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PREFACE

As it has been sometimes tllo;wht ardl said,
—inaccurately,- —that *the M‘. thor® is exclus
sively defeted to ongutftl subjects™of verse,
aiid as he may yct l(‘(‘ll‘ to thoge,<he has here
confpﬁe,d with tl, desire that a :3lecnon,

™

q‘hould be m.u’e from lus nou—m iental p pm ms.
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The Four Grownss

Written upon the death of $he Prince Consort.]"
—N——.

TuRONED before the people
Queen of landeand sea,
While from thver and sjeep]e
Crashed the clangorous glee ;
Firs® of four—ena.melkad
All with kingdoms roundg—
The crown of this our Emrland
Upon thy brow was bound.

Next, in happiest hours;
Came the crown of Jife ;°

Love's fair wreath of ﬂgwers.
Diadgmed thee Wifo? °

Hailed, Prmcqss and Woman,
Hon@ured, Queen gnd cSpouse



THE FOUR CROYVNS.

Half the golden burden
Lightened on thy brows.

Yet a crown came after,
Waiting thee tc wear;
Lifile children’s langhter
, Rippled in thine ear,
At thy knee, most Noble !
, Leam!ng hewv to reign,
«, Princes and princesses
Grew—a ‘g'rtscious train.

Then,’that' coronation, ,
Grander than of Queen,
SZ[aking highest station
Fiighet than had been,
Did betide thee! binding
Or tily drooping brow
Sgrrow’s thorny cirelet,
Death hath crowned thee now.

O our Queen ! ,our Mother!
'fhou,, of aﬁ, know’ss all ;



1862.

THE FOUR CROWNS.
L]

» Joy or sorrow—tzther
Cannot hence befall.

Sad, imperial Forehead !
Sceptred, weary Hand
Widowed'Heart! the Greatest

And Loneliest. in the &and!



To H.RD. the Princess of Wiales

ON HER“FIHST ARRIVAL IN ENGLAND.

et

FiERCE, brown-beslrdeﬂ &:nclad in the spoils of wolf

and of w1ld cat
I\eener in ravm than wnlves, than wild-cats wﬂder

N

in onset,
Came, mrthe days gone by, the Danes to the'skore
‘¢f the Ang]es, } 5

Came'onr an errand of blood—to beleaguer, to burn,
and to ravage, )

Ploughing up fufrows of foam on the grass-gre‘%
meads uf tlle North Sea

Steered the:old Vikings their course, one hand on
the helm of their galley,

One on, the helves of ;sheir. atzes : and when from Flam-
borough"s féreland ‘

Shadil‘l& his eyes from the.ﬁglin‘lmer »f sunrise, vie

watcher beheld t(hem ‘



'TO A.R.H, THE PRINCESS'OF WALES, 5

Holdling right ‘on for the coast, with the signs and
the standards of battle,
Loua Ehrpugh the wolds rang the cry, “ The Dangf
the Dane cometh hither!” .
, Flic];e;ed with warni%g flames the crests of the hills,
and the cressets,
Mothers and maidens fled inland—fast gathered tho
bowmen ar.d billmen.
Grimw the welcome awaitiny®those *strangers | —such
greeting as arrows
Carry -on ‘wings of wradh,,such kisses as edge of
sword renders ;—
All%®%ir room in the land as much as the lengfh of
their lancel,
Na:y, or beneath its turf, the length of ghe Chiﬁ:fta,ins '
] who bore them.

Fair, golden-haired, and glad wifly thék joy of her
youth and her beauty,

Daughter herself of a Prifice, of a Prinde ths loved
and the choseg,

Co;?i'ea‘in these diappjer days the Dane to the® ghores
of the Angle®,



¢  To H.RH THE PRINCESS OF WALES.

Comes on an errand c;f love, to the music ofesoft
hymenzeals.

‘Oyer the silver-green seas, which kiss the Teel of

) her vessel,

Bending their foreheads on this side and thaf, toathe
¢ Maiden of N orselaxd

(}..whtfully Lady of Waves by her Father’s right
and her ‘Husband’s),

Speeds the sweet‘Princess to land ; and all the voices

of gladness
’llell that she is arrived whose hand the Prince of the
English
":l‘a.léeaa in the sight of God and man for the Harrd of
«hi$ consort— 1 .-
Consbrt in splendours and cares, in the gloom and the
ghtber of ruhng
Warm the welcome- awaltmg ‘this lovely and wmns(i&({A
invadet! ’
Such as mep givé with the lips when the heqrt has
-gone forward l()efor? them ; '
Such =8 a nation of freetmen, not apt to flatter for
fashion,
Makel, «avhen the: innocen’t‘._pasi_; is @ pledge oftthe
happy to-morrows.



,TO BfR.H. THE PRINCESS OF WALESy 7

, Princess! weak is one voice in the throng and
clamgut of voices,

Foor one flower in the rain of the roses that shower ,
;t.thy footsteps,

Faint ond prayer in the anthem of Jitanies utterggd
to bless thee;

Yet to thy young fair face 1 make an Engli®fman’s
greeting,

On thy path to the altar L lay this wreath from a
singer,

I*—of the men whose fatlers encountered thy fathers

sWith battle,

3—of the menewhose mothers Purned pgle. atqothe
galleys of Denmark,

Hera]ds of happiness now, sea-birds that brin& from
the Norland

Unto our Prince his Bride—and to ¥ngland omens

of gladness.



The Fivst Distribution of the Victora -
Cross,

D ]

To-Bay the people gather from the streets,
To-day the Qoldlers myster near and far;
Peace, with a glad look and a grateful, meets

Her rugged brother, War.

'lb-da.y tht Queen of all the English land,
Sh.e yho sits hlgh o'er Kaisers and o’er ngs o
Gives with her royal hand—th’ Imperial hand *
‘Whose gra.sp the earth en-rings—

Her C;'oss ofeValour to her worthiest ;—
No go]den toy with milky pearls besprent
But slmple bronze, and for a warrior’s breast

A l'au', fit ornament, .

And ncher than red gold that dunl bronze seems,
Since it wascbought with ldvish Waste of worth



FIRS] DISTRIBUTION OF THE VICTORIA ko, 9

‘Whereto the wealth of Earth’s gold-sanded streams.
Were but a lack, and dearth.

" Muygcovite metal makes this English Cross,
& Wm in a rain of plood and wreath of flame;
The guna that thundered f8r their brave lives’ 1088
Ate worn hence, for their fame!

Aye, listen ! all ye maidens langhing-ayed,
. And all ye Englith mothers be awar® !

-'I‘hose who shall pass before ye ab noontlde
Your friends and champlons a,re

The men of all the army and the flee#,
Bhe very bravest ofgthe vegy heave,
#Linesman and Lord—these fough:; with equal feet
Firm-planted on their grave _

The men who, setting light t{he’r blood.and-br;a.th
So they might; win a wictor's Yanght renown,
Held their steel stralght agamst the face of Death,

s And frownedJus frowﬁlng dowh.



. .
10 f‘ilRﬂT DISTRIBUTION OF THE VICBORIA CROSS.

And some that grasped the bomb,ll fury-frgnght,
And hurled it far, to spend its spit%y,
Between the rescue and the risk, no thoug'hth-—
* Shall pass our Queen this day ;-

«."And some who climhed the deadly glaciseside,
-For all that steel could stay, or savage shell ;
Arf¢ somey, whose blood upon the Colours dried
Tells if they bore fhem well ; "

Some, tdo, who, gentle-hearﬁed even in’strife,
Seeing the1r fellow orvtheir friend go down,

Sa.ved hi&, at peml of thelr own dear life, «
Wu;mng the‘Cwlc Crown.

Wwell done for t.hem and, fair Isle, well for thee!
While tha,t‘bhy ‘bosom 'bea,reth sons like those
“ The l#ttlesgem set in the silver sea”
Shall never Gear her foes!



3n Memorfam.
.[On the deat.h of Lord Raglan,d

———

An! not because our Soldieg died ebefore his field
was won ;
Ah! not because life Would not last tillelife’s long
¢ task were done,
Wregghe one less leaf, grieve with less geief ;—of A1l
o our hosts wijo led
Not Yeast in work and worth approved,—Lord Raglan
ligth dead.
His nobleness he had of none, War's Magter taught
hi.m war,
And prouder praise that Master gave than meaner
lips can mar;
Gone to his grave, his duty,done; ¥ fs.rth_!r any seek,
He lgft his lifo to answer them,—a soldier’s,—let i

’speak !



1z ! IN MEMORIAM.

'T'was his to wield a blunted swor:i,*—to,ﬁght g fated
field, ‘
While idle tongues talked victory, to struggle grot to -
¢ yield;
Light task for placeman’s ready pen to plan geday -
. > for fight,
Hard work and hot with steel and shot to win that

YLy aright.

Tears hav® been shed.fog the brave dad; mourn
him who mourned fonall!

Plgise hat}f been given for strife well strivers, praise

' h)m who strdve o'er all,

Nor. count tha.t. conquest little, though no bahner
tlaunt it far,

That under hins'our’ English hearts with Frost and

.
Plague waged war.

And if he held those English hearts too good to pave
the path «

To idlp victories, shall we_ grudge what noble galm
*he hath ?



IN MEMORIAM. 13

Like gncieny Clfief he fought a-front, and "mid his
)

o  HSoldiers seen,

His vwrﬁ was aye as stern as theirs; oh! make his

grave as green. 2

They kn8w him wel]?——the «Dead who died thah
e «Russian wrong should cease ; ¢

Where Fortune doth not medsure men,--their souls
and his have peace ;

Aye! as well spent in sad sick tent as they in bloody
strife, ) ?

Fot English Homes our Bnglish Chief gave what he
ha®l,—his life.

1853,



Flovence Migbtingale,

IF en this verse of mine
Those eies sHall ever shine,
Wherete sore-wounded ment have looked for life,
Think not t’.ha.i;, for a rhyme, ‘
«Nor yet t& fi the time,
P m‘ﬁqe thy name,—true Victresg in this strife '
Baut 18t it serve to say
‘That, when we kneel to pray,
Prayers rise fr tHee thifte ear shall never l;now;
‘. Apd that thy gallant deed,
. For (3od, and for our need,

Isin a_ll' hearls, as deep as lore can go.

.
.

[}

"T;s gt)od that thy name springs
From two of Earth’s fair things—
A‘statelv citw and a soff-voited bird ;



**LORENCE NIGHTINGALE, 15

#Tis‘well that in a.ll homes,
‘When thy sweet story comes,
And brave, eyes fill—that pleasant sounds be heard. o
. Oh voice! in night of fear, -
As night’s bird, soft to hear,
Oh great*heart ! raised like city on aehill;
Oh watcher! worn and ;:a.le,
Good Florence Nightingale,®  ~-
Thanks, loving thanks, for thy largé work and will!
England i is glad of thee—
° Christ, for thy charity,
Téke thee to joy when he#nd, and hegrt are still !

» 1854



Congratulatory Eddress.

“[Recitedsin the Sheldonian Theatre at Oxford, on the Installatich
o.?the E#rl of Derby as Chancellor of the University.]

—t— .

THRICE welcome to the seat thy worth hath won !
Proud in her grief sad ISISrhal]S her son ; .
Welcome ! but questlon Dot the tear that stastg,

* Frem thg sealed slzrrow of a thousagd hearts.
Welcome! but ask not why in Sheldon’s hall
The $oice must falter, and the greeting fall ;

. Greetjng as warﬁ;, ahd joy as deep and proud,m
As thoughsthat greeting and that joy were loud,
And faith s ﬁrm, and love as true we bear,
Though Past g.nd Present mingle smile and tear.
‘We weave,two wrea.ths, we twine two garlands now;
One of bnéht oliy® for thine honoured brow,
And Qpe of cypress for the mlghty dust,
Who is our melﬁory, as 'l'hou our.ﬁ-ust :

- -



CQNGRATULATORY ADDRESS. 17

Aﬁq therefore mourn we, therefore we rejoice,

. Shaping glad welcomes with'a chastened voice,
Becguse 2o-da.y great Arthur’s seat we see
JVacant; of him,—held worthily of thee.

" Sad and remindful tdbk it were to say .
JVhat hope and gladness graced the festal day,
When, diademed with victory’s brightgst bqu,
As knight that entereth aﬂ:gr herald’s praise,
Hither he came ; whose fame had comegbefore
From Spein’s sierrad, a.nd the Belgic shere;
When Learning’s self, fqrgettmg doubt and dr ead *
Unglesped the helmet frotn Ber warrios head, ,

_Ungirt the goqd steel sword his t]ngh dtspl@ ed
Awnd wiped the bloody honour from its blade : .
Nor held unfitting, nor unworthy thought
Tha.t.gentle work her tfmid fige wrought,
For holiest is the war that winneth peace,
And best the strife that biddeth sjriving cease.
And now, (alas, bué for our hopes fn.the°e
Too dark and mindful werp suck’ memory !)

» The sword that stayed, not "t#l thefight was

¢ Wwon, ) i

The heart that fojled not*till the réght was dofle; -



8¢ ¢ CONGRATULATORY ADDRESS,
C

Firm heart and faithful sword, their work is o’
And the great Ca.ptai;x resteth evermore,

But Peace hath victories of deed and w"’ord,
‘Won with a subtler weapon than the sword 2 °
And civic wregths a greener gleam displayr
« Than the stained garlands of the finished fray :
Peact hath cher battle-fields, where they who fight
Win more than<honour, va.nqulsh more than might,
‘And strive a strife a.gamst a fiercer foe
Than one Who comes W1th bafble-axe and bow.

‘And this was thme ! Wa,r s tempest fled away, «
]f,en.vmg thy destmles a tairer day;

The ea.g}_es slept, (bhe lion-flags werg furled,

No Jbattle-thunder shook the weary world,

No steel-clad legions, merciless of mood,
Stained the sveet®meadéws with their 1:10wers’

blood;

But Peaca, yet bleeding from the lance of War,
And Trnst u.nd Truth, and Plenty, frighted ttar,
Learg‘mgb uplooklng frogn her lettered scroll,
And Science, rsta.itmg at the drum s deep roll,
And gngry Justice, w1th white spreadmg wmg.,
Leaving for evér earth ahd earthly thmgs ;



GONGRATULATORY ADDRESS. 19

Thesg to win batk., to comfort, and to calm,

o Till War's wild pxan sank to.peaceful psalm,
And El;gli.sh homes, untenanted no more,

Held hopes, and loves, and laughter, as before ;
Seaa,tes to sway, and councillors to lead,

With eafnest eloquence and geady degd,

Ang, sailing o'er a deep and dangerots flood,
To watch one guiding-star, thy country's goo%®
To hold to honour, for dear henour’s sake,

Till Faction envied what it might ot shake ;
The right fo succour, and the wrong subdue ;—
This was thy triumph, these thy Wa.terloo‘
Well, through that bloodless ﬁ«vht thy viftue bora
The Stanley’s baginer, stainless as.bf yore, . o
The’silver shield that wears no trait’rous blot,
The legend of the faith that changes no;.*

Then once again, glad greeting once again
Joy dmes the tear, and Pleasures banish Pain ;
The st;ream-glrt cityeof the tower a.n:l dome
Bids thee high welcome to ghine early hope,— ’
&hou hear’st from tongue to tongue%h&tnﬁutes borne,
Where thy first laurel-wreath was won and wgrn ;'s

® * The motto of #he Stanley family is “ Sans changer.”



20 CONGRATULATORY ADDRESS.

Hére, in an old and Well-rememhe;ed scene,—

Here, where thy _versle hath rung, thy voice hath , ¢
been, . ‘

Oxford who sent thee forth, receives in pride,

Once her young sonm, now her grown gusrd ,end, -
guide. _

‘Bold in, thy lov‘e, and steadfast in thy strength, , »

Hope‘]i’ath won Memory to smile at length :—

Only, in other d&ys, if (Aegd there be

To tell our‘grlef for him, our love for thee,

Be this the sign :—that when we sorrowed most,

Mourmng at onge our _ Bulwark and our Boast,

. Tosolage bést a deep and anxious grief, ‘

And best to honolir England’s buried chief,

We those no meaner name, no lower line

To grace his seat, apd guarfl her fame, than thine.

1854.



The Order of Valour,

[
—_——

*THUS saith the Queen!  For him’ who gave
His blood as water in the fight,
So he from Russian wjon nght save
My crown, my people, and my ngRt
Let there be made a erogs of bronze
And grave thereon'my gueenly crest
Y¥ite VALOUR on its haughty scroll
And hangeit on his breast.’s Y

Thus saith the Land ! «Ho who shall bear®
Vlctona 8 cross upon his %rea&t
In token that he did not fear
To die, had need been, for.her Tests;
For the dear sak® of her who 'v.eg, )
And the high deeds of him who wears,
Shall, high or lgw, all hongur have
From all, through all his years.”

February ¢856. _



On the Eéatb of the Princess Ellice., .

[It will be remembered that Her Royal Highness died of diphtheria,
o
contracted from the carékses of her little son, whom she was

nursing.] » ‘

¢ [y
——

TENDER apd thue! whore virtue was thy crown‘
Whoée royalty was royally to live!

Dga.th, sent to fotch thee, laid his'arrow down,
And prayed that Love the bitter call would give ;
But Love, who zorvld not atop such gentle breath,
Whispered ?hy child to give the Kiss of Death!



bavelock in Tratabgar Syuare.

———

lHF foot set firm! the hand upqp the hilt!
The wa.rrxor-gaze, as innocent of fbar

As any maid’s of shame' which, past the guus,
And blood and battle, stes, the trigmph clear;

S#and so in bronse! large to thy lgvelled eyg, «
In the supreme imperial peril dawning,
% Hoc gigno vinces” shine.s upon .the.sky;
And, calm as one who knows his Master’s warning,

Stand ,thou in bionze! stand, w]!%t tht:u wert, &
Rock,
Whereon Rebellion's yeadty billows breeking
Drove wave on wage—dasheq, high-*end from the
shock
Tell back in shattered foam ; thyself unshaking:



24 "HAVELOCK IN TRAFALGAR SQUARE.®
So stand !—the busy feet of men go by thee,
Each one to-day the safer for that sword ;
‘ Meeanees just and valient chief is nigh thee,
Palmerston, Beaconsfield, the great Sea.-iord -
[}
Well met in sc(me far-uff serenest session,
The nnimpassioned rest of great men gone;
And here tégether set—love’s poor professlon'
In stoned eﬂioy and soulptured stone.

3

<
Ah' spea.kmtr stone ang bronze, cunmngly graven

Lo show these Charppiotis of the English name,
Are men’s hearts such, tHat knave and fool and craven
Cancpess ye dajly, and be still the same? v

(¢}
<

o ’
* But, true and faithful servant! somewhere plgining
That Jabour multiplies and wage is none,
Read Haveloci’s history, and thereby gaining
The comfort of his courage, copy one o
Who all life’s chllly spring and summer dreary
Wrought in' pure prtience whet he found to do,
Poss?s\.mg his own soul—ﬁppt onoe aweary—

Content, because God was conténted too,



' HAVELOCK IN TRAFALGAR SQUARE. ™ n 25

Wherefrom he hived that honey which is sweetest,
The fruit of all the flowers of all a life,

A wisdom po perfected, so completest,
’G*rea.t soldiers gave him place to stem the stnfe

Which never given, Havelock’s higheﬂt glory
*Had lacked our knowledge, not his Master's prause,
One splendid page been lost from Engla,ﬁd s story,
But not one leaf from hjs 1ﬁ1mor£a.l bays.

Go to! and work—God’s sergant—serving men;
Bethlnkmg how the rafiks glosed &P, 2 and cried,
“ Way Jor the General !” a.nd his answer then,
¢« You have nthde way, my lads | "—fai ttmenfor
’ pride! o



Helaide  Fnne Procter.

—p—

o *ILICET.”

IN Roman households, when their dear opes died,

« Thrice by his name tke f1v1ng called the dead ;

And, silencg only a.nswémntr as they cried, o
licet— go thqu then !”—the mourners said.

Ilicet ! let her part! the Poet’s child,
Herself a mistress of the ‘lyric song:
Ilicet 1—te & world so sad and wild
To wish hier back were far less love than wrong.

Ilicet’! hatd the word for those to say
Who know what gentléness isngone from earth ;
Haréé‘t for thosg whose dellipg, day by day, ‘o
Shone with her presence—echdéd to heg mirth ;
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Yet, if Hr, wills i.t——whom she goars to meet,
® The Lerd of this world’s vineyard—shall we ask,
Who il om, in the burden and the heat,

°A laer wage for her—a longer task ?

Ilicet ! let her go! though it Were brgve,—
11 the hot vintage, where the strongest faﬂ-
‘Weeding God’s grapes from thlstles—stuﬁ to have
Her silver hymns o'er weariness p_revall'

To hear her gentle, certaint spirit of ruth
Sharg its great sureties w;bh.less h%,ppx brothers,
And—from eyes bright with Hea.:' ’s lights—tehch
) , the trath *
Of “ little children pleading for their m)thers.”..

Ilicet ! Otherwhere they need those strains, «
Sounding so true for men—albgit low ; '

A throme was vacant (though its ste.ps werp pains),
For a soul, tried, p.ure, perfect—get Rer go!

Sigh Jot. “so young! "— kucls promise!”—“ah! a
+ flower
[ ]
That lgager life fad sunned to,fruit of gold.”
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Be still and see 1-—God’s year, and d'ay, and haoar,
By lapse of mortal minutes is not told.

<

W};o go are called—alicet ! let her go ! ‘
Though a sweet harp is silent in the land,
‘A soft voice htished—tnd, never more below,
Post‘ and poet’s child join song and hand.

Jlioct ! ilicet ! mos ibirvus)—
To that' dlvmest region of the skies,
‘Whence w1th clear sight she sees, know;, pities us,
We shall‘ ‘attrm !—_Vez‘f not the dead with sighs,



To America,

[Dedication of a Voluthe of Poeg"a.]

P d

THOU new Great Britain ! famods, fyee, and bright !,
West of thy West sleepeth my ancient :East;
Ou‘r sunsets make thy nochs3 Daytime and Night |,
Meet in sweet morning:premise or? thy breast.
Fﬁlﬁ.l the promis8, Lady of wide lﬁgds !
Where, as thiné own, an English singer ranks:
I, who*found favour at thy sovemigz,'g hands,
Kiss them; and at thy feet lay these, for thanks.



FHrmageddon.

€A WAR SONG OF THE FUTURE. -

—_———

MarcHING ddwn th Armageddon—
iérothers, stout and strong !

Let us cheer the way we tread on
With'a sol(ﬁe'ris.song!

* Faint we by the weary road,

¢ Or fall %e in the rout,

Dirge or Pxan, Death or Triumph !—
Let the sang ring out!

Wsa ate they who scorn the seorners—
‘Love the lovers—hate

None ‘within the world's four corners—
.All mugh sha.re one fate ;

We are they tvhose comﬂton banner
Bearssno badgeeor sgn‘
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Save.the'Light which dyes it white—
The Hope that makes it shine.

We are they whose bugle rings,
o That all the wars may cease ;
We are they will pay the Kinfs
Their cruel price for Peace;
We are they whose steadfast watShword
Ts what Christ djd fbach,—
“« E.ach man for his Brother ﬁrsb—:
~ And Heaven, tlen, for each.”

»
‘We are they who will not falter— .

Many s.words or few—
Till we make this Earth the alta®
Of a worship new ;
We are they who will not take_
From palace, priest, or tode,
A meaner Lay than “ Brothéthood”—
A lower Lord than, Gop.®

Marching down to Arm'a.geddon—-
BrothersgstSut ad strong?
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“ e ARMAGEDDON.

Ask not why. the way we tread on
Is so rough‘and long!

God will tell us when our spirits
Grow to grasp His plan!

Let us do our part to-day—
And belp Him, hefping Man!

* Shall we even curse the madness,
Which for “ends of State ”

Do>ms us to the long, long sadness
Of this human hate? '

Let us play in perfect pity

. Those that mub not live ;

« Yanquish; and forgive our fpes—

Or fall—and still forgive!

We are those whose unpaid legions,
In free ra.nks arrayed,

Massacréd in many regions—
Never once were stayed :

v Weare they whose torn battalions,

"Trained to bleed, not fly,
« Make our agomes & trinmph,—
Congtier, whilé we die!
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Th.erefér.e, down to Armagéddon—-
Brothers, bold and’ strong—
Cheer the glorio‘us way we tread on
* With this soldier's song!
Let the armies of the old Flags
» March in sflent dgead!
Death and Life are one to s,
Who fight for Quick and Degd ! '



To Mdatthew Hrnold. -

[“ ProM EDWIN ARNOLD,”]

—_——
£
SUFFER th'at—-as thou takest boat to cross

Grim Charon’s tide, on voya.ge, heavy loss

To England—bnt to ’{hpe gain manifold—

I pluck: thee by the shroud and press thy coid
Forgedfl hand ; to lay this oboluse

Into its honoured palm! Ah! think on us
In t.];y new walks upon the(a Asphodel ; o
Nor quijte forsake the sad sphere where we dwell,
Fighting %hy‘battlp, lending our small stress

To stream which maketh unto Righteousness!”
qu, tha.i; theu better knowest’friends and foes,
Good Fnend ! dear Rival! bear no grudge to those
‘Who ha.d not‘time, in Life’s hard fight, to show ¢
Hogv well they liked thee for thy ¢ slashing blqw,
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How Saweet” th.y “ reasonableness” seemed; how
, right
Thy Igfb'y glea.ding for the long-dimmed “light!”

Tboﬁ that didst bear my Name, and deck it so
That—oo!mng thus behmd—ha.rdly Lknow
If I shall hold it worthily, and be
‘Meet to be mentioned in one Age with thee—="
‘Take, Brother! to the Lan;i where 10 strifes are,
This praise thou wilt not need! Béfore the Star
Is kindled for thee let” my.funera,l torch °
Light thee, great Namesake ! ' to th’ Elysian Porch ! )
Dead Peet! let a poet of thy House
Lgy, unreproved, phese bay-leaves 8n thy brows!
We, %that seemed only friends. were lOVGl‘S' Now*
Death knows it! and Love knows! and I!°and

Thou !

4dpril 15, 1888,



Song of the German Soldiers in Hlsace.

L

IN (Alsace, over the Rhine,

There lives a Bro‘ther of mine ;
It grieves my soul to say
He hath forgot the day

“
We were one land, and line.

Dea.r Bro her torn apart,
Is't true that changed thou art?
* The French have clapped on thee
Re{ bfeeches! as we see ;
' Have they Frenchified thy heart?

« ©

Kark !"that’s our Prussian drqr'zi,'

Acndtit télls the time has come.

~  Wechave made one “ Germany,”
One “]f)'eut;hla.nd,'” firm and free;

And otr civil stifes arecﬁli'mb. ‘
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.

Thee also, ﬁghtmg sore,
Ankle-deep in German’ gore,
) ‘We've won. Ah! Brother dear, -
Thou art German—dost thou hear? ..
They shall never part us more.

Who made this song of mine ?
Two comrades by the Rhine ;-
A Suabian i begah it,
And a Pomeranian sing ity
Th Alsace, overgthe Rhine.
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Berlin.—The Sigteentd of March.

.-“ [On the Burial of the Emperor William. ]
"

THUND;}R of Funeral Guns" ‘
Deep, sad Bells!" w1th your boom ;
'Sorrowft.l voices of Soldiers and Folk! -

W?lom lay ge here in the Tomb?

“Whom?” the Cannons reply—
Baying lilsb Dogs of ‘War

Whose: Master is gone on a path unknown—
“Qur Glory, and Lord, and Star!”

)

o

L Willian;, Kaiser aud King,
For'him owt 1ron throats yell

V;ctor we hailed him on many & field,
" 'We make"to his sobf fa.rew;A 1
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“@Vhom ?” say the slow-gyvinging bells—
¢ William, pious and dear !

Ofttimes he knelt to the King of Kings
Where now he lies on his bier!”

¢ He took from his God atone
ws The Crown of the Fatherland ;
And now he hath given it back undfnmea
To Death’s all-mastgrfifl ha.nq. i

« Whom ?” shout .the-se;ried ranks—
Guardsmen and J: agers gnd a.lb— .

“ ’Iﬁe lordliest Lord and the kmOhest Kiung °
Thet ever eaised battle-call §”

¢« 4t his word we thlpnged to ﬂ:e Field,
Sure of success to betide; *
Sure that the Kaiser would fight for peace,

Sure of Heaven on our side! "’

“Whom ?” sigh women ‘and men,
g And fair-hoired Gertaany boys,”
d\nd girls, with eyes cg his cornﬁower s bu%
«For our Fdbher v?e raise our voice!”
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°

“ William the Emperor dead !
Lo! he made us one Land!
Thanks to him and his chosen chiefs,
Strong and secure we stand | ”

“ Steadfagt from pirth to death,
Whatso was Right he wrought! i
Euty ke loved, and his people, and home!
Now to Gust he is‘broughb!”
———T -
4 -
Thunder qf Funeral Guns!
. We fear you with Fnglish ears;
In English freasts it echoes—sad bells !
This tiding your tolling bears!

Warriors, gfalwart an& fierce!
'We see you are tender and true;

‘We are ;on;e of a kindred blood, we share
TkLis soﬁ'ow, to-day, with you!

L

Wollof the Fatherland !
Our hearts for your grief are fain!

Giod guard your Kaui}er Frederick,
And gwe ye good days agam'

Ce









Pbero and Leander.

——

Siva, Muse! the signal lamp, gleaming abeve, *
That lit the nightly swimmer. toghis Live ;

The unseen pathway of the silent tide ® .

That bore the bridegroont toy his watchful bride ;
The salt-soaked marriage rohes, the moist embrace
Abydos t(’m, and Sestos, Herb’s place

Longu?g Leander, og the black waveg crest,
Eyeingethe light that led to Hero’s breast

Kind llght—Loves aster l—which the mlghty Jove
Might well have taken to th% orbs abot’e,

And set it shining in the spangled sky

To be Love’s star of all ITeaven’s con.lph.ny H

Seeing it was the planed of their bllss . 3

The glittering summons to the %leepless klss,}

Till the hard tempest ended him and thie.

Help, then, high Muse’ and teach me how to sing
Lea.nder s death, and hmp 8 extmgulshmg
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Sestos and 'whit9 Abydos——cftiés tw)rain—c,
Fronted each other over Helle’s main ; .
And there God Eros, setting notch to at;;ng;, :
Wounded two bosoms with one shaﬂ;-shootmg, .
A maiden’s and a youth’s—-Leander he, . “
And lovely Hero, Scstos’ sweetest she;°
She of her town, and he of his, the boa.st,

A 1loble pair! If ever to that coast

Thou wendest, ask for Hero's tower, and come
Where rhe Love’s hghthouse nightly dxd illume
Inquire for white Abydes, too, and muse
Where young Leander life and love did lose;
But, now to tell how he fair Hero loved, L

‘And how the maid to dote on him was moved, o

Honey-swe’éb 'Hero, oia princely race,
Was priestass to Queen Venus in that place;
And at her fabhér’s tower, by the sea set—
Herself a Oueen of Love, though maiden yet——
Dv elt 3 yet, for modésty and gracious shame,
She never to tne city markets came; X

No- mmgled at the vmta,tre in the dance,
Lest envious eyes upon ‘her pach should glance ;
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For e:vilpnes will ﬂo.ut at fairer f':),ces,f
*But ever, in the holy temple-spaces, X
She worahi%md foam-born Venus, Queen above,
AndeEros eke, the tiny Lord of Love,
.B?fm:hiﬁ&thnb she might unscathéd go;
Yet none tHs more ’sca.pe& she daliciou?woe.

It was the time of the great offering
Meade with high pomp at Sesfossin the spring
To Venus and Adonis, and each year *
A merry crowd did come frqm far and near
To keep this feast: all they &hat have their home
Upon the®ounded islets ringed with foam’
In Narmora and westward ;—Hceemogy, .
And (:}yprus, sent them, and the Cretan seg;
Cythers, Phrygia, Libanus ;—with these
The nigher towns and cltle} swarmed 11ke bees,
To see the show ; but most of all the youth I— 2
Ever they throng where feasts are ‘—-ﬁq tell truth,
*Tis not, methinks, the ghrine which drawa them 80,—~

To see the mmdens those light” pllgnms gols '

And Hero, eke, went up unto the shrme,
Her fabe of alabaster®ll apshme
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Like the pure moon when first it &wims the &ky;

Nathless her cheek was touched with tender dye

Such as new rose-buds have—not whitg n.ora'ed,

But sunlit-snow : in sooth you would have said

She was all made of rose-leaves, she did sj:o.w.

So fair and fine under her thin gown’s fidw,

Such rose-leaf arms! such roseate’ shouldgrs I—
¢ ses! ~

Of old, they said, the Graces were but three; -

Yet each, sweet charm of Hero, as it seemed,

With love-spells of a Pundm;d Graces gleamed.

Well was shq worthy tode Venus’ maid! ,

And even as she walked—stately and staid;
Liker a goddess than a priestess, fair
Beyond the fatrest—He , unaware,
Took .all'eyes after her : no youth that day
But his hearb.bet:t as Hero passed that way,
Wishing.' sugh ]:t.eaven]y beautty his might be.
Thus, up the steps to the great Temple, she
Drew still vhe logks, «the thoughts, the s‘ighs of
+ men;

. ~ -
And one amo;;g the strangers Whispered then *—
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“ Gr'ogs !——Helen’é town I’ve. seen, and Sparta's
dames, )
‘Whose .ch.a.r.ms make wars and give the world to
flames;
Bmpv%r.saw I one that could compare
With formeso goddess-like and face so gare ;—
Queen Venus sure hath made the yom;gest Grace
Her minister this morn! oh, happy places ©
Which owns her! I could gazs pntil I die!
Would Zeus but grant me Hero, not his sky
Could tempt ‘me to a wish!, I would not be
A Ged, sq Hero were but w.ife.tcz me!
Since shefis sacred and past thortal prayet,
Hegven send me sqon a woman halflso fair.”
[ ]

Thus he, and others passioned otherwisé,
Heart-stricken by the ligh& of Hero's' ‘oyes.

But t]iou, Leander! when those.bﬁght eyes shor
One instant on thee, of the youths alone,— *
Beyond wild words, beyond fohd wishes—felt
The heart within thee by love’s magit mrelt. °
Others to win her wafted many a sigh,

He al:ne Xnew that e nust*have or die.

1
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; .
* Inone bnef glance love 8 llghtnmg-ﬂagh did ermte
All senses senseless with strange deep dehght
Left thrilling, when her silken lashes sa,{pk R
And veiled the perilous glory his eyes drank.
‘What lightning strikes, in sooth, like & fz;.lif‘fa.oec't’h .
¢ What arrow pierces like a Woman’s grace?
"Tis the eyes ela.y, thence fly the subtle darts .
Which deul swift wounds and hurt unguarded hearts.
- So with Leander; in his bosom strove
Passion (mth shame, a.nd fear with forward love:
He trembled, and then bjusfed to trenfble s0;
 And vexed at, blushmg, straight did venturous grow ;
Eroq at his heart’s ear whispering amain \‘
%o luy shame by and speak : so was he fain
To steal a little closer, till he stood .
Foot to foot with her : then in daring mood
Sidelong he g‘fa.néed snd murmured half a \;vorgl,
And chécksd it to a sigh, itself half heard :
Glance, word, and sigh so tender-timid were,
Their sileng speakmg could not anger her;
Nay, bet it pleased' that gentle stratagem
To tell the ové which burned so plain in him;
Amd seemmg to see naught, she 8aW, and bent
Her sweet head from him—no. in d1scontent«;
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'And eeniingonot'bo' hear, she heard, and sighe&
A little sil.ver sigh of pleasured pride;

By signs unyitting giving him to know

Tt was no_f anger set her cheeks a-glow ;

Theid tm.'ngd, ashamed of nothing ;—but the boy
Knew that*she knew, and all his heartewas joy.

- 8o, while he lingered, one slight word t® win,
Day—nigh to setting—drew, his glon.es in;
And shadow-loving Hesperus shone hxgh :
A speck of sp‘lendout on the violet sky:
‘Whéreat,g-the merry crowd th1cJ<en1ng for home—
With desperate courage closer hath he come ;
So alose, he toucheg her rosy opened hand,
Heavilig a deep breath, plain to understagd ;
And she as one an ano'ereiv drew 1t m,
But so0 that he might see 'twas no great; sin;
Then, bolder, by her stole he took the nlud,
And drew imploring towards the Temple's shade;
Whereat, with pretty ftown and faltering fee.t,
She followed, while she said, in chiding swebt

“ Sg‘ are you mad ? how dax:e you hold me 5077,
Leave®plucking at m} gown, ~%nd let me go!
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On
If those who loved me saw, 'twould cost you glear; °
Besides, I am a holy priestess here, _
Vowed to Queen Venus! are you not afraid o

%)
To stay me so, and I, an honest maid ?”
®
(e’

. Thus, as tke manwmer of all maidens is,”

Her soft lips rated, thongh her heart was his;_,
And%he bs love’s quick instinet knew it so,

And let her dear dplicions accents flow

In angen mausical, for when maids scold,

With looks that pardon, Jovers may bebold :

But when she ceased and stood, he bent hjs head
Close to her pearly fragrant nape; and saig;

With ljps which trembled like his trembling heext,

(<]
(

& Oh, Maid ——oh Marvel I—if of earth thou art
And not a godHesq not d’ivme—-to me
Pallas or Cvthersa thou might'st be!
Art thou not Lsf)r;mg indeed of heavenly birth ?
Scarce dare, I deem thee denizen of earth !
But if of earth, ah, mb! how godlike then
He who begbt fhee, of sll mortal men!
How happy beyond lmppy mothers she

L

Who bore and nursed i‘fhee, swhiet one, on her knee ;
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sAnd if of earth—bh ! be of earth, and hear

My pleadmg lips, my earnest humble prayer !
Smce thou gt Venus' priestess, then take heed
Th01_1 vex her not by cruel word and deed ;
Ba,ghat.thou seem’st by reverencing this shrine,
The glory 8f thy Goddess shouldl be thine;

She ljketh not a votary cold and coy—

Love is her worship, and her service Joy

If thou would'st keep her tegder, .hlgh decree,
My earnest passion should not anger thee,
Being so born for worsh.ip :etherefore thou,

If tlou log'st Venus, listen ¢o mg now.e

Dear ser:!.nt of this temple—t am thine!

As thou dost pray, J pray ; ah! thea, inclingg—*
As thdu dost ask thy goddess—pitying eags
Unto this suppliant sad with hopes and fears,
Wounded by love, and capt&ve at thy feet

As when, with wand of gold, Hermes the fleet
Brought Hercnles—the strongest that eould be—
Meek to the footstool of Queen Omphalé.e

Me Aphrodite, and not Hermes’, sent ;

Think h'w thy goddess mader thay one répenb-
Arcadjpn Atalanta, ‘'she who vowed .

To dle‘a mald reJecting——cola a.nd proud—-
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Hippomenes ; and yet'it did befall

She grew to love him—heart, soul, mmd and a.ll

Yea! even to frenzy—whom she did not- iovea

Oh: Sweet ! be wise, nor Venus’ anger move.”™
o

} So, with sofp flood 0f loving argument,

From ¢oy reserve to yielding thonghts he bent.-
The maideh’s mind- but she, as maidens will, -
Albeit convmced atr lteart, stood speechless still ;
Her lustmms eyes upon the ground fa,st set,

. And hot face turned to hide the blush on it.
Now with one-sandal- tlp the grass she bea.
Now drew it back, close~wra.pped from he tQ feet,
Nought, answerrg; yet all thase were s1gus tc

)

bless,
And silence—well he kneyw—is woman’s yes,;
She, too, was hurt with Eros’ fatal dart ;
His soft flame flickered in her virgin heart;
Spite of herself it fluttered with delight
To mark how fajr he was—holv bold—how bright;
And while her eyes stole from the ground to his
And back a.gam, he stood "tween woe and bligs,
&Df«v‘ouring sti{l‘l, with gaze s]%_e did not check; .

The flower-bright flushing of hér face and neck ;
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*Till ab ki ‘ast sHe found some brea,th to speak,’
- While, pearl by pearl, tears ghmmered down her’
' ucheek

.,;;Ené'nd' were 1 marble, I must answer thee,

.Who faught thee such deep elo.quence? Ahj
» el

Who brought thee hither, and procured ue paxﬁ ?

For all these sweet things spideage sa1d in vain,

How should a stranger—never seen or knqwn—

‘Win me in mamacre-—1f I,would be won "

Thou coyd’st not ask me openlx for wife,

My parents would not give me; and *twére rifp .

With untold danggrs if you lingere]l here

"To mb¥et me secretly ; for all is ear,

All-eye in Sestos! Things in ulence done

Are said next mommg at $he markeg-stone

But tell me—and tell true—what townas thine,

And whence thy birth and name? 02" o Thou knowest
mine,

Hero of Sestos ; yonder 1s my home,

In thay tall tower whose foot stgnds.in “he foam;

And;here I dwell alone—but for one slave—

Outistde the walls, ober the.ﬁreakmg wave ;
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Having no neighbour but the roll.in'g sen, !

‘No song but his rude music! none to be

Friend or companion! all the seasons there
- The thunder of the mournful main I hear.”

) '5,‘ So much sbc;a said—then stayed herself,’and drew
The gown before her cheek to hide its hue,
And chid herself for speaking, sore ashamed :
But he—rejoiced becanse her words proclaimed
Hope of the prize—went meditating hard
How he should run to Wm the dear reward.
For Love hath, many, Wllm to heal the hea

, Ofthese that bleed with his unshunnsd dalwh
And, of himself, will counsel oft afford
To those of whom th’ Almighty Boy is Lord:
So to Leander’s heart he whxspered low
A way to bhss, albelt the‘end was woe.

“ Sweet ! for‘thy love,” he cried, “the sea I'd

]
cleave, ¢

< L

'l‘h(;ﬁgh foam were fire, and waves with flame did
l;eave‘, '
1 feat not billows if they bear to thee;

Nor tremble at the lnss‘no- of t1 sea ! ‘
o
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®And I gill come-"-oh ! let me cq.me—each night,

» Swimming the swift flood to my dear delight :
For white Apydos, where I live, doth front
Th; city here, across our Hellespont.

Rebub ﬂ:p thing, set thine own lamp on high,
To shine uf evening through the dark’yng sky,
And T will be Love’s ship—my pilot-s.tar

That beam, whereto, oaring my way afar,s

I shall not see Bodtes, nor Ris wyin, *

And bright Orion will be bright in vain. .
Only take heed, Dear, of the wmds and shield
The‘llghip that when I toily by waves goncealed,
It be not quenched by any envious blast,®

Lest I go down—g, ship and ventuz} lost:
Sweefheart! do this: my name if thon dgst sae,
I am Leander, Hero's lover true.”

Nothing she answered, save by one sqft kiss,
Which gealed the contract of their.sﬁdden bliss;
Then lip to lip they plighted faith iior life *

He to be husband leal, she loving wife,
Albeitgunwed ; and glso did ag giee

55

Thaty, she should light the lamp, he swint .thé

sea.
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All which deep bargam bemg got by hea.rt,

With lingering words and looks they tore  apart, —

She to her tower; he through the gathez-mg gloom,

Néting the landmarks, joyfully is come

Down to the beach, and ships with th’ otbpr.s thesa

For white Ab;rdos, with its ramparts fair {

Then waits $ill mght gives him his neg-won
* bride, ‘

And Hero watches or the other side.

Soon o’er the sky Eve s purple curtains creep,
To all but young Lea,nden. bringing sleep: §~ -
He, when tlne da.rkness deepened, eager stood
Bgside the whité marge of the rolling flood, o
His eyes ql(lick-sea.rching through the hollc;w nﬁg‘ht
To See the first flash of his lady’s light ; '
For-shining light, that gléams to make him blest!

Dear light, that guides to Hero's beating bréast!

¢

She, when the dar'kness covered land and sea,
Kmdled her Jamp, and set it. - Instantly

Love' with that spark lighted Leander’s soul ;

Eager hé hailed the beam ; yet,loud did roll v

The Ghundermg breakers on the shingly shore ;-
The first wave somethmg chilled;—but love is fnore
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*Than fgar; he latd his outer ga.rb ‘aside,
,A.nd spake unto himself by the cold tide:

&Awﬁpl is love, a.nd dreadful is the sea,

Bt e i®  more than water unto me;

" And this that burns is stronger than shuch brine ;
.Thin¥® most- of Eros, foolish heart of mme'
Care not for tumbling billows; let us go
'Strmght over them to Hero" why shgink so?

* Hast thou fopgotten thgt Queen Venus carfe

~ Forth from the floods, and ‘ever rules the same ?”

Then w1th both ha.nds from off hmfmr smooth skm
He steipped his cloth and tied his long locks in;
And ran upon the reef, and sprang, and clove *
The keen salt waves. So,.swimnfin@ to his love,
He steered with face set hard where that ray shone,

Shlp——pllot.—rower-—merchant, all in_one.

Hero, the while, upon her turret-sta.lr,
Gua.rdeil- the beacon-lgmp from Qvery air;
Spregdmg her gown that s1de and thls, to keep®
. The Breezes off; bat' when, 113 from thc deep,
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Leander, bresthless, came safe to thie strand, ¢
Down flew she to the sea-gate—caught his hand—
In gladness past all words, her white arms ﬂmng
Round him, and on his heaving bosom hung ;
And led him from the cold and foamy beag.h

E,Up to her tower; and when her room they reach,
She wiped his ivory body clean of brine,
And Yook the salt smell off with unguents fine,
Stained with rc;se-eesences and scented rare,
And thene she c;lothed him in her long dark hair,
Yet pa.nti.ng from his yoyage.; while in ‘his ear
She poured these du.lcez accents :—

« Husband dear!
Sore thou hast toiled, as never none save thee,
Battling the ha’rid deep, o come to me;
Forget upon my lips the wave’s harsh taste,
The fierce sea-wotisters and the roaring waste ;
The port is reached ! Anchor, dear ship! ahd have
The goods you shiled fr in your Hero's love.”

W%h that sofb leave he loosed her virgin zoqp,
And took her—-pnre ané perfectp——fm his own. *
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*No magriage-ite,’ no festal-dance was there,
~ None raised the hymn to Heré for the pair;
No nuptial-torches blazed around the bed,
Th: merry long procession was not led ;
N sive fhe hymenzal blessing spoke,
No tender Ynother  Hymen ” did involse ;
But Sjlence spread their wedding-couch; and she
Drew the close curtains of their ecstasy ; ®
The Night wore all her stargy gewms of pride,
To be bridesmaiden to that peerless bride .
Hesper kept Wwatch, and linger.ed over long,.
Lest® Davan should find him there, and do them
wrong. .
Dawn never saw Lgander! ere ’twag grey
To stifl Abydos’ walls he made his way,
Full of love’s comfort, but insatiate yet ;
While Hero in her turret did forg;t N
All things save him—in that one day oflife
Changed. soul and body, grown from gaid to wife ;
And mightily did eacl*on either shore )
Pray dusk to come and da,yligﬁt to be oer. -

Thys many a suunmer nmht they met unseer
"And Had great bliss of love f’)m Venus queen
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But no joy long endureth and not 'Iong

Lived theirs, the gentle lovers of my song ;

F({r ‘Winter came apace, with snow and J‘ttqsb,o‘ o
And wild storms whistling up and down' the

coast : ) v ‘

.Lashed to itsedepths ihe tortured ocean sﬁﬁpk,
While the wind drove its billows, rank on rank,
Scourgingttheir crests milk-white ; all sailors tilen
Drew up their ‘ships sapan the shore, for men

Fear the.ﬁerce. winter and the furious sea; }

But no féar, young Lga.nder,rhiudered thee! ~ )
As oft as Herp showed the guiding light ¢ et
Se oft, thl'(.)ugh storm, ‘and foam, and murky night, |
Swani he with steadfast passion to that guide,  «
Daring thp dangers of the sweeping tide. " °

Ah! Hero, wherefore call o'er such & sea P

Too fond thou wert too bold and faithful he

Thou should’st have left unlit thy lamp of love,
And wa.ited ti'] kind spring made green the grove;
But love and fate compel]ed Her! so, o ercome,
She'set her light, and lured him to his doom.
l There came one mght the wildest of the year,
When the wmd smote Qlke edge of lnssmg' spea.r, .
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'.A;nd the p‘&lé bréalers thundered on the beach ;

.VV blle in mld-sea. Leander toﬂed to reach

The fos oﬁ' kaven of his Hero's breast.

Sone-tossed he was from raging crest to crest;

Blllov un,blllow rolled, the great seas roared
Funqpsly Yeaping to the clouds, whichy poured

Sleet’ @nd brine back, with scream of wmds that met
Midway from all the guarters:—Eurus set  ”
His blast against the West ,Wiad; Notus blew
His cheeks to bursting, Doreas to subdue

. Ceaseless the tumult of the tempest was, :
Audt yourg Leander in its cmi:isg, alas,
Battling th’ inexorable bitter sea,

Called on the godsin his calamity., .
To folm-born Venus many a prayer he made,

And oft the name of great Poseidon said;

And oft grim Boreas he did 1mplore“’

For Orithyia’s sake to help him o sr.

Nothing he gained! Fate was too styong for Love!
The chill spra.y-la.den storm beat him above;
Below, the monstrous buffets of the sea
Struckethe strength from him ; till, "all*helplessly,
His feeb dropped down, ellnqmshmg the stnfe”
Thoukh his _poor ha.ndso kep feebly on for life,

»
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O’er lip and nostril now the salt wéves clombk;
Gasping for breath, he breathed but choking foam ;o
Yet gleamed that light, and still he strowe for shore :
Sudden—a cruel gust blew !—all was o ‘er |
The gust extinguished Hero’s lamp ; the Qe&

’r Hid young Leander and his agony.

c Ll

Heéro, when that he came not, watched all nigl;t,
Into the darkness séraining hard her sight ;
And morping Ir)rea.king-,—a,nd no sign of him—
With aching heart she scanned the sea-face dim,
Fearing to logk, becguse that lamp went okt.
He was not there ! but, casting still about,

Le ! af; the turget’s foot his body,lay, o
Rolled on the stones, and soaked with breaking
spray

She rent her robe ‘upon her, and leaped down
Headlong, distracted, from the turret’s crown,
There on his cpi-pée she breathed her dying breath ;
And, linked,in life, those two were one in death.



The Feast of Belsbassar.

.
(This poem gained the Newdigate Prize in thegUnivarsity of
Oxford in 1853.)

——

Not by'one porta,l., os one path alone

God& holy messages to mep are §nown;
Waiting the glances of his awful ey’es
Silver-winged, Seraphs do him:embassiqs ?
And stars interpreting his high behest
Guide the lone feet and gladjt]%g failing breast
The rolling thunder and the raging sea
Speak the stern purpose of the Deity,”

And storms beneath and rainbow hues above
Herald his anger®or proclaim his lave !

The still small voices of the summer day,
The red Siroccoand the breath’ of*May,
ol'he lingering harmony in Ocean shells,

The falry musié of the yteadow bells



64

' ( THE FEAST OF BELSHAZZAR.

Earth and void Air—Water and wasting ?’lame ‘

Have words to whisper, tongues to tell his
name.

‘Once—vith no cloak of careful mystery

Himself was herald of his own decree ; ,

The hand that edicts on the marble dréw

Graved the stern sentence of their scorner too.

Listen wnd learn! Tyrants have heard the tale,

And turned from lLearing terror-struck and pale;

Spiritless ca:ptives sinking with the chain

Have read this page ard taken heart again.—

From sunlight unto starlight trampets told
Her King’s command in Babylon the old,
From suulight unto starlight, west and east,
A thousand satraps girt them for the feast,
And reimed their chargers to the palace hall
Where King Belshazzar held high festival :
A pleasant pal:\.ce under pleasant skies
With cloistered courts and gilded galleries,
And gay kiosk and painted balustrade
For winter terraces and summer shade;

By court and terrace, minaret and dome,

Euphrates, rushing i rom his mountain home,
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: Rest?i his rage, and curbed hjs crested pridé

» To belt that palace with his bluest tide; -
Broai-fronted bulls with chiselled feathers barred
Il sllent vigil keepmg watch and ward,

.G mnts ' gramte wrought by cunning hand
Guard in"the gate and frown upon the land :

Nor gummer’s glow nor yellow autumn’s glae
Pierced the broad tamarisks that blossored there;
The moonbeam darting thzough their leafy screen
Lost half its silver in the softened green, ‘
And fell with lessened lustre, broken light,
Tracing ¥aint a.rg.besque of da,r]; and ghite ;

' Or dimly tinting on the graven stones ~
The pictured anngls of Chaldeean d:lrones.—; '
Thel’e from the rising to the setting day
Birds of bright feather sang the ho'ht away,
‘And fountain waters on the pala.ce~ﬂoor
Made even answer to the river’s roar, e
Rlsmg in silver from the crystal wel].
And breaking into spangles a.s they, fell , -
Though now ye heard them not—for far along®

+ Rang éhe broad chogus of the banql.let'song:
And sounds as gentle, echoes soft as these

Died out of hearing from t& 1evelr1es
E
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High on a throne of ivory and’gold,
From crown to footstool clad in I;urple fold,
Lord of the east from sea to distant sea
The king Belshazzar feasteth royally :—
And not that dreamer in the desert cavg®
Peopled hiy, paradice with pomp as brave.

Vessels of silver, cups of crusted gold
Bllish with a brighter red than all they hold ;
Pendulous lamps,lske planets of the night
Flung on the diadems a fragrant light,

Or slowly swinging in ghe ‘midnight Sky
Gilded the ripples as they glided by :—t  «

And sweet and sweeter rang the cittern-string

Soft as the bepting of a Seraph’s wing, o
And swift and swifter in the measured danc®
The tresses gather and the sandals glance,'
And bright and brighter at the festal board
The flagons bubble and the wines are poured.
No lack of goodly company was there, .

. No lack of laughing eyes to light the cheer;
From Dara trooped they, from Daremma’s grove
The suns 6f ﬁaftle and the moons of love;o
From where Arsissa’s silver waters sleep
To Imla’s marshes aﬁd the inland deep ;
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*From Rlepéant Calah and from Sittacene
JThe horseman’s captain and the Harem’s queen.

it seemed no summer-cloud of passing woe
Gould filng its shadow on so fair a show :
It seemed %he gallant forms that feast.gd there
Were 311 too high for woe, too great for care 5
‘Whence came the anxious eye, the altered tond,
The dull presentiment no hgartegould own,
That ever changed the smiling to a sigh
Sudden as sea-bird flashing from the sky :—
It i»not #hat they know the s;)oiler wgits
Harnessed for battle at the bfazen gates,®
It ig not that they jear the watchmdn’s call .
Mark%he slow minutes on the leaguered wall ;
_The clash of quivers and the ring of spears
Make pleasant music in a soldier’s.eaz's,
And not & scabbard hideth sword to-night *
That hath not glimmered in the front of fight :—
May not the blood in every beating yein,
- Have quick foreknowledge of the coming pain ?
Even asgthe prisoned gilver,% dead and @amb}

Shrinks at cold Winter’s footfall ere he come.—
e o ° .
" * The guicksilver in the tube of the thermometer.
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The king hath felt jt and the heart's unrest
Heaved the broad purple of his belted breast;
Sud?en he speaks—‘“What! doth the becfieq
A juice \

Savour like hyssop that ye scorn its use?

Wear ye so pitiful andvsad a soul

That tramp of foeman scares ye from the bowl ?
Think Ye the gods on yonder starry floor

Tremble for terror, when'the thunders roar?

Are we npt gods ? have we not fought thh:

God? ' - ;

A,nd shall we shiver qt a robber s nod ?

No-~let them batter till ‘the brazen bars

Ring merry mockjng of their idle yars;

Their fall is fated for to-morrow’s sun,

The lion rouses when his feast is done : )
Crown me a cup-’—a,.nd fill the bowls we brought
From J uda',h’s.temp‘le when the fight was fought—
Drink, till the merry madness fill the soul

To Salem’s conqugror in Salem’t bowl—

Each from the goblet of a God shall sip

And Judal’s gold tread heavy on the lip” * v

".,3‘ He rever drinks  +
But 'Timon’s silver treads upon his lip.”—SHAK. T%t. Andr.,
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Thg last loud‘ answer dies along the line,
The last hght bubble bursts upon the wine ;
Hls pger Jips are on the jewelled brink,
Hath the cup po1son that he doubts to drink ?

JIs ther® p spell upon the sparkling gold,
That so Mis fevered fingers quit theirghold ?
Whom sees he where he gazes? what is there
Freezing his vision into fearful stare ? B

Follow his lifted arm and Jigleted eye

And watch with them the wondrous mystery.—

Theredcometh forth a ha.n(i—upon,the stone,
.Gravmg the symbols of & speech unknoWn;
Fmgers like morfpl fingers—leavifig there o
The*blank wall flashing characters of fegr;—
And still it glideth silently and slow,
And still beneath the spectral letters grow—
Now the scroll endeth—now the .sea.l is 86b—
The ha..nd is gone—the record tarrieg yet.

As one who waits the warrant of his death,®
Withbpa.le lips parted and with bridlled breath—
Thgy watch the mgn, and dare not turn to sedk
Their fear reflected in they®fellows’ cheek—
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But stand as statues where the lifé ?s none,
Half the jest uttered——half the laughter done—
Half the flask empty—half the flagon poypred,&-
« Bach where the phantom found him at the board
Struck into silence—as December’s moon o

" Curbs the quiq](; ripples into crystal swoon.

Wiﬂn' wand of ebony and sable stole
Chaldma’s wisest scapethe, spectral scroll :
Strong in the lessons of a lying art
Each comés to gaze, but gpzes to depart:
‘ And still for mystic 'sigrn and muttered speld
The graven ‘etters guard their secret well :
Gleam. they for warning—glare they to cond emn -
God speaketh,—but he speaketh not for them.—=
Oh! ever, whén the happy laugh is dumb,
All the joy gone, and all the anguish come—
When strong a.(}_\‘re;'sity and subtle pain
Wring the sad soul and rack tke throbbing brain—
When friends on'ce faithful, hearts once all our own
Leave us'to wuep, to bleed and die alone—
W heﬂ fears and cares the lonely thought employ
And clouds of Sorrow hi€%'the’sun of j Joy ;
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*When yveary life; Breathing reluctant breath

- §lath 10 hope sweeter than the hope of death ;—
Then the begt counsel and the last relief
To:cheer the spirit or to cheat the grief,
Che mly.ga.lm, the only comfort heard
Comes in fhe music of a womay's word
Like beacon-bell on sowme wild 1sla.nd-shore
Sllverly ringing in the tempest’s roar,
‘Whose sound borne shipwagd t.hgough the midnight

gloom
Tells of the path, and thrng her from her dbom.

So in the silence of that a®ful hour @ .
When baffled magic mourned its parted power,—
Whe kings were pale and satraps shook tor fear
A woman speaketh—and tho wisest hear.
She—the high da.ughter’ of a thousadd thrones
Telling with trembling lip and tmud tones”

Of him the Captive, in the feast forg'bt

Who readeth visions~shim, whose wondrous'lot
Sends him to lighten doubt arld lessen gloom,
‘And gage undazzled on the days to 8ome— *
Danjel the: Hebretw, such his uame and race,
Held by & monarch highes4m his grabe,
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’

He may declare—Oh !—bid thexh qnickly segd
So may the mystery have happy end!

Calmly and silent as the fair full moon ,
Comes sailing upward in the sky of J une;f'—-
" Fearfully as the troubled clouds of night
Shrink from before the coming of its light—¢
So _tl:roug‘h the hall the Prophet passed along,
So from before hind fall the festal throng.
By broken wassail-cup, and wine o'erthrown T
Pressed he still onward fér the monarch’s throne
His spirit fml‘cd hit, not—hls quiet eye
Lost w0t 1ts hgh‘p for earthly majesty ;
His lip was stealiy and his accent clear, -
“ The king hath needed me, and I am here,”— «.

¢ Art thou the Prophet ? read me yonder scroll
‘Whose undeclphered horror daunts my soul—
Thero skall be guerdon for the grateful task
Fitted for me to give, for thee to ask—
A chairr to deck thee—a.nd & robe to grace, ¢
‘Thlnta the thu'd throne and thou the third in

~

piace.”’ o
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. Eevlleafd;-sfnﬂ *turned him where the lighted
‘ el '

Dlmmqi the.red torches of the festival,

Gazed on the sign with steady gaze and set,

4nd ke v?.ho quailed not at a kingly threat

Bent the tffue knee and bowed the sxlvqr hair,

For that he knew the King of kings was there :

Then nerved his soul the sentence to unfold,

While his tongue trembled gt the,tale it told—

And never tongue shall echo.tale as strange

Till that change cometl’ which must never Thange.

“ Keep for thyself the guerlion and thé gold4-
Whgt God hath grgved, God's proplkt must unfold,;
Could®not thy father’s crime, thy father’s fate
Teach thee the terror thou hast learnt too late—
Hast thou not read the lesson of his fife,

Who wars with God shall strive a losing, strife ?
His was a kingdom mighty as thlne oD, _

- The sword his sceptre end the earth his ghrohe—
The nations trembled when his awful eye

Gave tosthem leave to live or dopm t0 dte— °

The Juord of Life—the Keeper of the gra.ve,

His frown could wither and Ms smile could save—
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Yet when his heart, was hard, hi% 8pirit high
God drave him from his kingly majesty,

Far from the brotherhood of fellow men,

T seek for dwelling in the desert den ;

Where the wild asses feed and oxen roam,

He sought hjg pasture and he made his Home,
And bitter-biting frost and dews of night
Schdoled him in sorrow till he knew the right,
That God is ruler gfethe,rulers still ‘
And setteth up the sovereign that He will.
Oh! hadst thou treasureq in repentant breast
,His pride ang fall, ‘hig penitence and rest®
And,bowel submissivé to Jehovah’s will,

Then had thy sfeptre been a sceptre still.

But thou hast mocked the majesty of heaven,
And shamed the vessels to its service given ;
And thoa hast'fashioned idols of thine own—
Idols of gold, of silver, and of stone;

To them hast howed the knee, and breathed the breath,
And they must help thee in the hour of dea..th.'
Wo¥ for the sign unséen, the sin forgot,

God wés antong ye, .and ye knew it not!

Hea&' what He sa.yeth thus, "lhy race is run, .
The years aré numberél ' and the days are done,
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Thy soul hath mounted in the scale of fate,

oThe Lord'ha.th weighed thee and thou lnckest weight ;
Now in ghy pglace porch the spoilers stand,

To seize thy sceptre, to divide thy land.’”

vHe ended®-and his passing foqh was ]:@ard,
But none made answer, not a lip was stirred—
Mute th; free tongue and bent the fearless brov;,Q—
The mystic letters had their ryeanipg now !
Soon came there other sound—the clash of steel,
The heavy ringing of the®irop heel—
The curse i dying, and the qry .fos life,
The storming voices of the battfe strife.—

That night they slew him on his father’s 1.:ht"one, .
The deed unnoticed and the hand unknown ;
Crownless and sceptreless Belshazzar lary.

A robe of purple, round a form of clay.



The Three Roses.

“I'hree roses, wan as moonlight, and weighed down
Each with it Joveliness as with a crown,
Drooped in a florist’s window in a town.
The first a lover bought. Tt lay at rest, -
Like flower on ﬂowqr that night, on beauty’s brem
The second rose as vn-g'ma.l and fair,

Shrs{nk in the tangles of a harlot’s hair,

The third a widow, with new grief made wild,

Shut m«the icy palm of her de'ud child. n
Aumxcn, Flower and %‘Mm

wr

TresE Roses (in the world we do not see)
Strove for the palm. Thus spake the beauteous
Tavee:

THE MAIDEN’S ROSE.
u

I am the happiest flower. Ilay
Dylng, as suits sweet blossoms kest ;
It was not pain to pass away

LN

Upon her ¥arm and fragrant breast.



-@HE THREﬁ ROSES. .
‘i 3 ;
Blpssom on blossoms, 80 wg slept ;
My odours richer with her breath,
My white leaves whitest where I crept

_Closer, to die delightful death.

f heagd her secrets, pure and soft;

, Sho kissed me, prayed for Him and laid

His gift where, since, his cheek full oft * o
 Nestles; he knows vzha.tz v.vords she. said,

- Ard how, when morn oped the bright.eyes,
Sbe locked me m aecasfet close ;
Nothmg can take away mquzep
" The kiss she gave her “faded Roser
s ) .
The crown, fair sisters, I must hold ;
I died upon that heavenly bed;
She buried me in silk and gold

I made them lovers, being dead.

THE WIRQOW'S ROSE.

I am the wisest Rose: ‘th.ere lay
" & dew-drop og e whey she shilt
' The little 1ce-cold palm, and put
My blossom there to f.& away.
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It was a tear for her and me’ ’
That she should grieve, and I should go
Clasped in a hand that did not‘rknow;
And set to eyes that could not see.

Torn frym my garden green and bright,

. As he too; first-born of her spring, ,, .
Qace flower-fair, now a lost, dead thing,

Hidden witheme in graveyard night.

But lo! it was not &hus at all!
I did not h‘\mk that flowers could see
The wonder of the worlds to be

. When the poor leaves of this life fall.

For while they wept, and sadly threw
The black earth on our coffin-lid,
A light came there where we were hid,
A wind E;l'eathed softer than I knew. ,

There shine no sunbeams so on earth,
' Thefe is no air blows in such wise
As thls that swept from Paradise, .
And turned gra.ve-gloom to grace and mirth.
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I saw him rise unspeakably
" I'saw how subtle Life receives
New gifts from Death. It was but leaves—
*Dead leaves:—we left there, I and he.

And clasped in that small hand I came—
A spirit-Rose as he was spirit—
The further marvels to inhgrit

Of Life. which is for all the same.

Crown me, white sisters!e When shq bent—
That tender mother by his grgve—

* oTwas I who, with a rose-waft.ga.ve

The thought that filled her with content.

THE HARLOT'S ROSE.

" I was the blessed flower! Give back
The crown, dear sisters! for y8u luck

« My joy—you! that her bosom bore;
You they entombed !“hnay deepér lore.
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"Twas sweet in lovely death'tc fade,

Rose-blossom on rose-bosom laid ;
"T'wes rare in grasp of Death, to saf,
The flower of Life blow changeleeggly

But I, most happy of all thre 6,
Rejoice for what he did to Me;
“Bindng my bud on locks that rolled
Their wasted wealth in rip}lgled gold.
A\
For loveless love hecset me the ;re
With thankless thanks sho f;{tbund md fair; '
(_Laugfmed with sad eyés to year him tell
.The gold, #ith white and gtgeen, “ went well.”
We dxd our kmd she to besto\w
God’s gra,ce in her rich beauty soi
That good grew evil; I to scent
Her steps and be Sin’s ornament.
“Yet "twas my duty to seem sweet,
She héd such bitter bread to eat!
“ She put me at her breast—I heard .
Her heart-beats Jpeaking, without word. . ..
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' Kach spring I plucked such long ago,”
She sait— Ah, God! if we could grow
Clean Jike gpring-roses—white again—
Fo.rgetting last ?ear’s rain and stain!”

She said, ®* Ah, God! ah, mother !'—sope
Are blgoming so about my home, .

The home-breath makes me dream—1Ilet be!
I have no lover that loves me.”* «

“ What was it that we read i in class ?

¢ And she ’supposm g Him —-alas' .

¢ The gardener’—Fool ! as if &od’s Son

Cares for the flowegs that are done s

Thereat our lips and leaves did kiss—

I was as sweet and soft in this

To her as any Rose could be—

“God’s flowers forgive,” she sighed,—“ Doth He ?”

And fondling me, as though she felt

Her mother’s kisses op her melt,
Thegtear-drops from her painted lids
Ran on the rouge. V;'hat. &e forbid.s,”
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She said, “ to try if any hear ?*
Mocking herself she sighed this prayer:
“Oh, Christ! I am Thy wilted Rose,

Renew me! Thou renewest those!”

They langhed,—but did not see, as I,
The angels gather at her cry, u

ZTheir fine plots weaving out of sight
To help thi% soul that strove aright.

‘She did not feel-the great wmgs fold

Theroeforward o'er her locks of gold
Nor know thenceforward that the place
Was sentinelled by Shanes of grace.

¥

But when again she bound her hair,
And set me in its tresses fair,

I did not “shrink,” (as he has said :)
I was too proud! for we were led

By holy hands through lane and street,
Past things to speak of is not meet’;
Till when the tender plot had place,
God’s mercy foet her face to face.
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Tn all this ‘esith there is 5ot one

806 desolate and so undone,

Who bath not rescue if hearts knew

A hearb-cx;y goes the whole world through.

Of thousands cruel one was kindy

We found the hand she could not find ;,
The fragrance of me brought her cry— *
We saved her: those #WigedOnes and I,

T and her angels| She hath rest!
of aﬂl Rose-service mine was besé.
Oh, sisters sweet! no longer boast;
» Give me the grown! My joy dvas mos} !y



[

‘lge and Sbe.

——

« Sup is dead!” they said to him. ¢ Come away ;
Kiss her! and leave her l—thy love is clay !”

They smoothed her trésses of dark broyn hair;
On her forthead of marble they laid it fair:

O¢2n her eyet, which gazed toe much,
They drew the lids with a gentle touch ;

¢
‘With a tender touch they closed up well
The sweet thin lips that had secrets to tell ; -

Ahboat her b’rows, and her ear, pale fa.oeo
They tied her veil and her marriage-lace;

. . 9 v

And drew on her ;;vhiize feet her white silk shoes —
G
Which wete the whiter nb eye could- choose !



‘' HE AND SHE, 8

'And over her bosont they crossed her hands ;
« % Come dway,” they said,—* God understands! "

And then there was Silence ;—and nothing there
8t the _Sﬁpnce-—and scents of eglantere,
L ]

" And jasmine, and roses, and rosemary ;
For they said, “ As a lady should lie, lies she! e

And they held their breath as they left the room,
With a shu_dd:ar to glance a its stillness and gloom.

But he—who loved her too well to dread *
The aweet, the state]y, the beautiful dead,—

He lit his lamp, and took the key,
And turn’d it l—Alone again—he and she!

He a;wad slle; but she would not speak.,
Though he kiss'd, in the old pla‘ce, the quiet cheek ;o

He and s!le, yet she \mould not gmile,
Thoygh he call'd her the name that was fondegt
ereyvhlle. ;



«

86 HE AND SHE.

He and she; and she did not méve
To any one passionate whisper of love !

Then he said, “Cold lips! and breast without breuth !
Is there no voice—no language of death

“ Dumb to the ear and still to the sense,
t
But to heurt and to soul distinet,—intense ?

“ See, now,—I listen with spul, not ear—
What was the secret of dying, Dear ?

« Was it the infinite wonder of all,

How tHe spirit could let life’s flower fall ?
*t

“Or was it a greater marvel to feel

The periect calm o’er the agony steal ?

“Was the miracle greatest tq.find how deep,
Beyond all dreams, sank downward that sleep ?
“(Di'a life roll backward its record, Dear,

And show, as'they sayif does, past things clear ?



HE AND SHE. 8

«eAnd was it the inmermost heart of the bliss
g find otit 80 what a wisdom love is?

«Ohy perfoct Dead! oh, Dead most dear,
IJold the B‘eath of my soul to hear,

“I hsten-as deep as to horrible hell,
As high as glad heaven !—and you do not fcll'

“There must be pleasures in dying, Sweet,
o .
To make you so placid from head to feet !

«T would tell you, Darling, if T were dead}
And ¥were your hot tears upon my bgow shed. ,

“TI would say, thmréh the Angel of.deeth had laid
His sword on my lips to keep it unsaid.

¢ You shquld not ask, vainly, with str:ea.ming eyes,
Which in Death’s touclt was the chiefgst surpx"is.e,

e L]
“The vel'y strangest and suddengst thing
Of ald the surprises that :iyin'g must bri'ng."
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© ‘
Ah! foolish world'! Oh ! most kind Dead : )
Though he told me, who will believe it was said ?
Who will believe that he heard her say,

'With the soft rich voice, in the dear old,,way f— oo

“The utmost wonder is this,—I hear, .

Ané see gou, and love you, and kiss you, Dear;

T can speak, now you listen with soul alone;
If your soul could see, it would all be shgwn

“'What a 'stra,nge delicions amazement is Death,
To be yithout fody and breathe, without breatls:

“T should laugh Jor joy if you did not cry;
O, listen ! Love lasts |—Love never will die!

“I am only y&ur Angel who was your Bride;
\And I'know, that though dekd, I have never died.”



“On, the —tb 3Instant, Drowned whbilst
Batbing.',

——

Ho! ho! do ye tempt me,so,,
Pale dwellers upon the land;

Seem I to Bome for lave to your home,

- Bkirttag the yellow sand #

‘When I doff my might andeslumber in®light
Under the summer skies,

Do ye dream I unfold my purple and gold
To pleasure your dainty eyes ?

I mind the day when my dancing fpray
Clean over your hills was thrown ;

And my waves evermore lash ma.:ily tl.le shore
‘While the great Sea seeketh its own.

Blithely ye play on the edge of my. spray,
And dabble your f feet in my ford, «

But little ye think how the Ocean’s brink
“Is athirst for its m8rtal lerds.
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Ho! ho! how well he could row
The youth ye'sent me to-day ;

How bravely his oar drove the shallop from shore
As he came to me out of the bay.— '

I watched him come from his cottage-home
Under the high green hill, ‘

I foamed and dashed as the quick stroke splashed,
Axid he worked his eager will.

But ho! ho !—1I looke for it so!
He leapt to my green great arm,

And felt how cold was my deep sea fold,

. And chilled with & strenge alarm,

Did he deernh me mild when the blue sky smiled,
Fierce only instormy strife ? |

A boat ye sent—and a life ye lent—
But I kept the warm young life!

Ho! ho! fond fools would ye know
How I staid the panting breath,
And weighed on the breast. of the one ye loved
best
And dragged him down to his death :— °
Down in the green where no sun could be seen
To a death in the sea-weed and shells:—
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A

Down out of sight of the sweet sunlight,
t o Out of sound of the clear town bells ?

Ho! hq struggled sore for the fading shore,
A.nd fought with his failing strength ;

But I awo?g he should die, and I smothered his cry,
And the life was mine at length. |,

Ho! talse the bark back without rent or wrack,
Pale mourners along the strand !

A boatman and boat to the sea eawe out,
But only a boat to land !

1855,



Dream=Land,

e

WoNDERFUL Life!
So sad with partings, and so sweet with meetings,
+ Made up of wild farewells, and wistfal grietings ;
‘ Ch word,w with wonder rife !

What do we here ?
Whence come we with this longing, loving breast ?
Why do we live to die ? we fear our rest;

Aud ar9 afraid to fear!

Ah! ‘tell us why,
Why aYe our pleasures dead within the day, ‘
While pains make nest-homes of our hearts and ptay ;
Wherefore ctmes fnisery ?



DREAM-LAND,

" And wherefore Pain ?
- And why on our lone Planet, else so fair,
Dwell Hate, pnd Cowardice, and pale Despair,
And the hot rage for gain ?

I&oon and sweet Stars] e
Hath God cursed us of all His orbs in Heaven ?
Drive v;e alone, rayless and unforgiven,
. Bloody with brother-wags ?

Speak if ye kifow ]
‘Why lose %ve what we love lonéesw and best ?
Shine, Sisters! shine upon ou} dark unrést,
Saying, it is not so!

I miss a face,
A friend, whose love was to my life its heart;

Why are @ur eyes and hands riven aparty
W]’I‘T—_ﬂ‘fﬂn pﬂ" q space ? *

Sorrow and Pain !
Hope's. fender lip is silenced, when ye. speak,
Gojo! the settled colour of my cheek

St.i.rs not for her agdin:

"93
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A cheat Life scems !
We'll laugh it off, Brothers: though we have wept!
Therewith, aweary of my thoughts I slept,
' And took them to my dreamns :—

Ah, mystery !
Nay then! believe it for the sweet dream’s sake,
‘Whether ¥ dreamed asleep, or mused awake,

An Angel gpake with me!

“Spake from above,—
I knew her thougk she floated from the sﬁies,
The noble presence, arid the large deep eyes
. Of her, I loved, and love:

Spake low and clear;

« Arise! T have an errand unto thee!

The heart that dares to beat as thine does, free,
Heareth, what thou shalt hear.”

Thereat I rose,
Wondering to see her balanced pennons sprisad ;
A,nri keeping their white shadow overhead,
Followed he:"‘ﬂyiné close,
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Far, far tway ; ]

- ¢Till sodnd of mortal grief, and mortal mirth,

: .'Bi.ed from the sky, and—far below—the Earth
A quiet, bright globe lay :

, And I was "ware

of sole.mn breath breathed in that stilly spot H

And that the heart spake, though the lipsemoved not ;
Ag though its home ware there ;

'As.though its hqme
Were high among the Angels ofeGod’s sky,
Where the wild lights were Wandering ;—and J
Waited for what should ceme;

Nor waited long:
"For still wherever She and I went wmgmg,
Two voices ever in one key were smgmg
The measure of one song,

Song without word ;
- Wheretb the soft fan of thessilyer foather,
Mgde music as her great wings beat together,
And the blue. ether®stirred :
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Then I—“Oh! whither?”
And She—* Far past the farthest ken of moital,
To where the Star-Queen guards the Star-World’s
portal,
Thither, Love mine !—aye! thither!¥

So gv;'hen her plumes,
Here:o'forg high above me gleaming white,
Wore the rich tint of Cgssiopeia’s light’s

In crimson-coloured blooms,

Then from sbove
‘Came down the br;atbc of an entrancing pleasure;
Came round the burden of a boundless measure,

‘ A seraph-cha.unt of Love,

High love—whose strain
Her heart and mine, in solemn symphony,
Beating beyond nur wills harmoniously,
Answered, answered again.

How did I bear
The gracious élory of my Lady’s eyes?
Save that the bright love in them calmed surpnﬁe
And dazzled'off my fea.r,

(9

\



DREAM-LAND.

Nor only-eYyes ;
*Heer sweet lips touched me once upon the brow,
And_whisperad, “ Love of mine, thou knowest now
The secret of the skies i—

 This laud of Wings
Hath resf for thee and me for aye and aye.”
Then I—* Sweet Saiut, for my full comfortesay '
All that its music sings, ¢

« All—sll it singsa— _
Know’st thou on Earth the earnestelove I have,
Know’st thou that I could love thee in th; grave,
Better thay living things ? 8

¢ Not there "—she said,
¢ Into this Dream-Land I have leave to come,
To cheer thee with the sight of our high Home

When Thou and I are dead ;

¢ But there the veil
Is over sohls :—1 know jnot ifel kpow
Thatthou and I shall e’e: be telling so .
On Earth, our true-lo%e tale ”
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« Sweet L I shall seerd
Graceless,” I said! ““but must there never be
Home-fires—home-faces—and home-leves ?<-ah me!

Nought of my earthly dream ?”

The star-light shone
The brighter for a smile that filled her face —
No'answar' but a quick and kind embrace :

Save her xis§,—answer none !

Then I, ¢ Ah me!
The brow should wear a crown that wears thy kiss;
Theugh T love patieI;tly, 1 shall lack this,

Not “eing worthy thee.”

She rajsed her hand,
And my glance followed 1t—and I was 'ware
Of a fine sput floating down the air,

Whose forehead’s thought was grand ;

Fast, fast and free
He smote a lyre’s strirgs into magic measures,
«Whereto a Lady listed, tranced in pleasures,
Lo ' 1t was'I and She!
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And all thd throng

O all fait things I thought of day by day,

The wotds T would have said and could not say,
Came up into his song !

¢ Shall I be thus, )
And thoy with me ?”—She said “ Be true and brave,
Follow thy Life out, e'en to thy Life’s gravey *
And such shall be thy Bliss.”

 Dear Saint "1 id,,

“Lest I shall faint living a l#e so ®ne,

Tell me that absence cannot ch;nge the go:w,
Nor death astrange the dead®

% They, first and last,

The comfort of whose spirits was to mine

Like Rain to Summer; ah! my hear} willepine,
o Jts friendships seeming past.
% Say !—is it thus ?
Are our hearts lower, weaker tham our thinking, .
Can geath divide the subtle spirit-linking
Whgse fine chain fottored us ?
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“Can they ? oh Life! *
W hy at the first or last of thy brief day
Loose we the hand we clung to by the may,
And strive alone in the strife ? ”

Thareat I wept :—
But she-—she touched me with a touch as mild
As & fond mother might her frightened child
Who sighéd, 4nd sighing slept.

Saying, “ Rash one!
Love's strength i perlee.t in love’s utter weakness,
Lowe's nobleness is noblest in love’s meekness,

Lovetever ! none are gone !

“Nong go! none ever!
Know ! when two hearts are set to one true time,
Always thay myke one music, chime one chime,

'”

Look up! and doubt it never!

Our Starry torch
Digd in a bnght whiteflood ¢f brilliant ﬂame,
Wherein a myriad happy Angels came
Thronging &n entrance-Porch.



DREAM-LAND, - i
*- With sunbeams éroined;
Whénce passed & voice that said, “Soul! cease thy
o wonder! :
Nob‘Death is strong enough to part asunder,
' Vzhom Life and Love have joined!”

For which word's sake,

'Seemg no stars, no Angels but mine own, o

I tm’ned to kiss her hands: lo! BLe was flown!
* And I—I was awake!

)
Sept. 1854.



# aba Future.

‘WHERE waitt'aa;; th‘ou,
Lady T'am to love? thou comest not !
Thou knowest of Iy saii. and lonely lot;©
I looled for thee ere now!

It iv the May,
And each fair sigter-soul hath found its brother,
Only we two seek fondly each the other.

And seeking, still delay.

‘ Where art thou, sweet ?
I long for theé, as thirsty lips for streams to
911" gentle promised Angel of my dreams,

Why do we neve: meet ?



‘A MA FUTURE, ' .

» Thou art as L—
%
.Thy soul doth wait for mine, as mine for thee;
We cpnnot.live apart ; must meeting bg
~ Never before we die ?

‘ *Dea? soul, not so!
That time doth keep for us some happ¥ years,
That God hath portioned us our smiles and tears,
Thou knowest, and I know.

Yes, we shall meet !
And thel;efc:re let our 'seamhil.lg be the stronger,
Dark ways of life shall noé divide us longer,
Nor doubt, nor danger,*sweet !

Hence 'tis I bear
Thi$hinter-tide as bravely as I may,
Patiently waiting for the bright spring-day
That cometh with thee, dear.

"Tis the May-light
That crimsons all the quiet college glcsm ;
May it shine softly in thy sleeping-room :
" And so, dear wife, goed night!.

1853.



Llangollen,

——

GREEN ficlds and grey, corn-lands and mountain-
lands, . :
Beautiful Valley, thou art fair as ev(er!
On the same hill the( same old abbey stands,
And singing th same song goes down Dee river. :

I swear I love thee with mine old warm love; ¢
My vision is not dimmed, nor my heart cold ; ‘
Wherefore then, sunny Slopes, can ye not move
My heart to gladness as ye did of old ?
" e
I know it, Dear |—these winds that fly for home
Take my-heprt with them ¢o thy tender arms,
And,L nestled there, it leaves e here to roam,

Half of niyself, amid hese wild Welsh farme.

October 18535,



The Two Wlréaths.ee

- WHEN the silver star; we.ré throwing
.- Sof# lines on the silver sea,

" Lil% a shade in the thght showing,
Came my life unto nge.

. "Two garlands daintily bearing, .
Unto me came my life,

 When the daylight was disa.pp-earing‘
. Save that in thine eyes, dgar wife.

'_ Glittered her cymar and kirtle,

.+ o Her garlands glimmered and shone ;

. One twined with the laurel and myrtle, !
And one with*%he roge alone.



“of' ‘ THE TWO WREATHS,» -

¢

« Which crown,” (she said, ¢ shall I leave tﬁee, ‘
The green or the crimson wreath? h

Of the chaplets thy fortune weaves thee

¢ Choose one to deck thee till death. ’

“Love comes if the rose-crown rings tl:be,-—
Love tender and ever the same;

Asd the bright leaf of laurel brings thee "

The minstrel’s favonr and fame.
4

“ But ‘che rose hath an angry briar,
That woundeth Wherever 'tis worn,
A.?d, with laurel toslift thee higher,
There are poisonous berries.?f scorn.”
In the ;ilence solemnly speaking,
In the datkress sombre to see,
Answver to asking seeking,
Waited my life by me.

Then, with ready fingers upstarted

Beside het, mine own wise wife,

The leaves from the l;errie;puted,
' And the‘thorn from thé rose of life.

[



*THE TWO WREATHS.

And twined them, with gentle laughter,
In a new and unharmful wreath :
Agd the roses and laurels hereafter
' Have crowned me for life and death.

1857.



. Hlmond IBlossom.

———

<

BrossoM of the almond-trees,
April’s gift to April’s bees,
" Birthday ornament of spring, .
Flora’s fairest daughterling ;— .
Coming whéh no flow’rets dare
Trust, the cruel outer air; )
When the royal king-cup bold ¥
Will not don his coat of gold ;
And'the sturdy blackthorn spray
Keeps his silver for the May ;—
doming when no flow’rets would,
Seve thy lowly sisterhood '
Early violets, blue and white,
Dyinys for their love of light.
Almond blossom, Sél‘]fc to teach us .
That the spring-days soon will“reach us,



1855.

" ALMOND BLOSSOM.

Lest, with'longin;r over, tried, '

We die as the violets died.

Blqssom, clouding all the tree

Wlth thy crimson broidery,

bng before a leaf of green

On the bravest bough s seen,;,

Ah! when winter winds are swinging
All thy red bells into ringing,

With a bee in every bel],

Almond bloom, we greet thee well !



Sonnet.,

——

LiKE one, who in the stormy crash of battle,

With sword and shield too heavy for his hold,
Bleeding, and weak, and deafened with the rattle,

Feels his limbs ‘sinking and his heart a—cold, 4
Sudden & gentle eye, quiet and bold,—

A friendly look falis on him through the ﬁght

L And once wgain his ticed fingers fold

About the hilt, and strike a stroke aright— _

So has thy gracious glance, lady, to-night
Nerved me with courage more than may be told ;

So stand and strike I, fighting in thy sight,
Backward or forward be life's battle rolled ;

And so I grasp my purpose, and I swear

To win the name that I am sent to wear.

<

1853, .

(3]



#l Saints' Day.

Up from earth to heaven’s wide regions
Send your préyer and praise to-day,
Fo: the glorious maxtyr’-legions
Hence triumphant passed away?

Sigh of doubt or shade of sorrow
111 beseemeth heart or browe;
Theirs like ours seemed sad to-morrow,

‘Who smile at our sadnessenow®

Let it go, a song of gladness,

* Unto brother-ange]s there: —

" We alive in sin®and sadness,

They “dead in His it and fear.”



ALL SAINTS' DAY, °

)
Dead, bat on dead foreheuds wearing
Crowns that make their death a birth,
‘Won by hope that scorned despairingy
Worn in heaven for wars on earth.
Nay! .and name not crowned ones, only
Nobly known for death and life,—
H¢ro souls, unmoved and lonely,

Fighting in the front of strife:

But those, bo?, who freely, gladly.
Uncomplaining fought to die;

Striving, striking all too madly
To fird time for battle-cry :

Those, the silent ones, who near them
Pla.nted foot, and fought, and fell,
With no clarion praise to cheer them,

No voice crying ill or well;

<«

These we owned not for God’s angels,
Shall not own before we die,
Thou;h their lives were men s evangels,

And their ueaths our v1ctorv



ALL SAINTS’ DAY,

Those whose Yives, unknown to others,
*Silent went to silent ends;

Bome to some of us own brothers,

Al to all of us high friends;

All saints now, all now abiding® *
Jn glad homes beyond the sky,
Wearing, where salt tears were tidiflg,
Smiles of set felicit;: ; ‘e

Smikes that call us to®skp portals,
. °
Saying, “ On! brave heart and brow
Fail not, faint not, we were mortals

That are tramquil spirits now.”

Thank God for them meekly begding,
That such soldiers lived and died,

Ask that thine be such an ending, ®
Such a death on such a side.

1854.
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Serenade.

LuTE! breathe thy lowest in my Lady’s ear,” '
Sing while she sleeps, “ Ah! belle dame, a:meze
vouq"” .
Till dreaming still, she dream that I am here, ”
And wake to find it, as my love is, true;
Then, when she hstens in her warm white nest,
Say in ‘slow measusre,—softer, stiller, yet,
That lube-stnqgs quiver when their tone's at rést
And my heart trembles when my lips are set -.4;
Stars! if my sweet love still a-dreaming lie
Shine through the roses for a lover's snk%
And send your silver to her lidded eyes;
Kmsmg them very gently till she wake :
Then while she wonders at the lay and light,
Tell her, though mormng endeth star and song
’ That ye live still, when no star glitters bright, o
-And my ‘love lastath, though it finds no tongne.‘



The Emigrant,

——

It may et the savage sea is foaming,

And wild winds roaming, where thy ship goes free;
Yet still ag dearly, brother, and sincerely,

As ifimore nearly, we will cling to thee,

'fhe white sails wing thee fast through Biscay billows,
Past Enghsh willows we are whu'hng on;

Though wxdel never did drear, waste.dlsse.ver,

Better than ever we will love thee gone.

We shall not know by what fair isles of blossom,
Thy bark’s broad bosom ploughs the rippled blue;
What storms ate chiding, what soft winde are gliding,
No longed-for tiding—yet our hearts are true :®

For sé;king still to know where thou art, Rover,
We but discover that ous love is there;,

Far, far behind thee we are strong to find thee,
Oh then rémind thee of the loxe lgft here. *

‘: Luguse 1854.



.Tbe Three Students.

[From the German,]

THERE came three students from over the Rhine,
To a certain good hustel they turned thein for wine.

“Ho! Landlady, have you strong wine and beer?.
How fureth the Fraulein, your anghter dear ?”
%My beer is frech, and my wine is bright ;

My ckild will be shrouded and buried to-night.”
They gmw the door of her death-room back,

Thete she slept in her coffin black :—

3

L]

Tha first he lifted the veil frum the dead,
‘And bared his curls, and bended, and said,



THE THREE STUDENTS. e 1.17

“®h | could'’st thou but live again, maiden, here
From this day forth I would love thee deas !”

The:se;cond spread softly the face-cloth again,
And hig te‘:‘ﬁ fell fast as the midsummer rain :

“Dead ! art thou, Lisbeth ? cold, lip and brow ?
Ah God! I learn how I loved thee now!”

But the third in his hand did the little hand take,
And kissed. the white 'forqhea:i, and smiled and
spake,

“I loye thee to-day as I loved thee befor
I shall love thee as truly for evermore.”



Jam Satis.

——

HIs mother was a Prince’s child,
His fatuer ‘was a King ;

There wanted not to his hlgh lot,

" What rstnk and riches brmg

Proud uobles gerved him on the knee,
Strong captains did his will;

Rare fortune !—yet it wearied him!
His spirit was not still.

For”hi‘r'n the glorious music rolled
Of singers silent long;
Great Scribes did write, on scrolls of might,
The strife of Right with Wrong :
For him Philosophy unveiled
Athenijan Plato’s lore,
Might that not serve to stead a hfe?
Not tha. —he slghed for more !



JAM SATIS. 7y

&e iovg‘d ;\'the newest, truest lip
*That ever lover pressed,
The queenhest mouth in all the South,
Long love for him confessed :
Romfﬂ him his children’s joyousness
“Rang silverly and shrijl;
Soft life —sweet sounds! y;t. something
* lacked :
His spirit thirsted still!

To battle all his Epears e brought
In streams of winding st8el ;

KOn breast and head of foemen dea.a,
His war-hgrse set its heel :®

The jewelled chevron on its flank
Was red with blood of kipgs:

Yet Victory’s laurel seemed but rank ,

't brings! |

The splendid ps.tssion seized him then *

. @ To break, with statutes sage, «
The chains tha®bind our hapless kind,
And social gritfs assyage :
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JAM SATIS.

And dear the people’s blessing seemea,
The praises of the Poor;

Yet Evil stronger is than kings
And Hate no codes can cure.

He laid aside the sword, book, pen,
And lit his lamp to wrest

Fr;m Nature’s range the wonders strange
The secrets of her breast:

And wisdom deep his guerdon was,
And mightfy tlaings he knew ; '
Yet from each,unlocked mystery

Some harder marvel grew.
'}
‘

No patse —no standing-spot—no place
To stay the spirit’s quest ;

In all around not one thing found
So good as to be—* best” :

Not even Love proved quite divine ;
Thercfore his search did cease—

Lord of all gifts that }ife could bring,
Saved the one chi¢f gift—Peace.

3
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Then came it l—croyn—lance— scroll—lamp —grew
Each a,discarded thing:
The fnqgral-gold did bravely hold
Tbe body of the king.

And stq‘anga’-—love, learning, statecraft, sway,
Looked & always on before ;

But those pale happy lips of clay
Asked.nobhing—nothing more !



ristippus,

—

LET be,—let be !
These jdle follies are not for the wise,
A scholar’s loves are fuir philosophies ;
, I pritjmee (l,ea.ve me free!

Nay, Lady, nay!
I read Greek legends sweeter than thy song,—
Uncourteous! thou tarriest overlong ;
_I marvel at thy stay.

What! the tears glisten ?

Indeed I*'wduld not wound thy little heait;

We'll be good friends, and kiss; but we must part,
1n sooth,—I mdy not listen.
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Once then, and twice,—

Ai, Cytherea! are lips like to these ?

Get shee away! thy mouth hath witcheries
Strange for what is not wise,

Well,—yet again ;
By Pan, it hath a soft and coral curl,
I sorro.w that I angered at thee, girl !
Dis pardon me thy pajn!

. But thou'lt g0 now,.—
Take hence the tresses of thy hyfcinth hair.—
Nay, nay ! unbind them not{—'tis over ‘fair,—e
Keep the band on thy brew ;

I like it well!
Its jewels, making quaint and equal-strife .
With red and blue, mock lips and eyes to life;
There let them ever dwell,

Shamed of their glow ;—
Now, b} Athene! but I trifle Jong, ‘
If thou must stay, sweet lady, sing & song,—

Dorie, and g ;,rave, aimd slow,
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One melody,— ‘
Soft music to sage musing lends relief,.—
Nay, draw not near, thou wilt not turn tha-leaf
’ Of old philosophy!

Well, ait’ thou’lt learn,
See (how it saith, ¢ That in the ancient date
Priam ¢ Troy—" Ah! but thou must ;lot wait
To kisg before we turn.

«

Thy broad braids fell, .
Sweeping the page, Madonna! let me lay
Qn this ‘white neck the glossy veil away,

. Now we shall study, well!
Oh me! thou’rt ill,—
The‘vermei‘l of thy cheek is fever-warm,
Dear one, thy heart beats ever on my arm,

And mine is never still,

What aileth me ?
They fade,—the dim dull characters of Greek,
My lips lack all but kisses; if I speak

"Twill be to woi'ship thee !
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) Unlock thine arms,—
Thy touc¢h,—ai, ai! thy sweet breath is a spell,
“:ﬁide, @irce |, hide thy deep breasts’ ivory swell !
Oh, white witch, spare thy charms!

Nay, spare not now! *
Hence, grey-beard sage! I love thee, Life of mine;
Kiss freer, faster,—I am all, all thine,

Kiss me on lip and bréy.



xume.

WEARIE, wearie, the lang hours wear,
They stap to keek at me, and winna gae;
I count ilk ane o’ tlLeir ticks wi’ a tear,

Twalve o’ the ;ﬂig]:'l‘t, ‘an’ twalve o’ the day

Aince I kenned na which was the fairest, -
Ao
The shimmer o’ moonlight or morning’s ray ;
Noo T wist na which hours be the sairest,

Twalve o’ the night, or twalve o’ the day.

He's aff, wha's “ ever ” was months twa three,
Wi’ his falre fair mou’, an’ his steed o’ the grey,‘
He's left me to wale what time I’ll des, -

Twalve o’ the night, or iwalve o’ the day.

¥



EFFIE, =
B'onnié he was whah he fleeched my heart,—
- @ I hadn® the heart to gi'e him the nay;
‘Tliere_ fv’apna. «n hour then that saw us apart,
" Twalve'o’ the njght, or twalve o’ the day.

I'd love him again an’ it were to do, -
‘Aibling I greet that I lo’ed him sae;
There wasna time to love him enoo,
Twalve o the night, an’ twalveeo’ the day.

They tauld®me the bee wi' ltis kyaw gold co;t
Flits fair to the flower, bitt he winna stay :

T've muckle room noo to remir:d me o't °
_'.l?‘ﬁg.lve o' the night, an’ twalve o’ the day. ,

Wili;ht! puir bairnie ! thou'lt maddep thy mammie
If thou'rt life-weary, why I am sae; .

We'se gang to the grey sea, an’ sleep there,my lammie,
Twalve o’ the night, an’ twalve o’ the day.



To ¥ C b

——

‘Weestood at the white gate and looked o’or the lea
,{ In September, Fred !
‘We saw the greh.t: ri\:er grow broad into sea;
a  Dost remember, Fred?
We watched grey &ails while they fadeii away
. In the grey ‘weather, Fred ;
And we asked to see whither went that seaway,
Close together, Fred:!
Half was hrarl as it rose from the spot
‘ With the blue smoke, Fred ;
Half the Collector of Clouds heard not -
. That we then spoke, Fred ;
» By i\Tecéssity, fisher of men, caught now
. Like a halibut, Fred ;
Christians I teach here, and Mussulmans thon,
(Close by Caliéu,t,. Fred!
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"Come back, and take the things that are thine |

»" "« Inthe pld land, Fred:
A,w'dm' corner, Welcome, some rare Rhine wine, .'
S And afrue hand, Fred ;

Anél‘ in t'.)ken that these await thee, Fred,
- ~ Ere we ferry the Styd,
I give thee,—'tis paper currency,—Fred,
Page two-sixty-six.

BIRMINGHAN, 1855.

Ah' lightly writ was that loving vefse
In the old time, Fred!
Tha.t page was a leaf 1 let fall on ¢hy, hearse,
T A flower to the Dead!
By Jumna thou sleepest, forgotten of men,
. Except in this line,
For I give thee—for days of our boyhooa—a.'gain

, age one-twenty-nine.

& Loxbon, 1888,



From Sappbo.

—_——

SPLENDOUR-THRONED Queen! immortal Aphrodite!
Daughter of Jove—Enchantress! I implore thee
Vex not my soul with agonies and anguish;
‘Slay me not, Goddess!
Come in thy pity—cOme, if I have prayed thee;
Come at the cry of my sorrow ; in the old times
Oft thou hast heard and left thy father’s heaver, |
" Left the gold houses,
Yokirg thy chariot. Swiftly did the doves fly,
Swiftly they brought thee, waving plumes of wonder—
Waving their pale plumes all across the aephef,
All down the azure!
Very soon they lighted. Then didst thou, Divine one,
Lgugh a Brigﬂt laggh from lips and eyes éfernu.l,
(Ask me, VYhat ailed me T‘Wherefore out of heaven
Tlas I bad called thee ?
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What it was made me madden in my heart so?”
Qpestion me, smiling—say to me, “ My Sappho,
Who, is ¢ wrongs tlke? tell me who refuses
) Thge, vainly sighing?”

¢ Be it who itn‘inay be, he that flies shall follow ;
He that rejects gifts, he shall brifig thes wmany;
He that hates now shall love thee dearly, madly—

Ay, though thou wouldst Not.” ’
So once again come, Mistress } arld, releasing
Me from my sadness, give me what I sue for,
Grant me my prayer, and be as heretofore now

Friend and protectress !

HgespeRus brings all things back

Which the day-light madews dack ;
. Brings the sheep and goats to rest,

Brings the baby to the breast.



From Hnacreon,

——

LovE ortce umong the roses
Perceived a bee reposing, _

And wondergd what the beast,was,
And Youched it, so it stung him.
Sorely his finger smarted,

Ang bitterly he greeted,

And wrung his hands together;
And half he ran, half fluttered
Ifntt; Cythera's bosom,

Unto his fair, sweet mother.

Loud sobbed he, ©“ Ai! ai! mother!
Olola! I am murdered !

Olola! it has killed me!

A'small brown snake with winglets,
Which men the oumble-bee call,
Has bit;me.” But Cythera
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Said, laughing, *“ Ah, my baby,

If bees’ syings hurt so sorely,
Bethink thee what the smart is

Of tho ve, that thou piercest.”



TMemesis,

e ]

DAUGHTER of Justice, wingéd Nemesis; .
Tl{ou of the awful eyes,

Whose silent sentence judgeth mortal life!
Thou with thy curb of steel, .
Which proudest jaws must feel, *

Stayest, the snort a.nd champ of human strife ;

And, hating lmserable pride of men,

Dos; tame flerce hearts, and turn them mee]i'agen.

Under thy, wheel, unresting, trackless, all

¢ Qur joys and griefs befall ;

In thy £ull sight our secret things go on;

Step after step thy wrath
+ " Follows the caitiff's path,

And at his triumph breaks his vile neck-bone.

*To all alike thou metest out their due,

Cuabit for cubit., inch for jnch—stern—true.

FroM MESOMEDES.



Love and Life,

——

Lire without golden love-~-what bliss is this ?
Oh, let me die when love is dead with me!
The stolen words, the honeyéd gifts, the kiss,
These are the blgssoms of youth’® glorioug tree.
¥rom MIMNEKMUS.



TWQ ,IDYLS OF THEOCRITUS.

¥y.the Fountain,

——
" THYRsIS.

SoFrLY thé sway of ‘he pine-branches murmurs a
melody, Skepherd ! .

Down by the rim of the fonntain, and softly dost
thou, on the Pan—plpes,

Pipe to the pmes next to Pan thou bearest the bell
for rare music.

Say that he wins a great-horn’d goat, then thine is

"

& she-goat ; R

Say that the she-goat is his, but thine is the kid,
' then ;'and tender . '
Savours the meat of a kid—till she comes to the

bearing and milking.
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F

* GotaErp,

S'weéte:‘I call th}" strain than the tinkle of water

* ..tbat trickles, '

Tinklipg, end ifickliug, and rippling adown the
green shelves of the mountaln,

If we must grant the high Muses their prize from
the pick of the wethers,

Certainly thine is a ewe: on if & ewe pleases their
fancy, !

Then at thg least a lamb comes to thee—to"drive to
thy sheep-folds.

THYRSIS,

Bit thee adown, gooc.l friend—sit down, and ipe to
us, Shepherd ! .,

Here where the side of the hill slopes fair, and the
myrtles are thickest,

Blow the fine melodies out : the yearlings (.tan pasture
around us!

G(.)ATHEI.%D. . ,

Noy! ‘twere a sin, ’tw'e.re a sin—the sun’s at hig

highest, my Thyrsis ;
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Pan would be anger'd to hear. me—just now, he
breaks off from hunting, v
Stretches his hairy limbs in the Khade, and yaffs his -
’ great nostrils, ’
Panting, and surly for lack of broath, dnd lenging
' for slumper. ‘
You now, Thyrsis, might sing! you know the ballad
of Da),;hms
None of our woodside gingers have half such a trick
at the measure.
Couch wo here under these elms, on the grass at the
. foot of the stone-god
Facing thé fountain,'and looking right on to the
m‘ounta.inerand meadows, , o
Over the, tops of the oaks; and if you sing only so
deftly o
As ygu did once on that day when Chromis the
African dared you,
Look! T'll give you yon she-goat; the dam of a
gouplet of weanlings; ‘
Udder she carries for both, and then to fill two of
' , thy milk-bowls. !
Her, and a cup cut in beech two-handled apd
poImhed with lneeswax
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de&p and new, with the smell of the chisel and

« fresh wood akput it ;

.:Lll roind its rim, on the top, there creeps a string

* of ground ivy,

Twisted and tan';;led with woodbine, while here and
there, in the circle, '

Tendrils 'curl and clasp—with bunches of berries

' among them,

Outside a damsel is carved—so *fpir the gods might
have wrought her!

Neat and #rin, with her mantle and net—zmd—thls
hand and that hand— . .

Two youths—both long-haird—both comely—gon-

. tend for her favours ,

Angrily—never a jot cares my pretty jadg for their
anger!

Sometimes she {lings a smile to one, and frowns to
his fellow, .

Sometimes she softens to t'other ; and there they
stand in the beechwood, .

Laugh'd a.t but mad with love—ha,lf teased half-
pleased at the wanton

Next a fisherman comes_, cut out on a rock, and its

ledges
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Jut up rough and stark ;—the «old boy, done to o
marvel, \ . '

Staggers and sweats at his work—just like «'fisher-
man hauling ;

Looking upon it you’d swear the work was alive, and
no pictnre,

So dn the veins knot up and swell in his neck and
"his sl&)ulders,

For, though hes ,Wrinkled and grey, there's stuff
left yet in my ancient. ,

Next to this old sea-dog yon see a viie—all its
branches

Heavy with globing ‘grapes—a little lad sits by a
thicket, .

Guarding the grapes, but close at hand two fuxes
come creeping,

One an the vineyard munches the clusters—one’s
after the wallet :

Gods! you can see his scheme—he’ll keep his eye on
tle ydungster, .

Till that he finds a chance, and leaves hlm dinner-

. less. 'Blind one!
Why do you sit there wea,vmg with grasses a cage

for your crickets,

‘.
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Piaiting the grasses, and wholly forgetting your

» wallet and diyner,

Wholly forgetting your grapes—wrapped up in thoge

® grasshopper-engines ?

All the work in this cup’s ﬁJle‘d in with leaves of
acanthus;

"Tis an Alolic thing—and sooth, of a wonderful fancy

Sirs! it cost me to buy, of the Calydon sailor, a bw
cheese

Made of snow;white curds, and a she-goat jnto the
bargain ;

Yet it has touch'd no lip, but lles *this while in my .
cottage.

Look®now! I mean if for you! ’tis yours, if ygu sing
us that ditty ’

Half so well as you sang it beforg to the Himera
shepherds. >

No thanks' do but sing '—there’s no morg sunshine
or singing

Under the grass—in the realm of thg dead—where
all is.forgotten!



the spell,

———

THEsTYLIS! where are’ the laurel-leaves? Quick,
girl! bring me the love-spells !

Fasten the scarlet thread, in and out r;)und the brim
of the beakel !

Quigk ! for*T mean to charm my lover, my false-
hearted loger. . )
Twelve' long days are passed, and he never has cnce

come to see me,
Knows not if Ibe living or dead—never sends me a
message,
No' not e‘ven a word at my door! Has he gone to
some new love, ,
Light as the wings of Eros, and fleeting as Queen
. Aphrodité ? .
Down to the town I will hasten to-morrow, and sge
‘ hith, and ask him
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Face to face, whye he treats me so coldly: but
e Thestylis! thau now
Help e to try him with charms, and oh Moon,!
® glitter thy brightest !
Shine, ale Moon! for thee I inxoke, and thy sister
and shadow
Hecat—the under-world Moon, whom every the little
dogs howl at
When she goes forth der the guaves, and all her
footmarks are bloody : s
Make my nfugic to-night as strong as ever was Circe’s,
Potent as white Perimede’s, and mi:ghty as Colchian
Medea’s!

Little bird! whirl and scream, and whirl, and bring
me my lover !

Turn wheel, turn! and burn, cake, burn! sAh!
Thestylis, sprinkle ! »

What are, you doing to tremble so? sprinkle the salt
on the brazier! .
Where are your wits gone, girl ? or is it that youn too

must..vex me ? t
' Sprinkle the salt, and’ say, « Flesh and Dlood of
Delphis I scatter!”
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1

Little bird! scream, and whirl, and scream, and

bring me my lover!

Delphis grieves me—in my turn

I will grieve him. Laurel, burn!
As'thy bright leaves curl and crack,
Y\3moke and blaze and vanish black,
Leavicg not a leaf to see:

May his heart love-scorchéd be!

Little bird! whirl, and scream, little bird! and-

) [\
< bri !
bring me my lover!

As I melt this waxen ball

May the great gods hear me call,

And Delphis melt with love for me !
And as this wheel turns rapidly

So may Queen Venus speed the ¢harms
And bring him quickly to my arms!

o

Little bird, whirl, whirl, whirl | scream ! soream! end’

bring me my 3over!
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Now I scatter on the flame
Bran. Qh! Artemis! thy name
» Moves the Judge of Hell to fear,
Rhadawanth himself! Then hear!
Hear! oh, hear me! Thestylis,
Did the dogs bark? Yes, it §sd
:Tis the goddess in the street ! .
Beat the cymbals! quick, girl ! !eat!

Little bird, scteam !—scream louder! and bting me

®
my false-hearted lover 1

Look ! the restless sea is slegping,
Milk-white .ripples curling, creeping ;
Listen ! all the winds are quiet,
Folded up from rage and r?otz

Only in my heart the pain

Wakes, and will not sleep ugain!.
*Bitter pain th.e sport to be

Of him who hath unmaidened me,

Litle bird, whirl—-whirl.fg.st ! scream sharp—scream lg

call me my lover!
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Thrice libations due I pay,
Thrice, great goddess ! this I say,
Whom he now loves I know not,
But let her come to be forgot !
Clean forgot from head to feet

As Ariadne was of Crete.

Scream, l\fttle wretch! cry more! and \;vhirl, and
fetch me my ]dver’.

In Arcady there grows a flowen

Stings'the herds with subtle power,

Drives them mad on vale and height:

Would I had that flower to-night!

Delphis should come quick to me,

Cor.ue,’wha.te’er his company !

Scream for me still, little bird! scream once, and

call me my lover!

Delphis left this gift with me.
In the fire I fling it. See!
Burn it red and burn it black,

A‘ngry hiasing flames ! Alack!
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It leaps away—he'll not return !
It only Wurneth as I burn,
And now ’tis ashes, pale and grey,
As pale as I grow day by day.
1
Scream ere you die, little bird! one ary to call me

r!
my love

Lizards green and gold ] take

(Mighty magic this will make),

Slit themn down frem ghin to tail,
Squeeze their coldeblood, %old and pale.
Thestylis, take this to-morrow °

(It can work him bliss or s8rrow

Lay it on his threshold stoue,

Spit to the left, and say alpng,

¢ She whose heart you tread on here e

'”

Charms you, Delphis! Love or fear

Dead are you, poor liftle fool ? and gou® codld not

bring me my lover!
. [4

@« Ah, me! what shall t .do? Alone, alone —

I'll think the story over of myelove,
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How it began—what made the sweet pain come,
It was the day Anaxo was to walk

Bearing the basket for great Artemis,

With striped and spotted beasts in the processibn.'

Oh '—and vou recellect—a lioness !

Lady Moon, ! listen and pity ! and help me, bringii;g_‘

my lover!

¢

And my old Thracian nurse, Theucha,ula,
Came—you repember —-tea.smg, tempting me '
To go and see them{pftss, and so I went.

0 fool! 1 went weariug the yellow bodice,

And Clearista’s purple train from Tyre.
& .

Lady Moon ! listen and pity, and say where tarries

my lover !

And' when we came hard by where Lycon‘lives .

Upon the paved way, there I saw him first, ’

Delphis, with Eundamippus—oh, you know! '
. His hair danced back from ‘off his brow, like sprays

of bnqht amaraces, w hen west winds blow,
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" And all his necls, flushed with the heat of the games,
'\‘ .Shone as thou khinest, Moon ! but rosier pearl !

-

Laay Moon ! Lady Moon, listen, and pity, and bring
‘me my lover!

I saw him—looked ! loved | oh, my foc'ﬂish e;es!
'Ok me! the coward colour of my cheeks!
" 'Oh, heart ghat straight went mad! I didnot mark
Those #ame beasts any nfore; how I came home
T cannot: call to mind ; y’ou. kno:v I laz

Ten days and nights indoors, and never rose.®

Lady Moon! sweet pale Moon! have r;zercy, and

bring me this lover !

1 graw as pale—as white as thapsus-wood !
Say if I braided uppmy hair, or sang °
.Say if,I grew not to a ghost, with thinking|
‘When was the day you sougltt not who he wae?
¢ Where was the cronegve did not plague for chal s

" To bring him?  All in vain; # ho never came!
- . “
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Oh, Moon! hide not thy face. *Oh, white Moon!
listen and pity !
¢
So I grew sick with waiting, and I said,
« Ah, Thestylis, hdip !—heal me, or I die!
This Greek Boy hath bewitched me. Go, my friend !
Watoh a\;the gateway of the wrestling-school ;
He cometh there, I think, to play or sit,

Silver-faced Queen of the Stars, thou kitow'st we are

not as immortéls !

“ And when he is alone, whisper full soft

And ;ax, ¢ Simcetha bids thee Z',ome,’ and then,
If he will, bring him!” So you went and came
Bringing my love to me. But when I heard
His sandals on the step, and saw his face—

" Lady Nloon } hegr this now, and pity, and shine wh ™
I tell you!

« And saw hig face, I turneq‘;:.s cold as snow,

And tears—I wot ot why—sprang to my lids,
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And how to speak I knew not; not so much
o As littlo childred startled in the night,
Thaf sob, and know it is all well—but sob,
}nd will not stint even for their mother’s voice.
I whs as ‘dumb as dead thingsy Thestylis.

e
Queen of the planets and stars! forgive, and listen,
and pity!

For he with a bright gladness—~not too bold—

Entered 5 ghd once lookeii hard, and theth looked
down,

And sat against my feet -.agd sitting, gaid,

&« Only so little, sweet Simcetha ! thou

Ha.st been the firs® to speak—as I was firs®

Against Philinus in the race to-day,— °

White-sandalled Mistress of Night! have patience,

and hear me and help me.

“I sh.c»uld have come, I swear it by my head!

To-morrow at the dusk. I meant to bring

Some Choice rose-apples in my bredst. * Mayhap )
o You love them; and®a crown of poplar leaves

,Twisted with myrtle-ﬁuds anq tied with d;



152 "~ " THE SPELL. -

Lady Moon, where is he nov-v? fo soft, so gentle, so
fickle !

“ Andif you had seemed kind T should have spdke.
I was not hopelesy, for I won the prize’  * »
At running, and the maidens call me fair,
The '?ne\prize I have longed for since the feast .
Was once to touch the goal of those dear lips; '
Then I could rest—not else! But had you frowned,
And hade me go, and barred your door on me, " -
Oh, Sweet ! I t-hin‘k I should have come‘with lamps
And axes, and"havle stolen you like gold !” |
‘
Lady Moon, whore is he now ? 5o gentle, so eafnest,
émwinning! . *

[} 1

“How shall I,” he went on, “thank the gods first,
And next you—you! the queen and life of me!
My kindest love—who badst me hither come ‘
When I4id burn for leave-—yea ! for I think
Hephestus lights no flame as Eros doth !U”

Lady Moon, look out of he?v'en, and find him, ane
bring him fox pity. -
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8o he spake, low pnd fait, and I, alas!
#What ceuld I do, but reach my hand to him,
_JAnd fet him take it, and take me, and have
«:The Kiss he sued for, and another such ?
My Sheeks were white ng morey nor my heart sad,
Nor any trouble left ; but we sat close,e
And the, soft talk bubbled from lip to lipg
- Like fountains in the roses. All that time,
And many a time we sat S0: neyer once
Failed he topkeep his word, and never once
" Left, sav8 with lingering foot., B:lt one ill day
He did not come, and then’ it was I heard
Stories, that vexed me, of another love:"
Melixa’s mother, and the harp-play®r
Told me—and both are friends—he’d come®no more,
> And that his house was loud with piges and songs,
And gay with crowns, not woven now for me. »
‘ Oh, Thestylis! twelve days ago this was,
" And neyer have I seen him since that day,
And never shall, unless my magic werks:

. Therefore blow up the flame, and whirl the wheel !
- . ° .

'Lady Moon! speed this spell; and fetch me my,
‘ false-hearted lover.
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Speed this spell! if it hrings you,
Delphis, love shall livelﬁbnew:
If in vain I watch and wait,
Delphis, love will turn to hate!
Subtle dr;1gs I treasure here, *
Drsgs of awful force and fear:
oA Syrian witch culled these for me.
In lonely caverns by the sea.
Delphis, if I brew this drink
It will send you, as I think,
Down to Hades’ gate, to seek
A sweeter lips a fairer cheek.
Oh, Moon !’ spare me this at last !
Oh, Moon! speed it—-if I must.
« And now farewell! for one day more
I wait, and love him as before !
Farewell, pale Moon, and planets bright,
. Watchers with me this silent night!



Lament of EHdowis.

——

Wok is me for Adonis! gone dead is the comely
Adonis!

Dead is the god.-]ike Adonis! the young Loves wail
for himeai ! ai!

Sleep no more, wrapped in thy manfles of Tyrian,
lady of Cyprus !

Rise, den thy raimenb.of azure, pale wourner, and
beat on thy bosom !

Tell out thy sorrow to all—he is dead, thy darling
Adonis.

Ai! ai! wail for Adonis!—the young Loves wail
for him, ai! ai!

Hurt on the hill lies Adonis the beautiful; torn
with the boar’s busk, )

Tomp on the ivory thigh® .with the ivor;: tusk, his

low gasping
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Anguishes Cypris' soul: the dark blood trickle‘; in
rivers

, Down from his snowy side—his eyes ars'dreamily
dimming -

Under their lidsy and the rose leaves hls' lip, and
the kisses upon it

Fade, and wax fainter, and faintest, and die, before

‘ Cypris can snatch them ;

Dear to the Goddess his kiss, though it be not the
Fiss of the Jiving ; '
Dear—but. Adonis wists nought of the mouth that

kissed him a-dyiug.

Ai! ai! wail for Adonis!—ai! ai! say the Loves
for Adonis,

Ciuel! ah, crnel the wound on the thigh of the
hunter Adonis,

Yet in her innermost heart a deeper wears 'Queen
« Cytherza.

Round the fair dead boy his hounds pace, dlsmally .
howling, Co . -

Ronnd him the hlll-spmts weep ; but chiefest of all *

l Aphrodlte,
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Lettmg her bnght hgir loose, goes wild through the
' ie deyths of the fdrest
Pa.ssmnah penting, unkempt ; with feet unsandalled,
: whose beauty *
Thorn-bhshe§ tear as she passes, gud drip with the
d ~'blood of the Goddess.
Bitterly Jitterly wailing, down all the longghollows
“she hurries, *
Calling him Husband and *Love—~her Boy—her
. Syrian Hupter.
Meantime déd in his gore liesh he—from groin unto
, ;houlder
Bloody ; from breast to thigh; fhe fair yolng flank
of*Adonis,
Heretofore white as the snow, dull now, and dabbled

with purple.

Ai! ai! woe for Adonis! the Loves say, “woe for
Adonis !”
"That which. hath killed her sweet lovef hath killed
. a grace which was gpd-like ! o
* *Peafect the grace seemed'o.f Cypris so long as Adonis

"¢ was living ;
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. Gone is her beauty now—ai!.ai! gome dea.d with
Adonis: K e o

,All the hills echo it—all the oaks whispey ‘t, “ Ab,
for Adonis!”

Even the river-waves ripple the sofrows' 6f sad
Aphrodite,

Even the springs on the hills drop tears, for the

' hunter Adonis;

Yea, and the rose-leives are redder for grief; for
the grief Cytherza |

* Tells in the hollow dells, and utters o town]and

and Woodla.nd

Ai! aik Lady of Cyprus, “Lo! dead is my darling
Adonis!”

Echo answers thee back, “Oh! dead is thy darling
Adgnis.” .

Who, good sooth, but would say, Ai!ai! for her
« pasSionete story ? .

When that she saw and knew the wound of Adonis

. —the death-v'ound— ’
, Sew the blood come red ‘from the gash, and the’

white thigh «-waning,
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Wide outranght s)e her arms, and cried, “ Ah!
o stay, my Adonis!
S{y. f8r, me, ill-starred love i—stay ! stay! till I
«s take thee the last time,

Hold #hee 4nd fold thee, and lips meet lips, and
mingle together.

Rouse thee—a little, Adonis! kiss back forgthe last
time l;eloved ! *

Kigs me—kiss me—only so “long, as the life of a
kissis! | .

So I may sk from thy moush to my mouth, to my
innermost heart-beat,

All the breath of thy life, and®take the fast of its
love-spell

Unto the uttermost tuu— vuv s, o wiss guuuuisy
keep it

As I did thee, my Adonis, sith thou dost leave ane,
Adonis!

Far thou dost go and for long—thou goest to the
region of shadows, ,

Unto a h.ateful and pitiless Power, and I, the

unhappy,
*TLave! and alack! am 5..goddess, and cannot die

and go after.
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‘

Take thou wy spouse, dark Queen! have here my
husband, as thou art \ .

Stronger by far than I, and to thee goeth ‘all that
is goodly. . ¢

Utterly hapless my fate, and utterly ‘hopetvss my
grief isp

Weeping my love who is dead, and hating the Fate
that hath slain him.

Fled is my joy, like a dream ; thou art dead, thrice
lorely and longed for!

Queen Cytherzea is widuwed—the Loves i my bowers
are idle—

Gone my charmed girdle with thee; why, rash one,
vent'st tuou a-hunting ?

Mad wert thou, being so fair, to match thee with
beasts of the forest.”

So grieved the Lady of Cyprus—the young Loves
«wept for her sorrow,

Saying .-\1‘ ai! Cytherza! gone deadlsher darling
Adonis”

. Drop by drop as the hnnter bleeds, the tears of the’

Goddess  «
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Fall and blend witr the blood, and both on the
¢ ground become flowers;
Rege-blossems grow from the blood, and wind-liliese
out of the tear-drops.

Ai! ai! wemely Adonis—gone dead is the ;god-like
Adonis;

Wamder no longer bewailing in glade and in thicket,
sad lady! o :

Fair is his Bed of leaves, anll fragrant the couch
where thy love lies, -

Dead, but as lovely as life—yea, dead—but as lovely
as Sleep is; :

Lap him in mantles of silk—such robes as He once
took delight in

When by thy side he passed in caresses the scasdn
of starbeains,

Lulled on agouch of gold—though dead, the raiments
become him; -

Heap on him garlands and blossoms and buds,entomb
them together; ‘

Witn that Adonis died, the fowers died too, and,

were withered !



162 LAMENT OF ADONIS.

Rain on him perfumes and od0\1r, shed myrtle and
spices upon him ; b » .
Tt all delightful things die and go with him, for

dead is the dearest.

So lies herlovely, in death-shroud of purple, the fair
. young Adonis;

Round about his couch the Loves go piteouslty wailing,

Tearing their hair for Adonis; and one has charge
ofthis arrows,

One of his polished. bovs’ and one of his well-feathered
qulver H

Ote unclasps his sandal, and one in a water-pot golden

Brings bright”water to lave his limbs; and one, at
the’bier-head,

Fans with her ninions the forehead and eyes of the

sleeping Adonis.

Ah! but for Cypris herself the young Loves sorrow
°the sorest ;

Quenched are the marriage-lamps in the halls of the

¢ God Hymensus, . ¢

Scattered his marriage crowns; no more he sinjs,”

“ Hymen, oh : Hymen,”
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"’

“ Hymen!” no more is the song he goes singing,
butr evermore ai ! ai!

‘Gah, fore Adonis,” he cries, and “AL!” say the

\ Graces, * Adonis!”

More tHan the marriage-god even, they weep for the
Syrian huntsman,

One toshg other still saying, “ Dead—defd is dhe
lovely Adonis!”

Allehe high Muses bewail—but ke hears no more

music apd singing, .
Nay, not if fhat he would: Fate Jlolc.ls him fast and
for ever. )

Cease, Cytherza, thy sobs; a little while resé from
thine anguish,
Soon must thy tears flow again, and again come the
season of sorrow.
»# Froxe DIoN.
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—_——

GLORY and praisé to those sweet Lamnps of earth,
The ‘nine fair Daughters of Almigltiy Jove,

Who, all the prssaye d:ark to death from birth,
Lead wandering gouls with their bright beams of

love.

Through cares of mortal life, through pain and woe,
The tender solace of their counsel saves;

The healing secrets of their songs forego
Despa"r; and when we tremble at the waves

On life’s wild sea of murk incertitude,
.. Their ‘gentle togch upon the helm is pressed,
Their hand points out the beacon-star of good, .

c «
‘Where we shall make our harbour, and have rest-
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The planet of our home wherefrom we fell,
o Allureds by this poor show of lower things,
’{‘gmpte‘d.among earth’s dull deceits to dwell :
But oh! great Sisters, hear his prayer who sings,

And calm the restless flutter of his breast
And.,ﬁll.him with the thirst for wisdom’s&bgea_m;
Nor ever suffer earthly.sights unblest
To turn his vision from the'ete;gal beam.

Ever and eYer higher, from the thronrr
Lawless and witless, lead hls feet arlo'ht
Life’s perils and perplexities a.mong,
To the white centrg of the sacred Tfighr.

Feed him with food of that rich fruit which grows
On stems of splendid learning—dower him stidl
With gifts of eloquence to vanquishhose |
Who err ;—let soft persuasion change their will.
Hear, hea.venly Sisters, hear! oh, ye th') know
The winds of wisdomg sea,, thescourse to steer ;
Who light the flame tha,t.hghtens all below,
And bring the spirits of the pesfect there )
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Where the immortals are, when this life’s fever
Is left behind as a dread gulf o’erpassed ;

And souls, like mariners, escaped for ever,
Throng on the happy foreland, saved at last.

So bring, high Muses! open me the scroll
Whery Truth is writ in characters of fire .

Rolt from my eyes the mists of life—oh ! roll,
That I may have my spirit’s deep desire,

Discern‘ing the divine in undivine,
The god in man-*the life of us in death;
" Nor let dire powers pluck this soul of mine

From its most precious hope—to merge beneath

Deep floods of black oblivion, far from bliss,
From light, fiom wisdom—never let dark doom
Shut my lost soul in such despair as this,

My sou! that Y. so weary of the gloom !
18

But kear und help, ye wise aid shining Nine!
I yearn and strive towards your heavenly side;
Taach me the secret of the mystic sign,
Give me the lore that guz.n"ds, the words that guidis
o From PrOCLUS.
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TO MY DAUGHTER.

BECAUSE I know my verse shall henceforth live
Qn lips to be, in hearts as et h.nbeating;
Because the East and West will some day giye—
When Faith and Doubt are friends, at some far
meeting—
Late praise to him who dreamell it, —ther®fore, heye,
Asbne that carves Jpon a growingewillow .
The word it is to keep for many a year;
As one that paints, before she bre:xsts. the billow,
A dear name on his vessel’'s prow; as one
Who, finishing a fane, makes dec!jpa.tion.
With golden letters on the polished stoneyp
Crowning his toil bylovmg celebral;wn,
Here, whlle these last, our love I celebrate
For thy saLe and thy Mother. s,—swritthg * KATE” |

Christmas, 1884.



wAith a Volume of Translations,

———

[y

Frowers from Greek wardens, Fannie! old turned
new;
,Doric, ZHolic, Attic gathered here :
You made the pleasant sunshine where they grew ;

Such as the growth is, have the blossoms, Dear!



Pedication of a Book.

[From the Sanskrit.]

SWEET ! on the daisies of your English grave
I lay this fittle wreath of Indian flowers,
Fragrant for me, because thg scént they have
Breathes of the memory of eur weddeds hours ;_
For others scentless{ and for you, in Hea.v::n.,
Too pale and faded, dear dead wife! to wear
Save that they say, which makes all fault forgiven,
That he who brings them lays his heart too tilere.

1866.



The Epic of the Lion.

[From th F;-ench of Victor Hugo’s “L'Art d’étre Grandpére.”

—_——

L

A Lirow in his jaws caught up a child—

Not harming it—and ta the woodland, wild
With secrev streams #ad lairs, bore off his prey ;
The beast, as ope might cull a flower in May, .
Had pfuc‘ked this bud, not thinking wrong or rigtt,
Mumbling its stalk, too proud or kind to bite,—
A lion’s way,\ roughly compassionate !

Yet truly dismal was the victim's fate;

Thrust in ¢ cave which rumbled with each roar,
His feod wild herbs, his bed the earthy floor,

He lived, half-dead with da.lly fnghtenmg

It was a rosy oy, son of a kmg,

A ten-year lad, with bright eyes shining wide ;

" And, save this son, his Majesty beside
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Had but one girl—two years of age—and so
Fhe monarch suffered, being old, much woe,
His heir.the monster’s prey, while the whole land
In dread both of the beast and king did stand ;
Sore terrifiéd were all.
By came a Knéght
That rcad, who halted, asking, “ YV hat’s the fr.iglgt P
They told him, and he spurred straight for the

o den.

Oh, such & place! the sunlight P'ntefing in

Grew pale—and crept, so grim a sight was shown

‘Where that gaunt Lion on the rock lay [:rone: .

The wood, at this pagt thick of growth and wet,

Barred out the sky with black trunks closely set ;

Torest and forester matched wondrgus grell!

Great stomes stood near, with ancient talem to
tell,—

Such as make moorlands weird in Brittany,—

And at its cdge a mogAtain you might ge, '~

One of thgse iron walls which shut oﬂ? heaven ;

The Lion’s den was a deep cgvern drlven

* %nto this granite rldge, fenced round wjth oaks.

Cities and caverns are di.scorda.nt,'folks, T
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They bear each other grudges! this did wave
A rustling threat to trespasser,—¢ Hence, knave !
Or meet my Lion!” ‘
In the champion went !
The den had all the sombre sentiment
Which palazes display—deaths—murderings—
Terrorg !~—you felt  here dwells one of the kings :”
Bones strewn around showed that this mighty lord
Denied himself nouig'ht(which his woods afford.
A rock-.ift, pierced by stroke of lightning, gave
Such misty glimmer as 4 den need have :
What eagles might think dawn, and owls the
dusk, "

Makes day enotigh for kings of claw and tusk.
All else v as regal, though! you understood
Why the majestic brute slept, as he should,
On leaves, with no lace curtains to his bed ;
And how his wi.o was blood—nay, or instead,
Spring-water lapped sans napkin, spoon, or cup,
Or la.éitey'é. , '
) Being from spur to crest mailed up,
ihe cham;)iorr ente.s,

. ‘ In ,tﬁe den he spies
‘Truly a.”Mighty One! Crowned to the eyes
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With shaggy golden fell—the Beast !—It muses
With look infallible; for, if he chooses,
<The m.aster of a wood may play at Pope, o
And this one showed such claws, there was small hope
To afgue with him on a point of creed !
The Knight approached—yet not too fasf, indeed !
His footfa]l clanged, flaunted his rose-red feather:
None the more notice took the beast of either,
Suill inshis own reflections pfunéed profound.
Theseus a~-mgrching upon that black ground
Of Sisyphus, Ixion, and dir8 hell, .
Saw such a scene, murk and implacable.
But duty whispered, Forward !” so the "Knighte
Drew forth his sword : the Lion at that sigh

Lifted his head in slow wise, grim to see. e

The Knight said: “ Greeting, monstrous bruse, to
thee ! .
In this foul hole thou hast a child in keebing,—
I search its noisome ?oks with glanees sWeeping,
But spy him not. That child I must reclaim;
Friends are we if thourendgrest np the same ;
©Tf not—1I too am lion,.tl.lou wilt find; |

The king his lost son in his arms shall bind;
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1

‘While here thy wicked blood runs, smoking-hot,
Before another dawn.”
. “T fancy not!”
Pensive, the Lion said.
. The Knight strode near,
Brandished , lés blade and cried: “Sire! have a
‘care\. "
The Beast was seen to smile—ominous sight | —
Never make lions gmile! Then joined they fight,
The maw and monster, in most desperate duel
Like warring giants. angry, huge, and cruel;
Like tigers crimsoning an Indian wood,
The man with steel, the beast with claws as good;
Fang matching blade, hide mail. that sylvan lord
Hurled himself foaming on the flashing sword :
Stout though, the Knight, the Lion stronger was,
Andstore his brave breast under its cuirass;
And; striking blsw on blow with ponderous paw,
Forced plate and rivet off, until you saw
Through all the armour’s crack : the bright blood spirt,
_As when clenched fingers make a mulberry squirt ;
wiad piece by piece he stripped the iron sheath,
, Helm, armlets, greaves—gnawed bare the bones be-

neath, s
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Scrunching that hero; till he sprawled—alas!

Beneath his shield, all blood, and mud, and mess,
..Where.a.t.the Lion feasted: then it went

Back to its rocky couch and slept content.

IL

Next came a hermit.
He found :)pt the cave;
With-g“irdle, gown, and cross—trembling and grave—
He eutereef There that Knight la.y, out of shape,
Mere pulp the Lion, waking up, dld gape
Opened his yellow orbs, heard Ssome one grope,
And-2seeing the woo]len coat bound %ith a rppe,
A black peaked cowl, and inside that a man—-
He finished yawning and to growl bggag :
Then, with a voice like prison-gates which creaky
Roared, “ What wouldst thou?” -
“ My King!”
'I “ King ?” .
' “May I speak?”
“Of whom ?” o
“The Prlnoe;’
“TIs that whet ma.kes a King?”

e v ws e — 2
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The monk bowed reverence:  Majesty ! I bring
A message—wherefore keep this child ?”
 For that _
‘Whene'er it rains I've some one here to chat.”
“D~turn him!”
“Not so!”
. % What then wilt thou do ?
Wouldst eat him ?”
‘,"Ay—-if I have nought to chew!”
“Sire ! ¢hink upon his Majesty in woe !”
“They killed my dam,” the Beast said, “long
« ago.” '
“ Bathink thee, sire, a king implores a king.”
“ Nonsegnse—he’ talks—he’s man! when my notes
ring,
A Monarch’s heapd.”
“His only boy!”
) “Well, well!
He hath a daughter.”
“ She't,no heir.”
A « I dwell
wAlone in this fny beme, 'mid wood and rock,
oThunder my music, and the lightning-shock '
My lamp ;—let his centent him !”
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“Ah! show pity.”
“&Vhat mgans that word ? is’t current in your city ?”
;‘.Lion,.thpu’dst wish to go to heaven—see here!
I offer thee indulgence, and, writ clear,
God’s"passpdrt to His paradise—"
“Gab ben?,
"Thou holy rogue!” bellowed the Beast immense.

The hermit disappeared !

III

Theregt left free,
T'ull of & lion’s vast serenity "
He slept again, leiting the still night pass:
The moon rose, starting spectres on tlfe grass,e
Shrouding the marsh with mist, blotting the ways,
And melting the black woodland to gray, maze;
No stir was seen below, above, no motion '
Save of the white stars trooping to tl& ocegn :
And while the mole and cricket in the brake
Kept watch, the Lion';,'ﬂneasured breath .dicf mike

Slow symphony which held all creatures calm.
[ ] L]

“®udden—Iloud cries a.nd'c}a.moars, striking qualm

Into the heart o’ the quiet! horn end shout
- * . M
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Causing the solemn wood to reel with rout,
And all the nymplhs to tremble in their trees !
The uproars of & midnight chase are these,.
Which shake the shades, the marsh, mountain and
¢ . stream,

And spoil the silence of their sombre dream.
The thicket flashed with many a lurid spark
Of ’torches borne 'mid wild cries through the dark;
Hounds, nose to ela.rth,'mn yelping through the weod,
And armed groups, gathering in the alleys, stood.
Terrific was the noise that rolled before ;’

. It seemed a squadron; ‘nay, ‘twas something more-—
Aswhole battalion, sent by that sad king
With force of drms his little Prince to bring, -
Together with the Lion’s bleeding hide.

Wkich here was right or wrong ? who can decide ?
Have beasts or men most claim to live? God wots!
He is the unit, we the cipher-dots.
‘ p 1
Well warmed with meat and drink those soldiers were,
-Sood hearts they bore—and many a bow and spear;
Their number large, and by a captain led

Valiant, whilst sovae in foreign wars had bled,



THE EPIC OF THE LION. 179
o °,

And all were men approved aud firm in fight.

The Lion heard their cries, affronting night,
oJor by.tbjs time his awful lids were lifted ;

But from the rock his chin he never shifted,

And 8nly hi% great tail wagged to and fro.

Meantine, .outside the cavern, startled so,

Came close the nproar of this shouting crowd.

Aswoungd a web flies buzzing ha ¢loud,

Or hive-bees syvarming o'er a bear ensnared, °

This hunter-legion buzzed, aitd sgvarr.ned, and flared.

In battle order all their rank$ were set : .

"Twas understood the Beast the.y came to éet, .

Fierce’as a tiger’s cunning—strong t& seize—,

Could munch up heroes as an ape cracks fleas,

Could with one glance make Jove’s own bird look
down ;

Wherefore they laid him siege as to estown,

The piongers with axes cleared the way, *

The spearmen followed im a close array,
* ]

The a.rcherg held theiarrows on the string ;
Silence was bid, lest any chattering ¢ "
“®hould mask the Lion’s To.otstep in the wood;

The dogs—who know the momentwvhen 'tis good ~
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To hold their peace—went first, nose to the ground,
Giving no tongue : the torches all around .
Hither and thither flickered, their long beams

Through sighing foliage sending ruddy gleams ;—

I

Sveh is the order a great hunt should have.
And sgom between the trunks they spy the cave,
A black, dim-outlined hole, deep in the gloom,
Gaping, but blank and silent as the tomb,

Wide open to the night, as though it feared.

As little all that clamour as it heard.

There’s smoke where fire smoulders. and a town,

- When men lay siege, rings tocsin up and down;
Nothing so here! therefore with vague dismay
Each stood, amd grasp on bow or blade did lay,
Watchirg the horrid stillness of that chasm :

The dogs among themselves whimpered : a spasm
Frem the horror lurking in such voiceless places—
Worse than the rage of tempests—blanched all faces :
Yet they were there to find and fight this Thing,

So they udvarce, each bush\\immining, ’
Dreading full sore the very prey they sought ;

«The pioneers held high the Jamps they brought :
“There! that is it! the very mouth of the den!” <

The trees all round it muttered, warning men
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Still they kept step and neared it—look you now

C®mpany’s pleasant | and there were a thou—

Good Lord -—all in a moment, there's its face !

Frightful |—they saw the Lion! Not one pace s

Further stirred any man ; the very trees o /

Grew blacker with his presence, and the brecge |

Blew shudders into all hearts .pre§ent there :

Yebd, whether ‘twas from valour or wild fear,

"The ;;chers dgew—and arrow, bolt, and dart®

Made ta,rgez of the Beast. Ile, op his part—

As calm as Pelion in the rain’ or hail—

Dristled majestic from the nose.to tail,

And shool full fifty missiles from his hide;

Yet any meaner brute had found beside ¢

Enough still sticking fast to make hign vell

Or fly ; the blood was trickling down his fell,

But no heed took he, glaring steadfastly;

And all those men of war, amazed to be

Thus met by such stu;w.ﬁdous might and, pr'id.e:

Thought him no begst, but some god b:'utiQed.

The hounds, tail down, slunk Qackebehind the spears ;¢
“Knd then the Lion, ’mid. the silence, reags

His awful face, and over wood and*mursh
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Roared a vast roar, hoarse, vibrant, vengeful, harsh,—
A rolling, raging peal of wrath, which sprea,d" ‘
¥rom the quaking earth to the echoing vault o'erhead,
'Making the half-awakened thunder cry,

“$740 thunders there ? ” from its black bed of sky.

Thig ended all —sheer horror cleared the coast !
As fogs are driven by wind, that valorous host
Melted, dispersed.to all the quarters four, -
Clean panic-stricken by his monstrous, roar ;
Each with one i‘mpnlse'—leaders, rank and file,
* Deeming i't; haunted grauud, where Earth somewhile
Is"wont to breed marvels of lawless might—
They rcamperéd, mad, blind, reckless, wild with
fright.
Then quoth#he Lion, “ Woods and mountains! see,

'”

A thousand men enslaved fear one Beast free !

As lava to volcanoes, so a roar

Is to these greatures; and, ﬁ‘&g eruption oer
In heaven- shakma wrath, they mostly calm.
“The gods themselves to lions yield the palm
For magnanjmity. When,Jove was king,
Hérculles said, “ I®t’s finish off the thing,
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Not the Nemszan merely ; every one
We'll straggle—all the lions.” Whereupon
[}
wal'he lions,yawned a “ much obliged ! ” his way.

'But %his Beast, being whelped by night, , #
' day—
Offspring of glooms—was sterner ; one of thc:se .
‘Who go dowu slowly when their storm s ab close ;
His a.no;er had a savage ground—s wpll in it:
He loved to take his naps, too, to the minutey
And to be Toused up thus wifh hgrn and hound,—
To find an ambush sprung—to be hemmed round—
Targetted—'twas an insult to his grove ! *
He pated towards the hill, climbed hifh above,
Lifted his voice, and, as the sowers sow
The seeds down wind, thus did that Lior throw
His message far enough the town to reach.
“King! your behaviour really passes speegh !
Thus far po harm I've wrought to him yofr son;
But now I give you not!e—when niglt’s ddne®
T will makg entry af your city-gate,
Bringing the Prmce ahwe and tleose that wail
Yo see him in my Jaws—xour lackey-crey—

Shall see me eat him in your palac®-toe:”
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Quiet the night passed, while the streamlets bubbled,

And the clouds sailed across the vault nntroubled. ¢

1) g
Next morning this is what was viewed in town:

Davm coming '—people going !—some adown
Prayityr, sume crying ; pallid cheeks, swift feet,
And achnee Lion stalking through the street !

Iv.

The quaking townsmen' in the cellars hid;
How malke resi;mnce ? briefly, no one did;
The soldiers left their posts, the gates stood wide ;
"Twas felt the ‘T.ion had upon his side '

A majesty so godlike, such an air—

That den, tgo, was so dark and grim a lair—

It seemed scarce short; of rash impiety

To cross jts path as the ficrce Beast went by.

So to the palace and its gilded dome

With' stdtely eteps unchalleged did he roam,

In many a spot with those vile darts scarred still,
“As you m&y note aa oak scored with the bill,

Yet nothing recks that glarnt-trunk ; s0 here
Paced this proud evounded Lion, free of fear.
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‘While all the people held aloof in dread,
Seeing the scarlet jaws of that great head
Hold 1.1p the princely boy—aswoon.

. v ISt true
Printes are’flesh and blood? Ah, yes! and you
Had wept wilh sacred pity, seeing him, =~
Swing in the Lion’s mouth, body and limb :
The tender captive gripped by those grim fan gs,.
On either side the jowl.)lelpléssl);'hangs,
Deathlike, alpeit he bore no wound of tooths
And for the brute thus gagded i was, in sooth,
A grievous thing to wish to'roar, yet be
Muzzled and dumb. so he wallted savagel}, »
His pent heart blazing through his Lurning gyes,
While not one bow is stretched, no arrow flies;
They dreaded, peradventure, lest some g‘haft
Shot with a trembling hand and faltering craft ,
Might miss the Beast and pierce thae Prince:

. g0, still

As he had promised, rchring from 1118.]1111 o
This LlOIl‘ scormna‘fown and townsf’oll\, sick
To view such te1r01 gqes on, straight and qulck
'To the King’s house, hopmg to meet there one
Who dares to speak with him :—eatside is one
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¢
The door’s ajar, and flaps with every blast ;
He enters it—within those walls at last l—
No man! .
For, certes, though he raged and wept,

Eis Majesty, like all, close shelter kept,

Solicitous to Jive, holding his breath

Spe'cial.lsr precious to the realm. Now, death

Is not thus viewed by honest beasts of prey,

And when the Lion found Aim fled away,

Ashamed to be so grand, man being so base,

He muttered to himself in that dark place

Where lions keep theit thoughts: “This wretched

.. King! '

"Tis we]l, I'll eas his boy !” Then, wandering,
Lordly hg, traversed courts and corridors,

Paced beneath vaults of gold on shining floors,
Glanced at the throne deserted, stalked from hall

To ha.ll—green,;yellow, crimson—empty all |

Rich couches void, soft seats unoccupied !

And as hy walked he looked \rom side to side

To find some pleasant nook for ‘iis repast,

Since appetite was aome to munch at last

The princely morsel. Ah! what sight astounds ~ *
That gnisly lounges ?
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In the palace-grounds
An alc:ove. on a garden gives, and there
s A tiny thing—forgot in the general fear,
Lulled in the flower-sweet dreams of infancy,
Batled with soft sunlight falling brokenly
Through leaf\nd lattice—was that moment waking :
A little.oyely maid, most dear and taking,
The Prince’s sister ; all alone—undressed—

She sage up singing children sing so best !

A voice of joy, than silver lu'te-suring softer !
- A mouth all rosebud, blossotning in laughter!
A baby-angel hard at play! a ‘dream
Of Bethlehem’s cradle, or what nests*would spem
If girls were hatched !—all these! Eyes, too, so
blue
That sea and sky might own their sapphire news!
Neck bare, arms bare, pink legs andsstomach bare !
Nought hid the roseate satin skin, save Where
A little white-laced shi% was fasteneds ﬁ"eeﬁ' e
She lookegl as freshfsinging thus peacefully,
As stars at twilight, or,as Ayril’s heaven ;.
" A floweret—you had sz:igl—divinely giyen,

To show on earth how God’s owndlilies grow'’;
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Such was this beauteous baby-maid ; and so

'The Beast caught sight of her, and stopped—

\ Allld then~
Entered ; the joists creaked as he stalked btra,lghb in'!

Ahove the pla,ythmo's by the little bed

The Lion thrust his shaggy massive head,

Dreudftil with savage might and lordly scon;,

More dreadful with that princely prey so borne;

Which she quick spying, “ Brother ! brother ! ~cried,

“QOh! I;Jy own brother!” and, unterrified —'

Looking a living rose that made the place

Drighter ard warmer rvith its fearless grace—

S];e gazed upon that monster of the wood,

Whose'yellow balls not Typhon had withstood ;

And—well! who knows what thoughts these small
heads liold ¥

She rose up in her cot—full height, and bold,

And shook her plnk fist angrily at him.

w heréon—-dose to the little*bed’s white rim,

‘All dainty snlk and laces—this h‘sme Brate

-SJet down her brother gently at her foot,

Just as a mother might, and said to her,—

“ Don't be put outyerow! theve he is, Dear ! there!”



Mencia.
A PASTORAL POEM.
By Toxexzo DE' MEDICL surnamed “ The Magnificetit.'?

L]
T'vanslated for the first time and in the original
melre, from the ltaliwm.

——
LI ]

[This pastoral by tho great Florentine Ruler, Lorenzo the Mn:{niﬁcent,.
is taken from the Italian text, prigted at Berg:upo in 1763 A..
The Bergameso cditor remarks, of the fifty stanzns composing it,
¢ Sono uel loro genereincomparabil: ;” and all pay certainly admire
the dramatic force with which the illustrions Medicean*has, as it
were, entered into the very heart and soul of his peasgnt, to depict
a rural passion. The *“ Nencia” was probubly written about o.b.
1480—the dawn of the golden ago of Ikaliare art —when the
“ Magnifieent ” Lorenzo was chicf of all the scholars and poefs, as
well as of his citizons of Florence, and gathered at his table such
men as Michael Angelo, Luea Signorelli, Ghirlandgjo, Filippino
Lippi, Botticolli, Pulei, Poliziano, and Pico de Mirandolu. ]

L
I Burn with lovg#—love makes me bold to sing
Praise of the damsel whg urMdoes my he'u't
Each time I think ahﬁtle tender thipg
About her, ’tis as if my breathe would pa.'rt !
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"The world her match for beauty cannot bring,
* No other eyes such lovely lightnings dart ;
Tn town and tower and city have 1 been, |

But seen none nowhere like my country-queen.

II.

To Monticelli, every market-day,

To Prato, Empoli, and San Casciano,
To Poggibonsi, and to Colle gay,

By Sun Donato down to Dicamano;
To Castelfranco, all Figline-way ;

San Pier’, Montagna, Borgo, Gagliano,
Ofitimes I Lwend,—a-l')uyiug and a-selling—

And Barberin, where mv Nenciozza's dwelling.

1.

(2]

But never once—saving at Barberin—
See I a girl so dear, discreet, and taking,
With cheek, and neck, and nape, and dimpled chin
So smooth and white; or uf such perfect making.
, Her eyes! ’tis like torch-light,\t{},\wn feasts begin,
~ To feel their lidsnlift, and their glance awaking
Joyance ; and ’twixt them comes the winsome nose

With proud pinkewostrils, like the pits in a rose.
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Iv.

ot pinl;. sea-coral are her dear lips dight,
‘With, wnderneath, two strings of sea-pearls plenty ?
A Tuscan foal’'s milk-row is not so white!
(T; judge't ereby my Nencia’s come to twenty.) ’
Her stainless E\.eeks have all the softenédslight
Of misted marble, chiselled smooth and dainty s
Amid the blooms of Benuty she is, Rose ;
Thé-:u'g@ world no such lovely worder shows!

V.

*“Beyond all noble fortunes fortunate
He'll be, who takes her to his happy bosom ;
‘Well might he call his star glorious and gre.a,t.
Whose lot it is to wear this heavenly blossom :
‘Well may. he make his peace thenceforth With Fate,
And lightly bear whatever ills should cross him,
Who clasps fair Nencia as his wedded wife,®
White as wild wax, and yith love’s honey rife Iv

VI.

T'll liken thee to fairy c](’)u.dland gleams |
Which mix the welkin and the werld together;
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I will compare thee unto Dian's beams

* 'Who round poor cabins sheds her silver weather ;

Spring-water none so fresh and sparkling seems,
Nor late-trod wine so luscious. Sweet one! whether

Tarly or late we see thee, 'tis as neat

And frir and wholesome as new-bolted wheat !

\ ¢

VII.

Her eyes can stea] a shepherd’s soul away
Throagh wall of flesh, whenever she doth io?)k;

You see her, and ypu Idve, the selfsame day,
Albeit the story goes her heart is rock ;

Troops of tamed lovers her behests obey,
And live upbn her will, a patient flock :

"Tis little she can lose giving one glance,

But, whoso wins it, how his heart doth dunce !

VIII.

La Nencio'mia! Ab, the pearl she seems
(Going' afoot, on Saints’ Duys, to hear matins!
She wears a bodice which righbdravely gleams
Of damask, and e skirt of brightest satins,
A golden girdle clasps her waist, and streams
Down to the kree with jewelled pins and patines ;
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When she hath heard the Mass, and paceth home,
Hew like & heavenly angel she doth come !

IX.

She hath no fellow at the sheaf-tying,
She works and laughs when all the rest ‘are s'ped;

Or else at home her merry wheel, fast-flying, * *
Spins ducats for her with its dahcing thread :

For Wraiso’s deft and rich she will be trying, |
Woollen qr silk; and all the while her head

Droops like a snow-drop when' tHe neighbours,

e __mustered,

Praise her. She is as sweet as millet-custard !

X.

Thou hast so witched me with thy braided brow ¢
I cannot ply my mattock as before; *
¥or meat and drink I have no stomach now:
No morsel can I swallo¥ any more: »
I grow so thin, the ered winter-bough
Lets the blast through,it with asigh Tess oo
Nor day nor night repose gr comfort brings,

I am so tied to thee by twenty strinys.
. N
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X1,

1 am so wild with utter love of thee,
v All night I toss and groan and start and sigh ;
The kindly gossips say, to comfort me,
“ «Shepherd ! take heart! thouwlt win her by-
vand by.”
The village damsels jest because they see,
I go with cornamuse, whero thou dost lie,
At eve, and sing for love some little tritle, '

N .
But théu dost sleep, or with hushed laaghter stifle.

XII.

Lst night"; I could not sleep a single wink,

It scemed a thousand years ere dawn would'brea.k,
Bethinkiag thou wouldst take thy flock to drink

At daytime, 2nd wouldst wend down to the lake;
So; not to miss one passing blessed blink

Of thoge black eyes, I, for their sweet light’s sake,
Waited two hours against the bake-house close

Till the 'fall moon set and 1iy Nencia rose.

X111,

My Nencia’s beauty hath nob any blot,

She's stately, ¢iraight, and tall as wench can be ;
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A dimplein her chin my love hath got,
» Which malkes her bright laugh lovelier to see.
There is no single charm she boasteth not ;

I think dame Nature framed her purposely
So fir, so ﬂn::, so noble, and so tender, )
That all the world might homage to her rendar.

XIv.

I cglled a posy of snow- blossomed spray,

Wuﬁl buds and berries gathered here and there,—
It was for thee; but thou didst tgrn away

So grand ! not deigning answer, foul or fair.

e spake I to myself, “ My fove doth pfay

The high and mighty ; I will match her hege!’
And ofttimes siuce, albeit I turn mine eye,s

The folks may see how proud I pass fhemg by.

XV.
Yesterday, all day long, T watched for the®
Hard by the mill: I s8id: * If she comes Dow
It cannot happen slyfmy chance will be; y
The beasts are safe, gyazing, upen the brow
We'll loiter by the luln,’l‘{encla and me
We'll stroll together to the fountain,—thon’
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And thy Vallera,—under th’ hiding vine;
1 will tend thy flock and thou shalt herd mine!” ¢

XVI.

3nd when at last from your cot-door yot came,’
Holding the hound from hurrying the sheep,
My heart swelled in my breast, and shook my
frame, , ,
While tears of joy down either cheek did crcep:
I started for the cross roads, all aflame,
Quickening my ralves and heifers up the steep;
And Walted on the Lnoll where thou shouldst pass,
But at the by-path thou didst turn—alas! -

) XVII.

When next. thon comest with thy water-pot,
"Wend, I beseech thee, hither to our well!
Tll draw. for tlee, and make all toil forgot:
Who kriows but there will be something to tell ?
Ofttimes I had & mind to hide it not
When thou wert by, but fealeays befell ;
Yet, if this is to hup, 'vhy linger longer ?
The chestnnut’'s on the ,i)éﬂgh, the grapes grow

stronger
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XVIIL

% wag)in April that my heart was caught,
The day I saw thee plucking herbs and cresses.

[ spake thee fair, but thou didst answer nought
And frov.vr‘sd, because folks passed, tossingy th¥

tressesy

To know thy name and house I vainly sought,
Lest love be lost forswhat one yord expresses ;

A'.'é f'::om that hour I was no more the same:

I grew thy‘tbrall ; thou hadst me, meek and’tame,

XIX.

Neméiozza mia ! 1 have a mind.to go—

No;v that my beasts are in the will to drinle—
Down to the pool, where thou must come, ? know,

And there to sit me still upon thes brink,
Till T shall spy thee cross, To loiter so

Were pleasant, if it happen as I think. ,
T’ll stay like stone until my sweet hath passed;
Ah! do not make my watching vain at last? '

XX,

Nenciozza mia! 1 go a"b‘g.turda.y .

To sell two loads of wood in Flodnoe-town';
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While the sleek heifers cropped the flowers away
' I set me yesterday to cut it down.
Ah! if thou'dst come, Dear !—But at least, I may
Bring fardels for thee, buttons for thy gown,
Power, pomander,—not to beautify thee —
Or pins, ov needles: something let me buy thee!
XXI.

Jove! when she dance’s, what a step and skill ! s
What lightness ! like a kid’s her quic ok feet ﬁy !
She turns as swiftly as the sails of a mlll
And lnalks the muslc, hand and foot and eye:
And, when all’s ended courtesy low she will :
And take two backward steps, so gracelully‘!
She makts the very prettiest salute,

There’s not,in lorence any dame could do't !

"

e XXIIL

r

Ask me, Dear! some small trifle from the fair!
What shall'T fetch thee, What slight dainty thing ?
, A brooch of clarved shell for my\‘;:ve to wear ?
Or hooks and eyus, or buckles, or silk strings ?
A broidered gipsire for thy, Lirtle, Dear !

Or lace to tie uy lappets, shall I bring ?
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@r wilt thou chooée, to bind thy bodice close,
A c/‘rc'} of sky-blue silk ? or none of those

XXITIL,

But®a long‘n"cklace for thy milky throat, ,
Strung witla round coral beads of rosy pinky .
All with a cross to swing midway ; and, note,
They make them great and ‘small! which dost
thou think v
The prettier % if my blood could drop, God wot !
Round ruddy beads to pleasg thee, ‘twould not
shrink!
57 it 1'fnd thy fancy, hold it thine,
Thouéh I should pawn this jacket, Nencia mine!

XX1V.

If thou shouldst say, when Sieve rolls at flood, »
“Fling thyselfin!” I'd headlong leap straightway!
If thou shouldst bid so end my life, I wotld
Dash head against a fock, and die ‘Lhu,h way'l
Command ;me any ¢ <zed that seemeth good
In those dear gyes and 1 shall‘stra.wht obey.
I know some promise thl.us abundantly |
‘Who would not spoil a pair of shcas for thee!



200 NENCIA.

XXV.

Yea!and T know—my Nencia ! my heart’s tfgasure !
o There’s some one whispers thee in my despite :
Let him beware! T'll give him market measure;
® Six inches in his midriff, sharp and ©right !
Thou'st seen‘the knife I wear! Dio! ’tis plcasure

To mark it do its work at feast or fight! .
If in my quarters it ﬁlrlds any man,

By God! the steel shall make him skip a span! -

L3

XXVI.

l Oh, me! a lass like this white maid of mine__
So honey-sweet and winning, ne’er was seer !
She’s Iusty, large, and fresh , and still so fine,
So fair and graceful,—of all feasts the queen.
But yet that mirth and modesty combine
To keep her ever all she should have been;
And how her singing all the feast enhances !

And, dgucing, how all dancers she ontdances !
[

 XXVIL .

I too know something —with the best I'd vie

if, Nencia ! Ivdlared open all my heart :
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There is no better'judge porklings to buy ;

o1 sh.ine’a.t plough and harrow, spade and cart: .

When, stripped, I tie my seed-bag on, or ply ,
The axe, they say, ¢ What a stout wight thou art !’

The‘mattock)md the pick I wield like thunder, .

And blow the horn and cow-pipes till you wopder

XXVIIIL

But Thou, but thou! Ah, none is like to thee !

A well-scrgbbed kneading-trough is not ss white !
As syrup draws the flies thoh drqwes.t'me;

As figs tempt wasps so art thou my delight; .
IfTener than rape-blooms, sweet as what the bee

Sucks from their gold thou art! Oh, if T pight
One kiss of honey from that red mouth riflg,

New goat’s cheese after such would seem a trifle.
»

XXIX.

T've waited all this while for thee to pass )
Musing my love whe the quick waters $hive;
My beasts have groj: -od off every bite of O'I ass,
I must not: t.m'y, or the fopls will pthe.
‘What doest, Nencia ! n'ot; to come ?  Alus !

I looked to see thy wandering charge and ‘mine
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Mix in the willows, then “twere one hour'’s gain

To let them seem one flock, though we be twain ! ¢

XXX.

“Neniozt; m'ia ! ’tis time for me to go“
My yeart mos must be tethered in the stall,
Goti be with thee! I send fond farewell so—
Far off; for Mona Masa loud doth call.
My heart stays here ! have pity ! let me know,
Thou giv’'st me back some ftittle, if not,all,
Of thine. Gool-bye! Good-night ! la buona sera !
Sleep soft, and think kind things of thy Vallera! _

XXXI,

Nencia ! Nmmmza ! one day say you will
Climb the hill with me through the willows
here !
Promise !”uy, “Yes, I'll come!” and fear no ill,
Neivclvzza wia ! I'1l deserve thee, Dear !
'Nencia ! T love thee so; my lov\?\is still |
So great and true, I'd die to brirg thee cheer !
If thou wert stung by some Least fell and frightful,
T'd"suck the poisen, and think death delightful !
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XXXII.

OF we fnight meet farther away, where yonder
The sup’s eye doth not shine in the green gloom ;s
Don’t say “ you could not answer!” do not ponder
If" we Shél)d hear them when they called fron?
home: |
But come, and lift thy hood, and let the wonder ,
Of thy dark lovely eyes gleam ¢gn me! Come !
Eye.s which befit thy beauteous breast and brow

Being.a.ngeli@, and an angel thou.

XXXIII. .

Cf%a Nenciozza mia ! T hear the bleatin g'
One of thy flock makes in the close below, ,

Some wolf, maybe, is there—killing and easing,
With deadly jaws, thy lambkin. Nay, ’tis so!
Wilt thou not take thy staff—wilt thon not? sweetimg!

And with me in the lonely valley go, |

To strike the caitiff dead? I’ll be with thee!
But all the folk shall say’: “She killed him { She!”
[

XXXIV,
Ah, come! I know a ntfst. of speckled thrushes
Ready to fly ; the prettiest feathated thing'!
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"Iis hid away in a thick clamp of bushes,
* There are no caged birds that so sweetly sing! ¢
To-morrow I will show you, for time pushes,

If thou’dst rear one ; and then, Dear! I will bring
<An oater cake ; while—for a good exc(lse—

T shall-pasg, playing on my cornamuse.

. XXXV,

Nencrozza mia ! 1 shall not seem a clown ,
When I get home my broidered vest to.wear,

And lace my sMoes; and tie my long hair down,
You'll tpke me for a sleek, rich townsman, Dear !

Just now I know I'm rough about the crown, ,
The'barber asks too much my locks to shear

And curl, but if my marketing goes fairly

I will be bgrbered properly and rarely.

XXXVI.

Farewelt! 1y Lily with thé’lovely bloom !

. I see the beasts are breaking¥or the wheat ;
l‘o—morrow, Nencia-! when again I'¢ome,

I'll bring you wild wood ‘trawberries—if they’re

sweet— w-
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So, when you hear'my cornamusa boom,

*Trip to $he spot we wot, where the roads meet,
At corner of the orchard. I can find
Dittany there for thee, if thou'st a mind !

XXXVIL

I asked thee of? thy father—dost thou kno.w ?
Old Beco droned me,out some doubtful wor,d,
Angl, taking counsel of thy mc;the;' 50,
Gave me to,understand I'm not preferred ;»
Yet look for me to come—('8ss thou say’st “ no”—)
With such a band some day to catch my bird
PRt none shall let. I've told fatber and ‘nother

Thee 1 will have for wife, and never other!

XXXVIIL ,

Oh, when I see thee compassed round wi|:h folk, .

Something inside me seems to boiland swim
But if one makes thee eyes, ah, I could cho‘i:e,

My heart leaps up my’throat to come at hini!
Alas! poor, heart ! by this *twere burst and broke, |

So full of theet is; fpll to..the-brim? '
But that its thousand sfgzxs, each one an anguish,

Fly all day long to thee, saying “ I4anguish ! *
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XXXIX.

Nenciozza ! Come at dinner-time ! we'll gat”,
* Salads together, and, it may be, cheese ;,
Be sure you keep your word to come, my sweet !
= But sa that no accursed gossip sees.t *
I beat my wbapons, Dear ! if we did meet

Someg of old Beco’s crew under the trees ,
There'd be wild words—1I know—and blood, may be;-

The Devil flay them, if they flout at me!

" XL.

T talk too ﬁerce' Ah Nencia |—when she goes,
On feast—days wha.t a pear] of grace she seemsr’
Smooth, white, and clean, and neat from top to toes:
A little ring on each midfinger gleams.
For she hath store of trinkets, and bestows
So trimly here and there her beauty’s beams.
Pearls too—fire pearls—my love wears! Not the
best

e ot .
Can anywhere-compare with' Nencia dressed !

. XLL,

Ah, Nencia! didst thou know the love immense,
The burning Mve I bear for those bright eyes,
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The tears I pour, t.i‘:e grievous woe intense
-That: seems to crack and rend me with deep
sighs;
If thou knewedst this, and all—thy gentle sense
Would mclLthou woulds. all lesser love,desgise, ’
And cry, “ My Jpoor Vallera! thou arthe =~ &

That lov’st me most, thou shalt not woful be!”

XLII.
>

I marked thee, Nencia! tripping home that day
From Santo—oh, so splendid! | I was dazed.
Thou hadst a mind to take the meadow way
. #4nd sTipped adown where Beco’s asses grazed.
I hid myself; quoth I, “ Meet now we may!”,
Then while you singing tripped, I, Lyeathless,
gazed ; )
And so drew closer; but ere this could pass

You spied me, and you turned aside, alas! _

XJIIT.

Nenciozza mia ! it made me dumb with ;;lea‘.sure
To see thy rosesfair fage even thus near:

If I could once more core so nigh my trgasure
T'd live upon such joy a whole lory year!
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If I could speak thee forth my love’s full measure
* Meseems my life’s Inck would be perfect, Dear!
/fin my grasp that dear hand I could hold,

I'd not unclasp, to get mine filled with gold !
l. ;

XLIV,

I'm'hero ! but Nencia does not come, nor wéke:
Nencia ! why art theu such’a slug-a-bed ?

Thou hearest me ; thou know’st that for thy spke’
I blow this cornamuse ; why art thou hid ?

Thou wert not Wwonf such heavy sleep to take!
Pleaseth, no more the music, as it did ? -

All day I conned this gentle strain to sing thee,

I meant it for a charm would surely bring thee.

XLV,

O heart too haxd ! what maiden would not render
Love to & lover loving her like me?
Who else would melt not, aud wax honey-tender
" . Seeing me suffer thus? Ah, Nencia ! see!
Thou knowest I am so faithful; mb.st it end here
The pain which should be crowned with joy by
thee ?
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Ab, yield a little! one kind thought discover,
Then denl with me as pitchforks do with clover!

XLVI,

Nay, when one speaks of forks, how deﬂ:oshe'is ! .
There's no sueh nimble worker in the land ;

She.weaves & hat of straw that way and this,
With knots and ends’so dexterotsly planned,

Youeneger saw such skill ! the neighbours press,
To see the plaits obey her cymning hand.

She can make osier-pots, and basliéts, foo,

_AB('I whaf the best doth, that wl Nencia do,

XLVIL

Nenizia! ah, Nencia! I do love thee so!
As the poor moth the flame which crisps his

wings ; ) ,

Ah mia Nenciozza ! seeking thee I go
As flies to honey, when the sweetness’bringg '
Dea,bh Musgt I die? Then shine, dear La.ntem' oh,. .
Shed sweet deat, Honpy ! ,Butif better things
Await me, then, kind Love ! be this now said
Before the chestnuts fall and grapes Jrow red.
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XLVIIL,

'Peace, poor Vallera ! peace, thou foolish youth !

¥ Wasted thy song is, and thy sorrow vain!

It seemed she liked me once, but now, in sooth,
Ste lizes me not, I see: therefore sharp i)aiﬁ’

Rives me und drives me, sobbing: for no ruth
My Jove will show, and these hot tears again

Tell to what anguish T am led, alas!

‘Who shake with passion, if she only pass.

XLIX.

Nencia ! Nenciozea ! *thou wilt be my death!
Yet so to see me die can please thee not.
Ah, \n‘rm‘ﬂd to God that I could keep my breath .
Whilst I drew forth my heart, and laid it hot
Upon thy'ha.n(i, to hear how its beat saith,
“ Nencia ! {Venciozza! ”—and to witness what
A load it bears! But, if thou didst so take
My kecrt in hand, twoul sigh, “Keep me!” and
break
L.

Good-bye! Nenciozza! Héaven have guard of thee!
'The weary bwasts are to their homestead near;
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I must 1'1.01'. have, for any fault of me,

Sgme heifer left lowing outside her lair;
The lasy one now will o’er the river be.

(Yea! xea! Madonna Masa! I can hear!
I%come!)® Farewell, cold Love! She calls again,”®

There’s Nanni bustling, and the wind tg str#in!
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——

“Au! the troop at the ‘I‘abard.Inn,

Manciplp, Miller, and Frankelyn,

Tightening the girths, and draining the al¢,

And away on their wild ride by river and dale!
Gone, Dan Chaucer ! gone, but for thee

Is the clatter of that gay companie,

The ra.t.tlez and ring of stirrup and spur,

Floating of plume, and folding of fur, i
With the round of tales that held from town

To the sweet green slopes of the broad South Down.
Certes! with such it were pleasant indeed

To pattes an Ave, or finger 2 bead, ‘
And forth each dawn by the cock to wend
From shrine to shrine unto Albion’y end ; ' ‘
But their day is done, ar'nd t}:'\eir course is run, .- f
None geeth forth. on a pilgrimage—none!”
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o Well\ but thd woods are gs green as tixen,
And the, funshine as splendid on grey rock and’
.. Rlen;

‘Tl:e' linnet gnd missel-thrush sing, I trow,

With as rieh a trill in their little throats now;
Rlvers will npple, and beech-boughs wave,

And the m meadows be decked in a dress as brave.,
And the great glad sky build a roof as blue,

" '1310 it overarch only pilgrims two
Sweetheart,.come! let us do as they
Did in old time on as fair & day,:
‘We lack but a chapel whereunto to wend,

#A shrine and a saint for our Journey’s end ;

. And of that gay ride—the shrine, God wot, |,
Is the dusty goal that I envy them not.”
“Nay, pardie !” quoth she that I love,

- % Fit for thy mood as the hand for the glove,
Or the hilt of his sword for the soldier’s fist,
Or a poet to be praised, or a lip to be kis;ed,
Far on yon path, by th® emerald lea,s >

Fair Avop glideth adown to the sea ; ’ '

By the walls o#a churgh, begneash whise stones

\Sleeps dust sacred as ‘Su.'intl;' bones,—

His whom thou lovest.”
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 ight glod ! ” I baid,
Amnd forth a foot to the lea I led,
With staff and scrip and a spirit in tune

v

To the merry noise of a midsummer noon,;—
¥wo we were of one heart and age t
Going\x piops' pilgrimage.

¢ c

Sooth! T doubt if palmers as gay

Ever set forth on so fa.ir"a‘wa.y.

Sooth ! I doubt if & day so rare

Ever made pilgrjmage half so fair.

But, certes! never did palmers go

To holier shrine than where he lies low,
‘Who mjracles wrought for heart and eye:
The wondar of Imogen’s constancy,

The airy marvels,of Prospero’s isle,
Themagic of Queen Cleopatra's smile;

Her barge that hurned on the glowing water,
The patien;ze, and faith of Lear’s leal daughter,
The Roman Poctia’s fond, firla Leart,

Apnd the Veronese lovers death did not part.
Something,; I laughed, Heav'n, ’ield it me,

At Beckett and Benedict saints,—not he!

€
So came'we on where the wayfarer sees
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And G.uy’s. reat castle beside the town,
That setber up,” and that ¢ puller down.”
For “Stratfaqrd—ho!” our green road lay,

Red Warwtk fadiflg behind the trees,

And'T spake, with my heart in the ancient day ;
“ Sweet | thou art fair for a prioresse, '
And I ajn an “Oxenforde clerke,” no less;

Tell out some fable of glden time!

I mde you to prove by line or rhyme,

'

That Woman Jvas true !”"—* Benedicite {

« Hearken my story and judke,” quoth she.

VERNIER.

If ever thou shalt follow silver Seine

Through his French vineyards and French.vil.lages,
For love of love and pity turn aside |

At Vernier, and bear to linger there !

The gentle river doth so—lingering lon

Round the dark marshland, and the pool.drand’mer,
And then with slower r¥ple steals awpy

Down fror his merry Paris. Do thou this ;

"Tis kind to keeg a memory of the dead, —

The bygone, silent dead ; and these lie there,
Buried a twenty fathoms i in the popl,
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Whose rough cold wave is closed!a.bove their grwe,
Jike the black cover of an ancient book
Over a tearful story.
Very lovely
« Was Julie de Montargis: even now— «
Aﬁ;e\,suc hundred years are dead with her,
Her v111age name—the name a stmnger heqrs——
Is, “La plus belle des belles ; "—they tell him yet
The glossy mght-black pansies of the land .
Lost depth in her dark hair; and that ghe owfied
The noble NorEna.n eye--the violet eye, ™ ‘
 Almost-—so far and fine its lashes drooped—
Darkened to purple: * -
All the country-folk
Went llghtly to their work at sight of her;
And all their children learned a grace by heart, ,
Ang said it witbf small lips when she went by,
The Lady of the Castle.
Dear past words
Was ail-this bgauty and thi$ gentleness '
TIato her first love and her playfellow,
Foland le'Vavasour
Too dear to leave,
Savo thet his'knightly vow to pluck a palm,
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:‘A‘ﬁﬂ‘bea}r e crosdbroidered above his heart,
™ where upon the cross Christ died for him,
Led hlm a ay from loving.
- But a year,

And’ &hey shall meet—alas ! to those who j joy
Itis a pleasa.nt season, all too short,

Made of whlte winter and of golden sprmg,
'Wlth autumn fruitage after summer-m«rhts
Bt;t parted lovers count the' mmutes up,
And dbe 1o sunshine.

Julie'heegled gone,
~When she had belted on her Roland's sword,

. Buckled his breastplate, and ubon her lip®
TakeD his last long kisses.

Listen now !

" She was no light-o*-love, to change and c'hange,
And, deeply writien on her heart, she kept

_The night and hour the star of Love §hou1d see
A true lov e-meetmg Walking by the pool
Many a ‘time she longed®to wear a wing,

As fleet and white as the swift sea-bird spread

. That she mlghtJlover oyer Rola.n.d s safls,

Follow him to the fields and in the ba.tble

Shleld the hot Synan sun from da;mg hun :
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High on the turret many an autufon eve,

When the wise, wandering swallow tried ]:is .glumes
«For foreign flight, she gave him messages,—

Fond messages of love, for Palestine, / "
« Unto hez: kmight. What wonder, loving so,

She §"eeted well the brother that he sent

Frqm Ascalon with spoils—Claude Vava.sour?
Conld she do less 9—he had so deft a hand

Upon the mandolm, and sang so well

What Roland did so bravely ; nay, in sooth, °

She had not heart to fréwn upon his songs,
« When they sang other love and other deeds
Than Rolahd’s, being‘brother to her lord. ©
Yet sometimes was she grave and sad of eye, ©
For knowledge of the spell her glance could work -
Upon its watcher. Ah! he came to serve,

Ard staye:i to love her; and she knew it soon,
Past all conceglment. Oftentimes his eyes,
Fastened upon her face, fell suddenly,

For brcther-leve and shamé; but, once and };wice,
+Julie had seen them, through her tender tears,
Fixed on sonfe messenger from Holy Land

With wild smmﬁcance, the drawn white lips
Workihg for grigf, because she smiled again,
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He, spa.ke" no love8-he breathed no passionate tale,
Ti#l thepe came one who told how Roland’s sword,
From heel P&point, dripped with the Paynim blood ;
How Ascalor\had watched, and Joppa’s lists,

And Gaza, and Niceea's noble fight, .
His chivalry; and how, with palm-branch won, ¢
Bringing.his. honours and his wounds a-front, .
His prow was cleaving Genoa’s sapphire sea,
Boupd homewards. Then, the Tast day of the year,
Clande ‘Ybroughy his unused charger to the gate;
Sprang to the broad strong back, gnd yeined its rage
Into a marble stillness. Yet more still,
Youwng Cldude le Vavasour, thy Visage was,’
More marble-white.

She stood to see him pass,
And tﬂeir eyes met; and, full of tears ,were hers
To mark his suffering ; and she called his name, »
And came below the gate; but he bowgd lon",
And thrust the vizor close over his face,
So riding on.

Before St. Ouen’s shrine

That night the lagy watched—a sombre hight,
With fleeting beams of ﬁQf:ll 1;wonlight sent

"Twixt driving clouds ; the grey stone,statues gltamed
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Through the gloom ghost—hke fhe stlll sffigies

* Of knight and abbess had a show of life,

u Lit by pale crimsons and faint amethys}'g:
That fell along them from the oriels ; A
And if ghe broke the silence with a step,
It s\ésemed. the echo lent them speech again
T¢ speak in ghostly whispers ; while, o’Ier a‘a,ll,' '
With a weird paleness midnjght might not hide,
Straight' from the wall 8t. Ouen looked upon hey,
Knitting his granite brows, bidding, her hope '
No lover’s kiss that night—no loving kiss—
None-—though there came the whisper of her name,
And a chill sleety blast of wintry wind
Moaning about the tombs, and striking her,
For fean, down to her knees.

That opened porch

Brought more than wind and whisper; there were
t‘ateps,.

And the &im wave of a white gaberdine—
Horribly dim ; and then the voice again,

. As though the dead called Julie. Was It dead,
That form Which,«at the holy altax foot,
Stood spectral in the ﬁxckeﬂnv window-lights ?
It doés not turp, nor spes,k nor seek for her,
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But passes thro’ theélchancel, grim and still!

'Aﬁ, Hq)y Mother! dead—and in its hand

'lfhg pennon kf‘: Sir Roland, and the palm,

Both laid so

A presence like a knight, clad in close mail |

illy on the altar front ;

From spur to crest, yet from his armed hEel
No footfal ; a white face, white as the stones,
Lit by the moonlight lopg enough to know
How the dead kept his tryst and Tt was gdne,
Leavmg t.he lady on the ﬁanrs, ice-cold.

Oh, g(;ntle River! thou that knowest all,

Tell them how for a while she mourned her &night;
How her grief withered all the rose-bjoom off,

And wrote its record on her fading cHeek ;

IAnfi say, bright River ! lest they do her wrong,

All the sgd story of those twenty moons, ®

The true-love dead—the frue-love that lived on—
He:r clinging memories, and Claude’s generons praise,®
Cla.udes silent sevice, apd her tearful tha.nks ;

And ask them, River, fot .Samt Charity,,

To think not too much wrong, thateo she gave,
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Her heart being given and gone,fher hand to him,
*The Brother of her Lord.— }
0 Now banigh care!
Soothe it with flutings, startle it with drums!
* Trick it with gold and velvets, till it glow
Intos seeming pleasure. Ah, vain! vain!
When the bride weeps, what wedding-gear js gay ?
And since the dawn she weeps—at orisons
She wept —and while ‘her women clasped the zone,
Among its jewels fell her mocking tears. )
Now at the altar all her answers sigh;
« Wilt thou?—Ah! fearful altar-memories—
Ah! spirit-lover—if he saw me now! Cor
Wilt thou ?—* Oh me! if that he saw me now('! ”
He dothy he doth! beneath St. Ouen there,
As white and sfill—yon monk whose cowl is back /
Wilt thou P—* A, dear love, listen and look up.”
He doth—ah God ! with hollow eyes a-fire.
Wilt thou 8—pale quivering lips, pale bloodless lips—

o nn «
“I will not—never—never—Roland—never!”

.
«
e

So went ‘the Bride s-swoon tp Vernivr;
So doffed each guest his silktn braveries ;
So‘folléwed Clausle, heart-stricken and amazed,
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And left the Chap8l. But the monk left last,

And Qowxz the hill-side, swift and straight and lone,*
Sandals ap‘:;rown serge brushed the yellow broom, ¢
Till to the Ihke he came and loosed his skiff,

And paddled to the lonely island-cell

Midway over the wavelets. Long ago *

The people of the lonely water knew

He came alone to dwell there‘—’tgvas the night
Of.La.dy Julie’s vigil; ever since

The s1mp1e fighers left their silver tithe

of la.ke—hsh for him on the waveworn flags,
Wherefrom he wandered not, save when that day
Hagyent unasked, and marred the bridal show,—
‘Wherefore none knew, nor how,—save two algue,
A lady swooning—and a monk at prayers. e

And now not Castle-gates, nor cell, dor sv.voon,
Nor splashing waters, nor the floodedsmarsh,

Can keep these two apart. The Chapel-isells
Ring Angelus and Even-tong, and then -°
Sleep, like ier waiting maidens—only ﬁlm}che,
Her 'fosber-sistey lying ot the gate, :
Dreaming of roving s‘piﬁf‘s-—sta.rts at oge,
And marvels at th.e night-gear, sc':antly hid,
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(

. And, overdone with plty at her pltGint
bets her dear Lady forth, and watches her
Gleaming from crag to crag—but lost at nt,
A white speck on the night. }aﬁ
' More witchful eyes
Follow her flying ;—down the water-path,
Mad at hls broken bridals, sore amazed
With fear and pain, Claude tracks the wa.nderer~—
Waits, while the wild white firigers loose the cord—
But when she drove the shallop through the like -
Straight for the, island-céll, he brooked no stay,
But doffed his steel-coat on the reedy rim,
And gave himself to the quick-plashing pool,
And swimming in the foam her fleetness made,
Strove after—sometimes losing his white guide,
Down-sinking in the dark wash of the waves.

.
LY

Together to the island-cell they come,

The shallop-and the swimmer—she alone

Thrusts at the, wicket,—entors wet and wild,
“What sees he there under the crucifix ?

What holds his eyesxght to the ivieq loop?

Oh, Claude !'—oh farious heast! be still, or break!
. Thé Monk and Jylie kneeling, not at prayer !
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She kisses him witl warm, wild, eager lips—
Weepsedn his heart—that woman, nearly wived,
And “Swegtist love,” she saith, “I thought thee dead.”
And he—who is he that he fondles so
In his her sitaking hands, and bends adown,
Crying,  Ah, my lost love! it was no glogt
That left,the pz:lm-bra.nch ; but I saw thee nof
In the dim moonlight qf the mldn;aht aisle ;
And heard their talk of Cla.ude, and held tlfee false,
These maxzy esring days.” Now, gaze no mord,
Claude, Claude, for thy soul’s’ peace | o3he binds the
brand

Abxy his gaberdine, with close caress ;
She fondles the thin neck, and clasps thereon
The gorget ! then the breast-piece and the kelm
Her quick touch fastens. “ Come away,” she cries,
“Thou Knight, and take me fromn them all for thine.
Come, true-love! come.” The pebbles,watel;-washed,
Grate with the gliding of the shallop’s keel,
Scarce bearing up those fwain.

Frail boai;, be strong*®
Three lives are #hine to keepr-aly Lady pale,
Choose of two lovers7-f8r.the other comps
With a wild bound that shakes thesrotten plank.’
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Moon ! shine out clear for Claudefs avenging blow !
She glitters on a quiet face and form d
“That shuns it not,—yet stays the lifted death.
“ My brother Roland!” — ¢ Claude, ah, brother
mine ! ¥ — .
“ I thought thee dead !"—“T would that I had died
Ere this had come!”—¢“Just God! but 'she._is thine!”—
“He wills her not for either! look, we fill,
The currdnt drifts us, ‘and the oars are gone, .
T will Teap forth ! ”— Now by the breast we §ucl£éd,
So shalt thou mot : det the black waters break

Over a broken heart! ”—* Nay, tell him no;

t

(2N

Bid him to save thee, Julie—T will leap! .
So strove they sinking, sinking—Julie bendin:g
Betweenrthem ; and those brothers over her
With knees and arms close locked for leave to die
Each for the other ;—while the Moon shone down,
Silvering their fur-off home, and the black wave
That struck, and rose, and floated over them,
Hus};iﬁg thei- death-cries, hiding their kind strife,
“Ending the love of those great troubled hearts
With silencé, savesfor lapping of the lake.

I

— .
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“Verily ! ” spake J, “a troubled dame !
Sweety? grand’ merci for this same!
Tender and sad is the chronicle

That Vernier taught thee featly to tell !
Tenderer, fairer its lessons seem .
From lips which speak and eyes which beam
So true p trntﬁ and so fast a faith,

Oh Love, whom I love, for ]1fe ang for death'
Bl#, thou in thy turn have heed to me;

I know a story of constancy -
Where woman was changef u'l, and men was true:
Peradventure, Kate! T shall tell it through

Befqre we come where Sha.kesi)“éa.re's bones

Make holy walking of Stratford stones!

“ Nay, but recount!” she softly said,
Doubtfully tossing a wilful head : ..
And hand in hand, in the shade of the limes,
T told th.is tale of the Saracen times. *

KING SALADIN,

Long years agos-so writes Boccatcio

In such Italian gentlon®ss of speech

As finds no echo in this northern air
. [}
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"To counterpart its music—long ago,

When Saladin was Soldan of the East,

vThe kings let cry a general crusade;

And to the trysting-plains of Lombardy
* The idle lances of the North and West

Rode’all that'spring, as all the spring runs down
Intp a lake, from all its lmnmng hills, o
The clash and glitter of a hundred streams,
Wheredf the rumour reached to Saladin ;

And thut swart king—as royal in his heart.
As any crownéd chqmplon of the Cross—
«That he might fully, of his knowledge, learn

The purpose of the lords of Christendom, .

And when their war and what their armament,
Took thowght to cross the seas to Lomburdy.
Wherefore, with wise and trustful Amirs twain,
Allhabited in garbs that merchants use,

With tra.c:ler’s hand and gipsire on the breasts
Which best-loved mail and dagger, Saladin

Set; forth upor his journey perilous.

“, In that da:y, lordly land was Lombardy !

A sea of coutltry-plenty, islanded ¢

‘With cities rich; nor rilche.r_ bng than thou,

Marble' Milano! from whose gate at dawn—
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With ear that littde recked the matin-bell,
But g keen eye to measure wall and fosse—
The Sold::m rode; and all day long he rode
For Pavia; passing basilic, and shrine,

And gaze of vineyard-workers, wotting not,
Yon trader was the Lord of Heathenessb.
All day 'he.rocfe ; yet at the wane of day
No gleam of gate, or gamp, or riging spire,

NQr Tessin’s sparkle underneath the stars)

Promlsed hig Pavia; but he was 'ware ’

Of a gay company upon the' wag, o

Ladies and lords, with horses, hawks, and hounds;
Ct.-;\‘-\plufnes and tresses fluttered by the wind

Of merry race for home. “Go!” said the kipg
To one that rode upon his better hand,

“ And pray these gentles of their coprtesy

How many leagues to Pavia, and th8 gates .
‘What hour they close them?” Thew the .Sa.mcen
Set spur, and being joined to him that seemed
First of the hunt, he told the messages—they ’
Checking their jangling bits, and chidi;g down
The unfinishedgangh, tp listen—sbut b this
Came up the king, his®gnnet in his hgnd,

Theirs doffed to him: * Sir Traden” Torel said
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(Messer Torello ‘twas, of Istria), =

“They shut the Pavian gate at even-song, -,
"And even-song is sung.” Then, turning h:‘alf,
Mouttered, “ Pardie, the man is worshipful,

‘A stranger too !”  “Fair lord !” quoth Szladin,
“Please you o stead some weary travellers,
Saying where we may lodge, the town so far,
And night so near.”; “Of my heart, willingly,”
Made ims&"er Torel, ¢ I‘ did think but now

To send my knave an errand—he shall xide
And bring youédnto )odg‘ment—oh ! no thar;ks,
«Our Lady kecp you!” then with whispered hest
He called their guide and sped them. Being gwe,
Torello.told his purpose, and the band,

With ready zeal and loosened hridle chains,

Rode for his hupting-palace, where they set

A goodly banquet underneath the planes,

And hung the house with guest-lights, and anon
We]come(ll those wondering strangers, thereto led
Unwitting, by a world of winding paths;
Wesser 'l‘c‘)rel‘lo, at the inner gate, ,
Waiting to tidke them in—a winsom¢ host,
Stamped current with God"s fmage for a man

Chief afnong meny truthful, and just, and free.
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There he, “ Well met again, fair sirs! Our kunave*
Math found you shelter better than the worst:
Please y01.1 to leave your selles, and being bathed,
Grace our.poor supper here.” Then Saladin,
Whose swoyd had yielded ere his courtesy, .
Answered, “Great thanks, Sir Knight, *and this
much Blame, ’
You spml us for our tra,de‘ two bonneta doffed.
And travellers’ questlonb llbl(ﬁntf you a.hell
I‘or stch yoy give us this.” “Sir! not yom ameed,
Nor vsoraly of your breeding ; but in,sooth
That is not out of Pavia.” Therenpon
He led them to fair chambers Ylecked with all
Makes tired men glad ; lights, and the wmarble bath,
And flasks that sparkled, liquid amethyst,
And grapes, not dry as yet from evenmg dew
Thereafter at the supper- -board the) sab; .
Nor lacked it, though its guest was reared a king,
Worth provend in crafts of cookery,
Pastel, i)asticcio—all sed forth on gold; .
And gracig)us talk and pleasant courtestes,
Spoken in statgly Latin, cheated, time o
Till there was none buj held that stmn«rer-su,

For all his chapman’s dress of cramasie,
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* Goodlier than silks could make him. Presently
Talk rose upon the Holy Sepulchre :
I go myself,” said Torel, “ with a score
Of better knights—the flower of Pavia— ’
. To try our steel against King Saladin’s. ,,
Sirs! ye havo seen the countries of the Sun,
Know you 'the Soldan?”  Answer gave the kmb,
« The Soldan we ha.ve seen— tw1ll push Bim hard
If, whlch\[ nothlng doub, you Pavian lords
Are valorous as gentle ;—we, alas !
Be Cyprus merghangs mbking trade to France—
. Dull sons of Peace.” By Mary!” Torel cried,
“But for thy word, I fie’er heard speech so fit
To lead the war, nor saw a hand that sat
Liker ; sgldier’s where thy sword should be ;
But sure I hold ye sleepless!” Then himself
Plyying the cha:mberlain, with torches borne,
Led them to restful beds, commending them
To sleep ang God, Who hears— Allah or God—
When' good men do His creutures charities. '
. At dawn tne cock, and neigh of saddled steeds,
Broke the king's drgams of battle—l{ot thelr own,
But goodly _]enncts from 'lora.lo s stalls,
Caparisoned to bear them ; ‘he thelr host
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Up, with a gracioys radiance like the sun,

Yo bid them speed. Deside him in the court

Stood Dame Adalieta ; comely she,

And of her port as queenly, and serene

As if the braided gold about her brows

Had been a crown. Mutual good-morrpw 'given,

Thanks sa.ul aad stayed, the lady prayed Ber guest

To ta,ke a token of his so_]ourn there '

I\.I.a.rkmg her good-wﬂl, not*hs worthmess‘;

“A gown of miniver—these furbelows .

Are silk T spun—my lord wears ever such—

A housewife’s thought ! but those ye love are far;

Wear it s given for them.” hen Saladin—

“ A precious gift, Madonna, past my thanks;

And—but thou shalt not hear a ¢ no’ from. me—

Past my receiving; yet I take it; we

Were debtors to your noble courtesy:‘

Out of redemption—this but bankrupts us.”

¢ Nay, sir,—God shicld you!” said .the. Rnight and
dame: .

And Saladin, with phrase of gentilesse ®

Returned, or eyer that he rode glone,

Swore a great oath in guttural Arablc,

An oath by Allah——starthnrr up the cars
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" Of those three Christian cattle they bestrode—
That never yet was princelier-natured man,
Nor gentler lady ;—and that time should see

For a king’s lodging quittance royal repaid.

It was the day of the Passaggio :

Ashore tlﬂ} wur-steeds chh.mped the burnished bits ;

Afloat the galleys tugged the mooring chains::

The town was gut; the Lombard armourers—

Red-hot with riveting the helmets up,

And whetting axes for the heathen heads—

Cooled in the crowd which filled the squa.res(and
‘siglleets

To speed God's soldiers. At the nones that day

Megser Torello o the gate came down,

Leading his lady ;—sorrow’s hueless rose

Grew on hep ch‘eek, and thrice the destrier

Struck dire, impatient, from¢he pavement—sq‘uares,

Or ere she spoke, tears in her lifted eyes,

“ Goest thou,«lord of mine?” ¢ ’\Iadonna.‘, yes!”

Said Torel, for my soul s vunl and the Lord

Ride I bo-day my good name and my house
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Reliant I intrust tlee, and—because

1% mag be they shall slay me, and because,

Being so foung, so fair, and so reputed,

The nobles:t will entreat thee—wait for me,

Widow or wife, a year, and month, and day ;

Then, if thy kinsmen press thee to a cho‘lce,

And if I be noﬁ come, hold me for dead ;

Nor link thy blooming beauty with the trrave

Agginst thy heart.” “Good my lord! }mswered
°she, o .

“ Ha,rdly.my heart sustains to let, theesgo ;

Thy memory it can keep, and keep it will,

Though my one love, Torel of Istria,

»”

Live, or ——” ““Sweet, comfort thee! San Pietro
speed !

I shall come home : if not, and worthy kuges

Bend for this hand, whereof none wowhy lives,

Least he who lays his last kiss thus upon it,

Look thee, I free it—" “Nay!” she so.i&, “but I,

A petulant slave that hugs her golden ¢hain, -*

Give that gift back, and with it this poor ring::

Set it upon thy gword-hgnd, qnd in fighe

Be merciful and Wm, t,hlnkmg of me.”

Then she, with prett) actlon drawipg on
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* Iler ruby, buckled over it his glowa—

“The great steel glove—and through the helmat bars

« Took her last kiss :—so let the chafing ste;ed
Have its hot will and go.

! 3ut Saladin,
Safe baclé athong his lords at Lebanon,
Well wotting of their quest, awaited i, Lo
And held the Cresgent up agginst the Cross.

In many\g. doughty ﬁg.hf: Ferrara blades
Clashed with keen Damasc, many a weery month
Wasted afieldg buts yet‘the Christians '
+ Won nothing nearer to Christ’s sepulchre;
Nay, but gave ground. At last, in Acre pent,
On their loose files, enfeebled by the war,
Came strenger smiter than the Saracen—-
The deadly Pest: day after day they died,
Pikeman a‘nd knhight-at-arms ; day after day
A thinner line upon the leaguered wall
Held off the heathen :—held them off a space ;
Then, dver-waakened, yielded, and gave up
The city \and the stricken garrison. .
So to sad ¢hains and hateful servifude.
Fell all those, purple lor‘ds—‘@hristendom’s stars,
Onte high in hope as soaring Lucifer,
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Now low as sinking Hesper: with them fell
Messes Torello-—never one so poor

Of all the hundreds that his bounty fed

As he in prison—ill-entreated, bound,

Starved of sweet light, and set to shameful tasks;
And that great load at heart to know thé days

Fast flyipg, and to live accounted dead. . *
One joy his gaolers leff, h1m,—hlsgood hawk ;

Thq brave, gay bird that crossed the seas w1th him:
And often, imthe mindful hour of eve, *
With ta.meless eye and splrlt maaterfud,

In a feigned anger checking at his hand,

The good grey falcon made his master cheer.

One day it chanced Saladin rode afield

With shawled and turbaned Amirs, and his hawks—
Lebanon-bred, and mewed as princes*lodge—
Flew foul, forgot their feather, hung at \Vriﬁb,

And slighted call. The Soldan, quick ire wrath,
Bade slay the cravens, scf)urge the falooner, -*

And seek spme wight who knew the heart Qf hawksg,
To keep it hot pnd true. Then spake a*Sheikh—
“There is a Frank i? pfison by the sea,

Far seen herein.” ¢ Give word that he be brouglit,”
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Quoth Saladin, “and bid him set% cast:

If he hath skill, it shall go well for him.”

Thus, by the winding path of circumstance,

One palage held, as prisoner and prince,’

Torello angl his guest: unwitting each,

Nay and unwitting, though they met"am] spake

Of that %oshawk and l’zhi's—signors in serge,

And chapmen crowned, who knows ?—till on a time

Some frick of face, the manner of somer smxle,

Some gleam of suntet from the glad days gone,

" Caught the king’s eye, and held it. * Nazarene!

What native art thou'? ” asked he. “ Lombard I,

A man of Pavia.” “And thy name?” ¢ Torel,

Messer Torello called in happier times,

Now best uncalled.”  *Come hither, Christian !”

The Soldan said, and led the way, by court

And hal] and fountain, to an inner room

Rich with king's robes : therefrom he reached a gown,

And ¢ Know"*t thou this?” he asked. High lord!
L nu;bht ‘

Elsewhere,”*quoth ‘Torel,  kere 'tweve mad to say

Yon gown my wife unto a, tfader gave

Who shared our bogrd” * Nay, but that gown s this,
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And she the giver?and the trader 1,”

Quoth #Haladin; “I! twice a king to-day,

Owing a royal debt and paying it.”

Then Torel, sore amazed, ‘“ Great lord, I blush,
Remembering how the Master of the East |

Lodged sorrily.” ¢ It's Master’s Master thou!”
Gave angwer Saladin, “ come in and see

What wares the Cyprus traders kgep at home;
Cagne forth and take thy plt;.ce, Saladin’s f!;i'end e
Therewmh inko the circle of hls lords, *

With gracious mien the Soldan lsd hif slave ; ;

And while the dark eyes glittered, seated him

First of the full divan. Orient lords,”

So spake he,—¢let the one who loves his king
Honour this Frank, whose house sheltered ysur king;
Ie is my brother:” then the night-bJack beards
Swept the stone floor in ready revererice,
Agas and Amirs welcoming Torel: .
And a great feast was set, the Soldan’s fidend
Royally garbed, upon the’Soldan’s hans,
Shining, the bright star of the bu.nquetel"s.
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All which, and the abounding grace and love
Shown him by Saladin, a little held o
The heart of Torel from its Lombard home

With Dame Adalieta: but it chanced

He sat beside the king in audience,

And there came one who said, “ Oh, Lord of lords,
Thut galley of the Genovese which sailed

With Frankish prisoners is gone down at sea.”

.

“Gone (iQ.wn!” cried Torel, “ Ay! what recks,it,
friend,

To fall thy vidage for ?” quoth Saladin ;

“One galley less to ship-stuffed Genoa!”

’

“ Good my liege!” Torel said, “ it bore a scroll
Inscribed to Pavia, saying that I lived ;

Tor in a gear, a month, and day, not come,

I bade them hald me dead ; and dead I am,

Aibeit living, if my lady wed,

Perchance constrained.” ¢ Certes,” spake Saladin,
¢ A noble dame—the like not won, once lost—
How many days remain?” ¢ Ten days, my prince,
And twelvescore leagues between my heart and me:
Alas! how o be passed?” . Then Saladin—

“Lo! I am Joath to lose theer—wilt thou swear

To come again if all go well with thee,
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Or come ill speedipg ?”  “Yea, I swear, my king,

Out of true love,” quoth Torel, « heartfully.”

Then Saladin, “Take here my signet-seal ;

My admiral will loose his swiftest sail

Upon its sight ; and cleave the seas, and go

And clip thy dame, and say the Trader sends

A gift, I:emindful of her courtesies.” ' ,
Passed were the year, and month, and day ; and

passed ‘ '

0:1; of all hearts but one Sir Torel's name, |

Long given for dead by ransomeﬂt)i Pavjans :

For Pavia, thoughtless of her Fastern graves,

A lovely widow, much too gay for grief,

Made peals from half a hundred campaniles

To ring a wedding in. The seven bells

Of Santo Pietro, from the nones to noon, ’

Boomed with bronze throats the hap’Py tidings out ;

Till the great tenor, overswelled with sound,

Cracked itself dumb. Thereat the St;criis\tah

Leading his swinked rirgers down the\a stairg,

Came blinking into sunlight—all his keys

Jingling their little peal about his belt-— '

‘Whom, as he t;a,rried,’ locking up the porch,

A foreign signor, brownéd with southern suns,
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‘Turbaned and slippered, as the Myslims use,

Plucked by the cope. * Friend,” spake he—'twas 4
tongue '
Italian true, but in an Arab mouth—
. “ Why are your belfries busy—is it peace
Or victory, that so ye din the ears
Of Pavian .lieges ?”  “Truly, no lieger thou ! 1
Grunted the sa.crlstan, “who knowest not
That Da.me Adalieta weds to-mgllt
Her fore-betrothed »—Sir Torel’s widow she,
That died i’ ths chajn?” ¢ To-night!” the stranger
said :

“ Ay, sir, to-night '—why not to-night ?>—to-night !

«

And you shall see a goodly Christian feast
If s0 you pass their gates at even-song,
For all are asked.”
T No more the questioner,
But folded o’er’his face the Kastern hood,
Lest idle eyes should mark how idle words
Had strack him home. “So’quite forgot!—so soon!—
And this the square wherein I gave the Joust
Andl that the, Joggia, where I fed the Jpoor;
And yon my palace, where—ph, fair! oh, false!—
They robe her for a bridal. " Can it be?
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Clean out of hears, with twice six flying moons,
“The heart that beat on mine as it would break,
That faltered forty oaths. TForced! forced !—not
faise-— .

Well! T will sit, wife, at thy wedding-feast, .
And let mine eyes give my fond faith the lie.”

So, in the dtream of gallant guests that flowede
Feastward at eve, went Torel passed with them
'.Ihe outer gates, crossed the O‘rea.t courts )\'nh them,
A str’autrel n the walls that called him lord.”
Clessets and coloured la.mps made th® way bright,
And rose-leaves strewed to where within the doors e
The master of the feast, the b:"idegroom, stood,
A-glitter from his forehead to his foot, R
Speaking fair welcomes. He, a courtly sig,
Marking the Fastern guest, bespokg him sweet,
Prayed place for him, and bade themwsct his seat®
Upon the dais. Then the feast begap,
And wine went free as wit, aud music did—
Outdone by merrier laughter :—ounly one )
Nor ate ngr drank, nor spoke nor smile.d; but gazell
On the pale brjde, pale,as her crown ofépearls,
Who sate so cold am] .l;lll aud sad of gheer,
At the bride-feast. * T
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But of a truth, Torel
Read the thoughts right that held her eyelids down;
And knew her loyal to her memories. '
Then to a little page who bore the wine, ‘
He spake, “Go! tell thy lady thus from me:
In mine c;wn' land, if any stranger sit
A wedding‘-guest, the bride, out of her grace,
In token that she knows her guest’s good:\vi]l,
In token 's\he repays it, brims a cup,
Wherefrom he drinking she in turn doth drink:
So is our use.t Thp little page made speetf
- And told the message. Then that lady pale—

Liver a gentle and a courteous heart—

'.l

Lifted her troubled eyes and smiled consent

On the swart stranger. By her side, untouched,

Stood the brimmed gold; *Dear this,” she said,
“4nd pray

He hold a Christian lady apt to learn

A kindly Tlerson.”  But Sir Torel loosed

From off his finger—never fvosed before—

‘the ring.she"gave him on the parting day ;

And ere he drank, hehind his veil of beard

Dropped in the cup the rubyy quaffed, and sent.—

Soshe,"with sad smile, set her lips to drink;
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Aund—something jn the Cyprus touching them—
*Glanggd—gazed—the ring !—her ring '—Jove ! how
~ she eyes

The wistful eyes of Torel !—how, heartsure,
Under all guise knowing her lord returncd,
She springs to meet him coming !—tell'iné all
In one gre?.t ery of joy. ) )

, Good Lord! the rout,
'I!}e storm of questions ! sfilled, when .Ior(n spake
1is ‘hame, nnd, known of all, cl‘umed the Bride

Wife

Maugre the wasted feast, and woful groom. .
All hearts save his were light' to see Tovel ;
But Adalieta’s lightest, as she plucked
The bridal-veil away. Something therein—
A lady’s dagger—small, and bright, a.nd.ﬁne--
Clashed out upon the marble. * Wherefore thats ”
Asked Torel ; answered she, “I knew you true;
And T could live, so long as T might wait;
But they—they pressed’me hard! my days of grace
Ended to-pight—and I had ended too,” | .
Faithful to degth, if so,thou:ha,dsh not come.’

» d
—_—
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“ God quit all gentle lovers,” sighed she,

“ And give them grace for their constancy, |
For, dost thou not, from Boccace, show
That true-love ever makes true-love 5o ? '
Peace have they now in that changeless, rest
Where he ix gone, whom thou lovest best,
The M aster of poets, whose own worcs prove
It ¢ never ran smooth,’ the ¢ course of love !;
Since this is Stratford, And )"onder wave

Is lilied Avon’s, which girdles his grave ! ”

4
So came we, two of one heart and age

Making our pious pilgrimage!

f

1856,



“Students’ Day” in the Mational .Gallem. »

———
3

OuT of all the hundred fair Madopmas

Sgen in many a rich and distant city—

Sweett Madopnas, with the mother’s bosoms ; -

Sad Ma.aonna.s, with the eyes of pnguish ;

Rapt Madonnas, caught in clouds to heaven .
(Clouds 6f golden, glad, adorifg Angels)—

She of Florence, in the chair,—so perfect !

She that was the  Grand Duke’s ” wealth and glory,
She that makes the picture  of the (.*Oldﬁ.nc J
Ghirlandajo’s, with the cloak and jewgls;

Guido’s Queen, whom men and angels worship
Della Robbia’s best ; and that sweet, Perl:a, T
Seville’s.brighb boast—Mary of Murillp .
(Painted—go they vow—with milk antd roses”); »
Guido Reni's Quadro at, Bologna,, .

Munich’s masterpiece, grim Diirer’s G oddess ;

Yes! and thy brave worI;—Belbrafﬁo miol—
L]



248 “STUDENTS' DAY.”

'Many as the lessons are I owe them,
Thanks and wonder; worship ; grateful memggies,
Oftenest I shall think of Perugino's. .

Do you know it ? Either side a triptych
Stands an arﬁled Archangel—as to guard her—
quuous——-mth great wings, and shinitig armour :
In the middle panel, pure and tender,

Clasping close her hands, w1th adoration

(All the Mother's love—the Mortal's woyship—
In their yearning, in their reverence, pa.inte:i).
: Gazes Mary on the Child. A seraph

Holds Him, smiling, at her knees ; and, smiling,
Looks she down, with spirit humbly-happy,
Full—to heart’s brim—of the Peace of Heaven.
Reverence mingles with the Mother’s passion,
But no touch of sadness, or of doubting.

Far away a river runneth seaward

(Little now--like Truth—like Truth, to widen),
Leads the light across a blub dim country,
Ender peaks—by forests—to the ocean: |

Soft and warm, a pearly sky broods oyer

Where three Winged-Ones, at: the Father’s footstool,
Sing the “ peace gnd good-will ? song to mortals.
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If you ask me why that Perugino
Of the rest can never be forgotten,
Let this serve I learned a lesson by it,
Watchlng one whose light and faithful fingers—
Following teuch by touch her lovely labour—
Caught the Master’s trick, and made, hith .n.mdern.
While she bert above her new Madonna, .
Laid the splendid smalts, and touphed the cnmsons,
Swept the shadows under tﬁe gilt tresses, ’
Smoofhgd the sinless brows, and dwoped the eye-

lids,—

What the Master did, so also doing,—
I bethou.ght me, ¢ True and g?)od the toil is!
Noble thus to double gifts of beauty !
Yet, alas! this ¢ peace and good-will * anthem,—

If the dear Madonna knew what ages—

Slowly following ages—would creep 9’er ;JS, .
And those words be still as wind tha} passes,
Breathipg fragrance from a land we knosv .not,
Sighing music to a tune'we catch not, o
Stirring hgarts, as leaves, i’ the night, a litgle
Shake, and slegp again, a.nd wai$ for sumlight
(Sweet, glad sunlight- 'oh so long a-cqming !),

Would she smile so? I had painted rather*
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(While she listened to those singing Angels)—
Mary, with a sword-blade in her bosom

(Sword that was to pierce her heart, of all hearts !)
I had shown her with deep eyes of trouble.,

Half afraid to credit that Evangel ; .

I had lim.n‘ed her ¢ pondering all those sayings,’
Ald our later agonies foreseeing,

After all our years have heard, ¢ the tidiné;s.’ »

But the Artist, painting bold and largely,
Washing soft %nd clear the broadening colours ;

« With a liberal brush, at skilful working,
Linking lights and shadows on the visage, ‘
Dropped by hazard there, one drop of water !

“ Lo, u tepr!” I thought; ¢ that teaches Dietro !
That is wiser than the Master’s wisdom !

Now the picture’s meaning will be perfect !

For she could not be so calm—Christ’s Mother—
Could sh(; ?ceven though Archangels kept her !
Could ‘s'he ? even though those sang in Heaven !
Knowing, how her worid would roll beyon¢ them,
Twenty centéries past this sacred moyaent,

Out of sound of this angelic singing;

Lodded ‘with the wrongs Christ’s ‘justice rights not,
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Reddened with thg blood Christ’s teachings stanch °
. 1;1013,
Reeking with the tears Christ's pity stays not:
Let the tear shine there! it suits the story !
Tear and smile go wondrous well together !
Seeing that this song was sung by Angels )’
Seeing that the foolish world gainsays it. ¢
That one lustrous drop completes the picturel

You forgot it ! Peter of Pergia! g

Ah'! T did not know an Artist’s wisdbm !
I had still to learn my deepest lesson :
She I watched, with better thotight inspired,
Took some tender colour in her pencil .
(Faint dawn-colour,—blush of rose,—1 marked not}),
Touched the tear, and melted it to bri.ghtn-ess,
Spread it in a heavenly smile all over
Magically made it turn to service ;
Till that tear, charged with its rosy tmtmgq
Deepened the first sweet &nile, and left it lov ehel,

Like the Ma‘ster s work, complete, suflicidnt !

hd .
Then T thought: “Pjetro’s wise Madonna

Was too wise to weep at 1fttle Sorroys ! '
2
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Christ, and She, and Heaven, gnd all the angels
Last ;—’tis sin, and grief, alone which pasges! *
Roses grow of dew, and smiles from weeping!
Sweetest smile is made of saddest tear-drop !
She hath not forgotten we shall suffer,!
In her heurt that sword—to the heft—is planted,
But bey.ond the years, she sees Time over;
Past 'the Calvary she counts ‘the mansions.
Dear Madonna !—wisd to be so happy ! v
Should ‘you weep, because we have ngt listened ?

We shall lasten ! and His Mother knows ‘it! »

This is why—of tnany rare Madonnas—
Mogt of all I think on Perugino’s;
I who l{now s0 many more and love them !
This is why I thank my gentle artist,
She who muéht me that, a student’s wisdom !

1868, |



The Tknight's Tomb at Swanscombe
»  Cburch.

®
. °

WHERE, through western windows, dfth—
Gold and rose—the stnset’s ]igﬁi,
‘With his dame, in marble, lieth
Andrew Weldon. armé® Knight:
Side by side, the legend sayeth,
These two lived and died :
Seemeth it most fair and fit
To rest so, side by side.
Nothing here, above or under, ‘
Of fanatic gloom'e
No fool’s fear of death’s deep wonddr
Sp01ls thelr simple tomb .
Seemeth the sculpfor cirved it
Only for to show *
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c THE KNIGHT'S TOMB.

What the Lady and the Kmight were
Now they are not so. '

Silvery twitters of swift swallows
«Leach them, flashing by ; )
Shr.dows of the spear-leaved sallows

« On their foreheads lie,

Shadows of the, flickering sallows,
Of the fragrant limes,

Wavi'ég to-day as green and gay

As in thelr vanished times.

Fair, be sure, was this great lady,
' Eyes, I guess, whose blue,
Cold and calm, but beaming steady,
"'ender shone and true.
Certes ! of a noble presence,
* Dutiful and staid,
‘, Worthinesse was glnd before her,

Waorthlessnesse dismayed.

.

Read beneath, in golden letters

Proudly written down,
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vames of all her “ sonnes and daughteres!”
o fach a matron-crown :
Deftly carved in ruff and wimple,
Kneeling figures show
Small heads over smaller, rising

In a solemn row.

These her triumphs : sterner foken
Chronicles her f‘ord r
* Heangs apove him, grim and broken
(llded helm,—and sword ;, /

Sometimes, when with choir and organ

o

Al the still air swings,®
Red with the rust, and grey with the dust,

Low rattles the blade, and rings.

Time was, Knight, that tiny trel:].e
Should have stirred thy soul .

More than drums and trumpets rebel,
B;'n.ying after Noll®:

No more fight, now !—nay, nor tlight, now !
The ;'est which thou hast given

In chancel-shade togyon 'éood blads
God gives thy soul Tn Ieaven,
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Somewhere on this summer morning
In this English isle,

Gleams a cheek whose soft adorning,

Lady ! wears thy smile!

Some one in the Realm, whose fathers

" Suffered much and long,

O:ves that sword and its good Lord
Thanks for a righted wrong. l

Therefore for that maiden pray I
Déne! God ‘thee assoil!

Therefore for that freeman say I
Knight! G'od quit thy toil!

And for all Christian men—and me—

. Grace from the gracious Lord

To write our name with no more shame,

And sheathe as clean a sword,

Juner1857.



Hlla Mano Della Ma Damta,

——

LisTEN! poets, loying-learted,
Here abiding—hence departed :,

* Yo who ranged the realms ajbve
Seeking symbols of your love ;
Provence bards and Persian Saadis
Eloquently lauding ladies;
Frauenlob—the Minncsinger *

Mourned of maidens—and that Bringe:

Of delight to camp and grbve, e

Camoens, the Lord of love;*

Praise as proudly as ye list;

All the honeygd lips ye kissed':

Vaunt your true loves’ violet eyes

Vow them bluer than the skies; *

Swer no south-wind ever came

0
Sweet and sofeas shc vou name ;
L]
a R
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Nor no lily ever grew

‘White as that which bloomed for you!
Look I fling you down a glove '

In one dear name that I love—
Never hand so fair and fine

As'my lady’s—Katharine.

" Yes! I know it—IFather Homer !
Too long in thy rolls a roamer,
Not“o know how radiant-mighty I
Rose the sea-born Aphrodite ;
Yes! I know the pearly splendour
Of that hand, whose curvings tender,
Silver glinting under gold,
Combed away the sea-foam Lold.
And 1 worship, bending low,
Heré¢’s awful arm of snow ;

'And 6f' mortal boldness shorn
Hail the Rosy-fingered Morn ;

. But those Gods above the thunder
Are for fear and reverent wonder;
She whose gentle hand 1 pr'a.ise

‘Woman is, with woman’s ways,
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And T hald this gage of mine
None a hand—like Katharine.

All the bards that lips have kisse:i
Enter angry on the list,

And the legions that appear,

Mwht move any heart tg fear.

Lo! Athenian Sophocles—

Vigil, too, my fancy sees—

And T sink my spe;r—head bright
As beseemeth younger knight ;

And I kneel, but nof to yield,

For T keep the tented field—
Vowing no such hand was seen
Were Electra twice a Queen,

And Lavinia’s hue as fair |

As ’twas bragged in Latin ajr:
~Nay, nor falter for Sibylla,

Or the careless-8yed Camilla, -
Though her wounded wrist did’ shipe
leest “ jvory, stained with wane
Let them go,.my noble Masteys,
With a sigh for Love’s aiuia.sters,

259
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ALLA MANO DELLA MIA DONNA,

And the challenge—none so fine!
None a hand—like Katharine.

Dante! spirit sad and lone!
Laughing love thou hast not known ;
Weeping love attends on thee,
With its mortal mystery ;

" And thine Angel, Beatrico,

" Aweth with her hand of ice.
Taou, Petrarca! dost thou frown?
La;‘thy latest sonnet down ! '
Set thy shining lance in rest !
For I tilt upon thy breast :
Say’st thou, “like a curving shell,
‘Where the tender pink does dwell,”
Gleamed thy Laura’s milky hand ?
Lo! I read it! and I stand
Firm of foot to make it seem,
"Ewen so my Love’s doth gleam ;
And this geuntle liand of mine
Gave a heart—thus did not thine.
Ah! Dan Chaucer !—art th‘ou he,

Morning star of minstrelsy ?
'
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Eldest of the English choir,
Highest hill—touched first with fire.
Pass! no bow of mine is bent

At the heart where I have leant,
And thy drecam of Marguerite

Was but vision of my Swegt.

Next to thee whek cha.n'lpions come ?
There be valorous poets some—#
Other some whose ‘stee] I scofn

In unknightly hands yborne;

At the last a Minstifel proud
Rideth high amid the crowd,
Knight of Lady Una he,

And I do him courtesy ;

Yet though ¢ whiter than zl‘le snow
Gleamed that noble Dame, I trow,
White as snow and therewi.th parm
Is my Lady’s 18ving arm ;

And not golden Oriana,

Nor maid Amoret’s high manger,
Wa,v‘ed a hapgl as White and fine
As the hind of Katharing.
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Com’st thou, Tasso, with thy crew,
Eastern-aired Armida too ? .
Oh! a lustrous lady she,

% Beautiful, exceedingly ;”

But her Asian soul I doubt,
Looking from those large eyes out;
And her white wrist plays a part,
Beating not as beats her heart. o
Hence, Enchanttess! hence, too, thou
Mistress of the southern brow ;,
Though thou Be'st Boceaccio's best,
“ Boccea bacciata” hath no zest !
After thee there floats another

Like as sister of one mother,
Ariosto’s Angelique,—

Hide her hand, and hide her cheek!
Let a nobler Dame have life

Led by nobler knight to strife—
High born, great, and graceful too,
All thy loving songs were true;
Swear, Lord Surrey, stoutly swear,
Was never woman half so fair !
And I will swear that (}eral;line
Had no such hand as Katharine.



.
ALLA MANO DELLA MIA DONNA,

.
Nay! high poets, let it be
Thine to thee, and mine to me;
“For I see th’ accepted King
Of all earthly minstrelling
Qrowned with homely Avon lilies,
As his regal way and will is. ¢ *
Mighty Master! hear me speak.:
’i‘hough Queen Cleopatra’s cheek )
Shamed the.rosy°lo£us-dyes,
Apd her hand in Antony’s
" Whiter than dove's miJky wn/g
Lay, a plaything for a King ;
Yet an thon shalt fardon yield,
Thus I leave the foughten field;
All as fair and yet more true .
Than was known to one but vou,
Is that fair frank hand of .nxine.

)
That gave to me Katharine.

.Izm.uary 1850,



The Hymn of the Priestess of Diana,

¢ e —

O, of all maidens Mistress ! Help at need
Of souls unstained and bosoms virginal !
With vervaty and with fragrant gums we feed -
The flame that burned, and burns, and ever shall;
Feed thou the fire that flames with holy thought,
And let the world to thy white shrine be brought.

The altar-light, mounting to find thy face,
Gleams back upon us from the brow divine,
Filling with placid splendour all the place:
Fill so the earth, supremest Goddess mine!
That en, awaking out of fancied light,
May know it, matched with Dian’s noon-time—

night.

O brow, where shame can never come to sit; ]

O cheek of snow, which blash can never melt !
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0 ea:r, that hears io word or wish unfit!
O dyeast, which thought unsainted never felt !
Show thyself, Dian ! unto other eyes
As unto ours, thy deep-sworn votaries.

For we, who round about thine altar gd ‘
Thou Daughter of the Father of the Wor]d!
Know thee divinest ; —1f men kngw thee so,
lhen were the false gods from their temples hurled;
~ -And mprtals, leaving blind and sinfhl yearning,
should scorn false beauty, beauty true dis-

cerning.

Queen of the quiet sky !—the night’s full Moon!
Be moon ! and pierce the darkuess of this cloud,
‘Whereunder wander, in a dreamful swoon,
The fellows of our blood, a w1t1ess crowd .
Send thou the silver ray that hgﬁtens this;
Sh.ow them the path which goes .by good to bliss.

Huntress ¢f noble harts,—high-purposéd Maid !
Whose sandal tied fqr free and fearlegs chase

Is fairer than ;he cestig prc;ud, displayed
By her of Cvnru:'s,—-st‘and in pride of placé
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[}

Before the eyes of men, and lead them on r
«  To hunt beside thee, turning off for none. ,
Ah, bliss! beside thee—by thee—in thy spirit—
The chase of life along the years to lead, .
Conqueril;g desire by high desire to merit
~The joy of joys, the love of loves, the meed
Of antold grace, waiting th’ unshaken fuith
Firm held through 1ife, in full repose on death,
\ , o
For Thou, of all the gods, hast these to give,—
The kingdom of a calm and equal mind,
The kiss—cold, true—bidding the soul’s life live
To meet caresses, tarrying yet behind,
Bnt past hope tender, like the dreams the moon
Left on the forehead of Endymion.

Jihen ! we speak of things we cannot know,
And knowing, in this presence we were dumb;
But oxr the winds which rotmd thy portal go
« Echoes from Aphrodite’s revels come,
Marring our hymns. High Goddess! make men
see '
Tho « Foam'-B?rn’s ” béauty but a blot to thee.



To a Sleeping Lady..

————

DaRLING! as you lie*therp seeping, withethe holy
S , angels keeping
Walth and ward around your pillo(, shading it
with wings of gold ;
Sentinels whose happy duty §s to guard your grace
and beauty ;
While vou lie there dresming, seeming all your
sweet self, chaste and cold ; ¢
Who would think that the true %treasare of that
casket—beyond measure 3 )
Rich, and fair, and finished—is® not &here the
lovely casket liesg?
That they see the palace-portal set pjar, and the
TImmortal
Gone forth®from its rosy gateway, lockiny satin

lids on eyes?
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" Yet so is it! IFairest woman! and what's there is
but the human , '
Robe and raiment which your spirit wears, to
walk with all the rest,
Regal raiment ! ah, the silky wavelets of that hair!
the miilky
“-Whiteness of the brow! the neck! he soft hands
folded o’er the breast !
As a Queen’s grace seeris to linger in the pearl:
strit\'s which her finger '
Loosens—so thy soul leaves glory on that sleeplng
form of thine ;
But the beautiful still*body is not that which most
I worship,
And your soul, my Pride! my Bride!—is here,

and talline law with mine,

All because at such an hour, Love hath so much
charm and power,

- Life hath $b much deeper knowledge of its march
and mystery,

That—so soon as I invite jt—coy no longer, but
delighted A
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. -
Forth thy sweet, and stately spirit comes for fellow-*

', ship with me! ,
And, beside my spirit sitting, thoughts with deep
thoughts interknitting,
Speaking plainly in a silence, clearer, dearer far ,
than speech,
Mine grows all thine inmost bemg, and 1 see the=
“more than seemg— .

. I and thou as one torreﬂler blended, ended, each
in egch,



To Stella.

«

Sweer Soul! sudde'nly ‘mes, utterly loved, ,
At the ﬁr\t glailce of our unlooked-for meeting r
I gaze back on the ways whereby I moved
To this fair fate, my lonely life completing:
I did not seek you, Deat! no vision tender
Bade me expect you on my rayless road!
There was no dreamy dawning of the splendour
Your white light sheds! no morning grey that
showed
Where my Star waited under life’s horizon I—
A, fair, pure, silvery Star! set not again !
Better ro lamp to fix the sailors’ eyes on

Than one bnief beam cast on the cold dark main !

1866



Fnscribed upon a Skull picked up on
tbe Ecropolis at Etbens.

. T £ the skull of Nedjin, a Turk,
* Whosfought at Athens with the Giaour ;
When cannon-balls were hayd at work
Shattering the Parthenon—that hour
A classic fragment took me fair
Under the waist-cloth, and so made
“Ruins” of me. For long years therp
My remnants with the rest have laid.
Scant burial got we from the Gre'ekl
The green fly and the hooded .(;;ow
Helped the hot sun to leave me slegk,
Till, as thou seesf), my pate did grow -
Whitg as new Parian. At the las?
A Britc.m spied e, a..s he passed,,
Roaming the strewed Acropolis, ,
And ]ightly'fa.slfoned mg tg this.
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Drink! if thou wilt ; and, drinking, say
Never did ancient craftsman make
Cyathus, Krater, Patera
Fitter a mighty thirst to slake.
But, call me not a thing of the clod !
The Parthenon owned no such plan!
Man made that temple for a God,
God made these temples for a man!

1875. ¢



The Mew Lucian,

[To H.,D. Trai]l, Esq., on the Dedication of his book,.“The

N ew Lucian.”]

—_——

« AT that eternal parting of the w.ays,”
Thou say’st, good Friend! looking to see it come
When hands which cling uncl#sp, arms disembrace,
And lips, that murmured love to lips, are dumb.
Ay! it will come,—the bitter hour i—but bringing
A better life beyond, more subtle-sweet
A higher road to tread, with happier bln(rmg,
And no cross-ways to part familiar feet; !
Smil’st thou, my later Lucian ! knowmg too*well
Hopes under-ache, Faith’s fallacies all sped?'
Yet that which gave thee thy fair gift, o tell
How in Elysmm chat th’ unsilenced Dead
Shall some day whisper; “Ib! the Llfe Immortal'
Enter! for thee wide stpffds the golden portal! ”



Oxford IRevisited,

.
—_—

MOTHEI%! mild Mether! after many yea.rs—'
So ms;.ny that the head I bow turns grey—
Come I dnce more to thee, thinking to say
In what far lands, throué-h what hard hopes and fears,
"Mid how much toil and triumph, joys and tears,
I taught thy teaching ; and, withal, to lay
At thy kind feet such of my wreaths as may
Seem least unworthy. But what grown child dares
Offer thee honours, Fair and Queenly One!
Tower-crowned, and girdled with thy silver
streams.
Mother of eh ! 80 many a better son ?
Let me but list thy solemn voice, which seems
‘. Like Christ’s, raising my dead: and let me be
Rack forr one hour—a Roy—beside thy knee.

r »

. Mayj 1883,
/



H Duet.

———

He'

« Atie—if You knew ! if I dared to discover
. Half that my heart feels to-ddy :

If there were words for so fajthful a lover,
Soft enough, fond enough,—say!

Would you be vexed at my passionate pleading!
Would you believe it was true ? °

How would the beautiful eyes look,2—comceding ?
Rebuking? Oh, Sweet ! if you kuew !”

SEE.

“ How cap I know, when a glance of felen}ing
Stays the ra.sh whisper, half-said ? | .

How can I know wheg,—while I am qonsenting—
¢No' is the senfeno#you dread ?
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Sometimes—1I think I should never believe you,
Sometimes—my thought—is not so; ,
If you say nothing, no answer can grie\;e you,

Only then—what can I know?”



The Altar of Pity.
[From the “ Thebais " of Statias.] *

—_——

. IN the mid-city—to .no migh.ty God
ﬂedlcute—rosta au altar. Pity built
Her gentle seat there, and‘the miserable
Made all its consecration : never lacked
That Altar suppliants ! non& are turned away !
‘Whoso doth ask is heard ; for day and night
The shrine stands open, and the offering
Of woful wail is free. A frugal faith!
No spice-fed flames burn there ! no.costfy Dblood .
Is shed : with tears—salt tears—thesmarble reeks.
No image soars above, no brouze hath ta’ &h
Stamp of the Deity ! 8he loves to dw ell .
Deep in the thoughts,—hid in the aching heart; o
And ever hath she trembling w01sh1ppe1 |
And ever is The spot fhick® with a throng
Sad-faced ; the hdppys@nly kngw it not !



“Epe Cholera in 3taly.

‘
.
[Suggested by a sketch of Sir John Millais, R.A., representing a
skeleton shooting an arrow by night into the habitations of a
fortified town. ] ¢ ‘

———
.

How did it come‘to his mind? the fleshless and
horrible dream—,

Grewsome, cruel, and weird—making the murk more
grim;

Standing stark-naked in bone, which the starlight
sets ail a-gleam—

Sl;ooting his ohot at the town, the little town silent

and dim ?

Baid we not, each to the other, “ Death is an Angel
of Light!”
While our tears as they rolled ga.ve‘ the lie to our

lips ?
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Here's one paints us the thing awful, authentic,
aright— ) .

Tells the Truth straight out, from the skull to the
spiked toe-tips!

)

So, if you_ opened this page an idle thoment; to
soothe, )

,'Madam‘ or Sir!—as r;nay Pe—best close the volume

) ﬁ)r good;

Here's no matter to flatter ‘ﬂesh and blood in their
youth!

Here’s an Artist in earnes?—Death’s picture on

worm-eaten wood !

Bat if you ask what he meant, yon.der the Tuscan
town lies )

Under the curtains of midnight, spang’led with
planet and star, *

All lookms down so calm! so splendid! as if th.e
eyes .

Of numberless” Angels yere *watching our one little
world from afat.



280 THE CHOLERA IN ITALY.

And I hear on the rampart-stones the heel of the
sentinel ring; ' -

And I see him halt and count the chimes of the
midnight bell,

And he listens towards us here ;—*“But ’tis only
the cicalas sing!”

And he shouldérs his musket again, and passes the

word, “All’s well 1”

And away, within those walls, I know there is
pleasure and pain;

(Ah me! the sorrows and joys wherewith one town
may be fraught !)

There's scented smoke from the censers, where the
peop‘re pray in vain,

And a flate from the pharos-lantern to bring the

feluccas t port.

And I seemcto see in the gleam which hangs all
over the town,

Cresset lights of a banquet, and merry torch-bearers

whp go—
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Their jolly feet f%lse with the wine—in laughter up®
cand down,
With rofe-crowns awry on their heads—and cornets

that cheerily blow.

Ah, and ]; kuwow that, beneath the beautiful roof of
the night, !

, Brid#tecouches are spreatl, and lovers at last are
sone,

Who.say, «If God would ‘will that it never more
should be light,

Then stay on the other side, and wait till we wish

for thee, Sun!”

Laughter, and music, and banquets, and roses, and
revelry, !

And prayers in the churches to please the Keeper
of heaven and hell,»

And the .ships with spices and bades ploughi.ng
bravely in from the sea,

And still that sentigel ltoks from the wall and

cries, ©“ All's well
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Doth he not mark, close by, this spectre we mark so
plain,

‘Who blisters the growing grass with the’ bones of
his clattering feet ?

Who makes the still air reek with the fester of live
things siain,

And turns to corpse-light, on his skull, the starlight
holy and sweet; ?

Cannot he hear the Voice—still—small —that comes
with this Thing ?

Drives it, striding aldbng; halts it, elbows and
knees,

Says to the skeleton bowman, “Now fit thy shaft
to the string,

Sheot me a shot at the town; for the hour is come
to these!™”

Cursed Bowmén ! who shoot'st with an arrow dipped
in the pest !
Maker of all! Whose will iz good, though Thou

willest we die !



\,
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It is changed ,it.x that little town from joy at its*
« gayest and best, .
To crambs that curdle the blood, and tortures that
glazd the eye.

The sentmel careless of all, stalks qulet upon the
wall ’
But k¢ pilot has yieldell the helm of Dis vessel
' ,wmh % scream :
At the banquet the guests drop dead; the wor-
shippers—priests, and all,
Fly! ere they chant “ Ambn;”—and that sweet

bridal dream,

Which the lovers dreamed together.——but; half aslecp
—while their lips

Still ]nssed for fear lest a minute frmp foves brief
rapture be took— * .

Is ended ,in this, that one from the armps of the
other slips,

And that oth.er—-chillgd by’ the corpse—turns corpse

. herself, at a 160k,
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* Ah, Thou Lord, Thou God! Who slendest this plésti- .
lent wraith ! )
Giver of lifs, Who hast given the instinct to love
to live, '
- Teach us another lesson—to render it back in faith,
When the 't‘nessenger comes like this, with a ghastly

message to give.

Ah, Thou Lord, Thou God ! our hearts are tb.é.liou'les ‘
in the town : ‘ ,

At the twanging of that black bow, ill fare they
who there do dwell ;

But help our souls tothear, through the darkness
that settles down,

Thy sentirel on the wall, crying always to all,

“All's well!”



Tbe UWlreck of tbe “mortberit, Belle.”

B —

" Fam sight! for a crew
@f Englishmen true,
When homeward their course they hold,
With sails bleached white
By the tropic light,
And sheathing a-glitter like gold ;
Fair sight ! from the rails,
—When the Topman hailg
“Land ho! on the larboard !"—to see *
The green waves leap
At the white cliff’s steep
On the shore of the land of the free ;-
Fsir music they make togethef, .
The cliff and the.climbing fosm;
And it soundsin the bright blue weather

Like the wauderer’s grelcome hoe.
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WRECK OF THE “NORTHERN BELLE." "

But when the east wind howleth,
And the great seas rise and rave,
Another sight
Is that belt of white,
And another sound’s on the wave!
Small welcome for wildered vessel,
‘When the billows, giant and grey,
Break—sworn on the sand
Her keel to strand,
And her ribs on the rocks to lay! -
Oh! the silver gates of your island
Were liker the gates of hell,
In the mist of that winter morning
To the crew of the * Northern Belle.”
We left New York for London,
(And the wind left with us too!)
We thrashed our way
Thiough Atlantic spray,
And ran the Channel through ;

"Twas three on the morning of Monda;

Wher we let the anchers go
Ten cables, or more,

From Kjugrgate shote,
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To ride put the storm and snow ;
Ten cables from where green meadows,
'And quiet homes could be seen,
" No greater space
» From peril to peace—
But the savage sea betwean !

" Yeta greater space
oTo ys had been grace,
For still as we neared the shore,

The wild white roll of the waves on the shoal
Roared round us more and more ;
Roared out, in a ring around us,
You might see them fore and aft,

On ragged ledge,

And splintered edge,
All mad to dash our craft;
While the weltering rocks,
With their sea-weed locks
Awash in the whirling froth,

Si&ood up like s]:wes

Of the winds and waves,

Waiting to wreak thei} wrat!
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Not yet, brave ship!
For the anchor’s grip
Is fast in the ooze and shell;
The gusts may shake,
And the great surge break,
But the iron holds her well.
_ If & smith could tell,
_ As his sledge-hammey fell,
That each little link should hold
The craft and the crew,
And theirclives’ hope too,
His strokes would be strong and bold !
Ease, ease, mad strain !
Hold, bold, good chain!
‘We freshened the hawse once more;
"Twas ten of the day,
And the vessel lay
Stern oa to the snow-dimmed shore.
' 0
And now from thé town
. They hurry down,
For the cry is “ A Wreck!” « A Wreck 1"
(Ah! under their tread
< Is the firm _green mead,
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"Neath qurs but the slippery deck).
Kind souls! they shout!
Look ! yonder comes out

.A lugger from off the land,

, Brave crew and craft !'—
Ready fore and aft!'— .

Shewill lend us a helping hand:
’Bout S}lin! £0, so'!

She stays,—yes ! no!

Part, port ! ah Heaven ! that sea—
Gione—vessel and men
While the heart beats ten !

Gone,—drowned, for their charity !

Rose from each lip
On shore, and ship,

A cry, a groan, a prayer;
While the nine hearts brave,
Went under the wave,

And their death-cry hung in Air;
No seaman but felt
I'fiS man’s Jeart melt ;.—

But the masts were do’wn‘ere now
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And the raffie and wreck,
Scarce clear of the deck,
Hung, fouling the larboard bow ;
So we shouted at last, '
~ “Clear away that mast
Or else we are ill bested !
(iod take those home'!
‘When-our turn’s come
The dead can bury the dead.”

Thus, 21l that day,
In snow and spray,

For dear life still we toiled ;
And faint and few
The bold words grew

As nearer the breakers boiled ;
And still, like a steed,
Ruined back at speed,

The ship did plunge and rear;
While the burly main
Gtrove on in vain

To crack our cable and gear:
M1l the twilight «zloom,
Like the earth or-the tomb,
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Came oger, and hid the town ;
And the last we conld see,
They were busy a-lee

bmgging the life-boats down.

Ah me! no boat
In that surf could float,
“Xo oarsrr:en cleave ::. way ;
+No eye so bright
As to pierce the night
That on land and water lay :
Oh! leaden dark!
Which left no spark
Of star, in the wild wet sky,
Not one pale ray
To glimmer and say
That God and help were niga.
The timbers racked,
The cables cracked,
Wilder the waters dashed ;
Ease her!—no need!
Tile ship isyfreed !
She drové,—she rose,—she trashed!
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Then settled and fell
The * Northern Belle,”
As one who no more strives;
But the foremast stood,
Good Canada wood,
(VVith nine and twenty lives:
If dreadful the day
As noue could say,
Oh! the niglht was terribler fary™"
As each man clung
To the. shrduds, or hung
Ice-cold, on the icy spar;
And hearts beat slow,
As the hours did go,
, Like a lazily-ticking clock ;
Till we longed to drop
From the dripping top
Nor wait for the last sure shock.

Then, while she did grind,
fWe called to mind

Each one, his own home-place,
New Jersey towas, ')
And Connecticut, downs,
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And the plgasant meadows of maize :
» We thought of brothers,
.And wives and mothers,
With whom we should never be ;
Qf our babies playing,
Or perhaps a prayer saying
:.For. “ daddy,” far off at sea ;
And we said,prayers
“To mingle with theirs,
Andsheld for the daylight still,
Which came a.non,. .
When hope was gone,

As God’s best mercies will.

For, soon as the clouds,
Like great grey shrouds,
Let out the Lazarus-light,
. We looked to land
And saw on thé sand,
Good God! a cheery sight ;—
Seven noble men
(Christ save them, then!)

That would notesee us drpwn.,'

293
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With oars in hand, ,

" And the life-boat manned,

(The life-boat, dragged from the town ;)
And they gave us a cheer '
\.Ne could plainly hear, ,

Wh'ich we answered with aching throat:
Ah then ! dear life! '

To watchdle strife

Letween the storm and the boat.

More strovg and steep
The waves did leap

For every stroke she nade;
As they were bound
To see us drowned,

And would not be gainsayed:
“Now, now! ah now!
Pull how ! pull bow!

,Oh! vonder swells a sea,

She swamps!—no no!
Thasik God, not so!

, She rounds beneath our lee,”

—Thrice with a freight
« Of lives thev fight
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Their waay—stern down and stem—
Then—safe and sound,
On the English ground!

Thanks to the Lord, and them.

Look ye, mates mine!
There be stories fine »
“ OF Greek and Rofan deed ;

oBut when all’s done
There was never one,

Of better heip at need.
‘Which man of our crew,
My messmates true,

But holds his life a gift
From those brave Seven,.
Henceforward, please lleaveu,

To be used with thoughtfal ghuifs!
To be held on earth
For service of worth,

Save when Englishmen cry—end theh
C?me storm, come slaughter,
To be speng liké water

For the sakesof the Kingsgate men
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There are those at home,
When the news is com'e,
Will crowd to hear of the ship,
With great tears rounding,
And glad hearts bounding,
‘Arid blessings a-pant on the lip.
" There are girls there, plenty,
Not come to twenty,
Too shy and deraure to speak,
Real ladies,—would kiss
For love of this, '
Each man of that crew on his cheek :
Ay! count it grand
To touch but a hand
Of the Seven, who staked their lives,
" Lost seamen to save
From a cold sea-grave,

And gend them to sisters and wives.

T'll say one thing
Refore I bring

This plain sea-song to its end,
Such hearts of gald, ‘
More than state-craft old,
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Wwill hel.p all quarrels to mend.
America sent,
* With warm intent,
Your ship for a new-year’s token,
, You give her back
Our lives from wrack, |
Shall such friends ever be broken ?
No! no! they shall stand
*> Hand fast in h:an(.l,
All sis&erly——side by side—
And none ever tell
Of the “ Northern Belle,”

But with flushes and smiles of pride.

Yet more’s to do,—
That first boat’s crew
Tn this verse shall be given, '
That Yankee boys
With a ready voice
May say the list of the Seven,
) The men [ write
Tu the « Mary *White,”
GEORGE‘CASTLE’S boat, did, go—
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JoHN, CasTLE’S brother, ,
GrorGE Fox, another,
" NEp EMPTAGE and JEM ROWE—
Those gallant five
Did save alive '
Our érew from the “Northern Belle,”
With RosErT MILLER

" And WiLLiam HILLER

T have no more to tell.

Hasrings, Jan. 23, 1857,



2 bome Song.

—_—

TrE swallgw is come from his African home
To build on the ?nglish eaves ;o
The Sy&more wears all hi§ glistering spears,
And the Almond rains roseate leaves ;
And—-dea.r Love ! — with thee, .as with bird and
with tree,
"Tis the time of blossom and nest,
Then, what good thing of the bountiful Spring
Shall I liken to thee—the best ?

. [
Over the streamlet the rose-bushes bend

)

And green the buds grow upon every. bopgH,

Clouded with tender green,

’l‘hou.gh a8 yet no roseftint is seen ;

Like those, thou art comé to thy promise of bldom, »
Like theu‘s, thine shunneth the light ;

Break, rose-bud ! —and, let £ longing he;ut know
If the blossom be red or white!
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Up the broad river with swelling s’ails,
A glorious vessel goes,
And not more clear in the soft blue air
Than in the still water she shows !
Dost thou not go with as brave a show,
And, so:)th, with as swelling a state ?
Oh, come into harbour with that thou hear’st,
Dear :ship I—for I eagerly wait, '
Fair ship !-—ah, Kate! none bearcth a freight .
As precious and rich as thine, ’ .
And where's the rose-bush that will burgeon and
blush
With a blossom like thine and mine ?
—Well! vyell l—we do, as the meadow birds too,
Since meadows with gold were dyed,
The hen sii;s at rest in the hidden nest,
And her mia.tg sings glad at her side,

‘

SwaNsCOMBE, April 1857.



Fond Fancies,

———

FOND fancigs, ;past the, telling,
Come oer me—ldly spelling
The mystic meanings dwelling
In what theso Hindoos taught ;
So fast they rise—and faster,
That I bid them over-master
Slow study ;—and far past her
Carry my willing thought !

Carry my thoughts, confessing
Each dear and separate blessi‘pg'r,
(Ah! how beyond expressing,
Except with eyes, sweet wife!)
Eagh help, from Love’s hid heayen, ,
That thy gentle soul has given
, To a soul else gverdriven
" In the eager race of life. ,
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Sweetheart ! how dull beside them
Neems all that would outpride them !
How weak, what may betide them
To bring to fall or fear '
This joy to live together .
In 'ch'angqless summer weather !
No clouds to gloom or gather! «

~No seasons in our year!

Past all weak words the pleasure,
The luxury, the treasure,
Of knowing without measure

Our fondness fully-grown ;
So that love, no more careful,
Nm" fanciful, nor fearful,
Tak'es—}'leart, and eye, and ear-full - -

The love that is its own!

Let go, old legends! sweeter
Than fruit of lotus-eater,
Diviner and completer,,

( Than Circe’s anodyne;
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To lessen sadness sent us,
,And to double gladness lent us,
The true, unpressed, nepenthos

)

Is true love’s honey-wine !

Let go the pride of learning,
The foolishness of spurning
Lifd's life, for large"dis’cerning

5 , Of vain philosophies !
¢ The highest truth lies nearest !”
*Twas a Greek said it, Dearest !
Of sages the sincerest,

Grey old Pheidippides !

And let go that wild battle
‘Which tempts us, with its ra.tt;le‘
To join—Ilike June-mad cattlé,
In sidful strife for placel -
The, sin is not worth sinning ;
The end mocks the beginning ;
, The or:ly prize worti winning ,
*Is purs, without the race b
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Therefore, when fears do fret me,
Whenever wild winds threat me,
I fold my sails and get me

To the harbour of thy breast;
Safe there from outer riot,
lee a bird whom fierce hawks fly at
Esca.ped and brooding quiet .

~‘Down in his huppy nest!’

June 1860.



On a Dead Lady,

.
—_——

I ) hY . y .
Non pud far Morte il doleeviso amaro,

Ma 'l dolce viso dolce pud far Morte.

Death cannot change her face, tender and fair!,

"Tis she who changes eath, and makes him dear.



Lydia.

[From Horace, written to a Danish air.]

——lpem

HE.

As long as T was deur to you, and none—,

Not one, save I— :
Dared lock his arms about your veck, ‘the Stia
Saw no King happier underneath the sky.

SHE.
As long as you loved Lydia more than all,
And Chloe’s face
Had not made Lydia’s nought, men might me call
The happiest girl of all the Roman race.

Hr

- Well! now, that's past ! and Chloe binds my heart
With lute and voice ;

Whom so I love that, if Death’s fatal dart,

Aimnd at her life, struck mine, I should rejoice.
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. SHE.
Ah! yes—'tis past! I love a Thurian boy,
*Who dotes on me ;
And for his dear sake I wonld die with j jor,

Nay, or twice over—were the thing to be

IIE.

:But——lj ust suppose the old love could come back
% s goglasmnew!
That Chloe with her golden hair should pack,

And my heart open all its gates to you !

SHE.
Supposing that—oh ! well '—my Thurian’s dear,
And you—alas !
Are wild as Adria, and more light than air,
Yet, Love! with you life and darl’ Death I'd pass.



‘Gi)e Lost Pleiad,,

A STORY OF THE STARS.
. «

——

AT the noont of a May night,
When the stars are all alight,
And the white moon wanders through the gray;
While softly over all
Sleep’s velvet veil doth fall,
To shield tirad eyes from the day ;—

At such a night’s noon
I watched the stars‘and moon
" Till they #nd I alone did seem to be ;
. Till, in that silver throng
Sorely my soul did lorg ‘

To rove at will, and many wonders see.
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Wherefore I let it large,
,And up fr:)m Earth’s dim marge
It bouhded like a horse with broken rein;
Ffom the Dragon’s flaming crest
To Orion’s star-bound breast
It roamed upon that planet-studged fp]n..in.

*On the broad.ﬂa.nk of the Dear,
*Difbhe flashed ﬁerc? and clear,
‘L.ighting his g..l;lancing eyes and gleaming tusk ;
And the Lion shook his mane,
And the great star-feathered Crane

Was up among his brothers of the dusk.

In the Northern Dull's bright van
I saw dread Aldebaran,
Andromeda’s wild hair I saw a-flame;
By the Lyre’s glittering strir}gs:,
, Down through the Swan's white, wihgs,

Unto a lovely, lonely®light I came;

A cloud of splepdour sent
L]
o Out on the firpamént B}
As ’twere the Yreaph of each.ligl.lt-laden sfar;
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A stream of splendour seen

[ 4

Broad in that sea of sheen,
Like Indian rivers flowing seaward far.

None other orbs did move
In such,sweet show of love;
None ;;hone like those ‘mid the sky companies;
I knew the Slstels Qeven
VVere the lwht-Beflrers of Heavefi,
Whom men do name the tem'fu]. Pleipdes.

On each sphere’s rolling rim

Each held an urn at brim,

* And poured its molten silver down her world ;

I}} which fair gift of light
Its live things took delight,

And she in them :—one orb alone was furled

.

\
‘In,gloom ; nor ray did send,

Save when the Si¥ did bend

Their sisher glances on the lonely One;

Whereat I could descry
A sad, mild Majesty,
Sitsing unlighted on a lightless sun.
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Why she %lone of Seven
, Nor gave nor took in Heaven
Heavel's gift and gladness—Heaven-filling light —
Why the Almighty wrath
S‘ent her that lampless path,
And\ dlmmed her crown among the Queens of Night
. e
T longed, at.ld.sought to Hear ;—
Oh; gather round ahd near,—
‘I-.know that-starless Angel's story through;
It was not all a drea;m, .
It did not wholly seem,—

Listen! I strike low strings! and tell it true.

Ah! Sisters Six, lead my durk star and me, *
For I am Merope—blind Merope,'
And I go shorn of light, who lighted,all’ |
O splendent Sister Stars! gleam on my path,
And show me where it winds among the worlds,
Nor turn your glanees hence, because I sit |
Axd moan upon the'story of my sin;
For I am Merope,»—Dblind Mgrope,—
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Merope,—light-abandoned Merope,
L4

Who stood between God’s lowest and God’s loyé.‘

O thrice twain Sisters! lead my world along.
In the begmnmn' when none was save He,
God ﬂung “from bpth great hands His star-seed forth
Over the endless meadows of the void ;,
Wherem, as in th&'gmm the broad green blade,
Life lay, and life’s ]ugh loves a.nd happy éhds;
And unto each He gave fit numstm?b .
And faithful warder, Some were kings of suns,
And dipped their cressets in the molten gold
That rippled round His throne; and other some
Fed on their borrowed glory, and were glad,

Frail spirits, shunning the full glance of God ;

" Some, w1th the vaporous wreaths they did bestride,

Faded or were illumed ; and some at speed
Rode errant angels, singing thorough space,
Curbing fhe comets to their headlong course ;
And unto some He gave a dentler gift,

Tc: texrd the lower worlds, and shine for them ;
And unto us, his youngest-bogn, the Ea.'rth,

An evér-needing, never-céasing care: .
For chief He charged our Sevep Sister-lights
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Lowax and wane above her, keeping aye

Mid sfation: and at noon and night, and ever,
To listen open-eared, and bear above

Unto His feet its children’s cries and tears,—
For a.ll tears that do fall, fall for God’s ear.

Ai, m' it was our charge—a gracious cha.rge,
Ai, ai! T lost love’s task unlovingly ;

For I'am Merope—lglind Meropb,
Merope,—]mht-abandone@ Merope,

Who stood between God’s lowest and God’s love.

O Sisters Six! I follow plainingly,—
For I am Merope ; and on my brow
God, at the giving of the silver worlds,
Laying His hand, left splendour. None of all,
Sisters ! not one of all your gleaming ba.nd,
Wore whiter glory, or stood nearer Him.
Fizrst of the seven lights I came am} w.ent,
And unto me Electra bent her beams, , .
And Maia bowed her blightness—and ye thtee,
Alcyone,oCelano, Taygeté,
And silver Sterope, next me in place,
Took fire from me, and tended me with love.

I was a perfect Angel of pure Jay, o
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‘Chosen a chief of Planets. Woe is me!

I am a wildered World in well-known paths,
For I am Merope,—rash Merope,— )
She that was great in Heaven become the léast,

' Standing between God’s lowest and God’s love.
‘e

o) Sistb!‘b' lead me with the sound of sopg,
Sweep solemn musid forth from bala.nced Wmn's,
And leave it cloudlike in the ﬂuttered sky,

That I may feel and follo?v. « Ah! my light,

My vanished lovely light! I sate in place

With wakeful eyes, and kept the earth in ken;
And ye around me waited for my word.

Far ‘down below the cone of shadow crept
Whereunder lay Earth’s night, and from its gloom
Prayers, ansl the sound of tears, and other sounds
‘Which unto angel ears are strange, came up

Like smoke fl"OH‘I peaked volcano, and our vans
Fanneqd tﬁem fresh breath to take them on to God.
Sisters ! amid the myriad cries that rose

¥'tom lips that Night’s nepenthe could not, calm,
Came g long prayer for mercy, growing loud

As it waxed hopeless —slie who uttered it,

A sad, stained womap, with a fair fierce cheek,
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Kngeling beside tlic black rim of a river,

Therim. of a bluck river, surging forth )

From a great city's glore into the gloom.

I saw her—and ye saw her, Sisters mine,

Plucklng the mother’s bosom from her babe

Ere the waves took them—one, sta.rved dead of
loye, o

And one of life—both crying ond& heart-cry '

That aSked God's plty in pain’s common tonaue

An{ ye said, « Sister, let it go above;’

But I, who, knowing all thlnors ,.knew her sin,

And what deed stained the raiment of her soul,

Answered, “It goeth not, her grief is just;”

And struck it down the sky. Woe! woe! * her
cry

Fell, and then rose, and grew up from a g}roan

Into a voice,—a voice that struck the St;rs *

And bounded from their brilliant capeé, and rolled

Louder than thundering crash of orb oy orb, ,

Thrilling the Planets, till each Angel knew *

The very goice of God, saying, * ThousStan! *

Thou, Merope ! go earfhwar 2 Ah, my light!

O Sigters, lead my wqrld én while I weep,

For I am Merope,—blind Merope, » . ’
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" Merope,—light-abandoned Merope, .
[}
Who heard unmoved God’s lowest ask His love, ¢

List no more, holy Sisters, list no more!*
Bar the white porch of each unshameéd ear
With doub'le-'folded wing, for I must speak'
Of things tfmt enter not at that high gate,—
The mournful matte! of' a mortal lee,
Wheleto I went —-hence,-.—but I know nof hiw !
Fairer are homes of heaven, yet very fair .,
Thy fields and fountpins were, my pl:ison—house!
Caverns and woods, valleys and veiny brooks;
And thou, too, mountain-cradled Indian stream !
By whose green brim my feet new from the clouds
Touched the hard earth, and stood: in whose great

towrgs

My spirit breathed harsh air of earth,—and lived :
Within the te}ngle of that country’s God
Amid the'Inglian maids I moved as one,
And took the manner of their race and tongue,
Arxd wore their vest and veil, and bore the,name
An earthly father gave, and called his boy
A gentle human boy, loving and brave, ;
My brotker i—Oh, woe | woe ! light me along!
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For'l am Meropg,—shamed Merope,
She'that was made God’s lowest on the earth,
Standiné between God’s lowest and His love.

(0] Stars I—I say not Sisters, saying thn —_
War rose in that our home, spea,rs funfred the

warllse

Where corn brlst]ed before ; an'eld fierce ng
Sought us for slaves and ’men laid down their lives
Thgt othews might live free My brother fought
A-front in all the battles, for thgse hands
Buckled the steel which kept his heart from harm,
And fed his quiver. Sinless human love
Touched me ; and on the battlements by night,"
Gazing unknowingly upon mine own,
I charged Star-Angels to shine fair for -h.im,
And send him favouring beams. At such a time®
The captain of the chariots of the k.ing;r,
Watching our wall, cast eyes of earnesf love ,
On me, and lit my soul’up with a flame  *
‘Whereingall maiden meekness, fear and faith; ¢
Courage to gtrive andspurity to pray,
Ang the last little weaclk 'of glory lost,
Melted as May show melts under thesun,
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" And left a bare bad heart. Oh, hegr me not,
{igh Stars! an evil thing is loveless love,-
Accnrsed of Heav'n; I knew it, and I fell.

Am I not Merope ?—dark Merope, ‘
That .\Ierope'whom God's wrath did cast d?Wl.l,

Standing bgtwecnr God’s lowest and God’s love ?

Sisteré ! lead me‘ilong. The, Planets pale, '
The powers of Heaven are:pale to hear in Heaven .
The story of my shame. (Ait ail light or!
I hurry to the ending. Many an eve,—
O silver Worlds, ye saw it !—we did meet,
And drank the burning cup of Passion dry,
Nor slacked the draught, nor stayed, thoigh we
might see
The dreggy, poispn through the purple wine.
Al a strong thing is Love! strong as a curse
To drag the s;ml. to woe,—strong as a prayer
To lift it to gweet grace! I swore to him
To yield the city open-ga.ted. up
Uhto his ¢hirgsy swords, for pity went,
And faith, and fair thoughts,~-all but hgadlong love,
At his strong breath. My.brother kept the gusrd
I’ the eastern gatp: J took himefood, and tried
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Tha'buckles of his breastplate,—one I loosed,

And drew his battle-knife, and laughingly ,

Struck on the tempered scales, whereat he smiled,

And badé me strike amain : good sooth ! I did,—

Down through the stolen passage past hls heart,

So that hfe left him ere the brx;:ht.blood ca.me,

Then I flyngeback the portals, and let in

A sea of stor my helms,—it sw ep along

()ne liftle breath-time : sopn a rock-like band

\1eg1t—a.nd stayed —and tumed and scattered it,

Ten to a hundred, fighting for the right,

And speared the backs of the fliers, for all fled

Save one; and him, under my wringing hands,

The savage lances stabbed through greave *and
groin :

Then mine eyes swam in blood ; sorge angry gripe

Somewhither haled the reeking corse and me

Past howlmg citizens. Oh, let e end'

Oh! light sad Merope, and let her end le

Merope,—hope-abandonéd Merope,

Who stoog between God’s lowest and @od's love! ¢

AJ,, sapphire-vestedeSisfers! ah, crowned Lights!
Bear with my modn a little; I mugtetall
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' How human life did leave me. It was when
The stream whereby we lived did slowly rise
To flood its reeded banks. I, gaining sight, |
Waking in fetters by the dark stream-side,’
Saw under me the swelling tide, and knew
Cold Death was creeping upward. Oh! I shrieked.
And strain:ad the links that held me to the slime,
And sank soul-striaken on the bloody breast *
Of what I loved,—he la,v t‘here, and on mihe' *
My child, poor fool! I tore him off, and then,
Mad, bleeding, passiuon-p(')isoned, wilzi with woe,
Kneeling beside the dlack rim of the river,—
The rim of the black river, surging forth
From the great city’s alare into the gloom,
I cried aloud to Heaven. The cry came buck,
As I had epm‘ne(l 1t! Yes, I knew it all !
As I Lad spu'rned 1t, sitting on my Star! .
Yes, ves! I knew it all, and one wild space
God’s anger scathed me ; then the kind qmck waves
Lapped o'er my lip and wasued the foul life oub
Aad then, I know not what,—and then I sat,
Dark on my darkling star. Maker of all!
I do adore Thee, Mighty, Mergifal : '
Pitying,all crgatures, Thou didgt pity me,
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Who pitied not; for 1 am Merope,—

A, ai! Light-bearers, I am Merope,
Me;'ope,—Heaven—exiled Merope,

‘Who stood between God’s lowest and God’s love.

B56°



HAmadis of Gaul to Don Quiyote d¢ la
fMancba.

[From the Spanish.]

———

Trot, who didst imitate the mournful manner
Of my most lonely and 'despistd life,

And—Ileaving joy for suffering and strife—

Upon the bare hillside didst pitch thy banner!

Thou, whose unshameéd eyes with tears oft ran o'er—
Salt, dripping tears !—when, giving up all proper

Vessels of use, silver, and tin, and copper,

Thou atest earth's herbs on the earth,—a woful
dinner !

Rest thou content, Sir Knight! Ever and ever—
Or, atz,.the least, while throagh the hemisphe;'es
(GGolden Apollo drives his glittering mares—

Famous and praised shall be thy high endeavour!

Thy land of birth the glory of all nations!

Thy chronicler’s, the crown of reputations !



.The Shadow of the Cross.

{Suggested by the well-known picture of Mr.. Ilolmar®PTIunt, in which
the upHited’form of Christ, resting with extended arms from His
Iabour in the c.s.rpcnber s shop nt Nufweth, throws upon the wall
of the Vargin's houte a figuresof o Cross,]

—

LianT and Shadow! Shadow'and Light!
Twins that were born at the birth of the sun!
One the secret of all things bright;

The secret of all things sombre, one;

One the joy of the radiant day; *®
One the spell of the dolorous night :
One at the dew-fall bearing swaw; .

©ne at the dgy-break, rosy and white : °

Sisterand brother, born of one mother,’
Made of a thought of the Infinite One, o
Made by the wisdem of (od—and none other—
In times whenehe times grere*not beghn.
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One with the morning-star for its gem,
Glad Eosphorus, herald of beams;
One that wears for its diadem

Pale, sad Hesperus, planet of dreams. -

One for the glory and one for the gloom ;

One to show forth and one to shrord;
One for the birth and one for the tomb;

One for the clear sky and one for the cloud.
Sister and brothe-, forqever and ever,

Nowise disparted, and nowhere a-twain ;
Mjysteries no man’s thinking shall sever;

Marvels none can miss, or explain.

Light, which without a shadow shines not !
* Shadow, which shows not unless by light!
(For that which we see to sight combines not,

Excépt by the sides that escape the sight.)
0 1

Is this the parable? this the ending ?
That nothing lives for us, unless with a foil ;
That all things show by cor trast and blendirg,-
Pleasure by Pain, and Rect by Toil ?
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Strength by Weakness, and Gladness by Sorrow

° Hope by Despair, and Peace by Strife;

The Good by the Evil, the Day by the Morrow ;
Love by Hatred, and Death by Life?

Ah.' t;:en I hate you, Shadow '-Sha..do;v'
Ghost and ghoul of the glittering nght'
If the gold of wisglom, the I EfDorado
. Of ATt must be had o this sorrowful sight.
Shadow! we know how lovely and tender
Are the deeds you do with your witcheraft dim ;
What wonderful sorcery tempers the splendour
Of light, in your sisterly play with him ! ’

‘We know what rose-leaf lips would be cold
Without the soft finish of warm l‘mlf-light ;

‘We know what tresses would loge their gold
If you did not gloss it and gild it.n.ri.ght.

‘We kanow how weary the dawns weuld go )
Lackigg the promise of placid eves;

We know how ﬁemely:hhn hours could glow
Without the ceol green dusk, under tite leaves ;
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Yes! and we know how joy would tire,
And gladness turn madness, and life be unﬂgne;
And strength prove weakness, and Hope elxpire,
And Love droop wingless, if change were none.
And, Holie.;t Shudow of God’s great hand !—
. That makest the sleep and the spangled night,—
I know, that by Thee we understand

' , toe
The stars which in silver His glories write.
1
i

And we seem to see that, to eyes like ours,
Dawn by Dusk must usher its state ;

That hearts win hope from the darkest hours,
And Love kisses best with a shudder a. Hate.

But, Shadow ! Shadow! Ghost of the Light!
Be Sadness! be Softness! be solemn Gloom !

Be Death! be Doubt! be the secret of Night!
Besthe spell of Beauty ! but past the tomb.

"liou wendest not with us, accursed Shadow !
That makest a fable of all real things:—
The gold of wisdom, the Wl TPorado
Of att, a Lbappier musing brings.
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f‘" ar off—worlgs off—in the Pleiads seven

‘ Is & Star of the Stars—Alcyoné—

The orb which moves never in all the Heaven,
The centre of all sweet Light we see.
o o . &

And there, thou Shadow of Earth’s paje seeming !
The wigest say no shadow can be,

But Perfect splqndours, lugidly streamlng,
And Life and Light ub intensity.

Then why did the artist show it thus—

The Sorrow of Sorrows personified—
Paintin.g the carpenter’s Son for us

And the Shadow behind of the Crucified ?_
Meek and sweet in the sun He stands,

Drinking the air of His Syrian skies;
Lifting to Heaven toil-wearied hpnds, .

Seeing “ His.Fathgr ” with those enild .e'yes;
Gazin® from trestle and bench and®saw,

To thesKingdom®kept for His rule above.
O Christ, the Lord! wo soe with awe !

Ah! J oseph.’s fon! we logk wtle love?
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Ah! Mary Mother! we watch with moans
Marking that phantom thy sweet eyes see,

That hateful Shudow upon the stones, '
That sign of a coming agony !

Did it happen so dnce in Nazareth ?

Did a Christmas sun show such a sight, -
Making from Life a’ 'spectre of Death,

Mocking our ¢ Light of +the World ” with Light ?
He tells us—this artist—one Christmas-tide,

The sunset painted that ominous Cross ;
The shadows of evening prophesied

The hyssop to Him, and to us the loss.

For, her pang' is the pang of us, every one:
Wherever the Light shines the Shadow is;
‘Where beams a smile must be heard a moan; ,

The anguisk follows the flying bliss.

Yo? crown which the Magi brought to her,”
It mekes a vision of brows that bleed ;
Yon censer of spikenard an< ba#im and myrrh,

It looks on the*wall like a ¢ sponge and reed.”
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And, therefore, long ago was it written—
Ofa Christmas to come in the realms of Light—*
“The curse shall depart and death shall be smitten,
And then there shall be no more night.”

O Christ, our Lord, in that Shadowless Jand,
Be mindfal of these sad shadows which l.iel

Look forth and mark what 8, wolul band
Of glooms attend us acyoss Thy sky!

“ Christmas!” and hear what wars and woe !
“Christmas !” and see what grief o’er all !
Lord Christ! our suns shine out to show
Crosses and thorns on Time’s old wall!
[]
So, if Thou art where that star gleams;
Alcyoné, or higher still, .

Send down one blessed ray which heams
Free of all shadows—for they kill!
* e

1870



Chbrist Blessing Lfttle Children.’
‘ L]
[Suggested by the picture of Rembrandt in the NaSionai Gallery.]

—p—

MaSTER, well done! thy sombre colours stcop,
As what they paint did, to the root of things!
Thy Christ hath eyes, whose weary glances droop,
Marred with much love, and all the ache it brings:
Thy children—soft, albeit, their Syrian grace—
Clasp sunburnt breasts, and drink of milk that cost
Sweat to provide,it; from each mother's face
1s gone the bridal beauty ; lapsed and lost
Bliss from these bondsmen ; yet, how the Divine
Breaks through the clay ! how Trath’s gold gilds
the story! '
How longing for heaven’s light makes eartl.’s gloom
shine !
How lovely, at its lowest, is Ipve’s glory !

We see Him as, He sate in Palestine.
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Lord Christ! these are the little ones that come!
'lhpu spakest “Saffer them ;” yea, Thou didst say,
« Forbid them not, for in my kingdom some
Are like to such {” O Lord! do Angels lay
Small achlng heads on sorrow-laden bosoms ?
Do Thy young angels toil, and starve jud weep?
Ha.rd]y for these will ope life’s morning blossoms
Before their days,bring gnefs, their mgb,tly sleep
Dreams of the Roman wh;p Ah, Master Mild!
Be sonfe greab secretrof Thy kingdom said
To keep the grown man glad asthis male child,
The woman pure as is that tender maid !
They “ see Thy Father's face!” Then, how begu.iled ?

Little sweet sister, standing at His knee]
Small peasant sister! sucking at $hy* thumb,
Touched to that tiny heart with tho mystery,
Glad to be brought, but far too ghy to come
Yes !, tremble, but %teal closer; let it mver .
All of thy head, " that potent piteous hand;
And, moshers! reach your round-eyed babies “oved
To take pheir turst, nought though tley, under-
e stand;
For these thereby are safe, beipg se Teissed ®
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By that Love’s lips which kisses out of heaven';
And we, with little children, but no Christ,

Press near; perchance the blessing may be given

.
From theirs to ours, though we His face have missed.

1872,



On a Cyclamen,

3
PLUCKED AT CANA OF GALILEXB, AND PRESEATED TO A
BRIDE.

-

vaut u Flgwer! but, Dear! it grew

On the green moun'tains-which en-ring
Kana-el-Jelil ; looking to

The village, and the little Spring !

The Love which did those bridals bless
Ever and ever on you shine] ¢
Make happier all your happiness,

And furn its water into wir.le!



The *Twelve Montbs.

§V ——

.

JANUARY.

Ran—hail—sleet—stiow !—Yet! in my East,
This is the time when palm-trees quicken

With flowers, wherefrom the Arabs’ feast

« Of amber dates will thenceforth thicken,

Palms,‘—he ?.nd she,—in sight they grow ;
*  And o'er the desert-sands is wafted,
On light airs of the After-glow,
Thes ggldén dust whence fruit is grafte(}.

¢ Ah, happy trees! who feel no frost
Of winter-time, to chill your gladness;
And grow not close engugh, for cost .
Ofibliss fulfilled, which haightens sadness;
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No gray reality’s alloy

. Your green ideal can diminish!

Yol have love's kiss, in all its joy,
Without love’s lips, which let it finish !

FEBRUARY.

Fair Grecian legend tha.t . Spring, °
Selking sweet tale for sunnier hours

Fablgd how Enna’y queen did bring
Back from the undérworld her flowers!

‘Whence come ye else, goblets of gold,
‘Which men the yellow crocus call ?
You snow-drops, maiden-meek and cold,

‘What other fingers let you fall 2 !

‘What hand but hers, who, wont to rove
The asphodel in Himers]

'l.‘orn thence By an ‘ingentle love,
Flung not her favourites away 2

,King of dark degth !*on thoughts that r(;am
k]
Thy passion and thy power were spqnt :

335
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When blossom-time is due at home,

Homeward the soul’s strong wings are Lent.

So comes she, with her pleasant wont,
When Spring-time chases Winter cold,
CchHing against his frozen front
Her tiny spears of green and gold.

MARCH.

Welcome, North-wind! from the Norland;
Strike upon our foremost foreland,
Sweep away across the moorland,

Do thy lusty kind !
Thou and we were born together
In th> black Norwegian weather ;
Birds we be of one brave feather,

Welcome, bully wind!

‘Buss us! set our girls’ cheeks glowing ;
* Southyrn blood asks sun for flowing;,
North blood warms when winds are blowing,
Mo=t of all winds, thoun;
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« There's a sea~smack in thy kisses
| ]
' Better than all breezy blisses,
So“we know, our kinsman this is:

Buss us! cheek and brow.

1.{011.ick out thy wild sea-catches,
Bom' thy stormy mad sea-snatches,
What bare magts and battéhed hntdwa

v Thou Last left behind ;
Ring it, till our ears shall ring, too,
How thou mad’st the Frenshman bring-to :
That’s the music Northmen sing to,

J

Burly brother wind!

Go! with train of spray and sea-lirgd,
Fling the milky waves to leewnrd,’
Drive the ragged rain-clonds seaward,
Chase the scudding ships;

To the South-wmd take our greet\ng,
Bid him bnng the bpnntr—hls Sweeting—
Sayewhat glad hearts wait her meting,

. What bright eyes and lips,
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APRIL.

Blossom of the almond-trees,
April's gift to April’s bees,
B‘irt:hda.y ornament of spring,
Klora’s fairesy daughterling !—
Coming when no flow’rets dare
:Trust the €ruel outer ajr;

When the royal ]{Zing-cui) bold '
Will not don his coat of gold ;
And the stardy 'blackthorn spray
Keeps its silver for the May ;—
Coming when no flow'rets would,
Save thy lowly sisterhood

Eg».r]y violets, blue and white,
Dyg,for their love of light.
Almond blossom, sent to teach us
That the spring-days soon will reach us,
Lesr-, with longing over-tried,
We die as the violéts died.
Blossom, clouding all the tree
With thy crimson ’broidery,
Long before a leaf of green

: On the. bravest bough is seen ;
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Ah! wlken wintry winds are swinging
.All thy re& bells into ringing,

With a bee in every bell,

Alfond bloom, we greet thee well !

.
MAY.

Who cares on $he land,to .s'tay,
Wa.s%ir.lg the wealthyof a day?
*'The fapllow fields leave

For the meadows that heave,
And away to the sea—away !

[}
To the meadows far out on the deep,
Whose ploughs are the winds that gweey

The green furrows high,
g gh,

When into the sky
"The silvery foum-bells leap.
At sea!'—my ' bark’—at sea !
Wigh the winds, and the wild clguds and me;
The low shore soon
, Will be dogn-With the moon,
And none oh the waves but wg!,
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Thy wings are abroad, my bil;d!

And the sound of their speed is heard ;
The scud flieth west, ’
And the gull to her nest,

But they lag far behind us, my bird!

White as my‘.true love’s neck
Are the sails that shadow*thy deck;
And thine image wan,
Like the stream-mirrored swan,

Lies dim on thy dancing track.

On! on! with a swoop and a swirl,
High over the clear waves’ curl;
‘U,pder thy prow,
Like’a fairy, now,
Malke the blue water bubble with pearl

Lo! yonder, my lady, the fight!

“Tis the:last of the laud in sight !

Look once—and away !
Bows down in the soray ;
Lizhted. on, by the lamps of the night!
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JUNE.

Lily of J une, pearl-petalled, emerald-leaved !
A sceptre thou, a silver-studded wand

By lusty June, the Lord of Summer, way ed,
To give to blade and bud his eigh cogqmand

Nay' not a sceptrg, but & seatétl Bride, |
. The white Sulbana. of s world of flowers,
C.hosen,!) er all their passion and their pride,

To reign with June, Lady ofsazure hours.

Ah, Vesthl-bosomed! Thon that, all the May,
From maidenly reserve wouldst not depart, '

Till June’s warm wooing won thee to d‘isplay
The golden secret hidden at thygheart :

Lay thy white heart bare to the S.um'mer King!
Brim thy broad chalice for him wit} fresh rain!
Fling to him from thy'milky censers, fling

Finggfragrances, a Bride without a stain 1

Without ?—look, Jnyne !fhy pearly love is smutched !
That which didewake her g;entle, Leautyy slays ;
, .
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Alas! that nothing lovely lasts, if touched

By aught more earnest than a longing gaze.

JULY.

Proud, ‘ol the bosom of the river,
Whi'tze-winged the vessels come and go,

Dropping down,svith ingots to deliver, °
Drifting up stately on the ffow. « s

Mirrored in the sparkli'ng waters under,
Mightily rising to fhe sky,

Kings of the sunshine and the thunder,
Come they and go they, in July,

Quiet, in the reaches of the river,
Blooms the sea-poppy all alone;
Hidden lz;y the marshy sedges ever,
Who knows its golden cup is blown ?
Who ¢ares if*far-distant billows,
Rockin’y the great ships to sea,
Underneath the tassels of the willows
Rocks the sea-poppy and the bee?

¢ ]
Rocks the marsh-blossem with its burden,

Orfly a worker bee at most!
p .
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Working for nothing but the guerdon
0 _
To live on its honey in the frost. .

THe outward-bound ye watch, and the incomer ;
The bee and the blossom none espy !
But these have their portion in the summer,

* In the glad, gold sunshing of J'ulfv.'.
. ¢

AUGUST. .

[Frowg the German. ]

Once, with a landlord wbndrous fine,
A weary guest, I tarried ;
A.golden pippin was his sign,

Upon a green branch carried!

.

Mine host—he was an applg-tree
With whom I took my leisure ;

Fair fruit, and mellowed ju.icil'y,

. [ ]
He ¢ave me from his treasuge.

There came to that same hostgl gay
].?vright guests, in brave adorning ;

A merry feagh th'Eey made all day,
And sang, and slept. till morning.
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1, too, to rest my body laid
[4
On bed of erimson clover;
The landlord with his own broad shade

Carefully spread me over.

I ro=2;—1I called to pay the score,
Mt “No!” He grandly boweth ;

Naw, root and fruit, for evermore.
God bless him,' whjle hé groweth ]

SEI’TE;\'L[BER.

The harvest-moon stands on the s,
Her golden rim’s adrip;

She lights the sheaves on many a lea,
Tha sails on many a ship;

Glitter, sweet Queen ! upon the spray,
And glimmer on the heather ;

Right fair hy ray to gild the way

* Whete lovers walk together.

The red,wheat rustles, and the vines
, Are purple to the foot ; ,

And true-love, waiting pgtient, wins
Its blegsed time of fruit ;



THE TWELVE MONTHS. . 345

Lamp of all lovers, Lady-moon !
[ ]
Light these ripe lips together
Which reap alone a harvest sown

Long ere September weather.

OCTOBER.

A bold branette she is, radidnt with mirth,
OWho comes a-trlppmg over corn-fields cropped ;
Frults and blown rodes, from her full arms
dropped,
Carpet hey feet along the gladdened earth ;

Around her brow glitters a careless crown
Of bronztd oak, and apple-leaves, and vine ;
And russet-nuts and country berries twine

About her gleaming shoulders and locse gown.

Like grapes at vintage, where the ripe wine glows,
Glows so her sweet cheek, summer-touched sbut
fair
And, like grape—tsndry,ls, all her wealth of bair,
G(:ld on a groupd of brown, nods as she goes:
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+* Grapes too, a-spirt, her brimming fingers bear,
¢
. . . .
A dainty winepress, pouring wet and warm
The crimson river over wrist and arm,

And on her lips—adding no crimson there!"

Ah! goldeq‘l auturtn heurs—fly not so fast !.

Let the sweet Lady long with us delay ; *

The su;:aset, makes 'thq sun so Wivshed-for,—stay!
Of three fair sisters—loveliest and the last !

But after laughter ever follows grief,
And Pleasure’s sunshine brings its shadow Pain ;
Even now begins the dreary time again:

The first dull patter of the first dead leaf.

NOVEMBER.

Come ! ip thy veil of ashen cloud

With mists around thee', like a shroud,
And wandace coloured with no light «
Of sun or moon, by day or night ; ,

T would not see thee glad and gay,

Darlt month! that called my Love away!
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I would not see thee otherwise,
, Gray month! that hast the dying eyes;
Cold month ! that com’st with icy hands
Chaining the waters and the lands!
So didst thou chill two hearts at play,
Da.rk month ! that called my Lme gway !
And yet, I Lgow, behind®thy mists :
The bright Sun shines, Love's star subsists !
Ifewe could lift thy .veﬂ. may be,

Thy hidden face were goad to see!
Come as thou wilt—I say not nay,

Dafk month! that called my Love away !

November 1805.

DECEMBER.

In fret-work of frost and spangle :)f snow
Unto his end the year doth wend ; A
And sadly fox' some the days did go,
Andvglad for some were beginniry and end 1%
But—sad or glad—grieve not for his degth,

» Mournfully courting’.your measures of breath,
You, that, })'efcre.the stars begany
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Were seed of woman and promise of man,
You who are older than Aldeba:ra,n !

It was but a ring round about the Sun,

One passing dance of the planets done

One step of the Infinite Minuet

Whl(‘h the great worlds pace, to a music set
By Life immortal and Love divine;
Whgreof is strtick, in your } threescore and ten,
One chord of the harmony, fair and fine,

Of that which ma.ket‘h us women and 1aen! .
In fret-work ofifrost and spangle of snow,
Sad or glad—Ilet the old year go!



In Westhunster Ebbey.

e

SHE. '

'oUNDER the marble’s mﬂ'L-whlte satin,
W1th cherubim, sera,phlm, trumpets of Fame,
And stately scrolls of 1mpenal Latin
Blazoping proudly each deathless name;

I think I could rest in a well-pleased slumber;
I think my flesh would be fain of tle grave
If I might be of this glorified nulﬂbe;',
And such a tomb, such epitaphs, have!

JHE.

Oh, eagily lulled! and comforted lightly!
IfI mlght chooss, I would have them gwe
To the qulck flames, btu'mng clear and brwhtly,
Whatever is'left: of me, after I live.
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' Or else, in the kind great arms of the sea—
* Which nothing can cumber, and nothmg stam—

Lay it and leave it. So might I be
Safe back with the winds and the waters‘again !

SHE.

At least bonfess *twere & record eplendiq
To lie, like Philips, with lovely verse

Sounding the triumph of life well ended,
Tenderly wreathing the minstrel’s hearse:

€

Was it not grand to win such sweet riddance ?
« Master! peaceful hereunder recline ! ”

To be laid fu earth with that gentle biddance?
< Till Angels ‘wake thee with songs like thine !

"

He.

Fgir is'the vegse; but, I think the Master ,
Wm}ld rather live on a choral lip;
Would liever some warm ]}éart.,beat the faster

For musical,joy and fellowship, ’
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Ta gnthems rolling—solemn and certain—
Or‘ma.drigals.left us to play and to sing;
Than hdve Angels set to draw Death’s curtain,
And 1Auds as loud as the praise of a King.

SHE.

Wzall! tell me theps was .there e;v;er graven ’

s, A farewell softer to spitit fled

THan Franklin kears in this quiet haven
Where moor the fleets of our-mighty Dead ?

Cenotaph ? Yes!—but the beautiful message! »
Where is one like it? ¢ Great Sailor-Soul !
Sailing now on some happier passage, °*

Voyaging hence to no earthly Pole!”

JHE. v

Nay! I have seen what was like it, and better; ,
Far away, on a Syrian hill:
Not one word! not an Atabic letter

Marked where the dead man lay so still ;,
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But round his headstone, for sorrow and story, ..
A long black braid of tresses was tied !

Think how she loved him to give the glory ’
Of her hair! Would you, Dear! if I Had died ?



Htalanta,

—t

GREER Atalanta! girdlec{ ‘high,
Gold-sandalled ;»great majestic Maid!

Her hairsbound back with silver tie,
And in her hand th’ Akrcadion blade

To pierce that suitor who shall choose

Cht;llenge her to the Race—and lose !

And—at her side—Hippomenes ! s
Poised on his foremost foot, w’ith eyes
Burning to win—if Tallas please,—
That course deep-periloustwhose prize
* Is joy or death!, Apples of golfl
His trembling fingers do enfold!

Oh, girls! ’tis English, as *tis Greek ! *

Life is that .courge: train s the soul
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That, girt with health and srength, it sek”
One swifter still, who touches goal |,
First—or, for lack of breath outdone:

Dies gladly, so such race was run! -

‘“ [ ) k3

Yalyscorn hot, if, before your feet

The golden fruits of life should rofl—
Fnth worship, lovmg service sweet-— ‘

To stoop and gra.qp them! So the Soul ,

Runs slower in the Ruce by these,

But wins them, and—Hippomenes.



Life.
.[i‘rom Victo:' Hugo.]

L]

LET us be like the bird, one instant lighted
JUpon a twig that swings;
He feels it yield—but sings on, unaffrighted,

Knowing he hath his wings!



hadrian's Eddress to bis Soul. |

——-

SouL of me! floating, antl flitting, and' fond !
Thou and this body were life-mates together ;
Wilt thou be gone now? And whither ?
Pallid, and naked, and cold, ‘
« Not to laugh, or be glad, as of old !



The BDepthbs of the Swea.
[} o

[0‘1 a.picl’.uw By Mr. Burne Jones, wnth the motto :

—hghes quod totd, mmte petisti
Infclw: n

¢
]

WiiIcH is the one we must p.ity, Master ?
Why is infeliz—the boy, or she
Drawing him down from his barque’s disastgr
To the pebbled floor of her silvery sea ?
With light keen laughter drawing hnn down,
Gleeful to clasp him —her mariner brown— .
Heedless of life-breath, which bubhles upward,
So the fair strong body her dwn may be.

Whogwas the one that longed too padly *
To ha.ve the wish—and is sorry to have ?
JL0 you mean your smlor faced over -g]adly
,The toils of the bltter and tregcherous wave ;
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. The ,depths which charm, the danger whigH,
\ pleases,
The death that tempts man’s spirit, and tea.se.s;
And now he has won it, his prize of daring,

Dragged to the cold sea-maiden’s cave ?

Or was it she, the Mérmzm’s Daughter,—
Half Soft white svoman, half glittering scalesd-
Who, si)orting by starliglt up(;n' the water,
Saw him, and passione&Tand so prevails;
Sent the gale, or the mountainous ‘billow,
To wash him down to the oozy pillow
Where, night and day, she will lull her lover,
"Mid whispering sea-shells, and green sea-
dales?

And she is to f:md—-poor Child of ocean,
His mouth set fast, and his blue eyes dim;
And lips; and li’mbs, and hands sans motion,
And sweei; love dumb in‘the reast of him;
{\nd ker own wild heart will break to know
Men cannot breathe in her Blue below,
Nor mermaidens come to the Plue of his Heaven ;

Is that your moral, my Pamter grim?
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* Say, rather: “terque quaterque felices!”

Fortunate, ®oth of them, winning their will !

If Srou paint the deep grey Nea’s abysses

. Daxe also to plunge to the depths of Ill!

For Peace broods under the rough waves’ riot,

Afd Yeyond dark Death is delightfidl §uiet;

And quce to have loved is good for the Sea-girl,

? And %nce to have died is Retter still! e

oI call ghem ha.ppy—‘yéa, “ ghree and more times,”
She hath Rer Boy; h hath his rest;
And to finish love and life beforetimes
For Sailor and Mermaid is—may be—Dest :
I think she feels, by her subtle laughter,
That to clasp him was good, whatever comes affr,er ;
And what should & weary mariner yw#h for

Better than sleep by Love caressed ?



The Heavenly Secret.

¢ ——

“ SomEnins,” sighednLalacrL, “in hours of sadnesé,
A sudden pleasure shmes'upon the sotil .
The heart beats quick to half- heard notes of prln.dneés,

And from the dark mind all its ‘clonds unroll:
How is this, Poet? You, who know things hidden !
‘Whence sounds that under-song of soft gontent ?
What brings such peace, unlooked-for and unbidden ?

Say, now! O, is it truth or accident ?”

“ Dear Maid,” I s‘aid! “wisely you ask a poet,
For there’s iy answer, on your upper lip: :
The Talmue. write§: that dimple—as you show it—
Between the rosy mouth antl nofe’s tip,
Wag stamped by God’s own hand, the day He made us,
When unto ea.ch He whispered “ All goeth well 1”7
But pressed His finger on ou'r hps and 1a.1d us
Under His secet not to Lnow—nor tell!



An EHdfeu,

———

Inpia farewell! I shall no see.aga.in e
1 T-hy. shining shores, thy peoples of the Sun
Gentlg, goft-mahnered, by a kind word *won
"To such quick kindn®ss! O'er the Arab main
Our ﬂ;ing flag .streax.ns back; and backwards stream
My thoughts to those fair o'pen fields 1 love,
City z.md village, maidan, jungle, grove,
The temples and the rivers! Mnust it seeny
Too great for one man’s heart to say it holds *
So many many Indian sisters dear, o
So many Indian brothers? thaf it folds
, Lakhs of true friends in parting? Nay! but there
Lingers my heart, leave-taking : and jt roves
From hut to hygt whjspering “he k#tows, and loves!”
Good-bye! Good-night! Sweet may your slumbers be,
Gunga’ ! and Kadi! and Sariswatil®
L]

March 5, 1886,
S.8. Siam. *



Jeanne.

€
[From Victor Hugo.]

.

JEANNE, in the dark room, h;md'dry bread for'flintx.eslv,'

Guilty of something wrong’; and I'rthe sinner—

Crept up to see that ;;risoner in her cell,

And slipped—on the sly—some comfits, to her.
Well !

Aga'inst the laws, I own! Those, who with e

Support the d(}er‘of society,

Weve furious! Vainly murmured little Jeanne,

¢ Indeed, indeed, I never will again

Rub my nosa with‘my thumb! I won’t make pussy

Scratch me!” they only criede* The naughty ht;qsy!

She knows how weak you are, and wanting sense,

And sees you only laugh at grave offence:

Governnient is not possible ! « All day

. . !
Order is troubled, influence ‘slips away,
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«No rules, no regulations ! nonght can mend hgr;
You ruin every.thing 1" Then I—the offender—
I hal.ng"my head, and say, © There’s no excuse !

I know* err; I know by such abuse,

Such wrong indulgence, aations ¢ go to pot;’
Put’ne *apon dry bread !” « Why sliorfld we not ?
We will! you merit it!” But my small maid
Flom her dark corner looking enafraid

Wu;h eye Rivine" fo seey full of a senso

(’f settled Justlce, in tJJen' innocence,

Whlspered for o to hear, « Well, if they do,

I shall bring comfits, Grandpapa, to you.”



B Farvewell,

[Fuxn the French.]

To four-score years my years have come ;
At such an age to shuffle home
Full time it seems to be:
So now, without regret, I go,
Gaily yny packing-up I do;

) .
Bonsoir, la Compagnie!

Wheén no more in this world I dwell

Where I shall live I can’t (nite tell ;
Dear God ! be that with Thee !

Thou wilt ordain nothing save right,

Why should I feel thén grief or fright ?

Bonsoi¢, la Compagnie!
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Of pleasant days I had my share; ,

For fove and fame no more I care ;
Good sooth, they weary me!

A gentleman, when fit for nought,

Takes leave politely, as he ought :

Bonsoir. 1la Comnacnde!



B Zove=Song of benrf Quatre,

CoME, 18sy Day !
Come quick—] pray—
I am so glad when I ¢hee see!
Because my i“air,
Who is so dear,

Is rosy-red and white like thee.

She lives, I think
"On.heavenly drink
Dawn-dew, which Hebe pours for her;
Ilse—when I sip
At Her soft lip
How smells it of amérosit, ?

She is so fair ‘
None can compare;
And, o, her slenfier whaist divine !
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oer sparkling eyes
Set in the skies

The morning stars would far outshine !

Only to hear

Her voice so glear” —_
o The village gathers in the street ;

And Tiby.rus,'

Grown ome of us,

Leavgs pipihg qn his flute so sweet.

The Graces three,
Where'er she be,

Call all the Loves to flutter nigh ;
And what she’ll say,— ’
Speak when she may,=

Is full of sense and majesty



Jn dhemory of 5. S,

ZETAT. 21,

(Who was a:cidentally dr;\;ned in Loch Maree, Scotland, on the
29th of Augus. 1887).

——

Toc dear to die! too sweet to live, and bear
The griefs which burden all our being here
Too piecious to give up, could Love but stay
The stroke of Fate, and parting pangs delay !
Yet take her-~gince 'tis willed—Angels of Heav'n !
Your Sister-Angel, her so briefly given

To grace and gladden Earth. Ah, wild Scotch Lake !
We will not curse ‘shee, for her gentle sake;
Ah! cruel Water-Nymphs! who d ew her in,
We half forglve, she was so fair to win !

Ab, Rocks and’ Rowan-trees, who saw her dle,
And could not save her! we shall, by and by,
Know the hard secret of a Wwoe like this,
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« And see—clear-eyed—how Sorrow brings to Bliss. ,»
To-day there comes no comfort! None! We wave
Wea..k tands towards that gloom beyond the grave;
We speed vain messages of tender thought
To that new-vanished Spirit; who saith nought !

-Stl(s}fe must know ! must hea.r‘ must,  JEaTD to say

+ All’s well vglth her; that Love and Death, alway,
Are fmends and last pmns digitt, and swifh to heal;
And the T.o¥h’s wmdm «’-sheeb not cold to feel!

5910 spemks! with lrigher hfe made glad and full;
Our ears for Ar.lgels whlspers are too dull!
Have, then, thy early peace, Sophie ! and we—
By this must lightened—ILove's blind agony.



Epispb written for the Same.

¢

DEeaR Maid! the waters, cloging o er thy head, )

Snatched thee from Earth, rfbd't;q opened IIeave'}i;
instead : . '

Sadly we give thee back to God That gave, .

In this faith firm—that He, who walked the wave,

HeH *thy Soul up, when thy sweet Body sank ;

And led thee, loving, to the Blissful Bank.

Pray for us, 5éw-made Angel !—now, thqt we

Sink not beneath the waves of Sorrow’s Sea.



Obscure adartyrs

"'l“he world knows nothing of its greatest men.”

B
-

+ Trey have ne pl;cenn storied page,

No rest in marble shrine;
They are past and gone with their by-gone age,

They died, and ¢ made no sign:”

But work that shall find its wages yet,

And deeds that their world shall not ferget,

Done $or the Love Divine—
There were their triumphs and thege shall be

The crowns of their immortality.

Ah! seek them not where sleep the Dead,
Ye may not find their trace: )
No graven stone is om their bed,

)
No flpwers their slumber gracey
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* But wild and unknown is their silent grave,

‘Tt may be the woods, or the cold sea-wave )
Or & lonely desert-place : )

For they needed no prayers, and no mourning-betl,

Their tomb is the Earth that they served so well.

Y

They healed sick hea:ts till theirs were broken,
And dried sad eyes :111 thelrs lost hg,ht .
We shall know at last by 4 certam toked
How they fought, and felhn‘the fight ;
Salt tears of sorrow unbeheld'
Passionate toils unchronicled
And silent strifes for right—
Apgels shall count them and Earth shall sigh,
That she ,l?ft her best children to battle aud die!

1852



TWiltred H. EHrnold.

——

THE ﬁgst-born of thy ﬁrsb—b&‘n gentle.k. te !
C'omes—a.s we call it « desa % to thee cauled “dead”
—Oh ha'ppy']‘l’v!hg Angel _that his bed
o Mag be by thing. Open for him the gate
Of Home beyond' ; spread wide thy loving arms
To take him—flying upon new-fledged wings—
Safe tokhy breast : and—when, with tenderest things
And soft celestial soothings, Earth’s alarmy
Cease, and his mother’s tears dry on his brow—]
Teach our sweet babe the way t,he,ﬁgels kiss,
And wifsfe God dwells, and all the holy bliss *
Of the unseen Light; and, asl\ in’Heaven thou
.Tha,t there may come a Presence fromthove
To comfort thdse who send thee what they love.

" 1886.



Thes Rhine and the Moselle.

—r——
«

As thé glory of tfl; gun,‘ |
When the dismal night t: don.,

Leaps upward in the summer bme.to_ahine,
So gloriously flows

«  From his cradle in the snows

[
The Kjng of all the River-floods—the Rhine!

.
Asa m?i‘l‘ed and sceptred King
Sweeps onWard triumphing,
With waves of helmets flashing in his line;
As a drinker pest control
With th'e red wine on his soul,
So flashes through his Vintage"s—t}'xe Rhine!

As 8 T :.Gy‘ who would speak
‘What is written on her chee}:,
"

If her heart woull %ivg her tongl'le.the leave to tel! ;
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V'Vho fears, and follows still,
And dares not trust her will,

So foRows all his windings—the Moselle !

Like the silence that is broken
#When thq wished-for word jeepvleen,
And tl'le heart hath a homeYyhere it ma'well ;
¢ o Lile the sense of sudd'(?}bliss,
And thekwt*long loving kiss,
'T}:the.meeting of the Rhine and the Moselle!

Like the two souls that are blended
‘When the loneliness is ended,

The lo;:a]iness each life hath known so well;
Like the sun and moon together "
In a sky of splendid weather

1s the_maariage of the Rhine and the Mosclle!

July 1853.
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