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POET'S PROLOGUE.

TO DAVID IN HEAVEN.

.
** Quo diversus abiz ?"

“ Quem Do diligunt, adolescens moritur.”






POET'S PROLOGUE,

TO DAVID IN HEAVEN.

1.
Lo! the slow moon’ roaming
Thro’ flecey mists of gloaming, e
sFurrowing withepearly edge the jeWel-powder'd sky !
Ld, the bridge moss-laden,
Arch'd like foot of maiden,
And .(.m the bridge, i silemce, looking upward, you and I'f
, Lo, the pleasant senson
’ Qf reaping and of mowing— .
The round still moon above,—benenth, the river duskily
, flowing! -
B2



4 J PROLGGUE.

Q.

Violet-colour'd shadows,

Biown, from ;c:mted nfeadows,
Float 'o'er us to the pine-wood dark from yonder dim

(corn-ridge ;
) Tlie little river gushes ¢

Thro’ shady sedge and rushes,

And gray gnats murmur o'er th;. pools, beneath the
¢ ntossy bridgec—

And you and I stand darkly,

O’rr the keystope leaning,
And watch the pale mcsmc;_ia_fnooh, in the time of’

gleaners and gleaning,

- . 3.
Do I dream, Fwonder ?
As, sitting sadly under
A lonely roof in London, thro’ the grim square pane I
gaze ? !
Here of you I ponden,-
In a dream, and yonder
The still streets sc‘:em to stir and breathe beneath the

white moon’s rays.



TO DAVID *IN HEAVEN. 5

By the vifion cheribh'd,
’ By the battle bravéd,
Do I but dream a hopel®ss drea.m,. in the cily that slewe
you, David ?

Is it fancy also,
" That ¢he light whigh flls so
h Faintly upon the stony street below me as I write,
Neur tall mountains passes
Thro’ chrchyard weeds and grasses,
Barely a mower's mile away from that smal.l bridge,
to-night? o
And, where you are lying,—
Grass and flowers aboveyou— o
Is mingled with your sleeping face, as calm as the hearts

that love you ¢

5.

Poet gentle-hearted,
Are you then departed,



[ PROLOGUE.

And have you ceased to drdim the d¥eam we lovéd of old
so well ?
Hes the dee.pl;r cherisf'd
Aspiration perish’d,
And are you' happy, David, in that heaven where jyou,
l dwell ?’
Have you found the seccret
We, so wildly, sought for, ,
‘And is yout sotl enswath'dpat last, in tlfe singing robgs.
' you fought for 1
6.,
. In some heaven star-lighted,
Are you now united'
Unto the poet-gpirits that you loved, of English race !
Is Chatterton®still dreaming? ~
And, to give it stately seeming,
Has the musie of his last strong song passed into Keats's
face ¢ . '
Is Wordsworth there! and Spenser #
Beyond the grave’s black portals,
.-Can the grand ey‘é of Milton see the glory he sang to
mortals }



TO DAVID IN HEAVEN. 7

™
, 'You at least could teach me,
Could your dea®* voice reach me,
Where T sit and copy out for men my soul's strange
speech, '
‘Whether it bg bootless,
Profitless, and fruitless,—
- The Weary aching ppward strife to heights we cannot
reach,
The fame we seek in sorrow,
The agony we forego got,
*The haunting siugilg sense that makes us climb—whither )

we know not.

8.
Mus§ it last for ever,
The passion:g@ endeavour,
‘-1 -
Ay, have ye, there in heaven, hearts to throb and still

aspire?

In the life youdinow now,
ogiender’d white as snow now,
Do fresher glory-heights arise, and beckon higher—
l;igher [



8 PRQLUGUE.

Aeve yoy dreaming’ dreaming,
Is your soul still roaming,
L.
«Still gazingeupyard as we gazéd, of old in the autumn

gloaming ?

9.
Lo, the book I hold here,
In the city cold here!
1 held 1t wish agentle handsand love it a8 I may ;
Lo, the weary moments ! *
Lp, the icy comynents?
And lo, false Fortune's knife of goldl‘ swift-lifted up to
slay!
Has the strife no ending ?
"Haa the song no meaning ?
Linger I, idle as of “old, while men are reaping or
gleaning ?

10.
Upward my face I tura:to you,
I long for you, I yearn to you,
The spectral vision trances me to utt’rance wild and -
weak ;



TO DAVID IN HEAVEN, .

It is not that T mo¥rn you,
*To mourn you were to seorn you,
For gou are one step neafer to the beauty singers setk.«
But I want, and cannot sce you,
{ seek and cannot find you, '
Aud, see! I touch thegbook of songs you tenderly left
behind you !

11,
Ay, me! I bend a.b:ve it,
Wlth tearful eyes,»and love 1t,
With tender hand { touch the lem es, but cannot find you
there !
Mine eyes are haynted only
By that gloaming sweetly lonely,
+ The shadows on the mossy bridge, the glamour 4 the air!
1, touck 'the leaves, and only
See the glory they retain not—
Thesmoon tiat is a lamp to Hope, who glotifies what wé-
gain not "
wo

12.
The aching and the yearning,
The hollow undiscerning,



10 PROLGGUE.

Uplogking want I still retair,, darkenthe leaves I {ouch—
Pale promise, with much sweetness
&iemgizinguh;complet&ness,

But ah, you knew so little then—and now you know so

(much !
’ B}Z the vision cherish'd,
By the battle bravéd,
Have you, in heaven, shamed the song, by a loftier xiusic, .
David ? :

o 13

I, who loved and knew you, s
. In the city that slew you,
Still hunger on, and thirst, and climb, proud-hearted and
alone :
-
Serpent-fears ¢nfold me,
Syren-visions hold me,
————apns
And, like a wave, I gather strength, and gathering
strength, T moan 3
Yea, the pale moon hgrkons,
Still T follow, aching,
And gather strenéth only to make a louder moan, in
breaking !



TO DAVIDs IN HEAVEN. 11

M.
Tho’ the world could turn from you,
This, at least, ¥ learn ﬁ'o;n you:
7B«s‘ﬁ;uty and Truth, tho’ never found, are worthy to Be
sought, .
The singer, ypward-springing,
Is grander than his singing,
And®tranquil self-svfficing joy illumes the dark of thought.
Thiseat least, youdeach me,
In a revelation :
That gods still snatch, as worghy death, thg soul &f” its

. aspiration. |

15,
And‘ I think, as you tk.ugat,
Poesy and Truth ought
Never to lie silent jn the singer's heart on eaxth ;
Tho’ they be discarded,
Slighted, unrerarded,—
The’, '\mg?‘)vnlgar seeming, they appes:r of little worth,—
Yet tender brother-singers,
¥oung or not yet born to us,



12 PROLGGUE.

May_seck &here, for the sihger’s sake, that lov'eL which
sweeteneth scorn to us! b
¢ e
16.

[3
While.I sit in silence,
Comes from mile on mile hence,
From English Keats’s Roman grave, a voice that sweetens

toil !

Think® you, no forr1 creatures
Draw comfort from the features
Of Chatterton, pale Ph#ethon, hurled down to sunless
soil? '
. Scorch’d with sunlight lying,
Eyes of sunlight hoflow,
But, see ! upon the lips a gleam of the chrism of Apollo!
17.
Noble thought produces
Noble ends and uses, .
Nitble hopes are part of Hope 1.Lerever she may bg, '
Noble thought enhances
Life andyall its chances,
And,poble self is noble song,—all this I learn from thee!

¢



TO DAVID dN HEAVEN, 13

And I learn, moredVer,
®"Mid the city’s strife too,
That such faint song ad® sweetens i)eath,cambweeten the.
singer’s life too!
. 18.
Lo, my Book !—I hold it
In weary hands, and fold it
'l;nto my heart,if only as a {gken I aspire ;
And, by song’s assistance,
Unto your dim distange,
My soul” upliftcd' is on wings, and beckon’d higher,
nigher.
By the sweeter wisdom
You return unspeaking,
Though endlcss, hopeless, be tle search, we exalt our

e souls in seeking.

19.

Higher, yet, and higher,
.}Evcr nigher, ever nigher, .
To the glory we conceive not, let us toil and strive and
strain !—



14 PROLOGUE.

The agonizéd yearning,

The imploring and the burning,
Grown awfyller, intensl:r," at each'vista we attain,

And clearer, brighter, growing,

Up the gulfs of heaven wander,

Higher, higher yet, and thigher, to the Mystery we ponder!

20.
Yga, higher yet, and higher,
Ever nigher, ever nigher,
Whle men grow small by stooping and the reaper piles
the grain,—
Can it then be bootless,
Profitless and fruitless,
The weary aching upward search for what we never gain ?
Is there not awaiting .
Rest and golden weather,
Where, passionately purified, the singers may meet to-

gether?

21.
Up! highér yet, and higher,

Ever nigher, ever nigher,



TO DAVID {N HEAVEN, 15

Thro’ v8ids that Milton and tke rest beat still yith sel;aph-
wings ;
Out thro’ the gteat gate creeping ,,
Where God hath put his sleeping—
A dewy clgud detaining not the soul that sgars and sings,
‘ Up! higher yet, and higher,
Fainting nor retreating,
Beyoid the sun, beyond the stars, to the far bright realm

of meeting !

22.
0 Mystery! O Passion !
To sit on earth, and fashion,
What floods of music visibled may fill that fancied place !
To think, the least that siugeth,
Agpircth and upspringeth,
May wec;p glad tears on Keats's breast and look in Milton's
face !
When human y:pwer and failure
Are cqualized for ever,
And the ;l?e great Light that haloes all is the passionate

bright endeavour !



16 PROLOGUE,

Q8.

But ah, that pale moon roaming

;l:h:-o ﬂeecy mists of goaming,
Furrowing w1th pearly edge the jewel-powder'd sky,

And ah, the days departed

' With your fnendshlp gentle-hearted,
And ah, the dream we dreamt that night, togeth;r, you
and I'!
Js it fashion’d wigely,

€

To help ns or to blind us,

Thet at eqoh height we gain we turn, and behold a heaven
behind us ? )



THE UNDERTONES.

Thouw {ame.’ who makest of the singer's Life,
Faint with the sweetness o?its own desire,

A statue of Narcissus, still and fair

For evermore, and bending evermore

Over its beauleous wmage marrgred

In the swift-current of our hwnan days,
Blernally in act to clasp and kus!

O Fame, ttuch thou this flesh and blood to love
Some beaubeous counterpart, and while it dends,
Tremulously gazing on fhe image, blow

Thy trump alowd, and freeze i inlo stone !






‘TYHE UNDERTONES.

L

PROTEUS ;

ORk, A FRELYDE.

1.
IxTo the living elements of %hings
I, Proteus, mingle, secking strange disguise :
"1 track the Sun-god on an eagle’s 'Qrings,
Or look at horror thro’ a murderer's eyes,
In slmpe of hornéd beast my shadqw glides
Amgngobroad-leavéd flowers that blow ‘neath Afric tides.

2.
Lo! I was stirring in the leaves that shaded

The Garden where the Man and Woman smiled : |
- c?2



20 THE UNDERTONES.

1 saw them Ster, rti.imeui:less,r degraded,
The apple sour upoy their tongues ; beguiled ‘
By the swebt wildness of the Woman's tears,
" 1 dropt in dew upon her lips, and stole
Under her, heatt, a stirring human Soul,
The blood within her tipgling in mine ears ;
And as I lay, I heard a voice that cried

¢ Lo, Proteus, the ﬁnbom, shall wake to be
Heir of th® Woman's sorrowPyet a guide *

Conducting back to immortality—

The'spirit ef the leaves of Paradise

Shall lift him upward, to aspive and rise !”
Then sudden, I was conscious that I lay
Under a heaven that gleam'd afar away :—

I heard the Man and Woman treeping,

The green leaves rustling, and the Serpent creeping,
The roar of beasts, the sdng of birds, the chime
Of elements in sudden gtrife sublime,

And overhead I saw the starry Tree,

.i:ternity, . <
Put forth the blogsom Time.



PROGEUS. ‘ 21

A wmd of ancient prophecy swept down,
And w1ther d up my Ueauty—-where Ilay
(‘)n Paris bosom, in the Trojan town ; .
Troy vanish’d, and I wander'd fa,r away,—
Till Iying on a Virgin’s breast, I gazed
Thro infant eyes, and gaw, as in a dream,
The | great god Pan whom I had raised and praised,
Float huge, upsinew'd, down a mighty «treary,
With leaves and lilies het:p’d about his head,
And a weird music hemming pim around,
While, dropping from his nerveless fingers dead,
A brazen sceptre plunged with hollow sound *
A trackless Ocean wrinkling: tempest-wing'd
Open;d its darkness for the clay unking'd :
Moreover, as he floated on at rest,
With lips that flutter’d still in act to speuk,
An eagle, swooping down upon his breast,
Plek'd at his songless lips with golden beak.

There was a sound of fear and lamentation,
The forests wail’d, the stars and moon grew pale
' *



- 22 THE UNDFRTONES,

The gir grew cloudy with the desolation

Of gods that fell fro‘m realmless thrones like h;a.i'l ;
But as I gan>d, the great. God Pah awaking,

Lookt in the Infant’s happy eyes and smiled,
And smiling died; and like a sunbeam breaking

From éreenwood olden, rose a presence mild
In exhalation from the claty, and stole
Around the Infant in an auriole—

When, gladde’'d by the glory of the child,
Dawn gleam’d from pole to pole.

5.

And, lo ! a shape with pallid smile divine
Wander'd in Palestine; °*

And Adam’s might was stately in his eyes,
And Eve’s wan sweett:ess glimmer'd on his cheek,
And when he open’d heavenly lips to speak,*

I heard, disturbing Pilate into sighs,

The rustle of those leaves in Pargdise !

Tlsén all was dark, the earth, and.air, and sky,
The sky was tro:}bled and the earth was sh:gqm,‘

Beasts shriek’d, men shouted, and there came a cry—

“My God, I o forsaken !



PRO’GEUS.

But even then, I smiled amid my tears,

A.nd’ saw in vision, down the future years,

What time the cry still Pung in heaven’s dark Qome,
The likeness of his smile meﬂ'able,
Serenely dwell

Oy Rapha,el sunn'd by popes and l\mws at Rome,

And Dante, singing in his Tuscan cell !

3
L}

8.

- .
) But sudden, from the vaponrs of the north,
Ice-bearded, snowy-visaged, Strepgth burst forih,
Brandishing arms in deatzl :
"Twas Ades; frighted from his seat in Hell
By that pale smile of peace ineffable,
That with a sunny hfe-producing breath,
Wreathed summer round the foraheads of the Dead,
And trowbled Hell’s weird silence into Joy.
And with a voice that rent the pole he said,
“'Lo‘ I am Thor, the mighty to destroy !”
The accents ran to watey on his mouth,
The pole was kindled to a fiery glow,
A breath of summer floated from the South

And mel.ted him like snow.



2¢ THE UNDERTONES.

i

7.
o« Yea thugathro’ cha;ng.e on charige,
Haunted for ever by the leafy sound
That sigh'd the Woman and the Man arouad,
I, Prott‘aus, range.
A weary quest, a power to climb and soar,
Yet never quit life’s bitterness and starkness,
A groping for God's hand amid the darkness,
The.day behind me and the night before,
This ig my task for ?vern:gore !
I am the shadow of the inspirgtion
Breath’d on the Man ; I am the gense alone,
That, generation upon generation, '
Empowers the sinful Woman to atone
By giving angels to the Ysrave and weeping
Because she knows not whither they are goirlg ;
I am the strife awake, the terror sleeping,
The sorrow ever ebbing, ever flowing. |
M'n!e are the mighty names of power and worth
The seekers of the vision that hath fled,
I bear the Infant’s sm1le about the earth,
And put the Cross on the aspirant’s head,



FROGEUS. 25

I am the peace on holy men “who die,

. l‘waﬁ‘t a8 sacrifice their fleeting b:ea.th—

I am the change that is ‘ot change, for I
xm deathless, being DEaTH,

For, evermore I grow
Wis?r, with humbler power to feel and know ;
¥4, in the end &, Proteus, shall cast
All,wondrous shapes aside byt one alone,
And stand (while round about me' in the Vast |
Eatih, Sun, Stars, Moon, as snowflakes melt a:;'last,)
A Skeleton that, shadowd by the Tree,
Eternity,
. Holds in his hands the blossom Time full blown,
And kneelsobefole a Throne, °



I

ADES, KING OF HELL.

1
BeNEATH the caves where sunless loam
“Gro:rs dim and reddens into gold ;
’Neath the fat earth-se'ams, where the cold
Rains thicken to the flowery foam
F:ringing blue streams in summer zones ;
Beneath the spheres where dead men’s bones
Change darkly thro’ slog centuries to marl and glittering

stones ;—

2.

¢ Orb'd in that rayless realm, glone,
Far from the realm of sun and shower,
[ 1]

A pa.lpuble‘god with godlike power,
1, Ades, dwelt upon a throne;



ADES, KING OF HELL. o7

Much darkness did m; eyt;lids tire ;
Put thro’ my veins the hid Jun’s fire
Communjcated impulse: hope, thought, " pussion, und,
‘ desire. )

3.
Eternities of lonely reign,
Full of faint deeams of day and night
And the white glamouwr of starry Rght, «
~ Oppress’d my patience into pain ;
Upward I sent a voice ofgprayer
That made a horror in the air:

'”

And “Ades craves a queen, O Zeus!” shook,heaven

unaware.

4.
The gods stopt short in full carouse,
And listen’d.  On the streams of Hell
$he whole effulgent conclave fell
Ag in a glass. Wish soft-arch’d brows,
Ang wings of dewy-tinctured dyg,
Moist Iris listen'd blushingly ;
And Heré spught the soul of Zeus with coldly eager eye.



28 THE UNI*ERTONEB.

- 3
Then the clear hyaline grew cold
Ard dim befo;e the Father's face ;
Gray meditation clothed the place ;.
And rlsmg np Zeus cried, “ Behold !™—
And on Olumpos’ crystal wall
A kingly phantom cloudy and tall,
Throned, sceptred, crown’d, was darkly apparition‘:i at

the cally

Q"’ € 6.

“Behold him !” Zeus the Father cried,
With voice that shook my throne forlorn :
Pale Hermes curl'd his lips in scorn,
And Iris drew her bow aside ; )
Artemis paled axd did not speak ;
Sheer fear flush’d Aphrodlte 8 cheek
And only owl-eyed Pallas look’d with pityiy smile and

meek.

7.
A weary Mgﬁt thro’ earth and air
The shadow of my longing spread,
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*And not a goddess a.n'sweréd.
All nature darken'd at my prager ;
Which darkness 3arth and air did Ehroni,
No star rain'd light, but, pale and Rroud,
With blug-edged sickle Artemis cut her, slow path thro’
cloud.
) 8. )
**And when the weary dark was done,
Beyond my spherc oferealm upsprang, o
With smile that beam’d and harp that sang,
Apollo piloting the Sun;
And conscious of hirp shining o’er,
I watch’d my black and watery floor

Wherein the wondrous upper-world is mirror'd evermore.

9. _
v When"lo,.there murmur'd on my brain,
Lik® sound of distant waves, a sound
Jhat did my godlike sense confound
And kiss'd my eyelids down in pain ;
_. At}d. far above I heard the beat
- Of musically falling feet,

HwTd by the echoes of the earth down to my brazen seat.
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€

. fo.
And I was ’ware that overhead
Walk’d one whose very rhotion sent
A sweeilz immortal wonderment
Thro’ th(’B deep dwellings of the Dead,

And'ﬂush’.d the scams of cavern and mine .

Ps

To gleams of gold and diamond shine,
And made the misty dews shoot up to kiss hef foet
Mdivines
.- o 1
By Zeus, the beat of those soft feet
'Thrill’d to the very roots of Hell,
Troubling the mournful streams that fell
Like snakes from out my brazen seat :
Faint music resch’d me strange and slow,
My conscious Throne gleam’d pale.as OW,
A beauteous vision vaguely fill'd the tusky glass
below.— '

12,
L
When I beheld in that dark glass

The phantom of a lonely maid,



ADES, KIN§ OF HELL. 81

'Who gatherd flowers in a green glade
’ Kr_lee-deep in dewy mewdow-grgss,
And on a riverside. Behold,
The sun that robed her round with ,gqld,
Mirror'd benesth me raylessly, loom'd white and round

and cold. .

13. 9
Soft yellow hair that curl'd and clang
Throbbed to her feet in softest showers, .
And as she went shg, gather'd flowers, B
" And a8 she gather'd flowers she sang :
It floated down my sulphurous eaves,
That melody of flowers and leaves,
Of vineyards, gushing purple w:nes, and yellow slanted
sheaves.
* e
. T
Darkling I muttes'd, “It were choice
’ Proudly to throne in golemn ch.eer
So fair a queen, and ever to hoar

Such gong from so divine & voice !”
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e

And with the wish I upward breathed
A mist of fire that swiftly seethed
. o ]
:I'hro' sheddering earth-seams overhead, and round her

warm knees wreathed.

15,
Whereon the caves of precious stones
Grew bright as moonlight thrown on death,
And red gold brighten’d, and the breath
Drew greenncss moist from fleshless bones ;
" And every cave Was murmuring :
‘«q River, cease to flow and sing,
And bear the tall bride on thy banks to the footstdol of
- thy king!”

. 18
Then wtithed the roots of forest trees
In tortuous fear, till tremblingly
Green, leaves qualfed round her. A shazpccrj
« Went upward from the Oreades ; ’ ¢
Low murmurs woke in bower and cave,
v

With diapkason in the wave :
The River eddied darkly round, obeying as s‘slave. .
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»

i
Half stooping downward, while she held‘
*A flower in loos¥ning ﬁnger; light ;
The quick pink fading from the white
Upon her cheek ; with eyes that welled
Dark pansy thoughts from veins that dart
) Like restless snakes round the honied heart,
And balmy breath that mildly blew her rose-red lips
aparty—
18.
She listen’d—stately, yet dismay’d ;
And dimly conscious of some change
That made the whisperiug place seem strange
And awful, far from human aid ;
And as the moaning Stream grew near,
And whirl'd unto her wit» eddies clear,

She saw my shadow in his waves and shrank away in fear.

19.

Small River, flowing with summer souna,
e
St;gng River, solemn Ades’ slm;:,
Flow unto her with gentle wave,
And rpake an isle, and hem her round.”
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ThecRiver, sad with g(entle worth,
Felt backward to that cave of earth
Where, tizubled with my crimsofi eyes, he shudder'd into
birth,

20,

Him saw she trembling ; but unseen,
Under long sedges lily-strew’d,
Ronnd creeping roots of underwood,

Low down beneath the grasses green
Whereon she waited wondering-eyed,
My servant slid with gtealthy tide :—

Then like a fountain bubbled up and foam’d on either side.

21,
And shrinking bac she gazed in fear
On his wild hair, and lo, an isle— e
Around whosé brim waves rose the whiw
_ She cried, “O mother Ceresz hear!”
«  Then sprang she wildly to and fro,
Wilder than rain and white as snow. -

\Y .o
“Q honour'd River, grasp thy prize, and to the footstool

flow !’
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22,
‘ Ope swift sunbean: with sickly, flare

On white arms waving high did gleams *
What time she shriek’d, and the st ong Stream

Leapt up and grasp’d her by the hair. )
And all was dark. With wild heads bow’d
The forests murmur’d, and black cloud

Split speumy on the mountain tops with fire and portent
! loud!®

23.
Then all was still as the Abyss,
Save for the dark and bubbling water,
And the far voice. “Bear Ceres’ daughter
TUnto the kingly feet of Dis!”
Whercfore I rose upon my throne,
And smote my kingdom’s roof of stone ;
Earth mc';a;f:i to her deep fiery roots—Hell answer'd with

groan.

24.
When swiftly waving sulphurous wings
. . TheeDarkness brooded down in fear



a6 THE UNDERTONES,
{
. To listen. I, afar, could hear

The coming River’s murmurings ;
ﬁ?' god-like eyes with ﬁaslfl of flame
Peer’'d r:p the chasm. As if in shame

Of his slave-deed; darkly and slow, my trémi)ling seryant
came.
25,

The gentleness of summer light;
Tle£s Stream, my honour’d slave, fossessed :
The blue flowers mirror'd in his breast,

Ang the meek lamps that sweeten night,
Had made his heart too mild to bear
With other than a gentle care,

Aid slow sad solemn pace, a load so violet-eyed and fair !

26.
Him saw I, as, thro’ looming rocks,
He glimmer’d like a serpent gray
Whose moist coils hiss ; then, fur away,
“ Lo the dim gleam of golden lucks,
Lo a far gleam of glinting gold,
Floating in many a throbbing fold, '
What time soft ripples panted dark on queenlywyelids cold.
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Slleutly, with obeisance meet, |
In gontle arms escortmg well '
The partner of eternal Hell,
Thua flowdd, not halting, to my feet

The gracious River with his load :

3

Her with dark arm-sweep he bestow’d
On my greﬁt footstool—then ag;a.in, with sharp shriek,
upwand flow’d.

28.
So fair, so fair, so strangely fair,
Dark from the waters lay my love ;
Angd lo, 1, Ades, stoop’d above,
And shuddering touch’d the yellow hair
That made my beaded ey2balls close—
Awful as sunshine. Cold as snows,

i’ale-facé‘t ®dank-lidded, proud, she lay in wonderful
“ repose.

20,
o0
And all the lesser Thrones that rise
Arqund Yhe, shook. With murmurous breath,
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(
\ Their Kings shook off eternal death,

And vuth a million fiery eyes
G‘?ﬁ -ed r¢d above, below, around
And saw me stooping fiery-crown’d ;
And’ the white faces of the damn’'d arbse without, a

sound. ¢

30.
As if an awfiil sunbeam, rife
With living glory, pierced the gloom,
Bringing to spirits blind with doom
The summers of forgotten life,—
Those pallid faces, mad and stern,
Rose up in foam, and each in turn
Roll'd downward, as a white wave breaks, and scem’d to

plead and yeari..

31
<What time this horror lvom’'d heyond,
Her soul was troubled into sighs : )

Stooping, throned, crown’d, I touch’d her eyes

With dim and ceremonial wand
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And looking up, she saw and knew
vful 1 ich did subd
4n awful love which did subdue P

. . o,
Ttself to her bright comeliness and gave kes gréeting due ¢

32. : Y
' «\Welcome ! "—The rocks and chasms and caves,
The million thrones and their black kings,
The very snuices and crecping things,
The very damn’d within the waves, 2
Groan'd “welcome ;” and she heard—with light
Fingers that writhed in tresses bright,— .

But when T touch’d her to the soul, she slowly rose her

height.

33.
While shedows of a reign ctc?ne

Qu‘qﬁq{d the fine glint in her yellow hair,

o She rose erect more hugely fair,

»And, dark'ning to a’queenhood stern,
«She gazed into mine eyes and thence
Dré% black and subtle inferencep

Subliming the black godhead there with sunnier, sweeter
sehse,
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34,
Low a;: her feet, huge Cerberus
(\,t'ouch’,d grosning, but wi’th royal look
She stgoping silenced him, and took
The throne sublime and perilous  *
That rose to hold her and upstream’'d
Vaporous fire : the dark void scream’d,

The pale Eumenides made moan, with eyes and teeth that

egleam’d.

- 35.
Bch;ld, she sits beside me now,
A weighty sorrow in her mien,
Yet gracious to her woes—a queen ;
The sunny locks about her brow
Shadow’d to goduead solemn, meet ;
Throned, queen’d ; but round about her feet,
Sweeten'd by gentle grass and flowers, the Urackish waves

grow sweet. ¢

36.
And surely, when the mirror dun

‘Beneath me mirrors yellowing leaves,
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1

And réapers binding golden sheaves,
And vineyards purl.;lo in the sup,
When fuluess fills the plenteous yeor
Of the bright upper-world, I hear
The voice amonyg the harvest-fields that mourns a daughter
dear.
37.
“ Lo, Ceres mourhs the bride of Dis,”
The old Earth moans, and rocks and hillz
¢ Persephoné ;” sad radiance fills
The dripping horn of Artemis,
Silverly shaken in the sky ;
And a great frost-wind rushing by—
“(Ceres will rob the eycs of Hell when seed-time draweth
nigh.”
‘ 8.
And in the seed-time after snow,
Do;»;n the long caves, in soft distress,
e Py corn-blades tangled in her dress,
The weary goddess®wanders slow—
Theanillion eyes of Heli are bente
On my strange queen in wonderment,—

The ghost of Iris gleams across my waters impotent !
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¢ 39,

And the sweet Bow bends mild and bland
8' e rainy meadows near the light,
When fading far along the night

They wander upward hand-in-hand ; ¢
And like a phantom I remain,

(‘hain’d to a throne in lonely reign,

Till, sweet with greenness, mounligfnt-kiss’d, she wanders

Sack again,
40.
But when afar thro’ rifts of gold
And caverns steep'd in fog complete,
I hear the beat of her soft feet,
My kingdom totters as of old ;
And, conscious of her sweeter worth,
Her godhead of serener birth,
Hell, breathing fire thro’ flowers and leaves, fcels to the

upper-earth.
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PAN.

Ir i8 not well, ye gods, it is not well!
Yea, hear me grumble—rouse, ye sleepers, rouse
Upon thick-carpeted Olumpos’ top—
Nor, faintly hearing, murmur in your sloth
“"Pis but the voice of Pan the malcontent !”
Shake the sleek sunshine from ambrosial locks,
Vouchsafe a sleepy glance at the far earth
* That undemeatah ye wrinkles dim @ith cloud,
Atld smile, and sleep again!
“ - Mg, when at first
The Zieep Vast murmur'd, and Eternity
Gave fm.'th a hollow sound while from its voids
Ye blossomg, thick as flowers, and Ly the light
Beheld yourselves eternal and divine,—

ME, underneath the darkness visible
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Ahd calm as ocean when the cold Moon smoothes’
The pulpitafting waves without a sound,—

Me, ye ‘é?m sleeping in a dream, ';vhite-hair'd,
Low-lidded, ggutle, aged, and like the shade

Of the eternal self-uncyusciousness

Out of whose law YE had awaken'd —gods
Fair-statured, self-a.ppmreflt, marvellous,

Dove-eyed, and inconceivably divine.

Orver the ledges of hich mountains, thro’
The fulgent streams of dawn, soft-pillowéd
On downy clouds that swam in reddening streaks
Like ngilk wherein a crimson wine-drop melts,
And far beyond the dark of vague low lands,
Uprose Apollo, shaking from his locks
Ambrosial dews, and aking as he rose
A murmur such as west winds weave in June,
Wherefore the darkness in whose depth I &t
Wonder'd : thro’ newly-woven boughs, the light «
Crept onward to mine eyelids unaware,
And fluttering &er my wrinkled length of ligeh .
Like tremulous butterflies above a gnake,
Disturb’d me,—and I stirr’d, and open’d eyes,
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' Then lifted up my eyes to see the light,

.Qnd'saw.tl_ne }ight, and, :eeing not myself,
Smiled !

Thereupon, ye gods, the woods angl lawns

» Grgyv popwlously glad with living things.
A rod .of stone beneath my heel grew bright,
Writhing to life, and hissing drew swift coils
O’er the upspringing grass ; above my, head
oA birch unbound her silver-shimmering Hair,
Brightening to the notes of numerous birds ;
And far dim mountains hollow’d out themselves
'To give forth streams, till down the mountain-sides
The loosen’'d streams ran flowing. Then a voice ,
Came from the darkness as it roll'd away
Under Apollo’s sunshine-sandall’d foot,
And the vague voice shrick'd “Pan!” and woods and
streams,

Sky:kissin.g mountains and the courteous vales,
Crie.d “Pan !” and eartlys reverberating roots
Gave forth an answer, ¢ Pan 1”” and stooping down
His fiery ogigs to scorch me from my tragce,
Unto the ravishment of. his soft lyre
“Pan!” sawg Apollo : when the wide world heard,
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Bhnrhtenmor brightlier, till thro’ murmurous leaves

Pale wood- nymphs peep'd around me whxspermg “Pan ’
And sw\eetﬂr faces floated in the stream -

That gurgled ¢o my ankle, whispering ¢ Pan!”
And, clinging te the agure gown of air

That ﬂoa:ccd earthward dropping scented dews,

A hundred lesser spirits panted *“ Pan!”

And, far along an gpening forest-glude,

Beating o green' lawn with alternate feet,

“Pan !” cried the satyrs leaping. Then all sounds
Were hush'd for coming of a sweeter sound ;

And rising up, with outstretch’d arms, I, Pan,

Look’d, eastward, saw, and knew myself a god.

It was not well, ye gods, it was not well !
Star-guiders, cloud-compellers—ye who stretch
Ambrosia-dripping limbs, great-statured, b.rig‘nt,
Silken and fair-proportion’d, in a place
Thick-carpeted with grass as sof} as sleep ;
Wio with mild glorious eyes of liguid depth
Subdue to perfegt peace and calm eterne
The mists and vapours of the nether-world,

That curl up dimly from the nether-world
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And make a roseate mist wherein ye lie
Soft.hdded broad-foreheadej stretc.,hd supme
Iu awful «,ontemplatlons—)e greai gods,
Who meditate your souls and find them faig—
e heirs of, odorgus rest—it was ngt well [—
Fog, with Apollo sheer above, I, Pan,
In whom a gracious godhead lived and moved,
TRose, glorious-heartedpand look’d down ; and lo,
Goat-legs, goat-thighs, goat-fect, unconth tud rude,
And, higher, the breast and bowels of a beast,
Huge thews and twisted sinews swoll'n like cords,
And thick integument of bark-brown skin—
A hideous apparition masculine !
But in my veins a uew and natural youth,
In my great vemns a music as of boughs
* When the cool aspen-fingers of theRain
Feel for the 'eyélids of the earth in spring,
In'every Vein &uick life ; within my soul
The .meekness of some swgct eternity
Forg:)t ; and ™ mine eyes soft violet-thoughts
That wi:ien’gbin the cycball to the light, ,
"And peep’d, and trembled chilly hack to the soul

Like leaves of violets closing.
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By my lawns,

My honey-ﬂowmg rivers, by my uoods
Gr ape-growmg, by my mou.xtums down whosn udes
The slow flocks thread like silver streams at eve;
By the deep comfort in the byes of Zeus
When the soft murmur of ray pgaceful dales
Blows like a gust of perfume on his cheek,
There where he reigns, clona-shrouded—by meek lives
That smoothe themselves lihe wings of doves and brood
Over immortal themes for lcve of me—
I swear it was not well. {

A;r, ay, ye smile ;—
Ye hear me, garrulous, and'turn again
To contemplation of the sothful clouds :
That curtain ye for sweemess. Hear me, gods!
Not the ineffable starsthat interlace
The azure panoply of Zeus himself,
Have surer sweetnes. than my hyacinths
When they grow blue n gazing on blue heaven,,
Téan the white lilies f my rivers when
In leafy spring Selenés silver horn .
Spills paleness, peace,and fragrance.—And for these,
For all the sensible o senseless things
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Which uwell the'éounds and ;ights of ea.th and air,
I snhtch some glory which of right belongs
To ye wﬁ‘mml revile : ay, and for these,

For all the sensible or senseless things
.thh sweéll the sounds and sights of eartl, and air,
I 7111 snatch fresher g]oxy, fresher joy,
Robbmg your rights in heaven day by day,
' Til) from my dispensation ye remove
Darkness, and drgught that parches thirsty skms',
The stinging alchemy of frost the agues
That rack me in the scason of wet winds—
Tilly bit by bit, my bestial nother-man
Peels off like bark, my green old age shoots up
Godhead apparent, and I know myself
Fair—as becomes a god !

Ay, I'ghall do!

Not I alone ari something garrulous, gods !
But theds+oadebosom’d earth, whose countless young ‘
Moun “ Pan ! 1 most pltcously when ye frown
In &mpests, or when Thunder, waving wings,
Groand crouchmfr from your lightning spezu's, and then
Springs at your lofty silence with a shnek !

Not I a.loneA.IOW horror masculine,
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Bit earthquake-shaken hills, the dewy dales,

Blue rivers ‘as they flow, and boughs of trees,
Yea, rm()‘nst,ers, and tixe purblind tace of men,
E}row garrulou's of your higher glory, gods ;
Yearning unto it moan my name aloud,
Climbing unto 1t shmck or whisper “Pan!”
Till from the far-off verdurous depths, from deep
Impenetrable woods whose wondrous roots
Blacken o coal or redden into gold,
I, stirring in this antient drecam of mine,
Make answer—and they hear.

In Arcady
I, sick of mine own envy, hollow’d out
A vallefy, green and deep ; then pouring forth
From the great hollow of my hand a stream
Sweeter than honey, bagle it wander on
In blue and oily lapse to the far sea.
Upon its banks grew flowers as thick as graws,
Gum-dropping poplars and the Rurple vine,
Slim willows dusty like the thighg of bees,
And, further, sta&ks of corn and wheat and ﬂ:},
And, even further, on the mountain sides

White sheep and new-yean'd lambs, and in the midst
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Mild-featured shepherds piping. Was not this

An image of your grander ease, O %ods'l
*A faint’sweet picture of your bliss, O gods?

They thank’d me, those sweet shepherds, with the smoke
Of crimson sacrjfice of lambkins glain,

lii'ch spices, succulent herbs that suvour meats,;

And ‘when they came upon me ere aware,

Walk'd sudden on my presence where I piped

By rivers lorn m;y mournful ditties old, -

* Cried “Pan!” and worshipp’d. Yet it was not well,

Ye gods, it was not well, that I, who gave

The harvest to these men, and with my breath
Thicken’d the wool upon the backs of sheep,

I, Pan, should in these purblind mortal forms
Witness a loveliness more gently fair,

Nearer to your dim loveliness, O -zods !

Than my iianlortal wood-pervading self,—

Carelessly blewn on by the rosy Hours,

Who breathe quick breath and smile before they die—
Goft-footed, horn’d, a gonster—yet a god.

[ ]
By wam:,;l; Aphrodité’s velvet limbs,
1 swear, ye amorous gods, it was not well !—

L2
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D3wn the long vale of Arcady I chased
A wood-nyn;ph, unapparell’d and white-limb'd,
From gfenming shoulder unto foot a curve
Delicious, like the bow of Artemis :
A gleam of dewy moonlight on her limbs ;
Within he;' veins a motion as of waves
Moon-led and silver-crested to the moon ;
And in her heart a sweetness such as fills
Uplooking maidens when the virgin orb .
Witches warm bosoms into snows, and gives
The colourable chastity of flowers
To the tumultuous senses curl’d within,
Her, after summer noon, what time her foot
Startled with moonlight motion milk-blue stalks
Of hyacinths in a dim forest glade,—
Her saw I, and, upliftieg eager arms,
I rush’d around her as a rush of boughs, Lo
My touch thrill'd thro’ her, she beheld my®face,*
And like a gnat it stung her, and she fled.

@ ‘

Down the green glade, along the verdurot‘l,s shade,
She screaming fled and I pursued behind :
By Zeus, it was as though the forest moved .
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Behingd her, following ; and with shooting boughs,
And bristling arms and stems, and murmurohs leaves,
It oddidd after her—-my underwood

Of bramble and the yellow-blossom’d furz:;

F}ung its, thick growth around h_far waist, my trees
lirop.t thorns before her, and my growing grass

Put forth its green and sappy oils and slid

Under her feet ; uniil, with streaming hair

Like ravell’d suashine torn ’mid scars apd cliffs,

Pale, breathless, and long-throated like a swan, )

With tongue that panted "tween the foamy lips

As the red arrow in a tulip’s cup,

She, coming swiftly on the river-side,

Into the circle of a sedgy pool

Plunged knee-deep, shricking. Then I, thrusting arms
To grasp her, touch’d her with hpt hands that clung
Like burr® to the soft skin ; while, writhing down
Yven #s fountain lessens gurglingly,
Sfe cjed to Artemis, ¢ Artemis, Artemis,
Sv#eet goddess, Art.en;ix; aid me, Artemis!”
And Oer the laurels on the rlver-sxde,

Dark a.nd low-fluttering, Daphne’s lndden soul
Breathed fearful hoar-frost, echoing * Artemis™ ;

58
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When lo, above the sandy sunset rose

The silver sitkle of the green-gown’d witch,
Which fitcker'd thrice into a pallid orb,

And thrice ﬂa.s]t’d white across the forest leaves,
And—Ilo, the chancro ye wot of : melting hmbs
Black’ning fo oosy sap of reeds, white hands
Waving aloft and putting forth green shoots,
The faint breath-bubbles circling in a pool,
Last, the sharp vice’s murmur dying awgy

In the 10\; lapping of the rippling pool,

The melancholy motion of the pool,

And the faint undertone of whispering reeds.

By Latmos and its shepherd, was it well ?
By smooth-chin’d Syrinx, was it well, O gods 1
Yet mark. What time the pallid sickle wax’d
Blue-edged and luminous o’er the black’ning wost,
I, looming hideous in the smooth pool, stooped
And pluck’d seven wondrous pipes of brittle reeds
Wherein the wood-nymph’s soul stxll flutter'd famt ;
And these seven pipes I shaped to one, wherein ¢
1, Pan, with ancient and dejected head -
Nodding above its image in the ppol,
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And latgoe limbs stretch’d their length on shadowy baks,
D1cl breathe such wen'd and awful ravmhmen{
Such symmetry of sadness and sweet sound, . .
Such murmurs of deep boughs and hollow gells,
That neither bright Apollo’s hair-strung lute,
Nor Heré’s queenly tongue when her red lips
Flutter to intercession of love-thoughts
Throned in the counsel-keeping cyes of Zeus,

, Nor airs from heaven, blow sweetlier. Icar me, gods!
Behind her veil of azure, Artemis
Turn’d pale and listen’d ; mountains, woods, and streams,
And every mute and living thing therein,
Marvell'd, and hush’d themselves to hear the end.—
Yea, far away, the fringe of the green sea
Caught the faint sound and with a deeper moan
Rounded the pebbles on the shadowy shore.
Whence, itt the season of the pensive eve,
The eafth pl&mes down her weary, weary wings ;
The Hgurs, each frozen in his mazy dance,
Look scared upon the,pta,rs and seem to stand
Stone-stlll,n llke chisell'd angels mockm& Time ;
And woods and streams and mountains, beasts and birds,
And serioug hearts of purblind men, are hush’d ;

.
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While music sweeter far than any dream
Floats from' the far-off silence, where I sit
Wondrously wov'n about with for:ast boughs—
'i‘hrough whick the moon peeps fantly, on whose leaves
The unseen stars sprinkle a diamond dew.—
And shadov;’d m some water that not flows,
But, pausing, spreads dark waves as smooth as o1l
To hListen ! '

, Am T over-garrulous, gods? *
Thou pale-faced witeh, green-kirtled,—thou whose light .
Troubles the beardless shepherd where he sleeps
On Latmos,—am I over-gar;ulous‘l
Nay, thon, pale huntress of my groves, I swear
The hly and the primrose neath thy heel
Savour as fair as thee, as pure as thee,
Drinking the lucid glansour of thy speed ;
And on the cheeks of marriageable maids
Dwelleth a pallor enviably sweet,
Swect as thy swectest self, yet robb'd from thee,
Snosw-bosom’d lady, art thou proud?—Then hark . .
When last in the gool quiet of the night
Thou glimmeredst dimly down with thy white nymphs,
And brush’d these dewy lawns with buskin'd foot,
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I, Pan the scorn'd, into an oak-tree crept,

1}nd holdmg between thumb and ﬁnger—-thus—-
A tiny acorn, dropt it cunningly * .

In the small nest beneath thy snow-heap’d Yreasts,
wnd thou didst pause in tumult, cried alcud,

THen vedden’d hke a rose from breast to brow,
Sharp-crimson like a rose from breast to brow,
Aud trembled, aspen rcarted, timorous

s new-yean'd lafbs, and with a young doe’s ery
Startled amazed from thine own tremulous shade

Fgint-mirror’d in the dark anq dewy lawn !

.

A
Why do I murmur darkly, do ye ask?
What do I seek for, yearn for?— Why, not much.
I would be milky-limb’d and straifht and tall

* And pleasant-featured, ke Apolis thore !
1 wquld.be litl:e and fair as Hermes is ;

" And, with that glitteringushonth of god-like form,
Trusb me, could find fot it a wit as keen
As that whicly long ago did prick and pain
The thin skin of the Sun-god. I would be

fbta.nd and fime-statured as becomes a god,

Ha, turn your mild grand eyes, O gods, and heay !
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A sight divi.ne conceived harmoniously,
A stately incarnatiomns of my sweetg
Ripings in %onely places. There’s the worm !
‘

Ay, ay, the mfood is dh me—I am aged,
White-bearded, and my very lifted hands
Shake garrulously—and ye hear, and smile.
By the faint undertone of this Llind Earth,
Swooning towards the pathway of the Sin
With flowery pulses, leafy veins, whene’er
She hears in intercession of new births
My voice miraculous melancholy old,—
I swear not I alone, a sensible god,
Shall keep these misproportions, worse than beast’s ;
While woods and streams, and all that dwell therein,
And merest flowers, and the starr'd coils of snakes,
Yea, purblind mortal men, inhale from heaven
Such dews as give them heavenly seeml'me'ss,
Communicably lovely as the shapes
That doze on high Olumpos.

N ’ Is it well? &

Ye who compel the very clouds to forms
Beauteous and purely beauteoﬁs, ere my raim
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Rends their white vestments into flowers to make
My peaceful vales look lovely,—godl. great go?is,
I ask ye, %is it well ’I—Ye answer not.
But Earth has answer'd, and all things thatdgrow,
All things that liye, all things that feel or.seg .
The interchanges of the sun and moon ;
And with a yearning palpable and dumb,
Yet conscious of some glory yet unborn,
.Of unfulfilléd mysteries, I, Pan,
Prophesy.

. In the time to come,—in years
Across whose vast I wearily impel
These antient, blear’d, and humble-lidded ;ycs,—
Some law more strong than I, yet part of me,
Some power more piteous, yet a part of me,
Shall hurl ye from Olumpos to thesdepths,
- And bruise ye back to that great darkness whence
Ye'bloss®m'd tMick as flowers ; while I—I, Pan—
The's a.ntlont haunting shadow of dim earths,

Shall slough this form of beast, this wrinkled length,

Yea, cast it fr(‘m my feet as one who shakes
A worthless garment off ; and lo, beneath,
" Mild-featured,manhood, manhood eminent,
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?ubdued into the glory of a god,

Sheer harn;ony of bady and of so(ul,

Wondrousy and inconceivably divine.
(

Wherefore ye gods, with this my prophecy .
I sadden those sweet sounds I pipe unseen.
From dimly lonely places float the sounds
To haunt the regions of the homeldss air,
Whatever changeful season ye vouchsafe
To all broad worlds which, hearing, whisper, “Pan !”
And thence they reach the hearts of loncly men,
Who wearily bear the burthen and are pain’d
To utterance of fond prophetic song,

Who singing smile, because the song is sweet,
Who die, because they cannot sing the end.

It is my care to keep the graves of such
Thick-strewn and deep with grass and precious fowers’
Such as ye slumber on ; and to those graves,

It sable vestments, ever comes the ghost
Of my forgot and dumb eternity, ‘
Mnemosyne ; but what she broods on there

I know not, nor can any wholly know,
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Mortal or god. The seasons come and go,
«n theig due season pegish rocks and trees,

In their due season are the streams drain’d dry ;

Earth dumbly changes, and those lonely then,
=Less blintl tham purblind mortals, sing .md.die ;

But still, with hooded and dejected head,

Above those graves ponders Mnemosyne ;

While I remain to pfpe my ditties old,

And my new prbphecy, in antient wood$

And by the margins of unfortunate pools,—

My wondrous music dying afar away

" Upon the fringes of the setting sun.

ﬂ)g
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THE NAIAD.

1.
DiaN white-arm’d has given me this ool shrine,
Deep in the bosom of a wood of pine :
The silver-sparkling showers
That hive me in, the flowers
That prink my fountain’s brim, are Rers and mine ;
Acnd when the days are mild and fair,
And grass is springing, buds are blowing,
Sweet it is, 'mid waters flowing,
Here to sit, and know no care,
’Mid the waters flowing, flowing, flowing, «
Combing my yellow, yellow hair.

<

2.

The ounce and panther down the mountain-side

Creep thro’ dark greenness in the eventide ;
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Aud at the fountain’s brink
' Castmg great shades they drink,
Gn.zmg upon me, tame ‘and sapphu'e eyed
For, awed by my pale face, whose lighg
Gleametly thro’ sedge and,lilies yellow,
« They, lapping at my fountain mellow-,‘
Harm not the lamb that in affright
Throws in the’ pool so mellow, mellow, mellow,

 Its shadow small and dusky-white.

3.
Oft do the fauns and satyrs, flusht with play,
Come to my coolness in the hot noon-day.
Nay, once indecd, I vow
By Dian’s truthful brow, o
The greht god Pan himself did pass this way,
A, all®in festal oak-leaves clad,
»His limbs among these lilies throwing,
Watch’d the silw;er waters flowing,
I:isten’g to their music glad,
Saw and heard them flowing, flowing, flowing,
And gh ! his face was worn and sad !
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4.
. Mild joys around like silvery’ v:mters fall ;
But 1t is swactest, sweetest far of all,
In the cplm summer night,
When the tree-tops look white,
To be exhaled in dew at Dian’s call,
Among my sister-clouds to move
Over thé darkness earth-bedimming,
Milky-robed thro’ heaven swimming,
Floating round the stars above,
Swimming proudly, swimming, proudly swimming,

And waiting on the Moon I love.

5.

So tenderly I ke‘ep this cool green shrine,

Deep in the bosom of a wood of pine ; «
Faithful thro’ shade and sun,

. That service due and done
May haply earn for me a place divine
Among the white-robed deities

That thread thro’ starry paths, attending
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My swect Lady, calmly wending
. Thro’ the silcnee of the skies, .
)
C€hanging 1n hues*of beauty never endiyg,

Drinking the light of Dian’s eyes.
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THE SATYR.
Y
THE; trunk of this tree,
Dusky-leaved, shaggy-rooted
Is a pillow well suited
To a hybrid like me,
Goat-bearded, goat-footed ;
For the boughs of the glade
Meet above me, and throw
A cool pleilsant shade
On the greenness below ;
Dusky and brown’d l
Closc the leaves all around ;
And yet, all the whilé,
Thro’ the boughs I can see
A star, with a smile,

Looking at me.
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2,
Full length J lie,
On this moésy tree-knot,
With face to the sky, .
v The vast blue I'ses not;  #4en
And I start in surprise
Irom my dim half-dream,
With tlie moist white ¢leam
Of the star in mine eyes :
So strange does it seem
Thav the star should beam
From her erystal throne
On this forest nook
Of all others, and look
Tpon me alone :
Ay, that yender divine®
Soft face
® Should shine
On this one place ;
And, when #hings so fair
Filpthe earth and air,
Should choose to be,
Night after night,

[

. F
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The especial light
" of aenonster likegme !

¢ 5 3.
» oy, all dety long,
I run about
With a madeap throng,
And laugh and shout,
Silenuy grips
My ears, and strides
On my shaggy hips,
And up and down
In an ivy crown '
Tipsily rides ;
And when in a dose
His eyelids close,
Off he tumbles, and I
Can hLis wine-skin teal,
I drink—and feel ,
The grass roll—sed-high
Then with shouts and yells,
Down mossy dell?,

I stagger after

¢
(=]
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The wood-nymphs fleet,
Who with wocking laughter
And smiles retreat ;
And just as I clasp
Ayiclding waist,
With a cry embraced, '
——Gush ! it melts from my grasp
Into w:;ter cool,
And—bubble ! trouble!’
Seeing doublo!
I stumble and gasp

In some icy puol !

All suborn me,
Flout e, scorn me !
Drunken joys
And cares are mine,
Romp and nojse,
And thedregs of wine ;
Awd whene'’er in the night
Diana glides by

» The spot where 1 lie,
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With her maids green-dight,
T mugt turn my bygek
« Inp a rnde affright, )
! And Blindly fiy
~+%rom hersshining track ; ,
Or if only I hear
Her bright foot-full near,
Fall with face to the'gmss,

Not' breathing for fear .

Till I foel her pass.

Iam—
I know not what :
Neither what T am,
Nor wha. I am not—
I seem to have rollick’d,
And frolick’d,
In this wood for ay,
With a beast’s delight
Romping all day,
Dreaming all night !

Yet I seem
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To remember awaking
Just heng, and aching
With the last forsaking
Tender gleam

Of g droll strange dream.— l

When 1 lay at mine ease,
With a sense at my heart
of bci'ng a part

Of the grass and trees

And the scented earth,
And of driuking the bright
Subdued sunlight

With a leafy mirth :

Then behold, I could see
A wood-nymph peeping

Out of her tree, hd

" And closer créeping,

'I'imorously

Looking at me !

And stillsso still

$lay until
She trembled close to me,

» Soft as a rose to me,
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And I leapt with a thrill
‘And a shout, and thwew
“Arms around her, arad press’d her,
Kiss" her, caress’d her,— -
Eé she screfm’d, and flew. .

6.
Then I was 'ware
Of a power I had—
To drink the air,
Laugh and shout,
Run about,
And be consciously glad—
So I follow’d the maiden
’Neath shady eaves,
Thro’ groves &eep-laden
With fruit and leaves,
Till, drawing near
To a brooklet clear,
I shuddering fled »
From the monstrous shape
There mirroréd—
Which seem’d to espy ‘n}e,
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And grin and gape,
And leap up high
In the air with a cry,
And fly me!

7.

Whence I scem to have slowly
Grown conscious of being

A ththg wild, unholy,
And foul to the secing.—

But cre I knew aunght
Of others like me,

I would lie, fancy-fravght,

In the greenness of thought,
Beneath o green trec ;

And seem to be deep ®
In the scented earth-shade
*Neath the grass of the glade,

In a strange !m.lf—sleep :

When the wind seem’d to move me,
#he cool rain to kiss,

The sunlight to love me,

o The stars in their bliss
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To tingle above me ;
'And I cmept thro’ decp bowers
« Tkat were sparklin{; with showers
nd sprouting for pleasure,
k;?i T quickén’d the flowers,
To a joy without measure—
Till my sense scem’d consuming
With warmth, and, u‘pspringing,
I saw the flowers blooming,"

Aud heard the birds singing !

8.

Wherever I range,

Thro’ the greenery,
That vision strange,

Whatsobver it be,

Is a part of me
‘Which suffers not change.—
The changes of earth,

Water, air, ever-stirring,

Disturb me, conferring
My sadness or mirth :

‘Wheresoever I run,
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I drink strength from the sun ;
The wind etirs my veing
With the leaves of the woo;l,
The dews and the rains
Mingle into my blood. .
I stop short
In my sport,
l’until.lg, and cower,
While the blue skies darken
With a sunny shower ;
And I lie and hearken,
In a balmy pain
To the tinkling clat"cer,
Pitter, patter,
Of the rain
On the leaves close t® me,
" And sweet thrills pass
Thro' and thro’ me,
Till T tingle like gruss.

When lightning with noise

« Tears the wood's green ceiling,

When the black sky’s voice
Is terribly pealing,

75
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1 hide me, hide me, hide me,
® With wild averted fice,

In some torror-stricken place,
Wl.xi'le flowers and trees beside me,
“And every streamlet near,

Darken, whirl, and wonder,
Above, around, and under,
And murmur back the thunder

In a palpitating fear !

9.
Ay ; and when the earth turns
A soft bosom of balm
To the darkness that yearns
Above it, and grows
To dark,dewy, and calm
Repose,—
I, apart from rude riot,
Partake of the quiet,
The night is bequeathing,
Lie, unseen and unheard,
In the greenness just stirt’d

By its own soft breathing— ©
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. And my heart then thrills
With agtrange sensation
Like the pwl of rills
Down moonlit hills
That loom afar, *
With a sweet sensation
Like the palpitation
of y(;nder star !

10.
Thro’ yonder bough
Her white ray twinkles ;
And ou my brow
She silently sprinkles
A dewy rain,
That lulls my br8in
* 1% a dream of being
¢ .Under the ground,
Blind to seeing,
Denf to sound,
Twinking a dew
That drops from afar,
*And fecling unto
.
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The sweet pulse'of a star,
Who is bgckoning me ,,
« Thqugh I cannot seé !
An}i of suddenly blooming
Up into the air,
And, swooning, assuming
The shape I wear!
While all fair things
Fly night and day from m,
Wave bright wings,

And glimmer away from me!

11,

—She shines above me,

And heareth not,

Though £ie smiles on this spot
And seems to love me. '
Here I lie aloof,

Goat-footed, knock-kneed,

A monster, indeed,( a
From horns to hoof ;

And the star burns clearly

With pearl-white gleam—

»
<
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Have I merely
Dream’dea. drcam?

12

—1Did she hear mey I wonder ¢—
She trembles upon
Her throne—and is gone !

The bouéhs darken under,
Then thrill, and are stirr'dl
By the notes of a bird.

The green grass brightens
With pearly dew,

And the whole wood whitens
As the dawn creeps thro’.—

“ Hoho ! "—that shout

Flung the cchoes abcat

* The boughs, like balls !

Who calls —

*Tis the noisy rout

Of my fallc.yws upspringing

# From slecp and dreaming,

To the birds’ shrill singing,

o The day’s soft beaming :
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And they madly go
{To and fro,

Though o’ mghts they are dumb. ‘
Hoho ! hoho'!

I come! T come'

Hark '—to the cry

They reply
« Ha, there, ha!”
« Hurrah '”—“huniah 1”7«

And starting frud
At the s,

Tn the deptbs of the glade
Echo replies—
« Ho, there ! ”—¢ho, there!”—
By the stream below thete

The answ er dies.
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VENUS ON THE SUN-CAR.

L
TELL me, thou many-finger'd Frost,
Coming and going like a ghost
In leafless woods forsaken—
O Frost, that o’er him lying low
Drawest the garment of thoe Snow
, o Yrom silver cloud-wings shaken,
And round bare boughs with strange device
.Twinest fantastic leaves of ice—
When will Adon waken ?
JLo, dawn by dawn I rise afar
Besideﬁpollo in his car,

And, far below us wreathing,
[ ]
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Thy fogs and mists are duskly curl'd
Roufd the white slumber 3f the world,
¢ Lke to its own dee‘p breathing ;

But crimson thro’ the mist our light
Foameth and freezeth, till by night
Snow-bosom’d hills we fade on—
The pallid god, at my desire,
Gives unto thee a breath of fire
To reach the lips of Adon. ’

2.
Tell me, thou bare and wintry World,
*Wherein the wingéd flowers are curl’d
Like pigmy spirits dozing—
O World, within whose lap he lies,
With thy quicti earth upon his eyes,

In dim unseen reposing, ’
Husht underneath the wind and storm,
Still rosy-lipt in darknesy warm—

Are Adon’s eyes unclosing ?
Lo, dawn by dawn I rise afar ™
Beside Apollo in his car,

Thro’ voids of azure soaring,
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And gazing down on regions dead,
With golden hdir dishevelled,

And clasped .ha.nds imploring.®
Wonderful creatures of the light
Hhover shove thee, hanging bright

Faint pictures glen and glade on :
The pallid god, at my desire,

Hideth in glimmermg snows his fire,

To reach the sleep of Adon.

8.
Tell me, thou spirit of the Sun,
Radiant-lock’d and awful one,
Strong, constant, unforsaking—
Sun, by whose shadier side I sit,
And search thy face, and question 1it,
Conferring light and taking—
‘Whose ziery westward motion throws
The shadow-hourg on his repose,—
Is my Adoh wakmg?
Lo, dawi1 by dawn I rise afar
Beside thee in thy flaming car,
Thou ever-constant comer !

8%

e2



84

THE UNDERTONES,

And flashing on the clouds that break
Arodyd our path thy supb‘éams make
‘ Afphantom of the summer.
O breathe upon the Moon, that she
May use her magic witchery o
‘When snowy hills we fade on,
That, in the dark, when thov art gone,
She speed the resurrection,
And stir the sleep of Adon !~

4,
Tell me, O silve;-w'mgéd Moon,
That glidest to melodious tune
Ice-sparkling skies on skies up,—
O Moon, that to the sunset grey,
Drinking faint'light that fades away,
Liftest immortal eyes up, )
And walking on, art thro’ the night
Troubled to pain by that strange light,—
‘When will Adon rise up ?
Lo, dawn by dawn I rise afar
Beside Apollo in his car,
Imploring sign or token
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But night by night such pale peace beams

Upon his slumber, that it segms
Too beauteous to be broken !

O gentle goddess, be not cold—

Bat, some dim dawn, may we behcld
New glory hill and glade on,

The leaves and flowers alive to bliss,

.And, somewhat pale with thy last kiss,
Thesmiling face of Adon!

85



VIL

SELENE THE MOON.
<

1.
I BiDE myself in the cloud that flies
From the west and drops on the hill's grey shoulder,
And T gleam thro’ the cloud with my panther-eyes,
While the stars turn paler, the dews grow colder ;
I veil my naked glory in mist,
Quivering downward and dewily glistering,
Till his sleep is as pale as my lips unkist, u
And I tremble above him, panting and listening.
As white as a star, as cold as a stone, ‘
Dim a8 my light in a sleeping lake, ‘-
With his head on his arm he lieth alone.
And I sigh % Awake |
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Wake, Endymion, wake and see !”
And he stirs in his sleep for the love of me ; )
But on his eyelids my Breath I shake: .
“ Endymion, Endymion !
Avaken, awaken !”
' And the yellow grass stirs with the mystic moan,
And the tall pines groan,
And Echo sighs in her grot forsaken
The name®of Endymion !

2.

A foamy dew from the Ocean old,

Whence I rise with shadows behind me flying, ,
Drops from my sandals and glittereth cold

On the long spear-grass where my love is lying ;
My face is dim with departed suns,

And my <yes are dark from the depths of ocean,
A gtargy shuddér throughout me runs,

And my pale cloud stirs with a radiant moti'on,
Whe.n the darkness wherein he slumbers alone

Ebbs back frq .« my brightness, as black waves break
From my shining ankle with shuddering tone ;

And Isigh ¢ Awake !
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 Wake, Endymion, wake and hear !”
And he stirs (u his sleap with a drekmy fear,

And his thirWlips part for my sweet sake :
“ Endymion, Endymion !
Awaken, ‘awaken !’

And the skies are moved, and a shadow is blown
From the Thunderer's throne,

And the spell of a voice from Olumpos shaken
Echoes ¢ iilndymion 1

3.

Then under his lids like a balmy rain

I put pale dreams of my heavenly glory ;—
And he sees me lead with a silver chain

The tamed Sea-Tempest white-tooth’d and hoary ;
And he sees me fading thro’ forests dark .

Where the leopard and lion avoid me in wonder,
Or ploughing the sky in a pearly bark, )

While the earth is dumb with my beauty under !
Then he brightens and yearns where e lies alone,

And his heart grows dumb with a yea.rn.i?g‘ ache,
Ang the thin lips part with a wondering moan,

As T sigh “ Awake! *

.
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Wake, Endymion, wake and see
All things grow bright $or the love of me,
With a love that grows"gentle for thy sw.:et sake !
Endymion, Endymion !
Awaken, qawaken t”
* Awd my glory grows paler, the deep woods groan,
And the waves intone,
Ay, all things whercon my glory is shaken

Murmur “*Endymion !”

4.

Ai! The black earth brightens, the Sea creeps near

When I swim from the sunset’s shadowy portal »
But he will not see, and he will not hear,
‘ Though to hear and see were to be immortal :
Pale as a star and cold as a stone, ,.; )

Dim as my ghost in a sleeping lake,
In tn iey vision®he lieth alone,

" AndlI sigh “ Awake !
Wa.k:, Endymion, wake and be
Divine, d.ivine, e, the love of me!”

And my odorous breath on his lids I shake :

% Endyenion, Endymion !
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Awaken, awaken ! ” v

But Zeus itteth cqld on his cloyd-shrouded throne
And hareth my moan, °

'..And his stern lips form not the hope-forsaken
Name of Endymion
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IRIS THE RAINBOW.

1.
'Mip the cloud-enshrouded haze
Of Olumpos I anise,
With the full and rainy gaze
Of Apollo in mine eyes ;
But I shade my dazzled glance
With my dripping pinions white
Whete the sunlight sparkles dance
In a many-tinctured light :
My foot upan ‘the woof
Of afloccy cloudlet small,
I glimmer thro’ the roof
@f the paven banquet-hall,
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And a soft pink radiance dips
hro’ the floating mist#h divine,
"Poukhing eyes and chéeks and lips
Of the mild-eyed gods supine,
And the pinky otlour rolls .
Round their foreheads, while I stain,
With a blush like wine, th? bowls
Of foam-crusted porcelain :
Till the whole calm place has daught
A deep gleam of rosy fire—
When I darken to the.thought
In the eyes of Zeus the Sire.

2.

Then Zeus, arising, stoops

O’er the ledges of the skies,
Looking downward, thro’ the loops *

Of the starry tapestries,
On the evident dark plain

Speck’d with wood ang hill and strea.m,
On the wrinkled tawny maitiwe ‘
Where the ships, like snowflakes, gleam ;

And with finger without swerve, o
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Swiftly lifted, swiftly whirl'd,
He draws a x!lagic curve o .
O’er the cirrds of the world ; o -
When with waving wings display’d,
* On .the Sun-god’s threshold bright
I upleap, and seem to fade
In & hugpid flash of light ;
But I plunge thro’ vapours dim
To ¢he dark low-lying land, ’
And I tremble, float, and swim,

On the strange curve of the Hand :
From my wings, that drip, drip, drip,
With cool rains, shoot jets of fire,

As across green capes I slip
With the thought of Zeus the Sire.

3.
Thefice, with drooping wings bedew'd,
Folded close about my form,
I alight with }eet unview'd ‘
outle ledges of the storm ; '
For a moment, cloud-enroll'd,

Mid the murm'rous rain I stand,
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And with meteor eyes bebold
Vapoury ocean, misty‘ land ;
E‘ﬂi\the thought of Zéus outsprings
From my ripe mouth with a sigh,
And anto my lips it clings
Like a shining butterfly ;
When I brighten, gleam, and glow
And my glittering wings unfurl,
And the melting colours flow *
To my foot of dusky pearl ;
And the ocean mile on mile
Gleams thro’ capes and straits and bays,
And the vales and mountains smile,
And the leaves are wet with rays,—
While I wave the humid Bow
Of my wiags with flash of fire,
And the Tempest, crouch’d below, *
Knows the thought of Zeus tife Sire,
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ORPHEUS THE MUSICIAN.

I sar of old beside a stream new-born
From loamy loins of mountains t;old,

And it was garrulous of dreamssyforlorn
A visions old :

Wherefore the legends of the woods and caves
Wnth tkﬁ'mnt melody were blended ;

And as the stream slid down to ocean-waves,
I ooxﬁprehended.
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Into a dreary silence dim and deep
I sank with ¢rowsy sighs dad nods :

Then sapg4-my blue oyes dark and wise from sleep—
The birth of gods.—

A gleaming shoulder cut the streasn, and lo!
I saw th(: glistening Naiad rise :

She floated, like a lily white as snow,
With half-closed eyes.

And 8uddenly, thronging the boughs around,
Came forest faces strange and glad,

That droopt moist underlips and drank the sound
Divinely sad. ‘

Far down the glade, where heaVy, shadows slept,
Stole, purple-stainéd by the Vifrem *
Silenus,—thro’ whose blood my music erept

Like wondrous wine :
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Tiptoe, like one who fr.rs to break ‘a spell,
He came, with eJeballs blank gs glass—
Not dr~wing breath till,sat my feet, he fal!

Prone on the grass.

Tlxc‘n: feaning forked chin upon his hand,
He listen’d, dead to tipsy strife,

And lo! his fack grew smooth and soft and bland
With purer hfe.

Goat-footed fauns and satyrs one by one,
With himbs upon the greensward thrown,
Gather'd, and darken’d round me 1 the sun,

Like shapes of stoue :

» B&ween the sunset and the green hillside
Quaint pigre’ spirits huger'd bright,
Till heaven’s white eyes swam dewy, opening wide
To the delight,—
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While sunlight redden’d, dyiriv, and below
All heark’d«like shapes Lpon a cup,
By skigd Heré, in the ambrosial glow,
‘ Held rosily up.

Then twilight duskly gloam’d upbn the place,
Full of gweet odour and cool shade,

But music made a lamp of every face
In the forest-glade :

Ti]l‘swiftly swam, in showers of pearly beams,
Selené to her azure arc,

Scat;:ering silence, }igbi, and dewy dreams
On eyelids dark. .

. The music sadden’d, and the grpenwood stirr'd,
The moonlight clothed us Eﬂ‘mr-veil,
As stooping down the dove-eyed goddess heard,
Stiled, and grew pale:
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.
For as they listen’d, ghtyrs, nymphs, and fauns
Conceived their immortality—s
Yea, (ke weird spirits of the woods and lawns

Gross, vile, to see—

Whence her pure iight disturb’d them, and they strove
To shake aw:y the sweet strange gharm ;

But the light l:righten’d, shaken from above
With pearly arm. :

They ocould not fly, they could not cry nor sPeal.(,
It held them like a hand of strength,—

They hid their faces, wild, abash’§ and weak,
Andewrithed full length.

Phe Naiad lifted up bér dewy chin,
And knew, saw the light with love,
Made peaceful by a purity akin
To her# above.
H 2
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And countless beauteous spirity of the shade
Knew their §wn souls and felt no fear;
_While Echo, nestling in her thyme-cave, wmade

An answer clear.

Till, when I ceased to sing, the sa"tyr-crew
Rush’d back to riot and carouse H

Self-fearful faces blushingly withdrew
Into leafy boughs;

Lastly, Silenus to his knees upcrept,
Rubb'd eyelids swollen like the vine,

Stared blankly round him, vow'd that he had slept,
And bawl'd for wine.
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POLYPHEME'S PASSIOI"T .

Ho, Silenus !—no one here!

The kitchen empty, the flocks in stalls,

The red fire flickering over the walls,
And—a young kid spitted—dainty cheer !
Ho, Silenus '—tipsy old reveller,
Soft-zone-unloosener, bright-hair—di%heveller,
Where art ¢hou hiding, you tipsy old.hound you,
With thy beard of a goat and thine eyes of a lamb ¢

o BILENTS,

Ho, Cyclops !

POLYPHEME.

)
He mocks me! Where are you, confound yon ¥
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SILENUS. \

Patience, sweet masttr, here I am !—

.
L]

POLYPHEME,
lise ! or with my great ﬁst I'll put an end to the? 2
The drtgs of my great flagon have been warming thee—
Thou'rt drunk, sow-ears. I find ther¢'s no reforming thee,
/Tho" six ronnd rpoons I've tried to be a f;riend to thee.
Once more divinely warming those old veins,
Chirping like grasshoppers at every pore,.
Fouming as warm as milk among thy brains,
Gushing like sunshine in thine heart’s dry core,
‘uns-tht pink nectar of my vines. It stains,
Flowing from that bald head, this grassy floor—
Too sweet for earth to drink, unmeet for thee, .
Fit only to be quaﬁ'gd'by gods like me !

SILENTUS,

Cyclops!

POLYPHEME.
Jump up, then, quickly. Nay, n: more,
Follow me to this rocky eminence,
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Cool-cushion’d with the yellow moss, from whence
We can at ease behola ' .

The cloud-stain'd greennese of the ocean sleek,. .

Rounding its glassy waves into the creek,
Specl;led with sparkling jewels manifold,

And} far away, one melting patch of gold.
Now, sit —Nay, nearer, higher—here, above

My shoulder. Turn thy face to mine, Silenus !

wlcar not :—being*fil’d with the sweet mill'{ of Venus,

Thou'rt a fit counsellor for one in love ;

And, as 'm in a talking hm.nour, why—

Suppose we chat a little at our leis.ure.

SILENTUS,
With pleasure !
The subject ?
POLYPHEME,
One alone beneath the sky,

Old.ma.n, is worthy of yHe conversation

And serious considé‘d: '
Of such & god as I

Now, guess tk® name of that sweet thing ¢
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SILENUS,
With ease.

Rucchus, ¢he god to whom thede aged knees

Be'nd gloriously impotent so often,

And in whose luscious pool

I dip hot mouth and eyes, and soak and soften

The yoke of thy strong rule.

POLYPHEME,

A thing a thousand times more beautiful !

SILENUS,
I know no thing more beautiful than he
When, dripping odours cool,

Deep-purpled, like a honey-bosom’d flower,
TFor which the red motith buzzes like a bee,
He bursts from thy deep caverns gushingly, )

And throws his pleasure round him in & shower, o
And sparkles, sparkles, like the eyes that see,
Inesunshine, murmuring for very glee

And bursting foamy bubbles until sour
Lips tremble into moist anticipation
Of his rich exultation !
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Has little Bacchus, whom ye praise se, power
To unnerve these mighty limbs; make this opie Eye
Rain impotent tears, hurl this gigantic bulk *
Down on its stubborn knees—nay, make me skulk
* And fume and fret, and simper oaths, and sigh,
Like tiny mortal milking-maids who sulk
In dairies, frothing yellow like their cr(.eam?
, Could Bacchus, 8nce let loose to fight and fly,
Do all these things to sinewy Polypheme$

SILENUK.

i 4suredly !

. POLYPHEME.
By this right hand, yeu lie !—

ITama god’, great-statured, strong, and born

Ouj of PoseMon’s nervy loins divine !
flaugh the wrath of Zeus himself to scorn ;
An:i when I rise ex?n Aetna’s horn

My shadow on the faint sea-hyaline
Falls like a cloud wherein the winds drop still

, And white-wihg'd ships move slowly without will.
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Shall bulk so wondrous and so gn\:d as mine
Yield to the miserable god of wine

SILENUS,

Certainly not.

POLYPIEME.
« Never !—by Pallag’ spenr,
At whose sharp touch the plump god leaps and flies,
While startled Revel shrieks with haggard eyes !
Never, by Hermes, whom the drunken fear,

But whose quick fingers pilfer not the wise !

SILENTUS.

Whom shall we praise, O Cyclops? °

POLYPHEME,
Thou shalt hear—
Tell me, didst thou ever se» a,—
Ever hear a, ever hear a,—
Either far away or near, a—
Nymph so sweet as Galatea ?
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BILENUS,

Never !

 POLYPHEME.
*Tis false, old man ! &hz is not fitir ;—
'I‘hose weeds that under ocean rot at ease
Into dagk dreams o’ ¢he flowery earth, and there
Put purples in the sea-nymph’s sunny hai}'
. Are fairer : she is changeable ‘as these.
She is as wanton as the perfumed fays
That dimple on the windless sea and dally,
Musically,
With the puff’d sails of ships becalm'd for days. «

) SILENUS.
True, Cyclops, she is fickle ; and b9 her

Whose amorous breath blew the Greek host, to Troy,
1 lsave seen faifer !

/rowmmm.

Dotard ! Driveller !
- Not her the false Idalian shepherd-boy,
. With silken string, like a tame heifer, led—

.
.
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“Nay, not lush Aphrodite, whose &ue eyne,
Pink- lxdded smileti on their unhallow’d bed—

Is half so fair, so precious, so divine,

As Galatea !

SILENTS,

Exactly what I said.

' POLYPHEME. .

Her voice hath gentle sweetness, borrowéd

From soft tide-lispings on the pebbly sand,
*Tis like the brooding doves in junipers ;
) White as a shell of ocean is her hand,
Wherein, like ocean sound, the pink blood stirs !
Her hair excels the fruitage of the beech
Wherein the sun runs liquid gleam on gleam ;
Her breasts are like tw.o foamy bowls of cream,
A red straw-berry in the midst of each ;

And the soft gold-down on her silken chin
Is like the under-side of a ripe peagch—

:l dimple dipping honeyly therein

RILENUS.

‘ Her eyes—
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Imrumn.
Profane them not !—Fdr their sweet fire is
Woendrous and various as "the Bow

Drawn over rainy ledges dripping low

» .

By many-colour'd Iris—

* Fr:Jm whose }.Jright end, plunged the dark waters
under, . ’

Woven with the tapestries of her sea cave,

Aund dying hue l.)y hue on the green wave,

They may have drunk a portion of their wonder.

But oh, what tongue can tell

Their glory inexpressible ?

You seem to see the music of the ocean

Folded within them, as within a shell,

And gently stirring with a violet motion,

Until it drops unto the lips, and tiere

Flutters in‘ perfumed accents on the air!

Ner #his alone’ They change as the sea changes,

.Iu Ques as various as the ringdove's dyes :

Whatso?ver sweet a;nd‘tmnge is

Flashes across them with a quick surprise.

Now, in their troubled orbs rise multiform

Wild pictures. of sky-tempest and sea-storm ;



110 THE UKDERTQ ES.

«And her wild eyes droop bﬁghtl)(;n her breast
Till it is troubled like a thing distrest ;
But in thejr softest mood
You watch the pale soul tremulously brood
On those bright orbs whosd fire the dark sea cools,
And there it trembles, as the moonlight flows
On scas just stirr’d by their own deep repose °
And throbbing, ‘throbbing, into silver pools !

SILENUS.
O eloquent Cyclops, pause, and breathe a space !—
Few eyes save thine, few eyes of earth, hdve plainly
Seen this immortal Galatea’s face ;
For she thou lovest is of that fair race
Whom mortal vision dreams of, but seeks vainly—
For they somb and they comb
Their yellow locks,
Under the foam,
Among weedy rocks !
And they sing unsee
In their sea-caves green,
And gaze at the white sun overhead
Whose pale ray saddens their dripping curls,
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Or the moon t glim;n’ring 1 oceun’s bed

eaves her motion for ever’in pools of pearls!

POLYPHEME.
Chirrup not, wine-sponge '—Am not 1 a god ?
* Cannot this eye. peer to Olumpos’ helm ¢
Does not the great gea, trembling at my nod,
Hush 1tgelf humbly around this my realm ?

SILENUS.
It does, O ('yclops !

POLYPHEME,
Save, of course, when I
Hurl rocks and trecs down on the shuddering ships,
And, while I loom above the waves, my lips
Roar terrible defiance at the sky. ®

SILENTUS.
Precisely.

POLYPHEME.

Ask not, then, the when and how;
But turn thihe ancient gaze
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“On the broad wonder of my brow}

Thence drop it, in asnatural amaze,

Down thewsteep mountain to my sinewy feect,

Rov.;nd which the lambs, as small as snowflakes, bleat ;

Now, tell me—am I fair? *

BILENUS. 1

Most fair !

POLYPHEME,
Thy fears
Lie to rhy strength a hollow lie, Silenus!

SILENUS,
By all the love that there exists between us,
By doves that perch ea Bacchus’ vine-wreath’d ears,
1 swear thou art most beautiful !«

T

POLYPHEME.

\Again :

Have those blurr'd eyeballs noticed that of late
Mine air has grown more solemn, more sedate,

More bountiful to those I hold in chain

n

¥
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To watch my flocks, and waore compassionate ;
As if I struggled underneath the weight

Of some indefinite pain?

That I have learn’d to tremble and to blush,
To droop this cychd modestly, to flush

A'ﬂ over at the tufest whispering sound,

To pick small dainty steps upon the ground
As if I saw and seeing fear’d to crush

Some crawling inséet or the crimson-crown'd
Small daisy-flower that, whensoc’er I pass,
Shuts up its little leaves upon the grass

And thinks the shadowy eve has stolen down'!

SILENUS.
,Cyclops '—These things T saw, but fear'd to question ;
Nay, with a blush I own it—do not ~own !—

I set thy trouble down as-indigestion.

For geigher unmilk’d kids, nor lambs stall-fed,

N:)r sucking-swirfe with pippins in thew teeth,

Nor ox-thighs with greewherbs engarlanded,

Nor foa.mg.r curds wherein hot apples scethe,

,Nay, not the parsley-flavour’d tongues of sheep,
Could tempt o’ {ate thy dainty appetite ;
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’But lying on the mountain out!of sight
of melanch(;ly thou hast drunken deep ;
%down among the yellow pastures moaning
With lambs new-yean'd, where thy cool streamlets run,
We saw thee loom above us, mighty one ! ,

And heard thee, like the monstrous seas intoning,

Melodiously groaning !

POLYPHEME.

Ay me! ay me!

’ BILENUS.
. Be calm, sweet Polypheme !
The eagle poised o’er yonder troppiug lamb
Flew scared, at that big cry.
-
POLYPHEME.
Ay me! 9 am
Lost, swallow'd up, absorbed into a dredm !
Thro’ the swift current of my frame gigantic
Eddies a frantic :
Consuming fire. I am not what I seem.
For Galatea I refusc all food,
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Fot Galatea I grow weak and wild

And petulant-featured as a sickly child ;»

‘For Galatea'], in desperate mfood,

Seek out green places in this solitude,

And close my eyes, and think I am a curl
nglmg,‘ tingling, hghtly

Against the snow-heap’d bosom swelling whitely !

STLENUS.

One should not break his heart for any girl

POLYTHEME.
Ay me! I close my eyes in a sweet woe,
"And dream that I am little, fuir, and sweet,
For a amall goddess's embraces meet,
Nor huge, nor rough. It was not alvays so !
Of old, Silenvs, this great awful Me
Was swp!l'n with®glory at the contemplation
Of itg errormity in yonder sca ;
I revell’d in the roar andconsternation,
When, gr;sping rocks with frantic acclamation, .
. Round this frowning, Etna-crowning head I whirl'd them,
,);I‘;'emendonsly, ;tupendously, and hurl'd them
- T2
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On the passing fleets below ;
And from unde® came the thunder of vessels crysh’d

easunder, ‘

And the shriek, faint and weak, of the mortals in their
wonder, )

And the sea rolled underneath, and the winds beéan “to
blow, '

And above the desolation, drunk with rage, I took my
station, . ’ .

With my waving arms expanded and my crimson eye aglow,

And to earth’s reverberation,

loar'd “Ho ! ho! ho!”

SILENTS,
Cyclops ! sweet Cyclops !—
[
POLYPHEME.
Fear not ®
I am as weak as the eagle’s callow young ;
. Yet listen, mild old man, and\gterfere nct.

One summer-day, when earth and heaven 1ung
With thunders, and the hissing lightning stung

.

With forkéd mecteor tongue
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The green smooth living ocean till it shrick’d—
T stood aloft on Etna’s horn and wreak'd
My cruel hiumour with a mbnstrous glee: °,
When lo! from out the rainy void did flit
Bnght Iris, and \nth tremulous foot alit
On this my mountum touching cven me
With her faint glory : for a moment, she
Paused shudd’ring high above me : then with fleet
» Footstep slid do“:nward till she reach’d my feet ;
And there, with many-tinctured wings serene,
She waved the seas to silence, and, beguiled
By her mild message, the dark ocean smiled—
A palpitating lapse of oily green,
With silvery glimmers here and there between
The shadows of the clouds that, dewy and mild,
Parted and flutter'd :—when, with r&liant head
Plunging a,nulong the bulbous mists, she fled.
B)utp az the vapours fleam’d away, behold !
I sag fdr down upon the brown sea-strand
A nymph who held aloft’in pearly hand
* A white-tooth'd comb, and comb’d her locks of gold
Over & dank and shipwreck’d sailor-lad,—
..on whose da.mp eyelids a faint radiance lay,

117
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Robb'd from some little homestead far away,

Sorme silent heurth that wearily would wait,
’I'_‘o’r.that faint smile which left it desolate, *

And hush itself and watch and yearn and pray.

Oil! ten.derly she comb’d her locks of gold,

Over that gently-sleeping sailor—'lad,'l

Stretch’d 'mid the purple dulsetand rockweed cold ;

And all the while she sang a ditty sad,

To deep division of the wave that roll'd

Tp to her feet, like a huge snake that. springs

At two bright butterflies with golden wings :

,  Marinere, O Marinere,
Waken, waken !
Sleep-v’ertaken,
Look upon #ae, *with no fear,
Look, and see, and hear :
Underneath the white-tonth’d whves,
Sleep your comrades in their caves ;
Coral grottoes are theiroed,
Purple plants stir overhead,
All around black weeds are twined,

Frozen still without a wind; °* ¢
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And the sea-nymphs 1n distress
Pluck dark flowers all odourlessy
Growing deep in cavarns clear,
Gently to bestrew their bier.
Under the sea T

They sleep—ah me!

They have slept for many a year.

Mariner:a, O Marinere,
" Wake not, wake not,
Slumber break not,

Close ‘your eyehds with no fear,
Do not see, nor hear!
Far above the silence deep,
Where your gentle comrades sleep,
Rolls the sea and foams the s*orm,
Horrors thicken, terrors swarm,

« And the%ea-nymphs, lightning-led,
1esh about white-garmented ;
But below the Storm-god’s frown,
Sieep the shipwreck’d fathoms down—
Ocean-flowers are on the bier,
Foarn-bells hang in every ear!
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Under the sea

They sleep—ah me !

They shall sleep fi 3
Qv 8 sleep for many a year

s{LENUS.

That was the song she sang ?

POLYPHEME.
It was! But ill
Those tender accents fill
_ This rocky breast, whose distant roar
Frightens those white waves seaward from the shore.
For they trembled, tinkling, twining,
For melodious combining,
While her yellow locks fell shining
To her kaees,
While the Storm with bright eyes glistening,
Thro’ its cloud-veil looking at her,
Delay’d breathlessly and listening
On the ledges of the Beas :
. And in the sun she sat her,
‘While her voice went pitter-patter,
Pitter-patter, like the clatter
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Of bright rain on boughs of trecs !
Then ho! with my great stride,
' Down the stecp mountain side,
I sprang unto her, with mine arms extended !
Her bright locks gleam’d afraid,
Like a sunbeam trapt in shade,
In my deepshadoW, and the music ended :
And she rose erect to fly,
Panting, ;noaning, and her cry
Met the lifted cry of ‘Ocean, and they blended |
While earth reel’d under,
Down.ward 1 bore,
With step of thunder,
On to the shyre ;
And in shrieking amaze,
With eyes fasten’d in fear-~
Like a star’s firm gaze
Wheit a cloud draws near—
+On the horror that cume
With an ey.e of fiame,
She leapt to the water,
All woebegone ;
And her bright locks shone
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And tript and distraught her,
. But theswater caught her
And push’d her on!
From billo'w to billow,
With wild lotks streaming
And tangling oft ; ¢
From billow to billow, ¢
Dark-green, or gleaming
Like doves' ‘'wings soft,
From billow to billow,
Panting and screaming, ,
With white hands beaming
And waving aloft !
Then, coming hideous ,
On to the tide,
I spurn’d-the perfidious
Foam aside, .
And follow'd her, dashing
Thro’ storm sublime,
Flashing, crashing, ‘
Splashing-splashing
On the seaweed’s slippery slime !

The billows clomb up,
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With flash of foam up,
. My loins and thighs ;
Tilf they gleam’d and fleam’d,
With clangor and anger,
And around me upstreatr’d
With their wild white.eyes !
Till panting, choking, .
Dripping and soaking,
With nostrils smoking,
I halted, spitting,
Spurting, chin-deep,
And saw her sitting
Where gulls were flitting
Far out on the deep ;
And all around her with gentle motion
* One smooth soft part of the surmurous ocean
Had gone to sleep !
oThen waling her hands,
*  And shaking her locks,
To the ocean sands,
) To the purple rocks -
Under the foam, .
To.the sea-caves brown,
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«  She sank to her home,
Down! down! down! down!
And the sea grew black
In her shining track,
And the waters gréen
Darken'd afar ;
And the one thing seen
Was the steadfast star
Of my round Eye red,
Rolling immense
With a pain intense
In my rocky head, ‘
Mid tue white foam wreathing
Around wind-led,
And the great sea seething
Down to deep bréathing, '
Like a monster panting, on its sandy bed !

¢

BILENTUB,

Liost musical Cyclops !

POLYPHEM E

Hush l—Unto the beach
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1 wearily strode, with great head bow’d, and dragg’d

Foot-gchoes after me ; and with 1o specch,

On ydhder shore, weedy and wet and eragg'd,
I stood, and in an agony of pain .

‘Look’d out with widening éycball on the main.
Lo! far awa§ a white wind glided dim '
O'er the cloud-cdver'd bright'ning ocean-rim,
And violet shadows here and there were trail'd
Over the wat’ers : then behold the sun

Flasht pale across the waste, and one hy one,
Like sea-gulls dripping rain, rose ships white-sail'd.
All else was silence, save monotonous moan
Of the broad-chested billows, till the warm
Light kindled all things, and I loomed alone—
The one huge cloud remaining of the storm ;
'And in the awfulness of that str-nge hour

A chan.ge came over my big throbbing breast,

,Aud the soft picture of the calm had power

126
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Te*move my mountainous bulk with vague unrest !—

Weep not, O Cyclops—Iest thy tears should roil
Down oceanward and brain the grazing sheep !
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POLYPHEMI.
Ay me, ay me, the passion m my soul !
Ay ;ne,' her glory haunts me, and T weep !—
0, I would give away the world to be
As soft, as sweet, as fleecy-imb’d as ;she,
As tiny and as tender and as white
\As her mild loveliness !
‘W 1th two soft eyes such ag mere men possess,
T;}@ pretty little dewy eyes, that mught

Interpret me aright !

. SILENUS,
Amazement !—Polypheme, whom vast Poserdon
épawn’d upon Thoosa in the salted brine,

Thou who cansbstr.ngle fleets, and sit astride on
Ztna and roar thine origin divine !

Wrong not thyselt. thy beauty, and thy ‘sire !
See! where thy mighty shadow stretches wide
. Down the steep moui{:ain side, |
And gee ! that eyeballof immortal fire !

Had wanton Helen, Pais’ love-sick toy,

Beheld thee, Polyphems,, )

\
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Hill-haunting Echo had not found a theme
« In ruip and the ten years’ war of Thoy.

<

POLYPHEME,
And is iteo?
. a
SILENUS.
By Ganymede bright-eyed,
By—by—

POLYPHEME,
Enough—Ilet us return. I stood, -
When she had flown, in meditative mood;
Then, raising up my resinous hands, I cried :
%0 thou from whose huge loins I darkling came,
King of all ocean and its wondrc 's races,
Return, return, the nymph to my embraces,
0y, thro’ th} lips ooze-dripping, name her name !
,Amd o'er the sands did a low murmur creep,
Whispering, ¢ Galatea ;> and, deep-pain’d, .
I va,éuely knew, like one who dreams in sleep,
She was a goddesé of the sacred deep,
Not to be.lightly woo'd or roughl.y gain’d.

v
-
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O pitiful ! and you~

POLYPHEME.
In‘the dim birth
Of the strange love that stirs my hid blood’s ‘fountain;,
As unborn earthquakes trouble springs in mountains,
1 look’d abroad upon the fair green earth ;
And lo, all things that lived, all things that stin’d,
Unto the very daisy closing up
In my great shade its crimson-tippéd cup,
And the small lambs, and every little bird,
Seem’d tp abhor and dread, avoid and fear me ;
And in an agony of hate for all,
I cried ““ How can a thing so sweet, 80 small,
So gentle, love me—or be happy near me ?”
Whereon I sadly clomb the cliffs and made
A looking-glass of yonder ocean, where -
Startled by my long shade
The silver-bellied fishes rose afraid ;
But with a lover’s hant I smooth'd my hair
To sleekness, parting it with care,
And 'husht the rugged sorrow of my brow—
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Then, stooping softly o’er the dimpled murror,
I shaped my face to a sweet smile—as fiow!
SILENTUS,
O agony ! help, help, ye gods! O terror!
Hide me! '
POLYPHEME.
What ails thee? Ha!
SILENUS,
O Ocean's child—

Cyclops! My heart, with admiration rent,
Fainted and cried with 1ts deep ravishment

Because you look’d so beauteous whex you smiled !

. POLYPHEME,
Thgu liest !-—and (ay me) you shrunk in fear
As silly younglings shrink at something hateful ;
Yet tremble not :—to a lorn lover's ear,
" E'en flattery so base as thine is grateful.
Ay e, ay mﬂo—-'-l am

120
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A great sad mountain in whose depths doth roam
My small soul, wandering like a gentle lamb
That bleets from place to place and has no home ;
But prison’d among rocks
Can just beholtl afar
A land where honey-flowing rivers are
And gentle shepherds with their gentie flocks :
For even so my timid soul looks round . )

On beauteous living things—that creep and seem,

To this vast Eye, like inscets on the ground—

From whose companionship 'tis shut and bound

Within this mountain of a Polypheme !

[3
RILENUS.

Most melancholy Cyclops, be consoled !

PULYPHEME.
My heart is like those blubbery crimson blots )
That float on the dank tide in oozy spots §
It is as mild as patient flocks in fold.
I am as lonely as the snowy peak
Of Dardonos, and, like an eagle, Love
Stoops o’er me, helpless, from its eyrie aboye,
"And grasps that lamb, my Soul, within its beak.
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Nay, on the margin of the waters whe:'e
She comes and goes like a swift gull, I sit
Above these flocks, and rake my little wit
To pipe upon the misty mountain air
I)lttu.s as tender us u shepherd man,
Peroh dona llttlc hullock, half aslecp,
Surrounded by his silly stainless sheep,
Pipes with mild pleasure and no defimte plan
* In fields Arcadian. ) [He sings.

White is the little hand of Galatea,
That combs her yellow locks with dainty care ;
Bright is the fluttering hand of Galatea,
When tangled, like a dove, in sunny hair.
Sweet is Gulatea—sweet is Galatea—
Ay, so sweet !
Complete is Galatea, from her feathery fingers fur
, @ To her s;nall white mice of feet !
"'Tlglbiﬂov{s huge and hoar ceasc to ramble and to roar,
When thg white hands wave above them, like doves that
shine and soar, '
And, as gentle, from the shore, I adore, and implore
' Galatea ! .
k2
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Ho, that these limbs were meet for Galatea
With soft pi‘ﬁk kisses swectly to enfold !
Ho, had T two small eyes,'that Galatea
Might there my gentle gentle heart behold !
Dear is Galatea—dear is Galatea—
Ay, 80 dear! '
No peer has Galatea, but her bosom is 80 cold
And her eyes so full of fear! .
When the great seas wildly rise, there is terror in her
eyes,
And she trembles i1.1 sweet wonder, like a bird that storms
surprise,—
And before my tender eries, and my sighs, swiftly flies
Galatea !

Under the whibe sea-storm sits Galatea,
While overhead the sea-birds scream in flocks,
In deep-green darkness sitteth Galatea,
Combing out sunshine from her golden locks ! '
Fair sits Galatea—fair sits Galatea—
Ay, so fair ! ‘ ,
Ho, there sits Galatea, in the shade of purple rocks,
Mid the fountain of her hair! )
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Ho, would I were the waves, on whose crest the temjpeste
raves,

So might T still the tempest that my raging bulk catbraves,

For the dark-green stillness lavgs, and enslaves, and encaves

Galatea !

SILENUS.

Comfort, O Cyclops, comfort! There is sure

Some remedy for such a wound as this :
Red wine, I say again : the plump God’s kiss

Is sweeter fur than honey, rich and pure,

POLYPHEME.
Alas, not he whose templos Artemis
Bound with weird herbs and poison-snakes that hiss
But sting not—wise Asclepios—coulh cure !
For evermore, Silenus, when my brain
,.Lies'da a dreant just conscious of its pain,
Apd thy full heart throbs tenderly and rockingly,

Far out upon the bosom of the main
L]

i

She flashes up, green-kirtled, and laughs mockingly.
“Thrice has her smile enticed me to the chin
[ ]

. Thro' the great waves that round me bite and bark, -
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And gleam d away and left me in the dark.
Alas, that T must woo and never win !
Alas, that I am foul while she is fair !
Alas, that this red Eye, my only one,

Like a brown Lzard looking on the sun,

Turns green in her bﬁght mist of yellow‘ hair!

SILENUS.
Majestic Cyclops ! Heir of the huge Sea’!
God-like,—like those great heavens that oversheen us!
Onc-eyed, like the bright Day! Wilt thou by me,

Thy servant, be advised ?

POLYPHEME.

Speak on, Silenus,

¢ BILENUS.
Behold !—Beneath the many-tinctured west hi;l,
Fades Phoibos crimson-crested, ¢
And the fuint image of his parting light
Qu the deep Sea broad-breasted
Fades glassily ; while down the mountain heig;ht°
Behind us, slides the purple shadow'd Night.
Come in !—and from your cellar iced by sp;iugs
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Drag forth the god of wine,

And listen to him as he chirps and sifigs
«His song8 delicious, dulcet, and divine :

Throned in the brain, magnificently wise,

And blowing warmly out thro’ kindled eyes
* Al vapours vaphds vain, and vague.

Seek the godas couxclsel, Cyclops, I bescech thee ;

"Tis he alone, if once his magic reach thee,

*
‘an cure Love’s panting heat or shivering ague.

POLYPHEME,

He cannot make me fair !

SILENUS.
. Phoo !—He will teach thee
To lift thy dreamy gaze from the s¢‘ sod,
And rise éréct, big-hearted, self-reliant,
; 02 “Etna‘s hown, with leathern lungs defiant—
i‘l o minnow-hearted grampus of a god !
And—then in the quick flush and exultation
Of that proud inspiration,
Wine in his nostrils, Polypheme will be

In Polyphenfe’s own estimation
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A match for any girl on land or sea.

Then, furiously, gloriously rash,

Grasp Opportunity, that, passing by

On the sheet-lightning with 2 moment's flash,
Haunts us for éver with its meteor eye ;
And—grasp the thing thou pantest for in vain,
Ay, hold her fast, and for a space intreat he.—
But, if she still be deaf to thy sad pain,

Why, hearken to the mad god in thy bm{n,
And make a meal of trouble—that is, eat her!



XI.

PENELOPE.

WHITHER, Ulysses, whither dost thou roam,

Roll'd round with wind-led waves that render dark

The smoothly-spinning circle of the sea?

Lo, Troy has fallen, fallen hke a tower,

And the mild sunshine of degenerate days

Drops faintly on 1ts rumns.  One by one,

Swift as the sparkle of a star, the ships

Have dipt up moistly from the urdtr-world,

And plumed warriors, standing in their prows,

Stretching ouf arms to*wives and httle ones
shat"crowd with seaward faces on the beach,

Have flung their armour off and leapt and swam

Ere yet the homeward keels could graze the sand.

And these—the gaunt survivors of thy peers—

Have landed, shone upon by those they love,
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. And faded into happy happy homes ;

While I, the 1oneiy woman, hugging close

The comfort of thine individual fame,

Still wait and yearn and wish towards the sea ;

And all.the i is hollow of my joy :

The seasons come m;d go, the hour-g“,/ms's runs,
The day and night come punctual as of od ;
But thy deep strength is in the solemn dawn,
And thy proud step is in the pluméd noon,
And thy grave voice is in the whispering eve ;
And all the while, amid this dream of thee,
In restless resolution oceanward,
I sit amd ply my sedentary task,

And fear that T am lonelier than I know.

Yea, love, I am Alone in all the world,
The past grows dark upon me where I wait,
With eyes that hunger seaward and a cheek
Grown like the sampler coarse-complexionéd.

o For in the shadow of thy coming home
I sit and weave a weary housewife’s web,
Pale as the silkworm in the cone; all da.y.

Isit and weave this weary housewife’s web,
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And in the night with fingers swift as frost
Unweave the weary labour of the day. ‘
Behold how I am mock’d I—Suspicion

Mumbles my name between }\s toothless gums ; -
And while I ply my sedentary task, ‘ *

They come to me,'n\re‘ men of hollow clay,
Gross-mouth’d and stain’d with wine they come to me,
And whisper odious comfort, and upbraid

«Ihe love that foll:)ws thee wherc’er thou art,

That follows, and perchaunce, with thy moist cheek,
Dips on the watery bottom of the world.

They come, Ulysses, and they seck to rob

Thy glory of its weaker wearier half. .
They tell me thou art dead ; nay, they have brought
To these cold ears that bend above the web
Whispers that thou, no wiser than thjepeers,

Hast pluckt.upon the windy plain of Troy

A ﬂo:vg" thou shnest in a distant land,
:uham'ber’d delicacy drowsy-eyed,

Pink lidded, wanton, like the queen who witch’d

The fatal ;,pple out of Parig’ palm.

Ld
- And I—and I—ah me, I rise my height,
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In matron majesty that melts in tears,

And chide them \from me with a tongue that long
Hath lost the trick of chidifg : what avails?’
They heed me not, rude m4n, they heed me not ;
And he thou‘leftest here to guard me well,

He, the old man, is(helpless, and hisfeyes

Are yellow with the money-minting lie

That thou art dead. O husband, what avails?
They gather on me, till the sense grows cold
And huddles in upon the steadfast heart ;

And they have dragg’d a promise from my lips
To choose a murderer of my love for thee,

To chovse at will from out the rest one man

To sldy me with his kisses in the dark,

Whene’er the weary web at which I work

Be woven : so, all 'day, I weave the web ;

And in the night with fingers like a thief’s

Unweave the silken sorrow of the day. *

The ycars wear on. Telemachus, thy son,
Grows sweetly to the height of all thy hope :
More woman-like than thee, less strong of limb,

Yet worthy thee ; and likest thy grave mood,
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When, in old txme, among these fields, thine eye

Would kindje on a battle far away,

And thy proud nostrils, drinking the mild breath

, Of tannéd haycocks and of :knted sheaves,

| Swell suddenly, as if a trampet spake. -

Hast thou forgottén ‘ow of old he loved
To toy with thy great beard, and sport with thee,
And how, in thy strong grasp, he leapt and seem’'d

A lambkin dandle.d in a lion’s paw?

But change hath come, Troy is an old wife's tale,

And sorrow stealeth early on thy son,

* Whom sojourn with my weeping womanhood
Hath taught too soon a young man's gentleness. «
Behold now, how his burning boy-face turns
With impotent words beyond all blows of arm
On those rude men that rack thy weafy wife!
Then turna.to plft his comfort on my cheek,

Whilegorrow brightens round him—as the grey

» hea¥en melts to silver round a star !

Retum; Ulysses, ere too late, too late ;
. Return, immortal warrior, return :
[ ]

Heturn, return, and end the weary web |
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For day by day I look upon the sea

And watch each s?nip that dippeth like a gull
Across ghe long straight line pfar away

‘Where heaven and ocean mﬁ: ; and when the winds
Swoop to the ‘waves and lift them by the hair,

And the long storm-roar gathers, on(ny' knees

I pray for thee. Lo, even now, the deep *

Is garrulous of thy vessel tempest-tost i,

And on the treeless upland grey-eyed March,

With blue and humid mantle backward blown,
Plucks the first primrose in a blustering wind.

The keels are wheel’d unto the ocean sand

And eyées look outward for the homeward bound.
And not a marmere, or man or boy,

Scum’d and salt-blooded from the boisterous sca,
Touches these shorBs, but straight I summon him,
And bribe with meat and drink to tell good news,
And question him of thee. But what avails ?

Thou wanderest ; and my love sits all alone,

«Upon the threshold of an empty hall.

My very heart has grown a timid mousg,
Peeping out, fearful, when the house is still.
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Breathless I listen thro’ the breathless dark,
And hear the cock counting the leaden Bours,

hollow clang ;
And, pale and burning-eyed, I fall asleep *

And, in thé pauses of his cry the deep

Swings on the flat sand witl?\

When, with wild Rai‘ across the weary wave
Stares the sickeDawn that brings thee not to me.

. Ulysses, come ' Ere traitors leave the mark
Of spread wine-dripping fingers on the smooth
And decent shoulders that now stoop for thee !
I am not young or happy as of old,

When, awed by thy male strength, my face grew dark

At thy grave footfall, with a serious joy,

Or when, with blushing backward-looking face,

I came a bride to thine inclement realan,

Trembling and treading fearfully on flowers.

I a.m not young end beanteous as of old ;
And mnch I fear that whon we meet thy face
’ May startle darkly at the work of years,

And turn’to hidea disappointed pang,

And then, with thy grave pride, subdue itself

.Inbo such pity ;s is love stone-dead.
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But thou, thou too, art old, dear lord—thy hair

Is threaded with the silver foam—thy heart

Is weary from the blows of} cruel years;  °

And there is many a taskzhy wife can do

To soothe thy sunset season and make calm

Thy journey down the slow descenp t Sleep.
Return, return, Ulysses, ere I die !

Upon this desolate, desolate strand I wait,

Weanly stooping o’er the weary web—

An alabaster woman, whose fix’d eyes

Stare seaward, whether 1t be storm or calm,

And ever, evermore, as in a dream,

I see thee gazing hither from thy ship

In sunset regions where the still seas rot,

And stretching oht great arms whose shadows fall

Gigantic on the glassy purple sea ; '

And ever, evermore, thou comest slow,

And evermore thy coming far away

Aches on the burning heartstrings,—evermore

Thou comest not, and I am tired and old.
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SAPPHO:
ON THE LEUCADIAN ROCE.

1’

O swEET, sweet, sweet !
While the Moon, with her dove's eyes fair,
And her beautiful yellow hair,

And the Sea-Snake coiling round her silvery feet,
.Walk’d dumbly up above in the jewcll'd air

Wavihg her luminous wings,
To stc upon this crag above the sea
Cla'.sl.);d close, so close, to thee,
) Pale with thuch yearning, while the murmurings
Of the freat waters seem’d ¢o waft to me

The name of Phaon,

To whisper Phaon, Phaon,
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Phaon, Phaon, Phaou,' with deep intoning,
' Hushfully, hushfully moaning !

< y
O blisg, bliss, bliss!
Though the Moon look'd pale in the sky:
On thy passionate heart to lie,
To cling to thy burning lips with kiss on kiss, *
Faintly watching the butterfly stars swim by
In the track of that queenly Moon ;
And in a dream, clasp’d close, so close, to thee,
To list and seem to be . '
A portion of the faint monotonous tune
Made f(;r its mistress by the serpent sea,
That whisper'd Phuon,
Phaon, Phaon, i’haon,
Phaon, Phaon, Phaon, while Dian darkening
Stoop’d hushfully, hushfully, harkenihg !

3.
O pain, pain, pain!
While the Moon, in a sky as clear
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As of old, walks .on, and I hear
Her palpitating foot on the living fain,

While, ungler her feet, the green sea-suake creeps Dear
Hissing with scales thai gleam,

To stand upon this crag beside the sea,

An‘cf dreamn, ana dream, of thee—
With clegch’d white diands, set teeth, and robes that

. stream
Behind me in thé wind, while audibly
’ The waves moan Phaon,

Shriek Phaon, Phaon, Phaon,

Phaon, Phuon, Phaon, with deep mtouing,

Mournfully, mournfully, moaning !

O rest, rest, rest |—
While the Moon mith her virgin light
'Thro* ;gemities of night
Dumbly pacés on to the east from the west,—
To mingle with the waves that under the height ~
Mugmur along the shore,
To mix my virgi?x love, my agony,

@ L2
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.

Into the serpent sea
That Diah seeks to silence evermore, §

To fling to those white skirts and moan of fhee,
O Phaon, Phaon,
Restless for love of Phaon,

Phaon, Phaon, Phaon, with ceaseless, motion

Soothed by the soother of Ocean !
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.

THE SYREN.

AH, kiss me, Sweetest, while on yellow sand
Murmurs the breaking billow,

And smoothe my silken ringlets with thy hand,
And make my breast thy pillow ; °

And clasp me, Denrest, close, to lip and cheek
And bosom softly sighing,

Whilg o’er the green sca, in one orange streak,
The summer day is dying !

&Kisgs, kiss, ‘as one that presses to-his mouth

© A vine-bunch bursting mellow,

In this lone islet of .the sleepy south
Fringéd with smooth sands yellow : .

A twilight of fresh leaves endusks us round,

Flowers at our feet are springing,
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And wave on'wave breaks smoothly to the sound
Of my sweet singing !
‘

ETUMOLPUS.

-

Is it the.voice »f mine own Soul I hear?
Or some white sybil of the spheréd océan
And are these living Iimbs.that iie 8o nearr'
Chinging around me with a serpent-motion ? -
Is this a’tress of yellow yellow hair, ’
Around my finger in a ring enfolden
Whose face is this, so musically faur,
That swoons upon my ken thro’ vapours golden ?
What sad song withers on the odorous air }
Where am I, where?

Where is my country and that vision olden

THE S8YREN.
~ { sang thee hither in thy bark to land '
« With deftly warbled measure,
T wove a witch's spell with ﬁuttet"ing hand,
Till thou wert drunken, Dearest, with much pl'casnre.
At hush of noon I hed thee at my knee,
And round thy finger piuk I wound a curl, *
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And sit;ging smiled beneath with tecth of pearl,
Of what had been, what was, and what should be
Sang dying ditties three !

And lo! thy blood was ravish’d with the t}ieme,
And lo! thy face was pale with drowsy dream,
Whlle stooping low, with rich lips tremulous,
1 kissed thee Rpus I—and thus !

EUMOLPUS.
Thy kisses trance me to a vision wan
Of what hath been and nevermore will be.
O httle fishing-town Sicilian,
I can behold thee mtting by the sea !
0 little red-tiled town where I was born !
O days ere yet I sul'd from mortal ken !
Why did I Jaunch upou the deep forlorn,
Nor fish in shallow pools with simple men }
po It Wod & charm ; for while I rockt at ease
Within our little bay,
There came a melody across the seas
From regions far away ;

And sh ! T fell into a swooning sleep,

And all the world had changed before I knew,—

151
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JAnd I awoke upon a glassy deep
With not a speck of land to break’ the view,
Aud the' 1 was alone, I did dot weep,

For I was sluging too!

I sang! I sang’! and with mine oars kept time
Tuto the rude sweet 'rhyme, ‘
And went a-sailing on into the west
i!lown on by airs divine,
Singing for ever on a wild-eyed quest
For that immortal minstrel feminine ;
And night and day went past, until I lost
All count of time, yet still did melodise ;
And sun and stars beheld me from their skies ;
And ships swam by me, from whose decks storm-tost
Rude seamen guzed with terror-glazéd eyes. .
And still I found not her for whom I sought, |,
Yet smiled without annoy,
To ply the easy oar, and take no thought,
And sing, was such sweet joy !— ‘
Then Tempest came, and to and from the sky
I rose and fell in that frail bark of mine,
While the snake Lightning, with its blank bright eye,

Writhed fierily in swift coils serpentine
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Along the shppery brine , *

And there were days when dismal sobbing Rain
Made mefancholy music for the bran,
Aund hours when I shriek’d out, and wept 1n woe
Qson'd about by clully still affiight, *
lWhﬂo all around dropt hushed flakes of Snow
Melting a\ﬂmlnglmg Yown blue chagms of might.
Yet evermore, I.he.l.rd that voice sublime
Twinmg afar 1ts weirdly woven sony,
Aud ever, ever moie, mine oas kept time,
And evermore I uttered 1n song
M)'r yearnings sad or merry, famt or strong
Ah me! my love for her afar away,
My yearming and my burning mght and day !
In dreams alone, I met her 1n still lands,
And knglt m tears before her,
And could not sing, but only wiing mine hands,
Ahne her and implore her!
-She ghsten'd past 1ne as a crane that sails
Above the meetmg of the ocean gales,
With ;vaft of broad slow wing to regions new ,
And tho’ I follpw'd her from place to plice,
'e She held her veil dew spangled to her face,
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And I could merely feel her eyes of blue
Bteadfastly gazi.ng thro’!
Wherefyre niy heart had brokéen quite,—but thien
I would awake again,— :
To see'the oily¥ water steep'd in rest
While, glistering in many-colour'd flakes,
Harming me not, luy brooEling on its breaf.'
Leviathan and all the ocean-snakes,
nd on the straight faint streak afar the round
Moist eye damorning lookt thro’ dewy air,
And all was st\'{! 8 joyous calm profound,—
And I would break the charm with happy séund
To find the world 8o fair!
And lo! I drank the rain-drops and was glad,
. And smote the bird of ocean down and .ate ;
‘And ocean harm’d me not, and monsters sad ,
. That people ocean and the desolate
Abysses spared me,—charméd by the song
9 warbled wildly as I went along.
Yet day and night sped on, and I grew old
Before I knew ; and lo!
My hands were wither'd, on my bosom ookl
There droopt a beard of snow,—
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And raising hands I shrieb’d, I cried a curse

On that weird voice that twinéd me from home ;
And echoes of the awful um’erse

Answer'd me ; and the-deep with lips of foam
Mock'd me and spat upon me ; and the thilgs

“That people ocdhn rose and threaten'd 1ll,

Yen, also mH‘n harpies Waving wings,

Becatke I coulq not sing to charm them still,
ol was alone, the shadow of a man,

Haunting the trackless waste of waves forlorn,
Blown on by pitiless rains and vapours wan,
Plaming for that small town Sicilian,

Where, 1n the sweet begiumng, I was born!

THE SYREN.
AY; weep no;,, Dearest ! lean upon my breast,
While sunset darkens stlly,
J4And i)ian poises o’er the slumberous west
Her silver sicklt; chilly ;
The eyes o;' heaven are opening, the leaves
Fold silver-dewy round the closing roses,

Ig}ines of foam the breaking billow heaves,
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, Each thing that gladdens and each thing that grieves

Dip slow to dark reposes.

.
EUMOLPUS.

O voice that lured me on, I know thee now !
0 melancholy eyes, ye mildly beam !°
O kiss, thy touch is dewy on my brow !

Sweet Spirit of my dream !

THE SYREN.
Name thy love, and I am she,
Name thy woe, and look on me,
Name the weary melody
That led thee hither o’er the sea,—
Then call to mind my ditties three
Of what hath been, what is, and what shall 'qe!

EUMOLPUS,

. Ah woe! ah woe !
T see thee and I clasp thee, and I know !
Sing to me, Sweetest, while the shadows grow—°~
Sing low ! sing low ! .

Oh, sweet were slumber now, at last, at last,
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For I am sick of wandering to and fro,

And sh! my singing-days a‘onearly pa.s;’d——
Sing lows!’ sing low ! sing Yow !

. THE SYREN'.~ .
L&ve with wet cheek, Joy with red lips apart,
Hope wit blue eyed dim with looking long,
Ambition Wmin hand upon his heart—
Of which shall be the song ?
Ofwone, of one,
Who loved till life was done, .
For life with him was loving, tho’ she slew his love
with wrong.
Then, on a winter day,
When all was lost and his young brow was gray,
He knelt ‘peforé an Altar piléd proud
‘With bleachtd bones and fruits and garlands gay,
And cried aloud :—
'. “ Ha.%..l brought Joy, and slain her at thy feet 9
Have I brought Peace, for thy cold kiss to kill,
Have I brought Youth crownéd with wild-flowers sweet,
With sandals :iewy from a morning hill,
For thy gray solemn eyes to fright and chill?
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‘Have I brought Scom the pale and Hop; the fleet,
'And First-Love i in hor hly wuyling-shoet ?
And art thou pitiless still ¥
O Poesy, thou nymph of fire,
Grandest of that fair quire
Which in the dim beginning stoop’d and fell,—
So beauteous yet so awful, sthnding tal
Upon the mountain-tops where mortals dwell,
Seeing strange visions of the end of ali,
And pallid from the white-heat glare of Hell !
Is there no prophecy, far-seeing one,
To seal upon these lips that yearn to sing!
Can nought l')e gain’d again ¢ can nought be won'?
Is there no utterance 1 this suffermg,
Is there no voice fgr any human thing ?”
Then, smiling in the impotence of pain,
His sweet breath at the Altar did he yield,-;-
While she he loved, afar across the main,
Stoop’d down to break a weary people’s chain,

And crown a Hero on a battle-field ! ‘

EUMOLPUS.
Ahno! ah nol*
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i
So sad a theme iﬂbo much woe !

7 . '
Sing to me sweetlier, since ‘hou lovest me so—

Sing low'! qﬁng low !

THE SYQEN.

Sistess we, the syren tnree,

Gaue and Love and Poesy !
ﬂle solitudc we sit,
On the mountain-tops we fht,
From the islands of the sea
Luring man with melody ;
Sisters three we scom to him
Floating ‘over waters dim,—

Syrens, syrens three, are we—

Fame and Love and Poe‘sy !

EUMOLPUS,
Ah woe! ah woe! ’
, That’ 1.; the song 1 heard so long ago!
That is the song*
That lured me long :
Those were the Ehree I saw, with arms of snow

_ And ringlets waving ycllow, beckoning,
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While on the violet deep I floated slow,
) With little hea.r; to sing ; /
And lo !, they faded as I leaptito land,
And their weird music wither'd on the air,
And I was lying drowsy on the sand

Smiling and toying ‘with thy yellow halr!
¢
THE SYREN.

Sisters we, the syrens three,
Fame and Love and Poesy,
Sitting singing in the sun,
While the weary marinere
Passes on or creeps in fear,—
Sisters threo, yet only one,
When bhe cometh near !
Charméd sight and charméd sound
Hover gpietly around,
Mine are dusky bowers'and deep,
Closéd lids and balmy sleep,
Kisses cool for fever'd cheeks and warnith for eyes that
weep ! .
EUMOLPUS,

Sing low ! sy low !
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Thou art more wondrous fair than mortgls know.
Bringest tht.)u, Beautiful, ni{:‘petwe or woe ?
Close up edch eyehd with o warm rich kiss
And let me listen while the sunlights go
1 cagnot bear a time so still as this, '
“Unbroken by thy voice’s fall and Aow.

Sing to .n.,ﬂgeautlfu] '* Sing low, sing low, sng low !

11K SYREN.
Love with weuv cheek, Joy with red lips apart,
Hope with her blue eyes dim with looking long,
Ambition with thin hand upon his heart—
Of which shall be the song ?
Ah, woe ! ah, woe!
For Love is-dead and wintry winds do blow.
Yea, Love is dead ; and by her funeral bier
Ambition gnaws the lip and sheds no tear ;
And ‘n the outer chamber Hope sits wild,
W‘a.tching the faces in the fire and weeping ;
And at the threshold Joy the little child
With r:)sy cheeks runs leaping,
And stops,—whijle in the misty distance creeping
gown western hills the large red sun sinks slow—
oy
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To see Death’s foopprints on the atill white snow.*
Abh, Love has gone, and all thefrest must go.
Sing bow ! sing low ! sing low !

EUMOLPUS.

It is a seng that slays‘me. Sing no wmore.

1RE BYREN.
Ah, Sweet, the song is o’er !—
The ocean-hum is hush’d, 'tis end of day,
The long white foam fades faintly,
The orange sunset dies into the gray
Where ‘star on star swims saintly.
Hast thou not sung ¢ and 1s not song enough ?
Hast thou not loved ? and is not loving all
Art thou not weary of the wayfare rough,
Or is there aught of life thou wouldst recall ?
Ah no, ah no!
The life came sweetly—sweetly let it go !
Mine are dusky bowers and deep, )
Closed eyes and balmy slecp,
’Kisses cool for fever'd cheeks and warmth for eyes that

weep !
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EUMOLPUS,
Thou art the gentle witch t1at men call Death 1
, Ah, Bea:lteous, I am weary, and would rest !

THE 6YREN.
Eis :'ery softly, Sweet, and let thy bteath
Fade ~r’mlg on my breast!
Call me Love®or call me Fame,
Call me Death or Poesy,

Call me by whatever name
Seemeth sweetest unto thee i—

I anoint thee, I caress thee,

With my dark reposes bless thee,

1 redeem thee, I possess thee !

1 can never more forsake thec!
Slumber, slumber, peacefully,
Slumb;r culm and dream of me,

Till ‘I touch thee, and awahe thee!

EUMOLPUS.

Diviner fag than song divine can tell!

Thine eyes are dim with dreams of that awaking !

Yes, let me slimber, for my heart is' breakmng

W,{&t_h too much love. Farewell ! farewell ! farewell |
L4 -
N2
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THE SYREN,
Charmsd sight and charméd found
Closesthe weary onc around!

Charméd dream of charméd sleep
Make his waiting sweet and deep !
Husht be all things'! Let the spell
Duskly on hws eyelids dwell t *

EUMOLPUA.

Farewell ! farewell ! farewell !

THE SYREN.
O melanchely waters, softly flow !

O Stars, shine softly, dropping dewy balm !
O Moon walk on in sandals white as snow !

O Winds, be calm, be calm !
For he is tired with wandering to and fro,
Yea, weary with unrest to see and know.

O charméd sound (

That hoverest around !

O voices of the Night ! Sing low ! sing low ! sing low !



XIV.

A VOICE FROM ACADEME.
o .

Over thi®azure poplar glade

The sunshine, fainting high above,

Ebbs back from woolly clouds that move
Like browsing lambs and cast n.o shade ;
And straight before me, faintly seen
Thro’ emerald boughs that.interveue, pu
The visible sun turns white and weaves
Long webs of silver thro’ the leaves.

The grassy sward beneath my foot

Is S(;ft as lips of lambs and beeves.
o How cool those lilies at the root

* «Of yonder tree, that dimly dance
Thro' dews of their own radiance !
[ 4
Yonder I see the river run,
Hali‘ in the shade, half in the stin;
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And as I near its rushy brink

The sparkling minnows, where they lie
With silver bellies to the skyg

Flash from me in a shower and sink.

I stand in shadows cool and sweet,
But in the mirror at my feet

The heated azure heavens yink,

All round about this shaded spot,
Whither the sunghine cometh not,
Where all is beautiful repose—

I know the kindled landskip glows ;

And further, flutter golden showers

On proud Athenai white with towers,
And catching from the murmurous sea,
[Stain’d with deep shadows as of flowérs
And dark’ning down to purple bowers
Thro’ which the sword-fish darts in glee,]

A strife that cometh not to me.

For in this place of shade and sound,
Hid from the garish heat aroud,

€
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I feel like one removed from strain

And fever of the happy brain— ’
Wheqre thoughts thrill fiery into pain :
Like one who, in the pleasant shade

The peaceful pulseless dead have made,
Walking in silence, just perceiwves
Thegaydy world frem which he went
Subdue itself to his content, '

Like that white globe beyond the leaves !



XV.

PYGMAL{ON THE SCULRTOR.

¢ Materiem supem;ml opus "

1 —SHADOW.

Uron the very morn I should have wed

Jove put his slence 1n a mourning house ;
And, camyng fresh from feast, I saw her lie

In stainless marriage samite, white and cold,
With orange blossoms m her hair, and glenms
Of the ungiven kisses of the bride

Playing about the edges of her lips.

Then I, Pygmalion, kiss’d her as she slept,
And drew'r. my robe across my face whereon
The midmght revel hnger'd dark, and pray'd ; ’
And the sore trouble hollow’d out my heart
To hatred of a harsh unhallow’d youth
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As T glode forth. Next, day by day,?.'ny soul
Grew conscious of itself and of its fief
Within'she shadow off her grave : therewith,
Waken'd a thirst for silence such as dwells
Under the ribs of death : whence slowlysgrew
Old instincts that had trancéd me to tears

In miv unsinew’d boylmod, sympathies

Full of faint bdours and of music faint

Like buds of roses blowing ;—till I felt

Her voice come down from heaven on my suul,
And stir it as a wind that droppeth down
Unseen, unfelt,. unheard, until its breath

Troubles the shadows in a sleeping lake.

And the voice said, “ Pygmalion,” and “ Behold,”
T answer’d, “I am here ;” when thus the voice :
“Put me.n behind thee—take thy tools, and choose
.;\ rock of marble white as is a star,
Cl%:.nse it and make it pure, and fashion it
After mine im:xge : heal thyself : from grief
Comes ‘glory, like a rainbow from a cloud.
For surely life and death, which dwell apart

In grosser human sense, conspire to make

ETR
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The breathless beauty and eternal joy

of sculptured.shapes in stope. Wherefore thy life
Shall purify itself and heal itsblf

In t.he long toil of love made meek by tears.”

I barr'd the entrance-door to this pny tower
Against the hungry world, Lhid above , .
The mastif-murmur of the town, I prday’d
In my pale chamber. Then I wrought, and chose
A rock of marble white as is a star,

And to her silent image fashion’d clay,
And purified myself and heal'd myself
In the, long toil of love made meek by tears,

2.—THE MARBLE LIFE

THE multitudinous light oppress’d mé not,

But smiled subdued, as a young mother smiles,
As fearful lest the sunbeam of the smile
Trouble the eyelids of the babe asleep: .

As Ocean murmurs when the storm is past
And keeps the echoed thunders many days,
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My solitude was troublous for a time :
Wherefore I should have harden'd ; l:ut the clay
Grew togmy touch, afd brighsen'd, and assumed.
Fantastic images of natural things,

~ Which, melting as the fleecy vapours meit
Around the shining cestus of thesmoon,

Madg mromjse of the spgcial shape I loved.
Wishidrawingsback, I gazed. The unshaped stone
Took outline in the dusk, as rocks unhewn

Seen from afar thro’ floating mountain mists
Gather strange forms and human lincaments.
And thus mine eye was filled with what I sought
As with a naked image, thus I g'bw o
Self-credulous of the form the stone would wear,
And creeping close I strove to fashion clay

After the vision. Day and night, I drew

New oon;fort from my grief ; my tears became
As honey'd rain that makes the woodbine sweet,
Unt:il my task assumed a precious strenéth .
Wherewith I fortified mine inner ear

Against the pleadings of the popular tongue’
That babbled 2t my door ; and when there dawn'd
A hand as pure as milk and cold as snow,

mo
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A small white (hand, a little lady hand,

That peep'd out perfect from the changing mass,
Anq seém’d a portion of some perfect shape
Unfreed, imprison’d in the stone,—I wept
Warm tears of utter joy, and kiss'd the hand,
As sweet girl-mothers kiss the newly‘born,
Weak a8 a mother. Then I'heard no more ©

The mumurous swarm beneath me, women and men ;
But, hoarded in my toil, I counted not'

The coming and the going of the sun :

Save when I swoon'd to sleep before the stone,

And dream’d, and dreaming saw the perfect shape
Emblamn'd, like tl:e rainbow in a stream,

On the transparent tapestry of sleep.

Ah me, the joy, the glory, and the dream,
* When like a living wonder senseless stone
Smiles to the beating of a heart that hangs
Suspended in the tumult of the blood !
To the warm touch of r;)y creating hand
The marble was as snow ; and like the snow
Whereon the molten sunshine gleams as blood,
1t soften’d, glow’d, and changed. As one who stands
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Beneath the cool and rt:;stling dark to watch
The shadow of his silently beloved
Cross o'e? the lighted cottage blind and feel
The brightness of the face he cannot see,
Sq stood I, trembling, while the shape unborn

" Darken’d acros the white and mitky mass
And Teft the impress of fts loveliness
To glorify and guide me. As I wrought
The Past came back upon me, like the ghost
Of the To-Come. Whate'er was pure and white,’
Soft-shining with a snow-like chastity,
Came back ‘from childhood, and from that dim land
Which lies behind the horizon of the 8ense,.» ?
Felt f:hough forgotten ; vanishings divine
Of the strange vapours many-shaped and fair
Which moisten sunrise when the eye of heaven
Openeth dimly from the underworld :
Faipt instincts of the helpless babe that smiles
At the sweet pictures in its mother's eyes
And lieth witl.x 8 halo round its head
Oof bea.t.zty uncompleted : memories .
Of young Lovxe’s vivid heaven-enthron&d light,
By whose moist rays the pensive soul of youth'
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Was troubled at the fountains, like a well
Wherein'the mirror'd motion of a atar

Lies dewy and deep ;—and, amid all, there dwelt
A vaguer glory, deeper sense of power,

Scarce conscilous of itself yet ruling all,

Like the hid heart which rocks the judéd blood,
_Brightens the cheek, throbs music to the brain.
Yet dwells within the breast scarce recognmsed,

Save when our pulses warn us and in feur
We p;xuse to listen.—Kven sv at times
Those visions tranced me to a dumb dismay,
And, sudden music thronging in mine ears,
1 hearkei'd for that central lovelmess
Whose magic guided and created ull.

Then languor balmier than the blood i’ the veing
When youth and maiden mingle and the moon
Breathes on the odorous room wherein they le

« Chamber'd as in a folded rosc’s leaves,
Oppress’d me, and a lover’s rapture fill'd

My soul to swooning. Lo, I kiss'd the stone,
And toy'd with the cold hand, and lock' for light
In the dim onward-looking marble eyes,
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And smooth’d the hair until it seem’d ;o grow
Soft as the living ringlets tingling waym
Against s”heaving bosom. At her feet
I knelt, and tingled to the finger-tips
To.gaze upon her.breathless loveliness—
kae one who, sluddenng, gazes on a shrine
From humaﬁ eyes kept Holy. . -

‘ I,/I Then at last,
Fair-statured, noble, like an awful thing
¥rozen upon the Qery verge of life,
And looking back along cter;lity
With rayless eyes that keep the shadow.Time,
She rose before me in the milky stone, 4
White-limb'd, immortal ; and I gazed and gazed
Like one that sees a vision, and in awe

Half hidep his face, yet looks, and seems to dream.

3.—THE SIN.

BLUE night. I. threw the lattice open wide,
Drinkjn.g the odorous aiy ; and from my height
I saw the watoh-fires of the town and heard
, The gradual dying of the murmurous day.
. A
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Then, as the éyilight deepen'd, on her limbs
The silver lancég of the stars and moon

Were shatter'd, and the shining fragments foll
Like jewels at her feet. The Cyprian star
Quiver'd to‘liquid emerald where it hung

On the rib’d ledges.of the darkening Lills,

. Gazing upon her ; and, as in a dream,
Methought the marble, underneath thac look,
Stirr'"d—like a bank of stainless asphodels
Kiss'd into tumult by a.wind of light.

Whereat there swam upon me utterly
A drotny sense wherein my holy dream
Was melted, as a pearl in wine : bright-eyed,
Keen, haggard, passionate, with languid thrills
Of insolent unrest, I watch’d the stone,
And lo, I loved it : not as men love famse,
Not as the warrior loves’ his laurel wreath,
But with prelusion of a pa.ssiom;te joy
That threw me from the height whereon I stood

*ro grasp at Glory, and in impiousness

Of sweet communing with some living,Soul
Chamber'd in that cold bosom. As I gazed,
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There was a buzz of rev'eI in mine earg,

And tinkling fragments of a song of love,
Warbled*by wantons over wine-cups, swam

Like bees within the brain.—Then I was shamed
By her pale beauty, and I scorn’d myself,

And standing Lt the lattice dark &nd cool
Watehd tito ditn windsbf twilight enter in,

And draw a ¥eil about that loveliness

White, dim, and breathed on by the common air.

But, like a snake’s moist eye, the dewy star
Of lovers drew me ; and I watch'd it grow
Large, soft, and tremulous ; and as I gazed - *
In fascinated impotence of heart,

I pray’d the lifeless silence might assume

A palpable life, and soften into flesh,

And be a beautifyl and human joy

To crown my love withal ; and thrice the prayer
Blatken'd across my pale face with no word.

But thro’ the woolly silver of a cloud '

The cool star dripping emerald from the baths
Of Ocean brighten’d in upon my tower,

, And touch’d the marble forehead with a gleam
N
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Soft, green, ang dewy ; and 1 snid “ the prayer
Is heard !

¢ The live-long night, the breathlessnight -
I waited in a darkness, in a dream,
Watching the suowy figure faintly scen,
Axd ofttimes shuddering when I seen’d to see
Life, like a taper burning in a scull, ‘
Gleam thro’ the rayless eyes : Ayea, wekrily
I hearken'd thro’ the dark and seem’d to hear
The low warm billowing of a living breast,
Or the slow motion of anointed limbs
New-stirring into life ; and, shuddering,
Fearify, the thing I hoped for, awful eyed,
On her cold breast I placed a hand as cold
And sought a fluttering heart.—But all was still,
And chill, and breathless ; and she gazed right on
With rayless orbs, nor marvell'd at my touch :
White, silent, pure, ineffable, a shape
Rebuking buman hope, a deathless thing,
Sharing the wonder of the Sun who sends
A8 long bright look thro’ all futurity.

When Shame lay heavy on me, and 1 hid
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My face, and almost hated ixer, my wj:rk,
Because she was so fair, so human fair,
Yea notydivinely fair as that pure face
Which, when mine hour of loss and travail came,
Haunted me, out of heaven. Then the Dawn
S:tared in upe;, her : when I open'd eyes,
Ane saw the gradual Dawn encrimson her
Like blood #hat blush’d within her,—and behold
She trembled-—and I shriek’d !

With haggard eyes,
I gazed on her, my fame, my work, my love !
Red sunrise mingled with the first bright flush
Of palpable life—she trembled, stirr'd, and sigh’d—
And the dim blankness of her stony eyes
Melted to azure. Then, by slow degrees,
She tingled with the warmth of living blood :
Her ey(;s were vacant of a seeing soul,
But dewily the bosom rose and fell,

T‘.‘;e lips caught sunrise, parting, and the breath
Fainted thro” pearly teeth.
* 1 was as one

Who gazes op a goddess serpent-eyed,
And cannot fly, and knows to look is death.
) N2

179



180 THE UNDERTONES.

O apparition iy work and wish !
The weight of awe oppress’d rhe, and the air

Swupg as the Seas swing around drowning tfien.

4.—DEATH IN LIFE.

ABouT her brow the marble thair had clung

With wavy tresses, in a simple knot ¢

Bound up and braided ; but behold, her eyes
Droop’d downward, as she wonder’d at herself,
Then flush’d to see her naked loveliness,

And trembled, stooping downward ; and the hair
Unlooscaing fell, and brighten’d as it fell,

Till gleaming ringlets tingled to the knees

And cluster’d round about her where she stood
As yellow leaves around a lily’s bud, .
Making a fountain round her such as clips

A Naiad in the sunshine, pouring down -

And throwing moving shadows o’er the floor
‘Whereon she stood and brighten’d.

ER ot Wonderingoeyed,
With softly heaving breast and outstretch’d arms,

Slow as an eyeless man who gropes his way,
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' L

She thrust a curving foot and touchme' ground,
" And stirrd ; and, downcast-lidded, saw not me.

Then as ‘the foot descended with no sound,

The whole live blood grew pink within the veins

For joy of its own motion. Step by step,

She paced the ghamber, groping t411 she gain’d

On;‘sdnlight-slip that thro’ the curtain’d pane

Crept slant—®a gleaming line on roof and floor ;

And there, in light, she pausing suun’d herself

With half-closed eyes ; while flying gleams of gold

Sparkled like flies of fire among her hair,

And the live blood show’d brightlier, as wine

Gleams thro’ a curd-white cup of porcelain,

There, stirring not, she paused and sunn’d herself,
With dpooping eyelids that grew moist and warm,
What time, withdrawn into the further dark,

T y.atch’'d her, nervelr i, as a murderer stretch'd
Usder a nightmare of the murder'd man.

And still she: downcast-lidded, saw me not ;

But g.ather’d glory while she sunn’d herself, .
Drawing deap breath of gladness such as earth

Br -thes dewily in the sunrise after rain.
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Then pray’d J, lifting up my voice aloud.
“ 0 apparition of my work and wish !
Thog. most divinely fair as she whose face ¢
Haunted me, out of heaven! Raise thine cyrres !
Live, love, a8 thou and I have lived and loved ! -
Behold me—it is I-—Pygmalion. {
Speak, Psyche, with thy huntan eyes and ps, -
Speak, to Pygmalion, with thy human gbtl !”

And still she, downcast-lidded, saw me not,

But gather’d glory as she sunn’d herself.

Yet listen’d murmuring inarticulate speech,

Listen’dwwith ear inclined and fluttering lids,

As one who lying on a bed of flowers

Hearkeneth to the distant fall of waves,

That cometh muffled in the drowsy hum

Of bees pavilion’d among roses’-leaves

Near to the ears that listen. So she stood

And listen’d to my voice, framing her lips .

lAftm' the speech ; nay, when the sound“haad ceased,

» eStBeiaten’d, with a shadow on her cheek—

Like the Soul's Music, when the Soul has fled,

Fading upon a dead Musician’s face.
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But, stooping in mine awe, with o:xtstretch‘d arms,
I crept to her; nor stirr'd she, till my breath
Was warm upon her neck : then raised she eyes
Of dewy azure, ring in ring of blue ¢
Less'ning in passionate orbe whereon my face
Fell white with yearning wondey,; when a cry
Toreher goft lips apart, the gleaming orbs
Widen’d to gilvery terror, and she fled,
With yellow locks that shone and arms that waved,
And in the further darkness cower'd and moan’d,
Dumb as a ringdove that with fluttering wings

Watches an adder in the act to leap.

What follow’d was a strange and wondrous dream
Wherein, half conscious, wearily and long
I wooed away her fears with gentle words,
Smooth gestures, and sweet srailes,—with kindness such
As calms the terror of a new-yean’d lamb,
é pure, it fears its shadow on the grass ;
And all the*while thick pulses of my heart
Throng'd hot in ears and eyelids,—for my Soy),
Seem’d swooning, deaden’d in the sense, like one

Who sinks in snows, and sleeps, and wakes no more.
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Yet was I conscious of a hollow void,

+ A yearning in tl.me tumult of the blood,
Her presence fill'd not, quell'd not ; and I seareh’d
Her e'yes for meanings that they harbour'd nof,
Her face for beauty that disturb’d it not. '
"Twas Psyche’s face, and yet *twas not her face,
A face most fair, yet not so heavenly fair, |
As hers who, when my time of travail came,
Haunted me, out of heaven. For its smile
Brought no good news from realms beyond the sun,
The lips framed heavenly nor human speech,
And to the glorious windows of the eyes
No Soul clomb up—to look upon the stars,
And search the void for glimpses of the peaks
Of that far land of morning whence it comes.

Then, further, I was conscious that my face
Had Iull'd her fears ; that close to me she came
Tamer than beast, and toy’d with my great bea.rd,;.
‘And murmur’d sounds like prattled infants’ speech,
] A%{iﬁlding to my kisseg kissed again.
Whereat, in scorn of my pale Soul, I cried,

% Here will I feast in honour of this nigh't 1
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And spread the board with meats and, bread and wine,
‘And drew the curtain with a wave of arm *
'Bidding she sunlight welcome : lastly, snatch’d
* A purple robe of richness from the wall,
And flung it o’er her while she kiss’d and smiled,

Girdling the wpist with clasp and®cord of goid.

Then sat v, side by side. She, queenly stoled,
Amid the gleaming fountain of her hair,
With liquid azure orbs and rosy lips
Gorgeous with honey'd kisses ; I, like a mun
Who loves fair eyes and knows they are a fiend’s,
And in them sees a heav'n ke knows is hell.
For, like a glorious feast, she ate and drank,
Staining her lips in crimson wine, and laugh'd
To feel the vinous bubbles froth and burst
In veins whose sparkling blood was meet to be
An..mgel's habitation. Cup on cup
1 &ain’d in fulness—careless as a god—
A haggard bearded hend upon a breast
In tumult like a sun-kist bed of flowers,

But ere, suffused with light, the eyes of Heave;a
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Widen'd to gazg upon the white-arm'd Moon,
Stiller than stone we reign’d there, side ()y side.
Yea,‘like a lonely King whose Glory sits

Beside him,—impotent of life but fair,—
Brightly appareléd I sat above

The tun;ult of the “own, as on a throne,
Watching her wearily ; while far away

The sunset dark’d like dying eyes that %hut
Under the waving of an angel’s wing. .

5.—SHADOW.

THREE days and nights the vision dwelt with me,

Three days and nights we dozed in dreadful state,
Look’d piteously upon by sun and star ;

But the third night there pass'd a homeless §6und
Across the city underneath my tower,

And lo! there came a roll of muffled whecls,

A shrieking and a hurrying to and fro

Beneath, and I gazed forth. Then far below

1 kserd the people shriek “ A pestilence!”

But, while they shriek’d, they carried forth their Dend, '

And flung them out upon the common ways,
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And moaning fled : while far across tite hills
A dark and brazen sunset ribb’d with black
Glared, ke the sullen eyeballs of the plague.

.I turn’d to her, the partner of my heig'ht :
She, with brigyt eyeballs sick witA wine, and hair,
Gletiming in sunset, on # couch asleep.

And lo ! a hdtror lifted up my scalp,

The pulses plunged upon the heart, and fear
Froze my wide eyelids. Peaccfully she lay

In purple stole array’d, one little hand
Bruising the downy cheek, the other still
Clutching the dripping goblet, and the light,
With gleams of crimson on the ruinous hair,
Spangling a"blue-vein’d bosom whence the robe
Fell bagk in rifled folds ; but dreadful change
Grew pale and hideous on the waxen face,

Any in her sleep she did not stir, nor dream.

Tlferefore, it scem’d, Death pluck’d me by the sleeve,
L]

And, swe&ping past, with lean forefinser touch’'d

187

The sle:eper’s brow and smiled ; when, shrinkin®* back,

I turn’d my face away, and saw afar
The brazen sullen sunset ribb’d with black
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Glare on her, ¥ke the eyeballs of the plague.

Ot apparition of my work and wish !
Shrieking I fled, my robe across my face,
And left my glory and my woe behind, .
And sped, thro’ pa.hless woods, o’er lpoonlit peaks,
Toward sunrise ;j—nor have halted since that hour,
But wander far away, a homeless man,¢
Prophetic, orphan’d both of name and fame.
Nay, like a timid Phantom evermore
I come and go with haggard warning eyes ;
And some, that sit with lemans over wine,
Or dally idly with the glorious hour,
Turn cynic eyes away and smile aside ;
And some are saved because they see mé pass,
And, shuddering, yet constant to their task,
Lok up for comfort to the silent stara,
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ANTONY IN ARMS.

Lo, we are side by side '—One dark arm furls
Around me like a serpent warm and bare ;
The other, lifted *mid a gleam of pearls,
Holds a full golden goblet mn the air :
Her face is shining through her cloudy curls
With light that makes me drunken unaware,
And with my chin upon my breast I smile
Upon her, darkening inward all the while.

And thro’ the chambar curtains, backward roll'd
By epicy winds that fan my fever'd head,

1 sce a sandy flat slope yellow as gold
To the brown banks of Nilus wrinkling red
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In the slow sypset ; and mine eyes behold
The West, low down beyond the river's bed,

Grow sullen, ribb’d with many a brazen bag,

Un&er the white smile of the Cyprian star.

N .

A blttcr Roman vision floateth black

Before me, in my dizzy brain’s despxte ;
The Roman armour brindles on my bagk,

My swelling nostrils drink the fumes of fight :
But then, she smiles upon me !—and I lack

The warrior will that frowns on lewd delight,
And, passionately proud and desolate,

I smile an answer to the joy I hate.

Joy coming uninvoked, asleep, awake,
Makes sunshine on the grave of buried powers ;
Ofttimes I wholly loathe her for the suke l
Of manhood slipt away in easeful hours :
But from her lips mild words and kisses breuk,
Till I am like a ruin mock’d with flowers ;
I thipk of Honour's face—then turn to hers-£
Durk, like the splendid shame that she confers.
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Lo, how her dark arm holds me I gm bound
By the soft touch of fingers light as leaves:
I drag my face aside, but at the sound
Of her low voice 'I turn—and she perceives
The cloud of Rome upon my face, and réund
My neck she twines her odoroys arms and 1,r|u cs,
Shedding upon a heart gs soft as they

Tears ’tis a Rero’s task to kiss away !

And then she loosens from me, trembling still

Like a bright throbbing robe, and bids me “go ! "—
When pearly tears her drooping eyelids fill,

And her swart beauty whitens into snow ;
And lost to use of life and hope and will,

I gaze upon her with a warrior's woe,
And turn, and watch her sidelong in annoy—
Then snatch her to me, flush’d with shame and joy.!
0;me more, O Rome ! I would be son of thine—

This constant prayer my chuin’d soul ever saith— ¢
I thitht for honourable end—1I pine

Not thus to kiss away my mortal breath.

44
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But comfort such as this may not be mine—
I cannot even die a Roman death :
1 sesk a Roman’s grave, a Roman’s rest— o

But, dying, T would die upon her breast !

.
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FINE WEA}THER ON THE DIGENTIA.,

(g

HORATIUS COGITABUNDUS.

1
Favonius changes with sunny kises
The spring’s ice-fetters to bands of flowers,
And the delicate Graces, those thin-skin’d Misses,
Are beginning to dance with the rosy Hours ;
The Dryades, feeling the breeze on their bosoms,
Thro’ tuby branches are blowing out blossoms ;
:I‘he naked Naiad of every pool, .
Lest the sunshine should drive her to playing the fool,
Llﬂ: fyll length in the water and keeps herself cool ;
"Pan is piping afar, "mid the trees,
His ditfy dies on the dying breeze,
While a wood;pymph leaneth her head on his knees, *
’.In a dreath, in a dream, with her wild eyes glistening,

3

o
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Her bosom thrqbbing, her whole soul listening !

In fact, 'tis the season of billing and cooing,

Amorous flying and fond pursuing, .
Kiss.ing, and pressing, and mischief-doing ;
And pleasartt it is to take one’s tipple
In the mild warm breath of the spicy South,
zrlnd deftly to fasten one’g lips to th% mouth |
Of a flaskot warmer than Venus' nipple !
Pleasant, pleasant, at this the season
When folly'is reason and reason treason,
When nought is so powerful near or far
As the palpitating
Titillating
Twinkle, twinkle, twinkle of the Cyprian star!

2.
But what has a ﬁmky quaky fellow,
Full of the sunshine but over-mellow,
To do with the beautiful Lesbian Queen,
The pink-e.yed precious with locks of yéllow,

-~

The goddess of twenty and sweet eighteen,
‘Whose double conquest o’er Pride and Spleen ‘
In the Greek King's bed put’a viper green
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- And darken'd the seas with the Grecign force ?
Nothing, of course !
Well, evep I have of joy my measure
And can welcome the newborn Adonis with pleasure ;
For since at Philippi, worst of scrapes,
) 1 sa.v?d'my skin for the good of the natiun,
#nd made tlﬁy pious agseveration
To scorn amhjtion and cultivate grapes,
1've found by a curious convolution
Of physical ailments and heavenly stars,
And of wisdom wean’d oy the blovd-milk of Mars,
That my pluck is surpass’d by my elocution—
And learnt, in fige,
That rosy wine

And sunshine agree with my constitution ! (Bib.it. )

3.
Plersant it is, I say, to sit here,
Just in the sunshine without the threshold,
And, with fond fingers and lips, caress old
Bacchds’ bottle, the sources of wit, here !
Drowsily hugp the honey-bees, ¢
Drowsily murmur the birds in the trees,

" o2
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Dyowsily drops,the spicy breeze,

¢ Drowsily I sit at mine ease.

4.
An idle life 1s the life for me,—
Idleness spiced by philosophy !
1 c;.re not a fig for the cares, of business,
Politics fill me with doubt and dizzinesp,
Pomps and triumphs are simply a bore to me,
rude ambition will come no more to me,
1 hate the vulgar popular cattle,
And I modestly blush at the mention of battle.
No |—Here is my humble definition
Of a perfectly happy and virtuous condition :
A few fat acres aroundabout,
To give one a sense of possession ; a few
Servants to pour the sweet Massic out ; '
Plenty to eat and nothing to do ;
A feeling of cozy and proud virility ;
A few stray pence ;—
And the tiniest sense

Of self-conservingresponsibility |
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5.
For, what is life ?%—or, rather ask here,
What i} that fountain of music and motion

We call the Soul #—As I sit and bask hepe,

«I confess that I haven't the slightest notion.

Yet Plato calls it eternal, telling *
How its original lofty dwelling
Was among tBe stars, till, fairly repining
_At eternally turning a pivot and shining,
. Heaven it quitted )
To dwell unpitied
In a fleshly mansion of wining and whining ;
Aristotle, I don’t know why,
Believes that, born up above in the sky
The moment that Body is born on the earth,
"Tis marrizd to Body that moment of birth ;
Hippo and others, whose heads were a muddle,
Affiym 'tis compounded of water—puddle !
O irg, not a few, with Democritus, swear ;
While gthers—chameleons—reduce it to Air;
Water and fire, cries Hippocrates !
No, water and’earth, cries Xenophanes !

eKarth and fire, cries Parmenides !

197
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Stop ! cries Endpedocles,—all of these.
* Ennius follow'd Pythagoras, thinking

The transmigration of spirits a ttuth ;—

A doctrine T choose to apply in sooth

To the 'spirii?, that lies in the wine I'm drinking ;

Speculation, muddle, .trouble, {

Some see obliquely, others double,
‘While under their noses, * . °
‘Which smell not thé roses,

Truth placidly bursts like a spangled bubble. )

6.
Altogetber, they' puzzle me quite,
They all seem wrong and they all seem right.
The puzzle remains an unsatisfied question ;
But Epicurus has flatly tried
To prove that the Soul is closely allied
To wine, and sunshine, and good digestion.
For without any prosing, hend-racking, or prenchinig,
‘ That's the construction I put on his teaching 1’
“Tis siriple : the Soul and the Body are one, )
Lilte the Sun itsbif and the light of the‘ﬁSun,
Born to chahge with all other creett.ions,
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Homunculi, q"un,lities, ema.nations, .
To pass thro’ wondrous and strange gradations ;
And if tiis be the case, our best resource
Is to make the most of our time, of course,
Nor grumble and question till hoary and hoarse.
And 1 slightly improve upon Epidurus;
Who shirk’d g:'ood living, as some assure us,
And assert, fom experience long and rare,
That body and soul can be perfectly snug,

* With sunshine, fresh air,
And no physical care, °

In a garden that never requires to be dug.

.
I, Quintus Horatius Flaccus, am learning
From the tuneful stars in my zenith turning,
From my bacl;elérhood, which is wide awake,
That the sum of good is a life of ease,

.':A friend or two, if the humour please,
And not a tie it would pain you to break.
Call the selfish, indolent, vain,

But I don’t and won’t see the virtde of pain,
Be it of body or be it of brain ;
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Philippi finish’d my education,
For it taught me the doctrine of self- preservatnon
I hate the barking of Scylla’s dogs, v
Hound Charybdis your sailor may spin, but not.I t—
In short, I am one of those excellent hogs
That grunt in the Grecian epicure’s sty
Day by day, my delight hag grown w1&er )
Since I learnt that wine is a natural good
And the stubborn donkey called Fortitude

Has a knack of upsetting the bile of its rider. «
All creeds that vex one are mere vexation ;

But I firmly believe, and no man dare doubt me,
In Massia taken in moderation,
And I like to dwell where no fools can flout me—
Sans physical care,
In the suuny'air,
And to sing—when I feel the fresh world about me !
(Hibit.)
8. )
« Bear witness, Flower |—One’s sense perceives
JThe rich sap lying within your leaves,
Whichglusciouslygswoon to & soft blood-red
As the sunlight woos them from overhead !
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Now, here is a porallel worth inspection®
Of, body and blood in perfect connexion
With what gome call Soul, that obscure abstractlon
Wlnch I have proved to my satisfaction
To be-hody in lesser or greater perfection. )
Thé"lierfect party of the perfect flower
Were.nourish’d by sunshing for many an hour,
Till the sunshing within them o'erflowing,—hence
The juice whose odorous quintessence, '
Though®sweetly expressing the parts and the whole,
Is simply a part of the whole, and still
Inseparate from the general will.
The Flower is the Body, the Scent is the Soul !
See! I press a thorn in the milky stalk :
+The small thing droops o’er the garden walk,
«Jhe soft leaves shiver, the sap runs dry,
And never more will the flower's mild eye
tDz'ink the breath of the moon—it will linger, and die.
But t‘he scent of the flower, some would cry, is the sweeter ;

+ True, but the scent, every moment, grows less,

And, further observing, they would confess, ¢ -
+That the flowery a8 a ﬁower, is the inc',bmpleter!

We‘l], between my fingers I sharply press
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The delicate leaves, and thro' every vgin
* The perfect anatomy shrinks with pain,
A:xd the flower with its odorous quintessence
Will never, 'tis clear, be perfection again.
Bah! I p]uck it, I pluck it, and cast it hence,
As Death plucks humanity body and ?min.
But the odour has not yet #own, you cry,
It sweetens the air, tho' the flower dotk die !
Of course ; and the feelers and stem and leaves,
And the sap and the odour it mterweaves,
No longer perfect and gastronomic,
Are in common resolving themselves, one perceives,
Back to first principles—say atomic ;
And whatever destination your fine
. Hard-headed philosophers choose to assign
To the several parts, they are reft of their power, * »
And, so far as concerns its true functions—¢o scent
The soft air, and look fair—and its first sweet i}ltent,

*Tis clear. that the whole is no longer a Flower.

9.
Take that bulky/hnd truly delectable whole,
The egotistic disciple of Bacchus, )
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. ’

With small hare’veyes and gray hairs or his poll,
Myself—good Quintus Horatius Flaccus !

There's & Bady! There’s a Soul !

Many a year, over Rome’s dominions,

Has.he vaunted his epicurcan opinions .,

He may be wrong, he may be right, ®

So he’roars his creed in nowad heroics,—

Since down in t®e grave, where all creeds unite,

Even Epicureans are changed to Stoics. (Bibit )

10,
Humph, the grave l—not the pleasantest prospect, affirms,
This quiet old heart starting up with a beat—
Well, *tis rather hard that Liquor so sweet .
Goes simply to flavour a meal for worms!
After all, I'm a sensible man,
To render*my span
As hgppy and easeful as ever I cgn.
To-ntorrow may”min‘gle, who knows, who knows,
The Life that is Dream with the Death that is Sleep
And the érass that covers my last repose .
May make a sward where the lambk¥ns leap
Round a mdd-eyed melhfluous musical boy
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Who pipes to his*flock in a pastoral joy,s

While the sun that is shining upon him there
Drawy silver threads thro’ his curly hair, ©
And Time with long shadows stalks past the spot,
And the Hours pass by, and he sees them not !
Insteqd of moping an'd idly rueing it, e

Now, this is the pleasantest way of viewing it 1—
To think, when all is over and done, ¢

Of indensately feeling one’s way to the sun,

Of being a part of the verdure that chases

The mild west-wind into shady places,

While one’s liver, warming the roots of a tree,
Creeps upward and flutters delectably

In the leaves that tremble and sigh and sing,
And the breath bubbles up in a daisy ring,

h;ld the heart, mingling strangely with rains and snows,
Biceds up thro’ the turf in the blood of a rose. *

11

Which reminds me, here, that the simile drawn
From the flower that is withering on the lawn,
May, by a stretch of the thought, apply o

To the unive.rse —ocean, earth, air, an sky; .
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Aud dividing the whole into nfinite less,
First principles: atomies numberless;y
We find tjat the sum of the universe strange
Suffers continual mystical change ;
While the parts of the whole, tho’ their compounds range
Thro’ all combiuations from men down to daisies,
Are eternal, unchangeablg, suffer no phases. )
So that Deathgto the dullest of heads so unsightly,
Is (here I improve Epicurus slightly)
Is but-the period of dissolution
Into some untraceable constitution
Of the several parts of the Body and Soul,—
And a total extinction of Man as a whole.
As to Time—mere abstraction! With even moticn
Like waves that gathering foamy speech
Grow duskily up on a moonlit beach,
And seem to increase the huge bulk of the ocean,
Hours yoll upon hours in the measureless sea

Of eternity :

N.ever ceasing, they seem increasing ;
But thé parts of the Infinite, changing never, ,
Increase not, tho’ changing, the Whyje, the For Ever.
Time? Call it a compound, if you please,
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A divisible drop in eterhal seas,
¢ An abstract figure, by which we men

Try to count our sensations again and agaip,

Ant‘l> then you will know, perceiving we must

Nourish somé compound with dust of dust,

And seeing how sbrort our sensations and powors,
Why I am ongg ‘
Who sits in the sun,

Whose Time is no limited number of hours,

But wine ever-present, in nectarine showers,

12. .
0 Mutability, dread abstraction,
Let me be wise in the satisfaction
Of my moderate needs in a half-inaction !
While Propertius grows love-sick and weary and wan,
While thou, Virgil, singest of arms and the man,
While assassins on Caesar sharpen their eyes,
While Agrippa stands grimly on blood-stained :deeks,
While Meecenas flirts with the femn.fe sex,
" Teach gne to sport and philosophize !
\V Mutgbilityﬂ lasting ever,
Changing ever, yet changing never,
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Teach me, O tga.ch me, and make me avise \—
In the dreadful depth of thy eyeballs dumb, -
Strange meanings flutter and pass to nought,
And beautiful images fade as they come, ‘
_Thro" an ander-trouble of shady thought !

8.

Yonder, yondgr, the Rivefdoth run,
From sun to shade, and from shade to sun,

Shaking the lilies to seed as 1t flows,

Under the willow-trees taking a dose,
Aund waking up in a flytter of fun!
Could you look at the leaves of yonder tree!
The wind 18 stirring them as the sun s stirriug me |
The woolly clouds move quiet and slow,

In the pale blue calm of the .trunquil skies,
And th;xr shades that run on the grass below

Leave purple dreams in the violet’s cyes!
Tl;: vine droops over my head with bright

Clusters of.purple and green—the rose

Breeks her heart on the air—and the orange glows
Like golden Jamps in an emerald night.*

* Qolden lamps in a green night —ANDREW MARVEL.



208 THE UNDERTONES.

While I sit, with ¢he stain of the wine on my lip,

Shall nature and I part fellowship ¢

No, by Bacchus! This view from the threshgld of home

Is as gﬁlad to the core, and as sorrow-despising,

As Aphrodité when fresh from the foam

That Btlll on her bosom was falling and nsmg,

Whlle the sunshine crept thro’ her brmy "hair

And mingled itself with the shadows there,

And her deepening eyes drank their azure from air,

And she blush'd a new beauty surpassingly fair ! ©
4.

*Tis absurd to tell me to ruffle a feather,
Because there may soon be a change of weather.
When the Dog-Star foams, I will lie in the shade,
And watch the white sun thro’ an emerald glade ;
When winter murmurs with rain and storm, .
I will watch my hearth smile to itself, and keep warm ;
And for Death, who having fulfilled his task '

¢ Leaves his deputy Silence in houses of mourning,—
Well, T hope he no troublesome questions will adk,

But knock me dgwn, like an ox, without wa,mmg

Like the world, I most solemnly promise devotion

<
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To pleasure commingled of light, musie, motion.
I like (as I said) to sit here in my mfrth,
To’be part of the joy of the sweet-smelling earth,
To feel the blood blush like a flower with its glee
To sing like a bird, to be stirr'd like a tree,
Drowsily, drowsily, sit at mine easey
ﬂW'hi'e the odd r}lymes buzg in my brain like bees,
And over my wjne-cup to chirp and to nod,

Ay to sit—till T fall

Like that peach from the wall—

Sclf-sufficient, serene, happy-eyed,—like a Gop'!
(Bibit.)

15.
Ay, crop the corn with the crooked sickle,
Sow harvest carly and reap too late,
Prove Fortune friendly or false or fickle,
Blunder and bother with aching pate,
Attg!.upting to conquer chance or fate,
Struggle, apecul;.te, dig, and bleed,
Reap thd whirlwind of Venus’ seed,
O senseless, impotent human breed !

What avails | what avails! Were ye less intent
[ ]

T
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On your rakixg and digging, perchance ye'd behold
The fleecy vapours above you roll'd

Round the dozing Deities dead to strife,

With their mild great eyes on each other bent

Enchanging & wisdom indifferent

To the native honours of death and life.

Sober truths of a pleasure dwme

Keep them supine ! o

The grand lazy fellows have nothing to do

With the hubble and trouble of me or of you,

The stars break around them in silver foam,

And they calmly amuse themselves, sometimes, by stealing

A peep at us pigmies, with much the same feeling

With which, from the candour and quiet of hothe,

I glance at the strife of political Rome.

Serene, happy-eyed, self-sufficient, they rest

On the hill where the blue sky is leaning her breast :—

Jove seated supreme in the midst, at his side
Apollo the Sun and Selene the Moon,

¢Juno half dozing, her foot of pride

On the neck of Venus the drowsy-eyed,
And Pallas humming the spheric tung,
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16.
Flash !
Lightning,.l swear !—there’s a tempest brewing !
Crash ! ‘
Thunder, too—swift-footed lightning pursting !
The leaves are troubled, the winds drop dead,
The air grows I. uminant o‘ezrhead—
Splash !
That great round drop fell pat on my nose.
Flash ! crash ! splash !—
T must run for it, I suppose.
O what a flashing and crashing and splashing,

The earth is rocking, the skies are riven—

Jove in a passion, in god-like fashion,

Is breaking the crystal urns of heaven.

P2



XVIIL

\

FINE WEATHER BY BAIAE
(]

¢
VIRGIL TO HORACE.

1.
SweeT is soft slumber, Horace, after toil,
To him who holds the glebe and ploughs the fruitful sofl,
Sweet to salt-blooded mariners, on decks washed red with
storm,
Doep sleep wherein past tempest and green waves
Make shadows multiform ;

2.
Sweet 'tis to Ceesar, when the red star, grown
Swart with war's dust, doth fade, to loll ‘npon a throne
Dispensing gifts, while on his lips a crafty halffsmile dies,
Andr the soft whi;pera of approving Romg
Fan his balf-closéd eyes |
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. 3.
Sweet to Tibullus, sick and out of tune,'
What time hiw elegies like wolves howl at the moon, o
Comes Pity loog'ning Delia’s zone as breezes part a cloud ;
And sweet to thec a wine-cup rough with sle;p,
After ihe tawny crowd. °

4.
And further, sweetly comes a scroll from thee
To Virgil where he dwells at Baiae near the sea—
For, sick with servile snakes of state that twme round
Ceesar’s foot,
He welcomes thy moist greeting and thy thought
' Poetically put.

5.
Such alternation of u;lrest and rest,
All ﬁtfp; peace and passion of the yearning breast,
Deepen the meani.ngs flashing swift in Joy's pink-lidded
eyne; )
And help the Houws to juggle with the fryita
Of easy creeds like thine.
‘
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6.
“"Phe time-glass runs, the seasons come and go,
After the rain, the flowers, after the flowers; the snow;
This Hour is pale and olive-crown’d, that sp'lash’d with
rebf;l-mud—
Thig flusht to gaze®on Ceesar's laurell'dsbrows,
That, drunk wi¢h Caesar’s blood !

7
Shall merest mortal man with drowsy nod
Sit under purple vine and doze and ape the god?
Wave down the everlasting strife of earth and air and
sea !
And, like a full-fed fruit that gorges light,
Grow rotten on the tree ?

8.
Leave the grand mental war that mortals keep ?
Fat the fat ears of corn, yet neither sow nor reap ¥«
*Loll in the sunshine, sipping sweets, what time the din of
‘ fghts v
Quénches the wind round Troy, and vefly goas
Feel dizzy on their hc_aightﬁ{"l
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9.
Nay, friend !-F;r such a man each hour supplies
Portents that mock his ease, affright his languid eyes :
The very elements are leagued to goad him blooa and
brain, -
The. very Sun soys drouth within histhroat

Unti.l it raves folr. rain!

10.
MethinKs I see thee sitting in the sun,
Whose kisses melt thy crusty wrinkles one by one :
Thy lips droop darkly with a worm of thought, half sad,
half wroth,
Which stirs the chrysalis mouth, then, ripe with wine,
Bursts like a golden moth, .

11,
Unfaith is with thee, Horace. Sun and wind
Dish;'b the tranquil currents of thy heart and mind;
In ofidst of Joy: comes pigmy doubt, prick-pricking likesa
fits,
Till, wide awa.kf, you rack your bmins.bo prove
Your perfect joy to me.
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12.
O better far, if Mati would climb, to range
Thro’ sun and thunder-storm tempestuous paths of
¢ change,
To mingle with the motion huge of earth and air and
main, .

And l:a.stly, fall upon a bed ofiflowers

When wearied down by pains

18.

Deep, deep, within Man’s elemental parts—
Earth, water, fire, and air that mix in human hearts,—
Subsists Unrest that seeketh Rest, and flashes into
gleams
That haunt the soul to action, and by night
Disturb our sleep with dreams.

14.
And thus we fashion with a pitcous will .
The gods in drowsy mildness seated on a hill,
The day before them evermore, the starry night Behind,—
‘Inberitors of the di‘vine repose
We seek and cannot find.



FINE WEATHER BY. BATAE, 217

15.
Woe, woe, to hi;n, who craving that calm boon
Falleth to sleep on beds of poppy flowers too soon !
The elements shall hem him in and fright his shnekmg
soul, *
And, since he asks for light, Lightning itself
Slmil scorch lug ~eyes to coal !

16.
My Ho:ace!—1 am here beside the deep,
Weaving at will this verse for Memory to keep :
I share the sunshine with my friend, and like a hzard
bask ;
But I, friend, doubt this summer joy,—and you
Shall answer what I ask.—

17.
Bluff March has blown his clarion out of tune,
Gon.e.is the blue-edged sickle of the April moon ;
Fuded hath fretful May behind a tremulous veil of
réin,—
But I would thg boisterous season of the winds
And snows were here agan: !
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18.
Fer ¥ am kneeling og the white sea-sand, !
Lettmg the cold soft waves creep up and kiss my hand ;
A golden glare of sunshine fills the blue air at my back,
And swims bet%een the meadows and the skies,
Leaving the meadows black.

19.

All is as still and beautiful as sleep :
Nay, all is sleep—the quiet air, the azure deep ;I
The cool blue waves creep thro’ my fingers with a silver
gleam,
As, lost in utter calm, I neither think
Nor act, but only dream.

20.

This is the poetry of Heart’s repose,

For which my spirit yearn'd thro’ drifting winds' and
«  snows— ‘

Oy the tingling coolness on my hand seems part akin

To that bleak winter warring when the dream

of pea(oe arose within.,
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21.

What time T dream’d of this, the winds, cast free,
Swoop’d qagle-like and tore the white bowels of the
sea. ; i
The winter tempest moved above, and "storm on storm

. did froyn ;—
I suw the awfal Sea bound up in cloud
Axqd then torn hugely down.

22.
Within my blood arose the wild commotion,
My soul was battling abroad with winds and ocean ;
But in the centre of the wrath, all nature, sea and sky,
Call'd out aloud for peace divine as this,
And lo, I join’d the cry.

23.
And calm has come, and June is on the deep,
Th:: winds are nested, and the earth takes mellow sleep ;
Yet, friend, n;y soul, though husht in awe, feels peace so
%till is pain,—
And the mdnptonous yearning voice within
Calls out for war again !.
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24.
For-hark ! into my dream of golden ease
*Breaketh the hollow murmur of untroubled seag ;
And belfold, my blood awakens with a thrill and sinks
and swells,
Ap when low breezes die and rise again
) On beds of asphode}t.

25.
Ay, now, when all is placid as a star, )
My soul in incompleteness longs for active war ;
Amid its utter happiness, it sighs imperfectly
In answer to the beautiful unrest

¢ Within the sleeping sea.

28.
. Unsatisfied, I hunger on the 'land,
Only subdued by this bright water on my hand ;
The beating heart within my breast for louder utterance
. ¢ Yyearns— ,
I listen, and ;he sympathetioc sea
Its endless moan returns.
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27.
Quiet, monot'b‘ﬁous, breathless, almast drown'd,
Ina.udibly‘audible, felt scarce heard, cometh the found,
Monotonous, §o monotonous, but oh ! so sweet, 8o sweet,
When my hid heart is throbbing forth a Voice,

And. the two voices meet.

28.
The void within the calm for which I yearned,
Until this moment was imperfectly discerned ;
But now I feel to the roots of life an inner melody,
That harmonises my unquiet heart
With the unquiet sea.

29.
H.es'a.r I the crawling movements of the main ¢
Or hear I dim heart-echoes dying in the brain ?
Is ther® but one impatient moan, and is it of the sea?
And, if two vgices spea.k which voice belongs -
To ocean, which to me?
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30.
The sounds have mingled into some faint whole,
-1 nsepa.rate, trembling o’er the fibres of my soul ;
Aud the cool waves have a magic all my swooning blood to
queil ;
The sea glides thro’ and thro’ me, and my soul
) Keeps sea-sound like a shell, ¢
31.
Ah, the monotonous music in my soul,
Enlarging like the waves, murmuring without control !—
Is it that changeful nature can rest not night nor day ?
And is the music born of this lorn Man,
Or Ocean,—Horace, say ?

82.
Is there a climbing element in life
‘Which is at war with rest, alternates strife with strife,
Whereby we reach eternal seas upon whose shores unsﬁ‘u;r’d
Exn Joy can sleep,—because no moan like this
Within those waves is heard %



XIX.

THE SWAN-SONG OF APOLLO.
o

2

1.
O Lyre"! O Lyre!
. ’zifmng with celestial fire !
Thou living soul of sound that answereth
These fingers that have troubled thee so long,
With passion, and with radiance, and with breath
Of melancholy song,—
Answer, answer, answer me,
With thy withering melody !
For the earth is old, and strange
Mysteries are working change,
And the Dead who slumber'd deep
Startle troubled from their sleep,
«And the ancient gods divine,
Pale a.nd haggard o’er their wine,
Fade in theu' ghastly banquet-halls, with large eyes fixed

on mined
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¢ 2
Ah me! ah gne!
The earth and air and sea
Are ‘shaken , and the great pale gods smit st:ll,
'The roseate mists around them roll away :—
Lo!' Hebe listens gn the act to fill,
And groweth wan and grey ;
On the banquet-table ’sprea,d,
Fruts and flowers grow sick and éead,
Pale pure mead m every cup /
Gleams to blood and withers up ;
Aphrodité breathes a charm,
Gripping Pallag’ bronzed arm ;
Zeus ,the Father clenches teeth,
While his cloud-throne shakes beneath ;
The passion-flower in Heré’s hair melts in a snowy wreath !
5.
Ah, woe ! ah, woe!
One climbeth from below,—
A mortal shape with pallid smile divine,
Bearing a heavy Cross and crown’d with thern,—
His brow i8 moist with Blood, his strange sweet eyne
. ‘
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Look pitgous and forlorn :
Hark, C’hark ! his cold foot-fyl
?real.:s upon the banquet-hall !
God and goddess start to hear,
Earth, air, ocean, moan in fear ;
Shadows of the Cross and Hjm
Dark th';a banquet-tgble dim,
Silent sit the gods di\vine,
Old and }mggard over wine,
And slowly to thy song they fade, with large eyes fixed vn

mine !

O Lyre! O Lyre!
Thy strings of golden fire
Fade to their fading, and the hand is chill
Tha;; touches thee ; the great bright brow grows
gray—
I faint, I wither, while that conclave still
Dies wearhy away !
, #h, the prophecy of old

Sung by us to smilers cold fe—
God and goddess pale and die, M
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Chilly cold against the sky,
There is chguge and all is done,
. Strange look Moon and Stars and Sun!
God and goddess fade, and see !
All their large eyes look at me !
While woe ! ah, woe ¢ in dying song, I f:gde, I fade, with
" thee! ‘

[y
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EPILOGUE.

TO MARY, ON EARTH

1.
So! now the task is ended ; and to-night,
Sick, impotent, no longer soul-sustain’d,
Withdrawing eyes from that ideal height '
Where, in low undertones, those Spirits plain’d,
Each full of special glory unattain’d,—
T tufn on 3;011, Sweet-Heart, my weary sight.—
Shut out the darkness, shutting in the light :
8o ! now the task is ended. What is gain’d }

2.
+First, sit beside me. DPlace your hand i®mine.
From deeﬁ_gst fountain of your veips the while
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Call up your Soul ; and briefly let it shin:
In those grey eyeshwith mildness fominine.

Yes, smile, Dear !—you are truest when yoy smile.
LJ

3.
My heart to-night imcalm as peaceful drgams.—
Afar i;,way the wind is shril]}ttho culver
Blows up and down the moors with wingy gleams,
The birch unlooseneth her locks of silver
And shakes them softly on the mountain stregms,
And o'er the grave that holds my David’s dust
The Moon uplifts her empty dripping horn :
Thither my fancies turn, but turn in trust,
Not wholly sadly, faithful though forlorn.
For you, too, love him, mourn his life’s quick fleeting ;
We think of him in common. Is it so ?—=
. Your little hand has answer'd, and I know
His name makes music in your heart’s soft beating ;
And

"Him, in his heaven, and me, in this low spot,

L 4
well, 'tis something gain’d for him and me-,

Something his éyes will see, and joy to see— " N
That yvu, too, love him, though you knew him not,
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4,
Yet, thig is bitter. We were boy and boy, .
Hand link’d in hand we dreamt of power and fame,
We shared each other’s sorrow, pride, and joy,
To one wild tune our swift blosd went and came,
Yyes drank each other' hope with flash of fame.
Then, side l;y side, we o}omb the hill of life,
We ranged thro’ mist and mist, thro’ storm and strife ;
But then,
That his pale Soul to mine was so akin,

it is so bitter, now, to feel

Firm-fix'd on goals we each set forth to win,

So ¢winly conscious of the sweet Ideal,

So wedded (God forgive me if I sin )

That neither he, my friend, nor I could steal

One,glimnpde of heaven’s divinities—alone,

And flushing seek his brother, and reveal .

‘.%me hope, some joy, some beauty, else unknown ;
« Nor, bringing down his sunlight from the Sun,

Call sudden up, to light his fellow’s face,

A smile as proud, as glad, as that I trace,

In your déur eyes, now, when my work is doife,
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5.
Love gains in givilg. What had I to gi;
Whegeof his Poet-Soul was not possest ?
What gleams of stars he knew not, fugitive
As lightning-flashes, could I manifest §
What, music fainting in a clearer air§ o
What lights of sunrise from beyond the :grave
What pride in knowledge that he could, not share I—

Ay, Mary, it is bitter ; for I swear
He took with him, to heav’n, no wealth I gavb. ‘

6.
No, Love, it is not bitter! Thoughts like those
Were sin these songs I sing you must adjust.
Not bitter, ah, not bitter —God is just ;
And, seeing our one-knowledge, just God chose,
By one swift stroke, to part us. Far above
The measure of my hope, my pride, my love,
Ahove our seasons, suns and rains and SQOWB,—
He, like an exhalation, thus arose
Hearing i~ a diviner atmosphere ¢
Music we only see, when, dewy and dimg
The stars thro’ gulfs of azure darkness swim,
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Music T seem to see, b}:t cannot heat.

But evermore, my Poet, on his hejght,

Fillg up gy Soul with sweetness to the brim,
Rains influence, and warning, and cielight ;

And now, I smile for pride and joy in him !

v 7.
1 saia, Love ga.ins by giv‘ing. And to know
That I, who could not glorify my Friend,
Soul of my Soul, although 1 loved him so,
Have power and strength and privilege to lend
Glimpses of heav'n to Thee, of hope, of bliss !
Power to go heavenward, pluck flowers and blend
Their hues in wreaths I give you with a kiss—
You, Love, who climb not up the heights at all !
To think, to think, I never could upcall

On his dead face, so proud a smile as this!

8.
Most just i; God : who bids me not be sad
For His dear sake whose name is dear to thee,
Who bids me proudly climb and sometimes se®
With joy a glimps.e of him in glory “clad H
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Who, ﬁlrther, bxds?our life be proud and ghd
When I have clifob'd and seen, for joy ingme.
My ]pwly-mmded:, gentle-heartedglove! o
I bring you d_(ﬁ'i"n his gifts, aud®am sustain’d :
You watch and pray—I climb—he stands above,
So, npw the task is énded, what is ga.in’g'!

14

9.
This knowledge.—-Bet;er in your arms to rest,
Better to love you till my heart should break}
Than pause to ask if he who would be blest
Should love for more than his own loving’s suke.
So closer, closer still ; for (while afar,
Mile upon mile toward the polar star,
Now in the autumn time our Poet’s dust
Sucks back thro’ grassy sods the flowers it thrust
To feel the summer on the outer earth)
I turn to you, and on your bosom fall.
Love grows by giving. I have given my.all
8o, smile—to show you hold the gift of worth.‘

10.
Ay, all the thanks that I on earth can render
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To him whq sends me such good;be;vs from God,
Is, in due turn, to thy young life Oo~tqndgr

Hopes titat denotegwhile blossoming in splendqur,
Where an invisible Afigel's foot hath®rode. *

So, Sweet-Heurt, I have given unto thee,

I:Tot only sych poor song us herd I twine,

But Hope, Ambition, afk of méne or me,

My flesh and blood, and mor§ my Soul divine.
Tnke all, take all ! * Ay, wind white arms abont
My neck and from'my Soul draw bliss for thine :
Smile, Sweet'-Hea.rt, and be happy—1lest thou doubt
How much the gift I give thee makes thee mine !

THE EXD.
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Chancer for CMildren: A Golden Key. By Mrs, H. R, Hawms. .
‘With Dight Coloured Pictures and numerous Woodcuts by the Auathor.
New , small 4to, cloth extra, bse .

Chauoer fg: Sohools. By Mrs, H. R Haweis, Demy 8vo, ¢loth

, 28, 64, L

w
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. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, g.ilt. 7s. 6d. .
Colman’s Humorous Works :
* Broad Grins," "* My Nightgown and Slippers,” and other Humerous
Works, Prose and Poetical, of GEORGE COLMAN, With Life by G.
B. BUCKSTONE, and Frontispiece by HOGARTH#S

®post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 64.

 Convalescent Cookery : °
A Family Handbook. By'CATHERINE RYAN.
“ Full of softnd séhse and useful hints."—SATURDAY REVIEW.
Conway (Moncure D.), Works by :.
Demonology and Devil-Lore. By MONCURE B, CONWAY,
M.A. Two Vols., 1yal 8vo, with 65 Illustrations, 28s.
A Necklace of Stories. By Moxcure D. CoawAy, M.A.
dllustrated by W.9. HexNessy  Square 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. o
The Wandering Jew. By MoNCURE D, CoNnway, M.A, Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

L)
Thomas Carlyle: Letters an® Recollections. By MONCURE
- D. Conway, M.A. _ With Hlustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

“New and Chéapr; liat-i;n. crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Cook (Dutton).—Hours with the Players.
By DUTTON £0Ok. With a Steel Plate Frontispiece.
- Post 8vo, cleth limp, 2s. 64.

Gopyright.—A Handbook of English and

‘oreign Copyright in Literary and Dramatic Works. By SIDNEY
JERROLD, of the Middle Temple, Esq., Barrister-at-Law.

“ Till the time arrives when copyright shali be so simple and so am'{orm that

st can be gererally understood and enjoyed, such a handbook as this will prove of

reat value, It is correct as well as sorcise, and gives just the kind and quantiy

of tnformation destzed by p:,ms who are ignorant of the subject, and turn to 1t

Jor information and guidance, J-ATIEN EUM.
e ——— e~

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 64.

Cornwall.—Popular Romances of the West
of England; or, The Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions of Old
Cornwall. Collected and Edited by ROBERT HUNT, F.R.S. New
and Revised Edition, with Additions, and Two Steei-plate Illustra-®
tions by GEORGE CRUIKSHANK.

grown 8vo, cloth extra, gxlt,'»;i-t'h 13 Pc;ri:raits, 78. 64_1:

Creasy's Menoirs of Eminent Etonians;
With Notices of the Early History of Eton College. By Sir EDWARD
CREASY, Author of * The Fifteen Decisive Battles of the World.

Crown &vo, cloth extra, with Etched Frontispiece, 5 6d. e

Credulities, Past and Present. .
By WILLIAM JonN®s, F.S.A., Author of * Finger-Ring Lore," &c.

o Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 65,
Crimes and Punisirments.

Tncluding a New Translation of Beccaria's“ De Delitti e delle Pene,*

By JAMES ANSON FARRER.
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Crmksha.nk qeorge :

The Comic .A.lma.na.ck Complete in Two SERIES: The FIRST
from 1835 to 1843; the Secoxp from 1844 to 1853, AG:nhenng of the
Best uuokg of THACKERAY, HooDn, MavHew, ALBERT SMITH,
A'BECKETT, BERT BRoucH, &c. With 2,000 W ‘oodcuts and Steel
Engravings by CruiksHank, HiNg, L:mm:u.é. &c. Crown Bvo, cloth

[ gilt, two very thick volumes, 7s. 6d. each.
The Life of Gefrge Cruikshank. By BLANCHARD JERROLD,
L Author of “ The Life of Napolcon I1II.* &.c With numerous Hlustra- ¢

vons and a List of his Works, Two Vols crown ’vo clo(h extra, 24s.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Cussans.—Handbook of Heraldry;
with Instructions for Tracing Pedigrees and Demphm'mg Ancient
MSS., &. By JoHN E. Cussans. Entirely New and Revised
Edl}xon Illustrated‘mth over 400 Woodcuq and Coloured Plates. -

—_—— —— DO Sy

Post 8\ 0, tloth limp, 2s. Ba. ‘

Davenant.—What shill my Son be P
Hints for Parents on the Choice of a Professnon or Trade for their
Sons. By FRANCIS DAVENANT, M A,

I

New and Cheaper Edition, crown 8vo, cloth extra, Illustrated 7s. 6d.
Doran.—Memories of our Great Towns.

With Anecdotic Gleanings concerning their Worthies and their
Oddities. By Dr. JouN DoraN, F.S.A. With 38 Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, half-bound, 12s. 6d.

Drama, A Dictionary of the.

Being a comprebensive Guide to the Plays, Playwrights, Players,
and Playhouses of the United Kingdom and America, from the
Earliest to the Present Times. By W. DAVENPORT ApAMS. (Uni®™
form with BREWER's * Reader's Handb@>k.") [In preparation.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.

Dyer.—The Folk-Lore of Plants. ,

ByT. F. ’rmsnm‘o’« D\'ER M A [In preparation,

Crown 8\'0 cloth boards. 6s. per Volume,

a.rlg lish Poets. ) .
Edited, with ntroducnons and Annotations, by Rev. A. B.SGROSART.
%, Fletcher's (Giles, B.D.) Com- | 3. Hmick s (Robeft)»Hesperi- «

¢ [iéte Poems: Christ's Viclorie in | des, Noble Numbers, and Com-
ven, Christ's  Victorie on K‘ete Collected Poems. With
Earth, Christ's Triumph over emorial-Introduction and Notes,
®Death, ang Mints Poems. With Stesl PortraR, Index of First
oy ,,Memorial— ntroduction and Notes, Lines, ‘a’gf Glossatfal lndex, &c.
ee Vols.

2. Dnvles (Bir Jghn) Complete | 4. Bidne§'s (Sir Philip L

Poetical Works, focluding Psalms plete Poetncdb'xfmh& oludm

+ LaoL. & Verse,and other hitheg- all thoge in *
m&)n buhfd MSS,, for ;E 1 * Portrait Memoﬂhl-lntroducﬁon
time Ci wh I "“»Em v of &dney,
Memorial-Introduction and . and N Three ols.
Nm. Two Vols, |

Yy -
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustratxons, 6s.

Emanuel,—On Diamonds  and Precious
Stones ; t.heu' Histery, Value, and Propertles with Simple Tests fot
ascerta.mmg their Reality. By HarRrRY EMANUEL, F.R.G.S. th
numerous lllustrations, Tinted and Plain.

Crown @0, cloth extta, with Illustrations. 7s. 6d.

Englishman’s House, The: .
A Practical Guide to all interested in Selecting or Bmldmg a Hous ?
with full Estimates of Cost, Quantities, &. By C.]. R:c:mkoso
Third Edition, With nearly 600 Illus’(ratxons

New and Cheaper Edition, crown 8vo cloth extta, 6s.

Ewald.—S8tories from the State Papers.

By ALEX. CHARLES EWALD, F.S.A., Author of *The Life of Prince
» Charles Stuart, "¢&c With an Autotype%acsxmlle

. Crown" 8vo, cloth extm, with Illustrations, 6s.

Fairholt.—Tobacco:
Its History and Associations; with an A&ount of the Plant and its
Manufacture, and®its Modes of Use in all Ages and Countries. By
F. W. FAIRHOLT, F.S.A. With Coloured Frontispiece and upwards
of wo,lllustra.tlons by the Author.

) Demy Bvo; cloth e extra, 73 . 6d.
Familiar Allusions:

A Handbook of Miscellaneous Information ; including the Names of
Celebrated Statues, Paintings, Palaces, Country Seats, Ruins,
Churches, Ships, Streets, Clubs, Natural Curiosities, and the like.

By WiLL1AM A. WHEELER, Author of * N oted Narnes of Biction; "
and CHARLES G \VHEELER .

Faraday (M1H§ael), Works by :

The Chemical tory of a Candle: Lectures delivered before
a Juvenile Audicnce at the Royal Institution. Edited by WiLLiam

Cr.ggxr .s, F.C.S. Post 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations,
45

On the Various Forces of Nature, and their Relations to each
other. Lectures delivered before a Juvenile Audience at the Ro
Institution, Edited by WiLLiam Crookes, F.C.S. Post 8vo, cloth extla
with numerous Illustrations, 4 od. .

oo

@  Crown 8vo, cloth extra, \vxth Iilustrations, 7s. 6d

Finger-Ring Lore:
Historical, Legendary, and Anecdotal. By WM. JONES, F.S.A. .Wn:h
Hundreds of Illustrations of Curious Rings of all Ages anc Counmes
Y One of.lllost gosstping books which are as full of £ as of yshey »
—-A-rumm-:uu » .

New and Gheaper Edition, crown 8vo, cloth cxtra,%s.

tz% eradd.—Recreations of a Literary Man;

®r, Does Writing Pay ? oWith Recollactipns of somd Literary Men,

. and a Viewof a unmymns § Life. yP.EmW
GERALD. s )
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Gardening Books:

A Year's Work in Garden and Greenhouse: Practical Advice
to Amateur Gardeners as to the Management of the Flower, Fruit, and
Frame Garden. By GEORGE GLENNY. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.

Our Kitohen Garden: The Plants we Grow,-and How wse
Cook Them. By Ton JerroLp, Author of “ The Garden that Paid the
Rent,” &c, Post 8vo, cloth liwp, 2¢. 6d.

Household Hortloulture: A Gossip abouf_Flowers, By ToM
and JANE JerroLpg Illustrated. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 64,

The Garden that Paid the Rent. By Tom JERROLD. Feap. 8vo,
illustrated cover, 1s.; cloth limp, 1s. 6d. € ®

My Uarden Wild, and What I Grew there, By FRANCIS
GEORGE HEATH. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ss.

One Shilling Monthly, -

Gentleman’s Magazme (The) for 1882.
The JANUARY Number 0f this Periodical contained the First Chapters
of a New Serial Story, entitled “ Dust,” by JLULIAN HAWIHORNE,
Author of “Garth,” &. * SBlence Notes,” by W. MATTIEU
» WiLLIAMS, F.R.A.S., will also b continued monthly.—In JANUARY,
1883, will be in # New Serial Novel by ROBERT BUCHANAN,

ertitled “ The New Abelard.” t

*,» Now ready, the Volume for JANUARY fo JUNE, 1882, cloth extra,
drice 85. 6d ; and Cases for binding, price 2s. azch. «
Gentleman’s Annual (The). *

Containing Two Complete Novels by R. E. FRANCILLON and the
Author of " Miss Molly.” Demy 8vo, illuminated cover, rs.
THE RUSKIN GRIMM.—Square 8vo, cl. ex., 6s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 7s. 64,

German Popular Stories.

Collected by the Brothers GRIMM, and Translated by EpGaR TAYLOR.
Edited with an Introduction by JoHN Rusx@.h With 22 Illustrations

on Steel by GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. Both §eries Complete.

“The sliustrations of this volume . . . areof qhite sierling and admirable
art, of a class precisely parallel in el 1 the ch of the tales which
they illustrate; and the original etchings, as I have before said in the Appendix to
my ‘ Elemems of Drawing,' were unvivalled in masterfulness of todch since Rem-
brandt (1n some qualities of delineation, unrivalled even by him), . . . Tomake

sgmewhat enlarged copies of them, looking at them through a magni, gng lass,

never pufﬁngg twooft’m £h¢;¢"zmihsh£nk has put oul&‘ one, mldf an'e:m'-
cise in dectsi x:;nd severe di g whick would leage ajt:mr_h lithe to bs learnt
1 schools.”—E xtract from Intreduction by Jorn RUSKIN. .

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 64. L v
Glennnx.— A - Year's Work in tiarden -and
€reenhouse: Practical Advice to Amateur Gardenersasto the Manage-
ment of the Flower, Fruit, and Frame Garden. By GEORGE GLENNY.

“A deal i 7 ed § imple language.
‘ nmtue;‘:c’ed m"ﬁ‘ﬁﬁ‘}?f f I::{tg”;:'&?"'ﬂvgns ﬁ::gn:r’.”f‘ e be

. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt and gilt edges, s 6d,
@olden Treastry of Thought, The: ,
A% ENCYCDPEDIA OF QUOTATIONS fbm Writers of all ’.l‘inu'q,nd
“Countries, Selected Edited by JHEODORE TAYLOR,

* »

LS| i
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Golden Library, The:
Ballad Histery of England. By

W. C. BENNETT.
Bayard Taylor's Diversions of
the Echo Clxb. !

Byron's Don Juat,
E?ezson's Letters and Social
1ms.

Godwin'se (Willam) Lives of
the Necromancers.

Holmes's Autocrat of - the

b Breakfast Table. With an Introduc-
tion by G. A. Sara.

Holmes's Profesgsor at the

. Breakfast Table.

Hodds Whims And Oddities.

» Complete, With all the original

i Ilustrations. .

Irving's (Washington) Tales of®
a Traveller.
n) Tales of

'8 (W
the Alhambra,

Jesse's "(Bdward) Scenes and

1 Occupations f Country Life,

Lamb’'s Essays of Elia.

+ Series Complete in One Vol,

Leigh Hunts Essays: A Tale
for a Chimney Corner, and other
Pieces. With Portrait, and Introduc-
tion by EDMUND OLLIER.

!

Both

16mo (Tauchnitz size), cloth extra, 2s, per volume, .

Mallory's (Sir Thomas) Mort
@’ Arthur : The Stories of King Arthur
and of the Knights of the Round
Table. Egited by B, MonTGOMER®E
RANKING. -

Pascal's Provincial Letters. A
New Translation, with Histoffcal In-
golc)ln n and Notes, by T. M’Crax,

[

PoFe'u Poetical Wagks. Com-
plete.

Rochefoucauld's Maxims and
Moz1al Reflections. With Notes, and
an Introductory Essay by SaiNTe-
BruUVE.

St. Plerre's Paul 'and Virginia,
and The Indian Cottfge. Ldited,
with Life, by the Rev. E. CLARKE.

Shelley’s Early Poems, and
Sueal Mab, with Essay by Leicn

UNT. .

Shelley’s Later Poems: Laon
and Cythna, &c.

Shelley's Posthumous Poems,
the Shelley Papers, &c.

Shelley’'s Prose Works, includ-
ing A Refutation of Deism, Zastrozzi,
St. Irvyne, &c.

‘White's Natural History of Sel-
borne. Edited, with Additions, by
‘Tuomas Browx, F.L.S.

'New and Cheaper Edition, demy 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7s. 6d.

QGreeks and

Described from

mans, The Life of the,

tique Monuments.

By ERNST GUHL and W&

KONER. - Translated from the Third German Edition, and Edited by

Dr, F. HU.FFER,
. Y Must
Jibrary of art.”—DaiLy News.

With 545 Illustrations.
a place, not only upon the scholar's shelves, but in every well-chosen

Crown 8vp, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustrations, 4s. 6d.

Guyot—The Earth

om Physjcal Geography in its relation to the History

)

BysARNOLD GUYOT. With Additions by Professors AGAss1Z, PIERCE,
. and GRAY; fa Maps and Engravings on Stee], some Coloured; and

copious Index.

—. Crown 8vo, 15.; cloth, 1s. 6d. W
Hair (The) : Its Treatment in Health, Weak:
ness, and .Di Translated from the Germaf'of Dr. J. PINCUS.

Hake Dr. Thomas Gordon), Poems by: .

Small 4to, cloth extra, 8s.

.
- of the Morrow.
oo

ymbols. Crowndvo,.cloth extra, 6s.
Crown 8vo, cloth
t Play. Créwn'8vo, cloth extra,

ik

T
[Shorily

of Mnnldnd.. )
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. r '.:l‘\‘vo Vols., crownT 8";, clotil extra, 12s.
Half-Hours with Foreign Novelists,

With Notices of their Lives and Writings. By HELEN and-ALICE
ZIMMERN. A New Edition.

€

<

Medium 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, with Illustfations, 7s. 6d.

Hall.—Sketches of Irish Character. By Mrs.

S.C. HALL. With nfmerous Illustrations on Steel and Wood by
. MACLISE, GILBERT, HARVEY, and G. CRUIKSHANK,
e ctches of this lady resemble Miss Mitford’s®beautdful Englis.
‘The Irigh Sketches of th ble M. tford’s ®be 1 English
sketches in "Our Village but they are far more vigorous and picfuresque and
bright.”—BLACKRWOOD’S MAGAZINE.

———— B et e e

Haweis (ﬁ;s.), Works by :

The Art of Dress. By Mrs. H. R. Hawrrs. lIllustrated by the
Author, Small 8vo, illlfstrated cover, 1s.; cloth limp, 18 6d. + = <
“ A whil-considcred attempt to apply canons of good %aste (o the gostumes
of ladses of our tume, , . . . Mrs* Hawes wntes frankly and to the
point; she does not mince matters, bus boldly remonstrates with her own sev
on the follies they wndulgerq, . . . €. Wemay recommend the book to the
Judm whom it concerns.” — ATHENALUM, -

The Art of Beauty. By Mrs. II. R. Halvers. Squéré 8vo,
cloth extra, gilt, gilt edges, with Coloured Froatispicce and mnearly 100
Illustratioms, 10s. 6. .

The Art of Decoration. By Mrs. H. R. HAWEIs,, Square 8vo,
handsemely bound and profusely Illustrated, 10s. 6.,

*.* See also CHAUCER,. p. 6 of this Catalogue.
i+ A —————n | g < . — e - — - —— e e

Crown 8ve, cloth extra, 6s.

Haweis (Rev. H. R.).—American Humorists.

Including WASHINGTON IRVING, OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES,
James Russerf. LOWELL, ARTEMUS WARD, MARK TwaAIN, and
BRET HARTE. By the Rev. H. R. HAWELS, M.A. [Skorily.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, §s3

P . Rl
Heath (F. G.)—My Garden Wild, o
And What I Grew there. By FRANCIS GEORGE HEATH, Author of

** The Fern World,” &c. .
817 gardens of wild flowers do nof begin at once to spring u[ over half the liltle
patches of back yard within ﬁ]/ty miles of London 1t will not be My, Heath's fault,
¥ for a more exquisite picture of ihe felicity of horticulture has scldom been drawn for
s by so charming and graphic a word-painter as the writer of this pleasint little
volume."—~GRANT Au.sxlin THE ACADEMY, P

-
" SPECIMENS OF MODERN POETS.—Crown 8vo, cléth extra, 65.

Hepta‘bﬁi“ (The); or, The Seven againgt Sense.
. Qap wi ven Bells, - .
 The merits of thewook canntdt be fairly estimated by means of & fow dxtracts;
showld be wead at length to be appreciated properly, ayd mn our opinion its
mucrits enttile it 1o be very widely read indeed.”—5T. AMES'S GAZETTR,
Cr.8vo,bound mtlc:mm, 8s.; Large-Paper copies (only so printed), iss
Herbert.—The Poems of Lord Herbert of
. Cherbury. Edited, with an Introdudtion, by J. CHURTON COLLINS,
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Crown 8vo. cloth limp, with Illustmnons. 2s. 6d.

Holmes.—The Science of Voice Prodtictxon'

and Voice Preservation : A Popular Manual for the Use of Speakers
and Singers. By GorpoN HOLMES, M.D.
" The adyice the author gives, copring as it does from gne having authomy. is®
most valuable, '—Nnu.ns.

cown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7s 6d. . .

» Hood’s (Thomas) Choice Works,

In Prose and Verse. Including the CREAM OF THE CoMIC ANNUALS@®
With Liféof Author, Portrait, and Two Hundred lllustmtxons 0

uare crown 8vo, cloth extra, gult edgos 6s

Hood's (?om) From Nowhere to the North
Pole: A Noah's Arkmeological Narrative. With 25 lllustrations by
‘##W., BRUNTON nnd E.'C. BARNES . Vi

870, cloth ¢ extra gnlt 7s. 5. 6d. ¥,

Hook’s (Theodore) Chd;ce Humorous Works,

mcludmg his Ludicrous Adventuges, Bonggmots, Puns and Hoaxes.
With a new Life of the Author, Portraits, Facsimiles and Illustratlons‘

e e

Tenth E’dmon. crown Swo. cloth extra, 78,

Horne.—Orion : : .
An Epic Pogyn, in Three Books. By RictiaArRD HENGIST HORNE.
Wlth Photographlc Portraat fzom a Medallion by SUMMERS.

Gk U *

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Howell.—Conflicts of Capital and Labour|
Historically and Economically considered. Being a History and
Review of the Trade Unions of Great Britain, showing their Origin,
Progress, Constitution, and Objects, in their Politigal, Social, Eco-’
nomucal, and Industrial Aspects. By GEORGE HoOw L;, .

“This book is an attempt, and on the whole a successful attempt, 10 b)lact the
work of trade unions in the vs! and thewr objects n the future, jnub efore !he
publec from the working man poml of view."—ParL M.u.x. Guuﬂt.

e

Demy 8vo cloth extra, rzs. 6d.

Hueffer.=~The Troubadours:
A History of Provengal Life and Literature in the Middle Ages. By
Francts HUEFFER. )

Crown Bvo, cloth extra, 6s.

Irela.nd under the Land Act: ~
Let®erf to the Slandard during the Crisis. Containing the most
recent Infermation about the State of the Country, the Popular
Leaders, the League, the Working of the Sub-Commissions#&c.
With Leading Cases under the Act, giving the Evidence in full}
Judma.l Dxcts., &, By E. CANT-WALL. ° .

o Crown 8vo, cloth extra,

Janvier.—Practical Keramics for Students.

By CATHERINE A. JANVIER.
“WWI be found a wuseful hand®omby those who wish Eo try ﬂz’ mam«/atlmt or
drcoration of * pottery, and may be mmu by all who desire to knBw somethang of
the aﬁ."—\aoumo Post,
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.A New Edition, crown 8vo, cloth extra, Illustrated, 4s. 6d.

n.m.nﬁs .—The Rosicrucians :

Their Rites and Mysteries. With Chapters on the' Aneiem Fire and
Serpent Worshippers. By HARGRAVE JENNINGS. With Five full
page Pl Pla.tes and upwnrds of 300 Illustratwns.

Je 9rrold (Tom), Works by ‘
The Garden thag, Paid the Rent. By ToM JERROLD. Feap. 8vo,,
illustrated cover, 1s.; cloth limp, 1s. 6d
Hgusehold Horticulture: A Gossip about Flowersy By ToM and
JaNe JERROLD. Illustrated. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d.
Our Kitchen Garden: The Plants we Grow, and How we Cook
Them. By Toum JerroLp, Author of ** The Garden that Paid the Rent,”
&c. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 64.
+ “The combination of hinis on cookery with ening has been very cleverl)
carried out, and the nsu{t u’u mleustu’l;’ and hi, i‘;ﬁﬂhﬁdwz little t:Zk Mr).‘
Fervold is correct 1n saying that English people do notemake half the use o{la
1ables lhiy might; and by showing how easily thry can Ge _Erown. and, so ned
fmh Iu is domg a grent ¢ deal to malu fhem niore popular.”’~Dawy Cﬂuolpcu:.

Two Vols 8\0, with 30 Illustra.xons and Maps, cloth extse, gilt, 14s.

Josephus, The Complete Works ef. .

Translated by WH1sTON. Containing both * The Anuqmnes of the
]e“s " and **'The Wars of the Jews "

‘Small 8vo, cloth, full gnlt gm edges, 8, with. llluslmtwns.

Kavanagh.—The Pearl Fountain,
And other Fairy Stories. By BRIDGET and JULM KAVANAGH.
. With Thirty Illustrations by J. MOYR SMITH. »
“Genwine ne fairy storus of the old type, some oj them as delightful as the

best of Grimm's * German Popular Stores.' . . Forthe most part the stories
are downright, thorough-going fairy stories of the most admirable hind. e e
Mr. Moyr Stmith'’s 1llustrahons. too. are admrrabl: . Sn:cn'rol. "

Squarc 8\ 0, cloth extra wn.h 1 nstmuons,
Knight (The) and the Dw:

By CHARLES MiLLs. With Illustrations by THOMAS L{NDSA}’
Crown 8vo, illustrated boards, with numerous Plates, 2s. 64, 1+ |

«Lace (Old Point), and How to Copy and

Imitate it. By DAISY WATERHOUSE HAWKINS, wm: 19 Illustra-
ucns by thé Author.

4
[ —e-
l‘

Lane’s Arabian nghts &c.: . “«
The Thousand and One Nights: COmmonlycalled m England,

L “Tue Arasian NicHTs' ENTERTAINMENTS.” A New Translation from
lhe Ambxc with copious Notes, by EDwagp Wu.l.u Illustrated
. v hundred Engravm on Wood,
n.u& Harvey. A New Edition, frmn Cow lhe

lator, edited by his Nephew, Epwagp STANLEY Poorg.
f refl::e 13 s;mr.cvyl,uz-l’gou ‘Three Vdis,, demy 8vo, clota em,
s. 6d.
Ambhhsooiet the Middle Ages: Storiel&ém“'!‘ha'!‘hou
ﬂnd One quta:c » B E:z,ug) Wn.x;'nu Laus, Aﬁtmcc & “Tln
N ne, EXm Laxe-PooLx
. cloth um, TIE [In lM’ﬁu .
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Lamb (Charles): A

Mary and Charles Lamb: Their Pcems, Letlers, and Remains.
With Reminiscences and Notes by W.Carew Hazvirr. With Hax-
cock’s Portrait of the Essayist, Facsimiles of the Title-pages of the rare
First Editions of Lamb’s and Coleridge’s Woeks, and numerous Illus-
trations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 10s. 6d.

Lamb's Complete Works, in Prose ard Verse, reprinted from the
Original Editions, with many Pieces hithcr’ u:wublis cd. Edited, with
Notes and Introduction, by R. . Sueprer®, With Two Portraits and
Facsimile 61 a Page of the * Essay on Roast Pig.” Crown 8vo, clo@®
extrafys. 649 .

“4 cm‘flde edition of Lamb's writings, in prose and verse, has long beess
wanted, an
brini together Lamb’s “scattered comiribulions, and hi a
number of pieces which 01 mow reproduced for the first time since thewr original
appearance in various oil periodicals.”"—SATURDAY REVIEW,

N Poetry for Children, and Prince Dofts. By CHARLES LAXE.
* Carefully Reprgnted from unique copics. Small 8vo, cloth eftra, 5s.
«TRe quaint and delightful liiledbook, over the recovery of which all the

hearts of hislovers are yet warm withwejoicang.”—A. C. SWINBURNE,

[ —g

Py B s < @
. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Lares and Pehates;
Or, The BacRground of Life. By FLORENCE CADDY.
“ The whole bovk is well worth nadinf, for it 1s full of practical suggestions.
We hope mobody 1Ml be deterred from takimg up a book which teaches a good deal
about sweetenng poor hwes as well as giving grace to wealthy ones.”—GRAPHIC,

e e e - ——

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7s. 6d.

Life in London;

or, The History of Jerry Hawthorn and Corinthian Tom. With the
whole 8f CRUIKSHANK's Illustrations, in Colours, after the Originals.

- Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.
Li

%1)1 s on the Way:
SomeTales within'a Tale, By the late ] H. ALEXANDER, B.A.
Edited, with an Explanatory Note, by H. A, PAGE, Author of
* Thoreaw: A Study.”
Longfellow :
fellow's Complete Prose Works. Including * Outre Mer,"”
' jon,” “ Kavanagh,” “The Poets and Poetry of Europe,” and
“ Briftwood.” With Portrait and Iilustrations by VALENTINE BROMLEY.
Grown 8vo, cl?l; extra, 7s. 6d. h
L ow's Poetical Works. Carefully Reprinted from the
Qg‘ﬁi?gl Editions. With numerous fine lllustrations on Steol and Wgod.

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. -
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. . ¢
Lunatio Asylum, My Experiences in a.
By A SANR PATIENT. .
“ T story 1s clever and_intevesting, sad beyond measure tholligh the subject

n' : 8 %0 bitterndss mand no violence or anger. i Whatever may
B b g 0 iy S b vy when e ‘s i Bk 4
can ve clea an §is 3an w 4 15 ’

bright, calm, and fo the point,"—SPECTATOR, ’_ .
[y .

s now supplied. The edﬂ_qr appears 1o I;law taken great pans to |
s collect foie)
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¢  Demy 8vo, with Fourtcen full-page Plates, cloth boards, 18s.
Lusiad (The) of Camoens. ot

Translated into English Spenserian Verse by ROBERT FFRENCH DUFF.

e e —

McCarthy (Justin), Works by:

«History of Our Own Times, from the Accesston of Queen Victoria

to the Generalgflection of 1880. By JUSTIN MCCARTHY, M.P.

Four Vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 12s. each.—Also a POPULAR
EDITION, in Four Vols,, crown 8vo, cloth exra, Gg. each.

“Criticism 1s disarmed beforc a position which p kes isttle but approval.
This ts a really good book on a rmlfy tnteresting subject, and words piled on
swords conld say #no mosc for it.”—SATURDAY REVIEW,

History of the Four Georges. By JusTIN McCARTHY, M.P.

Four Vols. demy 8vo, cloth cxtra, 12s. each. [In preparation.
** For Mr.'McCarthy's Novels, see . 22, 24. .
.',._..___Ju——.‘_ X -
.

L)
Small crown 819, cloth extra, 5s.

MacDonald (George).—The Princess and
Curdie. By GEORGE MacDONALD, LL.D. With 1z Illustrations
by JAMES ALLEN, € .

< Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. .

Maclise Gallery (The) of Illustrious Literary
Characters: 8s fine Portraits, with Descriptive Text, Anecdotal ana
Biographical, by WILLIAM BATES, B.A, [In preparation.

Macquoid (Mrs.), Works by :

In the Ardennes. By KATHARINE S. MacQuoip. With 50 fine
IlJustrations by THoMas R. Macguoin. Squaie 8vo, cloth extra, 10s. ¢d.

Pictures and Legends from Normandy and Brittany. 1}{-
KATHARINE S, Macguoin, With numerous llustrations by TroMas R.
Macquoip. Square 8vo, cloth gilt, 10s. 64,

Through Nonmmd{. By KATHARH& S. Macquoip, With
90 1llustrations by T. R. MacqQuoin. Sguare 8vo, cloth extré7s. 644

Through Brit 2 By KATHARINE §. Macquoip. With
numerous Illustrations by T. R. Macouotw. 8q. 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 64,

. About Yorkshire. By KATHARINE'S. MacQuoip. With about *
o Hinstrations by THouas R, Macguoip, Engraved by Swain. Square
bvo, cloth extsa, 10s. 6d. [In preparétos.

v “The pleasant compamonship which Mis. Macquejd ofiers, wlnle wandcr-
fng from one point of interest to anather, seems to throw a refRwed chaim
ayound each oft~deprcted scene.*~Monninc PosT, . LY

Mallock (W. H.), Works by:
ds Life Worth Living? By WiLLiaM HURRELL MALLOCK.
Crown 8g», cloth extra, 6s.
The New Republic; or, Culture, Faith, and Philoso] in am
Lnglish €ountry House. By W. H. MaLLock. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 64,
‘The New Paul and Virginia; or, Positivism on an Isfand. “By .
. 1V, H8Marroch. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 64,
Poems. (By W. H. MALLOCK. Stna¥l 4to, bound in parchmsnt, s,
‘A Romanoe of the Nineteenth Century. By W, H.'M
« * Second "Edition, with a-lz_efpu. 'wo Vols.,crown 8vo, 215, !
- .
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—— e e
Handsomely printed in facsimile, price 5s. ' '

Magna Charta.

An exact Facsimile of the Original Document in the British Museum,
printed on fine plate paper, nearly 3 feet long by 2 feet wide, with the
Arms and Seals emblazoned in Gold an& Colours.

— e e e e — e

Mark Twain, Works by:, '
The Choice Works of Mark Twain. Revised and ted®

®throulhout by the Author, With Life, Portrait, and gumerous Hlustra-
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. By Marx TWAIN, With 100 -
Illustrations. Small 8vo, cloth extra, ;5. 64. Cuear EpiTion, illust, bils,,2s.

‘A Pleasure Tvip on the Continent of Europe: The Innooents
Abroad, and The New Pilgiim’s Progress. By Makk Twawn, Post 8vo,
illustrated boards, 2s. L4

» An Idle sExcursion, and other Sketches. By Marp Twmx,
Tost 8vo, illustrated boaMs, 2. .

The Prince and the Pauper. By MARK.TwaR. .With dearly
200 lllustrations. Crow- o, cloth gatra, 7s. 6d. '

The Innogenfa Abroad; eor, The New Pilgrim's Progress: .
Being some Account of the Steanship " Quaher City’s "™ Pleasute Ex-
cursion_to Europe and the Holy Land. = With 234 Illustzatlons, 314-—

® Mark Twain. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, s. 6d.

The dnnocents gt Home; and Roughing k. By MARK TwaIx, .
With 200 Illustrations by F. A. FRaser, Ciown 8vo, cloth cxtra, 7s. 6.

Ths Stolen White Elephant, &. By MaRK TWAIN. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Mississippi Sketches. By Mark TwaiN. With about 300 Orjginal
INustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. [In preparation.

A Tramp Abroad. By MARK TWAIN, With 314 Illustrations.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s, 6d.

“The fun and tendcrness of the coaception, of whick no living man but
Mark Twain is capable, its grace and fantasy and slyness, the wondcsjul
feching for animdfs that is manifest i cvery lue,make of all this episode of

waiitt Baker and s jays a picce of work that is not only delightful as mere

m,zl:.ﬁ': 3 ’mé u'I's_n of a l{.lf;;f: ;{tgr:t of mnerit “:d h'turatmt.'k. ¢ ar Thell;:“g.;'k

ullyof good things, aud coutains passages aud cprsodes that qre equa he
;ulmirst of those that have gone before)’—ATRENAUM. wea

—_— e et B T v

Small 8vo, cloth limp, with IHustrations, ss. 6d. .

Miller.—Physiology for the Young; ¢

« «Or, The'House of Life: Human Physiology, with its applicatien to"

the Preservation of Health, For use in Classes and Popular Reading.,
With numerous Illustrations. By Mrs. F. FENWICK MILLER.

“ An admarable introduction to a subject which all who value hedth and enjoy

life should have at their fingers' ends.”—EcHo.
e e e kg <

Milton (J, L..), Works by : .
- The Hyglene of the Skin. A Concise Set of Rules ‘for tha
Management of the Skin; with Directiofts for Dict, Wines, Soaps, Baths,
&e. m L. MmgTon, Senior Surgeon to St. ]J8hn’s Hospital. Squll
8vo, 15.; cloth exfrfPis. 64, s . )
The Bath in Dissasgs of the Skin. small$vo, 1s.; cloth-extra,
. 38,04, - e LT

.
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L
Mayfair
The New Republic. By W. H.
MaprocK.

The New Paul and Vifginia.
By W. H. MaLLock. |

The Trwe History of Joshua
Davidson. By E, LinN Lixtoft

014 Stories Re-told. By WALTER
THORNBURY. ¢

Thoreau: His Life and Aims.
By H. A. Pacr.

By Btream and Sea. By WiIL-
LIAM SEXNIOR.

Joux d'Esprit. Edited by IHIENRY
S. LEIGH.

Pupisna. By the Hon. HuGH
Rowrry.
More Puniana. By the qn.

Hucn RowLry.

Puck on Pegasus.

HOLMONDLLEY-PENNELL.

By I
Charles
Dickexs.

Muses of Mayfair, l.dited by
H. CHOLMONDELEY-PLNNLLL,
QGastronomy as a Fine Art. By
BRILLAT-SAVARIN,
The Philosophy of Hand-
writing. DoN FELIX DL SALAMANCA,
Curiogities of Criticlsm. By
Henry ], Jexxings. .
Li Frivolities, Fancies, |
Follies, Frolics, By W. T. Dosson,
Poetical Ingenuities andEccen-
tricities. Selected and Edited by
* W. T. DoBsox.

Pextlwil and Palette, By ROBERT
MPT, -
Lathe?my Lyrics. Edited by !

VY. DAVENPORT ApAMS. }

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. per volume,

Library, The:

.

Original Plays by W. S. GIL-
BERT, First Seriks. Containing:
The Wicked World—Pygmalion and
Galatea— Charity - The Princese—
The Palace of Truth—Trial by Jury.

Original Plays by W. S. GIL-
BERT. SEconD SkriEs. Containing:
Broken Hearts— Engaged-ySweet-
hearts — Dan'l Druce — Gretchen—
Tom_ Cobb—The Sorcerer—H.M.S,
Pinafore—The Pirates of Penzance.

Cgrtils of Cockayne. By HENRY,
. LXIGH,
The Book of Clerical Anec-

dotes. By Jacor {.ArRwooOD. .
Th ony Column of ‘ The
TﬁneAs,q' frgm 1800 to 1870, Edited,
w(th an Introduction,by ALicE CLAY,
TKe Cupboard Papers. By
Fix-Bec. '

Pastimes and’ Players. ‘' Dy
ROBERT MACGREGOR.

Balzao's * Comédie Humaine "
and its Author. With Branslations
by H. H. WaLkER. }

Melancholy Anatomised: A
Popular Abridgment of * Burton's
Anatomy of Melancholy.”

Quips and Quiddities. Selected
by W. DAVENPORT ADAMS.

Leaves =from a Natluralist's
+Note-Book. ByDr.ANDREWWILSON.

The Autocrat of the Break-
fast-Table. By ©. WENDELLHOLMES,
Iilustrated by & GorDoN THOMSON.

Forensic Anecdotes; or, Hu-
mour and Curiosities of the Law and
Men of Law. By Jacos LArwooD.

Tneatrical Anecdptes. By Jacos
Larwoob.

‘Witch Btorles, By E. L. LINTON.

Large 4to, bound in buckram, 21s.

”

Moncrieff —The Abdication; or, TimeTries All

An Historical Drama. By W. D. SCOTT-MONCRIEFF,
by JoHN PETTIE, R.A., W. Q. ORCHARDSON, R.A., J. MAC

Etchinfis

With Seven

. ' WHIRTER, A.R.A.,, CoLIN HUNTER, R, MACBETH. and ToM GRAHAM.

v

North Italian Folk.

Square 8vo, cloth extra, with numerous Illustrations, 7s.6d.

*

By MrsaCOMYNg, CARR. *Illustrated by RANDOLPH CALDECOTT.
w4 ddiﬁujut book, of a kind which is far too ree® If anyone wants fo really @

know Yhe Norths Italiandfolk, we can A

read Mrs, Carr's pages instoad,

Jt% rardy thet a book
©

. ion
78 30 happily Mratci'"—-c‘g:ﬂu»mr
-

ly advise him to pmit the journey, and
undﬂb.‘

w, , -

rs, Tarr 43
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‘New Novels: *

ALL SORTS AND CONDITIONS OF MEN: An Imposs:ble
tory. By WALTER Besant, .1llust. by FRED. BARNARD. 3 vols,,cr.8vo.

VALENTINA: A Sketch. By ELEANOR C. PRICE. 2 vols., cr. 8vo.
KXKEPT IN THE DARK. By ANsHoNY TroLLOore. With a
Froul&ece by J. E. MiLLats, R.A. 2 vols., post 8vo, 12s. £Oct. 20.
VAL STRANGE: A Story of the Primrose Waj. ¢By DavID
CurisTiE MURRAY. 3 vols,, crown 8‘0 [Shortly.
REGIMENTAL LEGENDS. "By J. S. WINTER, Axgshor of
o " Cawplry Life,” &c. 3 vols., crown 8vo. hortly.
THE GOLDEN SHAFT. By Cuarres Gishox, Author of

‘* Robin Gray,” &c. 3 vols., crown 8vo, (Shortly.
A NEVVB NOVEL BY OUIDA is now in preparation, in 3 vols.,
crown 8vo.
FOXGLOVE MANOR. By ROBERT BUCHANAN, Author of * God
and the Man,” &c. 3 vols,, crown 8vo. (Shortly.
o DUST: A Story. By ULIAN HAWTHORNE, Author of * GArth,”
“ Sebastian Strome,” && 3 vols., crown 8vo. [Shortiy.

A NEW NOVEL by W‘ILKIE COLLINS is now in preparation,
in 3 vdls., crown 8vo.
WOMEN STRA.NGE a.nd other Stories. By F. \W.
Ropixson, Author of Gra.ndmother's Money,” &c. 3 vols. [Shortl;
.& NEW OOLLECTION of STORIES by CHARLES REA®E,
is now in preparation, in 3 vols., crown 8vo. _
[}

-¢ -+ Post Bvo, cloth extra, luustratc.d 55,

‘Number Nip (Stories about),
The Spirit of the Giant Mountains. Retold for Children by WALTER
GRAHAME, With Illustrations by J. MOYR SMITH.

O'Shaughnessy (Arthur), Works by :

Songs of a Worker. . By ARTHUR O’'SIAUGHXNLSSY. Fcap.
8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. . [T

Music and Moonlight. By ARTRUR OS}IALGIWD’S\" Fcap,
8vo, cloth efitra, 75, 6d. .
= .ays of France. DBy ARTHUR OSHAUGHE\Ebb\’ Crown svo.
cloth extra, 10s. 6d. .

Crown 8vo, red cloth cxtra, 5s each.

Ouida’s Novels.—Library Edition. .
Held in Bondage. Pascarel. .
Two Little Wooden Shoes.

smthmore

" ,, Chandos Signa.
‘Under Pwo Flags. In a Winter City.
Idalia. Ariadne.

Cecil Oastlemaine's Gage, | Friendship.
Trisotrin.

Moths.
Puck, ! Pipistrelle '
Folle Farine. | A Village COmmune.
A Dog ofFlanders. | In Maremma. ®

*.* Also a Cheap Edition of all but ties last, })ost 8vo, illustrated
beards, 2s. each,
OUIDA'S NEW STORIRS.—Sq. 8yo, cloth gilt, cipnamon edges, 7. 6‘.
BIMBI: Stofies for Children. By OuibDaA.

{
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- o
. Croy'n 8vo, cloth extra, with Vignette Portraits, price 6s. per Vol,

Old Dramatists, The:|

Ben Jonson's Works. i CHARRES SWINBURNE : Vol, 1L the
With Notes Criticaland Explanatory, | Translations of the Iliad and
and 4 Biographical Memair by WiL- |  Odyssey.

L1aM GiFForp, _Edited by Colonel ' Marlowe's Works.

CuNNINGHAM. Three Vols. I Including his Trangatiocs, Edited,
Chapmaﬁ's Works. with Notes and I ntrod'uctlon, by Col.

Complete in Three Vols. Vol. I.kon- Cunsixchau. One Vol,

tainkthe Plays complete, including | Massinger's Plays.

the doubtful eones; Vol. II. the From the Text of WiL21aM ORFFORD,

Poems and Minor Translations, with Edited by Col. CunNIiNGHAM, One
. an Introductory Essay by ALGERNON ‘ol

Post 8vo, cloth limp, ts. 6d. .

Parliamentary Procgdure, A Popular Hand- -

book of. By HENRY W. Ltcy.
P s .

Crown 8vo, cloth ettra, 6s. ¢

! . .

"Payn.—Some Privaje Views: .
Being Essays contributed to The Nineleenth Century and to The
Times. By JAMES PAYN, Author of * Lost Sir MLssingberd,” &c.

< *«" For Mr. PaYN's Novels, see pp. 22, 24, 25.

Two Vols. 8vo, cloth extra, with Portraits, 10s. 6d.,

Plutarch’s Lives of Illustrious Men.
Translated from the Greek, with Notes Critical and Historical, and a
Life of Plutarch, by JoH~N and WILLIAM LANGHORNR.

.Proctor (R. A.), Works by: EREREY

Easy Star Lessons. With Star Maps for Every Nightifrthe Year,
Drawings of the Constellations, &. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

Familiar Soience Studies. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Myths and Marvels of Astronomy. By RIC{7TARD A. PROCTOR.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, - -

Pleasant Ways in Science. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, fs.

Rough Ways made Smooth: A Series of Familiar Eszays on
Scientific Subjects. By R. A, ProcTor. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

- Place among Infinities: A Series of Essays contrasting our
Little Abode in Space and Time with the Infinities Around us. By
RicHARD A. ProcTOoR. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.

The Expanse of Heaven: A Series of Essays on the Wonters
of the Firmament. By RicHARD A. ProcToR, Crown §vo, cloth, &. «
Saturn and its System. By RICHARD A. PROCTOR. New and Re-
viscd Edition, with 13 Steel Plates, demy 8vo, eloth extra, xos. 64, .
The Great : s Plan and Pu By RIGHARD A.
v ProLTor, WithJllustrations. Crown 8vo, cibth extra, 6s. [Immediately.
' Mysteries of Time and Space. By RICHARD A. PROCTOR.-
Witbﬂﬁluluuﬁons. Crown Bvo, doﬂ: extray. 75.6d, & [Inpreparation,

‘Wages and Wants of 8dience Workers. Crown 8vo, 1s. 6d.

« My, Proctor,of kil writers of ourtime,best conforms to Matthew Arnold’s cone
ception of a wan of culturs, in that he strives to himmamse knowledge and divest it
of whatever i3 Rarsh, cRude, or technical, and so makes it 4 {owrce of happiness and .
drightness fo'r all.”’—WESTMINSTER REVIEW. © .




Popular Stariey by

BY MRS. ABEXANDER. !
Maid, Wife, or Widow P

BY W. BESANT & JAMES RICE.
Ready-MoneysMortiboy.

My Little Girl.

The Case of Mr. Lucraft.

This Son of Vulcan.

‘With Harp and Crown.

The Golden Butterfly.

By Celia's Arbour.

The Monks of Thelema. N
'T'was in Trafalgar's Bay. )
The Seamy Side. hd
The Ten Years® Tenant. °
The Chaplain of the Fleet.

BY ROBERT BUCHANAN.

A Childrof Nature.
God and thg Man.

BY MRS. H. LOVETT CAMERON.
Deceivers Ever.
Juliet's Guardian.

BY WHLKIE COLLINS.
Antonina, - - - -«

Basil.

Hide and Seek.

The Dead Secret.
ueen of Hearts. ¢ -
y Miecllanies.

The Woman in White.

The Moonstone.

Man and Wife.

Poor Miss Finch.
Miss or Mrs ?
‘The New M
The FYozen
The LaWw md ﬂn Lady.
The Two Destinies. -
'l‘he Haunted Hotel.

'he Fallen J.eaves. .
Jezebel’s D’s hter.  °
The Black Robe.

da.lexi

BY M. as:rmu.‘so WARDS.
Pelicia.

B¥ MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES.

Azichie Lovell, .

CHATTO é‘w} INDUS PICCADILLY

#

Ca
LisraRY EDITIONS, many Illustrafed, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 64%ach.’

Piccadilly Novels, The.

the Vet Authors,

BY R. E. FRANCILILQN.
[o)} ia.
Queetl Cophetua.

BY EDWARD GARRETT.
The Capel Girls,

BY CHARILES GIBBON.
Robin Gray.
For Lack of Gold.
In Ifove and War.
‘What will the Wortd Say ?
For the King.
In Honour Bound.
Queen of the Meadow.
In Pastures Green.
The Flower of the Forest.
A Heart's Problem.

BY THOMAS HARDY,
Under the Greenwood Tres.

BY JULIAN HAWTHORNE,
Garth.
Ellice Quentin.
Sebastian Strome.
BY MRS ALFRED HUNT,
Thornicroft's Model.
The Leaden Casket,
RBY FEAN INGELOW,.
Fated to be Free.
BY HENRY FAMES, Fun
Confidence.
BY HARRIETT 51Y.

ueen of Connaught.
ark Colleen.

BY HENRY KINGSLEY,
Number Seventeen.
Oakshott Castle. .

BY E. LYNN LIN10).
Patricia Kemifall,

Atonement of Leagp Dundas.
The World Well Loat

The
The

The Rebel of tho Fmﬂy.
“ My Love!”

.

o
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" PigcapiLLy NovELS—continied,
BY JUSTIN McCARTHY, M.P,

The Waterdale Nelghbours.
My Enemy’s Daughter,
AT Bonpord-
A Fair Saxon. ¢
Dear Lady Disdain.
Miss Misanthrope.
Donna ote.
The Comet of a Sea.son

BY AGNES MACDONELL.
Quaker Cousins.

BY KATHARINE & MACQUOID, |

" L.ost Rose.

The Evil Eye.

LY FLORENCE MARRYAT
Opan! Sesame!
‘Written in Fire,

BY JEAN MIDDLEMASE.
Touch and Go.
BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY.
A'Life's Atonement.
Joseph's Coat.

BY MRS, OLIPHANT.

Whiteladies.

BY FAMES PAYN.
Lost Sir Massingberd.
The Best of Husbands.
Fallen Fortunes,
Halves.
Walter's Word
‘What He Cost Her.
Less Black than We're Painted.

Carlyon 8 Year.
A Confidential Agent.

NEW VOLUMES OF THE PICCADILLY NIVELS. '
By JAMES PAYN.

p'ohm,nnn. By ANTHONY TROLLOPE. With Frentispiece by
RENCH. o ‘

A Grape from a Thorn.
Frau
¢ H.
For Cash

BY CHARLES READE, D.C.L.
ItuNevorTooLatetoMend.
Hsrd Cash.

'Fhe Double Métriage.
I.ove Me Little, Love Me Long.

'l‘he golator and the Hearth,
The Course of True Love

The Autoblogra%lg of a 'l‘hiet
Put Yourself in

A Terrible Temptation.

The Wandering Heir.

A Simpleton.

A Woman-Hawr.

Readiana.

BY MRS. ¥. H. RIDDELL,

: “Her Mother's Darling.

BY FOHH SAUNDERS.
Bound to the Wheel.
Guy Waterman.

One Against the World.
The Lion in the Pdth.
The Two Dreamers,

BY BERTHA THOMAS.
Proud Maisie.

Cressida.

The Vloiin-Player.
BY ANTHONY ITROLLOPE.

The Way we Live Now.
The American Senator.

BY T% 4. TROLLO
Diamond Cut Diamond.
BY SARAH TYILER.

‘What She Came Throungh.
The Bride's Pass,

: BY %. S. WINTER,
Cavalry Life. .

&

Illuscrated by W, SMALL.

By JAMES PAYN,

Prince Saroni's Wife, By JULIAN HAWTHORNE.“
The Prince of, Wales's Garden-Party. By Mrs. J. H. RIDDELL, |-

Coals of Five. By D. CrrIsTIE Mumel
Horguns, G. . SEynour,and D. T. W

Heartg,of Gold. By WiLLIAM Cwn.xs.

Ilustrated by ‘An'rgpn

° »
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Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each.

Popular Novels, Cheap Editions of.

[WrLxie CoLLing's NOwELs and BesanT and Rice’s NoveLs mayalso be had
in cloth limp at 25.64. See, t00, the PrccapiLLY NiOVELS, for Library LEditTons.]

RY EDM@ND ABOUT,
The Fellah. )
* BY HAMILTON AIDE.
Confidgnces ’
Carr o cs,rﬂyon.
BY MRS. ALEXANDER,
paid, Wife, or Widow

BY W. BESANT & FAMES RICE.

ady-Money Mortiboy.
ith Harp amd Crown.
- ‘This Son of Vulean.

My Little Girl. .
The Case of Mr, Lucraft,.
The Golden Bu&t:rﬁy.
By Celia's Arboflr.
Tne Monks of Thelema.
'Twad in Trafalgar's Bay.
The Seamy Side.
The Ten Years' Tenant.

BY SHELSLEY BEAUCHAMP.
Grantley Grange.
BY FREDERICK BOYLE.

Camp Notes.
Savage Life.

BY BRET HARTE
An Heiress of Red Dog.
T ck of R g Camp.
Gal Conroy.
Flip.

BY MRS. BURNETT.
Surly Tim.

BY MRS. H. LOVETT CANERON.

Decéivers Ever.
JuMet®s Guardjan.

BY MACLAREN COBBAN.
The Cure'of Souls.
BY C. ALLSTON COLLINS.
The Bar Sinutgr
BY WILKIE COLLINS.

Dead Secret. ¢

The Queen of Hearts.
My Miscellanies. .
The gWoman in White.
The Moonstone.
Man and Wife. o
Poor Miss Finch.
Miss or Mrs.?
The New Magdalen.
The Frozen Deep.
The Law and‘the Lady.
Th® Two Destinies.
The Haunted Hotel.
Fallen Leaves.
Jezebel's Daughter.
®  BY DUTTON COOK.
Leo.
BY MRS. ANNIE EDWARDES»
A Point of Honour.
Archie Lovell.
BY M. BETHAM-EDWARDS,
Felicia.
BY EDWARD EGGLESTON.
Roxy. ’
BY PERCY FITZGERALD.
Polly. .
Bella Donna.
Never Forgotten.
The Second Mrs. Tillotson.
Seventy-five Brooke Street.
BY ALBANY DE FONBLANQUE.
Filthy Lucre.
BY R. E. FRANCILLON.®
Olympia.
Queen Cophetua.
BY EDWARD GARRETT.
The Capel Girls.
BY CHARLES GIBL§N.

Robin Gray.

For Lack ofpGold. o [
What will the World Say?
In Honour Bound.
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PorbLar NoveLs—contined.

BY ¥AMES GREENWOOD.
Dio* Temple.
BY ANDREW HALL!EAY
. Every-day Papers.
BY LADY DUFFUS HARDY.
¢ I’m{ ‘Wynter's Sacrifice. /
BY THQMAS HARDY.
Under the Greenwood Tree.

BY JULIAN HAWTIHORNE.
Garth.
Ellice Quentin.
BY TOM I100D.

A Golden Heart.
BY VICTOR HUGO.

The Hunchback of Notre Dame.

BY MRS. ALFRED HUNT,
Thornicroft's Model.

BY FEAN INGELOW.
Fated td-be Free.

BY HENRY FAMES, Fun.
Confidence.

BY HARRIETT FAY.
The gheem of Connaught,
The Dark Colleen.

BY HENRY KINGSLEY,
Number Seventeen.
Oakshott Castle.

BY E. LYNN LINTON.
Patricia Kemball.
Atonement of Leam Dunda.u
The World Well Lost.
Under which Lord ?

With a Silken Thread.
'$BY FUSTIN McCARTHY, M.P.
The Waterdale Neighbours.
My Eneny D‘B““‘u&m

y Enemy's Da
A Fair

BY AGNES MACDONELL.

Quaker Oousins, .

$BY KATHARINE 5. MACQUOID.

The Evil Eye. ¢
«Lost 3

BOOKS PUBLISHED BY

BY FLORENCE MARRYAT.
Open! Sesarne !
A Harvest of Wild Oats.
A Little Stepson.
Fighting the Air
‘Written in Fire.

BY FEAN MIDDLEMASS.
Touch and Go. ,
Mr, Dorillion.

BY D. CHRISTIE MURRAY,
A Life's Atonement.
BY MRS. OLIPILANT,
‘Whiteladies.
BY olypa,
Hé4ld in Bondage.
Srathmore.
Under Two Flag
nder Two Flags.
Idalia. '} N

Cecil Castlemaine's Gage.
Tricotrin

Puck. “

Folle Farine.

A Dog of Flandeérs.
Pascarel,

Two Little Wooden Shoes.

Signa.
In & Winter City.
Ariadne.

Fﬂendshlp

Moths.

Pipistrello.

A Village Cdnmune.

BY JAMES PAYN.

Lost Sir Massingberd. *

A Perfect Treasure.

Bentinck's Tutor.

Murphy's Master.

A County Family.

At Her Mercy.

A Woman's engeance.

&“&,Tmm ¢ Clyfe,
) [

The P y Sca; grgdo

The l‘olter Brof B,

Found Dead.

Gwendoline's Harvest.
Humorous Storles.

A Magine Residence. 1
Beneath Him,
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* PoPULAR NOVELS—continued.,
' TAMES PAYN—continued. -
‘Not Wooed, but Won.
Two Hundred Pounds Roward.
The Best of Husbands.
Walter's Wopd.
Halves.
Fallen Fortunes.
‘What He Cost Her.

Less Mlack shan we're Painted.

By Proxy.

+ Under One Roof.
High Spirits

A Oonﬂdenﬁal Agant.
Carlyon's Year.

o B EDEAR A. POE.
The Mystery of Marie Rpget

BY CIHRLI:S READE, DC I,

BY GEORGE AUGUSTUS S4LA.
Gaslight and Daylight.

BY YOHN SAUNDERS®.
Bound to the Wheel.
Guy Waterman.
Ong Against the Wofld.
The Lion in the Path.

BY ARTHUR SRETCHLLY.
A Match in the Dark.

RY WALTER TIIORNBURY.
Tales for the Marines.

® RY ANTHONY TROLLOPE.
The Way we Life Now.
The American Senator.

&Y T ADOLPHUS TROLLOPE.
Diamond Cut Diamond.

Itis Ngx:g Tod®Late to Mend. BY MARK TWAIN.
Peg oﬂinéton % Plegsure Trip in Europe.™
om Sa
ghﬂ'ggf 3° hnstone. An Idla Excursion.
The Doublé“ Mamage BY LADY™VOOD.
%o;(la ge Little, Love Me Long.  Sabina.
° a r AT v
The Oloxster and the Hearth, BY EDMUND YATES.
The Course of True.Love Castaway.
The Autoblography of a Thief. Forlorn Hope.
Put Yourself in his Place. Land at Last.
ANONYNOUS.
BY MRS. j. Iy RIDDELL. Paul Ferroll.
MO™Mother's Darlifg. 4 Why P. Ferroll Killed his Wife,
. Fcap. 8vo, picture covers, 1s. each.

Jeff Briggs's Love Story. By BRET HARTE.

The Twins of Table Mountain.

By BRET HARTE.

Mrs, Gainsborough's Diamonds. By JULIAN HAWTHORNE.
Kgfhleen Mavourncen. By the Author of * That Lass o' Lowrie ¥ A

Linisay's Lg,ck
Pretty Polly-Pemberton.

Ry the Author of ** That Lass o’ Lowrie's.”
By the Author of * That Lass o’ Lowrie's.’

Trooping with Crows. By Mrs. PIRKIS. _
The Professor's Wife. By LEONARD GRAIIAM.

A Double Bond. By LINDA VILLARI .

Esther's Gloye. By R. E. FRANCILLON.

The Ge.rden tha.t Paid t.he Rent By Tow Jmmox.n

Cro“ n 8vo, cloth

Poe 8 Choige

\nth Portrmt and Illu!tratlons 75. 6d.

se and Poetical Works. *

With BAvmu AIRE s Essay on his Life and Writings.
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Plapché ‘J. R.), Works by:
The Cyolopsedia of Costumes or, A Diotlonary of Dress—Regal,
Ecclesiastical, Civil, and Military—from the Eatliest Period in England
to the Reign of George the Third. Including Notices of Contem) s
Fashions on the Continent,and a G 1 History of the Costumes of the
Principal Countries gf Europe, By J. R. PLAnchE, Somerset Herald.
Two Vols. demy 4to, half morocco, profusely Illustrated with Coloured
and Plain Plates and Woodcuts, £7 7s. The Volgdme&nay also be had
saparately (cach complete in itself) at £3 13%.-0d. each: Vol. L. Tee
Dicrionary. Vol. II. ¢ GERErAL HisTORY or CostuMe 18 EUROPE.
"he Pursuivant of Arms; or, Héraldry Founded upon Facts, By
J. R. Pgancuf, With Coloured Frontispiece and 200 lilu#.ratiofs. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.
Songs and Poems, from 1819 to 1879. By ‘]\ R. PLaxcug. Edited,
with an Introduction, by his Daughtcr, Mrs. MAcharNess, Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, 6s. [

Small 8vo, cloth .é-xtr,a;with 130 Hlustrations, 35 Od.
Prince of Argolis, The: “ -
A Story of the Old Greek Fairy Timé&. By J. MOYR SMITH.

h _,.- B ‘:-;(;\;';I.Bk\—';?ci;{h -e;g;;'n, \\'ilﬁhlllustm(iuns, 78404,
Rabelais’ Works.

.
Faithfully Translated from the French, with \~a1!iomm Notes, and
€ numerous characteristic 1llustrations by GUsTAVE DoRi. ¢

Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, with numerous Illustrations, and a beautifully.
=, _cxecuted Chart of the various Spectra, 7s. 6d.

A,
Rambosson.—Popular Astronomy.
13y"]. RAMBOSSON, Laureate of the Institute of France. Translated
by C. B. PITMAN. Profusely Lilustrated.

P

Entirely New Edition, Revised, crown 8vo, 1,400 pages, cloth extra, 7s. 6d.

Reader's Handbook (The) of Allusions, Re-
ferences, Plots, and Stories. By the Rev. Dr. BREWER. Third Edition,
revised throughout, with a New Appendix, contﬁining a COMPLETE
ENGLISH BIBLIOGRAPHY. -

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs. .
Richardson. — A Ministry of Hea.lt;h‘é and

&her Papers. By BENJAMIN WARD RICHARDSON, M.D.,

Rimmer (Alfred), Works by : ¢
Our Old Country Towns. By ALFRED RIMMER.,, With over 30
Ilustrations by the Author. Square 8vo, cloth exira, yﬁ; 108, 6d, ,
Rambles Round Eton and Harrow. By ALFRED RIMMER., With
so Blustrations by the Author. Square 8vo, cloth gilt, 10s. S&h Algo an
iprrion pe LUk, in 4to (only alimited number printed), witbthe Hlusts,
« beawifully printgd on China paper, half-bound boards, edges uncut, 42¢,
About England with Dickens. With Inustmﬁ&ns by ALF¥RED
Riuner atd C. A, VanpErHOOF. §q. 8vo, cl. gilt, 108, 64, [In preparation. .

— * 4 _~—." CroWn 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.
Robinson.—The Poets’ Birds* ¢
By PHIL. ROBI + Author of ** Noahis Ark,” &k, [In the progs.’
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Handsomely printed, price ss.

Roll of Battle Abbey, The;

or, A List of the Principal Warriors who came over from Normandy
w:gh William tl_xeConqueror, and Settled in this Country, A.D. 1006~7.
With the principal Arms emblazoned in Ggld and Colours. .

Crown 8, cloth, extsa, profusely Illustrated, 4s. Gd. eaclk

“ Secret Out " Series,
The otechnist's Treasury; °

1
or, Complete Art of Making Fire-
works, By THoMas Kentisi, With

* numerous Illustrations. 1

The Art of Amusing: !
A Collection of Gracefn' Arts,Games,
Tricks, Puzeles, and Charades. By
o RANK BELLEW. 300 lHlustrations.

Hanky-Panky :®
Very Easy Tricks, Vcr{ Difficlit
Tricks, White Magic,Sleight of Hand, !
Edited by W. HOCrEMLE, 200 1Hustzy

. 1
The Merry Circlg:
A Bnok of New Infellectoal Games -
awl gmusements, By CrLara Bet- l
11w, Many IHlustrgtions, |

The

Magician's Own Book:
Performance®with Clps and Balls,
Rges, Hats, Handkerchiefs, &c. All
from actual Lxperience. Edited by
W. H. Crraer, 200 Illustrations.

Magic No Mystery:

Tricks with Cards, Dice, Balls, &c,

-fully descriptive Directions; the
Art of Secret Writing; Training of
Performing Animals, &c, Coloured
Frontispiece and many Illustrations.

Thg Secret Out: .
One Thousand Tricks with Cards,
and other Recreations ; with Enter-
taining LExperiments in Drawing-
room or “ White Magic,” By W.M
CREMER. 300 Engravings.

4 .

" Crown 8vo, cloth extra, Gs.

Senior.—Travel and Trout in the Affffpodes.

An Angler's Sketches in Tasmania and New Zealand. By WILLIAM

SENIOR (** Red-Spinner "), Author of ** By Stream and Sea."™

éiakespea.re :

—

The First Folio Shakespeare.— MR. WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE'S

Comedies, Histories, and Tragedies.
Originall Copies. London, Printed by Isaac IaGGarD and UN
36:3<—AL Repraiuction of the extremely rare original, in reduced facsimile

awab' hic

to the truc
D. BLOUNT.

Published accordin

ing the strictest accuracy in every

y 2 p g gro« S
detail. Small 8vo, half-Roxburghe, 75, 64. .

The* Lansdowne Shakespeare. Beautifully printed in red

and black, in small but very clear
Post 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 64,
Shakespeare for Children: Talos from Shakespeare

With numcrous

DrozesHouT’s Portrait,

CuarLes and Mary Laus.

type. With engraved facsimile of
»
. By
Illustrations, colourcd ang

plain, by J. Moyr Saiti. Crown 4to, cloth gilt, 6s.
«The Wk of Shakespeare Musio.
150 Piecel of Music, set to Words taken from the Plays and Poems of

nakespeare,
A Study

&rown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s.

Present Time. By ALFRED ROFFE. 4to,
of Bhakespeare. By ALGERNON CHARLES S\V:NBURNE. P
[ ]

Being an Account of

the compositions ranging from the Elizabethan Age to the

balf-Roxburghe, 7s. g

- .
L

Crown 8vo, clothv‘extra. gilt, with 10 full-page Tinted Illustrations, 7s. 64.

Sheridan’s Comﬁete Works,* o

e with Life and Anecd
+  from thg Original Editions,
tions. Speeches, Jokes, Puas, &c.

. Including his Dramatic Writings, printeds
his Works in Prose and 'Ie'nns'la-

Poetry, Trar
With a Collection of She_zldamm .
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Créwn 8vo, cbth exln with moJllustmuons. s. 6d,

B:gnboa.rds' .
Their History, With Anscdotes of Famous Taverns and Remarkable
Charanters, Bme ‘LARWOOD and JOHN CAMDE*: HOTTEN.

Crown 8vo. cloth extra, gilt, 63. 6d.
Bla.ng biotiona.ry
Etymological, meml&. and Anecdotel.

P e e 4 - — e — —
Exquisftely printed {n miniature, cloth extra, gllt edges. zs 6d.

Smoker’s Text-Book The. :

ByJ. Hayer, F.R.S.L. r .
Demy 8vo, cl,gn.h extra, Illustrated, 14s.

<
South-West, The New: ,
Travelling ‘;ketches from Kansas, New Mexico, Arizona, and
Northern Mexico. By ERNST vuN HESSE-WARTEGG. With 100
Fme Illustrations and 3 M:ps. ' In preparation.
e
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5. € ’

'Spalding.—Elizabethan Demonology :

An Essay in Illustration of the Belief in the Existence qf Devils, and
the Powers possessed by them. By T. ALFRED SmLDNG LL.B.

fa

Cro;\-n 4to, with Coloured lllustrations, cloth gxlt 0s.

Spenser for Children.

By M. H. Towx\' With Illustrations by WALTER J. MORGAN.

A New Equn, small crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s.

Sta,unton.—La.ws and Practice of Chess;

Together with an Analysis of the Open n%s axd a Treatise nd
., Games. By HoOWARD STAUNTON. Edited by ROBERT B. W v

Crown Bvo, cloth extra, gs.

Ssodman.—Victorian Poets:
.... ,Critical Esaays By EDMUND CLARENCE SmMAN.

R e ———— s - e i gt B
©
Stevenson (R. Liouis), Works by .
amiliar Studies of Men and Books. ByR. Mms,srsvnnsov.
v;ownavo cloth extra, 65, =mdwp
Arabun 'mshu <BrR Loms S'mvmsonﬁa‘wa Vols.
8vo, 128,
s 'FW‘ must place the ! ﬁm Mrabiah Naglm * very high indeed, utmost hors con-
cou;s. apumg thefiction of the present da,v. "—PALL MALL GABETTE,

Two Vols. ) CI‘OWL 8vo. w‘th numeraus Pm-p'aits and Illustrations, 24s. ‘

“Years df 8 Publisher”sa

‘ Life ‘(By Ar.tx.swsn srmm. ° [In preparation
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Crown 8vo, cloth extra, with lllustrat:ons. 79. 6d.

Strutt’s Sports and Pastim

Englend ; mncluding the Rural and

Games, Mummeries, Shows,
tacles, from the Earliest
Illustrations,

g8 of the Peoﬁle of

tic Recreations, May

Processions, Pageants, ‘and Pom:
Period to the Presenz Time, IEO
. Edited by WiLL1AM Ho!

Crown 8v& with a Map of Suburban London, clotl extra, ﬁsA 6d.

Suburban Homes (The) ofLondon : Lo

A Residential Guide to Favourite London Localities, their Sﬁciety,

Celebriti#s
and House Accommodauou.

, and Associations. With Nates on their

tal, Rates,

Crown 8vo, cloth extra thh"mustrat\on& 75. 6d.:

°Swift’'s Choice Works,

In Prose ang Verse. With Memoir, Porthait, and
oMaps in the the Orlgmal Edmgn of ¥ Gullwer 's Travels

‘.

a'csxmxles of the

Swmburnes (Algert{on C) Works :

een Mother and Rosa-
Fcap. 8vagss.

ta in Calydon.
Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s.

Chutel
A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 7s.

Poems and Ballads.
FIrsT SERIES. Fcap. 8vo, gs5. Also
in crown Bvo, at same price.

Poems and Ballads.
Skconp Stries. Feap. 8vo,gs. Also
in crown 8vo, at same price,

Notes on Poems and Reriews.

8vo, 15,

W, HA ] .
ritical Essay., With Facsimile
Paintings, Demy-8vo, 16s.
Songs before Sunrise.
Crown 8vo, 10s. 6d.

Bothwell :
A Tragedy. Crown §vo, 125. 6d.

The

mon

George Chapman :
An Essay. Crown 8vo, 75,
Songs of Two Nations.
Crown 8vo, 6s.
E(s:saya %nd Studias.
TOwWn Bvo, 125, »
Erechtheus: -
A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 65.
Note of an English Republicar
on the Muscovite Crusade?u 8yo, 1s.
A Note on Charloite Bronte.
Crown 8vo, 6s. .
A Study of Shakespeare,
Crown 8vo, 8s.
Songs of the Springtides.
Crown 8vo, 6s.
Studies in Song.
Ciown 8vo, 7s.
Mary Stuart:
A Tragedy. Crown §vo, 8s.
Tristram of Lyonease, and othgy
Poems. Crown 8 vo, gs

. tt Medium 8vo, cloth extra, with Illustrations, 7s 6d. ‘
Syntax’s (Dr.) Three Tours,

e .
In Search of the Picturesque, in Search of Consolation, nud in Search

of a Wite,

With the whole-of ROWLANDSON'§ droll page Hiustsa« |
tjons in Colours, and a Life of the Author byJ.C. Ho‘r’r)m.

s

. Four Vols. small 8vo, cloth bog ds. 305;

Taine’s History of English

® Transhted by HszvﬁAN LAOUN.

Iaterature. L.

%% Also a POPULAREDITION, in Two Vols, erown v0. cath gxtra, 1559
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Crown 8vo, cloth gft, profusely Illustrated 63,

Tales of Old Thule.

Collected and Illustrated by] 'Mom SwiTH, "
One Vol , crown 8vo, eloth extra, 7s 6d

Ta.ylor’s (Tom) Historical Dramas:
“by Iaﬂmrty. * Jeanne Darc,” ** "Twixt Axe and Crowd,” * The Fool 3
Revenge ' ' Arkwright s !lhfe." ** Anne Boleyh, * Plotand Passjon.”
“ * ‘mmnmymhhtdupnuwy ol 1s uoh

Crown g\ o, c‘loth extra with numerous Illustratxond 75 6«?

Thackerayana:
Notes and Anecdotes Illustrated by a profusion of Shetches by
WILLIAM MAREPEACE THACKERAY, depicting Humorous Incidents
1n his School-life and Favourite Characters in the books of his every-
day readimg W ith Coloured Frontis| g;:cae and Huadreds of W ooé-
bkngravings facsimxled from Mr Tha(* y s Ongtnhl Drawmgs

Crown 810, cloth extra, gt edges, with Illustrationg, 75 Cm'

"Thomson’s Seasons and Castle of Indolence.
< With a Biographical and Critical Introduction by ALLAN CUNNING-
__HAM, and over 50 fine Illustratnons on Steel and Wood

Thox;g&u;y (Walter), Works by: .

“

—_—

' Haun' ondon By WALTER THORNBURY. A New Edition,
Edited by Epwarp WaLrorp M A with numerous [llustrations by
F W, FaigroLt, F SA Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75 6d
The Life and Correspondence of J M. W Turner Founded
m Letters and Papers furmished by his Friends and fellow Acadenu-
s By Warter TrHorNnuRY A New Edition, considerably Enlarged.
With numerous Ilustrations in Colours, facsimiled from Turnes's
Ongmal Drawings Crown 8vo. cloth th cxtra, 75 6d

'I'zmbs (John), Works by :

Clubs and Club Lafe in London. With Anefdotes of its esmgus
Coffco houses, Hostelries, and Taverns By Joun Timss, I S A With
numerous lilustrations Crown 8vo cloth extra, s 6d

h Eccentrics and Eccentricities Stories of Wealth and
Fushion, Delusions, Impostures, and Fanatic Missions Strange Sighta
and S ng Scenes, kcceatric Amats.‘r heatrical Folks Men of Letters,
&c By Joan Tiuss, FSA With nearly so lllnltranons Crown Bvo,
cloth extra, 7s Gd
i —— 5

Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 148, ¢ o

Torreps —The Marquess Wellesley,

Architect of Empire. An Historic Portrait. Forming Vol.I of PRO-
« % Cons¥L and TisBURE® WELLESLEY and O CONNELL: Histonc
Pomitl By w. M. Tomus, MP InTwo Vols

m'vm , crown 8vo, goth extrs, with Mhap and Ground-Plann. 148,

o Bt Work wd Tl i B

€. Warcorr, B.D. N .
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The Twenty-third Annual Edition, for 1883, cloth, full gilt, sos. ®

¥

. Py € .
Walford.—The County Fa.m&mes of the United
Kingdofi, By EDWARD WALPORD, M.A. Containing Notices of
tires Degcenit, Birth, Marriage, Education, &c., of more than 12,060
distinguished Heads of Families, their Heirs Apparent or Presurmp-
tive, the Offices they hold or have held, their Town and Country
AdJresses.Clubs, &e, t i the press.

. Large crown Bvc"cloth antique, wigg Hlustrations, 7s. 6d.
Walton and Cotton’s Complete Angler; *

w or,The Osntemplative Man's Recreation ; being a Discourse of Rivers,
Fishponds, Fish and Fishing, written by 1ZAAK WALTON ; and In-
structions how to Angle for a Trout or Grayling in a clear Stream, by

o CHARLESCoTTov. WithOriginal Memoirs and Notes by Sir HARRIS
NicoLAs, and 61 Copperplate Illustrations.

——— _————

-y wr 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. per volume.®

Wanderer’s Library, The: .

Merrie Englahd in the Oldem i Seven Generations of Execu-
Time. By George DanigL. With tioners  Memoirs ot the Sanson
Illustrations by RagT. CrutksHank, | Family (1688 to 1847) Ldited gy

HENRY SANSON
The QId Showmen and the Old - .
Lon®n Fawrs. By TrosAs TROST. l The World Behind the Scenes:

The Wildg of London. By DBy Prrey F1TzGERALD,

Jaumes Gnn&uwoon. Lﬁaﬁ?‘ghmg ENRY
Tavern Anécdotes and Sayings; | . L . .
Including the Origin of Signs,and | The Genial Showman: Life
Remiiniscences connccted  with and_Adventires of Artemuns Ward,
Taverns, Coffec Houses, Clubs, &c. By E P. Hingston. Frontispiece.

By Charces HinoLey. Withlllusts, | Wanderings in Patagonia; or,

. Life among the Ostrich Hunters. By
Clé‘guﬂ gif.?ng'ﬁg g?&‘;’ Celebri Jurivs Berrsons,  lustrated.

The Lives of the Conjurers. | Summer Oruising in the South

Seas. By CHARLF3 WARREN STOD-
By Tugmas Frosr. DARD, lflusl. by WALLIS MACKAY.
and Adwntures of 8 * gayage Iafe. , By FREDERICK
iy, Bgad by Coneies ooy, | Bonur.
nity.  Edi G . .
amp Notes: Stories of Sport
The Story of the London Parks. and Adventure in Asia, Africa,gpd

Low-Life Deeps. An Account , Tumis: The Land and the Pcopley *
of the Strange Fli)sh to be found there. By the Chevalier de HI:SSE-\sAI!

|

By Jacon Larwoon, With Illusts. | America. By Frpurick BoyLe.
|

By JgMes GReaNwooD, ' TCce. With 22 Illustrations.

Ca'refmy print‘ed on paper to imitate the Original, 22 in. by 14 in,, 2s. ,
Warrant to Execute Charles I. r
Ax exast Facsimile of this important Docugent. vith t"e Fifty-nige

Siggatures of the Regicides, and corresponding Seals. Lo

e anl
Beantifully prifted on paper to imitate the Original M8., price 2s...
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