, degraded at a word,
‘1’0 soothe me,—to attest belicf in me—
- And after, Djabal!  Yes, cre I return' .
TQ her, the Nuncio’s vow shall have destrqy‘
:Thls heart’s rebellion, and cocrced this, wijl ?
For ever, '
. - Anacl, not before the vows
,Imzvocably fix me'. . .

Hn. Yes 1 am calm now ; just one way ﬁx'nam% “
One, to attest my faith in him: for, see,, ¢ i

T ‘Were quite lost elsc : Loys, Djabal, stangd
Ongither side—two men ! I balance, 1 K "‘5: .

v Sergi @ty

d»w‘ords, give Djabal a man’s pref'e ‘

nd:

A 5

{d{ a love like thlS, the (md who“
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My Druses, and if i.o‘y!can Le lared ‘
Ont of the Isle—if T procure his silence,
Or promise never to return at least,—
All’ s over. Even now my bark awaits:
I reach the nestt wild wlor . d the next,
And lose myself beneath the sun for cver.
And now, to Anael!
An. Dyabal, T w il imet
Dra. Mine ? D] wal's #—As if Tikeem had nox
been ?
An. Not Djabal's ? Say tirst, do you red my thought?
Why need I speak, if you ¢ w read iy thought ?
Dsa. I donot, I bue sud a thonsind tmes,
An. (My secret 's sale, I slall sarpnce i yet 1)
Djabal, I knew your secact fromn the first .
Dyatnl, when first I saw you . . (by our porch
You leant, and pressed the tinkling veil away,
And one finge fell behind yom neek -Tece )
. . 1 knew you weic not human, for I «ud
“ 'This dim secluded house where the «¢ 1 beats
“ Is heaven to tne—my peopld’s huts e hell
“ To theth ; this august forn will follo, e,
“ Mix with {:he waves his voice will,—I have him
«®And taey, the Prefect !  Oh, my hippiness
“ Rounds MM £91l whether I choosc or no!
“ His €yes m(:t mglg, h® was about to speak,
“ His hand p-—-surely he mcant to say
“ He let m@, »m that moment's blisg
“I shauforgm&;&qp\e pine for home— -,
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“ They pass and they repass with palld eyes!”
I vowed at once a certan vow , this vow —
Not t6 embrice you till my tnbe was “wved
Embrace me !
Iya, [Apart] And she Jovelme ! Nought rem uned
But that'  Nay, Anndl, 15 the Prcfoet dead?
An Ah, you reprorch me!  lrue, lus death crowns
all,
I know—or should know wd I would do much,
Beliwve ! but, death'  Oh you, who hive known death,
Would ncver doem the Prcfuct ware deth £ uful
As we 1eport !
Derth! a fire curls within us
From the foot’s palm, and ills up to the bran,
Up, out, then shatters the whole bubble-shell
Of flesh, puchnce !
D ith '—witness, T would dic,
Whate er de 1th be, would ventute now to die
For Khilil, for Maani— what for thee ?
Nay but embrace me, Djbil, in assurance
My vow will not be Inoken, for I must
Do sometlung to attest my futh n you,
Be worthy you
Dye [avording ker ] T come for thatw—td siry
such an occasion 15 at hind t1s lige ¢
1 leave you—that we part, my AngelmepErt
For ever! (s
Ar. We part? Just so) J@ﬁ(‘; swoetunbed,—
1 am, he thinks, unworthy=-and udugh¥ less
4
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v

Will setve than such.appmval of my faith.
Then, we part not | Remains there no way short
Of that? Oh not fhat !
Death '~ yet a hurt bird

Dicdn my hands ; its eyes filmed—* Nay, it sleeps,”
I said, “ will wake to morrow well .” ’t was dead!

Z)a. 1 stand here and time fleets.  Anacl—I come
To id a last farewell to you: pethaps
We never mect agam But, ere the Prefect
Amve . . .

* Fnty KHALIL, liotth'osly

Kha. He's here! The Prctuct! “I'wenty guards,
No more—no sign ke dreams ot dmger.  All
Awaits thee only, Ayoob, Kashoul, keep
Theit posts—wait but the deed's acwm\pllshmcnt
To jom us with thy Druses to o man!
Still holds his course the Nuncaio—ne w and near

The ileet from Candia steerng ! .
Dya. [dside. All 15 Tost !
-—~Or won?
Kia. And I have laid the sacied robe,

The swordg the head-tiar, 2t the porch--the place
Commanded. Thou wilt hem the Pretuct’s trumpet.
Pja. Then T keep Anael,—him then, past recall,
1 slay—'t is forced on me! As [ began
T must concluge»*-m bea!
Kha. . For the rest,
Save Loys, our foe{a solmry sworgd,
‘ All is 50 sgfe that , . | I will ne'er entreat

1,
f
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t
Thy post again of thee: thy' danga? none,
There must be glory only meet for thee
In slaying the Prefect®
An. [Aside] And 't is now that Djabal
Would leave me '—in the glory meet for him !
I?/a. As glory, T would yild the deed to you
Or any Dwuse , what penl thcre may be,
I keep. [dsed | All things conspre to hound me
on!
Not now, my soul, diww back, at lewst ! Not now!
The course 1s plun, howd’a obscure all else.
Once offet this tremendous sacritice,
Prevent what clse will he arreparable,
Secure these t11nsc enduntal helps, regain
The Cedars—theh let all dark clear wself {,
I slay hm'!
Kha Anael, and no pat for us !
[Z2 Dya] Hest thou possessed her with . . «
Dya, [0 AN.] Whom speak you to?
What is 1t you behold therc ?  Nay, this smile
Turns stranger.  Shudder you? The mafy must die,
As thousands of our rice have died thro’ hiws.
One blow, and I dischuge his weaty ol . «
From the flesh that pollutes ! Let him.f
Straight some new expiatory form, of eattlh
Oy sea, the reptile or some a.ujrvﬂam& y

What is there in his death ? ”"3 &"f
#n, My

1s thege qo part in it for us?

1



Dja. qﬁ” >

The trumpet mlf ‘ﬁmmm tf(e Huncms’

Here, I shall, f}gg alfe Ptefect hastening

1In the Pavﬁﬁ Wrecmve him—here

I slay®the Prefm; “meanwhile Ayoob leads

The Nunmb’mlhm guards within : once these

Secured in i:he dutet hall, bid Ayoob bar

Entry or egréss 4ill'I give the sign

Which waits’ t,he» landmg of the argosics

You will annorface to me : this double sign

That justice is- petfbrmed and help arrived,

When Ayooh shall receive, bui not hefore,

Let him throw ope the palace doors, admit

The Druses ' tp ‘behold their tyrant, ere

We leave fdr,ggvgv this detested spot. e

Go, Khalil;, hun‘jr allt No pause, no pause ! R

Whirl on ﬂmg &team secure to wake anon ! ;-
Kha, What, gxgu ? and who the bearer? | ¢
Dja. Who shall show

My rmg, a,dmmf,o Ayoob How she stands ! L

Have I not- %, T must have some task for her.

Anael, not t,wa&! T'ds the Prefeet’s chambert * - &

Anael, kegp_ Jitthe. ring—give you the sign ! Lo

(It*holds: ht'#":_;‘ id the stir.) You will N

Be faxthfug,aﬁ%%g@ :

T

An. {tak
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Y
.

An. o ‘ One word, but one!
Say, shall you be cxalted at the deed ?
Then? On the instant? ¢

Dja. 1 exalled? What?
He, there—we, thus—our wrongs revenged, our trive
Set flee? Oh, then shall I, assure yourself,
Shall you, shall each of us, be in his death
Exalted !

Kra. 1leis here!

Dja. Away —away | [7%ey go.

Entey the PRI1LCL sweth Guards, and Lovs,

The Profect [fo Guards.] Back, I say, to the galley
every guard |
That ’s my sole caie now ; sec each bench retains
Its complement of rowers ; 1 ecmbark
O’ the instant, since this Knight will have it so.
Alasme! Could you have the heart, iy Loys?
[75 @ Guard -~ tho whuspers.] Oh, bring the holy Nuncio

here forthwith !

. [ Tk Guards go.
Loys, a rueful sight, confcss, to sce '

The grey discarded Prefect leayve his post,’

With tears i’ the eyc!  So, you are Prefect now ?

You depose me—you succeed me ? Ha, hh. X N
Logys. And dare you laugh, whomw hughial Jess becomes

Than yesterday’s forced meekness we | be&ﬁld
Pref. —When you so eloquenﬁy 6, Loys,

For my dismissal from the post ?-r- j meek

With cause enough cunsulf thu, l{‘%‘ﬁu !

»r !&y,‘

» !

A e
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And wish him the Bke meekness; for so staynch
A sewvant of the chureh ean scarce have bought
His shure in the Wle, and paid for it, hard pieces |
You 've my successor to condole with, Nuncio !
I shell be safe by then ¥ the galley, Loys !
Loys. You make as you would tcll me you rejolce
To leave your scene of .
Pref. Tiade 1 the dear Druses ?
Flood and sweat traffic > Sparc what yusterday
We had enoagh of!  Drove I m the Isle
A profitable game?  Leun wit, my son,
Which you 'll need shortly ! Did it never Ineed
Suspicion in you, all was not puie proht,
When I, the insatiate . . and so torth—w 1 bent
On having a partaker in my 1ule ?
Why did I yield this Nuncio huf the sam,
If not that I might also shit —wh it 02 him ?
Half of the peril, Loys!
' Loy, Penl?
Piefe Hul you!
I’d love you if you *d It me —this fin reason,
You save my lite at prcg of . . well, s1y nsk
At least, of yours.» T came a long tme since
Tp the Isle; our Hospitallers hade me tame
These savage wizatds, and 1eward my«dJf -
Loys. The Ruights gho so repudiate your crime ?
Prf Toh, the Enights | we doubtless understogd
Each other; 4s fopttusbmg to reward
From any fnend besiq!e myself . . . no, nu!
I clutched nine o4 the spot, when it was sweet,

»

4
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And T had taste for it. I Relt thege Wlzards

Alive—was sure they were not oa me, only

\When I was on them : but with age cc nes caution :

And stinging pleasures please less and sting more

Year by year, feat by fear! The guls were hnghter

Than ever (fuith, there ’s yet one Anael left,

I set my heart upon—Oh, prithee, let ’

That brave new sword hie still)—These joys looked
brightet,

But stlenter the town, too, as I passed:

With this alcove’s dehicious memories

Began to mingle visions of gaunt fathers,

Quick eyed sons, fugitives from the mine, the oar

Stealing to catch me. bicf, when I began

To quake with fear —(I think I hear the Chapter

Sohcited 10 et me Ie 1wve, now all

Warth staying for was ganed and gone 1)1 say,

Just when for the 1cmamder of my hfe

Al 1cthods of ¢scape seem~d lost—that then

Up should a young hot headed Loys spring,

Talk very long and loud,—n fine, compel

The Knights to break their whole arrangement, have me

Home for purc shame—from this safehold of minc

Where but ten thousand Druses seek my hfe',‘

To my wild place ol banishment, San Ginm

By Murcia, where my three fat mynors Tyleg, -

Purchased by gains here and the Nantiois

Are all I have to guard me,—liit; ¢ty

Should fall to me, I hardlycoqlq X!

Thexeforel eay, [ 'd lqvd yout® 7V

=
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Ins ¢ Can it be?
1111y mto yout hands then? Oh no, no !
The Venerabee Cltapter, the Great Oxder
“urk o the sudden into fiend, of the pit ?
Jut @ wi'l back~—will yct n~ 1l you!

i Me? ¢
F'o whom ?~ pechaps “a G 1 15 whom Chapter
Shook bic white head thne - and some dozen tunes
Wy hand neat mornne shonk tor value pud!

o that Italian sunt Sir Cosimo? -
Indimant at my wonging year by yeu

\ thousand bezants trom the coral divas,
As you recotnted fclt the sunt agnuved?
Wil muht he—1 alloned for his hf share
Mc Iy one huncied! To Sn

/s Sec ! you dare,
In uly ite the whole Order jyct should T,

A\, witn, a sole voice, have the power to ¢ hauge
Ple o vl way, Ind they boen tnm mat?
Answer me !

"y Oh, the won of Irctr ne Duke,

And thatson's wealth, the fath el sl nee too,

w1 the youny arm, we 'll cven suy, uy Loys
—s Lhe foar of tosing or duvert n the
Into wnother chanuel, by ¢ unsaym.g
A novice foo abruptly, could not mflucnce
The Order1® Yoy might jom, for aught they cared.
Therr 1ed cross tivady of the Temple! Well,
I thank z‘ou for #iy pats, at all events,

VoL 111, 18
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Stay here til} they wi‘thdl‘iw 3'&( 1;-. 'Ya&l 1 inhabit
My palace~wsleep, perchanbe, i the alove
Whither T go Lo mect our holy friend. ©
Jood | and now disbelicve me if you cagy,~
‘This is the first tune for long years T enter |
Thus [_'I"lft: the arrev] without feeling just as if I lifted
The hd up of my touh
Loy Thcy share his crime !
God’s pumishment w.ill oviituhe you yet.
LPref. ‘Thank you 1 dues not ! Pardon this Jast flash :
X bear a sober viage presently
With the diantarestcd Nundio here—
His purchascmor ey safe 1t Murua, too }
Let me repeat—Iot the fi .t ume, no dra.ug‘m
Coming as from a scpulelie salutes me. ¢
When we rext mect, this folly muy have ppssed,
We it hope.  1la, hu! | Goes through the arras
Eoys. . \ssure me but ». . he’s gone !
He conld not k.  Then what have { emped,
1, who had 50 uigh given up happiness *
For ever, to he linked with him and them !
Oh, opportunest of discovenest I .
Their Kmght? | uttudy renounce them ‘alky
Hark! What, he meets by this the "i’am;io‘} yés,
The same hyxn gro.n Iikc laughtert :Ww
“To Djabal! Y am one of them at !p% |
Thele simple-hearted Drusos-—~Aiiss t‘%&:

Djabal! She 's mine af Iast, *Wy! [Goes.
< & A qf""[‘f

\



‘J aner DjapaL.

But alay the Prefect,

i1 hé time enough to pry
Into the means I took : suffice, they served,
Ignoble. as: %Héy were, to hurl revenge

True to'its bﬁ ot [Seeing the robe, et duposm:
t4% . "Mine should never so

deto accomplishment | Thee, Djabal, -.
mgdd; befitted | Calm the Robe

, 38 tﬁm doom’s awarder !
whiwe e robe.) Shall I dare .'”
Assumemgdns Robe ? I am at least "

[Zays dnon Il .ﬂ&r. ¢
[ﬁbatstgps’fiz #JE ?km 1 He comes ! [ Zuking thé m[ardm

Wl the Tiar lie!  So, feet

Stab from't
Near he coy



276 THEL REJURN OU THE DRUSES

o
Ha! Anael: Niy, my Anatl, ‘egn it be?
Hecard you the trumpet? [ must slay him here,
And here you ruin all  Why speak you not?
Anae], the Prefect comes! [ANARL sgreams.] So slow
to feel
'T is not  sight for you to look upon?
A moment’s work —but such worh ! Till you go,
T must be 1dle—adle, I risk al!
[Foanting to kes hasr,
Those locks ue well, 11 d you aic beauteous thus,
But with the dagger 't 15, 1 have to do !
An With minc !
ya Blood—Anwl?
An. Djabal, 't i thy deed !
It must be! I had hoped to daim 1t mipe«—
Be worthy thce  but I must needs confess
"T was not 1, but thysclf . . not I have . Djahal!
Speak to me ! .
Dya. Oh, my punihment !
Axn. Speak to me
While I can speak ! touch me, despite the blood !
When the commwand passed frown thy soul to m1 <,
T went, fire leading me, muttenag of thee,
And the approaching exitation,—*“tagke !
“ One sacnfice ! ” I said,—and he saf. k};
Bade mie approach , and, as T didoggy
"Thy fite with music burst 1o ngf
T was but a motuent’s work, thofigaid
It may have bestl sof Wi,ﬂ,”;ﬂ o W |
}q-{ 2 A
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2ya Iiis my d.cedl .
An . Hisblood all this l«this ! and . .
And more ! Sustzin me, Djabal ! Wait not—now
Let flash thy glory! Change thysclf und me |
Tt Must be! Ere the Niuscs flock to us ! o
At least confirm me ! Db, Llood cushed forth—
He wis our tyraat--but T looked he’d full
Pronc as aslecp ~ why else 15 death culled sleep?
Sleep?  He bent o'er Jus breast ! 1 as sin, 1 know,—
Punish me, Dyabal, but welt thou let hin?
3 1t thou that pumishest, not he—who creeps
On his red breast—is bae ' 1 s te small gron
Of a child--no worse '  Buostow the new life, then!
Tc o swift 1t cannot be, too siringe, surpissing!
[’ gy tnapaddotes.
Now! Change us both! Change m¢ wd chinge thou!
Dya [swnks on hus knees Thus !
Pehold my cliange ! You have dove nolely ! 11—
An Can Ilakeem knedl?
Dya. No {ikeem, @ d scarce Dyabal
I have spokep falsely, and this woe 15 < ome.
No—he®. me ere scomblst me ' Once aud ever,
The deed 19 mine!  Oh think upon the past !
* Au (to Jersgff] Did I sirke once, or twice, or many
times ?,
Dya. o1 gomiefte ead my tnbe where, bathed m

81 [ .
Doth nahmché‘ﬁnmm slecp:

Anael, bsaw my ‘lﬁbﬁ* 1 said, % Without
4
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A mracle this canngt batI said
Be there 2 miracle ! —for 1’ saw you !
An, His head lies south the portal |
D, ~Weighed with this
The gengral good, how could I choose my bwn ?
Whot matter was my purity of soul ?
Little by httle 1 engged mysclf—
Hewen would awcept me for its instrument,
I hoped T swrl Hewver h d aceepted me!
An Ts at this Dlood brecds dreams m me ?—Who
sud
You weie not Hikeum?  And vour mnacles e
The fire that liys mmocuous 10and your fori ?
L1 wn clhinging Rer whole manner,
Ah, thou v ouldst iy me  thou art Hakcem sdil !
Dya Woo woe! Asif the Druses of the Mount
(>cuce Aribs, cven ther, but here, m the Tale,
Beneath thar {o1 nur selves) should comprehand
Tte subtle lore of Tmopl ! A few secrets
That would not casily ifect the m=mest
Of the crowd there, could wholly subjugate
The best of our poor tuoe ! Again that eyg 2
A [after a pruse springy o lus weck] Digbdl, in th!s
there can be no decat ! .o
Why, Djabal, were you human onlyy«tﬁ
Maant is bup human, Khall humam»..,. §
Loys 18 hpiman mn-dmm A
So thw m‘z ,P o ‘:»vt R
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%0 to need trying 1° Cowtd I,"Wxt.h the Piefegt

And the blood, therg——tguld T sée only you ?

—~Hanv by yow Seck over this gulf ot blood ?

Speik, Lamsaved ! Speak, Djabalt Am I saved ?
L]

[4sDyavst s 79074 nsam, v d pus ber
scs)f ¢/ 2

If keem would save ne ! Inou ut Dy balt Croucht
Bow to the dust, thou Disest of our Twd?
The pile of thee, T rewed up to the ddeud -
Lull mudway, of our fulars toglied tm s,
Lascd on the hvinyg rock, de onme 11 thy
1 he unstable desert’s jiws of wl il prone!
Ture, musie, quenched  wnd noy thou hest there
A ruin, ohseene creatures willt 2 tlon b!
I et us come, Dyabal !
Dya, Wihither cone? .
n At once~
I st so it grow mtoler iblc Comc!
W1ll I not share 1t with thee I ~f 1 once
So, feel luss pamn ! 1at tham deede ny tnibe
Now trusting 1 thee,—Lovs shul deusy !
( ome testhem, hand in hind, w thne
Iya Where come ?
® An Where?—t0 the Druscs thou hast wionged ! Con-
fess, *
Now th the end i ggined—(I Jove thee now—)
That thou hast s detgived thenr—(prchance love thee
Better than evetf)r
Of wfargy | O beds opéH Lipve thee | ‘
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Shamc withe¢he man, no trivmph wiﬂ: the God,
Be minet Come!

LDya Never! More shame yet? and w hy ?
Why? You have called this deed mine—it 15 nune !
And with it 1 wecept its circumstance.

How can I longer strive with fawe?  The past

Is past. my fuse hfe shall henceforth show true,

Hear me ' ‘The argosics touch Jind by this,

‘1hey ben us to ficsh scenes ind bappier skies

What if we rc1on together? — if we Lu;.,)

Our sceret for the Druses’ good *—Ly means

Of even their supcistition, plint m them

New ltc? T leun niom Furope all wha seck

Man’s good must awe mm, Ly such means as these.

We two will be divine to them— we ate!

Al great worhs m tims world spung from the 1uins

Ot greater projects—evet, on our carth,

Babels men blc k out, Babylons they build, .

T wrest the weapon from your hind! I claim

The deed! Retre! You hive my ring~—you bar

All nceess to the Nuncio till the forces

From Vence land ! .

An Thou wilt fugn Hakegm‘then?
Dya, [putting the Tiara of Hakeem op Kis head.) ARd

from this moment that I dare,epe wide

Eyes that tll now refused to sce, begit |

My trire dominion ; for I know, 3

And what am T to pgrsotiéss.  Ho'wid

[A~NAEL go
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T 1+ come on me 1t last!  His blood on het——
What memoties w1ll follow that! Her eye,
Uu fierce distorted Iip and plougherd black brow !
Ab, tool! Has JFurope then so poorly tamed
The Syrian blood frota out thec? Thou, Desuyge
‘Fo work in this foul caith by means not foul ?
Schene, as for heaven,  but, on the arth, be glad
It a lewst ray bke heaven’s be Jeft thee t
Thus

I shul be calm—n readincss—no way
Surprised. (1 notsc nnthent.)

This should be Khahl and my Diuses!
Venice 1s comae then ! Thus I grasp thee, sword!
Druses, 1 1s Hakeem saves you! In! DBehold
Your Irefect!

Bty Tovs, DIABAL Judos the Thinder in kv role

7 ys. Oh, well fovnd, Djaball- byt no tme for
worda.
You knpw who waits there ? (% ntun to the alove.
Well '—and that 't 15 there
He meets the Nuncio? * Well'! Now, a suiprise—
He therge
* a. . I know—

Lays. ——15 now uo mortal’s lord,
Ts absolutel.v' pomrievs——cau hiny, dead—
Hcisno lo enb-—yqn are Prefect |
Oh shrink 1::;? ]':do hf) in the dark,
Nothing unworthy: }Bré bfmd, believe §

~



m,
1 ha.ve‘ﬁxlﬁlled the t's,sk, that carnestness - _« i
Impoicd on me; have, face to face, conrxontéd
The Prefect in full Chapter, charged on hﬁn :
“The enormitics of his long rule : he stood "
?Mpte, offered no defence, no crime denied.’

On Wh:lch I spoke of yon, and of your mhe,
- ’Your faith so like our own, and all you urged. |
of old to me—I spoke, too, of your f,oodn

A You are associated in my rulc—— .
‘Are thz true Prefect! Ay, such faith
In my assurance of your loyalty
(For who insults an imbecile old man ?).
Thst we assume,the Prefecture this hour'|
You' gaze at me |- Hear greater wondel‘s* e
I, thmw down all the fabric I have buﬂt

- Al%@hé}{[ throw all prejudice astdey et

you'brother | T am Druge
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.
Dyt Anaclp e

I 3s } Stut you ?
Seem what T sy, unknu,htly? ‘Thus 1t chanced :
W hien st T cante, « novice, to the wsle . . .
L]

Enter one of th NUNCO's Gunads fiom the alicre o

Guard Olthomrtlo ! S (oys! Hae 1s Lovs!
Ard hare—~ VO s cntr from the aleors.
| Feanaen, o Dyaran] Scoare him, bind lum  this 1 he!
. [7¢) wr & ?Djrvar

7 js. Midmen-~what 15 't you do? Stwd fiom my
fuend,
And td] mie!
y  Guord Thou canst have ~o put m this -
Surcly no put!  But slay him not ' 1 he Nuncio
¢ cumiinded, slay Tum not !
/Y Spehyor . ..
rucrd o Ihe Prifect
Lics 1ourdcred there by T thou dost cnb=cc,
Zoys By Ijabal?  Misaable tcole ' Jiow Dabal ?
14 txvavd &7 Dyaeai’s 2ole , D \1 AL fling s down the
. kbgndiar ©
Zoys [ iftera pause] Thou hast tecerved some tmsult
*  warse than all,
Sorc ouuage tiot to he endured-
[?’th(}w«ds] Stand back
He 1 my fnepdw@-ﬁ}mgﬂu my fnend! Thou hast
Slain him upon that,wm

Guawrde + 1 \ Nol

v
4

1
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<
No provocstion }  “T is & long devised
Conspiracy : the whole tribe is involved.
He is their Khalif—'t 13 on that pretence—
Thewr mighty Khalif who ced long ago,
And ngw comes back to hfe and light again—
All is just now 1cveildd, I know not how,
By one of hiy confedeates——who, struck
With honior at this murda, first apprised
The Nunuio.  As 't was sud, we find this Dyabal
Here wheie we tahe um
Dya [dsede ] Who bivke farth with me?
ZLays. [0 DjapaL] Hear'st thou? Speak ! Thill thou
speak, 1 heep off these,
Or die with thee,  Deny this story ' Thon
A Khahf, an mpostor ? 1 hou, my friend,
Whose tale was of an moflcnsive 11¢e,
With . .. but thou know’st —on tht tald’s truth I pledged
My faith befor 1 the Chapter * what art thou? .
Iya Loys, I am as thou hast heard.  All’s true !
No more concealment ! As these telt thee, all
Was long since planned  Our Druses are enough
To crush this handful the Vencuans land
Even now m our hehalf. T.oys, we part!}
Thou, serving much, wouldst fam have sefved me morl
It might not be. T thank thee. Ay thon hearest,
We are a scparated tribe : farewelMl .3, «
Zoys, Oh where will truth by. &%“ﬁow? Cans
thou so
Belie the Drises 2 Dthey M A} éﬁm& ?
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Those thon professtst of our Btcton stock,
Are partners with thee? Why, X saw but now
Khalil, my fuiend-he spoke with me—no word
Of this t and Anael—whom I love, and who
Lov® me —she spoke no word of ths |

Lya. Poor boy !
Anacl, vsho loves thee? Khald, fast thy friend ?
We, offsets from a wandering Count of Dicux?
Nou—older thn the oldcst— prmechier
Than Europe’s priiceliest tribe ore we.  Enough
Tor thee, that on gur simple f uth we found
A monarchy to shame your monarcnes
A\t therr own trick and secret of succ ess
The child of this our ibe shall i.ugh upon
The palace-step of him whose hife ere night
I forfeit, as that child shall know, and yet
Shall laugh there!  What, we Druscs wait forsooth
The kind mivrposition of a boy .
-—Cun only save ourselves if thou concede ?
—~ Khahil admire thee? He 1s my nght hand,
My delegate —Anael accept thy love 2
She is ray bride! .

Loys, Thy bride? She one of them?

s)ya. My bride |

285

Loys. And she retains her glorious eyes |
She, mtb.those eycs,- has shared this miscreant’s guilt !

Ah—who but MW me to find
Djabal withip, thy Préféct’s chember? Khalil

Bademqseeknjﬁbptﬂg%m! Allis trytht -
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¢

I never thought there was in thee a
' Thnt could attach itself to what thou &egmic.gt

: But that is over: all is over now,
- Save the protection I ensure againat -, .
' My people’s anger. By thelr Khahf's ﬁc}gw- ‘

st -

A!;d Qiere are twenty of us, we the G‘Wﬂi ¥
O éie Nuncm to withstand thcm r ,EVévf % .
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He 15 therr God, ficy shout, and at lus vedy
Are life and death ! ,
[Zeys sprngny at the khandpar Dijarar hed thrown
down, sezes hen 8y the th oal.)
» ' Thus by "ns sule am [}
Thus I resume my kmghthond and its warfue, *
Thus ¢nd thee, misercant, i thy pride of plarc!
Thus art thou cayght. Without, thy dupc my duster
knends aid thee, foes avoid thee, -thou art 15 3keum,
Hom sy they 2—God art thou t hut 10 Lore
Ts the least, youngest, meancst the Cliurch ally
Her servant, angd his single wm v ls
To anl her as she ists. I rise, w1 Jon
Art crushed | Hordes of thy Diree flock without
Ic1e thou hust me, who ropresent the Cross,
Hlonour and Faith, ‘ganst Hcll, Mahouud »nd thee '
Inet [Djapar, remarns calm]  Implue my merey,
Hakcem, that my scomn
My hedpiae!  Nay, T omnot phy thy tndc
L am no Diuse, do stabbar  and thime oy,
Thy foim, are too much as they wer  my liiend
Had suek ! Speak! DBeg lor marcy at my toot!
[DyAV AL dl 537 nt.
Iaven could not ask so much of me—not, sure,
Somuch! L enbnot kil him so !
. i Y . Thou art
Strong in th§ ﬂ{m d-~dost outbrave us, then ¥ .
Heardst thou th'aw ‘ohg of’ tbine accomplices, ¢
Ihy very, people; by, gmimd thes? Meet
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His charge !, Thou hast not even sluli the Prefuct
As thy own vile creed warrants,  Meet that Druse !
Come with me and disprove him— be tuou tued
By him, nor suek appeal ' Thomise me this,
Or I will do God’s officc ' What, shalt thon
Boast of assassins at thy beek, yut truth
Want even an exccutioner?  (onsent,
O1 I will strhe— look i mv face —T will}
Dra. Grve me agun my khandjar, if thou darest !
‘ [Toyv «
Let but oue Diuse aceuse e, wmd I plunge
This home Y\ Diuse betis me?  fatns go!
fdaa: ] Who s b triyed 1ie? [Shouts wnnmd
Iearest thou? 1Lou
No plamer than I, yeus o1 hard
That shout —hut 1 + 1o i uvrow ! They rctum !
Walt thon be Laader with me Loy<?  Well !

ACT V.,

The Unanitr ded Druses, pilleng the holl sumultuously, and
Ju it ny lozither,

Here flock we, obeymng the summons, Lo, Hakeens
hatb appeared, and the Prefict is dead, and we return to
Lebspon! My manufacture ofgo&ﬁ\ﬂoéce hust, { doubt,
soorr fall away there. Cotne, old Nasifelink thine arm
in mine—we fight, if needs be. Come, what 15 a great
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fivht wad ? -“Lqﬁaﬁo#@"f(Mydmg‘ ¢ 1y daughter 1)

But 1» Khdid fo bave the office ot Fim 2--la 1y,
1ther, it he be wlsa, the manopoly ot bocun aud cloves.
Wheare 15 Hakuean P=The anly peopher T ever saw,
profhe rd ab Caird onge, 1 my ronth  a litfe black
Copht, dressed afl 1 Dlua too, with a great stripe of
ycllow cloth flapping down hehind hen hke the back fin
of a water-seipint,  Ic this he? i Dbt Bramreh !
Hanrsw !

Loles the (Une10 o,
Vunete |fo kes Attendonts 1ol jl o'l the sotcerre
an 1 this accomphce
Vo tuk of that accuseth om \rd (1Y
Su Loys he s mune, the € Latet g
Bl Ty approve bim covy Toaohtn 1o
To toebl ¢k disebo u v orthc T
|7 #/ Druses | Ab ¢mivioy Wit asight for these ald
(B Y L]

Plot ke pu themsdves abve dns vovuac gl
To snule thew very last ov you! [ cune
To jatha one and all sou vandermy shoep .
Tato 1y ldy 4s though o father ¢ wae .
As though, m vdwinp, a father should

. [ 70 Zus Guards.] (T'en, twiive
~Twilve gw qi yau, and not an outlet? None?
The mzamlsqb ue? Kecpclose?) |,
[ 7o the Drises R0 A}me to a son's houm;, I gﬁ?
S0 chd 1 conéetHb gesH Wt md—to find |
Alas—alw |

VoL. IIL 141 «




{ye prompt anght) your fathbr 3
nost he plotted for your gaod,~
"f #how kind, ye never knew)--kes m
M (And hells worm goaw the gloiﬁg Knave—with

"

ﬁﬂwemg duped by his ca;olenes!
ga%hme the Christians? These the’ dadle crew

My bezants went to male me Bishop o'ér -
§ Attendants, who whisper.] What §ay ye does this

Hh’i:aem? Biamrallah? The third Fatemxte ?
at is this jarcon? He—the insane Kh%l;f;



1y E,eam;g’l me? iptay ye

Tear mel '&tum fo tell the Patriarch
P

That so muoh je was: wasted—every gift
Rejected, from-hi 'Bgmson Ibrought, " °
S ey-fuil of bezants, sjink
An hour smcait thie’ Karbour's mouth, by that .;
I‘hat e never will T speak his hatcd name! '

Said f T
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o Oh, this
Is the equmcd Nuncio! Druses, hear—
Endure ye tis# Unwarthy to partake -
The glory gamng y m! While 1 speak,
The ships tgtieh 1and . who mak s for Lebanon ?
They plang thg Winged lion m thest halls | i
Nusicro, Jdeide] I it be true! Vemice 7—Ob, uwﬂr
trucl
Yet Venice would so gladly thwart our Knights,
And fain get footing here, stand close by Rhodey |
Oh, to be duped fhis way !
Kha. EYe he appear
And lead ycm gloriously, repent, { say |
Nuncio. [faide)) Nor any way to strctch ;he arch
Wwdfm i r
Ere the Venetians come ? Cutoff the head, a4 ﬁjr
The gutk e ewly Stlled, [0 e Drisen},




d I fxsk and have, I WOuJ.

L
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Loys. [to DJA.j “Hm m thy proplet  Koep thy word
to me |

D, Whonfmyﬁ;b;ﬁhﬁhmeé é&’
Nuncio. e 4 Soi

So this is Djabal, Hakeem, and what not?
A fit deed, Loys, @ thy first Knight's day {
May it be angury of thy after-hfe |
Ever prove truacheon of the Church as now
That, Nyneia of the Patrdarch, having charge
Of the Isle here, { claim thee |furmng fo Dja.] as these
bid they 5
Forfeit for ndrdgr dose thy lawful prince,
Thou conjprer thak peep’st and mutterest !
Why showld ¥ hold thee fiom their hands? (Spells.
children ?
But hear how I dispose of all hus spells 1) .
Thou axt & praphet P—wouldst tntice tny tnbe
, From me ?—1hou workest miracles? ({ttend !
Let him but move me with his spell« ) I, Nuncio . . .
Dya. ., Which how thou camest to be, T say nol now,
Though I have also been at Stamboul, Luke |
—Dly thee with spellsp forsooth | What need, of spells
If Venioe, {tiher Admiral’s person, stoop
To ratify tbjbw with her foe,
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— Then will be time to try what figélls « i do§
Dost thou dispute the Ropublity gower?

Nunco. N e ’," Lo ye!
He tetapts me too, the mly\ expicist!
No'! The renowned Repubhic wad and is
The Patriarch's friend - 't 1s not for ¢ourting Venice
That T—that these implore thy blood of ine !
Lo ¥e, the subtle miscicant ! Ha, so sybtle ?
Ye, Druses, heir lim ! Will ye be deceived ?
How he evades me! Whurc s the murdcle,
He works? 1 buid him to the proof—fish fp
Your galley full of be /ants that he sank1
That were 2 muracle ! One muracle ! oM
Enough of tniflmg, for 1t chafcs my yearsy | .
I am the Nuncio, Druses ! 1 stand forth v
J'o save you from the good Republic’s rage
When she shall find her Puet was summoned here
To aid the mummenics of a knave hke this |

[As th. Druses lesatats, kas Attendants whaeper, )

Ab, well suggestud | Why, we hold the while
One who, his close confederate till now,
Co Dijabal 4t the last a cheat, .
And e&é mifacle a cheat! Who tbmﬂsm
His bﬂg& T make three oflers, onpe I Oﬁ@a""
Aund Hhoaoe S g

Dids ‘"« ‘. ietwho S py foott

gagel, Maan,
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V2w the \IUNCIO,l 1 m;i;i ma; old ma.n I Thou know'st
him not—
Luve fire hke that theg seq&t fow n hzs eyen,
Plhiys [iwning round hun See ! 'I’he change Tegins !
Al *he biow lightdng as he Yifls his arm 1
Look not at tue 14 It was not T
Dya. ‘What Drnse
\ceused me, a he saith #* I bud cach hone
Cramble within that Druse! None, 1 oys, none
Of 1y own pqnple, s thoy said'st, bave rused
A voice a.gams; e,
Nuncuo. [/lm’!,] Venice to come! Death!
Ly [cw:lmmq,} Confiss and go unscathed, however
false 1 )
Seest thou m? Dthses, Luke? T would submat
To thy pure malice did one Druse contess !
How said 1, Toy$? ¢
. Nunco. [fovkis Attendants wlo wénpr.] Ah, ye
counse] so 7
[Almud] Bring in the witness, then, who, first ot all,
Disclosed the treason!  Now I have thee wizapd |
Ye hear*that? If one $peaks, he bids you tear him
Joint after jolat; %eell then, onc does speak | Qpe,
1* fooled by nja.hqi; even as yourselves,
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Nunao Trend, Dijabal frduts thec! Make a nng,
sons '—Speak |

Expose this Djabal—~what he was, and how ;
The wiles he used, the ams ke chemshed ; all,
Exphatly, as late *t was spoken fo thése
My scrvants . I absolve and pardon thee,

Loys. Thou hasi the dagger ready, Djabal ?

LDya. Speak,
Recreant! .

Druses. Stand back, fool | farther ! Suddenly
You shali see some huge serpent ghde from under
The empty vest, or down will thunder crash
Back, Khalil !

Ka, I goback? Thus go I back!
(70 AN.] Unvel! Nay, thou shalt face the Khalit'
Thus !

[#7e tears awy ANAVLS verd, DIARAY folds L s arms
nd bows ko hend the Druses fofl Fac/  Lovs
springs Jrom the sude of DIARAL and the NUNCIO

Zoys, Then she was tiue— she only pf them all !
True to her eyes—may keep those glonous eyes,
And now be mine, once agun miae! Oh, Ahaut!
Dated I think thee a partner 10 his crmie-»»
That bload could soil that hand ? pay, ¢ is mine-—Anaci,
~Not mine P—Who offer thee olll these
My heart, my sword, sy,
“That Disbal, v afistay hig. it
Lies—say byt mww herhe d
Lya. P "JM Anacl?

¥
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Loys. Nay Djabal, hay, dne chance for m( —the last !
Thou hast had every other; thou hast gpoken
Days, nights, what falsehopd lsted thez—let me
Speak first now ; I will speak now |
Mo, Loys, paugg !
Thou axt the Duke's son, Bretagne’s choicest stock,
Loys of Dreux, God's sepulchre’s first sword ;
This wilt thou spit on, this degrade, tius trample
To caith ?
Loys. [te AW,] Who had forescen that one day. Loys
Would stake these gifts against some other good
1t the whole warld? 1 give them thee! 1 would
My stiong will might bestow real shape on them,
That [ might sée, with my own eyes, thy foot
Tread on their very neck! "T 15 not by gifts
1 put aside this Djabal : we will stand—
We do stand, see, two men!  Djlbal, stand forth
Who ’s worth her, I or thou? l—who fog Anael
Uprightly, purely kept my way, the long
True way—left thee each by-path, boldly lived
Without the lics and blood, —or thou, or thou?
Me '—lo%e me, Anael! *Leave the blood and him }
[Z0 Dja] Now speak—now, quick on this that I have
*  saidew
Thou with the Wﬁﬂ)*sgﬂk if thou art a man ! |
Dyja. [# Aed W»m bmyed;mer "r is
well! *° NN -
I have deserved thiy’ nrﬂw, ahdd Bubmit,
Not 't ivanuch exil thv,vinﬂdmt life
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Ends here  The cedars shall not wave for us.
For theie was crime, aml‘mm be punishment.
See fate ! By thee I was seduted ! [y thee
I perish. yet do 1—can T repent?
I with my Arab instinct, thwarted ever
By my Frank policy,~ and with, in turm,
My Frank bram, thwarted by my Arab heart—
While these remawmed m equipoise, 1 hved
— Nothing , had either becn predomnant,
As a Frank schemer or an Arab mysm..;
I had been something ,—now, cach hag destroyed
The other — and behold, froin out their cyash,
A thard and better natuze nees upe—
My mere man's nature! And 1 yreld to it:
¥ lové thee, I who dud not love before }
An. Djabal!
Dya. It seemerd love, but it was not love—
How could I love while thou adoredst nie ?
Now thou despisest, art above me so
Jmmeasurably! Thou, no other, doomest
My death now, this my steel shall execute
Thy judgment , I shall feel thy hand m 3t?
Oh, luxury to worship, to submt,
Transcended, doomed to death by thee)
An. My Djrhal !
Dra, Dost hesitate? I foreq thee then!  \; proach,
Drses J, for T am out of vesch 4@ edie ;
No fiirther evil waits md,~Bhadk the doom !
Hear, Druses, gnd hear, Nehein, and hear, Toy
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An ke (S faths deod
o L 78rDruses scream, grovdting 1 /1 hont
Ah Hakcem b—not on me thy wrath !
Lrurrdlah, padon ! nover doubted 1!
[ J
H1 dog, how saye L thon? "
LThey e inf and serse the NUNCIO and Jus (aards

Lose o Rewcdf upon the boly «r ANAEL, on
uh el DAL, continue 1o gu.2 as stuboied

Nunmewo Catifls ! Have yo ¢vus?
Why s, racks shagld teach you! What, lus fools? his
dupes ?

I ¢ave me ! ynhand me !

Ay [approackany DJABAL Zomed]y ] Save her for my
sake!
She way ready thine, she would have shued
To lay thine exaltation think, this duy
Het hur was plated thus becaus® of thee !
\ s feel the soft bught hur ~feel ! N '
* Viane [str g, 7tng wuth those 2 ko have wzd him ]
Wht, because
115 lauan dics for m?  You thnk 1t hard
fo de?® Oh, wonid you were at Rhodes, and choice
Of deaths Shontd suit you !
W/ 1 |bendisig ower ANAsL's dody] Just restore her
hfe !
So little dm 5 1t! ‘;hﬂtﬁ“"m Gyel!ds tremblé |
1 w1s not mybrealh that gmde them: and the lips r
Move of themselves, T could réstore her life)
T11keem, we have fogotten-~hava presumed
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On our free wonverse 1- We,ai'e %étter tzmght.

See, I kiss—how L-kisy'th éav's ham

For her! She kisses 1t-«-9h,,;ﬂk£ her deed

In mine! Thou dost belwve now, Anael ?—Sce,
She smilgs ! Wefe het Tips, open o'er the teeth
Thus, when I spoke first She beheves in thx.(, !
Go nét without her to the cedars, lord !

Or leave us both—I cannot go alone |

I have obeyed thee, ‘if T dare so speak :,

‘Hath Hakeem thus forgot all Djabal knew?
“Thou feelest then my tears fall hot, and ﬂi.st
»L‘Upoﬁ thy hand, and yet thou speak@:sﬁ Tigt?
kre the Venetian trumpet sound-——efé tlwu
Exalt ‘thyself, O Hakeem ! save thow et

" Wuncio. And the accursed Republic will arrive

And find me in their toﬂs——-dcad very hke,
'Undex their feet ! o
: « What way—not one way yet

To fonl them? None? [Observing DyaBav’s face.
L What ails the Khalif? Ah,
Thﬁt gha.stly face! A way to foil them yct'

é’ .tﬁeDmses ] Look to your K?mhf Eiﬁtsés’ “Is that

. what
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Berome, for that,® Druse hke all of you!
The I uses. Eaqlt thyself ] Exalt thyself, O Hakcem !
Dya. |advances | I can confess now all from first to
la-t,

Ther® 15 no longe™ ~npme forme. lam ... .

\Her: the Venctian 8 umpet sounds—the Dinses short,
Rty alckes vhe expresion of thos about kim, and,
av th old dse om gomus vack, ke ts agarn confident « nd

wspared.

—Am T not Hakeem? And ye would have crawled
But yesterday within thesc impure courts

W hete now ye stand erect '—Not grand enough ?
-—Wbat more could be ronceded to such beasts
As Al of you, so sunk and bdse as you,

Than a mere man A man among such beasts
\Was muadle enough : yet hun you doubt,

Him you forsake, him fain would®ou destroy—
With the Venetans at your gate, the Nungio
‘Lhu »—(sce the baffled hypocnte ') and, bect,
The Prefect there !

Drwuses No, Hakeem, ever thine !
Nun®, e lies—and twice he hes--and thrice he
bes!?

[ =it thyself, Mahound! Exalt thysclf'
Dya. Lruses! we shall henceforth be {ar away—
Out of mere mortal ken——above the cedar.—+
Bnt we shall see ye g@,b&n‘ ye teturn,
Repeoplu  the old solitudes,~through thee,
My Khabl! Thow art fall of me~{ Sl
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Lhee full-1 hands thus filt thee ! Yistercve
—N1y, but this morn, I deetrtgd thee ignornt
Of all to do, requirng ward of mme
To teach 1t pow, thou hast al} gifts in one,
With truth and purnty go other gifls,
All gifts come clustening 10 that. Go, lead
My people home whatt'er betide |
[Zurning to the Druses ] Ve take
‘This Khahl for my delegate? To him
Bow as to me? He leads to Lebanon—
Ye follow ?
Druses. We follow ! Now exalt thyself |
Dya. |raises Lovs] Then to thee, Loys! How I
wronged thee, Loys !
—Yet, wronged, no less thou shalt have full reven s,
¥it for thy noble s li, revenge—and thus
Thou, loaded with such wrong», the princly soul
The first sword of Chiist s scpulchic —thou shilt
Guard Khall and my Druses home agam !
Justice, no less—God s justice and no 1ore,
For those 1 leave '- to scehing this, devote
Some few days out of thy Knight'sebrlhant hfe
And, this obtained them, leave therr T ebanon,
My Drnses’ blessing in thine ears—(they shall
Bless thee with blessing sure to have 1ts way)
'd‘ﬁ# cedar-lossom in thy ducal cap,
e topgh of Ag@el m th! bm""‘pcmhmc";
It p&}m Wwha m‘bﬁw thee speed,
v ‘ﬂt@ﬁﬂﬁt ! Tlusdune,
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Juosiune thy course, wnd, st amud the mst o
In urope, ik »vay heart along with thee !
G boldly, go screnedy, go angustly—
Nt shodl wott “and thee then ?
"VHolondy oo ANain] o And last to tge !
tov' T deeun T was to have, this day,
el tace? A v un dreom--hast thou nat

veon acita owdiiion? What remams
bt pes to thee, evalt myself to thee?
‘Thus I cxalt mysel, set fice my soul !

| 27e sedls Remself s 7 #3207, suppoaded by WHARID nd T ovs,
the VENFIIANC entr 7 ADWIRAL adcances

didbnal God el St Muk for Vauce ! Plant the
Lion!

LAl tne dasl of the pla tted tud 14, th Ihases skout, and
com Eumivors’s foraard, Lovs va e lac s ord

Dja |leadng them a foo fope bitwen Knun and
Loye ] o
¢ to the Mountain ! At the Mountan, Druses ¢
[ es,

END OF VOL. IIL

YOL. 1L 20
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