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    GEBIR,

    

    COUNT JULIAN,


    AND


    OTHER POEMS


    BY WALTER SAVAGE LANDOR, ESQ.


    LONDON, 1831

  


  TO

  

  FRANCIS GEORGE HARE, ESQ.


  
    DEAR HARE,


    There are people who speak to many what they wish a single one in particular to hear: I am now speaking to a single one what I wish to be heard by many.

  


  
    It was at your persuasion, and through your attention, that I publisht my Imaginary Conversations; most of which, unless you had animated and excited me, would have remained for ever unfinisht. Accept this volume, which, if it has no other worth, at least enables me to make this acknowledgement of my regard for you.

  


  
    My works have been commended by you frequently. Be assured that your company has given me at least as much pleasure, and a pleasure, I hope, more often to be renewed. If the writings of your friend are ill received by the public, be consoled by having in your own family more persons distinguisht for literature than any other in England. To say nothing of yourself, (for you have some vanity, and I would not tickle it), your two brothers stand high among the ornaments of our Universities. Before them went your father, and your great-grandfather, the Shipleys, Sir W. Jones, and lately Reginald Heber, bishop of Calcutta, the prudent and liberal man, the wise and witty, the convivial and inoffensive, and than whom none ever died more extensively lamented, none more deeply by the friend and the scholar, by the indigent and the afflicted, none with better hopes by all the religious and the good.

  


  
    Believe me,

  


  
    Dear Hare,

  


  
    Yours faithfully,

  


  
    WALTER SAVAGE LANDOR.

  


  
    Florence, January 1, 1827.

  


  PREFACE.


  
    GEBIR was written in my twentieth year. Many parts were first composed in Latin; and I doubted in which language to complete it. I had lost the manuscript: finding it four years after in a box of letters, I reduced it nearly to half, inserting a few verses in some places to give it its proportions. Count Julian is rather a dialogue than a drama, and never was offered to the stage. The Poems on the Dead occupy but little of the reader’s time, and are placed here to gratify my feelings.

  


  
    There are many things in this volume of little weight and value: the only reason why they are collected is, that more, and worse, either written by me in youth, or with equal idleness afterward, may never be raked together by the avarice of venal editors and bankrupt publishers; such as have lately disinterred the rankest garbage of Swift and Dryden, who had already left too much aboveground. It is only the wretchedest of poets that wish all they ever wrote to be remembered: some of the best would be willing to lose the most.
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  GEBIR.

  FIRST BOOK.


  
    I SING the fates of Gebir. He had dwelt


    Among those mountain-caverns which retain


    His labours yet, vast halls and flowing wells,


    Nor have forgotten their old master’s name


    Tho’ severed from his people: here, incens’d


    By meditating on primeval wrongs,


    He blew his battle-horn, at which uprose


    Whole nations; here, ten thousand of most might


    He call’d aloud, and soon Charoba saw


    His dark helm hover o’er the land of Nile.


    What should the virgin do? should royal knees


    Bend suppliant, or defenseless hands engage


    Men of gigantic force, gigantic arms?


    For ’twas reported that nor sword sufficed,


    Nor shield immense nor coat of massive mail,


    But that upon their tow’ring heads they bore


    Each a huge stone, refulgent as the stars.


    This told she Dalica, then cried aloud:


    “If on your bosom laying down my head


    I sobb’d away the sorrows of a child,


    If I have always, and Heav’n knows I have,


    Next to a mother’s held a nurse’s name,


    Succour this one distress, recall those days,


    Love me, tho’ ’twere because you lov’d me then.”


    But whether confident in magic rites


    Or toucht with sexual pride to stand implored,


    Dalica smiled, then spake: “Away those fears.


    Tho’ stronger than the strongest of his kind,


    He falls . . on me devolve that charge; he falls.


    Rather than fly him, stoop thou to allure;


    Nay, journey to his tents: a city stood


    Upon that coast, they say, by Sidad built,


    Whose father Gad built Gadir; on this ground


    Perhaps he sees an ample room for war.


    Persuade him to restore the walls himself


    In honour of his ancestors, persuade . .


    But wherefor this advice? young, unespoused,


    Charoba want persuasions! and a queen!”


    “O Dalica!” the shuddering maid exclamed,


    “Could I encounter that fierce frightful man?


    Could I speak? no, nor sigh!”


    “And canst thou reign?”


    Cried Dalica; “yield empire or comply.”


    Unfixt tho’ seeming fixt, her eyes down-cast,


    The wonted buz and bustle of the court


    From far thro’ sculptur’d galleries met her ear;


    Then lifting up her head, the evening sun


    Pour’d a fresh splendour on her burnisht throne. .


    The fair Charoba, the young queen, complied.


    But Gebir when he heard of her approach


    Laid by his orbed shield, his vizor-helm,


    His buckler and his corset he laid by,


    And bade that none attend him; at his side


    Two faithful dogs that urge the silent course,


    Shaggy, deep-chested, croucht; the crocodile,


    Crying, oft made them raise their flaccid ears


    And push their heads within their master’s hand.


    There was a brightening paleness in his face,


    Such as Diana rising o’er the rocks


    Shower’d on the lonely Latmian; on his brow


    Sorrow there was, yet nought was there severe.


    But when the royal damsel first he saw,


    Faint, hanging on her handmaids, and her knees


    Tottering, as from the motion of the car,


    His eyes looked earnest on her, and those eyes


    Shew’d, if they had not, that they might have lov’d,


    For there was pity in them at that hour.


    With gentle speech, and more with gentle looks,


    He sooth’d her, but lest Pity go beyond


    And crost Ambition lose her lofty aim,


    Bending, he kist her garment, and retired.


    He went, nor slumber’d in the sultry noon


    When viands, couches, generous wines persuade,


    And slumber most refreshes, nor at night,


    When heavy dews are laden with disease,


    And blindness waits not there for lingering age.


    Ere morning dawn’d behind him, he arrived


    At those rich meadows where young Tamar fed


    The royal flocks entrusted to his care.


    Now, said he to himself, will I repose


    At least this burthen on a brother’s breast.


    His brother stood before him. He, amaz’d,


    Rear’d suddenly his head, and thus began:


    “Is it thou, brother! Tamar, is it thou!


    Why, standing on the valley’s utmost verge,


    Lookest thou on that dull and dreary shore


    Where many a league Nile blackens all the sand.


    And why that sadness? when I passed our sheep


    The dew drops were not shaken off the bar,


    Therefor if one be wanting ’tis untold.


    “Yes, one is wanting, nor is that untold,”


    Said Tamar; “and this dull and dreary shore


    Is neither dull nor dreary at all hours.”


    Wheron the tear stole silent down his cheek,


    Silent, but not by Gebir unobserv’d:


    Wondering he gazed awhile, and pitying spake:


    “Let me approach thee; does the morning light


    Scatter this wan suffusion o’er thy brow,


    This faint blue luster under both thine eyes?”


    “O, brother, is this pity or reproach?”


    Cried Tamar, “cruel if it be reproach,


    If pity, O how vain!”


    “Whate’er it be


    That grieves thee, I will pity: thou but speak,


    And I can tell thee, Tamar, pang for pang.”


    “Gebir! then more than brothers are we now!


    Every thing, take my hand, will I confess.


    I neither feed the flock nor watch the fold;


    How can I, lost in love? But, Gebir, why


    That anger which has risen to your cheek?


    Can other men? could you? what, no reply!


    And stil more anger, and stil worse conceal’d!


    Are these your promises, your pity this?”


    “Tamar, I well may pity what I feel . .


    Mark me aright . . I feel for thee . . procede . .


    Relate me all.”


    “Then will I all relate,”


    Said the young shepherd, gladden’d from his heart.


    “Twas evening, tho’ not sunset, and spring-tide


    Level with these green meadows, seem’d stil higher.


    ’Twas pleasant; and I loosen’d from my neck


    The pipe you gave me, and began to play.


    O that I ne’er had learnt the tuneful art!


    It always brings us enemies or love!


    Well, I was playing, when above the waves


    Some swimmer’s head methought I saw ascend;


    I, sitting still, survey’d it, with my pipe


    Awkwardly held before my lips half-closed.


    Gebir! it was a nymph! a nymph divine!


    I cannot wait describing how she came,


    How I was sitting, how she first assum’d


    The sailor; of what happened there remains


    Enough to say, and too much to forget.


    The sweet deceiver stept upon this bank


    Before I was aware; for with surprise


    Moments fly rapid as with love itself.


    Stooping to tune afresh the hoarsen’d reed,


    I heard a rustling, and where that arose


    My glance first lighted on her nimble feet.


    Her feet resembled those long shells explored


    By him who to befriend his steed’s dim sight


    Would blow the pungent powder in the eye.


    Her eyes too! O immortal Gods! her eyes


    Resembled . . what could they resemble? what


    Ever resemble those! E’en her attire


    Was not of wonted woof nor vulgar art:


    Her mantle shew’d the yellow samphire-pod


    Her girdle the dove-colour’d wave serene.


    Shepherd, said she, and will you wrestle now


    And with the sailor’s hardier race engage?


    I was rejoiced to hear it, and contrived


    How to keep up contention; could I fail


    By pressing not too strongly, yet to press?


    Whether a shepherd, as indeed you seem,


    Or whether of the hardier race you boast,


    I am not daunted, no; I will engage.


    But first said she what wager will you lay?


    A sheep I answered add whate’er you will.


    I cannot she replied make that return:


    Our hided vessels in their pitchy round


    Seldom, unless from rapine, hold a sheep.


    But I have sinuous shells of pearly hue


    Within, and they that lustre have imbibed


    In the sun’s palace-porch, where when unyoked


    His chariot-wheel stands midway in the wave:


    Shake one and it awakens, then apply


    Its polisht lips to your attentive ear,


    And it remembers its august abodes,


    And murmurs as the ocean murmurs there.


    And I have others given me by the nymphs,


    Of sweeter sound than any pipe you have.


    But we, by Neptune, for no pipe contend . .


    This time a sheep I win, a pipe the next.


    Now came she forward eager to engage,


    But first her dress, her bosom then survey’d,


    And heav’d it, doubting if she could deceive.


    Her bosom seem’d, inclos’d in haze like heav’n,


    To baffle touch, and rose forth undefined:


    Above her knees she drew the robe succinct,


    Above her breast, and just below her arms.


    This will preserve my breath when tightly bound,


    If struggle and equal strength should so constrain.


    Thus, pulling hard to fasten it, she spake,


    And, rushing at me, closed: I thrill’d throughout


    And seem’d to lessen and shrink up with cold.


    Again with violent impulse gushed my blood,


    And hearing nought external, thus absorb’d,


    I heard it, rushing thro’ each turbid vein,


    Shake my unsteady swimming sight in air.


    Yet with unyielding though uncertain arms


    I clung around her neck; the vest beneath


    Rustled against our slippery limbs entwined:


    Often mine springing with eluded force


    Started aside, and trembled til replaced:


    And when I most succeded, as I thought,


    My bosom and my throat felt so comprest


    That life was almost quivering on my lips,


    Yet nothing was there painful! these are signs


    Of secret arts and not of human might . .


    What arts I cannot tell . . I only know


    My eyes grew dizzy, and my strength decay’d.


    I was indeed o’ercome! with what regret,


    And more, with what confusion, when I reached


    The fold, and yielding up the sheep, she cried:


    This pays a shepherd to a conquering maid.


    She smil’d, and more of pleasure than disdain


    Was in her dimpled chin and liberal lip.


    And eyes that languisht, lengthening, just like love.


    She went away; I on the wicker gate


    Leant, and could follow with my eyes alone.


    The sheep she carried easy as a cloak;


    But when I heard its bleating, as I did,


    And saw, she hastening on, its hinder feet


    Struggle, and from her snowy shoulder slip . .


    One shoulder its poor efforts had unveil’d . .


    Then all my passions mingling fell in tears;


    Restless then ran I to the highest ground


    To watch her . . she was gone . . gone down the tide . .


    And the long moon beam on the hard wet sand


    Lay like a jasper column half-uprear’d.”


    “But, Tamar! tell me, will she not return?”


    “She will return, yet not before the moon


    Again is at the full; she promis’d this,


    Tho’ when she promis’d I could not reply.”


    “By all the Gods I pity thee! go on . .


    Fear not my anger, look not on my shame;


    For when a lover only hears of love


    He finds his folly out, and is ashamed.


    Away with watchful nights and lonely days,


    Contempt of earth and aspect up to heaven,


    With contemplation, with humility,


    A tatter’d cloak that pride wears when deform’d,


    Away with all that hides me from myself,


    Parts me from others, whispers I am wise . .


    From our own wisdom less is to be reapt


    Than from the barest folly of our friend.


    Tamar! thy pastures, large and rich, afford


    Flowers to thy bees and herbage to thy sheep,


    But, battened on too much, the poorest croft


    Of thy poor neighbour yields what thine denies.”


    They hastened to the camp, and Gebir there


    Resolved his native country to forgo,


    And ordered, from those ruins to the right


    They forthwith raise a city: Tamar heard


    With wonder, tho’ in passing ’twas half-told,


    His brother’s love, and sigh’d upon his own.

  


  
    *
  


  
    ________


    Along the Mediterranean the tides are sensible of hardly any variation. The coasts of Egypt are so flat, and the water so nearly on a level with ’em, that Tamar may be supposed to fancy it arising from spring-tide. Those who have ever from a low and even country looked upon the sea, will have observed that it seemed higher than the ground where they stood.{back}

  


  GEBIR.

  SECOND BOOK.


  
    THE Gadite men the royal charge obey.


    Now fragments weigh’d up from th’ uneven streets


    Leave the ground black beneath; again the sun


    Shines into what were porches, and on steps


    Once warm with frequentation . . clients, friends,


    All morning, satchel’d idlers all mid-day,


    Lying half-up and languid tho’ at games.


    Some raise the painted pavement, some on wheels


    Draw slow its laminous length, some intersperse


    Salt waters thro’ the sordid heaps, and seize


    The flowers and figures starting fresh to view.


    Others rub hard large masses, and essay


    To polish into white what they misdeem


    The growing green of many trackless years.


    Far off at intervals the ax resounds


    With regular strong stroke, and nearer home


    Dull falls the mallet with long labour fringed.


    Here arches are discover’d, there huge beams


    Resist the hatchet, but in fresher air


    Soon drop away: there spreads a marble squared


    And smoothen’d; some high pillar for its base


    Chose it, which now lies ruin’d in the dust.


    Clearing the soil at bottom, they espy


    A crevice: they, intent on treasure, strive


    Strenuous, and groan, to move it: one exclames


    “I hear the rusty metal grate; it moves!”


    Now, overturning it, backward they start,


    And stop again, and see a serpent pant,


    See his throat thicken, and the crisped scales


    Rise ruffled, while upon the middle fold


    He keeps his wary head and blinking eye,


    Curling more close and crouching ere he strike.


    Go mighty men, invade far cities, go . .


    And be such treasure portions to your heirs.


    Six days they labour’d: on the seventh day


    Returning, all their labours were destroyed.


    ’Twas not by mortal hand, or from their tents


    ’Twere visible; for these were now removed


    Above, where neither noxious mist ascends


    Nor the way wearies ere the work begin.


    There Gebir, pierced with sorrow, spake these words:


    “Ye men of Gades, armed with brazen shields,


    And ye of near Tartessus, where the shore


    Stoops to receive the tribute which all owe


    To Bœtis and his banks for their attire,


    Ye too whom Durius bore on level meads,


    Inherent in your hearts is bravery:


    For earth contains no nation where abounds


    The generous horse and not the warlike man.


    But neither soldier now nor steed avails:


    Nor steed nor soldier can oppose the Gods:


    Nor is there aught above like Jove himself,


    Nor weighs against his purpose, when once fixt,


    Aught but, with supplicating knee, the Prayers.


    Swifter than light are they, and every face,


    Tho’ different, glows with beauty; at the throne


    Of mercy, when clouds shut it from mankind,


    They fall bare-bosom’d, and indignant Jove


    Drops at the soothing sweetness of their voice


    The thunder from his hand: let us arise


    On these high places daily, beat our breast,


    Prostrate ourselves and deprecate his wrath.”


    The people bow’d their bodies and obey’d:


    Nine mornings with white ashes on their heads


    Lamented they their toil each night o’erthrown.


    And now the largest orbit of the year,


    Leaning o’er black Mocattam’s rubied brow,


    Proceeded slow, majestic, and serene,


    Now seem’d not further than the nearest cliff,


    And crimson light struck soft the phosphor wave.


    Then Gebir spake to Tamar in these words:


    “Tamar! I am thy elder and thy king,


    But am thy brother too, nor ever said


    Give me thy secret and become my slave:


    But haste thee not away; I will myself


    Await the nymph, disguised in thy attire.”


    Then starting from attention Tamar cried:


    “Brother! in sacred truth it cannot be!


    My life is yours, my love must be my own:


    O surely he who seeks a second love


    Never felt one, or ’tis not one I feel.”


    But Gebir with complacent smile replied:


    “Go then, fond Tamar, go in happy hour . .


    But ere thou partest ponder in thy breast


    And well bethink thee, lest thou part deceiv’d,


    Will she disclose to thee the mysteries


    Of our calamity? and unconstrain’d?


    When even her love thy strength had to disclose.


    My heart indeed is full, but witness heaven!


    My people, not my passion, fills my heart.”


    “Then let me kiss thy garment” said the youth,


    “And heaven be with thee, and on me thy grace.”


    Him then the monarc thus once more addrest:


    “Be of good courage: hast thou yet forgot


    What chaplets languisht round thy unburnt hair,


    In colour like some tall smooth beechis leaves


    Curl’d by autumnal suns?”


    How flattery


    Excites a pleasant, soothes a painful shame!


    “These” amid stifled blushes Tamar said,


    “Were of the flowering rasberry and vine:


    But ah! the seasons will not wait for love,


    Seek out some other now.”


    They parted here:


    And Gebir bending through the woodlands cull’d


    The creeping vine and viscous rasberry,


    Less green and less compliant than they were;


    And twisted in those mossy tufts that grow


    On brakes of roses when the roses fade:


    And as he passes on, the little hinds


    That shake for bristly herds the foodful bough,


    Wonder, stand still, gaze, and trip satisfied;


    Pleas’d more if chesnut, out of prickly husk


    Shot from the sandal, roll along the glade.


    And thus unnoticed went he, and untired


    Stept up the acclivity; and as he stept,


    And as the garlands nodded o’er his brow,


    Sudden from under a close alder sprang


    Th’ expectant nymph, and seiz’d him unaware.


    He stagger’d at the shock; his feet at once


    Slipt backward from the wither’d grass short-graz’d;


    But striking out one arm, tho’ without aim,


    Then grasping with his other, he enclos’d


    The struggler; she gain’d not one step’s retreat,


    Urging with open hands against his throat


    Intense, now holding in her breath constrain’d,


    Now pushing with quick impulse and by starts,


    Til the dust blackened upon every pore.


    Nearer he drew her and yet nearer, claspt


    Above the knees midway, and now one arm


    Fell, and her other lapsing o’er the neck


    Of Gebir swung against his back incurved,


    The swoln veins glowing deep, and with a groan


    On his broad shoulder fell her face reclined.


    But ah she knew not whom that roseate face


    Cool’d with its breath ambrosial; for she stood


    High on the bank, and often swept and broke


    His chaplets mingled with her loosen’d hair.


    Whether while Tamar tarried came desire,


    And she grown languid loos’d the wings of love,


    Which she before held proudly at her will,


    And nought but Tamar in her soul, and nought


    Where Tamar was that seem’d or fear’d deceit,


    To fraud she yielded what no force had gain’d—


    Or whether Jove in pity to mankind,


    When from his crystal fount the visual orbs


    He fill’d with piercing ether and endued


    With somewhat of omnipotence, ordain’d


    That never two fair forms at once torment


    The human heart and draw it different ways,


    And thus in prowess like a god the chief


    Subdued her strength nor soften’d at her charms—


    The nymph divine, the magic mistress, fail’d.


    Recovering, stil half resting on the turf,


    She look’d up wildly, and could now descry


    The kingly brow, arched lofty for command.


    “Traitor!” said she, undaunted, tho’ amaze


    Threw o’er her varying cheek the air of fear,


    “Thinkest thou thus that with impunity


    Thou hast forsooth deceived me? dar’st thou deem


    Those eyes not hateful that have seen me fall?


    O heaven! soon may they close on my disgrace.


    Merciless man, what! for one sheep estranged


    Hast thou thrown into dungeons and of day


    Amerst thy shepherd? hast thou, while the iron


    Pierced thro’ his tender limbs into his soul,


    By threats, by tortures, torn out that offense,


    And heard him (O could I) avow his love?


    Say, hast thou? cruel, hateful! . . ah my fears!


    I feel them true! speak, tell me, are they true?


    She blending thus entreaty with reproach


    Bent forward, as tho’ falling on her knee


    Whence she had hardly risen, and at this pause


    Shed from her large dark eyes a shower of tears.


    Th’ Iberian King her sorrow thus consoled.


    “Weep no more, heavenly damsel, weep no more:


    Neither by force witheld, or choice estranged


    Thy Tamar lives, and only lives for thee.


    Happy, thrice happy, you! ’tis me alone


    Whom heaven and earth and ocean with one hate


    Conspire on, and throughout each path pursue.


    Whether in waves beneath or skies above


    Thou hast thy habitation, ’tis from heaven,


    From heaven alone, such power, such charms, descend.


    Then oh! discover whence that ruin comes


    Each night upon our city, whence are heard


    Those yells of rapture round our fallen walls:


    In our affliction can the Gods delight,


    Or meet oblation for the Nymphs are tears?”


    He spake, and indignation sank in woe.


    Which she perceiving, pride refresht her heart,


    Hope wreath’d her mouth with smiles, and she exclamed:


    “Neither the Gods afflict you, nor the Nymphs.


    Return me him who won my heart, return


    Him whom my bosom pants for, as the steeds


    In the sun’s chariot for the western wave,


    The Gods will prosper thee, and Tamar prove


    How Nymphs the torments that they cause assuage.


    Promise me this! indeed I think thou hast,


    But ’tis so pleasing, promise it once more.”


    “Once more I promise,” cried the gladdened king,


    “By my right hand and by myself I swear,


    And ocean’s Gods and heaven’s Gods I adjure,


    Thou shalt be Tamar’s, Tamar shall be thine.”


    Then she, regarding him long fixt, replied:


    “I have thy promise, take thou my advice.


    Gebir, this land of Egypt is a land


    Of incantation, demons rule these waves;


    These are against thee, these thy works destroy.


    Where thou hast built thy palace, and hast left


    The seven pillars to remain in front,


    Sacrifice there, and all these rites observe.


    Go, but go early, ere the gladsome Hours


    Strew saffron in the path of rising Morn,


    Ere the bee buzzing o’er flowers fresh disclosed


    Examine where he may the best alight


    Nor scatter off the bloom, ere cold-lipt herds


    Crop the pale herbage round each other’s bed,


    Lead seven bulls well pastur’d and well form’d,


    Their neck unblemisht and their horns unring’d,


    And at each pillar sacrifice thou one.


    Around each base rub thrice the blackening blood,


    And burn the curling shavings of the hoof;


    And of the forehead locks thou also burn:


    The yellow galls, with equal care preserv’d,


    Pour at the seventh statue from the north.”


    He listen’d, and on her his eyes intent


    Perceiv’d her not, and she had disappear’d . .


    So deep he ponder’d her important words.


    And now had morn aris’n and he perform’d


    Almost the whole enjoined him: he had reacht


    The seventh statue, poured the yellow galls,


    The forelock from his left he had releast


    And burnt the curling shavings of the hoof


    Moisten’d with myrrh; when suddenly a flame


    Spired from the fragrant smoke, nor sooner spired


    Down sank the brazen fabric at his feet.


    He started back, gazed, nor could aught but gaze,


    And cold dread stiffen’d up his hair flower-twined;


    Then with a long and tacit step, one arm


    Behind, and every finger wide outspred,


    He look’d and totter’d on a black abyss.


    He thought he sometimes heard a distant voice


    Breathe thro’ the cavern’s mouth, and further on


    Faint murmurs now, now hollow groans reply.


    Therefor suspended he his crook above,


    Dropt it, and heard it rolling step by step:


    He enter’d, and a mingled sound arose


    Like one (when shaken from some temple’s roof


    By zealous hand, they and their fretted nest)


    Of birds that wintering watch in Memnon’s tomb,


    And tell the halcyons when spring first returns.

  


  
    *
  


  
    ________


     The Verde Antico is of this country.{back}

  


  
     Mocattam is a ridge of mountains, the boundary of Egypt. The summits in many places are of a deep-red marble.{back}

  


  GEBIR.

  THIRD BOOK.


  
    O FOR the spirit of that matchless man


    Whom Nature led throughout her whole domain,


    While he embodied breath’d etherial air!


    Tho’ panting in the play-hour of my youth


    I drank of Avon too, a dangerous draught,


    That rous’d within the feverish thirst of song,


    Yet never may I trespass o’er the stream


    Of jealous Acheron, nor alive descend


    The silent and unsearchable abodes


    Of Erebus and Night, nor unchastised


    Lead up long-absent heroes into day.


    When on the pausing theater of earth


    Eve’s shadowy curtain falls, can any man


    Bring back the far-off intercepted hills,


    Grasp the round rock-built turret, or arrest


    The glittering spires that pierce the brow of Heav’n?


    Rather can any with outstripping voice


    The parting Sun’s gigantic strides recall?


    Twice sounded Gebir! twice th’ Iberian king


    Thought it the strong vibration of the brain


    That struck upon his ear; but now descried


    A form, a man, come nearer: as he came


    His unshorn hair grown soft in these abodes


    Waved back, and scatter’d thin and hoary light.


    Living, men called him Aroar, but no more


    In celebration or recording verse


    His name is heard, no more by Arnon’s side


    The well-wall’d city which he rear’d remains.


    Gebir was now undaunted, for the brave


    When they no longer doubt no longer fear,


    And would have spoken, but the shade began.


    “Brave son of Hesperus! no mortal hand


    Has led thee hither, nor without the Gods


    Penetrate thy firm feet the vast profound.


    Thou knowest not that here thy fathers lie,


    The race of Sidad; their’s was loud acclame


    When living, but their pleasure was in war;


    Triumphs and hatred followed: I myself


    Bore, men imagin’d, no inglorious part:


    The Gods thought otherwise, by whose decree


    Depriv’d of life, and more, of death depriv’d,


    I stil hear shrieking thro’ the moonless night


    Their discontented and deserted shades.


    Observe these horrid walls, this ruful waste!


    Here some refresh the vigour of the mind


    With contemplation and cold penitence:


    Nor wonder while thou hearest that the soul


    Thus purified hereafter may ascend


    Surmounting all obstruction, nor ascribe


    The sentence to indulgence; each extreme


    Has tortures for ambition; to dissolve


    In everlasting languour, to resist


    Its impulse, but in vain: to be enclosed


    Within a limit, and that limit fire;


    Sever’d from happiness, from eminence,


    And flying, but hell bars us, from ourselves.


    Yet rather all these torments most endure


    Than solitary pain and sad remorse


    And tow’ring thoughts on their own breast o’erturn’d


    And piercing to the heart: such penitence,


    Such contemplation theirs! thy ancestors


    Bear up against them, nor will they submit


    To conquering Time the asperities of Fate:


    Yet could they but revisit earth once more,


    How gladly would they poverty embrace,


    How labour, even for their deadliest foe!


    It little now avails them to have rais’d


    Beyond the Syrian regions, and beyond


    Phenicia, trophies, tributes, colonies:


    Follow thou me . . mark what it all avails.”


    Him Gebir followed, and a roar confused


    Rose from a river rolling in its bed,


    Not rapid, that would rouse the wretched souls,


    Nor calmly, that might lull them to repose;


    But with dull weary lapses it upheaved


    Billows of bale, heard low, yet heard afar.


    For when hell’s iron portals let out night,


    Often men start and shiver at the sound,


    And lie so silent on the restless couch


    They hear their own hearts beat. Now Gebir breath’d


    Another air, another sky beheld:


    Twilight broods here, lull’d by no nightingale


    Nor waken’d by the shrill lark dewy-winged,


    But glowing with one sullen sunless heat.


    Beneath his foot nor sprouted flower nor herb


    Nor chirpt a grasshopper; above his head


    Phlegethon form’d a firy firmament;


    Part were sulphurous clouds involving, part


    Shining like solid ribs of molten brass;


    For the fierce element which else aspires


    Higher and higher and lessens to the sky,


    Below, Earth’s adamantine arch rebuft.


    Gebir, tho’ now such languour held his limbs,


    Scarce aught admir’d he, yet he this admir’d;


    And thus addrest him then the conscious guide.


    “Beyond that river lie the happy fields;


    From them fly gentle breezes, which when drawn


    Against yon crescent convex, but unite


    Stronger with what they could not overcome.


    Thus they that scatter freshness thro’ the groves


    And meadows of the fortunate, and fill


    With liquid light the marble bowl of Earth,


    And give her blooming health and spritely force,


    Their fire no more diluted, nor its darts


    Blunted by passing thro’ thick myrtle bowers,


    Neither from odours rising half dissolved,


    Point forward Phlegethon’s eternal flame;


    And this horizon is the spacious bow


    Whence each ray reaches to the world above.”


    The hero pausing, Gebir then besought


    What region held his ancestors, what clouds,


    What waters, or what Gods, from his embrace.


    Aroar then sudden, as tho’ rous’d, renew’d.


    “Come thou, if ardour urges thee and force


    Suffices . . mark me, Gebir, I unfold


    No fable to allure thee . . on! behold


    Thy ancestors!” and lo! with horrid gasp


    The panting flame above his head recoil’d,


    And thunder thro’ his heart and life blood throb’d.


    Such sound could human organs once conceive,


    Cold, speechless, palsied, not the soothing voice


    Of friendship or almost of Deity


    Could raise the wretched mortal from the dust;


    Beyond man’s home condition they! with eyes


    Intent, and voice desponding, and unheard


    By Aroar, tho’ he tarried at his side,


    “They know me not,” cried Gebir, “O my sires,


    Ye know me not! they answer not, nor hear.


    How distant are they stil! what sad extent


    Of desolation must we overcome!


    Aroar, what wretch that nearest us? what wretch


    Is that with eyebrows white, and slanting brow?


    Listen! him yonder who bound down supine,


    Shrinks yelling from that sword there engine-hung;


    He too among my ancestors?”


    “O King!


    Iberia bore him, but the breed accurst


    Inclement winds blew blighting from north-east.”


    “He was a warrior then, nor feared the Gods?”


    “Gebir, he feared the Demons, not the Gods;


    Tho’ them indeed his daily face adored,


    And was no warrior, yet the thousand lives


    Squander’d as stones to exercise a sling!


    And the tame cruelty and cold caprice . .


    Oh madness of mankind! addrest, adored!


    O Gebir! what are men, or where are Gods!


    Behold the giant next him, how his feet


    Plunge floundering mid the marshes yellow-flower’d,


    His restless head just reaching to the rocks,


    His bosom tossing with black weeds besmear’d,


    How writhes he ’twixt the continent and ile!


    What tyrant with more insolence e’er claim’d


    Dominion? when from the heart of Usury


    Rose more intense the pale-flamed thirst for gold?


    And call’d forsooth Deliverer! False or fools


    Who praised the dull-ear’d miscreant, or who hoped


    To soothe your folly and disgrace with praise!


    Hearest thou not the harp’s gay simpering air


    And merriment afar? then come, advance;


    And now behold him! mark the wretch accurst


    Who sold his people to a rival king . .


    Self-yoked they stood two ages unredeem’d.”


    “O horror! what pale visage rises there!


    Speak, Aroar! me perhaps mine eyes deceive,


    Inured not, yet methinks they there descry


    Such crimson haze as sometimes drowns the moon.


    What is yon awful sight? why thus appears


    That space between the purple and the crown?”


    “I will relate their stories when we reach


    Our confines” said the guide; “for thou, O king,


    Differing in both from all thy countrymen,


    Seest not their stories and hast seen their fates.


    But while we tarry, lo again the flame


    Riseth, and murmuring hoarse, points straighter, haste!


    ’Tis urgent, we must hence.”


    “Then O adieu!”


    Cried Gebir and groan’d loud, at last a tear


    Burst from his eyes turn’d back, and he exclamed:


    “Am I deluded? O ye powers of hell!


    Suffer me . . O my fathers! . . am I torne” . .


    He spake, and would have spoken more, but flames


    Enwrapt him round and round intense; he turn’d . .


    And stood held breathless in a ghost’s embrace.


    “Gebir, my son, desert me not! I heard


    Thy calling voice, nor fate witheld me more:


    One moment yet remains; enough to know


    Soon will my torments, soon will thine, expire.


    O that I e’er exacted such a vow!


    When dipping in the victim’s blood thy hand,


    First thou withdrew’st it, looking in my face


    Wondering; but when the priest my will explaned,


    Then swarest thou, repeating what he said,


    How against Egypt thou wouldst raise that hand


    And bruise the seed first risen from our line.


    Therefor in death what pangs have I endured!


    Rackt on the firy center of the sun,


    Twelve years I saw the ruin’d world roll round.


    Shudder not . . I have borne it . . I deserved


    My wretched fate . . be better thine . . farewell.”


    “O stay, my father! stay one moment more . .


    Let me return thee that embrace . . ’tis past . .


    Aroar! how could I quit it unreturn’d!


    And now the gulf divides us, and the waves


    Of sulphur bellow thro’ the blue abyss.


    And is he gone for ever! and I come


    In vain?” Then sternly said the guide: “In vain!


    Sayst thou? what wouldst thou more? alas, O prince,


    None come for pastime here! but is it nought


    To turn thy feet from evil? is it nought


    Of pleasure to that shade if they are turn’d?


    For this thou camest hither: he who dares


    To penetrate this darkness, nor regards


    The dangers of the way, shall reascend


    In glory, nor the gates of hell retard


    His steps, nor demon’s nor man’s art prevail.


    Once in each hundred years, and only once,


    Whether by some rotation of the world,


    Or whether will’d so by some pow’r above,


    This flaming arch starts back, each realm descries


    Its opposite, and Bliss from her repose


    Freshens and feels her own security.”


    “Security!” cried out the Gadite king,


    “And feel they not compassion?”


    “Child of Earth,”


    Calmly said Aroar at his guest’s surprise,


    “Some so disfigur’d by habitual crimes,


    Others are so exalted, so refined,


    So permeated by heaven, no trace remains


    Graven on earth: here Justice is supreme;


    Compassion can be but where passions are.


    Here are discover’d those who tortured Law


    To silence or to speech, as pleas’d themselves:


    Here also those who boasted of their zeal


    And lov’d their country for the spoils it gave.


    Hundreds, whose glitt’ring merchandise the lyre


    Dazzled vain wretches drunk with flattery,


    And wafted them in softest airs to Heav’n,


    Doom’d to be stil deceiv’d, here stil attune


    The wonted strings and fondly woo applause:


    Their wish half granted, they retain their own,


    But madden at the mockery of the shades.


    Upon the river’s other side there grow


    Deep olive groves; there other ghosts abide,


    Blest indeed they, but not supremely blest.


    We cannot see beyond, we cannot see


    Aught but our opposite, and here are fates


    How opposite to ours! here some observ’d


    Religious rights, some hospitality:


    Strangers, who from the good old men retired,


    Closed the gate gently, lest from generous use


    Shutting and opening of its own accord,


    It shake unsettled slumbers off their couch:


    Some stopt revenge athirst for slaughter, some


    Sow’d the slow olive for a race unborn.


    These had no wishes, therefor none are crown’d:


    But theirs are tufted banks, theirs umbrage, theirs


    Enough of sunshine to enjoy the shade,


    And breeze enough to lull them to repose.”


    Then Gebir cried: “Illustrious host, procede.


    Bring me among the wonders of a realm


    Admired by all, but like a tale admired.


    We take our children from their cradled sleep,


    And on their fancy from our own impress


    Etherial forms and adulating fates:


    But ere departing for such scenes ourselves


    We seize their hands, we hang upon their neck,


    Our beds cling heavy round us with our tears,


    Agony strives with agony . . Just Gods!


    Wherefor should wretched mortals thus believe,


    Or wherefor should they hesitate to die?”


    Thus while he question’d, all his strength dissolv’d


    Within him, thunder shook his troubled brain,


    He started, and the cavern’s mouth survey’d


    Near, and beyond his people; he arose,


    And bent toward them his bewilder’d way.

  


  
    *
  


  GEBIR.

  FOURTH BOOK.


  
    THE king’s lone road, his visit, his return,


    Were not unknown to Dalica, nor long


    The wondrous tale from royal ears delaid.


    When the young queen had heard who taught the rites


    Her mind was shaken, and what first she asked


    Was, whether the sea-maids were very fair,


    And was it true that even gods were moved


    By female charms beneath the waves profound,


    And joined to them in marriage, and had sons . .


    Who knows but Gebir sprang then from the Gods!


    He that could pity, he that could obey,


    Flatter’d both female youth and princely pride,


    The same ascending from amid the shades


    Shew’d Pow’r in frightful attitude: the queen


    Marks the surpassing prodigy, and strives


    To shake off terrour in her crowded court,


    And wonders why she trembles, nor suspects


    How Fear and Love assume each other’s form,


    By birth and secret compact how allied.


    Vainly (to conscious virgins I appeal)


    Vainly with crouching tigers, prowling wolves


    Rocks, precipices, waves, storms, thunderbolts,


    All his immense inheritance, would Fear


    The simplest heart, should Love refuse, assail:


    Consent . . the maiden’s pillowed ear imbibes


    Constancy, honour, truth, fidelity,


    Beauty and ardent lips and longing arms;


    Then fades in glimmering distance half the scene,


    Then her heart quails and flutters and would fly . .


    ’Tis her beloved! not to her! ye Pow’rs!


    What doubting maid exacts the vow? behold


    Above the myrtles his protesting hand!


    Such ebbs of doubt and swells of jealousy


    Toss the fond bosom in its hour of sleep


    And float around the eyelids and sink thro’.


    Lo! mirror of delight in cloudless days,


    Lo! thy reflexion: ’twas when I exclamed,


    With kisses hurried as if each foresaw


    Their end, and reckon’d on our broken bonds,


    And could at such a price such loss endure:


    “O what to faithful lovers met at morn,


    What half so pleasant as imparted fears!”


    Looking recumbent how Love’s column rose


    Marmoreal, trophied round with golden hair,


    How in the valley of one lip unseen


    He slumber’d, one his unstrung bow imprest.


    Sweet wilderness of soul-entangling charms!


    Led back by Memory, and each blissful maze


    Retracing, me with magic power detain


    Those dimpled cheeks, those temples violet-tinged,


    Those lips of nectar and those eyes of heav’n!


    Charoba, tho’ indeed she never drank


    The liquid pearl, or twined the nodding crown,


    Or when she wanted cool and calm repose


    Dreamt of the crawling asp and grated tomb,


    Was wretched up to royalty: the jibe


    Struck her, most piercing where love pierc’d before,


    From those whose freedom centers in their tongue,


    Handmaidens, pages, courtiers, priests, buffoons.


    Congratulations here, there prophecies,


    Here children, not repining at neglect


    While tumult sweeps them ample room for play,


    Every-where questions answer’d ere begun,


    Every-where crowds, for every-where alarm.


    Thus winter gone, nor spring (tho’ near) arriv’d,


    Urged slanting onward by the bickering breeze


    That issues from beneath Aurora’s car,


    Shudder the sombrous waves; at every beam


    More vivid, more by every breath impell’d,


    Higher and higher up the fretted rocks


    Their turbulent refulgence they display.


    Madness, which like the spiral element


    The more it seizes on the fiercer burns,


    Hurried them blindly forward, and involved


    In flame the senses and in gloom the soul.


    Determin’d to protect the country’s gods


    And asking their protection, they adjure


    Each other to stand forward, and insist


    With zeal, and trample under foot the slow;


    And disregardful of the Sympathies


    Divine, those Sympathies whose delicate hand


    Touching the very eyeball of the heart,


    Awakens it, not wounds it nor inflames,


    Blind wretches! they with desperate embrace


    Hang on the pillar til the temple fall.


    Oft the grave judge alarms religious wealth


    And rouses anger under gentle words.


    Woe to the wiser few who dare to cry


    “People! these men are not your enemies,


    Enquire their errand, and resist when wrong’d.”


    Together childhood, priesthood, womanhood,


    The scribes and elders of the land, exclame


    “Seek they not hidden treasure in the tombs?


    Raising the ruins, levelling the dust,


    Who can declare whose ashes they disturb!


    Build they not fairer cities than our own,


    Extravagant enormous apertures


    For light, and portals larger, open courts


    Where all ascending all are unconfin’d,


    And wider streets in purer air than ours?


    Temples quite plain with equal architraves


    They build, nor bearing gods like ours imbost.


    O profanation! O our ancestors!”


    Tho’ all the vulgar hate a forein face,


    It more offends weak eyes and homely age,


    Dalica most, who thus her aim pursued.


    “My promise, O Charoba, I perform.


    Proclame to gods and men a festival


    Throughout the land, and bid the strangers eat;


    Their anger thus we haply may disarm.”


    “O Dalica,” the grateful queen replied,


    “Nurse of my childhood, soother of my cares,


    Preventer of my wishes, of my thoughts,


    O pardon youth, O pardon royalty!


    If hastily to Dalica I sued,


    Fear might impell me, never could distrust.


    Go then, for wisdom guides thee, take my name,


    Issue what most imports and best beseems,


    And sovranty shall sanction the decree.”


    And now Charoba was alone, her heart


    Grew lighter; she sat down, and she arose,


    She felt voluptuous tenderness, but felt


    That tenderness for Dalica; she prais’d


    Her kind attention, warm solicitude,


    Her wisdom . . for what wisdom pleas’d like her’s!


    She was delighted; should she not behold


    Gebir? she blusht; but she had words to speak,


    She form’d them and reform’d them, with regret


    That there was somewhat lost with every change;


    She could replace them . . what would that avail? . .


    Moved from their order they have lost their charm.


    While thus she strew’d her way with softest words,


    Others grew up before her, but appear’d


    A plenteous rather than perplexing choice:


    She rub’d her palms with pleasure, heav’d a sigh,


    Grew calm again, and thus her thoughts revolv’d.


    “But he descended to the tombs! the thought


    Thrills me, I must avow it, with affright.


    And wherefor? shews he not the more belov’d


    Of heaven? or how ascends he back to day?


    Then has he wrong’d me? could he want a cause


    Who has an army and was bred to reign?


    And yet no reasons against rights he urged,


    He threaten’d not, proclamed not; I approacht,


    He hasten’d on; I spake, he listen’d; wept,


    He pity’d me; he lov’d me, he obey’d;


    He was a conqueror, stil am I a queen.”


    She thus indulged fond fancies, when the sound


    Of timbrels and of cymbals struck her ear,


    And horns and howlings of wild jubilee.


    She fear’d, and listen’d to confirm her fears;


    One breath sufficed, and shook her refluent soul.


    Smiting, with simulated smile constrain’d,


    Her beauteous bosom, “O perfidious man,


    O cruel foe!” she twice and thrice exclamed,


    “O my companions equal-aged! my throne,


    My people! O how wretched to presage


    This day, how tenfold wretched to endure!”


    She ceast, and instantly the palace rang


    With gratulation roaring into rage . .


    ’Twas her own people. “Health to Gebir! health


    To our compatriot subjects! to our queen


    Health and unfaded youth ten thousand years!”


    Then went the victims forward crown’d with flowers,


    Crown’d were tame crocodiles, and boys white-robed


    Guided their creaking crests across the stream.


    In gilded barges went the female train,


    And, hearing others ripple near, undrew


    The veil of sea-green awning: if they found


    Whom they desired, how pleasant was the breeze!


    If not, the frightful water forced a sigh.


    Sweet airs of music ruled the rowing palms,


    Now rose they glistening and aslant reclined,


    Now they descended and with one consent


    Plunging, seem’d swift each other to pursue,


    And now to tremble wearied o’er the wave.


    Beyond and in the suburbs might be seen


    Crowds of all ages: here in triumph passed


    Not without pomp, tho’ raised with rude device,


    The monarch and Charoba; there a throng


    Shone out in sunny whiteness o’er the reeds.


    Nor could luxuriant youth, or lapsing age


    Propt by the corner of the nearest street,


    With aching eyes and tottering knees intent,


    Loose leathery neck and wormlike lip outstretcht,


    Fix long the ken upon one form, so swift


    Thro’ the gay vestures fluttering on the bank,


    And thro’ the bright-eyed waters dancing round,


    Wove they their wanton wiles and disappear’d.


    Meantime, with pomp august and solemn, borne


    On four white camels tinkling plates of gold,


    Heralds before and Ethiop slaves behind,


    Each with the signs of office in his hand,


    Each on his brow the sacred stamp of years,


    The four ambassadors of peace procede.


    Rich carpets bear they, corn and generous wine,


    The Syrian olive’s cheerful gift they bear,


    With stubborn goats that eye the mountain tops


    Askance and riot with reluctant horn,


    And steeds and stately camels in their train.


    The king, who sat before his tent, descried


    The dust rise redden’d from the setting sun:


    Thro’ all the plains below the Gadite men


    Were resting from their labour: some surveyed


    The spacious site ere yet obstructed . . walls


    Already, soon will roofs have interposed;


    Some ate their frugal viands on the steps


    Contented; some, remembering home, prefer


    The cot’s bare rafters o’er the gilded dome,


    And sing, for often sighs too end in song:


    “In smiling meads how sweet the brook’s repose,


    To the rough ocean and red restless sands!


    Where are the woodland voices that increast


    Along the unseen path on festal days,


    When lay the dry and outcast arbutus


    On the fane-step, and the first privet-flowers


    Threw their white light upon the vernal shrine?”


    Some heedless trip along with hasty step


    Whistling, and fix too soon on their abodes:


    Haply and one among them with his spear


    Measures the lintel, if so great its highth


    As will receive him with his helm unlower’d.


    But silence went throughout, e’en thoughts were husht,


    When to full view of navy and of camp


    Now first expanded the bare-headed train.


    Majestic, unpresuming, unappall’d,


    Onward they marched, and neither to the right


    Nor to the left, tho’ there the city stood,


    Turn’d they their sober eyes; and now they reacht


    Within a few steep paces of ascent


    The lone pavilion of the Iberian king:


    He saw them, he awaited them, he rose,


    He hail’d them, “Peace be with you:” they replied


    “King of the western world, be with you peace.”

  


  
    *
  


  
    ________


    Antonius was afraid of poison: Cleopatra, to prove the injustice of his suspicions, and the ease with which the poison might be administered, if such had been her intention, shook it from the crown of flowers upon her head, into a goblet of wine which she presented to him. Before he had raised it to his lips, she represt him, told him it, and establisht his confidence for ever.{back}

  


  GEBIR.

  FIFTH BOOK.


  
    ONCE a fair city, courted then by kings,


    Mistress of nations, throng’d by palaces,


    Raising her head o’er destiny, her face


    Glowing with pleasure and with palms refresht,


    Now pointed at by Wisdom or by Wealth,


    Bereft of beauty, bare of ornaments,


    Stood in the wilderness of woe, Masar.


    Ere far advancing, all appear’d a plain;


    Treacherous and fearful mountains, far advanced.


    Her glory so gone down, at human step


    The fierce hyena frighted from the walls


    Bristled his rising back, his teeth unsheathed,


    Drew the long growl and with slow foot retired.


    Yet were remaining some of ancient race,


    And ancient arts were now their sole delight:


    With Time’s first sickle they had markt the hour


    When at their incantation would the Moon


    Start back, and shuddering shed blue blasted light.


    The rifted rays they gather’d, and immerst


    In potent portion of that wondrous wave,


    Which, hearing rescued Israel, stood erect,


    And led her armies thro’ his crystal gates.


    Hither (none shared her way, her counsel none)


    Hied the Masarian Dalica: ’twas night,


    And the still breeze fell languid on the waste.


    She, tired with journey long and ardent thoughts,


    Stopt; and before the city she descried


    A female form emerge above the sands:


    Intent she fixt her eyes, and on herself


    Relying, with fresh vigour bent her way;


    Nor disappear’d the woman; but exclamed,


    One hand retaining tight her folded vest:


    “Stranger! who loathest life, there lies Masar.


    Begone, nor tarry longer, or ere morn


    The cormorant in his solitary haunt


    Of insulated rock or sounding cove


    Stands on thy bleached bones and screams for prey.


    My lips can scatter them a hundred leagues,


    So shrivel’d in one breath as all the sands


    We tread on, could not in as many years.


    Wretched who die nor raise their sepulcre!


    Therefor begone.”


    But Dalica unaw’d,


    (Tho’ in her wither’d but stil firm right-hand


    Held up with imprecations hoarse and deep


    Glimmer’d her brazen sickle, and inclosed


    Within its figur’d curve the fading moon)


    Spake thus aloud. “By yon bright orb of Heaven,


    In that most sacred moment when her beam


    Guided first thither by the forked shaft,


    Strikes thro’ the crevice of Arishtah’s tower . .”


    “Sayst thou?” astonisht cried the sorceress,


    “Woman of outer darkness, fiend of death,


    From what inhuman cave, what dire abyss,


    Hast thou invisible that spell o’erheard?


    What potent hand hath toucht thy quicken’d corse,


    What song dissolved thy cerements, who unclosed


    Those faded eyes and fill’d them from the stars?


    But if with inextinguisht light of life


    Thou breathest, soul and body unamerst,


    Then whence that invocation? who hath dared


    Those hallow’d words, divulging, to profane?”


    Dalica cried, “To heaven not earth addrest,


    Prayers for protection cannot be profane.”


    Here the pale sorceress turn’d her face aside


    Wildly, and mutter’d to herself amazed;


    “I dread her who, alone at such an hour,


    Can speak so strangely, who can thus combine


    The words of reason with our gifted rites,


    Yet will I speak once more . . If thou hast seen


    The city of Charoba, hast thou markt


    The steps of Dalica?”


    “What then?”


    “The tongue


    Of Dalica has then our rites divulged.”


    “Whose rites?”


    “Her sister’s, mother’s, and her own.”


    “Never.”


    “How sayst thou never? one would think,


    Presumptuous, thou wert Dalica.”


    “I am,


    Woman, and who art thou?”


    With close embrace,


    Clung the Masarian round her neck, and cried:


    “Art thou then not my sister? ah I fear


    The golden lamps and jewels of a court


    Deprive thine eyes of strength and purity:


    O Dalica, mine watch the waning moon,


    For ever patient in our mother’s art,


    And rest on Heaven suspended, where the founts


    Of Wisdom rise, where sound the wings of Power;


    Studies intense of strong and stern delight!


    And thou too, Dalica, so many years


    Wean’d from the bosom of thy native land,


    Returnest back and seekest true repose.


    O what more pleasant than the short-breath’d sigh


    When laying down your burthen at the gate,


    And dizzy with long wandering, you embrace


    The cool and quiet of a homespun bed.”


    “Alas” said Dalica “tho’ all commend


    This choice, and many meet with no controul,


    Yet none pursue it! Age by Care opprest


    Feels for the couch, and drops into the grave.


    The tranquil scene lies further stil from Youth:


    Frenzied Ambition and desponding Love


    Consume Youth’s fairest flow’rs; compared with Youth


    Age has a something something like repose.


    Myrthyr, I seek not here a boundary


    Like the horizon, which, as you advance,


    Keeping its form and colour, yet recedes:


    But mind my errand, and my suit perform.


    Twelve years ago Charoba first could speak:


    If her indulgent father asked her name,


    She would indulge him too, and would reply


    What? why, Charoba! rais’d with sweet surprise,


    And proud to shine a teacher in her turn.


    Shew her the graven sceptre; what its use?


    ’Twas to beat dogs with, and to gather flies.


    She thought the crown a plaything to amuse


    Herself, and not the people, for she thought


    Who mimick infant words might infant toys:


    But while she watched grave elders look with awe


    On such a bauble, she witheld her breath;


    She was afraid her parents should suspect


    They had caught childhood from her in a kiss;


    She blusht for shame, and fear’d . . for she believ’d.


    Yet was not courage wanting in the child.


    No; I have often seen her with both hands


    Shake a dry crocodile of equal highth,


    And listen to the shells within the scales,


    And fancy there was life, and yet apply


    The jagged jaws wide open to her ear.


    Past are three summers since she first beheld


    The ocean; all around the child await


    Some exclamation of amazement here:


    She coldly said, her long-lashed eyes abased,


    Is this the mighty ocean? is this all!


    That wondrous soul Charoba once possest,


    Capacious then as earth or heaven could hold,


    Soul discontented with capacity,


    Is gone, I fear, for ever. Need I say


    She was enchanted by the wicked spells


    Of Gebir, whom with lust of power inflamed


    The western winds have landed on our coast.


    I since have watcht her in each lone retreat,


    Have heard her sigh and soften out the name,


    Then would she change it for Egyptian sounds


    More sweet, and seem to taste them on her lips,


    Then loathe them . . Gebir, Gebir stil return’d.


    Who would repine, of reason not bereft!


    For soon the sunny stream of Youth runs down,


    And not a gadfly streaks the lake beyond.


    Lone in the gardens, on her gather’d vest


    How gently would her languid arm recline!


    How often have I seen her kiss a flower,


    And on cool mosses press her glowing cheek!


    Nor was the stranger free from pangs himself.


    Whether by spell imperfect, or while brew’d


    The swelling herbs infected him with foam,


    Oft have the shepherds met him wandering


    Thro’ unfrequented paths, oft overheard


    Deep groans, oft started from soliloquies


    Which they believe assuredly were meant


    For spirits who attended him unseen.


    But when from his illuded eyes retired


    That figure Fancy fondly chose to raise,


    He clasped the vacant air and stood and gazed;


    Then owning it was folly, strange to tell,


    Burst into peals of laughter at his woes.


    Next, when his passion had subsided, went


    Where from a cistern, green and ruin’d, oozed


    A little rill, soon lost; there gather’d he


    Violets, and harebells of a sister bloom,


    Twining complacently their tender stems


    With plants of kindest pliability.


    These for a garland woven, for a crown


    He platted pithy rushes, and ere dusk


    The grass was whiten’d with their roots knipt off.


    These threw he, finisht, in the little rill


    And stood surveying them with steady smile:


    But such a smile as that of Gebir bids


    To Comfort a defiance, to Despair


    A welcome, at whatever hour she please.


    Had I observ’d him I had pitied him,


    I have observed Charoba: I have asked


    If she loved Gebir.


    Love him! she exclamed


    With such a start of terror, such a flush


    Of anger, I love Gebir? I in love?


    And looked so piteous, so impatient looked . .


    And burst, before I answer’d, into tears.


    Then saw I, plainly saw I, ’twas not love;


    For such her natural temper, what she likes


    She speaks it out, or rather she commands.


    And could Charoba say with greater ease


    Bring me a water-melon from the Nile,


    Than, if she lov’d him, Bring me him I love.


    Therefor the death of Gebir is resolv’d.”


    “Resolv’d indeed,” cried Myrthyr, nought surprised,


    “Precious my arts! I could without remorse


    Kill, tho’ I hold thee dearer than the day,


    E’en thee thyself, to exercise my arts.


    Look yonder! mark yon pomp of funeral!


    Is this from fortune or from favouring stars?


    Dalica, look thou yonder, what a train!


    What weeping! O what luxury! come, haste,


    Gather me quickly up these herbs I dropt,


    And then away . . hush! I must unobserved


    From those two maiden sisters pull the spleen:


    Dissemblers! how invidious they surround


    The virgin’s tomb, where all but virgins weep.”


    “Nay, hear me first,” cried Dalica, “tis hard


    To perish to attend a forein king.”


    “Perish! and may not then mine eye alone


    Draw out the venom drop, and yet remain


    Enough? the portion cannot be perceived.”


    Away she hasten’d with it to her home,


    And, sprinkling thrice fresh sulphur o’er the hearth,


    Took up a spindle with malignant smile,


    And pointed to a woof, nor spake a word;


    ’Twas a dark purple, and its dye was dread.


    Plunged in a lonely house, to her unknown,


    Now Dalica first trembled: o’er the roof


    Wander’d her haggard eyes . . ’twas some relief.


    The massy stones, tho’ hewn most roughly, shew’d


    The hand of man had once at least been there:


    But from this object sinking back amazed,


    Her bosom lost all consciousness, and shook


    As if suspended in unbounded space.


    Her thus entranced the sister’s voice recall’d,


    “Behold it here dyed once again! ’tis done.”


    Dalica stept, and felt beneath her feet


    The slippery floor, with moulder’d dust bestrewn:


    But Myrthyr seized with bare bold-sinew’d arm


    The grey cerastes, writhing from her grasp,


    And twisted off his horn, nor fear’d to squeeze


    The viscous poison from his glowing gums.


    Nor wanted there the root of stunted shrub


    Which he lays ragged, hanging o’er the sands,


    And whence the weapons of his wrath are death:


    Nor the blue urchin that with clammy fin


    Holds down the tossing vessel for the tides.


    Together these her scient hand combined,


    And more she added, dared I mention more.


    Which done, with words most potent, thrice she dipt


    The reeking garb; thrice waved it thro’ the air:


    She ceast; and suddenly the creeping wool


    Shrunk up with crisped dryness in her hands:


    “Take this” she cried “and Gebir is no more.”

  


  
    *
  


  
    ________


     Bruce mentions the kind of shrub under which mostly the cerastes burrows.{back}

  


  
     The ancients supposed the echinus marinus could sink ships by fastening itself to the keel.{back}

  


  GEBIR.

  SIXTH BOOK.


  
    NOW to Aurora borne by dappled steeds


    The sacred gate of orient pearl and gold,


    Smitten with Lucifer’s light silver wand,


    Expanded slow to strains of harmony;


    The waves beneath in purpling rows, like doves


    Glancing with wanton coyness tow’rd their queen,


    Heav’d softly; thus the damsel’s bosom heaves


    When from her sleeping lover’s downy cheek,


    To which so warily her own she brings


    Each moment nearer, she perceives the warmth


    Of coming kisses fann’d by playful Dreams.


    Ocean and earth and heaven was jubilee.


    For ’twas the morning pointed out by Fate


    When an immortal maid and mortal man


    Should share each other’s nature knit in bliss.


    The brave Iberians far the beach o’erspread


    Ere dawn, with distant awe; none hear the mew,


    None mark the curlew flapping o’er the field;


    Silence held all, and fond expectancy.


    Now suddenly the conch above the sea


    Sounds, and goes sounding thro’ the woods profound.


    They, where they hear the echo, turn their eyes,


    But nothing see they, save a purple mist


    Roll from the distant mountain down the shore:


    It rolls, it sails, it settles, it dissolves . .


    Now shines the Nymph to human eye reveal’d,


    And leads her Tamar timorous o’er the waves.


    Immortals crowding round congratulate


    The shepherd; he shrinks back, of breath bereft:


    His vesture clinging closely round his limbs


    Unfelt, while they the whole fair form admire,


    He fears that he has lost it, then he fears


    The wave has mov’d it, most to look he fears.


    Scarce the sweet-flowing music he imbibes,


    Or sees the peopled ocean; scarce he sees


    Spio with sparkling eyes, and Beroe


    Demure, and young lone, less renown’d,


    Not less divine, mild-natured, Beauty form’d


    Her face, her heart Fidelity; for Gods


    Design’d, a mortal too lone loved.


    These were the Nymphs elected for the hour


    Of Hesperus and Hymen; these had strewn


    The bridal bed, these tuned afresh the shells,


    Wiping the green that hoarsen’d them within:


    These wove the chaplets, and at night resolved


    To drive the dolphins from the wreathed door.


    Gebir surveyed the concourse from the tents,


    The Egyptian men around him; ’twas observ’d


    By those below how wistfully he lookt,


    From what attention with what earnestness


    Now to his city, now to theirs, he waved


    His hand, and held it, while they spake, outspred.


    They tarried with him and they shared the feast.


    They stoopt with trembling hand from heavy jars


    The wines of Gades gurgling in the bowl;


    Nor bent they homeward til the moon appear’d


    To hang midway betwixt the earth and skies.


    ’Twas then that leaning o’er the boy beloved,


    In Ocean’s grot where Ocean was unheard,


    “Tamar!” the Nymph said gently, “come awake


    Enough to love, enough to sleep, is given,


    Haste we away.” This Tamar deem’d deceit,


    Spoken so fondly, and he kist her lips,


    Nor blusht he then, for he was then unseen.


    But she arising bade the youth arise.


    “What cause to fly?” said Tamar; she replied


    “Ask none for flight, and feign none for delay.”


    “O am I then deceived! or am I cast


    From dreams of pleasure to eternal sleep,


    And, when I cease to shudder, cease to be!”


    She held the downcast bridegroom to her breast,


    Lookt in his face and charm’d away his fears.


    She said not “wherefor have I then embraced


    You a poor shepherd, or at most a man,


    Myself a Nymph, that now I should deceive?”


    She said not . . Tamar did, and was ashamed.


    Him overcome her serious voice bespake.


    “Grief favours all who bear the gift of tears!


    Mild at first sight he meets his votaries


    And casts no shadow as he comes along:


    But after his embrace the marble chills


    The pausing foot, the closing door sounds loud,


    The fiend in triumph strikes the roof, then falls


    The eye uplifted from his lurid shade.


    Tamar, depress thyself, and miseries


    Darken and widen: yes proud hearted man!


    The sea-bird rises as the billows rise;


    Nor otherwise when mountain floods descend


    Smiles the unsullied lotus glossy-hair’d.


    Thou, claiming all things, leanest on thy claim


    Til overwhelmed thro’ incompliancy.


    Tamar, some silent tempest gathers round!”


    “Round whom?” retorted Tamar “thou describe


    The danger, I will dare it.”


    “Who will dare


    What is unseen?”


    “The man that is unblest.”


    “But wherefor thou? It threatens not thyself,


    Nor me, but Gebir and the Gadite host.”


    “The more I know, the more a wretch am I,”


    Groan’d deep the troubled youth, “stil thou procede.”


    “Oh seek not destin’d evils to divine,


    Found out at last too soon! cease here the search,


    ’Tis vain, ’tis impious, ’tis no gift of mine:


    I will impart far better, will impart


    What makes, when Winter comes, the Sun to rest


    So soon on Ocean’s bed his paler brow,


    And Night to tarry so at Spring’s return.


    And I will tell sometimes the fate of men


    Who loos’d from drooping neck the restless arm


    Adventurous, ere long nights had satisfied


    The sweet and honest avarice of love;


    How whirlpools have absorb’d them, storms o’erwhelm’d


    And how amid their struggles and their prayers


    The big wave blacken’d o’er the mouth supine:


    Then, when my Tamar trembles at the tale,


    Kissing his lips half open with surprise,


    Glance from the gloomy story, and with glee


    Light on the fairer fables of the Gods.


    Thus we may sport at leisure when we go


    Where, loved by Neptune and the Naid, loved


    By pensive Dryad pale, and Oread


    The spritely Nymph whom constant Zephyr woos,


    Rhine rolls his beryl-colour’d wave; than Rhine


    What river from the mountains ever came


    More stately! most the simple crown adorns


    Of rushes and of willows interwined


    With here and there a flower: his lofty brow


    Shaded with vines and mistleto and oak


    He rears, and mystic bards his fame resound.


    Or gliding opposite, th’ Illyrian gulf


    Will harbour us from ill.” While thus she spake,


    She toucht his eyelashes with libant lip,


    And breath’d ambrosial odours, o’er his cheek


    Celestial warmth suffusing: grief dispersed,


    And strength and pleasure beam’d upon his brow.


    Then pointed she before him: first arose


    To his astonisht and delighted view


    The sacred ile that shrines the queen of love.


    It stood so near him, so acute each sense,


    That not the symphony of lutes alone


    Or coo serene or billing strife of doves,


    But murmurs, whispers, nay the very sighs


    Which he himself had utter’d once, he heard.


    Next, but long after and far off, appear


    The cloudlike cliffs and thousand towers of Crete,


    And further to the right, the Cyclades:


    Phoebus had rais’d and fixt them, to surround


    His native Delos and aerial fane.


    He saw the land of Pelops, host of Gods,


    Saw the steep ridge where Corinth after stood


    Beckoning the serious with the smiling Arts


    Into the sunbright bay; unborn the maid


    That to assure the bent-up hand unskill’d


    Lookt oft, but oftener fearing who might wake.


    He heard the yoice of rivers; he descried


    Pindan Peneus and the slender Nymphs


    That tread his banks but fear the thundering tide;


    These, and Amphrysos and Apidanus


    And poplar-crown’d Spercheus, and reclined


    On restless rocks Enipeus, where the winds


    Scatter’d above the weeds his hoary hair.


    Then, with Pirene and with Panope,


    Evenus, troubled from paternal tears,


    And last was Achelous, king of iles.


    Zacynthus here, above rose Ithaca,


    Like a blue bubble floating in the bay.


    Far onward to the left a glimm’ring light


    Glanced out oblique, nor vanisht; he inquired


    Whence that arose, his consort thus replied.


    “Behold the vast Eridanus! ere long


    We may again behold him and rejoice.


    Of noble rivers none with mightier force


    Rolls his unwearied torrent to the main.”


    And now Sicanian Etna rose to view:


    Darkness with light more horrid she confounds,


    Baffles the breath and dims the sight of day.


    Tamar grew giddy with astonishment


    And, looking up, held fast the bridal vest;


    He heard the roar above him, heard the roar


    Beneath, and felt it too, as he beheld,


    Hurl, from Earth’s base, rocks, mountains, to the skies.


    Meanwhile the Nymph had fixt her eyes beyond,


    As seeing somewhat, not intent on aught.


    He, more amazed than ever, then exclamed


    “Is there another flaming ile? or this


    Illusion, thus past over unobserved?”


    “Look yonder” cried the Nymph, without reply,


    “Look yonder!” Tamar lookt, and saw afar


    Where the waves whiten’d on the desert shore.


    When from amid grey ocean first he caught


    The hights of Calpe, sadden’d he exclamed,


    “Rock of Iberia! fixt by Jove and hung


    With all his thunder-bearing clouds, I hail


    Thy ridges rough and cheerless! what tho’ Spring


    Nor kiss thy brow nor cool it with a flower,


    Yet will I hail thee, hail thy flinty couch


    Where Valour and where Virtue have reposed.”


    The Nymph said, sweetly smiling “Fickle Man


    Would not be happy could he not regret!


    And I confess how, looking back, a thought


    Has toucht and tun’d or rather thrill’d my heart,


    Too soft for sorrow and too strong for joy:


    Fond foolish maid, ’twas with mine own accord


    It sooth’d me, shook me, melted, drown’d, in tears.


    But weep not thou; what cause hast thou to weep?


    Would’st thou thy country? would’st those caves abborr’d,


    Dungeons and portals that exclude the day?


    Gebir, tho’ generous, just, humane, inhaled


    Rank venom from these mansions. Rest O King


    In Egypt thou! nor, Tamar! pant for sway.


    With horrid chorus, Pain, Diseases, Death,


    Stamp on the slippery pavement of the proud,


    And ring their sounding emptiness thro’ earth.


    Possess the ocean, me, thyself, and peace.”


    And now the chariot of the Sun descends,


    The waves rush hurried from his foaming steeds,


    Smoke issues from their nostrils at the gate,


    Which when they enter, with huge golden bar


    Atlas and Calpe close across the sea.

  


  
    *
  


  GEBIR.

  SEVENTH BOOK.


  
    WHAT mortal first by adverse fate assail’d,


    Trampled by tyranny or scoft by scorn,


    Stung by remorse or wrung by poverty,


    Bade with fond sigh his native land farewell?


    Wretched! but tenfold wretched who resolv’d


    Against the waves to plunge th’ expatriate keel


    Deep with the richest harvest of his land!


    Driven with that weak blast which Winter leaves


    Closing his palace-gates on Caucasus,


    Oft hath a berry risen forth a shade;


    From the same parent plant another lies


    Deaf to the daily call of weary hind;


    Zephyrs pass by and laugh at his distress.


    By every lake’s and every river’s side


    The nymphs and Naids teach Equality;


    In voices gently querulous they ask,


    “Who would with aching head and toiling arms


    Bear the full pitcher to the stream far off?


    Who would, of power intent on high emprise,


    Deem less the praise to fill the vacant gulf


    Then raise Charybdis upon Etna’s brow?”


    Amid her darkest caverns most retired,


    Nature calls forth her filial elements


    To close around and crush that monster Void:


    Fire, springing fierce from his resplendent throne,


    And Water, dashing the devoted wretch


    Woundless and whole with iron-colour’d mace,


    Or whirling headlong in his war-belt’s fold.


    Mark well the lesson, man! and spare thy kind.


    Go, from their midnight darkness wake the woods,


    Woo the lone forest in her last retreat:


    Many stil bend their beauteous heads unblest


    And sigh aloud for elemental man.


    Thro’ palaces and porches evil eyes


    Light upon e’en the wretched, who have fled


    The house of bondage or the house of birth;


    Suspicions, murmurs, treacheries, taunts, retorts,


    Attend the brighter banners that invade;


    And the first horn of hunter, pale with want,


    Sounds to the chase, the second to the war.


    The long awaited day at last arrived,


    When, linkt together by the seven-arm’d Nile,


    Egypt with proud Iberia should unite.


    Here the Tartesian, there the Gadite tents


    Rang with impatient pleasure: here engaged


    Woody Nebrissa’s quiver-bearing crew,


    Contending warm with amicable skill;


    While they of Durius raced along the beach


    And scatter’d mud and jeers on all behind.


    The strength of Bætis too removed the helm


    And stript the corslet off, and stauncht the foot


    Against the mossy maple, while they tore


    Their quivering lances from the hissing wound.


    Others push forth the prows of their compeers,


    And the wave, parted by the pouncing beak,


    Swells up the sides, and closes far astern:


    The silent oars now dip their level wings,


    And weary with strong stroke the whitening wave.


    Others, afraid of tardiness, return:


    Now, entering the still harbour, every surge


    Runs with a louder murmur up their keel,


    And the slack cordage rattles round the mast.


    Sleepless with pleasure and expiring fears


    Had Gebir risen ere the break of dawn,


    And o’er the plains appointed for the feast


    Hurried with ardent step: the swains admired


    What so transversely could have swept the dew;


    For never long one path had Gebir trod,


    Nor long, unheeding man, one pace preserved.


    Not thus Charoba: she despair’d the day:


    The day was present; true; yet she despair’d.


    In the too tender and once tortured heart


    Doubts gather strength from habit, like disease;


    Fears, like the needle verging to the pole,


    Tremble and tremble into certainty.


    How often, when her maids with merry voice


    Call’d her, and told the sleepless queen ’twas morn,


    How often would she feign some fresh delay,


    And tell ’em (tho’ they saw) that she arose.


    Next to her chamber, closed by cedar doors


    A bath of purest marble, purest wave,


    On its fair surface bore its pavement high:


    Arabian gold enchased the crystal roof,


    With fluttering boys adorn’d and girls unrobed:


    These, when you touch the quiet water, start


    From their aerial sunny arch, and pant


    Entangled mid each other’s flowery wreaths,


    And each pursuing is in turn pursued.


    Here came at last, as ever wont at morn,


    Charoba: long she linger’d at the brink,


    Often she sighed, and, naked as she was,


    Sat down, and leaning on the couchis edge,


    On the soft inward pillow of her arm


    Rested her burning cheek: she moved her eyes;


    She blusht; and blushing plunged into the wave.


    Now brazen chariots thunder thro’ each street,


    And neighing steeds paw proudly from delay.


    While o’er the palace breathes the dulcimer,


    Lute, and aspiring harp, and lisping reed;


    Loud rush the trumpets bursting thro’ the throng


    And urge the high-shoulder’d vulgar; now are heard


    Curses and quarrels and constricted blows,


    Threats and defiance and suburban war.


    Hark! the reiterated clangour sounds!


    Now murmurs, like the sea or like the storm


    Or like the flames on forests, move and mount


    From rank to rank, and loud and louder roll,


    Til all the people is one vast applause.


    Yes, ’tis herself, Charoba . . now the strife


    To see again a form so often seen!


    Feel they some partial pang, some secret void,


    Some doubt of feasting those fond eyes again?


    Panting imbibe they that refreshing sight


    To reproduce in hour of bitterness?


    She goes, the king awaits her from the camp:


    Him she descried, and trembled ere he reacht


    Her car, but shudder’d paler at his voice.


    So the pale silver at the festive board


    Grows paler fill’d afresh and dew’d with wine;


    So seems the tenderest herbage of the spring


    To whiten, bending from a balmy gale.


    The beauteous queen alighting he received,


    And sighed to loose her from his arms; she hung


    A little longer on them thro’ her fears:


    Her maidens followed her, and one that watcht,


    One that had call’d her in the morn, observ’d


    How virgin passion with unfuel’d flame


    Burns into whiteness, while the blushing cheek


    Imagination heats and Shame imbues.


    Between both nations drawn in ranks they pass:


    The priests, with linen ephods, linen robes,


    Attend their steps, some follow, some precede,


    Where cloath’d with purple intertwined with gold


    Two lofty thrones commanded land and main.


    Behind and near them numerous were the tents


    As freckled clouds o’erfloat our vernal skies,


    Numerous as wander in warm moonlight nights.


    Along Meander’s or Cayster’s marsh,


    Swans pliant-neckt and village storks revered.


    Throughout each nation moved the hum confused,


    Like that from myriad wings o’er Scythian cups


    Of frothy milk, concreted soon with blood.


    Throughout the fields the savoury smoke ascends,


    And boughs and branches shade the hides unbroacht.


    Some roll the flowery turf into a seat,


    And others press the helmet . . now resounds


    The signal! . . queen and monarch mount the thrones.


    The brazen clarion hoarsens: many leagues


    Above them, many to the south, the hern


    Rising with hurried croak and throat outstretcht,


    Plows up the silvering surface of her plain.


    Tottering with age’s zeal and mischief’s haste


    Now was discover’d Dalica; she reacht


    The throne, she leant against the pedestal,


    And now ascending stood before the king.


    Prayers for his health and safety she prefer’d,


    And o’er his head and o’er his feet she threw


    Myrrh, nard, and cassia, from three golden urns;


    His robe of native woof she next removed,


    And round his shoulders drew the garb accurst,


    And bow’d her head and parted: soon the queen


    Saw the blood mantle in his manly cheeks,


    And fear’d, and faltering sought her lost replies,


    And blest the silence that she wisht were broke.


    Alas! unconscious maiden! night shall close,


    And love and sovranty and life dissolve,


    And Egypt be one desert drencht in blood.


    When thunder overhangs the fountain’s head,


    Losing its wonted freshness every stream


    Grows turbid, grows with sickly warmth suffused:


    Thus were the brave Iberians when they saw


    The king of nations from his throne descend.


    Scarcely, with pace uneven, knees unnerved,


    Reacht he the waters: in his troubled ear


    They sounded murmuring drearily; they rose


    Wild, in strange colours, to his parching eyes;


    They seem’d to rush around him, seem’d to lift


    From the receding earth his helpless feet.


    He fell . . Charoba shriekt aloud . . she ran . .


    Frantic with fears and fondness, mazed with woe,


    Nothing but Gebir dying she beheld.


    The turban that betray’d its golden charge


    Within, the veil that down her shoulders hung,


    All fallen at her feet! the furthest wave


    Creeping with silent progress up the sand,


    Glided thro’ all, and rais’d their hollow folds.


    In vain they bore him to the sea, in vain


    Rub’d they his temples with the briny warmth:


    He struggled from them, strong with agony,


    He rose half up, he fell again, he cried


    “Charoba! O Charoba!” She embraced


    His neck, and raising on her knee one arm,


    Sighed when it moved not, when it fell she shriekt,


    And clasping loud both hands above her head,


    She call’d on Gebir, call’d on earth, on heaven.


    “Who will believe me? what shall I protest?


    How innocent, thus wretched! God of Gods,


    Strike me . . who most offend thee most defy . .


    Charoba most offends thee . . strike me, hurl


    From this accursed land, this faithless throne.


    O Dalica! see here the royal feast!


    See here the gorgeous robe! you little thought


    How have the demons dyed that robe with death.


    Where are ye, dear fond parents! when ye heard


    My feet in childhood pat the palace-floor,


    Ye started forth and kist away surprise:


    Will ye now meet me! how, and where, and when?


    And must I fill your bosom with my tears,


    And, what I never have done, with your own!


    Why have the Gods thus punisht me? what harm


    Have ever I done them? have I profaned


    Their temples, askt too little, or too much?


    Proud if they granted, griev’d if they witheld?


    O mother! stand between your child and them!


    Appease them, soothe them, soften their revenge,


    Melt them to pity with maternal tears . .


    Alas, but if you cannot! they themselves


    Will then want pity rather than your child.


    O Gebir! best of monarchs, best of men,


    What realm hath ever thy firm even hand


    Or lost by feebleness or held by force!


    Behold thy cares and perils how repaid!


    Behold the festive day, the nuptial hour!”


    Thus raved Charoba: horrour, grief, amaze,


    Pervaded all the host; all eyes were fixt;


    All stricken motionless and mute: the feast


    Was like the feast of Cepheus, when the sword


    Of Phineus, white with wonder, shook restrain’d,


    And the hilt rattled in his marble hand.


    She heard not, saw not, every sense was gone;


    One passion banisht all; dominion, praise,


    The world itself was nothing. Senseless man!


    What would thy fancy figure now from worlds?


    There is no world to those that grieve and love.


    She hung upon his bosom, prest his lips,


    Breath’d, and would feign it his that she resorbed,


    She chafed the feathery softness of his veins,


    That swell’d out black, like tendrils round their vase


    After libation: lo! he moves! he groans!


    He seems to struggle from the grasp of death.


    Charoba shriekt and fell away, her hand


    Stil clasping his, a sudden blush o’erspred


    Her pallid humid cheek, and disappear’d.


    ’Twas not the blush of shame . . what shame has woe? . .


    ’Twas not the genuine ray of hope, it flasht


    With shuddering glimmer thro’ unscatter’d clouds,


    It flasht from passions rapidly opposed.


    Never so eager, when the world was waves,


    Stood the less daughter of the ark, and tried


    (Innocent this temptation!) to recall


    With folded vest and casting arm the dove;


    Never so fearful, when amid the vines


    Rattled the hail, and when the light of heaven


    Closed, since the wreck of Nature, first eclipst,


    As she was eager for his life’s return,


    As she was fearful how his groans might end.


    They ended: cold and languid calm succedes;


    His eyes have lost their luster, but his voice


    Is not unheard, tho’ short: he spake these words.


    “And weepest thou, Charoba! shedding tears


    More precious than the jewels that surround


    The neck of kings entomb’d! then weep, fair queen


    At once thy pity and my pangs assuage.


    Ah! what is grandour, glory . . they are past!


    When nothing else, not life itself, remains,


    Stil the fond mourner may be call’d our own.


    Should I complain of Fortune? how she errs,


    Scattering her bounty upon barren ground,


    Slow to allay the lingering thirst of toil?


    Fortune, ’tis true, may err, may hesitate,


    Death follows close nor hesitates nor errs.


    I feel the stroke! I die!” He would extend


    His dying arm, it fell upon his breast:


    Cold sweat and shivering ran o’er every limb,


    His eyes grew stiff, he struggled and expired.

  


  
    *
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    THE daughter of Count Julian is usually called Florinda—a fictitious appellation, unsuitable to the person and to the period. Never was one devised more incompatible with the appearance of truth, or more fatal to the illusions of sympathy. The city of Covilla, it is reported, was named after her. Here is no improbability: there would be a gross one in deriving the word, as is also pretended, from La Cava. Cities, in adopting a name, bear it usually as a testimony of victories or as an augury of virtues. Small and obscure places occasionally receive what their neighbours throw against them; as Puerto de la mala muger in Murcia. A generous and enthusiastic people, beyond all others in existence or on record, would affix no stigma to innocence and misfortune.


    It is remarkable that the most important era in Spanish history should be the most obscure. This is propitious to the poet, and above all to the tragedian. Few characters of such an era can be glaringly misrepresented, few facts offensively perverted.
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  FIRST ACT: FIRST SCENE.


  Camp of JULIAN.

  

  OPAS. JULIAN.


  
    OPAS.


    SEE her, Count Julian: if thou lovest God,


    See thy lost child.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    I have avenged me, Opas,


    More than enough: I only sought to hurl


    The brands of war on one detested head,


    And die upon his ruin. O my country!


    O lost to honour, to thyself, to me,


    Why on barbarian hands devolves thy cause,


    Spoilers, blasphemers!

  


  
    OPAS.


    Is it thus, Don Julian,


    When thy own ofspring, that beloved child,


    For whom alone these very acts were done


    By them and thee, when thy Covilla stands


    An outcast and a suppliant at thy gate,


    Why that still stubborn agony of soul,


    Those struggles with the bars thyself imposed?


    Is she not thine? not dear to thee as ever?

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Father of mercies! shew me none, whene’er


    The wrongs she suffers cease to wring my heart,


    Or I seek solace ever, but in death.

  


  
    OPAS.


    What wilt thou do then, too unhappy man?

  


  
    JULIAN.


    What have I done already? All my peace


    Has vanisht; my fair fame in aftertimes


    Will wear an alien and uncomely form,


    Seen o’er the cities I have laid in dust,


    Countrymen slaughtered, friends abjured!

  


  
    OPAS.


    And faith?

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Alone now left me, filling up in part


    The narrow and waste intervals of grief:


    It promises that I shall see again


    My own lost child.

  


  
    OPAS.


    Yes, at this very hour.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Till I have met the tyrant face to face,


    And gain’d a conquest greater than the last;


    Till he no longer rules one rood of Spain,


    And not one Spaniard, not one enemy,


    The least relenting, flags upon his flight;


    Till we are equal in the eyes of men,


    The humblest and most wretched of our kind,


    No peace for me, no comfort, no . . no child!

  


  
    OPAS.


    No pity for the thousands fatherless,


    The thousands childless like thyself, nay more,


    The thousands friendless, helpless, comfortless . .


    Such thou wilt make them, little thinking so,


    Who now perhaps, round their first winter fire,


    Banish, to talk of thee, the tales of old,


    Shedding true honest tears for thee unknown:


    Precious be these, and sacred in thy sight,


    Mingle them not with blood from hearts thus kind.


    If only warlike spirits were evoked


    By the war-demon, I would not complain,


    Or dissolute and discontented men;


    But wherefor hurry down into the square


    The neighbourly, saluting, warm-clad race,


    Who would not injure us, and cannot serve;


    Who, from their short and measured slumber risen,


    In the faint sunshine of their balconies,


    With a half-legend of a martyrdom


    And some weak wine and withered grapes before them,


    Note by their foot the wheel of melody


    That catches and rolls on the sabbath dance.


    To drag the steddy prop from failing age,


    Break the young stem that fondness twines around,


    Widen the solitude of lonely sighs,


    And scatter to the broad bleak wastes of day


    The ruins and the phantoms that replied,


    Ne’er be it thine.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Arise, and save me, Spain!

  


  
    *
  


  FIRST ACT: SECOND SCENE.


  MUZA enters.


  
    MUZA.


    Infidel chief, thou tarriest here too long,


    And art perhaps repining at the days


    Of nine continued victories; o’er men


    Dear to thy soul, tho’ reprobate and base.


    Away!


    He retires.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    I follow. Could my bitterest foes


    Hear this! ye Spaniards, this! which I foreknew


    And yet encounter’d; could they see your Julian


    Receiving orders from and answering


    These desperate and heaven-abandoned slaves,


    They might perceive some few external pangs,


    Some glimpses of the hell wherin I move,


    Who never have been fathers.

  


  
    OPAS.


    These are they


    To whom brave Spaniards refer their wrongs!

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Muza, that cruel and suspicious chief,


    Distrusts his friends more than his enemies,


    Me more than either; fraud he loves and fears,


    And watches her still footfall day and night.

  


  
    OPAS.


    O Julian! such a refuge! such a race!

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Calamities like mine alone implore.


    No virtues have redeemed them from their bonds;


    Wily ferocity, keen idleness,


    And the close cringes of ill-whispering want,


    Educate them to plunder and obey:


    Active to serve him best whom most they fear,


    They shew no mercy to the merciful,


    And racks alone remind them of the name.

  


  
    OPAS.


    O everlasting curse for Spain and thee!

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Spain should have vindicated then her wrongs


    In mine, a Spaniard’s and a soldier’s wrongs.

  


  
    OPAS.


    Julian, are thine the only wrongs on earth?


    And shall each Spaniard rather vindicate


    Thine than his own? is there no Judge of all?


    Shall mortal hand seize with impunity


    The sword of vengeance, from the armory


    Of the Most High? easy to wield, and starred


    With glory it appears; but all the host


    Of the archangels, should they strive at once,


    Would never close again its widening blade.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    He who provokes it hath so much to rue.


    Where’er he turn, whether to earth or heaven,


    He finds an enemy, or raises one.

  


  
    OPAS.


    I never yet have seen where long success


    Hath followed him who warred upon his king.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Because the virtue that inflicts the stroke


    Dies with him, and the rank ignoble heads


    Of plundering faction soon unite again,


    And prince-protected share the spoil at rest.

  


  
    *
  


  FIRST ACT: THIRD SCENE.


  Guard announces a Herald. OPAS departs.


  
    GUARD.


    A messager of peace is at the gate,


    My lord, safe access, private audience,


    And free return, he claims.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Conduct him in.

  


  
    RODERIGO enters as a herald.

  


  
    A messager of peace! audacious man!


    In what attire appearest thou? a herald’s?


    Under no garb can such a wretch be safe.

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    Thy violence and fancied wrongs I know,


    And what thy sacrilegious hands would do,


    O traitor and apostate!

  


  
    JULIAN.


    What they would


    They cannot: thee of kingdom and of life


    ’Tis easy to despoil, thyself the traitor,


    Thyself the violator of allegiance.


    O would all-righteous Heaven they could restore


    The joy of innocence, the calm of age,


    The probity of manhood, pride of arms,


    And confidence of honour! the august


    And holy laws trampled beneath thy feet.


    And Spain! O parent, I have lost thee too!


    Yes, thou wilt curse me in thy latter days,


    Me, thine avenger. I have fought her foe,


    Roderigo, I have gloried in her sons,


    Sublime in hardihood and piety:


    Her strength was mine: I, sailing by her cliffs,


    By promontory after promontory,


    Opening like flags along some castle-towers,


    Have sworn before the cross upon our mast


    Ne’er shall invader wave his standard there.

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    Yet there thou plantest it, false man, thyself.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Accursed he who makes me this reproach,


    And made it just! Had I been happy still,


    I had been blameless: I had died with glory


    Upon the walls of Ceuta.

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    Which thy treason


    Surrendered to the Infidel.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    ’Tis hard


    And base to live beneath a conqueror:


    Yet, amid all this grief and infamy,


    ’Twere something to have rusht upon the ranks


    In their advance; ’twere something to have stood


    Defeat, discomfiture; and, when around


    No beacon blazes, no far axle groans


    Thro’ the wide plain, no sound of sustenance


    Or succour soothes the still-believing ear,


    To fight upon the last dismantled tower,


    And yield to valour, if we yield at all.


    But rather should my neck lie trampled down


    By every Saracen and Moor on earth,


    Than my own country see her laws o’erturn’d


    By those who should protect them: Sir, no prince


    Shall ruin Spain; and, least of all, her own.


    Is any just or glorious act in view,


    Your oaths forbid it: is your avarice,


    Or, if there be such, any viler passion


    To have its giddy range, and to be gorged,


    It rises over all your sacraments,


    A hooded mystery, holier than they all.

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    Hear me, Don Julian; I have heard thy wrath


    Who am thy king, nor heard man’s wrath before.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Thou shalt hear mine, for thou art not my king.

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    Knowest thou not the altered face of war?


    Xeres is ours; from every region round


    True loyal Spaniards throng into our camp:


    Nay, thy own friends and thy own family,


    From the remotest provinces, advance


    To crush rebellion: Sisabert is come,


    Disclaiming thee and thine; the Asturian hills


    Opposed to him their icy chains in vain:


    But never wilt thou see him, never more,


    Unless in adverse war, and deadly hate.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    So lost to me! So generous, so deceived!


    I grieve to hear it.

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    Come, I offer grace,


    Honour, dominion: send away these slaves,


    Or leave them to our sword, and all beyond


    The distant Ebro to the towns of France


    Shall bless thy name, and bend before thy throne.


    I will myself accompany thee, I,


    The king, will hail thee brother.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Ne’er shalt thou


    Henceforth be king: the nation in thy name


    May issue edicts, champions may command


    The vassal multitudes of marshall’d war,


    And the fierce charger shrink before the shouts,


    Lower’d as if earth had open’d at his feet,


    While thy mail’d semblance rises tow’rd the ranks,


    But God alone sees thee.

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    What hopest thou?


    To conquer Spain, and rule a ravaged land?


    To compass me around, to murder me?

  


  
    JULIAN.


    No, Don Roderigo: swear thou, in the fight


    That thou wilt meet me, hand to hand, alone,


    That, if I ever save thee from a foe—

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    I swear what honour asks . . First, to Covilla


    Do thou present my crown and dignity.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Darest thou offer any price for shame?

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    Love and repentance.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Egilona lives:


    And were she buried with her ancestors,


    Covilla should not be the gaze of men,


    Should not, despoil’d of honour, rule the free.

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    Stern man! her virtues well deserve the throne.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    And Egilona . . what hath she deserved,


    The good, the lovely?

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    But the realm in vain


    Hoped a succession.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Thou hast torn away


    The roots of royalty.

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    For her, for thee.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Blind insolence! base insincerity!


    Power and renown no mortal ever shared,


    Who could retain or grasp them to himself:


    And, for Covilla? patience! peace! for her?


    She call upon her God, and outrage him


    At his own altar! she repeat the vows


    She violates in repeating! who abhors


    Thee and thy crimes, and wants no crown of thine.


    Force may compell the abhorrent soul, or want


    Lash and pursue it to the public ways;


    Virtue looks back and weeps, and may return


    To these, but never near the abandon’d one


    Who drags religion to adultery’s feet,


    And rears the altar higher for her sake.

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    Have then the Saracens possest thee quite,


    And wilt thou never yield me thy consent?

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Never.

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    So deep in guilt, in treachery!


    Forced to acknowledge it! forced to avow


    The traitor!

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Not to thee, who reignest not,


    But to a country ever dear to me,


    And dearer now than ever: what we love


    Is loveliest in departure! One I thought,


    As every father thinks, the best of all,


    Graceful, and mild, and sensible, and chaste:


    Now all these qualities of form and soul


    Fade from before me, nor on any one


    Can I repose, or be consoled by any.


    And yet in this torn heart I love her more


    Than I could love her when I dwelt on each,


    Or claspt them all united, and thankt God,


    Without a wish beyond.—Away, thou fiend!


    O ignominy, last and worst of all!


    I weep before thee . . like a child . . like mine . .


    And tell my woes, fount of them all! to thee!

  


  
    *
  


  FIRST ACT: FOURTH SCENE.


  ABDALAZIS enters.


  
    ABDALAZIS.


    Julian, to thee, the terrour of the faithless,


    I bring my father’s order, to prepare


    For the bright day that crowns thy brave exploits:


    Our enemy is at the very gate!


    And art thou here, with women in thy train,


    Crouching to gain admittance to their lord,


    And mourning the unkindness of delay!

  


  
    JULIAN much agitated, goes toward the door, and returns.


    I am prepared: Prince, judge not hastily.

  


  
    ABDALAZIS.


    Whether I should not promise all they ask,


    I too could hesitate, tho’ earlier taught


    The duty to obey, and should rejoice


    To shelter in the universal storm


    A frame so delicate, so full of fears,


    So little used to outrage and to arms,


    As one of these; so humble, so uncheer’d


    At the gay pomp that smooths the track of war.


    When she beheld me from afar dismount,


    And heard my trumpet, she alone drew back,


    And, as tho’ doubtful of the help she seeks,


    Shudder’d to see the jewels on my brow,


    And turn’d her eyes away, and wept aloud.


    The other stood awhile, and then advanced:


    I would have spoken; but she waved her hand


    And said, Proceed, protect us, and avenge,


    And be thou worthier of the crown thou wearest.


    Hopeful and happy is indeed our cause,


    When the most timid of the lovely hail


    Stranger and foe—

  


  
    RODERIGO unnoticed by ABDALAZIS.


    And shrink but to advance.

  


  
    ABDALAZIS.


    Thou tremblest? whence, O Julian! whence this change?


    Thou lovest still thy country.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Abdalazis!


    All men with human feelings love their country.


    Not the highborn or wealthy man alone,


    Who looks upon his children, each one led


    By its gay handmaid, from the high alcove,


    And hears them once a day; not only he


    Who hath forgotten, when his guest inquires


    The name of some far village all his own;


    Whose rivers bound the province, and whose hills


    Touch the last cloud upon the level sky:


    No; better men still better love their country.


    ’Tis the old mansion of their earliest friends,


    The chapel of their first and best devotions;


    When violence or perfidy invades,


    Or when unworthy lords hold wassail there,


    And wiser heads are drooping round its moats,


    At last they fix their steddy and stiff eye


    There, there alone . . stand while the trumpet blows,


    And view the hostile flames above its towers


    Spire, with a bitter and severe delight.

  


  
    ABDALAZIS taking his hand.


    Thou feelest what thou speakest, and thy Spain


    Will ne’er be shelter’d from her fate by thee.


    We, whom the Prophet sends o’er many lands,


    Love none above another; Heaven assigns


    Their fields and harvests to our valiant swords,


    And ’tis enough . . we love while we enjoy.


    Whence is the man in that fantastic guise?


    Suppliant? or herald? he who stalks about,


    And once was even seated while we spoke:


    For never came he with us o’er the sea.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    He comes as herald.

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    Thou shalt know full soon,


    Insulting Moor.

  


  
    ABDALAZIS.


    He cannot bear the grief


    His country suffers; I will pardon him.


    He lost his courage first, and then his mind;


    His courage rushes back, his mind still wanders.


    The guest of heaven was piteous to these men,


    And princes stoop to feed them in their courts.

  


  
    *
  


  FIRST ACT: FIFTH SCENE.


  RODERIGO is going out when MUZA enters with EGILONA: RODERIGO starts back.


  
    MUZA sternly to EGILONA.


    Enter, since ’tis the custom in this land.

  


  
    EGILONA passing MUZA disdainfully, points to ABDALAZIS, and says to JULIAN.


    Is this our future monarch, or art thou?

  


  
    JULIAN.


    ’Tis Abdalazis, son of Muza, prince


    Commanding Africa, from Abyla


    To where Tunisian pilots bend the eye


    O’er ruin’d temples in the glassy wave.


    ’Till quiet times and ancient laws return,


    He comes to govern here.

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    To-morrow’s dawn


    Proves that.

  


  
    MUZA.


    What art thou?

  


  
    RODERIGO drawing his sword.


    King.

  


  
    ABDALAZIS.


    Amazement

  


  
    MUZA.


    Treason!

  


  
    EGILONA.


    O horror!

  


  
    MUZA.


    Seize him.

  


  
    EGILONA.


    Spare him! fly to me!

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Urge me not to protect a guest, a herald . .


    The blasts of war roar over him unfelt.

  


  
    EGILONA.


    Ah fly, unhappy!

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    Fly! no, Egilona . .


    Dost thou forgive me? dost thou love me? still?

  


  
    EGILONA.


    I hate, abominate, abhor thee . . go,


    Or my own vengeance—

  


  
    RODERIGO taking JULIAN’S hand, and inviting him to attack MUZA and ABDALAZIS.


    Julian!

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Hence, or die.

  


  
    *
  


  SECOND ACT: FIRST SCENE.


  Camp of JULIAN.

  

  JULIAN and COVILLA.


  
    JULIAN.


    Obdurate! I am not as I appear.


    Weep, my beloved child, Covilla weep


    Into my bosom; every drop be mine


    Of this most bitter soul-empoisoning cup:


    Into no other bosom than thy father’s


    Canst thou, or wouldst thou, pour it.

  


  
    COVILLA.


    Cease, my lord,


    My father, angel of my youth, when all


    Was innocence and peace.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Arise, my love,


    Look up to heaven . . where else are souls like thine!


    Mingle in sweet communion with its children,


    Trust in its providence, its retribution,


    And I will cease to mourn; for, O my child,


    These tears corrode, but thine assuage the heart.

  


  
    COVILLA.


    And never shall I see my mother too,


    My own, my blessed mother!

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Thou shalt see


    Her and thy brothers.

  


  
    COVILLA.


    No! I cannot look


    On them, I cannot meet their lovely eyes,


    I cannot lift mine up from under theirs.


    We all were children when they went away;


    They now have fought hard battles, and are men,


    And camps and kings they know, and woes and crimes.


    Sir, will they never venture from the walls


    Into the plain? Remember, they are young,


    Hardy and emulous and hazardous;


    And who is left to guard them in the town?

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Peace is throughout the land: the various tribes


    Of that vast region, sink at once to rest,


    Like one wide wood when every wind lies husht.

  


  
    COVILLA.


    And war, in all its fury, roams o’er Spain.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Alas! and will for ages: crimes are loose


    At which ensanguined War stands shuddering;


    And calls for vengeance from the powers above,


    Impatient of inflicting it himself.


    Nature in these new horrours is aghast


    At her own progeny, and knows them not.


    I am the minister of wrath; the hands


    That tremble at me, shall applaud me too,


    And seal their condemnation.

  


  
    COVILLA.


    O kind father,


    Pursue the guilty, but remember Spain.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Child, thou wert in thy nursery short time since,


    And latterly hast past the vacant hour


    Where the familiar voice of history


    Is hardly known, however nigh, attuned


    In softer accents to the sickened ear;


    But thou hast heard, for nurses tell these tales,


    Whether I drew my sword for Witiza


    Abandoned by the people he betrayed,


    Tho’ brother to the woman who of all


    Was ever dearest to this broken heart,


    Till thou, my daughter, wert a prey to grief,


    And a brave country brookt the wrongs I bore.


    For I had seen Rusilla guide the steps


    Of her Theodofred, when burning brass


    Plunged its fierce fang into the founts of light,


    And Witiza’s the guilt! when, bent with age,


    He knew the voice again, and told the name,


    Of those whose proffer’d fortunes had been laid


    Before his throne, while happiness was there,


    And strain’d the sightless nerve tow’rd where they stood


    At the forced memory of the very oaths


    He heard renewed from each, but heard afar,


    For they were loud, and him the throng spurn’d off.

  


  
    COVILLA.


    Who were all these?

  


  
    JULIAN.


    All who are seen today


    On prancing steeds richly caparisoned


    In loyal aclamation round Roderigo;


    Their sons beside them, loving one another


    Unfeignedly, thro’ joy, while they themselves


    In mutual homage mutual scorn suppress.


    Their very walls and roofs are welcoming


    The king’s approach, their storied tapestry


    Swells its rich arch for him triumphantly


    At every clarion blowing from below.

  


  
    COVILLA.


    Such wicked men will never leave his side.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    For they are insects which see nought beyond


    Where they now crawl; whose changes are complete,


    Unless of habitation.

  


  
    COVILLA.


    Whither go


    Creatures unfit for better, or for worse?

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Some to the grave . . where peace be with them! some


    Across the Pyrenean mountains far,


    Into the plains of France; suspicion there


    Will hang on every step from rich and poor,


    Grey quickly-glancing eyes will wrinkle round


    And courtesy will watch them, day and night.


    Shameless they are, yet will they blush, amid


    A nation that ne’er blushes: some will drag


    The captive’s chain, repair the shatter’d bark,


    Or heave it from a quicksand to the shore,


    Among the marbles of the Libyan coast;


    Teach patience to the lion in his cage,


    And, by the order of a higher slave,


    Hold to the elephant their scanty fare


    To please the children while the parent sleeps.

  


  
    COVILLA.


    Spaniards? must they, dear father, lead such lives?

  


  
    JULIAN.


    All are not Spaniards who draw breath in Spain,


    Those are, who live for her, who die for her,


    Who love her glory and lament her fall.


    O may I too—

  


  
    COVILLA.


    But peacefully, and late,


    Live and die here!

  


  
    JULIAN.


    I have, alas! myself


    Laid waste the hopes where my fond fancy strayed,


    And view their ruins with unaltered eyes.

  


  
    COVILLA.


    My mother will at last return to thee.


    Might I once more, but . . could I now? behold her.


    Tell her . . ah me! what was my rash desire?


    No, never tell her these inhuman things,


    For they would waste her tender heart away


    As they waste mine; or tell when I have died,


    Only to shew her that her every care


    Could not have saved, could not have comforted.


    That she herself, clasping me once again


    To her sad breast, had said, Covilla! go,


    Go, hide them in the bosom of thy God!


    Sweet mother! that far-distant voice I hear,


    And passing out of youth and out of life,


    I would not turn at last, and disobey.

  


  
    *
  


  SECOND ACT: SECOND SCENE.


  SISABERT enters.


  
    SISABERT.


    Uncle, and is it true, say, can it be,


    That thou art leader of these faithless Moors?


    That thou impeachest thy own daughter’s fame


    Thro’ the whole land, to seize upon the throne


    By the permission of those recreant slaves?


    What shall I call thee? art thou, speak Count Julian,


    A father, or a soldier, or a man?

  


  
    JULIAN.


    All . . or this day had never seen me here.

  


  
    SISABERT.


    O falsehood! worse than woman’s!

  


  
    COVILLA.


    Once, my cousin,


    Far gentler words were utter’d from your lips.


    If you loved me, you loved my father first,


    More justly and more steddily, ere love


    Was passion and illusion and deceit.

  


  
    SISABERT.


    I boast not that I never was deceived,


    Covilla, which beyond all boasts were base,


    Nor that I never loved; let this be thine.


    Illusions! just to stop us, not delay,


    Amuse, not occupy! Too true! when love


    Scatters its brilliant foam, and passes on


    To some fresh object in its natural course,


    Widely and openly and wanderingly,


    ’Tis better! narrow it, and it pours its gloom


    In one fierce cataract that stuns the soul.


    Ye hate the wretch ye make so, while ye choose


    Whoever knows you best and shuns you most.

  


  
    COVILLA.


    Shun me then: be beloved, more and more.


    Honour the hand that shewed you honour first,


    Love . . O my father! speak, procede, persuade,


    Thy voice alone can utter it . . another.

  


  
    SISABERT.


    Ah lost Covilla! can a thirst of power


    Alter thy heart thus to abandon mine,


    And change my very nature at one blow?

  


  
    COVILLA.


    I told you, dearest Sisabert, ’twas vain


    To urge me more, to question, or confute.

  


  
    SISABERT.


    I know it, for another wears the crown


    Of Witiza my father; who succedes


    To king Roderigo will succede to me.


    Yet thy cold perfidy still calls me dear,


    And o’er my aching temples breathes one gale


    Of days departed to return no more.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Young man, avenge our cause.

  


  
    SISABERT.


    What cause avenge?

  


  
    COVILLA.


    If I was ever dear to you, hear me,


    Not vengeance; heaven will give that signal soon.


    O Sisabert, the pangs I have endured


    On your long absence—

  


  
    SISABERT.


    Will be now consoled.


    Thy father comes to mount my father’s throne;


    But though I would not a usurper king,


    I prize his valour and defend his crown:


    No stranger, and no traitor rules o’er me,


    Or unchastised inveigles humbled Spain.


    Covilla, gavest thou no promises?


    Nor thou, Don Julian? Seek not to reply . .


    Too well I know, too justly I despise,


    Thy false excuse, thy coward effrontery;


    Yes, when thou gavest them across the sea,


    An enemy wert thou to Mahomet,


    And no appellant to his faith or leagues.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    ’Tis well: a soldier hears throughout in silence.


    I urge no answer: to those words, I fear,


    Thy heart with sharp compunction will reply.

  


  
    SISABERT to COVILLA.


    Then I demand of thee, before thou reign,


    Answer me . . while I fought against the Frank


    Who dared to sue thee? blazon’d in the court,


    Not trailed thro’ darkness, were our nuptial bands


    No: Egilona join’d our hands herself,


    The peers applauded, and the king approved.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Hast thou yet seen that king since thy return?

  


  
    COVILLA.


    Father! O father!

  


  
    SISABERT.


    I will not implore


    Of him or thee what I have lost for ever.


    These were not when we parted thy alarms;


    Far other, and far worthier of thy heart


    Were they; which Sisabert could banish then.


    Fear me not now, Covilla! thou hast changed . .


    I am changed too . . I lived but where thou livedst,


    My very life was portioned off from thine.


    Upon the surface of thy happiness


    Day after day I gazed, I doted . . there


    Was all I had, was all I coveted;


    So pure, serene, and boundless it appear’d:


    Yet, for we told each other every thought,


    Thou knowest well, if thou rememberest,


    At times I fear’d; as tho’ some demon sent


    Suspicion without form into the world,


    To whisper unimaginable things.


    Then thy fond arguing banisht all but hope,


    Each wish, and every feeling, was with thine,


    Till I partook thy nature, and became


    Credulous and incredulous, like thee.


    We, who have met so alter’d, meet no more.


    Mountains and seas! ye are not separation:


    Death! thou dividest, but unitest too,


    In everlasting peace and faith sincere.


    Confiding love! where is thy resting-place!


    Where is thy truth, Covilla! where! . . go, go,


    I should adore thee and believe thee still.


    Goes.

  


  
    COVILLA.


    O Heaven! support me, or desert me quite,


    And leave me lifeless this too trying hour!


    He thinks me faithless.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    He must think thee so.

  


  
    COVILLA.


    O tell him, tell him all, when I am dead . .


    He will die too, and we shall meet again.


    He will know all when these sad eyes are closed.


    Ah cannot he before! must I appear


    The vilest . . O just Heaven! can it be thus?


    I am . . all earth resounds it . . lost, despised,


    Anguish and shame unutterable seize me.


    ’Tis palpable, no phantom, no delusion,


    No dream that wakens with o’erwhelming horrour;


    Spaniard and Moor fight on this ground alone,


    And tear the arrow from my bleeding breast


    To pierce my father’s, for alike they fear.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Invulnerable, unassailable


    Are we, alone perhaps of human kind,


    Nor life allures us more, nor death alarms.

  


  
    COVILLA.


    Fallen, unpitied, unbelieved, unheard!


    I should have died long earlier: gracious God!


    Desert me to my sufferings, but sustain


    My faith in thee! O hide me from the world,


    And from thyself, my father, from thy fondness,


    That opened in this wilderness of woe


    A source of tears . . it else had burst my heart,


    Setting me free for ever: then perhaps


    A cruel war had not divided Spain,


    Had not o’erturned her cities and her altars,


    Had not endanger’d thee! O haste afar


    Ere the last dreadful conflict that decides


    Whether we live beneath a forein sway—

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Or under him whose tyranny brought down


    The curse upon his people. O child! child!


    Urge me no further, talk not of the war,


    Remember not our country.

  


  
    COVILLA.


    Not remember!


    What have the wretched else for consolation!


    What else have they who pining feed their woe?


    Can I, or should I, drive from memory


    All that was dear and sacred, all the joys


    Of innocence and peace? when no debate


    Was in the convent, but what hymn, whose voice,


    To whom among the blessed it arose,


    Swelling so sweet; when rang the vesper-bell


    And every finger ceast from the guitar,


    And every tongue was silent through our land;


    When, from remotest earth, friends met again


    Hung on each other’s neck, and but embraced,


    So sacred, still, and peaceful was the hour.


    Now, in what climate of the wasted world,


    Not unmolested long by the profane,


    Can I pour forth in secrecy to God


    My prayers and my repentance? where besides


    Is the last solace of the parting soul?


    Friends, brethren, parents . . dear indeed, too dear


    Are they, but somewhat still the heart requires,


    That it may leave them lighter, and more blest.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Wide are the regions of our far-famed land:


    Thou shalt arrive at her remotest bounds,


    See her best people, choose some holiest house;


    Whether where Castro from surrounding vines


    Hears the hoarse ocean roar among his caves,


    And, thro’ the fissure in the green churchyard,


    The wind wail loud the calmest summer day;


    Or where Santona leans against the hill,


    Hidden from sea and land by groves and bowers.

  


  
    COVILLA.


    O! for one moment in those pleasant scenes


    Thou placest me, and lighter air I breathe:


    Why could I not have rested, and heard on!


    My voice dissolves the vision quite away,


    Outcast from virtue, and from nature too!

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Nature and virtue! they shall perish first.


    God destined them for thee, and thee for them,


    Inseparably and eternally!


    The wisest and the best will prize thee most,


    And solitudes and cities will contend


    Which shall receive thee kindliest . . sigh not so:


    Violence and fraud will never penetrate


    Where piety and poverty retire,


    Intractable to them, and valueless,


    And lookt at idly, like the face of heaven.


    If strength be wanted for security,


    Mountains the guard, forbidding all approach


    With iron-pointed and uplifted gates,


    Thou wilt be welcome too in Aguilar,


    Impenetrable, marble-turreted,


    Surveying from aloft the limpid ford,


    The massive fane, the sylvan avenue;


    Whose hospitality I proved myself,


    A willing leader in no impious war


    When fame and freedom urged me; or mayst dwell


    In Reynosas dry and thriftless dale,


    Unharvested beneath october moons,


    Among those frank and cordial villagers.


    They never saw us, and, poor simple souls!


    So little know they whom they call the great,


    Would pity one another less than us,


    In injury, disaster, or distress.

  


  
    COVILLA.


    But they would ask each other whence our grief,


    That they might pity.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Rest then just beyond,


    In the secluded scenes where Ebro springs


    And drives not from his fount the fallen leaf,


    So motionless and tranquil its repose.

  


  
    COVILLA.


    Thither let us depart, and speedily.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    I cannot go: I live not in the land


    I have reduced beneath such wretchedness:


    And who could leave the brave, whose lives and fortunes


    Hang on his sword?

  


  
    COVILLA.


    Me thou canst leave, my father;


    Ah yes, for it is past; too well thou seest


    My life and fortunes rest not upon thee.


    Long, happily . . could it be gloriously!


    Still mayst thou live, and save thy country still!

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Unconquerable land! unrival’d race!


    Whose bravery, too enduring, rues alike


    The power and weakness of accursed kings . .


    How cruelly hast thou neglected me!


    Forcing me from thee, never to return,


    Nor in thy pangs and struggles to partake!


    I hear a voice . . ’tis Egilona . . come,


    Recall thy courage, dear unhappy girl,


    Let us away.

  


  
    *
  


  SECOND ACT: THIRD SCENE.


  EGILONA enters.


  
    EGILONA.


    Remain, I order thee.


    Attend, and do thy duty: I am queen,


    Unbent to degradation.

  


  
    COVILLA.


    I attend


    Ever most humbly and most gratefully


    My too kind sovran, cousin now no more;


    Could I perform but half the services


    I owe her, I were happy for a time,


    Or dared I shew her half my love, ’twere bliss.

  


  
    EGILONA.


    Oh! I sink under gentleness like thine.


    Thy sight is death to me; and yet ’tis dear.


    The gaudy trappings of assumptive state


    Drop at the voice of nature to the earth,


    Before thy feet . . I cannot force myself


    To hate thee, to renounce thee; yet . . Co villa!


    Yet . . O distracting thought! ’tis hard to see,


    Hard to converse with, to admire, to love,


    As from my soul I do, and must do, thee,


    One who hath rob’d me of all pride and joy,


    All dignity, all fondness. I adored


    Roderigo . . he was brave, and in discourse


    Most voluble; the masses of his mind


    Were vast, but varied; now absorbed in gloom,


    Majestic, not austere; now their extent


    Opening, and waving in bright levity—

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Depart, my daughter . . ’twere as well to bear


    His presence as his praise . . go . . she will dream


    This phantasm out, nor notice thee depart.


    COVILLA goes.

  


  
    EGILONA.


    What pliancy! what tenderness! what life!


    O for the smiles of those who smile so seldom,


    The love of those who know no other love!


    Such he was, Egilona, who was thine.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    While he was worthy of the realm and thee.

  


  
    EGILONA.


    Can it be true, then, Julian, that thy aim


    Is sovranty? not virtue, nor revenge?

  


  
    JULIAN.


    I swear to heaven, nor I, nor child of mine,


    Ever shall mount to this polluted throne.

  


  
    EGILONA.


    Then am I still a queen. The savage Moor


    Who could not conquer Ceuta from thy sword,


    In his own country, not with every wile


    Of his whole race, not with his myriad crests


    Of cavalry, seen from the Calpian hights


    Like locusts on the parcht and gleamy coast,


    Will never conquer Spain.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Spain then was conquer’d


    When fell her laws before the traitor king.

  


  
    *
  


  SECOND ACT: FOURTH SCENE.


  Officer announces OPAS.


  
    O queen, the metropolitan attends


    On matters of high import to the state,


    And wishes to confer in privacy.

  


  
    EGILONA to JULIAN.


    Adieu then; and whate’er betide the country,


    Sustain at least the honours of our house.

  


  
    JULIAN goes before OPAS enters.

  


  
    OPAS.


    I cannot but commend, O Egilona,


    Such resignation and such dignity.


    Indeed he is unworthy; yet a queen


    Rather to look for peace, and live remote


    From cities, and from courts, and from her lord,


    I hardly could expect, in one so young,


    So early, widely, wondrously, admired.

  


  
    EGILONA.


    I am resolv’d: religious men, good Opas,


    In this resemble the vain libertine;


    They find in woman no consistency,


    No virtue but devotion, such as comes


    To infancy or age, or fear or love,


    Seeking a place of rest, and finding none


    Until it soar to heaven.

  


  
    OPAS.


    A spring of mind


    That rises when all pressure is removed,


    Firmness in pious and in chaste resolves,


    But weakness in much fondness; these, O queen,


    I did expect, I own.

  


  
    EGILONA.


    The better part


    Be mine; the worst hath been . . and is no more.

  


  
    OPAS.


    But if Roderigo have at length prevail’d


    That Egilona willingly resigns


    All claim to royalty, and casts away,


    Indifferent or estranged, the marriage-bond


    His perjury tore asunder, still the church


    Hardly can sanction his new nuptial rites.

  


  
    EGILONA.


    What art thou saying? what new nuptial rites?

  


  
    OPAS.


    Thou knowest not?

  


  
    EGILONA.


    Am I a wife; a queen?


    Abandon it! my claim to royalty!


    Whose hand was on my head when I arose


    Queen of this land? whose benediction sealed


    My marriage-vow? who broke it? was it I?


    And wouldst thou, virtuous Opas, wouldst thou dim


    The glorious light of thy declining days?


    Wouldst thou administer the sacred vows,


    And sanction them, and bless them, for another,


    And bid her live in peace while I am living?


    Go then; I execrate and banish him


    For ever from my sight: we were not born


    For happiness together; none on earth


    Were ever so dissimilar as we.


    He is not worth a tear, a wish, a thought . .


    Never was I deceived in him . . I found


    No tenderness, no fondness, from the first:


    A love of power, a love of perfidy,


    Such is the love that is returned for mine.


    Ungrateful man! ’twas not the pageantry


    Of regal state, the clarions, nor the guard,


    Nor loyal valour, nor submissive beauty,


    Silence at my approach, awe at my voice,


    Happiness at my smile, that led my youth


    Toward Roderigo! I had lived obscure,


    In humbleness, in poverty, in want,


    Blest, O supremely blest! with him alone:


    And he abandons me, rejects me, scorns me,


    Insensible! inhuman! for another!


    Thou shalt repent thy wretched choice, false man!


    Crimes such as thine call loudly for perdition;


    Heaven will inflict it, and not I . . but I


    Neither will fall alone nor live despised.

  


  
    A trumpet sounds.

  


  
    OPAS.


    Peace, Egilona, he arrives; compose


    Thy turbid thoughts, meet him with dignity.

  


  
    EGILONA.


    He! in the camp of Julian! trust me, sir,


    He comes not hither, dares no longer use


    The signs of state, and flies from every foe.

  


  
    Retires some distance.

  


  
    *
  


  SECOND ACT: FIFTH SCENE.


  Enter MUZA and ABDALAZIS.


  
    MUZA to ABDALAZIS.


    I saw him but an instant, and disguised,


    Yet this is not the traitor; on his brow


    Observe the calm of wisdom and of years.

  


  
    OPAS.


    Whom seekest thou?

  


  
    MUZA.


    Him who was king I seek.


    He came arrayed as herald to this tent.

  


  
    ABDALAZIS.


    Thy daughter! was she nigh? perhaps for her


    Was this disguise.

  


  
    MUZA.


    Here, Abdalazis, kings


    Disguise from other causes; they obtain


    Beauty by violence, and power by fraud.


    Treason was his intent: we must admit


    Whoever come; our numbers are too small


    For question or selection, and the blood


    Of Spaniards shall win Spain for us today.

  


  
    ABDALAZIS.


    The wicked cannot move from underneath


    Thy ruling eye.

  


  
    MUZA.


    Right! Julian and Roderigo


    Are leagued against us, on these terms alone,


    That Julian’s daughter weds the Christian king.

  


  
    EGILONA rushing forward.


    ’Tis true . . and I proclame it—

  


  
    ABDALAZIS.


    Heaven and earth!


    Was it not thou, most lovely, most high souled,


    Who wishedst us success, and me a crown?

  


  
    OPAS goes abruptly.

  


  
    EGILONA.


    I give it . . I am Egilona, queen


    Of that detested man.

  


  
    ABDALAZIS.


    I touch the hand


    That chains down fortune to the throne of fate;


    And will avenge thee; for ’twas thy command,


    ’Tis Heaven’s . . My father! what retards our bliss?


    Why art thou silent?

  


  
    MUZA.


    Inexperienced years


    Rather would rest on the soft lap, I see,


    Of pleasure, after the fierce gusts of war.


    O destiny! that callest me alone,


    Hapless, to keep the toilsome watch of state;


    Painful to age, unnatural to youth,


    Adverse to all society of friends,


    Equality, and liberty, and ease,


    The welcome cheer of the unbidden feast,


    The gay reply, light, sudden, like the leap


    Of the young forester’s unbended bow;


    But, above all, to tenderness at home,


    And sweet security of kind concern


    Even from those who seem most truly ours.


    Who would resign all this, to be approacht,


    Like a sick infant by a canting nurse,


    To spread his arms in darkness, and to find


    One universal hollowness around.


    Forgo, a little while, that bane of peace.


    Love may be cherisht.

  


  
    ABDALAZIS.


    ’Tis enough; I ask


    No other boon.

  


  
    MUZA.


    Not victory?

  


  
    ABDALAZIS.


    Farewell,


    O queen! I will deserve thee; why do tears


    Silently drop, and slowly, down thy veil?


    I shall return to worship thee, and soon;


    Why this affliction? Oh, that I alone


    Could raise or could repress it!

  


  
    EGILONA.


    We depart,


    Nor interrupt your counsels, nor impede;


    O may they prosper, whatsoe’er they be,


    And perfidy soon meet its just reward!


    The infirm and peaceful Opas . . whither gone?

  


  
    MUZA.


    Stay, daughter; not for counsel are we met,


    But to secure our arms from treachery,


    O’er throw and stifle base conspiracies,


    Involve in his own toils our false allie—

  


  
    EGILONA.


    Author of every woe I have endured!


    Ah sacrilegious man! he vowed to heaven


    None of his blood should ever mount the throne

  


  
    MUZA.


    Herein his vow indeed is ratified:


    Yet faithful ears have heard this offer made,


    And weighty was the conference that ensued,


    And long, not dubious; for what mortal e’er


    Refused alliance with illustrious power?


    Tho’ some have given its enjoyments up,


    Tired and enfeebled by satiety.


    His friends and partisans, ’twas his pretense,


    Should pass uninterrupted; hence his camp


    Is open every day to enemies.


    You look around, O queen, as tho’ you fear’d


    Their enterance . . Julian I pursue no more;


    You conquer him . . return we; I bequeath


    Ruin, extermination, not reproach.


    How we may best attain your peace and will


    We must consider in dome other place,


    Not, lady, in the midst of snares and wiles


    How to supplant your charms and seize your crown.


    I rescue it, fear not: yes, we retire.


    Whatever is your wish becomes my own,


    Nor is there in this land but who obeys.

  


  
    He leads her away.

  


  
    *
  


  THIRD ACT: FIRST SCENE.


  Palace in XERES.

  

  RODERIGO and OPAS.


  
    RODERIGO.


    Impossible! she could not thus resign


    Me, for a miscreant of Barbary,


    A mere adventurer; but that citron face


    Shall bleach and shrivel the whole winter long


    There, on yon cork-tree by the sallyport.


    She shall return.

  


  
    OPAS.


    To fondness and to faith?


    Dost thou retain them, if she could return?

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    Retain them? she has forfeited by this


    All right to fondness, all to royalty.

  


  
    OPAS.


    Consider, and speak calmly: she deserves


    Some pity, some reproof.

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    To speak then calmly,


    Since thine eyes open and can see her guilt—


    Infamous and atrocious! let her go—


    Chains

  


  
    OPAS.


    What! in Muza’s camp?

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    My scorn supreme!

  


  
    OPAS.


    Say pity.

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    Ay, ay, pity—that suits best.


    I loved her, but had loved her; three whole years


    Of pleasure, and of varied pleasure too,


    Had worn the soft impression half away.


    What I once felt, I would recall; the faint


    Responsive voice grew fainter each reply:


    Imagination sank amid the scenes


    It laboured to create; the vivid joy


    Of fleeting youth I followed, and possesst.


    ’Tis the first moment of the tenderest hour,


    ’Tis the first mien on entering new delights,


    We give our peace, our power, our souls, for these.

  


  
    OPAS.


    Thou hast; and what remains?

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    Myself—Roderigo—


    Whom hatred cannot reach, nor love cast down.

  


  
    OPAS.


    Nor gratitude nor pity nor remorse


    Call back, nor vows nor earth nor heaven controul.


    But art thou free and happy? art thou safe?


    By shrewd contempt the humblest may chastise


    Whom scarlet and its ermine cannot scare,


    And the sword skulks for everywhere in vain,


    Thee the poor victim of thy outrages,


    Woman, with all her weakness, may despise.

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    But first let quiet age have intervened.

  


  
    OPAS.


    Ne’er will the peace or apathy of age


    Be thine, or twilight steal upon thy day.


    The violent choose, but cannot change, their end:


    Violence, by man or nature, must be theirs;


    Thine it must be, and who to pity thee?

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    Behold my solace! none. I want no pity.

  


  
    OPAS.


    Proclame we those the happiest of mankind


    Who never knew a want? O what a curse


    To thee this utter ignorance of thine!


    Julian, whom all the good commiserate,


    Sees thee below him far in happiness:


    A state indeed of no quick restlesness,


    No glancing agitation, one vast swell


    Of melancholy, deep, impassable,


    Interminable, where his spirit alone


    Broods and o’ershadows all, bears him from earth,


    And purifies his chasten’d soul for heaven.


    Both heaven and earth shall from thy grasp recede.


    Whether on death or life thou arguest,


    Untutor’d savage or corrupted heathen


    Avows no sentiment so vile as thine.

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    Nor feels?

  


  
    OPAS.


    O human nature! I have heard


    The secrets of the soul, and pitied thee.


    Bad and accursed things have men confest


    Before me, but have left them unarrayed,


    Naked, and shivering with deformity.


    The troubled dreams and deafening gush of youth


    Fling o’er the fancy, struggling to be free,


    Discordant and impracticable things:


    If the good shudder at their past escapes,


    Shall not the wicked shudder at their crimes?


    They shall . . and I denounce upon thy head


    God’s vengeance . . thou shalt rule this land no more.

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    What! my own kindred leave me and renounce me!

  


  
    OPAS.


    Kindred? and is there any in our world


    So near us, as those sources of all joy,


    Those on whose bosom every gale of life


    Blows softly, who reflect our images


    In loveliness through sorrows and through age,


    And bear them onward far beyond the grave.

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    Methinks, most reverend Opas, not inapt


    Are these fair views; arise they from Seville?

  


  
    OPAS.


    He, who can scoff at them, may scoff at me.


    Such are we, that the giver of all good


    Shall, in the heart he purifies, possess


    The latest love . . the earliest . . no, not there!


    I’ve known the firm and faithful . . even from these


    Life’s eddying spring shed the first bloom on earth.


    I pity them, but ask their pity too.


    I love the happiness of men, and praise


    And sanctify the blessings I renounce.

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    Yet would thy baleful influence undermine


    The heaven-appointed throne.

  


  
    OPAS.


    —the throne of guilt


    Obdurate, without plea, without remorse.

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    What power hast thou? perhaps thou soon wilt want


    A place of refuge.

  


  
    OPAS.


    Rather say, perhaps


    My place of refuge will receive me soon.


    Could I extend it even to thy crimes,


    It should be open; but the wrath of heaven


    Turns them against thee, and subverts thy sway:


    It leaves thee not, what wickedness and woe


    Oft in their drear communion taste together,


    Hope and repentance.

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    But it leaves me arms,


    Vigour of soul and body, and a race


    Subject by law, and dutiful by choice,


    Whose hand is never to be holden fast


    Within the closing cleft of knarled creeds;


    No easy prey for these vile mitred Moors.


    I, who received thy homage, may retort


    Thy threats, vain prelate, and abase thy pride.

  


  
    OPAS.


    Low must be those whom mortal can sink lower,


    Nor high are they whom human power may raise.

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    Judge now: for, hear the signal.

  


  
    OPAS.


    And derides


    Thy buoyant heart the dubious gulfs of war?


    Trumpets may sound, and not to victory.

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    The traitor and his daughter feel my power.

  


  
    OPAS.


    Just God! avert it!

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    Seize this rebel priest.


    I will alone subdue my enemies,


    Goes out.

  


  
    *
  


  THIRD ACT: SECOND SCENE.


  RAMIRO and OSMA enter from opposite sides.


  
    RAMIRO.


    Where is the king? his car is at the gate,


    His ministers attend him, but his foes


    Are yet more prompt, nor will await delay.

  


  
    OSMA.


    Nor need they . . for he meets them as I speak.

  


  
    RAMIRO.


    With all his forces? or our cause is lost.


    Julian and Sisabert surround the walls.

  


  
    OSMA.


    Surround, sayst thou? enter they not the gates?

  


  
    RAMIRO.


    Perhaps ere now they enter.

  


  
    OSMA.


    Sisabert


    Brings him our prisoner.

  


  
    RAMIRO.


    They are friends! they held


    A parley; and the soldiers, when they saw


    Count Julian, lower’d their arms and hail’d him king.

  


  
    OSMA.


    How? and he leads them in the name of king?

  


  
    RAMIRO.


    He leads them; but amid that acclamation


    He turn’d away his head, and call’d for vengeance.

  


  
    OSMA.


    In Sisabert, and in the cavalry


    He led, were all our hopes.

  


  
    OPAS.


    Woe, woe is theirs


    Who have no other.

  


  
    OSMA.


    What are thine? obey


    The just commands of our offended king:


    Conduct him to the tower . . off . . instantly.


    Guard hesitates: OPAS goes.


    Ramiro, let us haste to reinforce—

  


  
    RAMIRO.


    Hark! is the king defeated? hark!

  


  
    OSMA.


    I hear


    Such acclamation as from victory


    Arises not, but rather from revolt,


    Reiterated, interrupted, lost.


    Favour like this his genius will retrieve


    By time, or promises, or chastisement,


    Which-e’er he choose . . the speediest is the best . .


    His danger and his glory let us share;


    ’Tis ours to serve him.

  


  
    RAMIRO.


    While he rules ’tis ours.


    What chariot-wheels are thundering o’er the bridge?

  


  
    OSMA.


    Roderigo’s . . I well know them.

  


  
    RAMIRO.


    Now, the burst


    Of acclamation! now! again, again.

  


  
    OSMA.


    I know the voices; they are for Roderigo.

  


  
    RAMIRO.


    Stay, I entreat thee . . one hath now prevailed.


    So far is certain.

  


  
    OSMA.


    Ay, the right prevails.

  


  
    RAMIRO.


    Transient and vain their joyance, who rejoice


    Precipitately and intemperately,


    And bitter thoughts grow up where’er it fell.

  


  
    OSMA.


    Nor vain and transient theirs, who idly float


    Down popularity’s unfertile stream,


    And fancy all their own that rises round?

  


  
    RAMIRO.


    If thou still lovest, as I know thou dost,


    Thy king—

  


  
    OSMA.


    I love him; for he owes me much,


    Brave soul! and cannot, though he would, repay.


    Service and faith, pure faith and service hard,


    Throughout his reign, if these things be desert,


    These have I borne toward him, and still bear.

  


  
    RAMIRO.


    Come, from thy solitary eiry come,


    And share the prey, so plenteous and profuse,


    Which a less valorous brood will else consume.


    Much fruit is shaken down in civil storms:


    And shall not orderly and loyal hands


    Gather it up? (Loud shouts.) Again! and stil refuse?


    How different are those citizens without


    From thee! from thy serenity! thy arch,


    Thy firmament, of intrepidity!


    For their new lord, whom they have never served,


    Afraid were they to shout, and only struck


    The pavement with their ferrels and their feet:


    Now they are certain of the great event


    Voices and hands they raise, and all contend


    Who shall be bravest in applauding most.


    Knowest thou these?

  


  
    OSMA.


    Their voices I know well . .


    And can they shout for him they would have slain?


    A prince untried they welcome; soon their doubts


    Are blown afar.

  


  
    RAMIRO.


    Yes, brighter scenes arise.


    The disunited he alone unites,


    The weak with hope he strengthens, and the strong


    With justice.

  


  
    OSMA.


    Wait: praise him when time hath given


    A soundness and consistency to praise:


    He shares it amply who bestows it right.

  


  
    RAMIRO.


    Doubtest thou?

  


  
    OSMA.


    Be it so: let us away;


    New courtiers come—

  


  
    RAMIRO.


    And why not join the new?


    Let us attend him, and congratulate;


    Come on, they enter.

  


  
    OSMA.


    This is now my post


    No longer: I could face them in the field,


    I cannot here.

  


  
    RAMIRO.


    Tomorrow all may change;


    Be comforted.

  


  
    OSMA.


    I want nor change nor comfort.

  


  
    RAMIRO.


    The prisoner’s voice!

  


  
    OSMA.


    The metropolitan’s?


    Triumph he may . . not over me forgiven.


    This way, and thro’ the chapel . . none are there.


    Goes out.

  


  
    *
  


  THIRD ACT: THIRD SCENE.


  OPAS and SISABERT.


  
    OPAS.


    The royal threat still sounds along these halls:


    Hardly his foot hath past them, and he flees


    From his own treachery; all his pride, his hopes,


    Are scatter’d at a breath; even courage fails


    Now falsehood sinks from under him. Behold,


    Again art thou where reign’d thy ancestors;


    Behold the chapel of thy earliest prayers,


    Where I, whose chains are sunder’d at thy sight


    Ere they could close around these aged limbs,


    Received and blest thee, when thy mother’s arm


    Was doubtful if it loosed thee! with delight


    Have I observed the promises we made


    Deeply imprest and manfully perform’d.


    Now, to thyself beneficent, O prince,


    Never henceforth renew those weak complaints


    Against Covilla’s vows and Julian’s faith,


    His honour broken, and her heart estranged.


    O, if thou holdest peace or glory dear,


    Away with jealousy; brave Sisabert,


    Smite from thy bosom, smite that scorpion down.


    It swells and hardens amid mildewed hopes,


    O’erspreads and blackens whate’er most delights,


    And renders us haters of loveliness,


    The lowest of the fiends: ambition led


    The higher on, furious to disposess,


    From admiration sprung and frenzied love.


    This disingenuous soul-debasing passion,


    Rising from abject and most sordid fear,


    Stings her own breast with bitter self-reproof,


    Consumes the vitals, pines, and never dies.


    Love, Honour, Justice, numberless the forms,


    Glorious and high the stature, she assumes;


    But watch the wandering changeful mischief well,


    And thou shalt see her with low lurid light


    Search where the soul’s most valued treasure lies,


    Or, more embodied to our vision, stand


    With evil eye, and sorcery hers alone,


    Looking away her helpless progeny,


    And drawing poison from its very smiles.


    For Julian’s truth have I not pledged my own?


    Have I not sworn Covilla weds no other?

  


  
    SISABERT.


    Her persecutor have not I chastised?


    Have not I fought for Julian, won the town,


    And liberated thee?

  


  
    OPAS.


    But left for him


    The dangers of pursuit, of ambuscade,


    Of absence from thy high and splendid name.

  


  
    SISABERT.


    Do probity and truth want such supports?

  


  
    OPAS.


    Gryphens and eagles, ivory and gold,


    Can add no clearness to the lamp above;


    But many look for them in palaces


    Who have them not, and want them not, at home.


    Virtue and valour and experience


    Are never trusted by themselves alone


    Further than infancy and idiocy:


    The men around him, not the man himself,


    Are lookt at, and by these is he prefer’d.


    ’Tis the green mantle of the warrener


    And his loud whistle, that alone attract


    The lofty gazes of the noble herd:


    And thus, without thy countenance and help


    Feeble and faint is still our confidence,


    Brief perhaps our success.

  


  
    SISABERT.


    Should I resign


    To Abdalazis her I once adored?


    He truly, he must wed a Spanish queen!


    He rule in Spain! ah! whom could any land


    Obey so gladly as the meek, the humble,


    The friend of all who have no friend besides,


    Covilla! could he choose, or could he find


    Another who might so confirm his power?


    And now indeed from long domestic wars


    Who else survives of all our ancient house—

  


  
    OPAS.


    But Egilona.

  


  
    SISABERT.


    Vainly she upbraids


    Roderigo.

  


  
    OPAS.


    She divorces him, abjures,


    And carries vengeance to that hideous highth


    Which piety and chastity would shrink


    To look from, on the world, or on themselves.

  


  
    SISABERT.


    She may forgive him yet.

  


  
    OPAS.


    Ah Sisabert!


    Wretched are those a woman has forgiven:


    With her forgiveness ne’er hath love return’d.


    Ye know not til too late the filmy tie


    That holds heaven’s precious boon eternally


    To such as fondly cherish her; once go


    Driven by mad passion, strike but at her peace,


    And, tho she step aside from broad reproach,


    Yet every softer virtue dies away.


    Beaming with virtue inaccessible


    Stood Egilona; for her lord she lived,


    And for the heavens that raised her sphere so high


    All thoughts were on her . . all, beside her own.


    Negligent as the blossoms of the field,


    Arrayed in candour and simplicity,


    Before her path she heard the streams of joy


    Murmur her name in all their cadences,


    Saw them in every scene, in light, in shade,


    Reflect her image; but acknowledged them


    Hers most complete when flowing from her most.


    All things in want of her, herself of none,


    Pomp and dominion lay beneath her feet


    Unfelt and unregarded: now behold


    The earthly passions war against the heavenly!


    Pride against love, ambition and revenge


    Against devotion and compliancy:


    Her glorious beams adversity hath blunted;


    And coming nearer to our quiet view


    The original clay of coarse mortality


    Hardens and flaws around her.

  


  
    SISABERT.


    Every germ


    Of virtue perishes, when love recedes


    From those hot shifting sands, the female heart.

  


  
    OPAS.


    His was the fault; be his the punishment.


    Tis not their own crimes only, men commit,


    They harrow them into another’s breast,


    And they shall reap the bitter growth with pain.

  


  
    SISABERT.


    Yes, blooming royalty will first attract


    These creatures of the desert . . now I breathe


    More freely . . she is theirs if I pursue


    The fugitive again . . he well deserves


    The death he flies from . . stay! don Julian twice


    Called him aloud, and he, methinks, replied.


    Could not I have remain’d a moment more,


    And seen the end? altho with hurried voice


    He bade me intercept the scattered foes,


    And hold the city barred to their return.


    May Egilona be another’s wife


    Whether he die or live! but oh! . . Covilla . .


    She never can be mine! yet she may be


    Still happy . . no, Covilla, no . . not happy,


    But more deserving happiness without it.


    Mine never! nor another’s . . ’tis enough.


    The tears I shed no rival can deride;


    In the fond intercourse, a name once cherisht


    Will never be defended by faint smiles,


    Nor given up with vows of alter’d love.


    And is the passion of my soul at last


    Reduced to this? is this my happiness?


    This my sole comfort? this the close of all


    Those promises, those tears, those last adieus,


    And those long vigils for the morrow’s dawn?

  


  
    OPAS.


    Arouse thee! be thyself. O Sisabert,


    Awake to glory from these feverish dreams:


    The enemy is in our land . . two enemies . .


    We must quell both . . shame on us, if we fail.

  


  
    SISABERT.


    Incredible! a nation be subdued


    Peopled as ours!

  


  
    OPAS.


    Corruption may subvert


    What force could never.

  


  
    SISABERT.


    Traitors may.

  


  
    OPAS.


    Alas!


    If traitors can, the basis is but frail.


    I mean such traitors as the vacant world


    Echoes most stunningly: not fur-robed knaves


    Whose whispers raise the dreaming bloodhound’s ear


    Against benighted famisht wanderers;


    While with remorseless guilt they undermine


    Palace and shed, their very father’s house,


    O blind! their own, their children’s heritage,


    To leave more ample space for fearful wealth.


    Plunder in some most harmless guise they swathe,


    Call it some very meek and hallowed name,


    Some known and borne by their good forefathers,


    And own and vaunt it thus redeem’d from sin.


    These are the plagues heaven sends o’er every land


    Before it sink, the portents of the street,


    Not of the air, lest nations should complain


    Of distance or of dimness in the signs,


    Flaring from far to Wisdom’s eye alone:


    These are the last! these, when the sun rides high


    In the forenoon of doomsday, revelling,


    Make men abhor the earth, arraign the skies.


    Ye who behold them spoil field after field,


    Despising them in individual strength,


    Not with one torrent sweeping them away


    Into the ocean of eternity,


    Arise! despach! no renovating gale,


    No second spring awaits you . . up, begone . .


    If you have force and courage even for flight . .


    The blast of dissolution is behind.

  


  
    SISABERT.


    How terrible! how true! what voice like thine


    Can rouse and warn the nation! if she rise,


    Say, whither go, where stop we?

  


  
    OPAS.


    God will guide.


    Let us pursue the oppressor to destruction;


    The rest is heaven’s: must we move no step


    Because we cannot see the boundaries


    Of our long way, and every stone between?

  


  
    SISABERT.


    Is not thy vengeance for the late affront,


    For threats and outrage and imprisonment—

  


  
    OPAS.


    For outrage, yes . . imprisonment and threats


    I pardon him, and whatsoever ill


    He could do me.

  


  
    SISABERT.


    To hold Covilla from me!


    To urge her into vows against her faith,


    Against her beauty, youth, and inclination,


    Without her mother’s blessing, nay without


    Her father’s knowledge and authority . .


    So that she never will behold me more,


    Flying afar for refuge and for help


    Where never friend but God will comfort her—

  


  
    OPAS.


    These, and more barbarous deeds were perpetrated.

  


  
    SISABERT.


    Yet her proud father deigned not to inform


    Me, whom he loved and taught, in peace and war,


    Me, whom he called his son, before I hoped


    To merit it by marriage or by arms.


    He offer’d no excuse, no plea; exprest


    No sorrow; but with firm unfaltering voice


    Commanded me . . I trembled as he spoke . .


    To follow where he led, redress his wrongs,


    And vindicate the honour of his child.


    He called on God, the witness of his cause,


    On Spain, the partner of his victories,


    And yet amid these animating words


    Rolled the huge tear down his unvisor’d face . .


    A general swell of indignation rose


    Thro’ the long line, sobs burst from every breast,


    Hardly one voice succeded . . you might hear


    The impatient hoof strike the soft sandy plain:


    Bat when the gates flew open, and the king


    In his high car came forth triumphantly,


    Then was Count Julian’s stature more elate;


    Tremendous was the smile that smote the eyes


    Of all he past: fathers, and sons, and brothers,


    He cried, I fight your battles, follow me!


    Soldiers, we know no danger but disgrace!


    Father, and general, and king, they shout,


    And would proclame him: back he cast his face,


    Pallid with grief, and one loud groan burst forth;


    It kindled vengeance thro’ the Asturian ranks,


    And they soon scatter’d, as the blasts of heaven


    Scatter the leaves and dust, the astonisht foe.

  


  
    OPAS.


    And doubtest thou his truth?

  


  
    SISABERT.


    I love . . and doubt . .


    Fight . . and believe: Roderigo spoke untruths . .


    In him I place no trust; but Julian holds


    Truths in reserve . . how should I quite confide!

  


  
    OPAS.


    By sorrows thou beholdest him opprest;


    Doubt the more prosperous: march, Sisabert,


    Once more against his enemy and ours:


    Much hath been done, but much there still remains.

  


  
    *
  


  FOURTH ACT: FIRST SCENE.


  Tent of JULIAN.

  

  RODERIGO and JULIAN.


  
    JULIAN.


    To stop perhaps at any wickedness


    Appears a merit now, and at the time


    Prudence or policy it often is


    Which afterward seems magnanimity.


    The people had deserted thee, and thronged


    My standard, had I raised it, at the first;


    But once subsiding, and no voice of mine


    Calling by name each grievance to each man,


    They, silent and submissive by degrees,


    Bore thy hard yoke, and, hadst thou but opprest,


    Would still have borne it: thou hast now deceived;


    Thou hast done all a forein foe could do,


    And more, against them; with ingratitude


    Not hell itself could arm the forein foe:


    Tis forged at home, and kills not from afar.


    Amid whate’er vain glories fell upon


    Thy rainbow span of power, which I dissolve,


    Boast not how thou conferredst wealth and rank,


    How thou preservedst me, my family,


    All my distinctions, all my offices,


    When Witiza was murder’d, that I stand


    Count Julian at this hour by special grace.


    The sword of Julian saved the walls of Ceuta,


    And not the shadow that attends his name:


    It was no badge, no title, that o’erthrew


    Soldier, and steed, and engine . . don Roderigo,


    The truly and the falsely great here differ:


    These by dull wealth or daring fraud advance;


    Him the Almighty calls amid his people


    To sway the wills and passions of mankind.


    The weak of heart and intellect beheld


    Thy splendour, and adored thee lord of Spain:


    I rose . . Roderigo lords o’er Spain no more.

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    Now to a traitor’s add a boaster’s name.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Shameless and arrogant, dost thou believe


    I boast for pride or pastime? forced to boast,


    Truth costs me more than falsehood e’er cost thee.


    Divested of that purple of the soul,


    That potency, that palm of wise ambition,


    Cast headlong by thy madness from that high


    That only eminence ’twixt earth and heaven,


    Virtue, which some desert, but none despise,


    Whether thou art beheld again on earth,


    Whether a captive or a fugitive,


    Miner or galley-slave, depends on me:


    But he alone who made me what I am


    Can make me greater, or can make me less.

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    Chance, and chance only, threw me in thy power;


    Give me my sword again and try my strength.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    I tried it in the front of thousands.

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    Death


    At least vouchsafe me from a soldier’s hand.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    I love to hear thee ask it . . now my own


    Would not be bitter; no, nor immature.

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    Defy it, say thou rather.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Death itself


    Shall not be granted thee, unless from God;


    A dole from his and from no other hand.


    Thou shalt now hear and own thine infamy—

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    Chains, dungeons, tortures . . but I hear no more.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Silence, thou wretch, live on . . ay, live . . abhor’d.


    Thou shalt have tortures, dungeons, chains, enough . .


    They naturally rise and grow around


    Monsters like thee, everywhere, and for ever.

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    Insulter of the fallen! must I endure


    Commands as well as threats? my vassal’s too?


    Nor breathe from underneath his trampling feet?

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Could I speak patiently who speak to thee,


    I would say more . . part of thy punishment


    It should be, to be taught.

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    Reserve thy wisdom


    Until thy patience come, its best allie:


    I learn no lore, of peace or war, from thee.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    No, thou shalt study soon another tongue,


    And suns more ardent shall mature thy mind.


    Either the cross thou bearest, and thy knees


    Among the silent caves of Palestine


    Wear the sharp flints away with midnight prayer;


    Or thou shalt keep the fasts of Barbary,


    Shalt wait amid the crowds that throng the well


    From sultry noon till the skies fade again,


    To draw up water and to bring it home


    In the crackt gourd of some vile testy knave,


    Who spurns thee back with bastinaded foot


    For ignorance or delay of his command.

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    Rather the poison or the bowstring.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Slaves


    To other’s passions die such deaths as those:


    Slaves to their own should die—

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    What worse?

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Their own.

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    Is this thy counsel, renegade?

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Not mine;


    I point a better path, nay, force thee on.


    I shelter thee from every brave man’s sword


    While I am near thee: I bestow on thee


    Life: if thou die, ’tis when thou sojournest


    Protected by this arm and voice no more;


    ’Tis slavishly, ’tis ignominiously,


    ’Tis by a villain’s knife.

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    By whose?

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Roderigo’s.

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    O powers of vengeance! must I hear? endure?


    Live?

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Call thy vassals? no! then wipe the drops


    Of froward childhood from thy shameless eyes.


    So! thou canst weep for passion . . not for pity.

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    One hour ago I ruled all Spain! a camp


    Not larger than a sheepfold stood alone


    Against me: now, no friend throughout the world


    Follows my steps or hearkens to my call.


    Behold the turns of fortune, and expect


    No better; of all faithless men, the Moors


    Are the most faithless: from thy own experience


    Thou canst not value nor rely on them.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    I value not the mass that makes my sword,


    Yet while I use it I rely on it.

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    Julian, thy gloomy soul still meditates . .


    Plainly I see it . . death to me . . pursue


    The dictates of thy leaders, let revenge


    Have its full sway, let Barbary prevail,


    And the pure creed her elders have embraced:


    Those placid sages hold assassination


    A most compendious supplement to law.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Thou knowest not the one, nor I the other.


    Torne hast thou from me all my soul held dear!


    Her form, her voice, all, hast thou banisht from me;


    Nor dare I, wretched as I am! recall


    Those solaces of every grief, erewhile.


    I stand abased before insulting crime . .


    I falter like a criminal myself.


    The hand that hurled thy chariot o’er its wheels,


    That held thy steeds erect and motionless


    As molten statues on some palace-gates,


    Shakes, as with palsied age, before thee now.


    Gone is the treasure of my heart, for ever,


    Without a father, mother, friend, or name.


    Daughter of Julian . . Such was her delight . .


    Such was mine too! what pride more innocent,


    What, surely, less deserving pangs like these,


    Than springs from filial and parental love!


    Debar’d from every hope that issues forth


    To meet the balmy breath of early life,


    Her sadden’d days, all, cold and colourless,


    Will stretch before her their whole weary length


    Amid the sameness of obscurity.


    She wanted not seclusion, to unveil


    Her thoughts to heaven, cloister, nor midnight bell;


    She found it in all places, at all hours:


    While, to assuage my labours, she indulged


    A playfulness that shun’d a mother’s eye,


    Still, to avert my perils, there arose


    A piety that, even from me, retired.

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    Such was she! what am I! those are the arms


    That are triumphant when the battle fails.


    O Julian, Julian! all thy former words


    Struck but the imbecile plumes of vanity;


    These, thro’ its steely coverings, pierce the heart.


    I ask not life nor death; but, if I live,


    Send my most bitter enemy to watch


    My secret paths, send poverty, send pain . .


    I will add more . . wise as thou art, thou knowest


    No foe more furious than forgiven kings.


    I ask not then what thou wouldst never grant:


    May heaven, O Julian, from thy hand, receive


    A pardon’d man, a chasten’d criminal.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    This further curse hast thou inflicted; wretch,


    I cannot pardon thee.

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    Thy tone, thy mien,


    Refute those words.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    No . . I can not forgive.

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    Upon my knee, my conqueror, I implore—


    Upon the earth, before thy feet . . hard heart!

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Audacious! hast thou never heard that prayer


    And scorn’d it? ’tis the last thou shouldst repeat.


    Upon the earth! upon her knees! O God!

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    Resemble not a wretch so lost as I:


    Be better; O! be happier; and pronounce it.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    I swerve not from my purpose: thou art mine,


    Conquer’d; and I have sworn to dedicate,


    Like a torn banner on my chapel’s roof,


    Thee to that power from whom thou hast rebelled.


    Expiate thy crimes by prayer, by penances.

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    Hasten the hour of trial, speak of peace.


    Pardon me not, then . . but with purer lips


    Implore of God, who would hear thee, to pardon.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Hope it I may . . pronounce it . . O Roderigo!


    Ask it of him who can; I too will ask,


    And, in my own transgressions, pray for thine.

  


  
    RODERIGO.


    One name I dare not—

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Go . . abstain from that,


    I do conjure thee: raise not in my soul


    Again the tempest that has wreckt my fame;


    Thou shalt not breathe in the same clime with her.


    Far o’er the unebbing sea thou shalt adore


    The eastern star, and . . may thy end be peace.

  


  
    *
  


  FOURTH ACT: SECOND SCENE.


  RODERIGO goes: HERNANDO enters.


  
    HERNANDO.


    From the prince Tarik I am sent, my lord.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    A welcome messager, my brave Hernando.


    How fares it with the gallant soul of Tarik?

  


  
    HERNANDO.


    Most joyfully; he scarcely had pronounced


    Your glorious name, and bid me urge your speed,


    Than, with a voice as though it answer’d heaven,


    He shall confound them in their dark designs,


    Cried he, and turn’d away, with that swift stride


    Wherewith he meets and quells his enemies.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Alas, I cannot bear felicitation,


    Who shunned it even in felicity.

  


  
    HERNANDO.


    Often we hardly think ourselves the happy


    Unless we hear it said by those around.


    O my lord Julian, how your praises cheer’d


    Our poor endeavours! sure, all hearts are open


    Lofty and low, wise and unwise, to praise.


    Even the departed spirit hovers round


    Our blessings and our prayers; the corse itself


    Hath shined with other light than the still stars


    Shedd on its rest, or the dim taper, nigh.


    My father, old men say, who saw him dead


    And heard your lips pronounce him good and happy,


    Smiled faintly thro’ the quiet gloom, that eve,


    And the shroud throbbed upon his grateful breast.


    Howe’er it be, many who tell the tale


    Are good and happy from that voice of praise.


    His guidance and example were denied


    My youth and childhood: what I am I owe—

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Hernando, look not back: a narrow path


    And arduous lies before thee; if thou stop


    Thou fallest; go right onward, nor observe


    Closely and rigidly another’s way,


    But, free and active, follow up thy own.

  


  
    HERNANDO.


    The voice that urges now my manly step


    Onward in life, recalls me to the past,


    And from that fount I freshen for the goal.


    Early in youth, among us villagers


    Converse and ripened counsel you bestowed.


    O happy days of (far departed!) peace,


    Days when the mighty Julian stoopt his brow


    Entering our cottage door; another air


    Breathed thro’ the house; tired age and lightsome youth


    Beheld him, with intensest gaze: these felt


    More chastened joy; those, more profound repose.


    Yes, my best lord, when labour sent them home


    And midday suns, when from the social meal


    The wicker window held the summer heat,


    Prais’d have those been who, going unperceived,


    Open’d it wide, that all might see you well:


    Nor were the children blamed, upon the mat,


    Hurrying to watch what rush would last arise


    From your foot’s pressure, ere the door was closed,


    And not yet wondering how they dared to love.


    Your counsels are more precious now than ever,


    But are they . . pardon if I err . . the same?


    Tarik is gallant, kind, the friend of Julian,


    Can he be more? or ought he to be less?


    Alas! his faith!

  


  
    JULIAN.


    In peace or war? Hernando.

  


  
    HERNANDO.


    O, neither . . far above it; faith in God . .

  


  
    JULIAN.


    ’Tis God’s, not thine . . embrace it not, nor hate it.


    Precious or vile, how dare we seize that offering,


    Scatter it, spurn it, in its way to heaven,


    Because we know it not? the sovran lord


    Accepts his tribute, myrrh and frankincense


    From some, from others penitence and prayer:


    Why intercept them from his gracious hand?


    Why dash them down? why smite the supplicant?

  


  
    HERNANDO.


    ’Tis what they do?

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Avoid it thou the more.


    If time were left me, I could hear well-pleased


    How Tarik fought up Calpe’s fabled cliff,


    While I pursued the friends of don Roderigo


    Across the plain, and drew fresh force from mine.


    O! had some other land, some other cause,


    Invited him and me, I then could dwell


    On this hard battle with unmixt delight.

  


  
    HERNANDO.


    Eternal is its glory, if the deed


    Be not forgotten till it be surpast:


    Much praise by land, by sea much more, he won;


    For then a Julian was not at his side,


    Nor led the van, nor awed the best before;


    The whole, a mighty whole, was his alone.


    There might be seen how far he shone above


    All others of the day: old Muza watcht


    From his own shore the richly laden fleet,


    Ill-arm’d and scatter’d, and pursued the rear


    Beyond those rocks that bear St Vincent’s name,


    Cutting the treasure, not the strength, away;


    Valiant, where any prey lies undevour’d


    In hostile creek or too confiding isle:


    Tarik, with his small barks, but with such love


    As never chief from rugged sailor won,


    Smote their high masts and swelling rampires down;


    And Cadiz wept in fear o’er Trafalgar.


    Who that beheld our sails from off the hights,


    Like the white birds, nor larger, tempt the gale


    In sunshine and in shade, now almost touch


    The solitary shore, glance, turn, retire,


    Would think these lovely playmates could portend


    Such mischief to the world , such blood, such woe;


    Could draw to them from far the peaceful hinds,


    Cull the gay flower of cities, and divide


    Friends, children, every bond of human life;


    Could dissipate whole families, could sink


    Whole states in ruin, at one hour, one blow.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Go, good Hernando . . who would think these things?


    Say to the valiant Tarik, I depart


    Forthwith: he knows not from what heaviness


    Of soul I linger here; I could endure


    No convene, no compassion, no approach,


    Other than thine, whom the same cares improved


    Beneath my father’s roof, my foster-brother,


    To brighter days and happier end, I hope;


    In whose fidelity my own resides


    With Tarik and with his compeers and chief.


    I cannot share the gladness I excite,


    Yet shall our Tarik’s generous heart rejoice.

  


  
    *
  


  FOURTH ACT: THIRD SCENE.


  EGILONA enters: HERNANDO goes.


  
    EGILONA.


    O fly me not because I am unhappy,


    Because I am deserted fly me not.


    It was not so before, it cannot be


    Ever from Julian.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    What would Egilona


    That Julian’s power with her new lords can do?


    Surely her own must there preponderate.

  


  
    EGILONA.


    I hold no suit to them . . restore, restore


    Roderigo.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    He no longer is my prisoner.

  


  
    EGILONA.


    Escapes he then?

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Escapes he . . dost thou say?


    O Egilona! what unworthy passion . .

  


  
    EGILONA.


    Unworthy, when I loved him, was my passion;


    The passion that now swells my heart, is just.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    What fresh reproaches hath he merited?

  


  
    EGILONA.


    Deeprooted hatred shelters no reproach.


    But whither is he gone?

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Far from the walls.

  


  
    EGILONA.


    And I knew nothing!—

  


  
    JULIAN.


    His offense was known


    To thee at least.

  


  
    EGILONA.


    Will it be expiated?

  


  
    JULIAN.


    I trust it will.

  


  
    EGILONA.


    This withering calm consumes me.


    He marries then Covilla! ’twas for this


    His people were excited to rebell,


    His sceptre was thrown by, his vows were scorn’d,


    And I . . and I . .

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Cease, Egilona!

  


  
    EGILONA.


    Cease?


    Sooner shalt thou to live, than I to reign.

  


  
    *
  


  FIFTH ACT: FIRST SCENE.


  Tent of MUZA.

  

  MUZA. TARIK. ABDALAZIS.


  
    MUZA.


    To have first landed on these shores, appears


    Transcendent glory to the applauded Tarik.

  


  
    TARIK.


    Glory, but not transcendent, it appears,


    What might in any other.

  


  
    MUZA.


    Of thyself


    All this vain boast?

  


  
    TARIK.


    Not of myself . . ’twas Julian.


    Against his shield the refluent surges rolled,


    While the sea-breezes threw the arrows wide,


    And fainter cheers urged the reluctant steeds.

  


  
    MUZA.


    That Julian, of whose treason I have proofs,


    That Julian, who rejected my commands


    Twice, when our mortal foe besieged the camp,


    And forced my princely presence to his tent.

  


  
    TARIK.


    Say rather, who without one exhortation,


    One precious drop from true believers vein,


    Marcht, and discomfited our enemies.


    I found in him no treachery. Hernando,


    Who, little verst in moody wiles, is gone


    To lead him hither, was by him assigned


    My guide, and twice in doubtful fight his arm


    Protected me: once on the hights of Calpe,


    Once on the plain, when courtly jealousies


    Tore from the bravest and the best his due,


    And gave the dotard and the coward command:


    Then came Roderigo forth . . the front of war


    Grew darker . . him, equal in chivalry,


    Julian alone could with success oppose.

  


  
    ABDALAZIS.


    I doubt their worth who praise their enemies.

  


  
    TARIK.


    And theirs doubt I who persecute their friends.

  


  
    MUZA.


    Thou art in league with him.

  


  
    TARIK.


    Thou wert, by oaths,


    I am without them; for his heart is brave.

  


  
    MUZA.


    Am I to bear all this?

  


  
    TARIK.


    All this, and more:


    Soon wilt thou see the man whom thou hast wronged,


    And the keen hatred in thy breast concealed


    Find its right way, and sting thee to the core.

  


  
    MUZA.


    Hath he not foil’d us in the field; not held


    Our wisdom to reproach?

  


  
    TARIK.


    Shall we abandon


    All he hath left us in the eyes of men?


    Shall we again make him our adversary


    Whom we have proved so, long and fatally?


    If he subdue for us our enemies,


    Shall we raise others, or, for want of them,


    Convert him into one against his will?

  


  
    *
  


  FIFTH ACT: SECOND SCENE.


  HERNANDO enters. TARIK continues.


  
    Here comes Hernando from that prince himself—

  


  
    MUZA.


    Who scorns, himself, to come.

  


  
    HERNANDO.


    The queen detains him.

  


  
    ABDALAZIS.


    How! Egilona?

  


  
    MUZA.


    ’Twas my will.

  


  
    TARIK.


    At last


    He must be happy; for delicious calm


    Follows the fierce enjoyment of revenge.

  


  
    HERNANDO.


    That calm was never his, no other will be!


    Thou knowest not, and mayst thou never know,


    How bitter is the tear that firy shame


    Scourges and tortures from the soldier’s eye.


    Whichever of these bad reports be true,


    He hides it from all hearts, to wring his own,


    And drags the heavy secret to the grave.


    Not victory, that o’ershadows him, sees he!


    No airy and light passion stirs abroad


    To ruffle or to soothe him; all are quelled


    Beneath a mightier, sterner stress of mind:


    Wakeful he sits, and lonely, and unmoved,


    Beyond the arrows, views, or shouts of men;


    As oftentimes an eagle, when the sun


    Throws o’er the varying earth his early ray,


    Stands solitary, stands immovable


    Upon some highest cliff, and rolls his eye,


    Clear, constant, unobservant, unabased,


    In the cold light, above the dews of morn.


    He now assumes that quietness of soul


    Which never but in danger have I seen


    On his staid breast.

  


  
    TARIK.


    Danger is past, he conquers;


    No enemy is left him to subdue.

  


  
    HERNANDO.


    He sank not, while there was, into himself.


    Now plainly see I from his alter’d tone,


    He cannot live much longer . . thanks to God!

  


  
    TARIK.


    What! wishest thou thy once kind master dead?


    Was he not kind to thee, ungrateful slave!

  


  
    HERNANDO.


    The gentlest, as the bravest, of mankind.


    Therefor shall memory dwell more tranquilly


    With Julian, once at rest, than friendship could,


    Knowing him yearn for death with speechless love.


    For his own sake I could endure his loss,


    Pray for it, and thank God; yet mourn I must


    Him above all! so great, so bountiful,


    So blessed once! bitterly must I mourn.


    ’Tis not my solace that ’tis his desire;


    Of all that pass us in life’s drear descent


    We grieve the most for those that wisht to die.


    A father to us all, he merited,


    Unhappy man! all a good father’s joy


    In his own house, where seldom he hath been,


    But, ever mindful of its dear delights,


    He formed one family around him, ever.

  


  
    TARIK.


    Yes, we have seen and known him . . let his fame


    Refresh his friends, but let it stream afar,


    Nor in the twilight of home-scenes be lost.


    He chose the best, and cherisht them; he left


    To self-reproof the mutinies of vice;


    Avarice, that dwarfs ambition’s tone and mien;


    Envy, sick nursling of the court; and pride


    That cannot bear his semblance nor himself;


    And malice, with blear visage half-descried


    Amid the shadows of her hiding-place.

  


  
    HERNANDO.


    What could I not endure, O gallant man,


    To hear him spoken of, as thou hast spoken!


    Oh! I would almost be a slave to him


    Who calls me one.

  


  
    MUZA.


    What! art thou not? begone.

  


  
    TARIK.


    Reply not, brave Hernando, but retire.


    All can revile, few only can reward.


    Behold the meed our mighty chief bestows!


    Accept it, for thy services, and mine.


    More, my bold Spaniard, hath obedience won


    Than anger, even in the ranks of war.

  


  
    HERNANDO.


    The soldier, not the Spaniard, shall obey.


    Goes.

  


  
    MUZA to TARIK.


    Into our very council bringest thou


    Children of reprobation and perdition?


    Darkness thy deeds and emptiness thy speech,


    Such images thou raisest as buffoons


    Carry in merriment on festivals;


    Nor worthiness nor wisdom would display


    To public notice their deformities,


    Nor cherish them nor fear them; why shouldst thou?

  


  
    TARIK.


    I fear not them nor thee.

  


  
    *
  


  FIFTH ACT: THIRD SCENE.


  EGILONA enters.


  
    ABDALAZIS.


    Advance, O queen.


    Now let the turbulence of faction cease.

  


  
    MUZA.


    Whate’er thy purpose, speak, and be composed.

  


  
    EGILONA.


    He goes; he is afar; he follows her;


    He leads her to the altar, to the throne.


    For, calm in vengeance, wise in wickedness,


    The traitor hath prevailed, o’er him, o’er me,


    O’er you . . the slaves, the dupes, the scorn, of Julian.


    What have I heard! what have I seen!

  


  
    MUZA.


    Procede.

  


  
    ABDALAZIS.


    And I swear vengeance on his guilty head


    Who intercepts from thee the golden rays


    Of sovranty; who dares rescind thy rights;


    Who steals upon thy rest, and breathes around


    Empoisoned damps o’er that serenity


    Which leaves the world, and faintly lingers here.

  


  
    MUZA.


    Who shuns thee—

  


  
    ABDALAZIS.


    Whose desertion interdicts


    Homage, authority, precedency—

  


  
    MUZA.


    Till war shall rescue them—

  


  
    ABDALAZIS.


    And love restore.

  


  
    EGILONA.


    O generous Abdalazis! never! never!


    My enemies . . Julian alone remains . .


    The worst, in safety, far beyond my reach,


    Breathe freely on the summit of their hopes;


    Because they never stopt, because they sprang


    From crime to crime, and trampled down remorse.


    Oh! if her heart knew tenderness like mine!


    Grant vengeance on the guilty; grant but that,


    I ask no more; my hand, my crown, is thine.


    Fulfill the justice of offended heaven,


    Assert the sacred rights of royalty,


    Come not in vain, crush the rebellious crew,


    Crush, I implore, the indifferent and supine.

  


  
    MUZA.


    Roderigo thus escaped from Julian’s tent.

  


  
    EGILONA.


    No, not escaped, escorted, like a king.


    The base Covilla first pursued her way


    On foot; but after her the royal car,


    Which bore me from San Pablos to the throne,


    Empty indeed, yet ready at her voice,


    Rolled o’er the plain, amid the carcases


    Of those who fell in battle or in flight:


    She, a deceiver still, to whate’er speed


    The moment might incite her, often stopt


    To mingle prayers with the departing breath,


    Improvident! and those with heavy wounds


    Groaned bitterly beneath her tottering knee.

  


  
    TARIK.


    Now, by the clement and the merciful!


    The girl did well: when I breathe out my soul,


    Oh! if compassion give one pang the more,


    That pang be mine; here be it, in this land.


    Such women are they in this land alone.

  


  
    EGILONA.


    Insulting man!

  


  
    MUZA.


    We shall confound him yet.


    Say, and speak quickly, whither went the king?


    Thou knewest where was Julian.

  


  
    ABDALAZIS.


    I will tell


    Without his answer: yes, my friends! yes, Tarik,


    Now will I speak, nor thou, for once, reply.


    There is, I hear, a poor half-ruined cell


    In Xeres, whither few indeed resort;


    Green are the walls within, green is the floor


    And slippery from disuse; for christian feet


    Avoid it, as half-holy, half-accurst.


    Still in its dark recess fanatic sin


    Abases to the ground his tangled hair,


    And servile scourges and reluctant groans


    Roll o’er the vault uninterruptedly,


    Till, such the natural stilness of the place,


    The very tear upon the damps below


    Drops audible, and the heart’s throb replies.


    There is the idol maid of christian creed,


    And taller images, whose history


    I know not, nor inquired . . a scene of blood,


    Of resignation amid mortal pangs,


    And other things, exceeding all belief.


    Hither the aged Opas of Seville


    Walked slowly, and behind him was a man


    Barefooted, bruised, dejected, comfortless,


    In sackcloth; the white ashes on his head


    Dropt as he smote his breast; he gathered up,


    Replaced them all, groan’d deeply, looked to heaven,


    And held them, like a treasure, with claspt hands.

  


  
    EGILONA.


    O! was Roderigo so abas’d?

  


  
    MUZA.


    ’Twas he.


    Now, Egilona, judge between your friends


    And enemies: behold what wretches brought


    The king, thy lord, Roderigo, to disgrace.

  


  
    EGILONA.


    He merited . . but not from them . . from me


    This, and much worse: had I inflicted it,


    I had rejoiced . . at what I ill endure.

  


  
    MUZA.


    For thee, for thee alone, we wisht him here,


    But other hands releast him—

  


  
    ABDALAZIS.


    With what aim


    Will soon appear to those discerning eyes.

  


  
    EGILONA.


    I pray thee, tell what past until that hour.

  


  
    ABDALAZIS.


    Few words, and indistinct: repentant sobs


    Filled the whole space; the taper in his hand,


    Lighting two small dim lamps before the altar,


    He gave to Opas; at the idol’s feet


    He laid his crown, and wiped his tears away:


    The crown reverts not, but the tears return.

  


  
    EGILONA.


    Yes, Abdalazis! soon, abundantly.


    If he had only called upon my name,


    Seeking my pardon ere he looked to heaven’s,


    I could have . . no! he thought not once on me!


    Never shall he find peace or confidence;


    I will rely on fortune and on thee,


    Nor fear my future lot: sure, Abdalazis,


    A fall so great can never happen twice,


    Nor man again be faithless, like Roderigo.

  


  
    ABDALAZIS.


    Faithless he may be still, never so faithless.


    Fainter must be the charms, remote the days,


    When memory and dread example die,


    When love and terror thrill the heart no more,


    And Egilona is herself forgotten.

  


  
    *
  


  FIFTH ACT: FOURTH SCENE.


  JULIAN enters.


  
    TARIK.


    Turn, and behold him! who is now confounded?


    Ye who awaited him, where are ye? speak.


    Is some close comet blazing o’er your tents?


    Muza! Abdalazis! princes, conquerors,


    Summon, interrogate, command, condemn.

  


  
    MUZA.


    Justly, don Julian—but respect for rank


    Allays resentment, nor interrogates


    Without due form—justly may we accuse


    This absence from our councils, from our camp;


    This loneliness in which we stil remain


    Who came invited to redress your wrongs.


    Where is the king?

  


  
    JULIAN.


    The people must decide.

  


  
    MUZA.


    Imperfectly, I hope, I understand


    Those words, unworthy of thy birth and age.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    O chieftain, such have been our gothic laws.

  


  
    MUZA.


    Who then amid such turbulence is safe?

  


  
    JULIAN.


    He who observes them: ’tis no turbulence,


    It violates no peace: ’tis surely worth


    A voice, a breath of air, thus to create


    By their high will the man, form’d after them


    In their own image, vested with their power,


    To whom they trust their freedom and their lives.

  


  
    MUZA.


    They trust! the people! God assigns the charge:


    Kings open but the book of destiny


    And read their names, all that remains for them


    The mystic hand from time to time reveals.


    Worst of idolaters! idolater


    Of that refractory and craving beast


    Whose den is in the city, at thy hand


    I claim our common enemy, the king.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Sacred from justice then! but not from malice!

  


  
    TARIK.


    Surrender him, my friend: be sure his pains


    Will not be soften’d.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    ’Tis beyond my power.

  


  
    TARIK.


    Tomorrow . . if in any distant fort


    He lies tonight: send after him.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    My faith


    Is plighted, and he lives . . no prisoner.

  


  
    EGILONA.


    I knew the truth.

  


  
    ABDALAZIS.


    Now, Tarik, hear and judge.


    Was he not in thy camp? and in disguise?

  


  
    TARIK.


    No: I will answer thee.

  


  
    MUZA.


    Audacious man!


    Had not the Kalif Walid placed thee here,


    Chains, and a traitor’s death, should be thy doom.


    Speak, Abdalazis! Egilona, speak.


    Were ye not present? was not I myself?


    And aided not this Julian his escape?

  


  
    JULIAN.


    ’Tis true.

  


  
    TARIK.


    Away then friendship; to thy fate


    I leave thee: thou hast render’d Muza just,


    Me hostile to thee. Who is safe! a man


    Arm’d with such power and with such perfidy!

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Stay, Tarik! hear me; for, to thee alone


    Would I reply.

  


  
    TARIK.


    Thou hast replied, already.


    Goes.

  


  
    MUZA.


    We, who were enemies, would not inquire


    Too narrowly what reasons urged thy wrath


    Against thy sovran lord: beneath his flag


    The christians first assailed us from these shores,


    And we seized gladly the first aid we found


    To quell a wealthy and a warlike king.


    We never held to thee the vain pretense


    That ’twas thy quarrel our brave youth espoused,


    Thine, who hast wrought us much disgrace and woe.


    From perils and from losses, here we rest


    And drink of the fresh fountain at our feet,


    Not madly following such illusive streams


    As overspread the dizzy wilderness,


    And vanish from the thirst they have seduced.


    Ours was the enterprise, the land is ours:


    What gain we by our toils if he escape


    Whom we came hither solely to subdue?

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Is there no gain to live in amity?

  


  
    MUZA.


    The gain of traffickers and idle men:


    Courage and zeal expire upon such calms.


    Further, what amity can Moors expect


    When you have joined your forces?

  


  
    JULIAN.


    From the hour


    That he was vanquisht, I have laid aside


    All power, all arms.

  


  
    MUZA.


    How can we trust thee, once


    Deceived, and oftener than this once despised?


    Thou camest hither with no other aim


    Than to deprive Roderigo of his crown


    For thy own brow.

  


  
    EGILONA.


    Julian, base man, ’tis true.


    He comes a prince, no warrior, at this hour.

  


  
    MUZA.


    His sword, O queen, would not avail him now.

  


  
    ABDALAZIS.


    Julian, I feel less anger than regret.


    No violence of speech, no obloquy,


    No accusation shall escape my lips:


    Need there is none, nor reason, to avoid


    My questions: if thou value truth, reply.


    Hath not Roderigo left the town and camp?


    Hath not thy daughter?

  


  
    EGILONA.


    Past the little brook


    Toward the Betis . . from a tower I saw


    The fugitives, far on their way; they went


    Over one bridge, each with arm’d men . . not half


    A league of road between them . . and had join’d


    But that the olive-groves along the path


    Concealed them from each other . . not from me:


    Beneath me the whole level I surveyed,


    And, when my eyes no longer could discern


    Which track they took, I knew it from the storks


    Rising in clouds above the reedy plain.

  


  
    MUZA.


    Deny it, if thou canst.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    I order’d it.

  


  
    ABDALAZIS.


    None could besides: lo! things in such a mass


    Falling together on observant minds,


    Create suspicion and establish proof:


    Wanted there fresh . . why not employ our arms?


    Why go alone?

  


  
    MUZA.


    To parley, to conspire,


    To reunite the Spaniards, which we saw,


    To give up treaties, close up enmities,


    And ratify the deed with Moorish blood.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Gladly would Spain procure your safe return,


    Gladly would pay large treasures, for the aid


    You brought against oppression—

  


  
    MUZA.


    Pay she shall . .


    The treasures of her soil, her ports, her youth:


    If she resist, if she tumultuously


    Call forth her brigands and we lose a man,


    Dreadful shall be our justice; war shall rage


    Through every city, hamlet, house, and field,


    And, universal o’er the gasping land,


    Depopulation.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    They shall rue the day


    Who dare these things.

  


  
    MUZA.


    Let order then prevail.


    In vain thou sendest far away thy child,


    Thy counsellor the metropolitan,


    And Sisabert . . prudence is mine no less.


    Divide with us our conquests, but the king


    Must be delivered up.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Never by me.

  


  
    MUZA.


    False then were thy reproaches, false thy grief.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    O Egilona! were thine also feigned?

  


  
    ABDALAZIS.


    Say, lovely queen, neglectful of thy charms


    Turned he his eyes toward the young Covilla?


    Did he pursue her to the mad excess


    Of breaking off her vows to Sisabert,


    And marrying her, against the christian law?

  


  
    MUZA.


    Did he prefer her so?

  


  
    ABDALAZIS.


    Could he prefer


    To Egilona—

  


  
    EGILONA.


    Her! the child Covilla?


    Eternal hider of a foolish face,


    Incapable of any thing but shame,


    To me? old man! to me? O Abdalazis!


    No: he but followed with slow pace my hate.


    And cannot pride check these unseemly tears.


    Goes.

  


  
    MUZA.


    The most offended, an offended woman,


    A wife, a queen, is silent on the deed.

  


  
    ABDALAZIS.


    Thou disingenuous and ignoble man,


    Spreading these rumours! sending into exile


    All those their blighting influence injured most:


    And whom? thy daughter and adopted son,


    The chieftains of thy laws and of thy faith.


    Call any witnesses, proclame the truth,


    And set, at last, thy heart, thy fame, at rest.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Not, if I purpost or desired to live,


    My own dishonour would I e’er proclame


    Amid vindictive and reviling foes.

  


  
    MUZA.


    Calling us foes, avows he not his guilt?


    Condemns he not the action we condemn,


    Owning it his, and owning it dishonour?


    ’Tis well my cares prest forward, and struck home.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Why smilest thou? I never saw that smile


    But it portended an atrocious deed.

  


  
    MUZA.


    After our manifold and stern assaults,


    With every tower and battlement destroyed,


    The walls of Ceuta still were strong enough—

  


  
    JULIAN.


    For what? who boasted now her brave defense,


    Or who forbad your entrance, after peace?

  


  
    MUZA.


    None: for who could? their engines now arose


    To throw thy sons into the arms of death.


    For this erect they their proud crests again.


    Mark him at last turn pale before a Moor.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Imprudent have they been, their youth shall plead.

  


  
    ABDALAZIS.


    O father, could they not have been detained?

  


  
    MUZA.


    Son, thou art safe and wert not while they lived.

  


  
    ABDALAZIS.


    I feared them not.

  


  
    MUZA.


    And therefor wert not safe:


    Under their star the blooming Egilona


    Would watch for thee the nuptial lamp in vain.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Never, oh never, hast thou workt a wile


    So barren of all good! speak out at once,


    What hopest thou by striking this alarm?


    It shocks my reason, not my fears or fondness.

  


  
    MUZA.


    Be happy then as ignorance can be;


    Soon wilt thou hear it shouted from our ranks.


    Those who once hurled defiance o’er our heads,


    Scorning our arms, and scoffing at our faith,


    The nightly wolf hath visited, unscared,


    And loathed them as her prey; for famine first,


    Achieving in few days the boast of years,


    Sank their young eyes and opened us the gates:


    Ceuta, her port, her citadel, is ours.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Blest boys! inhuman as thou art, what guilt


    Was theirs?

  


  
    MUZA.


    Their father’s.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    O support me, Heaven!


    Against this blow! all others I have borne.


    Ermenegild! thou mightest, sure, have lived!


    A father’s name awoke no dread of thee!


    Only thy mother’s early bloom was thine!


    There dwelt on Julian’s brow . . thine was serene . .


    The brightened clouds of elevated souls,


    Feared by the most below: those who lookt up


    Saw, at their season, in clear signs, advance


    Rapturous valour, calm solicitude,


    All that impatient youth would press from age,


    Or sparing age sigh and detract from youth:


    Hence was his fall! my hope! myself! my Julian!


    Alas! I boasted . . but I thought on him,


    Inheritor of all . . all what? my wrongs . .


    Follower of me . . and whither? to the grave . .


    Ah no: it should have been so years far hence!


    Him at this moment I could pity most,


    But I most prided in him; now I know


    I loved a name, I doted on a shade.


    Sons! I approach the mansions of the just,


    And my arms clasp you in the same embrace,


    Where none shall sever you . . and do I weep!


    And do they triumph o’er my tenderness!


    I had forgotten my inveterate foes


    Everywhere nigh me, I had half forgotten


    Your very murderers, while I thought on you:


    For, O my children, ye fill all the space


    My soul would wander o’er . . O bounteous heaven!


    There is a presence, if the well-beloved


    Be torn from us by human violence,


    More intimate, pervading, and complete,


    Than when they lived and spoke like other men;


    And their pale images are our support


    When reason sinks, or threatens to desert us.


    I weep no more . . pity and exultation


    Sway and console me: are they . . no! . . both dead?

  


  
    MUZA.


    Ay, and unsepulcred.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Nor wept nor seen


    By any kindred and far-following eye?

  


  
    MUZA.


    Their mother saw them, if not dead, expire.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    O cruelty . . to them indeed the least!


    My children, ye are happy . . ye have lived


    Of heart unconquered, honour unimpaired,


    And died, true Spaniards, loyal to the last.

  


  
    MUZA.


    Away with him.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Slaves! not before I lift


    My voice to heaven and man: though enemies


    Surround me, and none else, yet other men


    And other times shall hear: the agony


    Of an opprest and of a bursting heart


    No violence can silence; at its voice


    The trumpet is o’erpowered, and glory mute,


    And peace and war hide all their charms alike.


    Surely the guests and ministers of heaven


    Scatter it forth thro’ all the elements;


    So suddenly, so widely, it extends,


    So fearfully men breathe it, shuddering


    To ask or fancy how it first arose.

  


  
    MUZA.


    Yes, they shall shudder . . but will that, henceforth,


    Molest my privacy, or shake my power?

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Guilt hath pavilions, but no privacy.


    The very engine of his hatred checks


    The torturer in his transport of revenge,


    Which, while it swells his bosom, shakes his power,


    And raises friends to his worst enemy.

  


  
    MUZA.


    Where now are thine? will they not curse the day


    That gave thee birth, and hiss thy funeral!


    Thou hast left none who could have pitied thee.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Many, nor those alone of tenderer mould,


    For me will weep . . many alas thro’ me!


    Already I behold my funeral.


    The turbid cities wave and swell with it,


    And wrongs are lost in that days pageantry:


    Opprest and desolate, the countryman


    Receives it like a gift; he hastens home,


    Shews where the hoof of Moorish horse laid waste


    His narrow croft and winter garden-plot,


    Sweetens with fallen pride his children’s lore,


    And points their hatred; but applauds their tears.


    Justice, who came not up to us thro’ life,


    Loves to survey our likeness on our tombs,


    When rivalry, malevolence, and wrath,


    And every passion that once stormed around,


    Is calm alike without them as within.


    Our very chains make the whole world our own,


    Bind those to us who else had passt us by,


    Those at whose call brought down to us, the light


    Of future ages lives upon our name.

  


  
    MUZA.


    I may accelerate that meteor’s fall,


    And quench that idle ineffectual light


    Without the knowledge of thy distant world.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    My world and thine are not that distant one.


    Is age less wise, less merciful, than grief,


    To keep this secret from thee, poor old man?


    Thou canst not lessen, canst not aggravate


    My sufferings, canst not shorten nor extend


    Half a sword’s length between my God and me.


    I thank thee for that better thought than fame,


    Which none however, who deserve, despise,


    Nor lose from view till all things else are lost.

  


  
    ABDALAZIS.


    Julian, respect his age, regard his power.


    Many who fear’d not death, have drag’d along


    A piteous life in darkness and in chains.


    Never was man so full of wretchedness


    But something may be suffered after all,


    Perhaps in what clings round his breast, and helps


    To keep the ruin up, which he amid


    His agony and frenzy overlooks,


    But droops upon at last, and clasps, and dies.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Altho’ a Muza send far underground,


    Into the quarry whence the palace rose,


    His mangled prey, climes alien and remote


    Mark and record the pang. While overhead


    Perhaps he passes on his favorite steed,


    Less heedful of the misery he inflicts


    Than of the expiring sparkle from a stone;


    Yet we, alive or dead, have fellow men


    If ever we have served them, who collect


    From prisons and from dungeons our remains,


    And bear them in their bosom to their sons.


    Man’s only relicks are his benefits;


    These, be there ages, be there worlds, between,


    Retain him in communion with his kind:


    Hence is our solace, our security,


    Our sustenance, till heavenly truth descends . .


    Losing in brightness and beatitude


    The frail foundations of these humbler hopes . .


    And, like an angel, guiding us, at once


    Leaves the loose chain and iron gate behind.

  


  
    MUZA.


    Take thou my justice first, then hope for theirs.


    I, who can bend the living to my will,


    Fear not the dead, and court not the unborn:


    Their arm will never reach me, nor shall thine.

  


  
    ABDALAZIS.


    Pity, release him, pardon him, my father.


    Forget how much thou hatest perfidy;


    Think of him, once so potent, stil so brave,


    So calm, so self-dependent in distress . .


    I marvel at him . . hardly dare I blame,


    When I behold him fallen from so high,


    And so exalted after such a fall.


    Mighty must that man be, who can forgive


    A man so mighty; seize the hour to rise,


    Another never comes: O say, my father,


    Say, Julian, be my enemy no more.


    He fills me with a greater awe than e’er


    The field of battle, with himself the first,


    When every flag that waved along our host


    Droopt down the staff, as if the very winds


    Hung in suspense before him . . bid him go


    And peace be with him, or let me depart.


    Lo! like a god, sole and inscrutable,


    He stands above our pity.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    For that wish . .


    Vain as it is, ’tis virtuous . . O, for that,


    However wrong thy censure and thy praise,


    Kind Abdalazis, mayst thou never feel


    The rancour that consumes thy father’s breast,


    Nor want the pity thou hast sought for me.

  


  
    MUZA.


    Now hast thou sealed thy doom.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    And thou thy crimes.

  


  
    ABDALAZIS.


    O father, heed him not: those evil words


    Leave neither blight nor blemish . . let him go.

  


  
    MUZA.


    A boy, a very boy, art thou indeed!


    One who in early day would sally out


    To chase the lion, and would call it sport,


    But, when more wary steps had closed him round,


    Slink from the circle, drop the toils, and blanch


    Like a lithe plant from under snow in spring.

  


  
    ABDALAZIS.


    He who ne’er shrank from danger, might shrink now,


    And ignominy would not follow here.

  


  
    MUZA.


    Peace, Abdalazis! how is this? he bears


    Nothing that warrants him invulnerable:


    Shall I then shrink to smite him? shall my fears


    Be greatest at the blow that ends them all?


    Fears? no! ’tis justice . . fair, immutable,


    Whose measured step, at times, advancing nigh,


    Appalls the majesty of kings themselves.


    O were he dead! tho’ then revenge were o’er!

  


  
    *
  


  FIFTH ACT: FIFTH SCENE.


  
    OFFICER.


    Thy wife, Count Julian!

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Speak!

  


  
    OFFICER.


    Is dead.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Adieu


    Earth, and the humblest of all earthly hopes,


    To hear of comfort, tho’ to find it vain.


    Thou murderer of the helpless! shame of man!


    Shame of thy own base nature! ’tis an act


    He who could perpetrate could not avow,


    Stained, as he boasts to be, with innocent blood,


    Deaf to reproach, and blind to retribution.

  


  
    OFFICER.


    Julian, be just; ’twill make thee less unhappy.


    Grief was her end: she held her younger boy


    And wept upon his cheek; his naked breast


    By recent death now hardening and inert,


    Slipt from her knee; again with frantic grasp


    She caught it, and it weighed her to the ground:


    There lay the dead.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    She?

  


  
    OFFICER.


    And the youth her son.

  


  
    JULIAN.


    Receive them to thy peace, eternal God!


    O soother of my hours, while I beheld


    The light of day, and thine! adieu, adieu!


    And, my Covilla! dost thou yet survive?


    Yes, my lost child, thou livest yet . . in shame!


    O agony, past utterance! past thought!


    That throwest death, as some light idle thing,


    With all its terrours, into dust and air,


    I will endure thee; I, whom heaven ordained


    Thus to have served beneath my enemies,


    Their conqueror, thus to have revisited


    My native land with vengeance and with woe.


    Henceforward shall she recognize her sons,


    Impatient of oppression or disgrace,


    And rescue them, or perish; let her hold


    This compact, written with her blood, and mine.


    Now follow me . . but tremble . . years shall roll,


    And wars rage on, and Spain at last be free.

  


  
    *
  


  INES DE CASTRO AT CINTRA.


  INES. PEDRO. CONSTANTIA. BLANCA.


  
    CONSTANTIA.


    PLEASANT must be these groves of Cintra, Pedro!


    To one who lately left the Moorish sands:


    Every thing has its joyance for the eyes


    That look from hard-fought and won fields upon it,


    As yours do.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Lady! I delight to hear


    And see you; so ingenuous, so benign,


    So playful!

  


  
    CONSTANTIA.


    I am then no more Constantia!


    But Lady!

  


  
    PEDRO.


    You are not the little girl


    I left: you have exchanged your childish charms


    For others, which require new words, new thoughts,


    New gazers.

  


  
    CONSTANTIA.


    Give me one of them awhile;


    Cannot you? are you proud? has my mama


    Been tutoring you, as she has me?

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Constantia!


    I ask from you what no man ever had,


    Or asked, in my condition . . pity me!

  


  
    CONSTANTIA.


    O this is then the solemn way to woo!


    I have redd something like it, since you went,


    But never thought it could be near the same.


    Here is my hand . . you take it not!

  


  
    PEDRO.


    I kiss it.


    My life hangs from it . . and more lives than one.

  


  
    CONSTANTIA.


    O! no, vain man! I love you very well,


    Very sincerely, very tenderly;


    For I have seen you often, long together,


    Early, and when none knew it; but think not


    My life hangs from your ring: you first asked pity,


    And fear’d to ask even that; you now would grant it,


    Perhaps not grant it, yet would make me sue . .


    And came you then before the hour for this?

  


  
    PEDRO.


    I came before the hour, I must confess,


    To be with you some moments more, alone.

  


  
    CONSTANTIA.


    ’Tis very wrong, I hear, at such a time


    Of life: when we are children and are wild


    ’Tis well enough; but when we are grown sage


    (As we are) the whole world cries out upon it.


    What now have you been doing all these days?

  


  
    PEDRO.


    This is the first appointed me for seeing you.

  


  
    CONSTANTIA.


    O! I know that: my question was amiss:


    I always say the very thing one would not.


    Alas! I find, and I am sorry for it,


    Too young am I to think of serious things.


    Surely we might deferr them for a year,


    By flattering the king and queen a little


    And giving them a kiss or two, each of us.


    If you should find me but a child in thought,


    Or, what is hatefuller (all say), in manner,


    And blush for me, my heart must shrivel under it;


    For I would never pain the man I love,


    And least of all (for that hurts most) would shame him.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Sure some kind angel breathed into your breast


    The words on which I live.

  


  
    CONSTANTIA.


    O! then they pleased you!


    They were not those that I most hoped to please with.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    The queen perhaps has not discourst on all


    Of my first passion.

  


  
    CONSTANTIA.


    All? did you tell her?


    There were some silly things: I never told her . .


    Why should I? we were very young indeed . .


    Do people call that passion?

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Have you heard


    Perchance of Ines?

  


  
    CONSTANTIA.


    Whom? Ines de Castro?


    Not latterly: no one must speak of her.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Yes; I must speak of her.

  


  
    CONSTANTIA.


    They say you liked her;


    And so should I have done (she was so good)


    If they had let her stay with me: they would not.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    O sweetest best Constantia! she is stil


    As she was ever . . saving one sad name.

  


  
    CONSTANTIA.


    What sad name?

  


  
    PEDRO.


    The betrothed of Don Pedro.

  


  
    CONSTANTIA.


    How! faithless man! betrothed?

  


  
    PEDRO.


    So she was:


    I have resigned her.

  


  
    CONSTANTIA.


    I resign then you.


    What blessing, what prosperity, what peace,


    Can rest with perfidy? she is the same,


    You tell me . . little matters what you tell me . .


    As when you knew her first.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    The very same.

  


  
    CONSTANTIA.


    Mild, beautiful, affectionate, believing?

  


  
    PEDRO.


    All.

  


  
    CONSTANTIA.


    Go then! ask forgiveness at her feet,


    But never hope it here.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Stay, princess!

  


  
    CONSTANTIA.


    Go!


    The lemon-tyme, geranium, and stiff pinks,


    And every tuft in every vase about,


    Have lost some leaves while you have been thus speaking;


    So, evil spirits must have entered with you:


    And tho the curtains swell and fall, and tho


    There seems to be a breeze, ’tis not the air!


    What air there was, grows hot and tainted round;


    I scarce can breathe it.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    You will hear the whole . .

  


  
    CONSTANTIA.


    I never will.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    The truth . .

  


  
    CONSTANTIA.


    Where?

  


  
    PEDRO.


    From the queen.

  


  
    CONSTANTIA.


    The truth, when it left Pedro, left the world.


    Goes.

  


  
    PEDRO alone in the garden.


    Hated, fled, scorn’d . . I am at least set free


    From an affiance which the pure of soul


    Abhorr: such marriage-bed appears bestrewn


    With the dark flowers and heavy pall that hung


    Around the corse, where bloomed their one delight.


    She comes . . be strong my heart! thou’rt at thy proof


    For the first time . . bear up!


    To INES.Sit here by me,


    Under this cedar.

  


  
    INES.


    Where sit under it?


    Its branches push the grass away beneath,


    Nor leave it room enough to rise amid them;


    Easier it were, methinks, to walk along


    And rest on them, they are so dense and broad,


    And level as the oars are on Mondego


    Until the music beckons them below.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Come; I am holding them wide open for thee;


    They will close round us.

  


  
    INES.


    Have you waited long?


    Tell me.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    I’ve other things to tell thee.

  


  
    INES.


    What?


    Oh! I am very chilly in this shade.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Run into the pavilion then.

  


  
    INES.


    Now tell me.


    Pedro! your hand and brow are sadly parcht,


    And you are out of breath, altho’ you walked


    These twenty paces, more than I who ran . .


    And yet you always caught me when we tried.


    What would you tell me now, my faithful Pedro!

  


  
    PEDRO.


    In one word, Ines! I have ceased to love thee.


    Loose me and let me go.

  


  
    INES.


    Is this your greeting?


    This your first morning salutation? turn . .


    Can it be? must I (look at me) believe it?

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Yes, my sweet . . yes, my Ines . . yes, yes, Ines!

  


  
    INES.


    And are you stil so generous, O my love,


    As to be sorry you have ceased to love me?


    To sigh, almost to weep, bending your face


    Away from me, lest I should grieve to see


    A change in it, and in a change a loss!


    Take off that hand from above mine then! take it!


    I dare not move it from me . . ’tis the prince’s,


    And not my Pedro’s.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    I must go.

  


  
    INES.


    I once


    Might ask you why. Let me go.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Wouldst thou? whither?


    Unfortunate! So, thou resignest me,


    Light heartless girl!

  


  
    INES.


    I would obey: I swore it.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Not yet.


    Aside.Ah! would to God! it were indeed so!

  


  
    INES.


    Not at the altar yet; but did you not


    Force me to say I loved you, ere you went


    Against the Moors, telling me you could never


    Be half so valiant, half so proud of victory,


    Unless I own’d it? Too just punishment!


    Why then so long delaid! We oft have met,


    Oft every day, and no day but in smiles,


    (O those three happy ones since your return!)


    And I had ceased to fancy it was wrong,


    It seemed so little like it and gave you


    Such pleasure, and such confidence in arms.


    Alas! it was unmaidenly! so was it


    To leave my arm around your neck: so was it


    (And worse) to linger, and not fly at once


    For refuge in a cloister, when you prest


    My very lips with kisses. You were going,


    And my poor heart was faint: I thought no ill;


    And you, who might have given me more spirit,


    Said nothing: no one image was there near,


    Or none I saw, of her, the pure, the blessed,


    Who might have chastened me with tender look


    Compassionate, and dried the tears of both.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    I cannot bear these reminiscences,


    Rather these presences . . for they who love


    As we have done, have but one day, one hour,


    In their whole life, in their whole afterlife,


    In earth, heaven, time, eternity.

  


  
    INES.


    What said you?


    I know not what you said, and yet your words


    Seem’d my own to me.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Live! live! thou art young,


    Innocent . . none shall hurt thee. Think no more


    Of that obedience thou wouldst speak about—


    ’Twas never promist me.

  


  
    INES.


    What else is love?

  


  
    PEDRO.


    O Ines! Ines! Ines! must we two


    Know nothing more of what love is, than this!

  


  
    INES.


    Enough for such as I am . . ah! too much . .


    It must not be . . and yet it may be, sure!


    Pedro hath shewn me many of my faults,


    And now may shew me all, and bid me mend them.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Forget me, hate me: I am grown ungrateful,


    Wild, desperate, the very worst of men.


    And (if thou wilt not pity me for saying it)


    Most wretched, and most wronged.


    Hold back thy pity!


    I will not have it.


    Is this curse enough


    For my consent to leave thee? or what heavier


    Would any wish? even thou?

  


  
    INES.


    Oh tender Pedro!


    If you have ceased to love me (very strange


    As are your words) I would not argue with you;


    I have no power and you no need of it:


    But if you ever fancy in yourself


    Such blemishes, then be persuaded by me,


    O generous Pedro, you have wronged your nature;


    They are not to be fear’d or thought of in it.


    Enough of breasts are open to them, room


    Enough in all, and welcome in too many!


    They cannot enter Pedro’s.{Addition}

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Burst, my heart

  


  
    INES.


    One only, in your sorrows, we have stil . .


    Speak, and assuage it.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Dost thou bid me? hear!


    Hear me! reproach me! spurn me! but ask nought.


    I must not marry thee.


    What answerest thou?

  


  
    INES.


    Heaven has decreed it then, O my beloved!


    Be calm! unless I have offended you.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    I may be calm, no doubt! a curse on those


    Who teach me calmness! wouldst thou teach me it?

  


  
    INES.


    Take off the curse! with any pain but that


    I would; tho others first must teach it me.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    I thought so! Others! What a word is this!


    She then has confidents! she asks their counsel!


    She talks to them of me! tells of my loves,


    My doubts, my fears . . What fears have I? what doubts? . .


    She throws my weaknesses before their feet


    To look at, touch, discourse upon, discuss . .


    Now I can leave her . . now I can . . and will.


    In three strides I am gone beyond a thought


    Of such a woman . . dear as she was once!


    Pooh! I misunderstood her, I perceive.


    Monks then and priests invade the sanctuary


    Of holiest love, strip down its freshest fruits,


    And chew them dry, and call them bad and bitter!


    Could it be thus, were dignity in man


    Or chastity in woman, as before?


    We turn tame foxes into our own vineyards


    To yelp the wild ones out; but they the wild


    Come only the more numerous at their noise;


    And our sleek guardians make the best grapes theirs,


    Biting the fist that drags them back too late.

  


  
    INES.


    Revere our holy Church! tho some within


    Have erred, and some are slow to lead us right,


    Stopping to pry when staff and lamp should be


    In hand, and the way whiten underneath.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Ines, the Church is now a charnel-house,


    Where all that is not rottenness is drowth.


    Thou hast but seen its gate hung round with flowers,


    And heard the music whose serenest waves


    Cover its gulfs and dally with its shoals,


    And hold the myriad insects in light play


    Above it, loth to leave its sunny sides.


    Look at this central edifice! come close!


    Men’s bones and marrow its materials are,


    Men’s groans inaugurated it, men’s tears


    Sprinkle its floor, fires lighted up with men


    Are censers for it; Agony and Anger


    Surround it night and day with sleepless eyes;


    Dissimulation, Terrour, Treachery,


    Denunciations of the child, the parent,


    The sister, brother, lover (mark me, Ines!)


    Are the peace-offerings God receives from it.

  


  
    INES.


    I tremble . . but betrayers tremble more.


    Now cease, cease, Pedro! Cling I must to somewhat . .


    Leave me one guide, one rest! Let me love God!


    Alone . . if it must be so!

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Him alone . .


    Mind; in him only place thy trust henceforth.


    Thy hands are marble, Ines! and thy looks


    Unchangeable, as are the wintery stars


    In their clear brightness . . and what pangs have I


    Endured for thee! Gaze, smile at me, sit mute . .


    I merit it . . Woman of songs and satires


    And sermons, thro the world they point at thee!


    To himself.


    I spoke of what I suffered: I spoke ill.


    Light as a bubble was the heaviest of it


    To what I now endure. Where was there ever


    Affliction like love buried thus alive,


    And turn’d to hatred by some hellish charm!


    So! then thy lips can move! can open too!


    When they have leisure, will they deign to speak?

  


  
    INES.


    O Pedro! Pedro! my own agony


    Had cast me down; yours will not let me sink.


    Uncertain man! once tender, now severe,


    Once prodigal of confidence, now prompt


    To snatch it back, rending the heart that held it!


    How much true love my grave will hide from you!


    Let this dry up my tears!

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Live! and live happy!

  


  
    QUEEN.


    Perfidious! where are now the promises


    You made your father, when at my request


    He pardoned that young sorceress? Are your words


    All spent? am I unworthy of reply?

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Madam, no accusation was preferred


    Of sorcery; the threat was quite enough.


    When you protested by the saints and martyrs,


    Angels and confessors, Ines de Castro


    Should soon be charged of sorcery before


    The competent tribunals of the realm,


    Unless she would renounce my plighted vow,


    So firm was my reliance on the word


    Of royalty, so well I understood


    What competent tribunals are, I swore


    Upon my knees, never to marry her


    Whom I had sworn to marry. In all this


    Is there no merit to a royal mind?

  


  
    QUEEN.


    Much; if the vow be kept.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Vows always should be.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Ah! the distracted will for ever reason;


    Why will not those sometimes who are not so?

  


  
    QUEEN.


    What then, unsteddy youth, were your resolves?

  


  
    PEDRO.


    If, she who formerly believed so much,


    Ines could think me now unworthy of her,


    She soon might bear our severance: what care I


    How many, great, unmerited, my sufferings,


    Be hers but less!

  


  
    QUEEN.


    To whom now speaks the boy?

  


  
    INES.


    Those thoughts, that cannot rest, spring from his heart;


    And, as they spring, fall into it again,


    Like some pure fountain-water, where none heeds


    The rift it rises from.


    To PEDRO, laying her hand on his.


    Was it to me,


    Or to yourself, or to the queen, you spoke?

  


  
    PEDRO.


    In Nature’s voice I spoke alone with Nature.


    To the QUEEN.


    Madam! protect this innocent sweet girl!


    I, who would have abandoned her, implore it!

  


  
    INES.


    Too generous soul! O Pedro! O my prince!


    Let the unworthiest of your father’s vassals


    Clasp, on the ground, your knee!

  


  
    QUEEN.


    How! in my presence


    Thou leanst thy forehead on thy keeper’s knee!

  


  
    PEDRO, raising INES.


    Rise!


    To the QUEEN.


    Madam, I have not yet learnt castilian.


    My royal father has confer’d on me,


    For my poor humble service, no such title.


    I am but Pedro, prince of Portugal.


    Towns, provinces, have been entrusted to me,


    And kept; but never have I undertaken


    The weighty charge, to be a woman’s keeper.

  


  
    INES.


    Crave pardon of the queen!

  


  
    QUEEN.


    Of me? what need?


    His father will forgive him at my suit;


    He loves him, and hath shewn it in the choice


    He has approved and sanctioned, of his wife.

  


  
    INES.


    O happy father! happy Portugal!


    And, whatsoe’er befall thee, happy Ines!

  


  
    QUEEN.


    Has the audacious chatterer ceased at last?


    Constantia, sir, is royal, is your equal,


    Is your superior.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Who is not? that wears


    The graces of her sex, the goodness of it,


    The mildness, and sometimes the pitying tears.


    Constantia knows my passion.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    Knows your passion?


    What! before marriage? Yes, yes, you are right . .


    I told her of it when I gave it her . .


    How ’twas devoted to her . . Prove my words,


    If loyalty and knighthood are within you.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Strong the appeal: and any other words


    The queen might dictate . .

  


  
    QUEEN.


    These will do quite well;


    Confirm them to my daughter: that is all:


    Say them in your own way . . with some few more,


    As princes do, by precedent . . or not . .


    I would drop any form, to make you easy


    And put this boyish fancy out of mind.

  


  
    INES.


    I must not throw myself again before you,


    I must not hear those royal words again,


    They hurt you so, they almost made you angry . .


    Ah! how you blush at being wroth so soon! . .


    But let me pray, and let me once more move you,


    Be duteous! be obedient! O how lovely


    Is the young princess who expects your hand!

  


  
    QUEEN.


    Does it require an effort to espouse


    The princess of Castille?

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Nor to espouse,


    Nor to abandon whom we should espouse,


    Is thought an effort in the court of kings.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    Plebeian soul! ill-sorted with its state!

  


  
    INES.


    Into what errors have I led you, Pedro!


    The princess may retrieve you . . she alone.

  


  
    QUEEN seizing INES.


    Come then . . resist not, think not, hang not back . .


    Along with me! There is no other way


    To give him freedom. We may find for you


    A match more equal and less perilous.


    I will adorn your nuptials with my presence,


    To satisfy your pride, and his, unworthy!


    No earthly thing is wanting to the bridegroom.


    He has estate, youth, person, rank, court-favour . .


    What! thankless, graceless, uncompliant girl,


    Will nothing serve you under royalty?

  


  
    INES.


    O were there none on earth! I then were happy.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    Abomination! treason! heresy!


    My duty now compels me . . call the guard . .

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Forbear, forbear, justly offended queen!

  


  
    INES.


    Well may you blush, who never blusht for me


    Before! I lost my senses when I said it.


    I may love God: I may not love you, Pedro!


    And hence the worst and wildest wish that ever


    Distraction wrencht from passion . . for my warmth


    To draw the sun (’twas nothing less) from heaven.


    O what were Portugal, what were earth, without you!


    Inanimate, or trampled, or distraught,


    Or self-opprest, like one in wicked slumber.


    Reign, bravest Pedro, teaching first obedience . .


    Be every thing that kings have ever been . .


    Unless they should have loved!


    O that, before


    We part, I must not touch those cheeks with mine,


    To catch their modesty and beauteousness!

  


  
    QUEEN.


    Mad impudence! am I then but a fly


    Or bird, or vacant unobservant air,


    That every sigh should strip itself before me?


    Thy wanton ardour, girl, shall have its range


    Elsewhere.

  


  
    INES.


    Most gracious lady! let me follow,


    I am unworthy of the hand that leads me . .

  


  
    QUEEN.


    That drags thee to thy doom, if thou resist.


    Choose; death or marriage!

  


  
    INES.


    Marriage! never, never!


    Help me, O help me, Pedro! not to fly,


    Not to resist, but to obey in all


    Save that one thing where life and death are one.


    Of that speak not, tho you should speak from heaven.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    What can I? Wilt thou claim me? I am thine . .


    One fire, before the populace, burns both.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    Atheist and heretic! shame, shame o’erwhelm thee!


    A prince of Portugal, in robes of flame!


    Before the populace! and own his fault!


    To INES.


    Come, come along! these horrors must not be.


    God, Sant-Iago, and Castille, forbid!

  


  
    INES.


    Grant me, O queen, a cloister.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    With the pure?


    The consecrated? the resigned?

  


  
    INES.


    A grave


    Then grant me! there the fit and unfit meet.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    I will grant that which girls like thee wish more,


    And pray for less aloud: my word is given:


    The bridegroom waits: thou’rt his ere the last mass:


    In time for dinner at his father’s house.


    Haste; do not keep the valets round the board


    To drive away the flies which mar your feast,


    Nor make the elder guests more grave than age


    Has made them, that their wine grows warm apace.

  


  
    INES to PEDRO.


    O then you cannot save me!

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Save I will,


    If my own life can do it.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    How should that?

  


  
    INES.


    No branch so leafless but it gives a shade


    To some poor insect at some hour of day.


    Many has that sword slain who wisht to live,


    And there was glory from it; was it then


    Because they wisht to live, that there was glory


    In stripping them of life? are friendly deeds


    Less glorious than unfriendly? is less brave


    The blow that liberates than the force that binds?

  


  
    PEDRO.


    What sayst thou!

  


  
    INES.


    I dare neither say nor do,


    Yet wish . . and more than wildest love e’er wisht.

  


  
    PEDRO to himself.


    I will not ask again, lest one desire,


    As ever, come between us and seize both.


    To INES.


    What thou hast spoken of inanimate things


    Levels me with them, nay, casts me beneath.


    Lo! here am I, and cannot lend protection


    To those whom God’s right-hand placed at my side


    Rather to strengthen and admonish me,


    And whom their virtue should have raised above it.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    Virtue! ay, where obedience and religion


    Are wanting, there comes virtue! by my faith,


    Never a word on earth I like so ill:


    Who taught you it?

  


  
    PEDRO.


    The word I have forgotten


    Who taught me: if you ask or heed who taught


    The thing, behold her here! and here the heart


    Wheron, beneath her image, ’tis engraven.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    Blessed are they who walk in innocence,


    And fear the Lord, and only know his saints,


    And only do his will! The arts of Hell,


    The powers of darkness, be they far from me,


    From you, my son, and all our royal house?


    I would not even mention them, lest woe


    Fall upon some one at the searching sound.


    Treason, rebellion, wishes undisguised,


    Bold boisterous exclamations, not against


    One King, and him the very best on earth,


    Our natural lord and master, but against


    The form, the power, the name, of royalty . .


    Royalty! God’s appointed, God’s own work,


    God’s own resemblance, need no charge of sorcery.


    You are the witness, prince! I would hurt none . .


    You on your oath must answer to our liege


    For the state’s weal: and let us drop the rest.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Spare her! or, by the Christ that died for me,


    I die for her, and on this sword, before you.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    Abstain, rash youth!

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Merciless queen, abstain!

  


  
    INES.


    O call none merciless! all must have mercy;


    All need it.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    Hold thy peace! art thou in church,


    Profane one! or are words like these for thee!

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Forgive her! swear upon the crucifix


    That you will never urge against her aught


    Endangering life, or liberty, or fame,


    Then give me to the axe or to the stake


    As best beseems you . .

  


  
    QUEEN.


    You will then obey?

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Swear; due obedience follows.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    To my lips


    I lift my blessed Lord, and call his name


    In witness; not a thought of ill is left


    Within my sinful breast against the life,


    Or liberty, or fame, of that young maid,


    Ines de Castro.

  


  
    INES.


    Gracious queen! kind Pedro!


    To think of me!


    I too have courage . . strength . .

  


  
    QUEEN.


    She falls upon my knees: she faints: ’tis nothing;


    Call . .

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Let my arms, for the last time, sustain her!

  


  ADDITION.


  
    If indeed


    You have quite ceast to love me, say it not;


    Let Watchfulness and Doubt walk slow before


    Sad Certainty: let every fibre throb


    Daily and nightly in the dim suspense;


    Only bid Pity hold the light of Truth


    Back, nor break suddenly my dream of bliss;


    For fragile is the vase, containing one


    Poor simple flower dipt in it by yourself,


    And, if you saw it broken at your feet,


    You might weep too, ere you could turn away;


    Then never say that you have ceast to love me.


    {back}

  


  
    *
  


  INES DE CASTRO AT COIMBRA.


  PEDRO. INES. QUEEN.


  
    PEDRO.


    INES! we have not loved in vain: this day


    Rewards thy many sufferings for my sake,


    And places our sweet children where they ought


    To stand, in their own brightness.


    Once I said


    The king will do it: ’twas some heavenly voice


    Prompted my words; yet my heart own’d them not,


    And I was slow to speak and thou to hear


    The comfort this hour brings.

  


  
    INES.


    The holy Father


    Sanctioned our vows, the bishop joined our hands,


    In vain, if the parental blessing on us


    Be wanting.


    Many are the tears we shedd


    For poor Constantia, who, upon the brink


    Of death, took our right-hands, and claspt them hard,


    And sighed, Be never sundered, faithful pair!


    Not even this avails us: when the king


    Calls us his children, and the queen too hers,


    Then, and then only, are the rites complete.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Sweet was the friend thou gavest me; more sweet


    The friend she gave: heroic was her gift,


    More than heroic thine; she loved me well,


    I loved her only that she loved me so:


    Thou wert my soul’s delight from the first day


    My eyes had opened on thee, and thy life


    Kept mine on earth but to watch over it.


    Now it is safe.


    Something yet troubles thee;


    What can it be?

  


  
    INES.


    I wonder why the children


    Are not yet brought to us. The king and queen


    Will soon be here; and we without the flowers


    To offer them!

  


  
    PEDRO.


    The fault is mine. A child,


    Now almost four years old, remarks, remembers.

  


  
    INES.


    Surely he should.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Humiliation? no.


    He shall not scorn his father, nor curse mine.


    What I must do, Ines, I do for thee . .


    Hard else the service . . hard! . . ay, unperformed.


    The king will see the children in the park,


    (He must ride through it) and let that suffice!

  


  
    QUEEN BLANCA entering.


    Don Pedro! I rejoice that our liege lord


    Hath well considered what becomes his house,


    And, in his tenderness of heart, embraced


    This lady, to whom on my part I pray


    Heaven grant its loving mercies.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    I await


    The presence of my father, to pour forth


    Whatever gratitude, whatever zeal,


    Soldier or son may offer: late last night


    His orders came that we await him here;


    And the most gracious presence of our queen


    Alike detains me from the hoped embrace.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    The king, my husband, met before the castle


    The children which they told him are his son’s,


    And he was taken with . . I know not which . .


    The elder, or the younger, and would fain


    Have them with him and talk with them and love them,


    And may perhaps, in time, provide for them.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Madam, when they are stronger, their own swords


    Will do it.

  


  
    INES apart.


    O! hush! Pedro! is this right,


    After such kindness?

  


  
    QUEEN.


    But until they are


    Stronger, and carry swords (which may do harm),


    Shall we not look to them, and merit thanks?

  


  
    PEDRO.


    God grant it!

  


  
    QUEEN.


    All must give up some designs,


    Some wishes too long nurst, some ill-grown thoughts.


    After five years many would not repine


    To yield a mistress, but would bless the eyes


    That winkt upon the fault, like mine, like his,


    The fond indulgent father’s, the wise king’s.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    I have no mistress, save whom holy Church


    And love as holy gave me. Gifts like her


    Heaven seldom gave, and never man resigned.

  


  
    INES.


    Surely no longer is there any cause


    For separation.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Cause be there or not,


    No power on earth can separate us now.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    He who permitted can release your bonds;


    To him belongs all power in earth and heaven.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Hath God none left? have vows and sacraments


    No force in them?

  


  
    QUEEN.


    God leaves this nether world


    To his vicegerent.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    So it seems!

  


  
    QUEEN.


    Then bow


    Obedient to the rod.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Is there no time


    When rods shall shed their knots, and we arise


    From under them, and when the bloody hand


    Shall drop them, will consent to clench our gold


    In preference, and be kist on the outside


    For form-sake, letting us stand up, and walk?

  


  
    QUEEN.


    I understand not this opprobrious speech.


    We are vile worms: how can we stand erect?

  


  
    PEDRO.


    God made us not vile worms.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    We make ourselves


    None other, by our passions.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Not by those


    The Church hath sanctified.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    For its own ends.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Ay, truly!

  


  
    QUEEN.


    For its peace . .

  


  
    PEDRO.


    And plenteousness.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    God’s house should be well stored.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    God’s law well kept.


    His house be it his to keep, his law be it ours.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    Assertor of illegibilities


    In law, the sense wherof but one can tell,


    No longer do I wonder that my poor


    Constantia died so soon: died ere the crown


    Circled her fine black hair! . .

  


  
    PEDRO.


    . . And King Alfonso


    Was gathered to his fathers!

  


  
    QUEEN.


    Miscreant!


    Who thought of that?

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Worthy was your Constantia


    Of any crown; but none (had life been spared)


    Could have been hers before my father left it.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    And shall that creature there, that half-espous’d,


    Wear it instead?

  


  
    PEDRO.


    That creature there descends


    Of royal lineage; and from her hath sprung


    A royal lineage not below the past.


    Adversity hath nurst it, and just Heaven


    Placed it, you say, beneath my father’s smile.

  


  
    INES.


    Nothing is wanting, now, most glorious queen!


    Beside your blessing.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    Curses on the brood . .


    . . I had well-nigh been prompted to exclame


    Under my wrongs . . but wrongs we all must bear.

  


  
    INES.


    If any of them seem to rise from me,


    Punish me, O kind lady! and point out


    How I may expiate my offense at last.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    De Castro! Set not thou thy heart upon


    The crown! it may fall from thee . . nay, it shall.

  


  
    INES.


    For crowns I care not.

  


  
    QUEEN to PEDRO.


    Carest thou for crowns?

  


  
    PEDRO.


    I value that of Portugal above


    All earthly things, saving my faith and sword.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    Above this woman?

  


  
    PEDRO.


    On this woman rests


    My faith, and o’er her pillow hangs my sword.


    The crown is, and God grant it long may be,


    Another’s; and no thought can dwell theron


    Of mine, but hopes of love from him who wears it,


    A subject’s, soldier’s, son’s obedience.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    An officer brings a letter.


    Prove it: the speech was spoken opportunely.


    After some time reading.


    “She spoils me! what would one much better do?


    Give me my own mama! I’ll run away . .


    I’ll never have another . . very good ones


    Would only make me cry the more for mine.”


    And words like these confound and shake the wise!


    Patience! . . I have no patience for his folly.


    “Beauty.”


    Young things are always beautiful.


    “Such innocence.”


    Can they be otherwise?


    “Like me a little.”


    Ha! there lies the spell.


    Doating old man! I’ll break it, if I live.


    Like thee?


    Constantia’s children may become so;


    Legitimately born, them sponsor kings


    Have held, and heard their titles, at the font.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Madam, the former words you spoke less loud:


    They may not have concern’d me; but these last


    Strike at my honour.


    Since the nuptial rites


    First held together those whom love had joined,


    None have been ever holier than were ours.


    The pontif, to whose power you have appeal’d,


    Ordered the best of bishops, him of Guarda,


    To join our hands and bless us; which he did;


    Shedding the tears that virtuous old men shed


    On those whom they think virtuous, both when joy


    Showers from above, and when grief strikes them low.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    The pontif did it lest a scandal lie


    Against the Church: he was deceived: some doubts


    Have risen in his mind, which you shall hear,


    Of this young person who was named your wife.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Named! by the name of God! she is my wife,


    And shall be so for ever! Earth, Hell, Rome,


    Shall never separate us.


    Courage! girl!


    Thou hast heard worse from her.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    . . And worse shalt hear.


    Some time ago, when we first met, at Cintra,


    I was too tender-hearted; so the king


    Assured me: now he leaves me my own way


    To follow.

  


  
    INES.


    When he comes . .

  


  
    QUEEN.


    He comes not hither.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Can kings deceive?

  


  
    QUEEN.


    No, they can not deceive,


    But they can promise and observe the promise


    Or drop it, as they will.


    Who shall controll


    Or question them?

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Their God.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    God hath approved


    From Rome (if you will read it) our resolves.


    Holding a paper.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Madam, I read not any thing from Rome


    That violates our sacraments.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    Rome made


    And can unmake them, and does every day.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Only where kings are rich and nations weak.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    Some deference must be paid in solid gold,


    Some in obedience: the more weighty part


    We undertake, the lighter is for you.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Rare image, by my troth, is this of Heaven!


    Odin and Thor shattered the bones, and drank


    Of beer and mead what the crackt skull could hold;


    Too generous were their mighty hands to filch


    The purse, had any purse been in the way . .


    The bridge of Mahomet has no shops upon it.


    The very Jew eats up his meal morose


    Apart from God, nor robs us in God’s name.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    Who would have thought this cursed sect should count


    Among its friends a prince of Portugal!

  


  
    PEDRO.


    There are no sects in subjects: all are one;


    One protects all.


    The world will never flourish


    Under crowned priests or water-sprinkling kings.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    O horrible! O blasphemy! O lust


    Of change in princes!{Addition}

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Ines! do not weep!


    I want thy word.

  


  
    INES.


    I have no word to speak,


    Now every one I utter gives offense.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    I am then fond of change! Say this against me


    And thou wilt not offend.

  


  
    INES.


    O! may God love me


    As does my Pedro! may at length the queen


    Pardon me as God pardon’d me, who made him!

  


  
    QUEEN.


    . . Over the grave of my dear child!


    Ay, sob!


    Hide thy white face! pull thy loose curls around,{Addition}


    Darkening them (for they want it) with thy tears,


    If tears will serve, to make them look becoming.


    Vain wretch! thy features are some poor Biscayan’s,


    Some mountain girl’s, half-Spanish; and thy soul


    Has nothing royal, nothing noble, in it.{Addition}


    Now am I forced to say what shocks my soul


    In utterance . . first because it places thee


    Too near our royal house, and then because


    It covers it with incest . . can I speak


    The words I would? Speak them I must! for these,


    These only, could strike down thy lofty hopes,


    And shew thee what abyss, what hell, of guilt


    Lies under to engulf thee. Didst thou not


    Stand with don Pedro here, and hold the prince


    Don Luis with him at the sacrament


    Of baptism? By the saints in Paradise!


    Thou art his sister in the Churchis eye.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    The Church had wiped, I fancied, from her eye


    This grain of dust . . I gave the kerchief for it . .


    Many, and somewhat worse, she throws in ours.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    Arguing with him who argues against God,


    As thou dost, were a folly: this at least,


    Ines! is not among thy many sins:


    Yet little as thou hast deserved of me,


    I make thee what amends thy broken marriage


    (For such in courtesy I will express it)


    Admits of.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    I am then, it seems, to die . .


    Since nothing but the stroke of death can break it.

  


  
    INES.


    Sweet husband! shall false dangers overshadow


    Whom true and great ones blazed upon and guided?

  


  
    PEDRO.


    And shall these false ones make thee weep? did those?


    Bear up, my Ines! bear up bravely, girl?


    We have been happy: happy we shall be.


    Thou seest me not, withering with age, cast down


    By weight of wrongs, consumed by grief, distraught


    By envy and ambition, worse than one


    Whom penal horses sever limb from limb,


    Nor, what were worse than all, bereft of thee;


    For Heaven will give me thoughts and views of Ines,


    As Ines gave me, in this world, of Heaven.


    Goes to the window.


    Ha! there they stand below, agape for me.


    One walked but half the length of the house-front


    And turn’d again, and askt his fellow slave


    (I do believe, for they have hungry scrips)


    When will the prey be ours? and the prey’s price?


    Their plumes and brims ill hide them, tho they keep


    As near as may be under us: perhaps


    Twere well to call three more and better men.


    Pacheco is too lank; the shrewd Coello


    And spruce Gonzales would not like their doublets


    To have another slash in them.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    What mean


    These foul insinuations?

  


  
    PEDRO.


    What mean they


    Under my window?

  


  
    QUEEN.


    Your own good; the king’s


    True service.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Let them enter then.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    This room?

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Yea, and within one pace of their king’s son;


    Covered; with dirk and rapier . . but in front.

  


  
    INES.


    Escape, O dearest Pedro!

  


  
    PEDRO.


    He who dies


    Escapes . . and some shall beat the path before.


    I would not willingly try any flight:


    The only one I know, the only one


    Where Honour can go with me, will be mine


    Whatever hour I choose.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    Most heathenish!


    To talk of Honour and of Death so lightly!

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Madam, we may lose one, but not the other;


    Therefor we need not mind it.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    Not when Hell


    Opens before us?

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Hell too we may close


    And its enormous portals, with less effort


    Than infants push aside ungrateful food.


    We have but to maintain our sense of right,


    Which of all senses is the pleasantest,


    And which must bear most violence ere expell’d.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    I understand not a fantastic speech


    Appliant to no person, to no purport.


    I will speak plainer; and I speak to both . .


    Obey!


    It seems not decent that men’s hands


    Should touch with little gentleness, should lead


    Compulsively, young women who have stood


    Behind and near the daughter of Castille.


    Long-suffering is my merit, if the grace


    Of God vouchsafes me one: but oaths of fealty


    On all are binding, and on queens the most.


    My conscience hath upbraided me severely


    For not disclosing to our king the part


    Whereto (in tears I own it) I was privy,


    Against his crown and dignity.


    Come now!


    Hear reason, donna Ines! I no more


    Urge any choice which may displease you both . .

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Displease us! urge a choice!

  


  
    QUEEN.


    We must avoid


    Scandal at least.


    There are formalities . .


    Mere abjuration now of marriage-rites,


    And nothing more than living separate,


    One in a cloister, t’ other in a camp . .


    The very choice the brave and chaste all make . .

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Ay, by the Saints! and some perhaps too soon


    Shall find my choice made firmly.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    Now delay


    Were madness, pardon perjury: such threats


    Are traitorous and parricidal too.


    She calls from the window.


    Coello! Diego! with your band upstairs . .


    With your whole band . . two timid women wait . .


    Your queen commands . . your king . . your friend the bridegroom . .


    Force! murder!


    To PEDRO.Stop me? hold me? grasp my wrist?


    Audacious! and let that foul fiend escape?

  


  
    INES just out of the door.


    Good soldier! I am not escaping from you . .


    Push me not back! that was not the command . .


    Strike! you must act no otherwise . . let fall


    This halbert, or I run from under it . .


    The word is given . . ’twas the queen gave it . . strike,


    Irresolute!

  


  
    PEDRO.


    What fell?

  


  
    QUEEN.


    Where is she?

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Fled.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    Hold me not; pray me not; I will pursue . .

  


  
    PEDRO.


    The guard hath stopt her.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    At the door?

  


  
    PEDRO.


    With force


    More than is manly, thrusting her against it.


    Ho! Ines! art thou hurt? speak! art thou speaking?


    What sobbest thou, my love! is then my name


    Uncall’d upon in any grief of thine!


    Where is she?


    Ho! throw open, sentinel,


    This door.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    Stand further off . . he does his duty . .


    Further back yet . . have you no decency!


    To tread upon her blood! it runs thro fast,


    And will (’tis to be fear’d) leave marks behind.


    Who, hearing your insensibility,


    Will pity you?

  


  
    PEDRO.


    None! none!


    Ines is dead!


    My father! you are childless! fare you well!


    Unbar the door!Aloud to the sentry.


    To the QUEEN.Command him, madam!


    Who


    Shall keep me here, while steel is in my grasp


    And vengeance strengthens it and justice guides it.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    Sentry, unbar!


    Looking at the corpse.


    The scene quite saddens me.


    ’Twas her own fault, rash child! God’s will be done!

  


  ADDITIONS.


  
    You would fain become


    (Tho’ prince) what people call, I think, a patriot,


    Hard husky thing with little kernel in it,


    And bitter as the water of Hell-streams.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    No, Madam! I abjure the uncleanliness


    Of name so prostituted: prince I am,


    And claim my birthright, and wish others theirs.


    Two cackling mothers hatch two separate broods


    Of patriots; neither shall infest my house.


    I shun the noisier, but I loathe far more


    Patriots with tags about their carcases


    Bedolled with bits of ribbon and rag-lace,


    And dangling, dainty, jeweled crucifix.


    The puffed heart’s pride and not its purifier . .


    Limbs, lives, and fortunes, all before the king,


    Until he ask the hazard of the same;


    Then the two broods unite . . one step, one voice . .


    For their dear country in its sad estate.


    These, these are changeful. Ines, do not weep.


    {back}

  


  
    Exactly like . . I know not what they’re like,


    They are so frightful . . tossing here and there


    By their own rustic untamed springiness,


    Even when thou movest neither head not body!


    {back}

  


  
    (To PEDRO aside.)


    Thou art perhaps more obstinate than she.


    I have my doubts . . rainy-eyed girls see double . .


    Toss on two pillows, and drop tears on each . .


    I would say nothing more . . I may be wrong,


    But other names than Pedro may have crept


    Among the curtains in Don Pedro’s house.

  


  
    INES.


    O may they ever! glorious names! Blest saints


    Of Paradise! have ye not watcht my sleep?


    Have ye not given me thoughts of him, and hopes,


    And visions, when I prayed you to protect


    Him and his children, and that gracious queen


    Who sees me not aright thro love of him,


    Wishing him loftier aims and brighter joys.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    My doubts now darken: do not thine at this


    Evasion?

  


  
    PEDRO.


    O my Ines! sure the Blest


    Are the more blest to share thy love with me,


    And I to share it, as I do, with them.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    How the man raves! no stain, no spot in her!


    Immaculate! beware! repeat the word


    With those unholy lips, call her that name


    Which only one of mortal race had ever . .

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Lady! that one was meek no less than pure.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    So am I too, who suffer all this wrong,


    This violence, this scoffing, this deceit,


    From one like her, false, loathsome, dull, low-born.


    Others know all; I know not half, nor would.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    Hot lolling tongues bespatter fairest names


    With foulest slurs: black shows not upon black.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    Well! let us hope! all may be right at last.


    There are bad minds, Don Pedro, in the world,


    As you must have observed.

  


  
    PEDRO.


    A glimpse or two.

  


  
    QUEEN.


    I did then wisely when I warned you both,


    Tho ’tis a thankless office, as most are


    Where we consume our days in doing good.


    (To INES.)


    Yet little as thou hast deserved of me, &c. &c.


    {back}

  


  
    *
  


  
    ________


    Pedro must have been thought a very profane man by the religious: for, even when he was king, he insulted the bishop of Oporto, for appearing at court after he had been tried for adultery and found guilty. Mariana records this terrible outrage of his on the privileged orders. In other things he was not amiss. It was his saying that a king who permitted a single day to pass without a beneficent action, deserved not the kingly name.{back}

  


  IPPOLITO DI ESTE.


  
    Ferrante and Giulio were brothers, by the father’s side, to the Duke Alfonso and the Cardinal Ippolito di Este. The cardinal deprived Ferrante of his eyes for loving the same object as his Eminence, and because she had praised the beauty of them.

  


  [FIRST PART.]


  
    IPPOLITO.


    NOW all the people follow the procession


    Here may I walk alone, and let my spirits


    Enjoy the coolness of these quiet ailes.


    Surely no air is stirring; every step


    Tires me; the columns shake, the cieling fleets,


    The floor beneath me slopes, the altar rises.


    Stay! . . here she stept . . what grace! what harmony!


    It seemed that every accent, every note


    Of all the choral music, breathed from her:


    From her celestial airiness of form


    I could have fancied purer light descended.


    Between the pillars, close and wearying,


    I watcht her as she went: I had rusht on . .


    It was too late; yet, when I stopt, I thought


    I stopt full soon: I cried, is she not there?


    She had been: I had seen her shadow burst


    The sunbeam as she parted: a strange sound,


    A sound that stupefied and not aroused me,


    Filled all my senses; such was never felt


    Save when the sword-girt Angel struck the gate,


    And Paradise wail’d loud and closed for ever.


    She should return; the hour is past away.


    How can I bear to see her (yet I will)


    Springing, she fondly thinks, to meet the man


    I most abhorr, my father’s base-born son,


    Ferrante!

  


  
    ROSALBA entering.


    What! I called him! in my haste


    To languish at his beauty, to weigh down


    His eyelids with my lips for gazing on me:


    Surely I spoke the name, and knew it not


    Until it bounded back and smote me so!

  


  
    IPPOLITO.


    Curses upon them both!


    Advancing toward her.Welcome, sweet lady!

  


  
    ROSALBA.


    Lord Cardinal! you here! and unattended!

  


  
    IPPOLITO.


    We wait the happy lover! do we not?

  


  
    ROSALBA.


    Ferrante then betrayed the secret to you!


    And are you come to honour with your presence . .

  


  
    IPPOLITO.


    Has the Duke signed the contract?

  


  
    ROSALBA.


    For what bride?


    Ferrante writes Ferrante plain enough;


    And I do think, altho I once or twice


    Have written it instead of mine, at last


    I am grown steddier, and could write Rosalba.

  


  
    IPPOLITO.


    Sport not with one your charms have cast too low.

  


  
    ROSALBA.


    Sport not with one your hand would raise too high.

  


  
    IPPOLITO.


    Again that taunt! the time may come, Rosalba,


    When I could sanctify the blissful state


    I have aspired to.

  


  
    ROSALBA.


    Am not I mere ice?


    Shew not I girlish frowardness, the fears


    Of infancy, the scruples of old age?


    Have not you said so? and said more . . you hate them?


    How could you bear me, or what wish from me?

  


  
    IPPOLITO.


    That which another will not long retain.

  


  
    ROSALBA.


    You know him little, and me less.

  


  
    IPPOLITO.


    I know


    Inconstancy in him.

  


  
    ROSALBA.


    And what in me?

  


  
    IPPOLITO.


    Intolerance for his betters.

  


  
    ROSALBA.


    Ignorance,


    But not intolerance of them, is my fault.

  


  
    IPPOLITO.


    No?

  


  
    ROSALBA.


    Call it thus, and cast it on the rest.

  


  
    IPPOLITO.


    Some are there whose close vision sees but one


    In the whole world, and would not see another


    For the whole world, were that one out of it.

  


  
    ROSALBA.


    Are there some such? O may they be my friends!


    O how, before I know them, I do love them!

  


  
    IPPOLITO.


    After no strife, no censure, no complaint,


    Have not your tears been seen, when you have left him,


    Thro tediousness, distaste, dislike, and grief,


    (Ingenuous minds must feel it, and may own it)


    That love, so rashly promist, would retire,


    Hating exaction, circumvention, bonds?

  


  
    ROSALBA.


    Such grief is yet unknown to me; I know


    All tears are not for sorrow: many swell


    In the warm depths of gratitude and bliss;


    But precious over all are those that hang


    And tremble at the tale of generous deeds.


    These he relates when he might talk as you do


    Of passion: but he sees my heart, he finds


    What fragrance most refreshes it.


    How high,


    O Heaven! must that man be, who loves and who


    Would stil raise others higher than himself


    To interest his beloved!


    All my soul


    Is but one drop from his, and into his


    Falls, as Earth’s dew falls into Earth again.

  


  
    IPPOLITO.


    Yet would it not be wise to trust a friend


    Able to counsel in extremes and straits?

  


  
    ROSALBA.


    Is it not wise in darkness and in storm


    To trust, the wave that lashes us and pray


    Its guidance on the rocks whereto it tends?


    I have my guide, Lord Cardinal! he alone


    Is ship and pilot to me, sea and star:


    Counsel from others, knowing him, would be


    Like worship of false gods; in me no less


    Than profanation and apostasy.

  


  
    IPPOLITO.


    We may retire; he comes not here to day.

  


  
    ROSALBA.


    Then will I not retire, but lay my head


    Upon the feet of any pitying saint


    Until he comes, altho it be tomorrow?

  


  
    IPPOLITO.


    Tomorrow he may fail: the sovran will


    By rescript has detained and must delay him.

  


  
    ROSALBA.


    Lead, lead me to Ferrante.

  


  
    IPPOLITO.


    Were I worthy.

  


  
    ROSALBA.


    Proud cruel man! that bitter sneer bodes ill.


    May not I see him?

  


  
    IPPOLITO.


    He may not see you.

  


  
    ROSALBA.


    O let him! well my memory can supply


    His beauteous image. I can live on love


    Saturate, like bees with honey, long drear days.


    He must see me, or cannot rest: I can.

  


  
    *
  


  SECOND PART.


  IPPOLITO, FERRANTE, and GIULIO, in prison.


  
    IPPOLITO.


    Reasons of state, I fear, have dictated


    This something like severity; God grant


    Here be no heresy: do both avow it,


    Staring in silence at discovery?

  


  
    GIULIO.


    No order forced me hither; I am come


    To share my brother’s fate, whate’er it be,


    And mitigate his sufferings.

  


  
    IPPOLITO.


    May they cease!

  


  
    GIULIO.


    Those words would have dissolved them into air,


    Spoken but twenty furlongs from these bars.

  


  
    IPPOLITO.


    I would do much to serve you; but my faith


    And my allegiance have two other lords,


    The duke my brother, and the pope my God.


    Ferrante then says nothing?

  


  
    FERRANTE.


    He well knows


    Thy hatred and its cause.

  


  
    IPPOLITO.


    Why should I hate you,


    My father’s son, they say?

  


  
    FERRANTE.


    They say! His blood


    Runs in these veins, pure; for pure blood was hers


    Who loved the youthful lover, and who died


    When falser vows estranged the matchless prince.

  


  
    IPPOLITO.


    He saw his error.

  


  
    FERRANTE.


    All men do when age


    Bends down their heads, or gold shines in their way.

  


  
    IPPOLITO.


    Altho I would have helpt you in distress,


    And just removed you from the court awhile,


    You called me tyrant.

  


  
    FERRANTE.


    Called thee tyrant? I?


    By heaven! in tyrant there is something great


    That never was in thee. I would be killed


    Rather by any monster of the wild


    Than choaked by weeds and quicksands, rather crusht


    By maddest rage than clay-cold apathy.


    Those who act well the tyrant, neither seek


    Nor shun the name; and yet I wonder not


    That thou repeatest it, and wishest me;


    It sounds like power, like policy, like courage,


    And none that calls thee tyrant can despise thee.


    Go, issue orders for imprisonment,


    Warrants for death: the gibbet and the wheel,


    Lo! the grand boundaries of thy dominion!


    O what a mighty office for a minister!


    (And such Alfonso’s brother calls himself),


    To be the scribe of hawkers! Man of genius!


    The lanes and allies echo with thy works.

  


  
    GIULIO.


    Ah! do not urge him; he may ruin you;


    He may pursue you to the grave.

  


  
    FERRANTE.


    He dares not:


    Look at his collar! see the saint he wears!


    The amber saint may ask too much for that.

  


  
    IPPOLITO.


    Atheist! thy scoffs encourage every crime,


    And strip thee, like a pestilence, of friends:


    Theirs is the guilt to march against the law,


    They mount the scaffold, and the blow is thine.

  


  
    FERRANTE.


    How venom burnishes his adder’s crest!


    How eloquent on scaffolds and on laws!


    If such a noisome weed as falsehood is


    Give frothy vigour to a worm like thee,


    Crawl, eat, drink, sleep upon it, and farewell.


    IPPOLITO to GIULIO.


    Take you the sentence, and God be with both!


    Goes.

  


  
    GIULIO.


    What sentence have we here?

  


  
    FERRANTE.


    Unseal and read it.


    GIULIO, reading.


    Of sight! of sight! of sight!

  


  
    FERRANTE.


    Would you escape,


    My gentle Giulio? Run not thus around


    The wide light chamber, press not thus your brow


    Against the walls, with your two palms above.


    Seek you the door then? you are uncondemned


    To lose the sight of one who is the bloom


    And breath of life to you: the bolts are drawn


    On me alone. You carry in your breast


    Most carefully our brother’s precious gift:


    Well, take it anywhere, but do not hope


    Too much from any one. Time softens rocks,


    And hardens men!

  


  
    GIULIO.


    Pray then our God for help.

  


  
    FERRANTE.


    O my true brother, Giulio, why thus hang


    Around my neck and pour forth prayers for me!


    Where there are priests and kinsmen such as ours,


    God hears not, nor is heard. I am prepared


    For death.

  


  
    GIULIO.


    Ah! worse than death may come upon you,


    Unless Heaven interpose.

  


  
    FERRANTE.


    I know the worst,


    And bear one comfort in my breast that fire


    And steel can ne’er force from it: she I love


    Will not be his, but die as she hath lived.


    Doubt you? that thus you shake the head, and sigh.

  


  
    GIULIO.


    Far other doubt was mine: even this shall cease.

  


  
    FERRANTE.


    Speak it.

  


  
    GIULIO.


    I must: God pardon me!

  


  
    FERRANTE.


    Speak on.

  


  
    GIULIO.


    Have we not dwelt in friendship from our birth,


    Told the same courtier the same tale of joy,


    And pointed where life’s earliest thorn had pierced


    Amid the sports of boyhood, ere the heart


    Hath aught of bitter or unsound within?

  


  
    FERRANTE.


    We have indeed.

  


  
    GIULIO.


    Has my advice been ill?

  


  
    FERRANTE.


    Too often ill-observed, but always good.

  


  
    GIULIO.


    Brother, my words are not what better men


    Would speak to you; and yet my love, I think,


    Must be more warm than theirs can ever be . .

  


  
    FERRANTE.


    Brother’s, friend’s, father’s, when was it like yours!

  


  
    GIULIO.


    Which of them ever said what I shall say!

  


  
    FERRANTE.


    Speak; my desires are kindled, my fears quencht.

  


  
    GIULIO.


    Do not delay to die, lest crueller


    Than common death befall you.

  


  
    FERRANTE.


    Then the wheel


    Is ordered in that schedule! Must she too


    Have her chaste limbs laid bare? Here lies the rack;


    Here she would suffer ere it touch the skin . .


    No, I will break it with the thread of life


    Ere the sound reach her. Talk no more of Heaven,


    Of Providence, of Justice . . Look on her!


    Why should she suffer? what hath she from Heaven


    Of comfort, or protection?

  


  
    GIULIO.


    Talk not so!


    Pity comes down when Hope hath flown away.

  


  
    FERRANTE.


    Illusion!

  


  
    GIULIO.


    If it were, which it is not,


    Why break with vehement words such sweet illusion?


    For were there nought above but empty air,


    Nought but the clear blue sky where birds delight,


    Soaring o’er myriad worlds of living dust


    That roll in columns round the noontide ray,


    Your heart would faint amid such solitude,


    Would shrink in such vacuity: that heart


    (Ferrante! can you hide its wants from me?)


    Rises and looks around and calls aloud


    For some kind Being, some consoling bosom,


    Wheron to place its sorrows, and to rest.

  


  
    FERRANTE.


    Oh! that was here . . I cannot look beyond.

  


  
    GIULIO.


    Hark! hear you not the people? to the window!


    They shout and clap their hands when they first meet you


    After short absence; what shall they now do?


    Up! seize the moment; shew yourself.

  


  
    FERRANTE.


    Stay, Giulio!


    Draw me not thither! speak not of my wrongs . .


    I would await but not arouse their vengeance,


    And would deserve but court not their applause.


    Little of good shall good men hope from them,


    Nothing shall wiser.


    Aside.O were he away!


    But if I fail, he must die too, being here.

  


  
    GIULIO.


    Let me call out: they are below the grate.


    They would deliver you: try this one chance.


    Obdurate! would you hold me down! They’re gone!

  


  
    FERRANTE.


    Giulio! for shame! weep not, or here I stay


    And let vile hands deform me.

  


  
    GIULIO.


    They shall never.

  


  
    FERRANTE.


    What smoke arises? Are there torches under?


    Surely the crowd has passed . . ’tis from the stairs.

  


  
    GIULIO.


    Anticipate the blow.

  


  
    FERRANTE.


    One more must grieve!


    And will she grieve like you, too tender Giulio!


    Turn not away the head, the hand . . what hold you?


    Give, give it me . . ’tis keen . . they call you forth . .


    Tell her . . no, say not we shall meet again,


    For tears flow always faster at those words . .


    May the thought come, but gently, like a dream.

  


  
    *
  


  GUNLAUG.


  
    SOPHIA, pity Gunlaug’s fate.


    Perfidious friendship, worse than hate,


    And love, whose smiles are often vain,


    Whose frowns are never, were his bane.


    For war his rising spirit sigh’d


    In unknown realms o’er ocean wide.


    “Illugi, father! let me go,


    I burn to meet my country’s foe.”


    “A blessing, Gunlaug, on thy head!”


    The fond afflicted father said.


    “Go when invader comes to spoil


    Our verdant Iceland’s native soil:


    But wait with patient zeal til then


    And learn the deeds of mightier men.”


    To Thorstein’s house, whose daring prow


    Thro’ ocean pounced upon his foe,


    Stung with denial, Gunlaug went,


    But breathed no word of discontent.


    “Thorstein,” he cried, “I leave my home,


    Yet not for shelter am I come;


    Thorstein, I come to learn from thee


    The dangers of the land and sea.


    Speed thee! together let us go,


    And Thorstein’s shall be Gunlaug’s foe.”


    “Brave youth,” said Thorstein, “stay awhile . .


    I love too well my native isle;


    Whether the sandy dog-rose blows


    Or sparkle fierce the starry snows;


    And never shall this hand again


    Direct the rudder o’er the main.”


    Thus as he spake, he would have prest


    The hand of his aspiring guest:


    But Gunlaug cried, “I will not here


    Partake thy hospitable cheer:


    For war’s, for danger’s gifts I came,


    Keep thou thy fears, leave me thy fame.”


    Aloud the manly veteran laught;


    “Come! come!” said he, “one social draught!


    My fears I’ll keep that none shall see,


    And I will leave my fame to thee.”


    Out sprang the tears from Gunlaug’s eyes:


    “O noble Thorstein, bold and wise!


    Shall Gunlaug dare to tarry here?


    Shall Helga see this blush, this tear?”


    At Helga’s and her father’s name,


    The beauteous blue-eyed virgin came.


    No word had then the youth to say,


    But turn’d his downcast face away.


    He heard her sandal sip the floor,


    And, ere she reacht the palace-door,


    His heaving bosom could not brook


    Reproach or wonder from her look.


    And couldst thou, Gunlaug, thus refrain


    And seek’st thou conquests o’er the main?


    She saw, but knew not his distress,


    And eyed him much, nor loved him less.


    Long stood, and longer would have staid


    The tender-hearted blue-eyed maid:


    But fear her stifling throat opprest,


    And something smote her bounding breast.


    Far off, alone, she would remain,


    But thought it time to turn again.


    “Yet better not perhaps,” she thought,


    “For fear the stranger hold me naught.


    I dare not wish, they call it sin,


    But . . would my father bring him in!”


    He came; their friendship grew; he woo’d;


    Nor Helga’s gentle heart withstood.


    Her milk-white rabbit oft he fed,


    And crumbled fine his breakfast-bread;


    And oft explored, with anxious view


    Spots where the crispest parsley grew.


    Her restive horse he daily rid,


    And quite subdued her stubborn kid,


    Who lately dared to quit her side,


    And once with painful rashness tried


    Its ruddy horn against her knee,


    Bold as its desp’rate sire could be.


    Mosses he knew of every race,


    And brought them from their hiding-place,


    And mingled every sweet-soul’d plant


    On mountain-top or meadow slant,


    And checker’d (while they flowered) her room


    With purple thyme and yellow broom.


    There is a creature dear to heaven,


    Tiny and weak, to whom is given


    To enjoy the world while suns are bright


    And shut grim winter from its sight . .


    Tamest of hearts that beat on wilds,


    Tamer and tenderer than a child’s . .


    The dormouse . . this he loved, and taught


    (Docile it is the day it’s caught,


    And fond of music, voice or string)


    To stand before and hear her sing,


    Or lie within her palm half-closed,


    Until another’s interposed,


    And claim’d the alcove wherein it lay,


    Or held it with divided sway.


    All living things are ministers


    To him whose hand attunes the spheres


    And guides a thousand worlds, and binds


    (Work for ten godheads!) female minds.


    I know not half the thoughts that rose,


    Like tender plants neath vernal snows,


    In Helga’s breast, and, if I knew,


    I would draw forth but very few.


    Yet, when the prayers were duly said


    And rightly blest the marriage-bed,


    She doubted not that Heaven would give


    To her as pretty things as live.


    The cautious father long delay’d


    The wishes of the youth and maid.


    His patient hand, like her’s, unrolls


    The net to catch the summer shoals;


    And both their daily task compare,


    And daily win each other’s hair.


    One morn, arising from her side,


    He, as he paid the forfeit, cried,


    “Behold my hair too trimly shine,


    Behold my hands are white as thine.


    O! could I loose our blissis bar!


    I burn for wedlock and for war.”


    “For war,” said she, “when lovers burn,


    To wedlock, Gunlaug, few return.


    In Samsa brave Hialmar lies,


    Nor Inga’s daughter closed his eyes.


    By sixteen wounds of raging fire


    The enchanted sword of Angantyre,


    Withering, laid waste his fruitless bloom,


    And housed the hero in the tomb.


    Oh Oddur, said the dying chief,


    Take off my ring, my time is brief;


    My ring, if smaller, might adorn


    The plighted hand of Ingebiorn.


    Swift to Sigtuna flew the friend,


    And sorely wept Hialmar’s end.


    By Mæleren’s blue lake he found


    The virgin sitting on the ground.


    A garment for her spouse she wove,


    And sang, Ah speed thee, gift of love!


    In anguish Oddur heard her sing,


    And turn’d his face and held the ring.


    Back fell the maiden; well she knew


    What fatal tidings must ensue;


    When Oddur rais’d her, back she fell,


    And died, the maiden loved so well.


    Now gladly, swore the generous chief,


    I witness death beguiling grief;


    I never thought to smile again


    By thy blue waters, Mæleren!


    But grant that on the hostile strand


    Thy bosom meet no biting brand,


    Grant that no swift unguarded dart


    Lay thee beneath the flooded thwart,


    Yet how unlike a nuptial day,


    To stand amid the hissing spray,


    And wipe and wipe its tingling brine,


    And vainly blink thy pelted eyn,


    And feel their stiffening lids weigh’d down


    By toil no pleasure comes to crown!


    Say, Gunlaug, wouldst thou give for this


    The fire-side feast and bridal kiss?”


    He told the father what he said,


    And what replied the willing maid.


    “My son,” said Thorstein, “Now I find


    Wavering with love the sea-bound mind.


    Away to war, if war delight,


    Begone three years from Helga’s sight:


    And if perchance at thy return


    That breast with equal transport burn,


    Its wishes I no more confine . .


    Thine is my house, my Helga thine.”


    Away the tow’ring warrior flew,


    Nor bade his Helga once adieu.


    He felt the manly sorrows rise,


    And open’d wide his gushing eyes;


    He stopt a moment in the hall,


    Stil the too pow’rful tears would fall.


    He would have thought his fate accurst


    To meet her as he met her first,


    So, madly swang the sounding door,


    And reacht, and reaching left, the shore.


    Three years in various toils had past,


    And Gunlaug hasten’d home at last.


    Rafen at Upsal he had seen,


    Of splendid wit and noble mien:


    Rafen with pleasure he beheld,


    For each in arms and verse excell’d.


    Rafen he heard from sun to sun,


    And why? their native land was one.


    O friends! mark here how friendships end!


    O lovers! never trust a friend!


    In fulness of his heart he told


    What treasures would his arms enfold;


    How in the summer he should share


    The blissful bed of maid so fair.


    For, as suspicion ne’er supprest


    One transport of his tuneful breast,


    The low and envious he past by


    With scornful or unseeing eye:


    From tales alone their guile he knew,


    Believing all around him true,


    And fancying falsehood flourisht then,


    When earth produced two-headed men.


    In Sweden dwell the manliest race


    That brighten earth’s maternal face:


    Yet never would proud Gunlaug yield


    To any man in any field.


    The day was fixt for his return,


    And crowding friends around him burn


    Their pomp and prowess to display,


    And celebrate the parting day.


    Amid them up a wrestler stood


    And call’d to wrestle him who wou’d.


    So still were all, you might have heard


    The motion of the smallest bird:


    Some lookt, some turn’d away the eye,


    Not one among them dared reply.


    “Come hither, friend!” said Gunlaug bold,


    “O; ne’er in Iceland be it told


    I stood amid the feast defied,


    Nor skill nor strength nor courage tried.”


    The wrestler then beheld and smiled,


    And answer’d thus in accent mild:


    “O stranger! tho’ thy heart be stout,


    And none like thee sit round about,


    Thou bringest to unequall’d might


    A form too beauteous and too slight.”


    “Well, friend, however that may be,


    Let Gunlaug try his strength with thee.”


    They closed; they struggled; nought avail’d


    The wrestler’s skill, his prowess fail’d.


    One leg he moved a little back


    And sprang again to the attack.


    Gunlaug, in trying to elude


    A shock so sudden and so rude,


    Avoided half the whelming weight,


    But slipt aside, alas! too late.


    His combatant flew with him past,


    Yet round his neck one arm he cast,


    And threw him headlong on the ground,


    Wounded, but with no warrior’s wound.


    The grass and springing flow’rs amid


    A rotten pointed stake was hid.


    Swung by the rapid jerk in air,


    His nervous leg descended there.


    When Rafen saw the spouting blood


    Bewilder’d in new joy he stood,


    And scarce his features could controul


    The rapture of a selfish soul,


    Yet tended ev’ry day his couch


    And emptied there the hawking-pouch,


    And brought him game from lake and land


    And fed the falcon on his hand.


    “Go, haste” said Gunlaug, “haste, my friend,


    May peace and love thy steps attend.


    Ah wretched! thus to stay alone!


    Ere the day fixt I too am gone.


    How far more wretched should I be


    If my sweet Helga mourn’d for me.”


    When twice the sabbath-day had past,


    Rafen, as one compell’d at last


    By his impatient listeners, said . .


    And lower’d his voice and shook his head . .


    “Gunlaug unwillingly I left


    Of reason as of love bereft.


    At Upsal, famed for damsels bright


    And flatter’d wit’s bewildering light;


    Him courts and pleasures yet detain,


    And Helga’s charms have charm’d in vain.”


    “Accursed man!” the father cried,


    “My Helga ne’er shall be his bride.”


    “O father!”


    “Peace!” cried he, “I swear,


    Deluded Helga! thou shalt ne’er.”


    A swoon her swelling bosom smote,


    And serpents seem’d to clasp her throat,


    And underneath the father’s chair


    Stream’d on his dog her auburn hair.


    Then Rafen rais’d her in his arms,


    And gazed and gloated on her charms.


    “Gaze: she is thine,” said Thorstein fierce,


    “If she be Gunlaug’s ’tis in verse.”


    She wept all night; her woe increast


    When in the morn she saw the priest.


    O “father! pause to break my vow . .


    I know his heart . . ah! could’st but thou!


    By all divine, all human laws,


    Kindest and best of fathers, pause.


    If Rafen loves, he loves the dead,


    I live not for his hated bed.”


    At early dawn the youth she lost


    Arrived upon his native coast.


    Blessing his fortune to survive,


    And on the appointed day arrive,


    He hung around his father’s neck


    And groan’d the thoughts he could not speak;


    And as his neck he hung around


    The father’s tears dropt o’er the wound.


    The servants came with anxious heed,


    And brought their lord the luscious mead,


    Pray’d not to issue forth so soon,


    But eat and drink and sleep till noon;


    And mention’d other valiant lords


    Who dozed thus long upon their swords,


    Yet ne’er had suffer’d gash nor prick,


    Nor bruise, unless from hazel-stick.


    He was persuaded; for his brain


    Floated in fiery floods of pain,


    From hopes, three long long years afloat,


    Now, by one evil turn, remote.


    He was persuaded; for he knew


    Whose was of all true hearts most true.


    Then strew’d he bear-skins on the stone,


    And bade the tardy men begone.


    The servants watch his eyelids close,


    They watch the flush of bland repose,


    They raise his shaggy pillow high’r,


    With tender caution trim the fire,


    And (for his breath might be opprest)


    Pick out the pine-tree from the rest,


    And fan the flame, nor fear the smoke


    From ash well-dried and shipwreck oak.


    A frolic maid was passing by,


    And, as she saw the hero lie,


    His arms and armour thrown around,


    Upon the bench, the couch, the ground,


    Removed the clinking hawberk mail,


    And took a wolf-skin from a nail;


    Across his throat she placed the teeth


    And tuckt the clasping claws beneath,


    And would have kist him, but she fear’d


    To tickle with her breast his beard.


    Sound was his sleep; at length he woke,


    And thus, in hurried accent, spoke.


    “What means, my men, the noise I hear?


    Nearer the window . . still more near.


    Despach . . I feel no pain . . despach . .


    Why look upon that idle scratch?


    Ay, Rafen and his friends are come,


    I know, to bid me welcome home.


    Oft has he trod the sunless dew,


    And hail’d at last my bark in view.


    O Rafen, my best friend, for this


    Shall Helga give thy brow a kiss.”


    Then in rusht Thorkell: “Stay thee, lord!


    Nor blast thee at the sight abhorr’d.


    I thought that Heaven could send no curse


    Like slighted love; it sends a worse.


    Now is my joy what was my pain,


    To find so soon I loved in vain.


    Rafen leads homeward from the shrine


    Thy Helga . . for her heart is thine.”


    Gunlaug with pleasure heard him speak,


    And smiles relumed his faded cheek.


    Thorkell, who watcht him all the while,


    With more than wonder saw him smile.


    “Thorkell, I thank thee,” he replied,


    “What, have we both then lost the bride?


    No, generous rival! neither quite


    Hath understood the nuptial rite.


    Rafen leads homeward from the shrine


    My Helga, for her heart is mine.”


    Then Thorkell shook his head and sigh’d,


    “Ill the suspicious soul betide!


    But he whom no suspicions move,


    Loves not, or with ill-omen’d love.


    These eyes, that yet in wonder swim,


    Saw the fair Helga sworn to him.”


    His horror Gunlaug could not check,


    But threw his arm round Thorkell’s neck.


    “O loose me, let me fall, my friend,


    Cried he, “let life and sorrow end.”


    Now rage, now anguish, seized his soul,


    Now love again resumed the whole;


    Now would he upon Helga’s name


    Pour vengeance; tears for vengeance came.


    “Thorkell, two days alone I wait,


    The third shall close with Rafen’s fate.


    I scorn to stay for strength restored . .


    Go . . at the corner whet my sword.”


    On the third morn their friends decreed


    That one or both of them should bleed.


    On the third morn what pangs opprest


    The tender lover’s valiant breast!


    His only hope on earth below


    To die, and dying slay the foe.


    He slept not, nor had ever slept


    Since the first day, but said, and wept . .


    “Arouse thee, Gunlaug, why complain?


    She never can be thine again!


    The bark shall lean upon the shore,


    Nor wave dash off the rested oar:


    The flowers shall ope their sparkling eyes,


    And dance in robes of richest dyes,


    And, flying back, again shall meet


    The south-wind’s kisses soft and sweet:


    Young eagles build their first fond nest,


    And sink from rapine into rest:


    Ah, see them soar above my head!


    Their hopes are come, but mine are fled!


    Arouse thee, Gunlaug, haste away,


    And rush into the mortal fray.”


    From far the listening Rafen heard


    His rival’s armour ring, nor fear’d.


    Fear may be stifled in the breast,


    But shame burns fiercer when supprest.


    Onward he rusht and dared defy


    His arm, but dared not meet his eye.


    Madly he struck and blind with guilt,


    And his blade shiver’d from the hilt.


    O’er Gunlang’s shield with action weak


    It fell, and falling razed his cheek.


    Away disdainful Gunlaug turn’d,


    And cried, while rage within him burnt,


    “Rafen, take up thy broken sword;


    Live; see thou Helga be restored.


    Ah why?” then to himself he said,


    O Helga, beauteous blue-eyed maid!


    Such were the tender words of yore,


    But never can I speak them more!


    By Rafen’s side hath Helga slept,


    Upon my fruit the snail hath crept,


    The blindworm hath his poison shed . .


    O Rafen! curses on thy head.”


    Afar was he as Gunlaug spoke,


    And every tie of honour broke.


    Before the court of chieftains old


    He stood, and well his story told:


    Much for religion and for laws


    He pled, and bade them guard his cause:


    “Though baffled and disarm’d,” he cried,


    “I gave the wound, and claim the bride.”


    Some with disdain his reasons heard,


    While others wisht the cause deferr’d.


    Then Ormur spake, in speech of scorn,


    Ormur, the friend of Asbiorn,


    Who, daring singly to engage


    A jotun, proved his fatal rage.


    “Go, finish this unmanly strife,


    And keep the vow, but quit the wife.


    So neither party shall repine,


    But love be his, and laws be thine.


    Go home, and with the world’s applause


    There quaintly kiss the cold-lip laws.”


    But Rafen, when he saw the sneer


    Run dimpling on from peer to peer,


    “Has not the priest then join’d our hands


    In holy everlasting bands?


    One woold have thought ’twas thee I wrong’d,


    Right second to the viper-tongued.”


    The assembly, wishing to compose


    The strife of single combat, rose;


    But order’d first that none decide


    His right by arms o’er Iceland wide.


    “In Auxar then once more we meet,


    And thou shalt never thence retreat,”


    Swore valiant Gunlaug, when he heard


    The suit that Rafen had preferr’d.


    “Thy courage shall not screen thy guile,


    When once we meet in Auxar’s isle.”


    Urged by his friends, as by his foe,


    Again to fight must Rafen go.


    But furious winds each pinnace drove


    Past little Auxar’s lonely cove.


    Beyond the strait, their anchors bit


    The yellow sand of Agnafit,


    Where Inga reign’d, whose daughter’s fate


    Gunlaug heard Helga once relate.


    Here too the wise and old impede


    The brave in lawless fray to bleed.


    By Sota’s shore their course they take


    And anchor near Dyngiunes lake.


    There spred the heath its evener ground,


    And purer water there was found.


    They meet; and all their friends unite


    In the full fury of the fight,


    ’Till with the champions none remain


    But the sore wounded on the plain.


    The chiefs had closed, nor space was now


    That either urge the deadly blow;


    But oft they struggle, breast to breast,


    Oft give, unwilling, mutual rest.


    Gunlaug with desperate strain recoil’d,


    Yet his free force and aim were foil’d;


    Else had his sword athwart the side


    Of Rafen oped life’s sluices wide.


    The foot he struck, so far he sprung,


    The foot upon its tendon hung:


    He stagger’d: just within his reach


    Stood, chosen for the shade, a beech:


    He shrunk against it, and his foot


    Was resting on the twisted root.


    “Now yield thee,” loud the hero cried,


    “Yield; and resign the blooming bride.”


    “True, on these terms we fought before,”


    Said he, “but now we fight for more.


    This day life only shall suffice,


    And, Gunlaug, he who kills not, dies.


    Life yet is left me, and the worst


    I suffer now, is fainting thirst.”


    Eager the combat to renew,


    Fast to the lake then Gunlaug flew,


    There from his neck the helm unbraced,


    Nor, though he thirsted, staid to taste:


    Prone, and on tottering knee, he stoopt,


    With vigorous arm the surface scoopt,


    And swiftly to his rival bore


    The clear cold water, running o’er.


    By treachery yet untaught to doubt,


    With his right arm he held it out.


    Valour and praise and pride forsook


    The soul of Rafen, fierce he strook


    His generous rival’s naked head,


    And (for the dying are not dead)


    Gunlaug was fell’d; the unsated foe


    Strove hard to follow up the blow:


    His foot denies his deadly hate,


    And doubt and horror round him wait.


    Gunlaug pusht faintly from his breast


    The shield that struggling life opprest.


    The gales that o’er Dyngiunes play


    Recall his roving soul today.


    Up would he start; his wound denies;


    Fresh shadows float before his eyes:


    On his right elbow now he leans;


    Now brighten the surrounding scenes:


    Trees, mountains, skies, no more are mixt;


    The lake, and earth, and foe, stand fixt.


    His silence then he sternly broke,


    And thus, his eye on Rafen, spoke:


    “Rafen, with powers renew’d I rise:


    Yes, traitor! he who kills not, dies.


    Yet would I leave a little space,


    To hear thee own this deed was base.”


    Now first in speech was Rafen slow . .


    Wrung with remorse and weak with woe,


    He fixt his eyes upon the ground,


    And thus confest, in faltering sound.


    “’Twas base: but how could Rafen bear


    That Gunlaug be to Helga dear?”


    Paus’d had the conqueror: he had stood


    And slowly wiped the welling blood,


    With patience, pity, grief, had heard,


    And had but Rafen spared that word,


    His youthful head had not lain low . .


    Gunlaug scarce felt the fatal blow;


    But hearing how could Rafen bear


    That Gunlaug be to Helga dear!


    Rage swell’d his heart and fired his eye,


    And thro’ the forest rang the cry,


    “What! tho’ thy treachery caught her vow,


    God’s vengeance! Rafen! e’er wert thou?”


    Then hatred rising high with pain,


    He smote the traitor’s helm in twain.

  


  
    *
  


  
    ___________


    A thwart is a bench for rowers.{back}

  


  
    According to the laws of duel in Iceland, he who gave the first wound was gainer of the suit.{back}

  


  
    “A jotun.” The jotuns were giants: their existence is not fabulous. In the north at all times have existed men of enormous stature. We ourselves have seen them from Ireland; our fathers have seen them, our children will see them. That the number was much greater formerly cannot be doubted; but it must always have been very disproportionate to that of ordinary men. These would fear them, lie in ambush for them, persecute them, and, whenever they could do it with advantage, combat them, until, where their numbers once were formidable, not a single one remained. Where they were fewer, as they were in Ireland, their alliance would rather be sought against a common enemy, and they would be objects more of curiosity than of terror. In peaceful times their stature and strength would, after a few generations, diminish from inactivity; and mothers at last would produce creatures of nearly or quite the common size; yet occasionally one resembling the old stock would reappear.{back}

  


  
    Ormstunga. Gunlaug was called so, from the sharpness of his satire.{back}

  


  IANTHE.


  I.

  

  TO LOVE.


  
    WHERE is my heart, perfidious boy


    Give it, ah give it back again!


    I ask no more for hours of joy,


    Lift but thy arm and burst my chain.

  


  
    “Fond man, the heart we idly gave


    She prizes not, yet won’t restore:


    She passes on from slave to slave . .


    Go to . . thy heart is thine no more.”

  


  
    *
  


  II.


  
    O thou whose happy pencil strays


    Where I am call’d nor dare to gaze,


    But lower my eye and check my tongue


    O, if thou valuest peaceful days,


    Pursue the ringlets sunny maze,


    And dwell not on those lips too long.

  


  
    What mists athwart my temples fly,


    Now, touch by touch, thy fingers tie


    With torturing care her graceful zone!


    For all that sparkles from her eye


    I could not look while thou art by,


    Nor could I cease were I alone.

  


  
    *
  


  III.


  
    Away my verse; and never fear,


    As men before such beauty do;


    On you she will not look severe,


    She will not turn her eyes from you.

  


  
    Some happier graces could I lend


    That in her memory you should live,


    Some little blemishes might blend . .


    For it would please her to forgive.

  


  
    *
  


  IV.


  
    Ask me not . . a voice severe


    Tells me . . for it gives me pain.


    Peace! sweet maid! the hour is near


    When I cannot ask again.

  


  
    *
  


  V.


  
    My basil, to whose fragrance, from the breast


    Of Venus, even the myrtle bends her head,


    Say that I broke upon thy sunny rest


    And dreams perhaps by quiet fancies fed,

  


  
    Not thoughtless nor in malice; the desire


    That courtly hands should take thee, prompted mine.


    His only daughter thus some country squire


    Sends to her town-bred cousins, spruce and fine:

  


  
    He looks for something . . can it then be grace?


    The want that wounds it, softens too his heart;


    The blushes leave his clear bald brow apace,


    And the stiff steed in bearded pride may start.

  


  
    *
  


  VI.

  

  ON DRAWING LOTS.


  
    I draw with trembling hand my doubtful lot;


    Yet where are Fortune’s frowns, if she frown not


    From whom I hope, from whom I fear the kiss?


    O gentle love, if there be aught beyond


    That makes the bosom calm, and leaves it fond,


    O let her give me that . . and take back this!

  


  
    *
  


  VII.


  
    Bid my bosom cease to grieve!


    Bid these eyes fresh objects see!


    Where’s the comfort to believe


    None would once have rival’d me?


    What, my freedom to receive?


    Broken hearts, are they the free?


    For another can I live


    If I may not live for thee!

  


  
    *
  


  VIII.


  
    Pleasure! why thus desert the heart


    In its spring-tide!


    I could have seen her, I could part,


    And . . but have sigh’d!

  


  
    O’er every youthful charm to stray,


    To gaze, to touch . .


    Pleasure! why take so much away,


    Or give so much!

  


  
    *
  


  IX.


  
    She leads in solitude her youthful hours,


    Her nights are restlessness, her days are pain.


    Oh when will Health and Pleasure come again,


    Adorn her brow, and strew her path, with flowers!


    And wandering Wit relume the roseat bowers,


    And turn and trifle with his festive train!


    Grant me, O grant this wish, ye heavenly powers,


    All other gifts, all other hopes restrain.

  


  
    *
  


  X.


  
    Come back, ye Smiles, that late forsook


    Each breezy path and ferny nook.


    Come Laughter, though the sage hath said


    Thou favourest most the thoughtless head:


    I blame thee not, howe’er inclin’d


    To love the vacant easy mind;


    But now am ready, may it please,


    That mine be vacant and at ease.


    Sweet children of celestial breed,


    Be ruled by me . . repress your speed.


    Laughter, though Momus gave thee birth,


    And said, My darling, stay on earth!


    Smiles, though from Venus you arise,


    And live for ever in the skies!


    Softly! and let not one descend


    But first alights upon my friend.


    When one upon her cheek appears,


    A thousand spring to life from hers;


    Death smites his disappointed urn,


    And spirit, pleasure, wit, return.

  


  
    *
  


  XI.


  
    Clifton in vain thy varied scenes invite,


    The mossy bank, dim glade, and dizzy hight;


    The sheep that, starting from the tufted thyme,


    Untune the distant churchis mellow chime;


    As o’er each limb a gentle horrour creeps,


    And shakes above our heads the craggy steeps.


    Pleasant I’ve thought it to pursue the rower


    While light and darkness seize the changeful oar;


    The frolic Naids drawing from below


    A net of silver round the black canoe.


    Now the last lonely solace must it be


    To watch pale evening brood o’er land and sea,


    Then join my friends and let those friends believe


    My cheeks are moistened by the dews of eve.

  


  
    *
  


  XII.


  
    Past ruin’d Ilion Helen lives,


    Alcestis rises from the shades;


    Verse calls them forth; ’tis verse that gives


    Immortal youth to mortal maids.

  


  
    Soon shall Oblivion’s deepening veil


    Hide all title peopled hills you see,


    The gay, the proud, while lovers hail


    In distant ages you and me.

  


  
    The tear for fading beauty check,


    For passing glory cease to sigh;


    One form shall rise above the wreck,


    One name, Ianthe, shall not die.

  


  
    *
  


  XIII.


  
    I often ask upon whose arm she leans,


    She whom I dearly love,


    And if she visit much the crowded scenes


    Where mimic passions move.


    There, mighty powers! assert your just controul,


    Alarm her thoughtless breast,


    Breathe soft suspicion o’er her yielding soul,


    But never break its rest.


    O let some faithful lover, absent long,


    To sudden bliss return;


    Then Landor’s name shall tremble from her tongue,


    Her cheek thro’ tears shall burn.

  


  
    *
  


  XIV.


  
    Darling Shell, where hast thou been?


    West or east what heard or seen?


    From what pastimes art thou come,


    Can we make amends at home?

  


  
    Whether thou hast tuned the dance


    To the maids of ocean


    Know I not . . but Ignorance


    Never hurts devotion.

  


  
    This I know, Ianthe’s Shell,


    I must ever love thee well,


    Tho’ too little to resound


    While the Nereids dance around;

  


  
    For, of all the shells that are,


    Thou art sure the brightest:


    Thou, Ianthe’s infant care,


    Most these eyes delightest.

  


  
    To thy early aid she owes


    Teeth like budding snowdrop rows:


    And what other shell can say.


    On her bosom once I lay?

  


  
    That which into Cyprus bore


    Venus from her native sea,


    (Pride of shells!) was never more


    Dear to her than thou to me.

  


  
    *
  


  XV.

  

  TO IANTHE

  

  WITH PETRARCH’S SONNETS.


  
    Behold what homage to his idol paid


    The tuneful suppliant of Valclusa’s shade.


    His verses still the tender heart engage,


    They charm’d a rude, and please a polisht age:


    Many are to nature and to passion true,


    And all had been so, had he lived for you.

  


  
    *
  


  XVI.

  

  TO MY WATCH.


  
    Go, sole companion of a joyless bed,


    Nor drive the slumbers from this frantic head.


    Point not how slow malignant Time departs,


    How ill agree thy motion and my heart’s.


    Why so averse, ye hours, to Cambria’s coast?


    Why cannot sleep still hang o’er treasures lost,


    And let me dream that, meeting on the way,


    Ianthe chides, as once, my long delay!


    “Ah, why this absence! why, when men possess,


    Hold they the gift, but love the giver less!


    Perhaps some rival I have lived to see,


    Or hear some other youth has charms for me.


    No, in this bosom none shall ever share,


    Firm is, and tranquil be, your empire there!


    If, wing’d with amorous fear, the unfetter’d slave


    Stole back for you the heart she rashly gave,


    O call it feeble, call it not untrue . .


    Its destination, though it fail’d, was you.


    So, to some distant ile, the unconscious dove


    Bears at her breast the billet dear to love,


    But drops, while viewless lies the happier scene,


    On some hard rock or desert beach between.”

  


  
    *
  


  XVII.


  
    Will you not come, my little girl!


    What on this sand-hill can I do?


    What, but around my finger twirl


    The sever’d lock I stole from you?

  


  
    Come, or the wanton wind shall have it,


    And every whispering breeze shall tell


    How, when you snatcht it back, you gave it,


    And pouted that you snatcht so well.

  


  
    *
  


  XVIII.


  
    Soon as Ianthe’s lip I prest,


    Thither my spirit wing’d its way:


    Ah, there the wanton would not rest,


    Ah, there the wanderer could not stay!

  


  
    *
  


  XIX.


  
    As round the parting ray the busy motes


    In eddying circles play’d,


    A little bird pour’d many plaintive notes


    Beneath an elder’s shade.

  


  
    My soul was tranquil as the scene around,


    Ianthe at my side;


    Both leaning silent on the turfy mound,


    Lowly and soft and wide.

  


  
    I had not lookt, that evening, for the part


    One hand could disengage,


    To make her arms cling round me, with a start


    My bosom must assuage.

  


  
    Silence and soft inaction please as much


    The self-abandon’d breast,


    Which the chaste Muse hath ever deign’d to touch,


    And Love hath once possest.

  


  
    “Hark? hear you not the nightingale” I said,


    To strike her with surprise.


    “The nightingale?” she cried, and raised her head,


    And beam’d with brighter eyes.

  


  
    “Before you said ’twas he that piped above,


    At every thrilling swell


    He pleased me more and more, he sang of love


    So plaintively, so well.”

  


  
    Where are ye, happy days, when every bird


    Pour’d love in every strain!


    Ye days, when love was every idle word,


    Return, return again!

  


  
    *
  


  XX.


  
    While the winds whistle round my cheerless room,


    And the pale morning droops with winter’s gloom;


    While indistinct lie rude and cultured lands,


    The ripening harvest and the hoary sands;


    Alone, and destitute of every page


    That fires the poet, or informs the sage,


    Where shall my wishes, where my fancy rove,


    Rest upon past or cherish promist love?


    Alas! the past I never can regain,


    Wishes may rise and tears may flow in vain.


    Fancy, that shews her in her early bloom,


    Throws barren sunshine o’er the unyielding tomb.


    What then would passion, what would reason, do?


    Sure, to retrace is worse than to pursue.


    Here will I sit, till heaven shall cease to lour,


    And happier Hesper bring the appointed hour;


    Gaze on the mingled waste of sky and sea,


    Think of my love, and bid her think of me.

  


  
    *
  


  XXI.


  
    From heaven descend two gifts alone;


    The graceful line’s eternal zone


    And Beauty, that too soon must die.


    Exposed and lonely Genius stands,


    Like Memnon in the Egyptian sands,


    At whom barbarian javelins fly.

  


  
    For mutual succour heaven designed


    The lovely form and vigorous mind


    To seek each other and unite.


    Genius! thy wing shall beat down Hate,


    And Beauty tell her fears at Fate


    Until her rescuer met her sight.

  


  
    *
  


  XXII.


  
    “Remember you the guilty night,”


    A dying myrtle said,


    “You snatcht and seized me pale with fright?”


    She paused; I bowed my head.


    “At every swell more close I prest


    With jealous care that lovely breast:


    Of every tender word afraid


    I cast a broader, deeper shade,


    And trembled so, I fell between


    Two angel-guards by you unseen . .


    Or else your hand had never dared


    To strip me from their holy ward . .


    There, pleasures, perils, all forgot,


    I clung and fainted . . who would not?


    Yet certainly, this transport over,


    I should, for who would not? recover.


    Yes! I was destined to return


    And sip anew the crystal urn,


    Where, with four other sister sprays,


    I bloom’d away my pleasant days.


    But less and less, and less again,


    Each day, hour, moment, is the pain


    My little shrivell’d heart endures . .


    Now can you say the same for yours?


    I torn from her, and she from you,


    What wiser thing can either do,


    Than with our joys our fears renounce


    And leave the vacant world at once?

  


  
    When she you fondly love must go.


    Your pangs will rise, but mine will cease . .


    I never shall awake to woe,


    Nor you to happiness or peace.”

  


  
    *
  


  XXIII.


  
    Circe, who bore the diadem


    O’er every head we see,


    Pursued by thousands, turn’d from them


    And fill’d her cup for me.

  


  
    She seiz’d what little was design’d


    To catch the transient view;


    For thee, sweet maid, she left behind


    The tender and the true.

  


  
    *
  


  XXIV.


  
    I sadden while I view again


    Smiles that for me the Graces wreathed.


    Sure my last kiss those lips retain


    And breathe the very vow they breathed . .

  


  
    At peace, in sorrow, far or near,


    Constant and fond she still would be,


    And absence should the more endear


    The sigh to her it woke for me.

  


  
    Till its long hours have past away,


    Sweet image, bid my bosom rest.


    Vain hope! yet shalt thou night and day,


    Sweet image, to this heart be prest.

  


  
    *
  


  XXV.


  
    Flow, precious tears! thus shall my rival know


    For me, not him, ye flow.


    Stay, precious tears! ah stay: this jealous heart


    Would bid you flow apart,


    Lest he should see you rising o’er the brim,


    And hope you rise for him.


    Your secret cells, while he is present, keep,


    Nor, tho’ I’m absent, weep.

  


  
    *
  


  XXVI.


  
    I held her hand, the pledge of bliss,


    Her hand that trembled and withdrew;


    She bent her head before my kiss . .


    My heart was sure that hers was true.

  


  
    Scarce have I told her I must part,


    She shakes my hand, she bids adieu,


    Nor shuns the kiss . . alas! my heart,


    Hers never was the heart for you.

  


  
    *
  


  XXVII.


  
    So late removed from him she swore,


    With clasping arms and vows and tears,


    In life and death she would adore,


    While memory, fondness, bliss, endears . .

  


  
    Can she forswear? can she forget?


    Strike, mighty Love! strike, Vengeance! . . soft!


    Conscience must come, and bring Regret . .


    These let her feel! . . nor these too oft!

  


  
    *
  


  XXVIII.


  
    O fond, but fickle and untrue,


    Ianthe take my last adteu.


    Your heart one day will ask you why


    You forced from me this farewell sigh.


    Have you not feign’d that friends reprove


    The mask of Friendship worn by Love?


    Feign’d, that they whisper’d you should be


    The same to others as to me?


    Ah! little knew they what they said!


    How would they blush to be obey’d!

  


  
    Too swiftly roll’d the wheels when last


    These woods and airy downs we past.


    Fain would we trace the winding path,


    And hardly wisht for blissful Bath.


    At every spring you caught my arm,


    And every pebble roll’d alarm.


    On me was turn’d that face divine,


    The view was on the right so fine:


    I smiled . . those conscious eyes withdrew . .


    The left was now the finer view.

  


  
    Each trembled for detected wiles,


    And blushes tinged our fading smiles.


    But Love turns Terror into jest . .


    We laught, we kist, and we confest.


    Laugh, kisses, confidence are past,


    And Love goes too . . but goes the last.

  


  
    *
  


  XXIX.


  
    All tender thoughts that e’er possest


    The human brain or human breast,


    Center in mine for thee . .


    Excepting one . . and that must thou


    Contribute; come, conferr it now,


    Grateful O let me be!

  


  
    *
  


  XXX.


  
    Ianthe! you resolve to cross the sea!


    A path forbidden me!


    Remember, while the Sun his blessing sheds


    Upon the mountain-heads,


    How often we have watcht him laying down


    His brow, and dropt our own


    Against each other’s, and how faint and short


    And sliding the support!


    What will succede it now? Mine is unblest,


    Ianthe! nor will rest


    But on the very thought that swells with pain.


    O bid me hope again!


    O give me back what Earth, what (without you)


    Not Heaven itself can do—


    One of the golden days that we have past,


    And let it be my last!


    Or else the gift would be, however sweet,


    Fragile and incomplete.

  


  
    *
  


  XXXI.


  
    Mild is the parting year, and sweet


    The odour of the falling spray;


    Life passes on more rudely fleet,


    And balmless is its closing day.

  


  
    I wait its close, I court its gloom,


    But mourn that never must there fall


    Or on my breast or on my tomb


    The tear that would have soothed it all.

  


  
    *
  


  MISCELLANEOUS POEMS.


  I.

  

  FÆSULAN IDYL.


  
    HERE, where precipitate Spring with one light bound


    Into hot Summer’s lusty arms expires;


    And where go forth at morn, at eve, at night,


    Soft airs, that want the lute to play with them,


    And softer sighs, that know not what they want;


    Under a wall, beneath an orange-tree


    Whose tallest flowers could tell the lowlier ones


    Of sights in Fiesole right up above,


    While I was gazing a few paces off


    At what they seemed to show me with their nods,


    Their frequent whispers and their pointing shoots,


    A gentle maid came down the garden-steps


    And gathered the pure treasure in her lap.


    I heard the branches rustle, and stept forth


    To drive the ox away, or mule, or goat,


    (Such I believed it must be); for sweet scents


    Are the swift vehicles of stil sweeter thoughts,


    And nurse and pillow the dull memory


    That would let drop without them her best stores.


    They bring me tales of youth and tones of love,


    And ’tis and ever was my wish and way


    To let all flowers live freely, and all die,


    Whene’er their Genius bids their souls depart,


    Among their kindred in their native place.


    I never pluck the rose; the violet’s head


    Hath shaken with my breath upon its bank


    And not reproacht me; the ever-sacred cup


    Of the pure lily hath between my hands


    Felt safe, unsoil’d, nor lost one grain of gold.


    I saw the light that made the glossy leaves


    More glossy; the fair arm, the fairer cheek


    Warmed by the eye intent on its pursuit;


    I saw the foot, that, altho half-erect


    From its grey slipper, could not lift her up


    To what she wanted: I held down a branch


    And gather’d her some blossoms, since their hour


    Was come, and bees had wounded them, and flies


    Of harder wing were working their way thro


    And scattering them in fragments under foot.


    So crisp were some, they rattled unevolved,


    Others, ere broken off, fell into shells,


    For such appear the petals when detacht,


    Unbending, brittle, lucid, white like snow,


    And like snow not seen thro, by eye or sun:


    Yet every one her gown received from me


    Was fairer than the first . . I thought not so,


    But so she praised them to reward my care.


    I said: you find the largest.


    This indeed,


    Cried she, is large and sweet.


    She held one forth,


    Whether for me to look at or to take


    She knew not, nor did I; but taking it


    Would best have solved (and this she felt) her doubts.


    I dared not touch it; for it seemed a part


    Of her own self; fresh, full, the most mature


    Of blossoms, yet a blossom; with a touch


    To fall, and yet unfallen.


    She drew back


    The boon she tendered, and then, finding not


    The ribbon at her waist to fix it in,


    Dropt it, as loth to drop it, on the rest.

  


  
    *
  


  II.


  
    Love’s like the echo in the land of Tell,


    Which answers best the indweller of her bowers,


    Silent to other voices, idly loud


    Or wildly violent, letting them arouse


    Eagle or cavern’d brute, but never her.

  


  
    *
  


  
    ________


    There is said to be such an echo on the Lake of Lucerne.

  


  III.


  
    When Helen first saw wrinkles in her face


    (’Twas when some fifty long had settled there


    And intermarried and brancht off awide)


    She threw herself upon her couch, and wept:


    On this side hung her head, and over that


    Listlessly she let fall the faithless brass


    That made the men as faithless.


    But when you


    Found them, or fancied them, and would not hear


    That they were only vestiges of smiles,


    Or the impression of some amorous hair


    Astray from cloistered curls and roseat band,


    Which had been lying there all night perhaps


    Upon a skin so soft . . No, no, you said,


    Sure, they are coming, yes, are come, are here . .


    Well, and what matters it . . while you are too!

  


  
    *
  


  IV.


  
    Say ye, that years roll on and ne’er return?


    Say ye, the Sun who leaves them all behind,


    Their great creator, cannot bring one back


    With all his force, tho he draw worlds around? . .


    Witness me, little streams! that meet before


    My happy dwelling; witness, Africo


    And Mensola! that ye have seen at once


    Twenty roll back, twenty as swift and bright


    As are your swiftest and your brightest waves,


    When the tall cypress o’er the Doccia


    Hurls from his inmost boughs the latent snow.


    Go, and go happy, pride of my past days


    And solace of my present, thou whom Fate


    Alone hath severed from me! One step higher


    Must yet be mounted, high as was the last:


    Friendship, with faltering accent, says Depart!


    And take the highest seat below the crown’d.

  


  
    *
  


  V.

  

  WRITTEN IN 1792.


  
    He loses all his fame who fights


    Against his liberties and rights;


    Troublesome things! but soon removed


    By our trusty and our well-beloved.


    Of late the bile o’erflows your liver


    That ships should swim upon a river.


    You’d dye with blood the Meuse and Sambre


    For nothing but a pot de chambre,


    Which Burke, who proves it, fain would tempt ye


    To swear by God they shall not empty.


    But come now, let me lead you o’er


    The field of fight in times of yore.


    We kickt the breech and pull’d the nose


    About the colour of a rose:


    We seized the throat and stopt the whistle


    Because a fellow wore a thistle:


    And knight and baron, priest and peasant,


    Strove who should tread upon a crescent.


    It seems, whenever we are idle,


    We call for saddle and for bridle,


    And girt and buckled from the throne


    Let others blood to cool our own.


    Wars, where nor want nor danger calls,


    Have hung with tatters half St. Paul’s;


    And some years hence this courtly fashion


    Will hang with tatters half the nation.


    The thirsty tribe that draws the sword


    For water less than fills a gourd,


    Is wiser in my humble mind


    Than men who only fight for wind,


    And merits more from sage and bard


    Than Marlbro’ or the Savoyard.

  


  
    *
  


  VI.


  
    God’s laws declare,


    Thou shalt not swear


    By aught in heaven above or earth below.


    Upon my honour! Melville cries . .


    He swears, and lies . .


    Does Melville then break God’s commandment? No.

  


  
    *
  


  VII.


  
    Heaven turn away that awful head


    The crimson turban’s folds o’erspread!


    Thermopylæ! guard well your pass!


    Where’s Agis? where’s Leonidas?


    Ah me! I quite forgot her sex,


    And trembled for three hundred Greeks.

  


  
    *
  


  VIII.

  

  SEVERE WINTER.


  
    Such rapid jerks, such rude grimaces,


    Such lengthened eyes, such crumpled faces,


    Grinning with such a stress and wrench,


    One fancies all the world is French.

  


  
    *
  


  IX.


  
    A little cornet of dragoons,


    Immerst in gilded pantaloons,


    To kiss consenting Helen aim’d.


    He rais’d his head, but rais’d so low,


    She cried, and pusht away her beau,


    Go, creature! are you not ashamed?

  


  
    *
  


  X.


  
    Let what nose will, hold forth the flask . .


    A * * w’s shall mount its waxen mask.


    At her fixt eyes, first seen, you say,


    What very natural eyes are they!


    But for that hand tho’ . . why not seek


    A candelabrum as antique?


    Could not one lift it rather high’r,


    And move it further from the fire?

  


  
    *
  


  XI.


  
    Exhausted now her sighs, and dry her tears,


    For twenty youths these more than twenty years,


    Anne, turning nun, swears God alone shall have her . .


    God ought to bow profoundly for the favour.

  


  
    *
  


  XII.

  

  EPITHALAMIUM.


  
    Weep Venus, and ye


    Adorable Three


    Who Venus for ever environ!


    Pounds shillings and pence


    And shrewd sober sense


    Have clapt the strait waistcoat on * * *


    Off, Mainot and Turk,


    With pistol and dirk,


    Nor palace nor pinnace set fire on:


    The cord’s fatal jerk


    Has done its last work,


    And the noose is now slipt upon * * *.

  


  
    *
  


  XIII.


  
    Clap, clap the double nightcap on!


    Gifford will read you his amours . .


    Lazy as Scheld and cold as Don . .


    Kneel, and thank Heaven they are not yours.

  


  
    *
  


  XIV.


  
    Stand close around, ye Stygian set,


    With Dirce in one boat conveyed!


    Or Charon, seeing, may forget


    That he is old and she a shade.

  


  
    *
  


  XV.

  

  EPISTLE TO A BARRISTER.


  
    Hail, paragon of T * * on’s! hail


    Thou glory of the triple tail!


    Which, to denote thy rank, descends


    Like three avenging halter-ends.


    O with what art thou mixest up


    The hemlock of thy attic cup!


    O with what ready hearty will


    To all God’s creatures, good and ill,


    To wise and simple, friend and foe,


    Its tranquilizing juices flow!


    Sly Taffey calls thee merry prig,


    And taps thy cheek and twirls thy wig:


    The faithful Ketch partakes thy glee


    And lights his hempspun joke from thee.


    Two badger-eyes has Themis; one


    Is always leering toward the throne;


    The other wanders, this way, that way,


    But sees the gap and leaves the gateway.


    The scowl of those who snore she wears,


    With the hard hand that clips and sheers;


    Yet she benignly strokes thy head,


    And wakes the judge to hear thee plead.


    Let him extoll, extoll who can,


    So modest, so admired a man:


    I stand afar, lest thou espy


    My raptures with a downcast eye.


    But sometime (may the day be near!)


    My votive garland shalt thou wear.


    Not what the Graces weave for sport


    Round Cupids in the Paphian court,


    Or Bacchus ever twined about


    The temples of a Thracian rout,


    But what upon thy natal day


    Fate, while her sisters shared the lay,


    Gave Nemesis to keep in store,


    And chaunted . . this his gransire wore,


    And, when the father’s race is run,


    Shall be the guerdon of the son.


    T..onian necks no wreath becomes


    That faintly breathes or briefly blooms;


    But such as raise mankind on high,


    Nor leave the exalted when they die . .


    No common hedge such wreathes affords,


    But proud pelissed Sarmatian lords


    Survey them from their castle-towers;


    And cloistered virgins press their flowers,


    Subdue their stems with agile hand,


    And follow them afar from land:


    Some for warm Lybia wing their way,


    And others into Flora’s bay.


    Averse to forms, averse to dress,


    Lover of Nature’s nakedness,


    To thee all wisdom and all wit,


    All Pindus, is not worth the pit . .


    Mortals warm-hearted and warm-pated,


    Fun-fanciers unsophisticated,


    Who hold it first and last of rules


    That learning is the staff of fools,


    Swear hearts are false where lips are dry,


    And in the cup lies Honesty;


    Clap who laughs hearty and talks loud,


    And curse your grave and damn your proud,


    And split ’em but he’s heart of oak


    Who flings it at your gentle-folk,


    And shews ’em they are flesh and blood,


    Like us, no better, if so good.


    When thou wert on thy nurse’s breast,


    And fears thy father’s heart opprest,


    Sedately wise Cecropian maid!


    Here pour thy precious gifts! he said:


    The Goddess heard the dubious vow,


    And smear’d her olive o’er thy brow,


    Sent resolute and dashing Pun,


    That takes repulse and shame from none,


    In readiness to scour the streets


    And lift a leg at all he meets.


    Thus, seated o’er the Sunian seas,


    Generous ungirt Diogenes


    Gave every passager his rub


    From the salt-crusted cynic tub;


    Thus, where some horse hath sown his oats,


    The sparrows raise their cheery throats,


    And, loving best the dirtiest ground,


    Roll their dull feathers round and round.


    Alas I fall! O cease to frown!


    The weighty subject draws me down.


    Too true; I feel the feeble line


    Unworthy of thy name and mine.


    Yet its loose threads shall men explore,


    As children shells upon the shore:


    And thou shalt flourish fresh in song


    When Nature’s verdict stops my tongue;


    When Kenyon’s pattering pasteboard storm,


    And Latin from the second form,


    Like hail upon a summer’s day,


    Falls, bounces, glimmers, melts away;


    When all the riches of each Scott


    Go, where they ne’er went yet, to pot;


    When heedless whistlers speed the plough


    Across old Thurlow’s whiten’d brow;


    When all the costliest fur in Britain


    Lies level with the wayside kitten,


    And the last worm has left the jaws


    That blew out life from under laws;


    When gibbet-irons with rust are dumb,


    Nor wave without their pendulum;


    When into dust the winds have blown


    What once was sinew, blood, and bone,


    What, even while they fill’d with glee


    Afar the house of revelry,


    Breath’d murder into every breath


    On Kennington and Hounslow heath,


    Lent the faint lightning fresh affright


    And hung with deeper gloom the night.


    These are thy works, almighty maker


    Of county jobs for undertaker!


    When cash and kindred clients fail,


    And few will swear and none will bail,


    Then the deep mist of error clears,


    And Vice’s odious form appears.


    “Had I discover’d it before,


    Not all Peru’s persuasive ore


    Should have induced me to defend


    A life no warnings can amend.”


    At these thy words the wife declares


    A something met her on the stairs:


    In the church-yard a light was seen,


    And a strange circle markt the green;


    Then the poor husband from her chest


    Rakes his worst cloaths, and wills his best.


    To thee our daily thanks are due,


    Who live with no such downcast crew.


    Had Cacus school’d them in his den,


    Thou wouldst have proved them honest men.


    My sheep are flayed; the flayer bears


    The best of names . . our vicar swears . .


    And why reproach the mild divine?


    He loves his flock . . his flock loves mine.


    My timber stolen . . could I know


    The mark I made a month ago?


    My barns cleared out . . my house burnt down . .


    Could the whole loss excede a crown?


    Shame! are such trifles worth my cares?


    I’m freed from rats and from repairs.


    A half-starved staring seagull brood


    Flies every honest livelihood,


    Quits fierce Malay and shrewd Chinese


    And ransackt India’s pearl-paved seas,


    Hears, sped by thee, how talents fare,


    And rises into mountain air.


    Seamen are bold, but none are bolder


    Than those with cat-claws on the shoulder,


    Whose captain, for his gaping desk,


    Has given it the picturesque,


    The love of which is gone so deep


    They cannot eat, they cannot sleep,


    But must indulge in cooling vales,


    And hang their pensive heads in Wales.


    One, as the wildgoose of a nest,


    Stretches his neck to guide the rest,


    Picks up five hundreds with a bride


    And shews her London and sea-side;


    Snatches her, ere it runs too late


    To pay so many a turnpike-gate,


    Settles at once upon my farm,


    And spreads a press-gang’s dread alarm.


    Box-coat and trowser dash together,


    The dog-cart and the ostrich-feather,


    And brass-loopt hat and broad-frog’d habit,


    Most richly ermin’d o’er . . with rabbit.


    The Welsh look up with wondering eyes,


    And ruminate on prophecies;


    The tripod and the pot-link turn,


    And watch the faggots, how they burn,


    Nail a worn horse-shoe on the door


    Where never one was nail’d before,


    Wash the white threshold-stone anew,


    And rub the sleepless bed with rue,


    And weary heaven with charms and vows


    To guard their children and their cows.


    Could not the cloth this pest foretell?


    Nor the wise woman at the well?


    Nor deeper seer who knew what mare


    Must disappear by Radnor fair?


    The thumping jumping gospel-preacher


    Could not he, here too, be their teacher?


    The lamb, he cries, unless ye sin,


    Extends no crook to shank you in.


    Graceless as well may be the strangers,


    They beard you at your very mangers.


    For speeding evangelic flights


    Requires some boisterous roaring nights;


    Pitch on a vantage-ground like swallows,


    And soar to heaven from the gallows.


    With such faint hearts and such lank jowls


    You cannot sin to save your souls,


    While they are ready for the crisis . .


    Go, do ye likewise, my advice is.


    The daring ambidexterous wench,


    Whose fist no collier can unclench,


    Bites what is needless off her lambs,


    Pries for the riddle on the rams,


    Curses and kicks them who omit


    The duties that their state befit,


    Pares from their feet the cankery rot,


    And skims, while pot there is, the pot;


    Bestows herself the savoury largess,


    Mixt with cow-cabbage and crab-verjuice:


    And “dont ’e, Thomas, I desire,


    Care a crackt farding for the squire.


    His lady . . I know who’s her betters . .


    Before she squall’d I told my letters,


    For twenty loaves could knead the dough,


    And lift brim-full our biggest trough.


    A lady! that will never do . .


    Why! she is only five feet two.”


    Now raises she her swelling chine


    And prances passing five feet nine,


    Jerks a cock’s feather from the bag,


    And freshens it with oily rag.


    Now strides she to the full fire-side,


    With silent step and dignified,


    And now relaxes into grace


    And asks them how it suits her face;


    Then carts it to the neighbouring town,


    And trips it till the floors come down,


    In many-coloured ribbons drest


    And beet-dyed shoes and brimstone vest.


    But morning comes, and sundry fears


    For the fee-simple of two ears,


    That upon frailest tenure hung,


    Dependent from a perjured tongue.


    “Thomas, she cries, I love thy mettle!


    Give us a lift, lad, at the kettle.


    There!” . . and such spirit to encourage,


    Souces a lardpot in his porrage.


    Up darts the buoyant brightening grease


    Like the fresh sun upon the seas,


    And quiets with its rising glories


    Those estuaries and promontories,


    That never own’d another prince


    Within their world’s circumference;


    And the proud foam and clamorous wind


    To its mild empire are resign’d.


    Who could imagine that beheld


    How this vast region once rebel’d,


    Threw up the humble, down the high,


    Like turbulent democracy,


    Amidst its plenty would not smile,


    But hissed and grumbled all the while.


    The dame her hearty work pursues,


    And hurries round the mingling juice.


    “Grub the plantation up, set fire on’t,


    And, if he douts it, dout the tyrant.


    Hard swearing never was hard work,


    And if you kill, you kill a Turk.


    What! hang a fellow-creature! shall us,


    When whiff will blow him from the gallows!


    Our Fred’s, I warrant, is the nape


    That never flincht from Tyburn tape,


    Nor ever will the lucky hound


    Turn tail till he is off the ground.”


    A year is past: I beg my rent:


    I must mistake . . that was not meant.


    I tarry on: two years elapse:


    The balance may be theirs perhaps.


    For insolent requests like these


    Their gentle hands uproot my trees,


    While those they told me hurt their grain,


    I fell, their gentle hands detain;


    My woods, my groves, my walks beset


    With pistol, dirk, and bayonet,


    Force my grey labourers to yield,


    And stab the women in the field.


    Of late a sort of suitor there is


    Who courts a horsewhip like an heiress.


    Kick him; not Midas would enrich


    With surer stroke the flaccid breech;


    The blow above reiterate . .


    A broken head ’s a good estate;


    Add swindler . . and behold! next minute


    He’s out of jail and you are in it.


    The land that rears sure-footed ponies


    Rears surer-footed testimonies,


    And every neighbour, staunch and true,


    Swears, and Got pless her, what will do.


    My gentry tell unpilloried lies,


    But prompt and push to perjuries;


    Yet tho’ you flusht them as they blundered


    Thro’ the rank stubble of three hundred,


    Exclaim a perjury! and you libel . .


    Each his own way may use his bible;


    Else how is ours a freeborn nation,


    Or wherefore was the Reformation?


    If you demand your debts, beware,


    But rob’d, cry robbers! if you dare:


    You only lost a farm of late,


    Stir, and you pay your whole estate:


    Expose their villainies; Dick Loose


    Will shudder at the gross abuse,


    Free them from prison on their bail,


    And pledge them in his mellowest ale.


    The lathy lantern-visaged Crawle


    His queries and his doubts will drawl.


    He the rich blacksmith’s daughter won,


    And wiled him to exclude the son.


    Behold him at a lady’s side!


    And look, how he has learnt to ride,


    Who pigged with choristers and scouts,


    And rode but upon roundabouts.


    Unenvied for too fair report


    His father sweeps the bishop’s court,


    And legibly enough records


    Two anti-paracletic words:


    The ode should only be applied


    To Priam’s and to * * ’s bride,


    And those few more who growl and bite,


    Or are too watchful in the night.


    The other is so rude a name


    It well deserves the sheet of shame,


    Which his old honest rib repairs,


    And scours from ironmoulds, and airs.


    With brain of lead and brow of brass


    Stands ready prowling Barnabas,


    To whisper him of timorous look


    You kiss the cover, not the book.


    That Barnabas who, when he stood


    Within the close o’erarching wood,


    (A wood which on no forest frowns,


    But tapers up in market-towns)


    And stretcht his vast extent of chin


    To all without, to none within,


    In many breasts rais’d fierce desire


    To stick it near the kitchen-fire,


    In the dutch oven glittering bright


    With its clear rashers red and white.


    “Ah what a burning shame, they say,


    So many eggs are thrown away!”


    “Tis death to puddings, cries a wench,


    Between the judges and the French.


    Look only there! how living rises


    From war and popery and assizes!”


    The honest open-hearted Jack


    Stands, fit successor, at his back.


    Him pockets turn’d and watches twitcht


    From jovial snoring friends enricht;


    Him the shared tax from many a town,


    A true copartner of the crown,


    And, eased of his ill-gotten wealth,


    An uncle sent to heaven by stealth.


    Attended with each bright compeer,


    O T * * on, I must leave thee here,


    Where, thanks and thanks again to thee!


    The poor lost outcasts still are free.


    Who wants a character or home,


    A shirt or shilling, let him come:


    Who flies his dun, or dupes his friend,


    Lo! England’s furthest safest end:


    Who lurks from sea to thieve on shore,


    Club the dipt dollar, one mate more!


    No scruple checks, no conscience shocks,


    Hope’s at the bottom of the box.


    Here all but Innocence may trust,


    And all find Justice but the just.

  


  
    *
  


  XVI.


  
    Let this man smile, and that man sigh


    To see the wheels of Fashion whirl;


    Place me in some cool arbour nigh


    My mild and modest country girl!

  


  
    Or under whitening poplars, high


    O’er flirting brooks, that glance and purl


    To attract such flowers as peer and pry,


    My mild and modest country girl!

  


  
    Would you not tire there? . . no, not I . .


    Acids that melt the richest pearl


    Are envy, pride, satiety,


    My mild and modest country girl!

  


  
    Power, office, title . . up they fly


    Against one light and sunny curl,


    That plays above thine azure eye,


    My mild and modest country girl!

  


  
    Knighthood’s new spur the squire would try,


    And vicount be emblazon’d earl.


    Content is only seated by


    My mild and modest country girl.

  


  
    Possession kings must fortify


    With moat and barbican and merl:


    Thine dwells in free security,


    My mild and modest country girl!

  


  
    Great riches, great authority


    Turn the best-tempered to a churl;


    With health and thee no crosses lie,


    My mild and modest country girl!

  


  
    Tho’ Fame and Glory to the sky


    Ambition’s wind-worn flag unfurl,


    With thee I’d live, for thee I’d die,


    My mild and modest country girl!

  


  
    Thus round and round thee busily


    Teaching my tinkling rhymes to twirl,


    I did not well hear thy reply,


    My mild and modest country girl!

  


  
    *
  


  
    ________


    If the reader has any curiosity to know the origin of these trifling verses, they were composed on the remark of a scholar, that puella in its cases ended many in Latin, and that girl ended none in ours, from the impossibility of finding such a rhyme as would suit the subject. It is something to do anything which nobody can do better.

  


  XVII.

  

  DIALOGUE AT WHIST.


  
    MRS. CLUTTERBUCK—MRS. SHUFFLETON—and PARTNER.

  


  
    MRS. SHUFFLETON.


    Dear now! Mrs. Clutterbuck,


    You have had such charming luck


    In your sweet good man,


    That you should not take it hard


    Tho’ you never got a card


    Worth a pinch of bran.

  


  
    MRS. CLUTTERBUCK.


    To be sure, one feels at ease


    With a man so made to please


    All that is genteel.

  


  
    MRS. SHUFFLETON.


    When he walks into a room,


    What address! and what perfume!

  


  
    MRS. CLUTTERBUCK.


    Grace from head to heel.


    One looks how he holds his hat,


    One would copy his cravat,


    One comes up to me,


    Saying, “Do excuse me, ma’am!


    Sure, as of my life, I am,


    Yours that Lord must be.”


    Sir, says I, how could you know?


    True indeed, some time ago


    Clutterbuck and I


    Joined for better and for worse


    Our young hearts and little purse,


    Bundling—weal or woe.


    To her partner.


    Did you let ’em win the knave?

  


  
    PARTNER.


    Ma’am, that lady . . .

  


  
    MRS. CLUTTERBUCK.


    Well now, save


    (If you can) the deal.


    (To MRS. SHUFFLETON.)


    Pray now Mrs. Shuffleton,


    For the love of Christ! ha’ done—

  


  
    MRS. SHUFFLETON.


    I did wrong, I feel.


    Yet upon a theme like this


    One can hardly do amiss.

  


  
    MRS. CLUTTERBUCK.


    O my want of wit!


    Harping on that nasty lubber


    She has really won the rubber!


    Bit, sir! downright bit!

  


  
    MRS. SHUFFLETON.


    Bit! ma’m! what a word to use!


    I, who am not quite a goose,


    Saw it in the wick.

  


  
    MRS. CLUTTERBUCK.


    Well! I’ll never talk about


    Him or any such a lout


    When I want the trick.

  


  
    MRS. SHUFFLETON.


    And, or e’er I’d have my pride


    In this manner mortified,


    Ma’am, upon my life,


    When I praise a man, I swear


    I will praise him anywhere


    But before his wife.

  


  
    *
  


  XVIII.


  
    Say, who so dauntless ever trod the field


    Of dreadful Mars! whether by night or day


    Numbers no more than one could make him yield,


    Or turn his sounding battle-horn away.

  


  
    Yet without name, so Destiny ordains,


    Lies he of whom it may be truly said


    The richest blood in Europe fill’d his veins,


    But could not buoy him o’er the vulgar dead.

  


  
    The father of his country, Cosimo,


    The wise Lorenzo, Leo, with the keys


    Of heaven in his hand, came forth too slow


    To save his life; for ’twas not by disease

  


  
    It waned away: ah! like how many brave!


    ’Twas by man’s hand, in venturous youth he fell!


    And would’st not thou, Saint Philip Neri, save


    The fluttering heart that loved thy race too well?

  


  
    But virgin blood, the tender Clementina’s


    Must be avenged . . O brood of Altoviti!


    Are ye become then Brutuses and Minas,


    And pounce upon invader without pity!

  


  
    Think, ye who deem the plaint I pour too long,


    ’Tis not for friend, nor child, nor wife; all those


    We know by rote are worth but an old song,


    A graver dirge must earn our gnat’s repose.

  


  
    *
  


  XIX.


  
    Hark! ’tis the laugh of Spring . . she comes,


    With airy sylphs and firy gnomes;


    On cruel mischief these intent,


    And those as anxious to prevent.


    So, now for frolic and for fun,


    And swains forsworn and maids undone;


    So, now for bridegrooms and for brides,


    And rivals hang’d by river-sides.


    Here the hoarse-wooing dove is heard,


    And there the cuckoo, taunting bird!


    But soon along the osier vale


    Will warble the sweet nightingale,


    Amid whose song chaste Eve must hear


    The threats of love, the screams of fear,


    The milk-maid’s shriek of laughter shrill


    From hovel close beneath the hill,


    Before the door the whirring wheel,


    Behind the hedge the ticklish squeal,


    The shepherd rude, the hoyden wroth,


    The boisterous rip of stubborn cloth,


    The brisk repulse, the pressing pray’r,


    Ah do! and do it if you dare!


    But whence, at every field we pass,


    Those hollows in the starting grass?


    The little Loves have gambol’d there,


    Or fought or wrestled pair by pair.


    Moist are the marks of struggling feet,


    And the bruis’d herbage still smells sweet.


    Let Nancy now, if Nancy will,


    Return the kiss she took so ill.


    If gentler thoughts thy bosom move,


    Come Nancy, give the kiss of love.


    Soft is the bank I rest on here,


    And soft the river murmurs near:


    Above, the wandering dimples play,


    Run round, unwind, and melt away:


    Beneath, more regular, more slow,


    The grassy weeds wave to and fro,


    While the sharp reed, it peers so high,


    Shakes at each swell that passes by.


    The poor tired bird who fain would drink,


    But fears th’ abrupt and crumbling brink,


    Sees that his weight ’twill not sustain,


    And hovers, and flies back again.


    My Nancy, thus I thirst for you,


    And he flies off as I may do.

  


  
    *
  


  XX.


  
    I would invoke you once again,


    Pale shades of gloomy Walcheren,


    By every name most dear!


    But every name what voice could call!


    What tears could flow enough for all,


    Within the circling year!

  


  
    Yet comfort you, illustrious band,


    That might have saved your native land


    Had life and health remain’d!


    Who cast you on those sands accurst,


    Traitor! he sold his country first


    And gave her up enchain’d.

  


  
    No human power the wretch shall screen


    That sent you to the misty scene,


    Where glory never shone!


    His vacant buoyant heart shall rue


    The lingering death he brought on you,


    And wish that death his own.

  


  
    *
  


  XXI.

  

  PROGRESS OF EVENING.


  
    From yonder wood mark blue-eyed Eve procede:


    First thro’ the deep and warm and secret glens,


    Thro’ the pale-glimmering privet-scented lane,


    And thro’ those alders by the river-side:


    Now the soft dust impedes her, which the sheep


    Have hollow’d out beneath their hawthorn shade.


    But ah! look yonder! see a misty tide


    Rise up the hill, lay low the frowning grove,


    Enwrap the gay white mansion, sap its sides


    Until they sink and melt away like chalk;


    Now it comes down against our village-tower,


    Covers its base, floats o’er its arches, tears


    The clinging ivy from the battlements,


    Mingles in broad embrace the obdurate stone,


    All one vast ocean! and goes swelling on


    In slow and silent, dim and deepening waves.

  


  
    *
  


  XXII.


  
    Under the hollies of thy breezy glade,


    Needwood, in youth with idle pace I rode,


    Where pebbly rills their varied chirrup made,


    Rills which the fawn with tottering knee bestrode.

  


  
    Twilight was waning, yet I checkt my pace,


    Slow as it was, and longer would remain;


    Here first, here only, had I seen the face


    Of Nature free from change and pure from stain.

  


  
    Here in the glory of her power she lay,


    Here she rejoiced in all the bloom of health;


    Soon must I meet her faint and led astray,


    Freckled with feverish whims and wasted wealth.

  


  
    *
  


  XXIII.


  
    Thou whom the wandering comets guide,


    O turn awhile to Virtue’s side,


    Goddess by all adored! and deign


    Once more to smile on rising Spain.


    No secret pang my bosom wrings


    For prostrate lords and captive kings;


    I, mighty Power, invoke thy aid


    To Valour crost and Faith betray’d.


    O leave the marghal’d ranks of war,


    Nor blindly urge Bellona’s car,


    When hearts so generous, arms so brave,


    Resist the conqueror, spurn the slave,


    And striking home for equal laws


    Pray Fortune to sustain the cause.


    Not such is theirs as wafted o’er


    The crescent and the crafty Moor;


    No tears for virgin honour flow,


    No father calls the avenging foe;


    Napoleon leads no faithless host,


    Nor tears the heart that trusts him most,


    A rescued son, a prince restored,


    Against his country draws the sword,


    And wily priests in vengeful mood


    Surround their fires with dykes of blood:


    Turn then, O Fortune, and sustain


    The cause of Freedom and of Spain!

  


  
    *
  


  XXIV.

  

  TO ALPUENTE.


  
    So! the winds and the waters must waft thee again,


    Alpuente! afar from the sight of thy Spain;


    And England, averse to the brave and the true,


    Awaken the Continent’s curses anew.


    Lusitania received thee; her aim is thine own,


    To hold Fraud and Perjury back from the throne.


    One Briton forbids it . . that Briton whose hand


    Unravels in darkness all Freedom has plann’d.


    In the gloom of the night, when the softer sea-airs


    Were bringing thee slumbers, and soothing thy cares,


    By allaying the throbs of too tender a breast


    Which is wasting away at thy wrongs unredrest,


    Thou art dragged . . among whom? among Britons free-born!


    Believe me, I speak it in sorrow, not scorn . .


    Yes, the elder among them at least were born free,


    And must grieve at indignities heap’d upon thee!


    How then! could not Exile (that drove eighty years


    Before her) nor Woman’s nor Virtue’s own tears,


    Once touch into feeling ev’n Castlereagh’s tool,


    Tho’ the heaviest log in the rottenest school!


    And what name is the ship’s he has chosen, to please


    The parricide’s sister and her Portuguese?


    A name known to Glory, and Glory alone,


    The defense of the people and pride of the throne . .


    The Marlbro!! Such service would better befit


    The Canning or Croker, the Melvile or Pitt.

  


  
    *
  


  XXV.


  
    In Clementina’s artless mien


    Lucilla asks me what I see,


    And are the roses of sixteen


    Enough for me?

  


  
    Lucilla asks, if that be all,


    Have I not cull’d as sweet before . .


    Ah yes, Lucilla! and their fall


    I still deplore.

  


  
    I now behold another scene,


    Where Pleasure beams with heaven’s own light,


    More pure, more constant, more serene,


    And not less bright . .

  


  
    Faith, on whose breast the Loves repose,


    Whose chain of flowers no force can sever,


    And Modesty who, when she goes,


    Is gone for ever.

  


  
    *
  


  XXVI.


  
    I leave with unaverted eye the towers


    Of Pisa, pining o’er her desert stream.


    Pleasure (they say) yet lingers in thy bowers,


    Florence, thou patriot’s sigh, thou poet’s dream!

  


  
    O could I find thee as thou once wert known,


    Warlike, erect, and liberal, and free!


    But the pure Spirit from thy wreck has flown,


    And only Pleasure’s phantom dwells with thee.

  


  
    *
  


  XXVII.

  

  AN ARAB TO HIS MISTRESS

  

  AGAINST ANGER.


  
    Look thou yonder, look and tremble,


    Thou whose passion swells so high;


    See those ruins! that resemble


    Flocks of camels as they lie.

  


  
    ’Twas a fair but froward city,


    Bidding tribes and chiefs obey,


    ’Till he came who, deaf to pity,


    Tost the imploring arm away.

  


  
    Spoil’d and prostrate, she lamented


    What her pride and folly wrought:


    But was ever Pride contented,


    Or would Folly e’er be taught?

  


  
    Strong are cities; Rage o’erthrows ’em;


    Rage o’erswells the gallant ship;


    Stains it not the cloud-white bosom,


    Flaws it not the ruby lip?

  


  
    All that shields us, all that charms us,


    Brow of ivory, tower of stone,


    Yield to Wrath; another’s harms us,


    But we perish by our own.

  


  
    Night may send to rave and ravage


    Panther and hyena fell;


    But their manners, harsh and savage,


    Little suit the mild gazell.

  


  
    When the waves of life surround thee,


    Quenching oft the light of love,


    When the clouds of doubt confound thee,


    Drive not from thy breast the dove.

  


  
    *
  


  XXVIII.


  
    Mother, I cannot mind my wheel;


    My fingers ache, my lips are dry:


    Oh! if you felt the pain I feel!


    But oh, who ever felt as I!

  


  
    No longer could I doubt him true . .


    All other men may use deceit;


    He always said my eyes were blue,


    And often swore my lips were sweet.

  


  
    *
  


  XXIX.

  

  IMITATION OF THE MANNER OF CATULLUS.


  
    Aurelius, Sire of Hungrinesses!


    Thee thy old friend Catullus blesses,


    And sends thee three fine watercresses.

  


  
    There are who would not think me quite


    (Unless we were old friends) polite


    To mention whom you should invite.

  


  
    Look at them well; and turn it o’er


    In your own mind . . I’d have but four . .


    Lucullus, Cesar, and two more.

  


  
    *
  


  XXX.


  
    Friendship! I place no trust in thee,


    Tho’ flourishing so fair in fable,


    Or seated with Mythology,


    Or with a bumper-glass at table.

  


  
    Since first my razor ranged for beard,


    Friendship! in many another place


    Thy voice (and loud enough) I’ve heard,


    But never have beheld thy face.

  


  
    *
  


  XXXI.


  
    Maria! I have said adieu


    To one alone so fair as you;


    And she, beyond my hopes, at last


    Returns and tells me of the past;


    While happier for remembering well


    Am I to hear and she to tell.


    Whether gay Paris may again


    Admire you gayest of her train,


    Or, Love for pilot, you shall go


    Where Orellana’s waters flow,


    And cull, amid Brazilian bowers,


    Of richer fruits and gaudier flowers . .


    Or on the Seine or on the Line


    Remember one command of mine:


    Love with as steddy love as e’er


    Illumed the only breast so fair;


    That, in another year at most,


    Whether the Alps or seas are crost,


    Something may scatter from the flame


    Fresh luster o’er Pereira’s name.

  


  
    *
  


  XXXII.

  

  WRITTEN IN THE ALBUM OF THE DUCHESS DE GUICHE AT FLORENCE.


  
    Children! while childhood lasts, one day


    Alone be less your gush of play.


    As you ascend that cloven steep


    Whence Lerici o’erlooks the deep,


    And watch the hawk and plover soar,


    And bow-winged curlew quit the shore,


    Think not, as graver heads might do,


    The same with equal ease could you;


    So light your spirits and your forms,


    So fearful is your race of storms.

  


  
    Mild be the sunbeams, mild the gales,


    Along Liguria’s pendenvales,


    Whether from changeful Magra sped


    Or Tanaro’s unquiet bed.


    Let Apennine and Alpine snows


    Be husht into unwaked repose,


    While Italy gives back again


    More charms and virtues than remain,


    Which France with loftier pride shall own


    Than all her brightest arms have won.

  


  
    *
  


  XXXIII.


  
    Let me sit down and muse by thee


    Awhile, aerial Fiesole!


    Thy shelter’d walks and cooler grots,


    Villas and vines and olive-plots,


    Catch me, entangle me, detain me,


    And laugh to hear that aught can pain me.


    ’Twere just, if ever rose one sigh


    To find the lighter mount more high,


    Or any other natural thing


    So trite that Fate would blush to sing,


    Of Honour’s sport or Fortune’s frown,


    Clung to my heart and kept it down.


    But shun’d have I on every side


    The splash of newly-mounted Pride,


    And never was the child to dabble


    In the spawn-puddle of a rabble,


    Not Rabelais’ pen, Le Sage’s, Scarron’s,


    Or Swift’s could sketch . . the knights and barons,


    Pitt and Peg Nicholson have made,


    And wiles in law and wealth in trade.


    O country! how enricht! . . in titles . .


    Splendid and cheap as penny-whistles.


    No banker’s boy, no kitchen wench,


    But wears them . . T———, mother F———. .


    And why not thou, who not a whit art


    Behind them in desert, V———?


    What has the zephyr brought so sweet!


    ’Tis the vine-blossom round my seat.


    Ah! how much better here at ease


    And quite alone to catch the breeze,


    Than roughly wear life’s waning day


    On rotten forms with Castlereagh,


    Mid public men for private ends,


    A friend to foes, a foe to friends!


    Long since with youthful chases warm,


    And when ambition well might charm,


    And when the choice before me lay,


    I heard the din and turn’d away.


    Hence oftentimes imperial Seine


    Hath listen’d to my early strain,


    And past the Rhine and past the Rhone


    My Latian muse is heard and known,


    Nor is the life of one recluse


    An alien quite from public use.


    Where alders mourn’d their fruitless beds


    A thousand cedars raise their heads,


    And from Segovia’s hills remote,


    My sheep enrich my neighbour’s cote.


    The wide and easy road I lead


    Where never paced the harnest steed,


    Where hardly dared the goat look down


    Beneath her parent mountain’s frown,


    Suspended, while the torrent-spray


    Springs o’er the crags that roll away.


    Cares if I had, I turn’d those cares


    Toward my partridges and hares,


    At every dog and gun I heard


    Ill-auguring for some truant bird,


    Or whisker’d friend of jet-tipt ear,


    Until the frighten’d eld limpt near.


    These knew me . . and ’twas quite enough . .


    I paid no Morning Post to puff,


    Saw others fame and wealth increase,


    Ate my own mutton-chop in peace,


    Open’d my window, snatcht my glass,


    And, from the rills that chirp and pass,


    A pure libation pour’d to thee,


    Unsoil’d uncitied Liberty!


    Lanthony! an ungenial clime,


    And the broad wing of restless Time,


    Have rudely swept thy massy walls


    And rockt thy abbots in their palls . .


    I loved thee by thy streams of yore,


    By distant streams I love thee more;


    For never is the heart so true


    As bidding what we love adieu.


    Yet neither where we first drew breath,


    Nor where our fathers sleep in death,


    Nor where the mystic ring was given,


    The link from earth that reaches heaven,


    Nor London, Paris, Florence, Rome . .


    In his own heart’s the wise man’s home . .


    Stored with each keener, kinder, sense,


    Too firm, too lofty, for offense,


    Unlittered by the tools of state,


    And greater than the great world’s great.


    If mine no glorious works may be,


    Grant, Heaven! and ’tis enough for me,


    (While many squally sails flit past,


    And many break the ambitious mast)


    From all that they pursue, exempt,


    The stormless bay of deep contempt!

  


  
    *
  


  XXXIV.


  
    Ye little household gods, that make


    My heart leap lighter with your play,


    And never let it sink or ake,


    Unless you are too far away;

  


  
    Eight years have flown, and never yet


    One day has risen up between


    The kisses of my earlier pet,


    And few the hours he was not seen.

  


  
    How can I call to you from Rome?


    Will mamma teach what babbo said?


    Have ye not heard him talk at home


    About the city of the dead?

  


  
    Marvellous tales will babbo tell . .


    If you don’t clasp his throat too tight . .


    Tales which you, Arnold, will love well,


    Tho’ Julia’s cheek turns pale with fright.

  


  
    How swimming o’er the Tiber Clelia


    Headed the rescued virgin train;


    And, loftier virtue! how Cornelia


    Lived when her two brave sons were slain.

  


  
    This is my birthday: may ye waltze


    Till mamma cracks her best guitar!


    Yours are true pleasures: those are false


    We wise ones follow from afar.

  


  
    What shall I bring you? would you like


    Urn, image, glass . . red, yellow, blue,


    Stricken by Time . . who soon must strike


    As deep the heart that beats for you.

  


  
    *
  


  XXXV.

  

  TO CORINTH.


  
    Queen of the double sea, beloved of him


    Who shakes the world’s foundations, thou hast seen


    Glory in all her beauty, all her forms;


    Seen her walk back with Theseus when he left


    The bones of Sciron bleaching to the wind,


    Above the ocean’s roar and cormorant’s flight,


    So high that vastest billows from above


    Shew but like herbage waving in the mead;


    Seen generations throng thy Isthmian games,


    And pass away . . . the beautiful, the brave,


    And them who sang their praises.


    But, O Queen,


    Audible still, and far beyond thy cliffs,


    As when they first were uttered, are those words


    Divine which praised the valiant and the just;


    And tears have often stopt, upon that ridge


    So perilous, him who brought before his eye


    The Colchian babes.


    “Stay! spare him! save the last!


    Medea! . . . is that blood? again! it drops


    From my imploring hand upon my feet . . .


    I will invoke the Eumenides no more . .


    I will forgive thee . . bless thee . . bend to thee


    In all thy wishes . . . do but thou, Medea,


    Tell me, one lives.


    “And shall I too deceive?”


    Cries from the firy car an angry voice;


    And swifter than two falling stars descend


    Two breathless bodies . . warm, soft, motionless,


    As flowers in stillest noon before the sun,


    They lie three paces from him . . such they lie


    As when he left them sleeping side by side,


    A mother’s arm round each, a mother’s cheeks


    Between them, flusht with happiness and love.


    He was more changed than they were . . doomed to shew


    Thee and the stranger, how defaced and scarred


    Grief hunts us down the precipice of years,


    And whom the faithlesss prey upon the last.


    To give the inertest masses of our earth


    Her loveliest forms was thine, to fix the Gods


    Within thy walls, and hang their tripods round


    With fruits and foliage knowing not decay.


    A nobler work remains: thy citadel


    Invites all Greece: o’er lands and floods remote


    Many are the hearts that still beat high for thee:


    Confide then in thy strength, and unappalled


    Look down upon the plain, while yokemate kings


    Run bellowing, where their herdsmen goad them on


    Instinct is sharp in them and terrour true . .


    They smell the floor wheron their necks must lie.

  


  
    *
  


  XXXVI.


  
    Wert thou but blind, O Fortune, then perhaps


    Thou mightest always have avoided me:


    For never voice of mine (young, middle-aged,


    Or going down on tottering knee the shelf


    That crumbles with us to the vale of years)


    Called thee aside, whether thou rannest on


    To others who expected, or didst throw


    Into the sleeper’s lap the unsought prize.


    But blind thou art not; the refreshing cup


    For which my hot heart thirsted, thou hast ever


    (When it was full and at the lip) struck down.

  


  
    *
  


  ON THE DEAD.


  I.

  

  ON READING IN A NEWSPAPER THE DEATH OF A MOTHER AND THREE CHILDREN.


  
    AGAIN, my soul, sustain the mournful page!


    Is there no difference? none of place? of age?


    How the words tremble, how the lines unite!


    What dim confusion floats before my sight!


    Thrice happy strangers, to whose roving eyes


    Unwet with tears these public columns rise!


    Whate’er this shameful world contains of new,


    These are events the least observed by you.


    O Lambe, my early guide, my guardian friend,


    Must thus our pleasures, thus our prospects end!


    All that could swell thy heart, thy soul elate,


    Heaven gave, but pondering found one gift too great.


    When marble-cold her meek Eliza lay,


    Was this the hour to snatch thy love away!


    When the fond mother claspt her fever’d child,


    Death hail’d the omen, waved his dart, and smiled,


    Nor unobserv’d his lengthen'd wings o’erspread


    With deeper darkness each devoted head.


    She knows his silent footsteps; they have past


    Two other babes, two more have breathed their last.


    What now avails thee, what avail’d thee then,


    To shine in science o’er the sons of men!


    Each varying plant, each tortuous root to know,


    How latent pests from lucid waters flow,


    All the deep bosom of the air contains,


    Fire’s parent strength and earth’s prolific veins.


    The last unwelcome lesson teaches this,


    Frail are alike our knowledge and our bliss:


    Against the storms of fate, the racks of pain,


    Wisdom is impotent and virtue vain.


    What unknown pow’rs this pausing hand controul,


    What sacred horrors thrill this alter’d'soul!


    What radiant finger points out heaven’s decree?


    ’Tis thou, O angel, and I bend to thee.


    No blushes now that well-earn’d name can raise,


    Nor canst thou longer shrink from mortal praise.


    I feel thy smile of pure celestial love


    Repress our sorrows, our complaints reprove.


    Let those who knew thee, spare thy sacred sleep,


    Those who have never known thee, those may weep.

  


  
    *
  


  II.


  
    Ah what avails the sceptred race,


    Ah what the form divine!


    What every virtue, every grace!


    Rose Aylmer, all were thine.

  


  
    Rose Aylmer, whom these wakeful eyes


    May weep, but never see,


    A night of memories and sighs


    I consecrate to thee.

  


  
    *
  


  III.


  
    And thou too, Nancy! why should Heaven remove


    Each tender object of my early love?


    Why was I happy? O ye conscious rocks!


    Was I not happy? when Ione’s locks


    Claspt round her neck and mine their golden chain,


    Ambition, fame, and fortune, smiled in vain.


    While warring winds with deaf’ning fury blew,


    Near, and more near, our cheeks, our bosoms, grew.


    Wave after wave the lashing ocean chased,


    She smiled, and prest me closer to her waist.


    “Suppose this cave should crush us,” once I cried;


    “It cannot fall,” the loving maid replied.


    “You, who are shorter, may be safe,” I said; .


    “O let us fly!” exclamed the simple maid.


    Springing, she drew me forward by the hand


    Upon the sunny and the solid sand,


    And then lookt round, with fearful doubt, to see


    If, what I spoke so seriously, could be.


    Ah memory, memory! thou alone canst save


    Angelic beauty from the grasping grave.


    And shall she perish? by yon stars I swear,


    Here she shall live, though fate hath placed her there.


    The sigh of soft surrender, and the kiss


    For absence, doubt, obedience, merit this.


    Tho’ Nancy’s name for ever dwell unknown


    Beyond her briar-bound sod and upright stone;


    Yet, in the lover’s, in the poet’s eye,


    The gentle young Ione ne’er shall die.

  


  
    *
  


  IV.


  
    Child of a day, thou knowest not


    The tears that overflow thy urn,


    The gushing eyes that read thy lot,


    Nor, if thou knewest, couldst return!

  


  
    And why the wish! the pure and blest


    Watch like thy mother o’er thy sleep.


    O peaceful night! O envied rest!


    Thou wilt not ever see her weep.

  


  
    *
  


  V.

  

  ON A POET IN A WELSH CHURCH-YARD.


  
    Kind souls! who strive what pious hand shall bring


    The first-found crocus from reluctant Spring,


    Or blow your wintry fingers while they strew


    This sunless turf with rosemary and rue,


    Bend o’er your lovers first, but mind to save


    One sprig of each to trim a poet’s grave.

  


  
    *
  


  VI.

  

  FOR AN URN AT THORESBY-PARK,

  

  THE RESIDENCE OF THE LATE EARL MANVERS.


  
    If in the summer-time, O guest,


    Thou comest where these waters rest,


    And where these gentle swells of land


    Their ever-verdant turf expand,


    Not opener these, nor those more clear,


    Than was the soul that late dwelt here.


    If in the winter thou hast crost


    The scene benumbed with snow and frost,


    Ask those thou meetest at the gate


    If they are not as desolate.

  


  
    *
  


  VII.


  
    Yes, in this chancel once we sat alone,


    O Dorothea! thou wert bright with youth,


    Freshness like Morning’s dwelt upon thy cheek,


    While here and there above the level pews,


    Above the housings of the village dames,


    The musky fan its groves and zephyrs waved.


    I know not why, since we had each our book


    And lookt upon it stedfastly, first one


    Outran the learned labourer from the desk,


    Then tript the other, and limpt far behind,


    And smiles gave blushes birth, and blushes smiles.


    Ah me! where are they flown, my lovely friend!


    Two seasons like that season thou hast lain


    Cold as the dark-blue stone beneath my feet,


    While my heart beats as then . . but not with joy!

  


  
    O my lost friends! why were ye once so dear!


    And why were ye not fewer, O ye few!


    Must winter, spring, and summer, thus return,


    Commemorating some one torne away,


    Till half the months at last shall take, with me,


    Their names from those upon your scatter’d graves!

  


  
    *
  


  VIII.


  
    Tears driven back upon the fountain-head,


    And Sorrow’s voice supprest,


    Heave, while in quiet sleep repose the dead . .


    Oh! when will they too rest!

  


  
    *
  


  IX.

  

  FOR AN EPITAPH AT FIESOLE.


  
    Lo! where the four mimosas blend their shade,


    In calm repose at last is Landor laid;


    For ere he slept he saw them planted here


    By her his soul had ever held most dear,


    And he had lived enough when he had dried her tear.

  


  
    *
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    CCVIII. [WHO smites the wounded on his bed]


    CCIX. [WHAT, of house and home bereft]


    CCX. [UNDER the hollies of thy breezy glade]


    CCXI. [WHERE three huge dogs are ramping yonder]


    CCXII. [MY pretty Marte, my winter friend]


    CCXIII. [YE little household gods, that make]


    CCXIV. [THE leaves are falling; so am I]


    CCXV. [THE day returns again]


    CCXVI. [THE place where soon I think to lie]


    CCXVII. [AS he who baskt in sunshine loves to go]


    CCXVIII. [LOVE is like Echo in the land of Tell]


    CCXIX. ON RECEIVING A MONTHLY ROSE.


    CCXX. [SWEET was the song that Youth sang once]


    CCXXI. [FATE! I have askt few things of thee]


    CCXXII. TO A LADY ON COMING OF AGE.


    CCXXIII. [BEAUTY! thou arbitress of weal or woe]


    CCXXIV. A MOTHER’S TALE.

  


  
    [Part 2]


    [Epigraph]


    CCXXV. [O’ERFOAMING with rage]


    CCXXVI. SENT WITH POEMS.


    CCXXVII. WRITTEN ON THE FIRST LEAF OF AN ALBUM.


    CCXXVIII. ON ANOTHER.


    CCXXIX. [ONE leg across his wide arm-chair]


    CCXXX. TO B.


    CCXXXI. [YOUTH but by help of memory can be sage]


    CCXXXII. 1795.


    CCXXXIII. [WHISKERED Furies! boy-stuft blouses!]


    CCXXXIV. [I RAIS’D my eyes to Pallas, and she laught]


    CCXXXV. QUARREL.


    CCXXXVI. [GO on, go on, and love away!]


    CCXXXVII. [EGG strikes on egg and breaks it; true]


    CCXXXVIII. [TEN thousand flakes about my windows blow]


    CCXXXIX. [TELL me, proud though lovely maiden!]


    CCXL. TO LEIGH HUNT, ON AN OMISSION IN HIS “FEAST OF THE POETS.”


    CCXLI. OLD STYLE.


    CCXLII. NEW STYLE.


    CCXLIII. SUGGESTED BY HORACE.


    CCXLIV. [YOU may or you may not believe]


    CCXLV. [AN English boy, whose travels lay]


    CCXLVI. [>METELLUS is a lover: one whose ear]


    CCXLVII. [THE blackest of grapes, with a footpath hard by]


    CCXLVIII. [IF hatred of the calm and good]


    CCXLIX. [PLEASANT it is to wink and sniff the fumes]


    CCL. COTTAGE LEFT FOR LONDON.


    CCLI. [COME, Sleep! but mind ye! if you come without]


    CCLII. [DEEP forests hide the stoutest oaks]


    CCLIII. PIEVANO ARLOTTO.


    CCLIV. [GOD’S laws declare]


    CCLV. [DOES your voice never fail you in singing a song]


    CCLVI. [CLAP, clap the double nightcap on!]


    CCLVII. FLOWERS SENT IN BAY-LEAVES.


    CCLVIII. [“I’M half in love,” he who with smiles hath said]


    CCLIX. SEVERE WINTER.


    CCLX. [I REMEMBER the time ere his temples were grey]


    CCLXI. [PRETTY maiden! pretty maiden!]


    CCLXII. [“FEAR God!” says Percival: and when you hear]


    CCLXIII. [YESTERDAY, at the sessions held in Buckingham]


    CCLXIV. [TWO cackling mothers hatch two separate broods]


    CCLXV. TO THE RIGHT REV. FATHER IN GOD HENRY LORD BISHOP OF EXETER.


    CCLXVI. [ONE tooth has Mummius; but in sooth]


    CCLXVII. [A LITTLE cornet of dragoons]


    CCLXVIII. [DOES it become a girl so wise]


    CCLXIX. TO H.


    CCLXX. [TO Rose and to Sophy]


    CCLXXI. [SIGHS must be grown less plentiful]


    CCLXXII. [PLANTS the most beauteous love the water’s brink]


    CCLXXIII. [TIME past I thought it worth my while]


    CCLXXIV. [EACH year bears something from us as it flies]


    CCLXXV. [IDLE and light are many things you see]


    CCLXXVI. [IN wrath a youth was heard to say]


    CCLXXVII. SIDDONS AND HER MAID.


    CCLXXVIII. LETTER-LAND.


    CCLXXIX. [I’VE never seen a book of late]


    CCLXXX. A MASK ON A RING.


    CCLXXXI. [I WOULD give something, O Apollo!]


    CCLXXXII. ON A PORTRAIT.


    CCLXXXIII. [ALAS, how soon, the hours are over]


    CCLXXXIV. [IS it not better at an early hour]


    CCLXXXV. TO JULIUS HARE, WITH “PERICLES AND ASPASIA.”


    CCLXXXVI. TO SOUTHEY.


    CCLXXXVII. [ONCE, and once only, have I seen thy face]


    CCLXXXVIII. TO ANDREW JACKSON.


    CCLXXXIX. TO WORDSWORTH.


    CCXC. TO THE COMTESSE DE MOLANDE, ABOUT TO MARRY THE DUC DE LUXEMBOURG.


    CCXCI. TO THE COUNTESS OF BLESSINGTON.


    CCXCII. [UNJUST are they who argue me unjust]


    CCXCIII. TO LADY CHARLES BEAUCLERK.


    CCXCIV. TO MY DAUGHTER.


    CCXCV. TO THEODOSIA GARROW.


    CCXCVI. TO ANDREW CROSSE.


    CCXCVII. TO A LADY.


    CCXCVIII. [ONWARD, right onward, gallant James, nor heed]


    CCXCIX. TO CZARTORYSKI, ATTENDING ON FOOT THE FUNERAL OF THE POET MENINCIVICZ.


    CCC. TO MY DAUGHTER IN ITALY, AT CHRISTMAS.


    CCCI. TO MISS ISABELLA PERCY.


    CCCII. TO CHARLES DICKENS.


    CCCIII. ON SEEING A LADY SIT FOR HER PORTRAIT.


    CCCIV. TO MISS POWER.


    CCCV. TO SOUTHEY, 1833.


    CCCVI. TO BARRY CORNWALL.


    CCCVII. TO MAJOR-GENERAL W. NAPIER.


    CCCVIII. TO MATHEW AND WOLFF.


    CCCIX. TO MICHELET ON HIS “PRIESTS, WOMEN, AND FAMILIES.”


    CCCX. TO MICHELET ON HIS “PEOPLE.”


    CCCXI. TO MACAULAY.


    CCCXII. TO JOHN KENYON.


    CCCXIII. TO ROBERT BROWNING.


    CCCXIV. TO THE SISTER OF ELIA.


    CCCXV. TO JOSEPH ABLETT.


    CCCXVI. TO AN AGED POET.


    CCCXVII. TO A PAINTER.


    CCCXVIII. TO A BRIDE, FEB. 17, 1846.


    CCCXIX. TO JOHN FORSTER.

  


  


  


  

  

  



  
    O FRIENDS! who have accompanied thus far


    My quickening steps, sometimes where sorrow sate


    Dejected, and sometimes where valour stood


    Resplendent, right before us; here perhaps


    We best might part; but one to valour dear


    Comes up in wrath and calls me worse than foe,


    Reminding me of gifts too ill deserved.


    I must not blow away the flowers he gave,


    Altho’ now faded; I must not efface


    The letters his own hand has traced for me.


    Here terminates my park of poetry.


    Look out no longer for extensive woods,


    For clusters of unlopt and lofty trees,


    With stately animals coucht under them,


    Or grottoes with deep wells of water pure,


    And ancient figures in the solid rock:


    Come, with our sunny pasture be content,


    Our narrow garden and our homestead croft,


    And tillage not neglected. Love breathes round;


    Love, the bright atmosphere, the vital air,


    Of youth; without it life and death are one.

  


  
    **
  


  I.


  
    SHE leads in solitude her youthful hours,


    Her nights are restlessness, her days are pain.


    O when will Health and Pleasure come again,


    Adorn her brow and strew her path with flowers,


    And wandering wit relume the roseate bowers,


    And turn and trifle with his festive train?


    Grant me, O grant this wish, ye heavenly Powers!


    All other hope, all other wish, restrain.

  


  
    **
  


  II.


  
    COME back, ye Smiles, that late forsook


    Each breezy path and ferny nook.


    Come Laughter, though the Sage hath said


    Thou favourest most the thoughtless head:


    I blame thee not, howe’er inclin’d


    To love the vacant easy mind,


    But now am ready, may it please,


    That mine be vacant and at ease.


    Sweet children of celestial breed,


    Be ruled by me; repress your speed.


    Laughter! though Momus gave thee birth,


    And said, My darling, stay on earth!


    Smiles! though from Venus you arise,


    And live for ever in the skies,


    Softly! and let not one descend


    But first alights upon my friend.


    When one upon her cheek appears,


    A thousand spring to life from hers;


    Death smites his disappointed urn,


    And spirit, pleasure, wit, return.

  


  
    **
  


  III.

  

  WITH PETRARCA’S SONNETS


  
    BEHOLD what homage to his idol paid


    The tuneful suppliant of Valclusa’s shade.


    His verses still the tender heart engage,


    They charm’d a rude, and please a polisht age:


    Some are to nature and to passion true,


    And all had been so, had he lived for you.

  


  
    **
  


  IV.


  
    THE touch of Love dispels the gloom


    Of life, and animates the tomb;


    But never let it idly flare


    On gazers in the open air,


    Nor turn it quite away from one


    To whom it serves for moon and sun,


    And who alike in night or day


    Without it could not find his way.

  


  
    **
  


  V.

  

  TWELFTH-NIGHT.


  
    I DRAW with trembling hand my doubtful lot;


    Yet where are Fortune’s frowns if she frown not


    From whom I hope, from whom I fear, the kiss?


    O gentle Love! if there be aught beyond


    That makes the bosom calm, but leaves it fond,


    O let her give me that, and take back this!

  


  
    **
  


  VI.


  
    SHE I love (alas in vain!)


    Floats before my slumbering eyes:


    When she comes she lulls my pain,


    When she goes what pangs arise!


    Thou whom love, whom memory flies,


    Gentle Sleep! prolong thy reign!


    If even thus she soothe my sighs,


    Never let me wake again!

  


  
    **
  


  VII.


  
    THOU hast not rais’d, Ianthe, such desire


    In any breast as thou hast rais’d in mine.


    No wandering meteor now, no marshy fire,


    Leads on my steps, but lofty, but divine:


    And, if thou chillest me, as chill thou dost


    When I approach too near, too boldly gaze,


    So chills the blushing morn, so chills the host


    Of vernal stars, with light more chaste than day’s.

  


  
    **
  


  VIII.


  
    DARLING shell, where hast thou been,


    West or East? or heard or seen?


    From what pastimes art thou come?


    Can we make amends at home?

  


  
    Whether thou hast tuned the dance


    To the maids of ocean


    Know I not; but Ignorance


    Never hurts Devotion.

  


  
    This I know, Ianthe’s shell,


    I must ever love thee well,


    Tho’ too little to resound


    While the Nereids dance around;

  


  
    For, of all the shells that are,


    Thou art sure the brightest;


    Thou, Ianthe’s infant care,


    Most these eyes delightest

  


  
    To thy early aid she owes


    Teeth like budding snowdrop rows:


    And what other shell can say


    On her bosom once it lay?

  


  
    That which into Cyprus bore


    Venus from her native sea,


    (Pride of shells!) was never more


    Dear to her than thou to me.

  


  
    **
  


  IX.


  
    AWAY my verse; and never fear,


    As men before such beauty do;


    On you she will not look severe,


    She will not turn her eyes from you.

  


  
    Some happier graces could I lend


    That in her memory you should live,


    Some little blemishes might blend,


    For it would please her to forgive.

  


  
    **
  


  X.


  
    PLEASURE! why thus desert the heart


    In its spring-tide?


    I could have seen her, I could part,


    And but have sigh’d!

  


  
    O’er every youthful charm to stray,


    To gaze, to touch . .


    Pleasure! why take so much away,


    Or give so much?

  


  
    **
  


  XI.


  
    MY hopes retire; my wishes as before


    Struggle to find their resting-place in vain:


    The ebbing sun thus beats against the shore;


    The shore repels it; it returns again.

  


  
    **
  


  XII.


  
    LIE, my fond heart at rest,


    She never can be ours.


    Why strike upon my breast


    The slowly passing hours?


    Ah! breathe not out the name!


    That fatal folly stay!


    Conceal the eternal flame,


    And tortured ne’er betray.

  


  
    **
  


  XIII.


  
    THE heart you cherish can not change;


    The fancy, faint and fond,


    Has never more the wish to range


    Nor power to rise beyond.

  


  
    **
  


  XIV.


  
    CLIFTON! in vain thy varied scenes invite,


    The mossy bank, dim glade, and dizzy hight;


    The sheep that, starting from the tufted thyme,


    Untune the distant church’s mellow chime,


    As o’er each limb a gentle horror creeps,


    And shakes above our heads the craggy steeps.


    Pleasant I’ve thought it to pursue the rower


    While light and darkness seize the changeful oar,


    The frolic Naiads drawing from below


    A net of silver round the black canoe.


    Now the last lonely solace must it be


    To watch pale evening brood o’er land and sea,


    Then join my friends and let those friends believe


    My cheeks are moisten’d by the dews of eve.

  


  
    **
  


  XV.


  
    Ask me not, a voice severe


    Tells me, for it gives me pain.


    Peace! the hour, too sure, is near


    When I can not ask again.

  


  
    **
  


  XVI.


  
    O THOU whose happy pencil strays


    Where I am call’d, nor dare to gaze,


    But lower my eye and check my tongue;


    O, if thou valuest peaceful days,


    Pursue the ringlet’s sunny maze,


    And dwell not on those lips too long.

  


  
    What mists athwart my temples fly,


    Now, touch by touch, thy fingers tie


    With torturing care her graceful zone!


    For all that sparkles from her eye


    I could not look while thou art by,


    Nor could I cease were I alone.

  


  
    **
  


  XVII.


  
    ALL tender thoughts that e’er possest


    The human brain or human breast,


    Center in mine for thee . .


    Excepting one . . and that must thou


    Contribute: come, confer it now:


    Grateful I fain would be.

  


  
    **
  


  XVIII.


  
    PAST ruin’d Ilion Helen lives,


    Alcestis rises from the shades;


    Verse calls them forth; ’tis verse that gives


    Immortal youth to mortal maids.

  


  
    Soon shall Oblivion’s deepening veil


    Hide all the peopled hills you see,


    The gay, the proud, while lovers hail


    These many summers you and me.

  


  
    **
  


  XIX.


  
    ONE year ago my path was green,


    My footstep light, my brow serene;


    Alas! and could it have been so


    One year ago?


    There is a love that is to last


    When the hot days of youth are past:


    Such love did a sweet maid bestow


    One year ago.


    I took a leaflet from her braid


    And gave it to another maid.


    Love! broken should have been thy bow


    One year ago.

  


  
    **
  


  XX.


  
    SOON, O Ianthe! life is o’er,


    And sooner beauty’s heavenly smile:


    Grant only (and I ask no more),


    Let love remain that little while.

  


  
    **
  


  XXI.


  
    FLOW, precious tears! thus shall my rival know


    For me, not him, ye flow.


    Stay, precious tears! ah stay! this jealous heart


    Would bid you flow apart,


    Lest he should see you rising o’er the brim,


    And hope you rise for him.


    Your secret cells, while he is present, keep,


    Nor, tho’ I’m absent, weep.

  


  
    **
  


  XXII.


  
    IT often comes into my head


    That we may dream when we are dead,


    But I am far from sure we do.


    O that it were so! then my rest


    Would be indeed among the blest;


    I should for ever dream of you.

  


  
    **
  


  XXIII.


  
    I CAN not tell, not I, why she


    Awhile so gracious, now should be


    So grave: I cannot tell you why


    The violet hangs its head awry.


    It shall be cull’d, it shall be worn,


    In spite of every sign of scorn,


    Dark look, and overhanging thorn.

  


  
    **
  


  XXIV.


  
    FROM you, Ianthe, little troubles pass


    Like little ripples down a sunny river;


    Your pleasures spring like daisies in the grass,


    Cut down, and up again as blithe as ever.

  


  
    **
  


  XXV.


  
    WHILE you, my love, are by,


    How fast the moments fly!


    Yet who could wish them slower?


    Alas! to think ere long


    Your converse and your song


    Can reach my ear no more.


    O let the thought too rest


    Upon your gentle breast,


    Where many kind ones dwell;


    And then perhaps at least


    I may partake a feast


    None e’er enjoy’d so well.


    Why runs in waste away


    Such music, day by day,


    When every little wave


    Of its melodious rill


    Would slake my thirst, until


    I quench it in the grave.

  


  
    **
  


  XXVI.


  
    IANTHE! you are call’d to cross the sea!


    A path forbidden me!


    Remember, while the Sun his blessing sheds


    Upon the mountain-heads,


    How often we have watcht him laying down


    His brow, and dropt our own


    Against each other’s, and how faint and short


    And sliding the support!


    What will succeed it now? Mine is unblest,


    Ianthe! nor will rest


    But on the very thought that swells with pain.


    O bid me hope again!


    O give me back what Earth, what (without you)


    Not Heaven itself can do,


    One of the golden days that we have past;


    And let it be my last!


    Or else the gift would be, however sweet,


    Fragile and incomplete.

  


  
    **
  


  XXVII.


  
    THESE are the sights I love to see:


    I love to see around


    Youths breathing hard on bended knee,


    Upon that holy ground

  


  
    My flowers have covered: all the while


    I stand above the rest;


    I feel within the angelic smile,


    I bless, and I am blest.

  


  
    **
  


  XXVIII.


  
    MINE fall, and yet a tear of hers


    Would swell, not soothe their pain.


    Ah! if she look but at these tears,


    They do not fall in vain.

  


  
    **
  


  XXIX.


  
    CIRCE, who bore the diadem


    O’er every head we see,


    Pursued by thousands, turn’d from them


    And fill’d her cup for me.

  


  
    She seiz’d what little was design’d


    To catch a transient view;


    For thee alone she left behind


    The tender and the true.

  


  
    **
  


  XXX.


  
    IF mutable is she I love,


    If rising doubts demand their place,


    I would adjure them not to move


    Beyond her fascinating face.

  


  
    Let it be question’d, while there flashes


    A liquid light of fleeting blue,


    Whether it leaves the eyes or lashes,


    Plays on the surface or peeps through.

  


  
    With every word let there appear


    So modest yet so sweet a smile,


    That he who hopes must gently fear,


    Who fears may fondly hope the while.

  


  
    **
  


  XXXI.


  
    COULD but the dream of night return by day


    And thus again the true Ianthe say,


    “Altho’ some other I should live to see


    As fond, no other can have charms for me.


    No, in this bosom none shall ever share,


    Firm is, and tranquil be, your empire there!


    If wing’d with amorous fear the unfetter’d slave


    Stole back the struggling heart she rashly gave,


    Weak they may call it, weak, but not untrue;


    Its destination, though it fail’d, was you.


    So to some distant isle the unconscious dove


    Bears at her breast the billet dear to love,


    But drops, while viewless lies the happier scene,


    On some hard rock or desert beach between.”

  


  
    **
  


  XXXII.


  
    THERE are some tears we would not wish to dry,


    And some that sting before they drop and die.


    Ah! well may be imagined of the two


    Which I would ask of Heaven may fall from you.


    Such, ere the lover sinks into the friend,


    On meeting cheeks in warm attraction blend.

  


  
    **
  


  XXXIII.


  
    I HOPE indeed ere long


    To hear again the song


    Round which so many throng


    Of great and gay:


    Whether I shall or not


    Draw from Fate’s hand that lot


    I’d give a prophet all I’m worth to say.


    But in the Muse’s bower


    At least, O gentle power


    Of harmony! one hour


    Of many a day


    Devote to her I will,


    And cling to her until


    They ring the bell for life to run away.

  


  
    **
  


  XXXIV.


  
    I LOVE to hear that men are bound


    By your enchanting links of sound:


    I love to hear that none rebell


    Against your beauty’s silent spell.


    I know not whether I may bear


    To see it all, as well as hear;


    And never shall I clearly know


    Unless you nod and tell me so.

  


  
    **
  


  XXXV.


  
    SOON as Ianthe’s lip I prest,


    Thither my spirit wing’d its way:


    Ah, there the wanton would not rest!


    Ah, there the wanderer could not stay!

  


  
    **
  


  XXXVI.


  
    BELOVED the last! beloved the most!


    With willing arms and brow benign


    Receive a bosom tempest-tost,


    And bid it ever beat to thine.

  


  
    The Nereid maids, in days of yore,


    Saw the lost pilot loose the helm,


    Saw the wreck blacken all the shore,


    And every wave some head o’erwhelm.

  


  
    Afar the youngest of the train


    Beheld (but fear’d and aided not)


    A minstrel from the billowy main


    Borne breathless near her coral grot.

  


  
    Then terror fled, and pity rose . .


    “Ah me!” she cried, “I come too late!


    Rather than not have sooth’d his woes,


    I would, but may not, share his fate.”

  


  
    She rais’d his hand. “What hand like this


    Could reach the heart athwart the lyre!


    What lips like these return my kiss,


    Or breathe, incessant, soft desire!”

  


  
    From eve to morn, from morn to eve,


    She gazed his features o’er and o’er,


    And those who love and who believe


    May hear her sigh along the shore.

  


  
    **
  


  XXXVII.


  
    ART thou afraid the adorer’s prayer


    Be overheard? that fear resign.


    He waves the incense with such care


    It leaves no stain upon the shrine.

  


  
    **
  


  XXXVIII.


  
    YOU see the worst of love, but not the best,


    Nor will you know him till he comes your guest.


    Tho’ yearly drops some feather from his sides,


    In the heart’s temple his pure torch abides.

  


  
    **
  


  XXXIX.


  
    ACCORDING to eternal laws


    (’Tis useless to inquire the cause)


    The gates of fame and of the grave


    Stand under the same architrave,


    So I would rather some time yet


    Play on with you, my little pet!

  


  
    **
  


  XL.


  
    WHILE the winds whistle round my cheerless room,


    And the pale morning droops with winter’s gloom;


    While indistinct lie rude and cultured lands,


    The ripening harvest and the hoary sands;


    Alone, and destitute of every page


    That fires the poet or informs the sage,


    Where shall my wishes, where my fancy, rove,


    Rest upon past or cherish promist love?


    Alas! the past I never can regain,


    Wishes may rise and tears may flow . . in vain.


    Fancy, that brings her in her early bloom,


    Throws barren sunshine o’er the unyielding tomb.


    What then would passion, what would reason, do?


    Sure, to retrace is worse than to pursue.


    Here will I sit till heaven shall cease to lour


    And happier Hesper bring the appointed hour,


    Gaze on the mingled waste of sky and sea,


    Think of my love, and bid her think of me.

  


  
    **
  


  XLI.


  
    ONE pansy, one, she bore beneath her breast,


    A broad white ribbon held that pansy tight.


    She waved about nor lookt upon the rest,


    Costly and rare; on this she bent her sight.


    I watcht her raise it gently when it droopt;


    I knew she wisht to show it me; I knew


    She would I saw it rise, to lie unloopt


    Nearer its home, that tender heart! that true!

  


  
    **
  


  XLII.


  
    ONE pansy, one, she bore beneath her breast


    Now buds and blooms appear:


    Ah! never fell one word in vain


    Of yours on mortal ear.


    You say the birds are busy now


    In hedgerow, brake, and grove,


    And slant their eyes to find the bough


    That best conceals their love:


    How many warble from the spray!


    How many on the wing!


    “Yet, yet,” say you, “one voice away


    I miss the sound of spring.”


    How little could that voice express,


    Beloved, when we met!


    But other sounds hath tenderness,


    Which neither shall forget.

  


  
    **
  


  XLIII.


  
    RETIRED this hour from wondering crowds


    And flower-fed poets swathed in clouds,


    Now the dull dust is blown away,


    Ianthe, list to what I say.


    Verse is not always sure to please


    For lightness, readiness, and ease;


    Romantic ladies like it not


    Unless its streams are strong and hot


    As Melton-Mowbray stables when


    Ill-favored frost comes back again.


    Tell me no more you feel a pride


    To be for ever at my side,


    To think your beauty will be read


    When all who pine for it are dead.


    I hate a pomp and a parade


    Of what should ever rest in shade;


    What not the slenderest ray should reach,


    Nor whispered breath of guarded speech:


    There even Memory should sit


    Absorbed, and almost doubting it.

  


  
    **
  


  XLIV.


  
    I OFTEN ask upon whose arm she leans,


    She whom I dearly love,


    And if she visit much the crowded scenes


    Where mimic passions move.


    There, mighty powers! assert your just control,


    Alarm her thoughtless breast,


    Breathe soft suspicion o’er her yielding soul,


    But never break its rest.


    O let some faithful lover, absent long,


    To sudden bliss return;


    Then Landor’s name shall tremble from her tongue,


    Her cheek thro’ tears shall burn.

  


  
    **
  


  XLV.


  
    I SADDEN while I view again


    Smiles that for me the Graces wreathed.


    Sure my last kiss those lips retain


    And breathe the very vow they breathed;

  


  
    At peace, in sorrow, far or near,


    Constant and fond she still would be,


    And absence should the more endear


    The sigh it only woke for me.

  


  
    Till the slow hours have past away,


    Sweet image, bid my bosom rest


    Vain hope! yet shalt thou night and day,


    Sweet image, to this heart be prest.

  


  
    **
  


  XLVI.


  
    A TIME will come when absence, grief, and years,


    Shall change the form and voice that please you now,


    When you perplext shall ask, “And fell my tears


    Into his bosom? breath’d I there my vow?”

  


  
    It must be so, Ianthe! but to think


    Malignant Fate should also threaten you,


    Would make my heart, now vainly buoyant, sink:


    Believe it not: ’tis what I’ll never do.

  


  
    **
  


  XLVII.


  
    HAVE I, this moment, led thee from the beach


    Into the boat? now far beyond my reach!


    Stand there a little while, and wave once more


    That ’kerchief; but may none upon the shore


    Dare think the fond salute was meant for him!


    Dizzily on the plashing water swim


    My heavy eyes, and sometimes can attain


    Thy lovely form, which tears bear off again.


    In vain have they now ceast; it now is gone


    Too far for sight, and leaves me here alone.


    O could I hear the creaking of the mast!


    I curst it present, I regret it past.

  


  
    **
  


  XLVIII.


  
    YES, we shall meet (I knew we should) again,


    And I am solaced now you tell me when.


    Joy sprung o’er sorrow as the morning broke,


    And, as I read the words, I thought you spoke.


    Altho’ you bade it, yet to find how fast


    My spirits rose, how lightly grief flew past,


    I blush at every tear I have represt,


    And one is starting to reprove the rest.

  


  
    **
  


  XLIX.


  
    YE walls! sole witnesses of happy sighs,


    Say not, blest walls, one word.


    Remember, but keep safe from ears and eyes


    All you have seen and heard.

  


  
    **
  


  
    ___________


    First pencilled thus,


    O murs! tamoins da plus heureux soupirs,


    N’eu dites mot: gardes nos souvenirs.

  


  L.


  
    THE bough beneath me shakes and swings.


    While tender love wants most your wings


    Why are you flying from our nest?


    That love, first opened by your beak,


    You taught to peck, and then to speak


    The few short words you liked the best,


    Come back again, soft cowering breast!

  


  
    Do not you hear or mind my call?


    Come back! come back! or I may fall


    From my high branch to one below;


    For there are many in our trees,


    And part your flight and part the breeze


    May shake me where I would not go.


    Ah! do not then desert me so!

  


  
    **
  


  LI.

  

  IANTHE’S LETTER.


  
    WE will not argue, if you say


    My sorrows when I went away


    Were not for you alone;


    For there were many very dear,


    Altho’ at dawn they came not near,


    As you did, yet who griev’d when I was gone.


    We will not argue (but why tell


    So false a tale?) that scarcely fell


    My tears where mostly due.


    I can not think who told you so:


    I shed (about the rest I know


    Nothing at all) the first and last for you.

  


  
    **
  


  LII.


  
    “REMEMBER you the guilty night,”


    A downcast myrtle said,


    “You snatcht and held me pale with fright


    Till life almost had fled?


    At every swell more close I prest


    With jealous care that lovely breast;


    Of every tender word afraid,


    I cast a broader, deeper shade,


    And trembled so, I fell between


    Two angel-guards by you unseen:


    There, pleasures, perils, all forgot,


    I clung and fainted: who would not?


    Yet certainly, this transport over,


    I should, for who would not? recover.


    Yes! I was destined to return


    And sip anew the crystal urn,


    Where with four other sister sprays


    I bloom’d away my pleasant days.


    But less and less and less again


    Each day, hour, moment, is the pain


    My little shrivel’d heart endures . .


    Now can you say the same for yours?


    I torn from her and she from you,


    What wiser thing can either do


    Than with our joys our fears renounce


    And leave the vacant world at once?


    When she you fondly love must go,


    Your pangs will rise, but mine will cease;


    I never shall awake to woe,


    Nor you to happiness or peace.”

  


  
    **
  


  LIII.


  
    ON the smooth brow and clustering hair


    Myrtle and rose! your wreath combine,


    The duller olive I would wear,


    Its constancy, its peace, be mine.

  


  
    **
  


  LIV.


  
    ALONG this coast I led the vacant Hours


    To the lone sunshine on the uneven strand,


    And nipt the stubborn grass and juicier flowers


    With one unconscious inobservant hand,


    While crept the other by degrees more near


    Until it rose the cherisht form around,


    And prest it closer, only that the ear


    Might lean, and deeper drink some half-heard sound.

  


  
    **
  


  LV.


  
    PURSUITS! alas, I now have none,


    But idling where were once pursuits,


    Often, all morning quite alone,


    I sit upon those twisted roots


    Which rise above the grass, and shield


    Our harebell, when the churlish year


    Catches her coming first afield,


    And she looks pale tho’ spring is near;


    I chase the violets, that would hide


    Their little prudish heads away,


    And argue with the rills, that chide


    When we discover them at play.

  


  
    **
  


  LVI.


  
    NO, thou hast never griev’d but I griev’d too;


    Smiled thou hast often when no smile of mine


    Could answer it. The sun himself can give


    But little colour to the desert sands.

  


  
    **
  


  LVII.


  
    WHERE alders rise up dark and dense


    But just behind the wayside fence,


    A stone there is in yonder nook


    Which once I borrow’d of the brook:


    You sate beside me on that stone,


    Rather (not much) too wide for one.


    Untoward stone! and never quite


    (Tho’ often very near it) right,


    And putting to sore shifts my wit


    To roll it out, then steady it,


    And then to prove that it must be


    Too hard for anyone but me.


    Ianthe, haste! ere June declines


    We’ll write upon it all these lines.

  


  
    **
  


  LVIII.


  
    TWENTY years hence my eyes may grow


    If not quite dim, yet rather so,


    Still yours from others they shall know


    Twenty years hence.


    Twenty years hence tho’ it may hap


    That I be call’d to take a nap


    In a cool cell where thunder-clap


    Was never heard.


    There breathe but o’er my arch of grass


    A not too sadly sigh’d Alas,


    And I shall catch, ere you can pass,


    That winged word.

  


  
    **
  


  LXIX.


  
    FROM heaven descend two gifts alone;


    The graceful line’s eternal zone


    And beauty, that too soon must die.


    Exposed and lonely Genius stands,


    Like Memnon in the Egyptian sands,


    At whom barbarian javelins fly.


    For mutual succour Heaven design’d


    The lovely form and vigorous mind


    To seek each other and unite.


    Genius! thy wing shall beat down Hate,


    And Beauty tell her fears at Fate


    Until her rescuer met her sight.

  


  
    **
  


  LX.


  
    REMAIN, ah not in youth alone,


    Tho’ youth, where you are, long will stay,


    But when my summer days are gone,


    And my autumnal haste away.


    “Can I be always by your side?”


    No; but the hours you can, you must,


    Nor rise at Death’s approaching stride,


    Nor go when dust is gone to dust.

  


  
    **
  


  LXI.


  
    IS it no dream that I am he


    Whom one awake all night


    Rose ere the earliest birds to see,


    And met by dawn’s red light;

  


  
    Who, when the wintry lamps were spent


    And all was drear and dark,


    Against the rugged pear-tree leant


    While ice crackt off the bark;

  


  
    Who little heeded sleet and blast,


    But much the falling snow;


    Those in few hours would sure be past,


    His traces that might show;

  


  
    Between whose knees, unseen, unheard,


    The honest mastiff came,


    Nor fear’d he; no, nor was he fear’d:


    Tell me, am I the same?

  


  
    O come! the same dull stars we’ll see,


    The same o’er-clouded moon.


    O come! and tell me am I he?


    O tell me, tell me soon.

  


  
    **
  


  LXII.


  
    MANY, well I know, there are


    Ready in your joys to share,


    And (I never blame it) you


    Are almost as ready too.


    But when comes the darker day


    And those friends have dropt away,


    Who is there among them all


    You would, if you could, recall?


    One, who wisely loves and well,


    Hears and shares the griefs you tell:


    Him you ever call apart


    When the springs o’erflow the heart:


    For you know that he alone


    Wishes they were but his own.


    Give, while these he may divide,


    Smiles to all the world beside.

  


  
    **
  


  LXIII.


  
    HERE, ever since you went abroad,


    If there be change, no change I see,


    I only walk our wonted road,


    The road is only walkt by me.

  


  
    Yes; I forgot; a change there is:


    Was it of that you bade me tell?


    I catch at times, at times I miss


    The sight, the tone, I know so well.

  


  
    Only two months since you stood here!


    Two shortest months! then tell me why


    Voices are harsher than they were,


    And tears are longer ere they dry.

  


  
    **
  


  LXIV.


  
    SILENT, you say, I’m grown of late.


    Nor yield, as you do, to our fate?


    Ah! that alone is truly pain


    Of which we never can complain.

  


  
    **
  


  LXV.


  
    I HELD her hand, the pledge of bliss,


    Her hand that trembled and withdrew;


    She bent her head before my kiss . .


    My heart was sure that hers was true.

  


  
    Now I have told her I must part,


    She shakes my hand, she bids adieu,


    Nor shuns the kiss. Alas, my heart!


    Hers never was the heart for you.

  


  
    **
  


  LXVI.


  
    TELL me not things past all belief;


    One truth in you I prove;


    The flame of anger, bright and brief,


    Sharpens the barb of Love.

  


  
    **
  


  LXVII.


  
    LITTLE it interests me how


    Some insolent usurper now


    Divides your narrow chair;


    Little heed I whose hand is placed


    (No, nor how far) around your waist,


    Or paddles in your hair.


    A time, a time there may have been


    (Ah! and there was) when every scene


    Was brightened by your eyes.


    And dare you ask what you have done?


    My answer, take it, is but one . .


    The weak have taught the wise.

  


  
    **
  


  LXVIII.


  
    YOU smiled, you spoke, and I believed,


    By every word and smile deceived.


    Another man would hope no more;


    Nor hope I what I hoped before:


    But let not this last wish be vain;


    Deceive, deceive me once again!

  


  
    **
  


  LXIX.


  
    PROUD word you never spoke, but you will speak


    Four not exempt from pride some future day.


    Resting on one white hand a warm wet cheek


    Over my open volume you will say,


    “This man loved me!” then rise and trip away.

  


  
    **
  


  LXX.


  
    AH! could I think there’s nought of ill


    In what you do, and love you still!


    I have the power for only half,


    My wish: you know it, and you laugh.

  


  
    **
  


  LXXI.


  
    TEARS, and tears only, are these eyes that late


    In thine could contemplate


    Charms which, like stars, in swift succession rise . .


    No longer to these eyes!


    Love shows the place he flew from; there, bereft


    Of motion, Grief is left.

  


  
    **
  


  LXXII.


  
    THE Loves who many years held all my mind,


    A charge so troublesome at last resign’d.


    Among my books a feather here and there


    Tells what the inmates of my study were.


    Strong for no wrestle, ready for no race,


    They only serve to mark the left-off place.


    ’Twas theirs to dip in the tempestuous waves,


    ’Twas theirs to loiter in cool summer caves;


    But in the desert where no herb is green


    Not one, the latest of the flight, is seen.

  


  
    **
  


  LXXIII.


  
    AS round the parting ray the busy motes


    In eddying circles play’d,


    Some little bird threw dull and broken notes


    Amid an elder’s shade.

  


  
    My soul was tranquil as the scene around,


    Ianthe at my side;


    Both leaning silent on the turfy mound,


    Lowly and soft and wide.

  


  
    I had not lookt, that evening, for the part


    One hand could disengage,


    To make her arms cling round me, with a start


    My bosom must assuage:

  


  
    Silence and soft inaction please as much


    Sometimes the stiller breast,


    Which passion now has thrill’d with milder touch


    And love in peace possest.

  


  
    “Hark! hear you not the nightingale?” I said,


    To strike her with surprise.


    “The nightingale?” she cried, and raised her head,


    And beam’d with brighter eyes.

  


  
    “Before you said ’twas he that piped above,


    At every thrilling swell


    He pleas’d me more and more; he sang of love


    So plaintively, so well.”

  


  
    Where are ye, happy days, when every bird


    Pour’d love in every strain?


    Ye days, when true was every idle word,


    Return, return again!

  


  
    **
  


  LXXIV.


  
    SO late removed from him she swore,


    With clasping arms and vows and tears,


    In life and death she would adore,


    While memory, fondness, bliss, endears.

  


  
    Can she forswear? can she forget?


    Strike, mighty Love! strike, Vengeance! Soft!


    Conscience must come and bring regret . .


    These let her feel! . . nor these too oft!

  


  
    **
  


  LXXV.


  
    MILD is the parting year, and sweet


    The odour of the falling spray;


    Life passes on more rudely fleet,


    And balmless is its closing day.


    I wait its close, I court its gloom,


    But mourn that never must there fall


    Or on my breast or on my tomb


    The tear that would have sooth’d it all.

  


  
    **
  


  LXXVI.


  
    DULL is my verse: not even thou


    Who movest many cares away


    From this lone breast and weary brow,


    Canst make, as once, its fountain play;


    No, nor those gentle words that now


    Support my heart to hear thee say:


    “The bird upon its lonely bough


    Sings sweetest at the close of day.”

  


  
    **
  


  LXXVII.


  
    THANK Heaven, Ianthe, once again


    Our hands and ardent lips shall meet,


    And Pleasure, to assert his reign,


    Scatter ten thousand kisses sweet:


    Then cease repeating while you mourn,


    “I wonder when he will return.”

  


  
    Ah wherefore should you so admire


    The flowing words that fill my song,


    Why call them artless, yet require


    “Some promise from that tuneful tongue?”


    I doubt if heaven itself could part


    A tuneful tongue and tender heart.

  


  
    **
  


  LXXVIII.


  
    WHEN we have panted past life’s middle space,


    And stand and breathe a moment from the race,


    These graver thoughts the heaving breast annoy:


    “Of all our fields how very few are green!


    And ah! what brakes, moors, quagmires, lie between


    Tired age and childhood ramping wild with joy.”

  


  
    **
  


  LXXIX.


  
    THERE are some wishes that may start


    Nor cloud the brow nor sting the heart.


    Gladly then would I see how smiled


    One who now fondles with her child:


    How smiled she but six years ago,


    Herself a child, or nearly so.


    Yes, let me bring before my sight


    The silken tresses chain’d up tight,


    The tiny fingers tipt with red


    By tossing up the strawberry-bed;


    Half-open lips, long violet eyes,


    A little rounder with surprise,


    And then (her chin against the knee)


    “Mamma! who can that stranger be?


    How grave the smile he smiles on me!”

  


  
    **
  


  LXXX.


  
    YOUTH is the virgin nurse of tender Hope,


    And lifts her up and shows a far-off scene:


    When Care with heavy tread would interlope,


    They call the boys to shout her from the green.

  


  
    Ere long another comes, before whose eyes


    Nurseling and nurse alike stand mute and quail.


    Wisdom: to her Hope not one word replies,


    And Youth lets drop the dear romantic tale.

  


  
    **
  


  LXXXI.

  

  GUNLAUG.


  
    SOPHIA, pity Gunlaug’s fate.


    Perfidious friendship, worse than hate,


    And love, whose smiles are often vain,


    Whose frowns are never, proved his bane.


    For war his rising spirit sigh’d


    In unknown realms o’er ocean wide.


    “O father, father! let me go,


    I burn to meet my country’s foe.”


    “A blessing, Gunlaug, on thy head!”


    Illugi, his fond father, said.


    “Go when invader comes to spoil


    Our verdant Iceland’s native soil:


    But wait with patient zeal till then


    And learn the deeds of mightier men.”


    To Thorstein’s house, whose daring prow


    Thro’ ocean pounced upon his foe,


    Stung with denial, Gunlaug went,


    But breathed no word of discontent.


    “Thorstein,” he cried, “I leave my home,


    Yet not for shelter am I come;


    Thorstein, I come to learn from thee


    The dangers of the land and sea.


    Speed thee! together let us go,


    And Thorstein’s shall be Gunlaug’s foe.”


    “Brave youth,” said Thorstein, “stay awhile.


    I love too well my native isle,


    Whether the sandy dog-rose blows


    Or sparkle fierce the starry snows,


    And never shall this hand again


    Direct the rudder o’er the main.”


    Thus as he spake he would have prest


    The hand of his aspiring guest;


    But Gunlaug cried, “I will not here


    Partake thy hospitable cheer:


    For war’s, for danger’s, gifts I came,


    Keep thou thy fears, leave me thy fame.”


    Aloud the manly veteran laught;


    “Come! come!” said he, “one social draught!


    My fears I’ll keep that none shall see,


    And I will leave my fame to thee.”


    Out sprang the tears from Gunlaug’s eyes:


    “O noble Thorstein, bold and wise!


    Shall Gunlaug dare to tarry here?


    Shall Helga see this blush, this tear?”


    At Helga’s and her father’s name,


    The beauteous blue-eyed virgin came.


    No word had then the youth to say,


    But turn’d his downcast face away.


    He heard her sandal sip the floor,


    And, ere she reacht the palace-door,


    His heaving bosom could not brook


    Reproach or wonder from her look.


    And couldst thou, Gunlaug, thus refrain?


    And seek’st thou conquests o’er the main?


    She saw, but knew not his distress,


    And eyed him much, nor loved him less.


    Long stood, and longer would have stay’d


    The tender-hearted blue-eyed maid;


    But fear her stifling throat opprest,


    And something smote her bounding breast.


    Far off, alone, she would remain,


    But thought it time to turn again.


    “Yet better not, perhaps,” she thought,


    “For fear the stranger hold me naught.


    I dare not wish, they call it sin,


    But . . would my father bring him in!”


    He came; their friendship grew; he woo’d;


    Nor Helga’s gentle heart withstood.


    Her milk-white rabbit oft he fed,


    And crumbled fine his breakfast-bread;


    And oft explored with anxious view


    Spots where the crispest parsley grew.


    Her restive horse he daily rid,


    And quite subdued her stubborn kid,


    Who lately dared to quit her side,


    And once with painful rashness tried


    Its ruddy horn against her knee,


    Bold as its desperate sire could be.


    Mosses he knew of every race,


    And brought them from their hiding-place,


    And mingled every sweet-soul’d plant


    On mountain-top or meadow slant,


    And checker’d (while they flower’d) her room


    With purple thyme and yellow broom.


    There is a creature dear to heaven,


    Tiny and weak, to whom is given


    To enjoy the world while suns are bright


    And shut grim winter from its sight;


    Tamest of hearts that beat on wilds,


    Tamer and tenderer than a child’s;


    The dormouse: this he loved, and taught


    (Docile it is the day it’s caught,


    And fond of music, voice or string)


    To stand before and hear her sing,


    Or lie within her palm half-closed,


    Until another’s interposed,


    And claim’d the alcove wherein it lay,


    Or held it with divided sway.


    All living things are ministers


    To him whose hand attunes the spheres


    And guides a thousand worlds, and binds


    (Work for ten godheads!) female minds.


    I know not half the thoughts that rose,


    Like tender plants ’neath vernal snows,


    In Helga’s breast, and, if I knew,


    I would draw forth but very few.


    Yet, when the prayers were duly said


    And rightly blest the marriage-bed,


    She doubted not that Heaven would give


    To her as pretty things as live.


    The cautious father long-delay’d


    The wishes of the youth and maid.


    His patient hand, like hers, unrolls


    The net to catch the summer shoals;


    And both their daily task compare,


    And daily win each other’s hair.


    One morn, arising from her side,


    He, as he paid the forfeit, cried,


    “Behold my hair too trimly shine,


    Behold my hands are white as thine.


    O! could I loose our bliss’s bar!


    I burn for wedlock and for war.”


    “For war,” said she, “when lovers burn,


    To wedlock, Gunlaug, few return.


    In Samsa brave Hialmar lies,


    Nor Inga’s daughter closed his eyes.


    By sixteen wounds of raging fire


    The enchanted sword of Angantyre,


    Withering, laid waste his fruitless bloom,


    And housed the hero in the tomb.


    ‘Oh Oddur,’ said the dying chief,


    ‘Take off my ring, my time is brief;


    My ring, if smaller, might adorn


    The plighted hand of Ingebiorn.’


    Swift to Sigtuna flew the friend,


    And sorely wept Hialmar’s end.


    By Mæleren’s blue lake he found


    The virgin sitting on the ground.


    A garment for her spouse she wove,


    And sang, ‘Ah speed thee, gift of love!’


    In anguish Oddur heard her sing,


    And turn’d his face and held the ring.


    Back fell the maiden; well she knew


    What fatal tidings must ensue;


    When Oddur rais’d her, back she fell,


    And died, the maiden loved so well.


    ‘Now gladly,’ swore the generous chief,


    ‘I witness death beguiling grief;


    I never thought to smile again


    By thy blue waters, Mæleren!’


    But grant that on the hostile strand


    Thy bosom meet no biting brand,


    Grant that no swift unguarded dart


    Lay thee beneath the flooded thwart,


    Yet how unlike a nuptial day,


    To stand amid the hissing spray,


    And wipe and wipe its tingling brine


    And vainly blink thy pelted eyn,


    And feel their stiffening lids weigh’d down


    By toil no pleasure comes to crown!


    Say, Gunlaug, wouldst thou give for this


    The fire-side feast and bridal kiss?”


    He told the father what he said,


    And what replied the willing maid.


    “My son,” said Thorstein, “Now I find


    Wavering with love the sea-bound mind.


    Away to war, if war delight,


    Begone three years from Helga’s sight,


    And if perchance at thy return


    That breast with equal transport burn,


    Its wishes I no more confine,


    Thine is my house, my Helga thine.”


    Away the towering warrior flew,


    Nor bade his Helga once adieu.


    He felt the manly sorrows rise,


    And open’d wide his gushing eyes;


    He stopt a moment in the hall,


    Still the too powerful tears would fall.


    He would have thought his fate accurst


    To meet her as he met her first,


    So, madly swang the sounding door,


    And reacht, and reaching left, the shore.


    Three years in various toils had past,


    And Gunlaug hasten’d home at last.


    Rafen at Upsal he had seen,


    Of splendid wit and noble mien:


    Rafen with pleasure he beheld,


    For each in arms and verse excel’d.


    Rafen he heard from sun to sun,


    And why? their native land was one.


    O friends! mark here how friendships end!


    O lovers! never trust a friend!


    In fulness of his heart he told


    What treasures would his arms enfold;


    How in the summer he should share


    The blissful bed of maid so fair.


    For, as suspicion ne’er supprest


    One transport of his tuneful breast,


    The low and envious he past by


    With scornful or unseeing eye:


    From tales alone their guile he knew,


    Believing all around him true,


    And fancying falsehood flourisht then


    When earth produced two-headed men.


    In Sweden dwell the manliest race


    That brighten earth’s maternal face:


    Yet never would proud Gunlaug yield


    To any man in any field.


    The day was fixt for his return,


    And crowding friends around him burn


    Their pomp and prowess to display,


    And celebrate the parting day.


    Amid them up a wrestler stood


    And call’d to wrestle him who would.


    So still were all, you might have heard


    The motion of the smallest bird:


    Some lookt, some turn’d away the eye,


    Not one among them dared reply.


    “Come hither, friend!” said Gunlaug bold,


    “O ne’er in Iceland be it told


    I stood amid the feast defied,


    Nor skill nor strength nor courage tried.”


    The wrestler then beheld and smiled,


    And answer’d thus in accent mild:


    “O stranger! tho’ thy heart be stout,


    And none like thee sit round about,


    Thou bringest to unequall’d might


    A form too beauteous and too slight.”


    “Well, friend, however that may be,


    Let Gunlaug try his strength with thee.”


    They closed; they struggled; nought avail’d


    The wrestler’s skill, his prowess fail’d.


    One leg he moved a little back


    And sprang again to the attack.


    Gunlaug, in trying to elude


    A shock so sudden and so rude,


    Avoided half the whelming weight,


    But slipt aside alas too late.


    His combatant flew headlong past,


    Yet round his neck one arm he cast,


    And threw him also on the ground,


    Wounded, but with no warrior’s wound.


    The grass and springing flow’rs amid


    A rotten pointed stake was hid.


    Swung by the rapid jerk in air,


    His sinewy leg descended there.


    When Rafen saw the spouting blood


    Bewilder’d in new joy he stood,


    And scarce his features could control


    The rapture of a selfish soul,


    Yet tended every day his couch


    And emptied there the hawking-pouch,


    And brought him game from lake and land


    And fed the falcon on his hand.


    “Go, haste,” said Gunlaug, “haste, my friend,


    May peace and love thy steps attend!


    Ah wretched thus to stay alone!


    Ere the day fixt I too am gone.


    How far more wretched should I be


    If my sweet Helga mourn’d for me.”


    When twice the Sabbath-day had past,


    Rafen, as one compell’d at last


    By his impatient listeners, said,


    (And lower’d his voice and shook his head)


    “Gunlaug unwillingly I left


    Of reason as of love bereft.


    At Upsal, famed for damsels bright


    And flatter’d wit’s bewildering light,


    Him courts and pleasures yet detain,


    And Helga’s charms have charm’d in vain.”


    “Accursed man!” the father cried,


    “My Helga ne’er shall be his bride.”


    “O father!”


    “Peace!” cried he, “I swear,


    Deluded Helga! thou shalt ne’er.”


    A swoon her swelling bosom smote,


    A serpent seem’d to clasp her throat,


    And underneath the father’s chair


    Stream’d on his dog her auburn hair.


    Then Rafen rais’d her in his arms,


    And gazed and gloated on her charms.


    “Gaze: she is thine,” said Thorstein fierce,


    “If she be Gunlaug’s, ’tis in verse.”


    She wept all night; her woe increast


    When in the morn she saw the priest.


    “Pause, father! pause to break my vow,


    I know his heart, ah could’st but thou!


    By all divine, all human laws,


    Kindest and best of fathers, pause.


    If Rafen loves, he loves the dead,


    I live not for his hated bed.”


    At early dawn the youth she lost


    Had lept upon his native coast.


    Blessing his fortune to survive,


    And on the appointed day arrive,


    He hung around his father’s neck


    And groan’d the thoughts he could not speak;


    And as his neck he hung around


    The father’s tears dropt o’er the wound.


    The servants came with anxious heed,


    And brought their lord the luscious mead,


    Pray’d not to issue forth so soon,


    But eat and drink and sleep till noon;


    And mention’d other valiant lords


    Who dozed thus long upon their swords,


    Yet ne’er had suffer’d gash nor prick,


    Nor bruise, unless from hazel-stick.


    He was persuaded; for his brain


    Floated in fiery floods of pain,


    From hopes, three long, long years afloat,


    Now, by one evil turn remote.


    He was persuaded; for he knew


    Whose was of all true hearts most true.


    Then strew’d he bear-skins on the stone,


    And bade the tardy men begone.


    The servants watch his eyelids close,


    They watch the flush of bland repose,


    They raise his shaggy pillow high’r,


    With tender caution trim the fire,


    And (for his breath might be opprest)


    Pick out the pine-tree from the rest,


    And fan the flame, nor fear the smoke


    From ash well dried and shipwreck oak.


    A frolic maid was passing by,


    And, as she saw the hero lie,


    His arms and armour thrown around,


    Upon the bench, the couch, the ground,


    Removed the clinking hawberk mail,


    And took a wolf-skin from a nail;


    Across his throat she placed the teeth


    And tuckt the clasping claws beneath,


    And would have kist him, but she fear’d


    To tickle with her breast his beard.


    Sound was his sleep; at length he woke


    And thus in hurried accent spoke.


    “What means, my men, the noise I hear?


    Nearer the window . . still more near.


    Despatch . . I feel no pain . . despatch . .


    Why look upon that idle scratch?


    Ay, Rafen and his friends are come,


    I know, to bid me welcome home.


    Oft has he trod the sunless dew


    And hail’d at last my bark in view.


    O Rafen, my best friend, for this


    Shall Helga give thy brow a kiss.”


    Then in rusht Thorkell: “Stay thee, lord!


    Nor blast thee at the sight abhorr’d.


    I thought that Heaven could send no curse


    Like slighted love; it sends a worse.


    Now is my joy what was my pain,


    To find so soon I loved in vain.


    Rafen leads homeward from the shrine


    Thy Helga, for her heart is thine.”


    Gunlaug with pleasure heard him speak,


    And smiles relumed his faded cheek.


    Thorkell, who watcht him all the while,


    With more than wonder saw him smile.


    “Thorkell, I thank thee,” he replied,


    “What, have we both then lost the bride?


    No, generous rival! neither quite


    Hath understood the nuptial rite.


    Rafen leads homeward from the shrine


    My Helga, for her heart is mine.”


    Then Thorkell shook his head and sigh’d:


    “Ill the suspicious soul betide!


    But he whom no suspicions move,


    Loves not, or with ill-omen’d love.


    These eyes, that yet in wonder swim,


    Saw the fair Helga sworn to him.”


    His horror Gunlaug could not check,


    But threw his arm round Thorkell’s neck.


    “O loose me, let me fall, my friend,”


    Cried he, “let life and sorrow end.”


    Now rage, now anguish, seiz’d his soul,


    Now love again resumed the whole;


    Now would he upon Helga’s name


    Pour vengeance; tears for vengeance came.


    “Thorkell, two days alone I wait,


    The third shall close with Rafen’s fate.


    I scorn to stay for strength restored . .


    Go . . at the corner whet my sword.”


    On the third morn their friends decreed


    That one or both of them should bleed.


    On the third morn what pangs opprest


    The tender lover’s valiant breast!


    His only hope on earth below


    To die, and dying slay the foe.


    He slept not, nor had ever slept


    Since the first day, but said, and wept:


    “Arouse thee, Gunlaug, why complain?


    She never can be thine again!


    The bark shall lean upon the shore,


    Nor wave dash off the rested oar:


    The flowers shall ope their sparkling eyes,


    And dance in robes of richest dyes,


    And, flying back, again shall meet


    The south-wind’s kisses soft and sweet:


    Young eagles build their first fond nest,


    And sink from rapine into rest:


    Ah, see them soar above my head!


    Their hopes are come, but mine are fled!


    Arouse thee, Gunlaug, haste away,


    And rush into the mortal fray.”


    From far the listening Rafen heard


    His rival’s armour ring, nor fear’d.


    Fear may be stifled in the breast,


    But shame burns fiercer when supprest.


    Onward he rusht, and dared defy


    His arm, but dared not meet his eye.


    Madly he struck and blind with guilt,


    And his blade shiver’d from the hilt.


    O’er Gunlang’s shield with action weak


    It fell, and falling razed his cheek.


    Away disdainful Gunlaug turn’d,


    And cried, while rage within him burn’d,


    “Rafen, take up thy broken sword;


    Live; see thou Helga be restored.


    Ah why?” then to himself he said,


    O Helga, beauteous blue-eyed maid!


    Such were the tender words of yore,


    But never can I speak them more!


    By Rafen’s side hath Helga slept,


    Upon my fruit the snail hath crept,


    The blindworm hath his poison shed . .


    O Rafen! curses on thy head.”


    Afar was he as Gunlaug spoke,


    And every tie of honour broke.


    Before the court of chieftains old


    He stood, and well his story told:


    Much for religion and for laws


    He pled, and bade them guard his cause:


    “Tho’ baffled and disarm’d,” he cried,


    “I gave the wound, and claim the bride.”


    Some with disdain his reason heard,


    While others wisht the cause defer’d.


    Then Ormur spake in speech of scorn,


    Ormur the friend of Asbiorn,


    Who, daring singly to engage


    A jotun, proved his fatal rage.


    “Go, finish this unmanly strife,


    And keep the vow, but quit the wife.


    So neither party shall repine,


    But love be his, and laws be thine.


    Go home, and with the world’s applause


    There quaintly kiss the cold-lip laws.”


    But Rafen, when he saw the sneer


    Run dimpling on from each compeer,


    “Has not the priest then join’d our hands


    In holy everlasting bands?


    One woold have thought ’twas thee I wrong’d,


    Right second to the viper-tongued.”


    The assembly, wishing to compose


    The strife of single combat, rose;


    But order’d first that none decide


    His right by arms o’er Iceland wide.


    “In Auxar then once more we meet,


    And thou shalt never thence retreat,”


    Swore valiant Gunlaug, when he heard


    The suit that Rafen had preferr’d.


    “Thy courage shall not screen thy guile,


    When once we meet in Auxar’s isle.”


    Urged by his friends as by his foe,


    Again to fight must Rafen go.


    But furious winds each pinnace drove


    Past little Auxar’s lonely cove.


    Beyond the strait their anchors bit


    The yellow sand of Agnafit,


    Where Inga reign’d, whose daughter’s fate


    Gunlaug heard Helga once relate.


    Here too the wise and old impede


    The brave in lawless fray to bleed.


    By Sota’s shore their course they take


    And anchor near Dyngiunes’ lake.


    There spread the heath its evener ground,


    And purer water there was found.


    They meet; and all their friends unite


    In the full fury of the fight,


    ’Till with the champions none remain


    But the sore wounded on the plain.


    The chiefs had closed, nor space was now


    That either urge the deadly blow;


    But oft they struggle breast to breast,


    Oft give, unwilling, mutual rest.


    Gunlaug with desperate strain recoil’d,


    Yet his free force and aim were foil’d,


    Else had his sword athwart the side


    Of Rafen oped life’s sluices wide.


    The foot he struck, so far he sprung,


    The foot upon its tendon hung:


    He stagger’d: just within his reach


    Stood, chosen for the shade, a beech:


    He shrunk against it, and his foot


    Was resting on the twisted root.


    “Now yield thee,” loud the hero cried,


    “Yield; and resign the blooming bride.”


    “True, on these terms we fought before,”


    Said he, “but now we fight for more.


    This day life only shall suffice,


    And Gunlaug, he who kills not, dies.


    Life yet is left me, and the worst


    I suffer now, is fainting thirst.”


    Eager the combat to renew,


    Fast to the lake then Gunlaug flew,


    There from his neck the helm unbraced,


    Nor, though he thirsted, stayed to taste:


    Prone, and on tottering knee, he stoopt,


    With vigorous arm the surface scoopt,


    And swiftly to his rival bore


    The clear cold water, running o’er.


    By treachery yet untaught to doubt,


    With his right arm he held it out.


    Valour and praise and pride forsook


    The soul of Rafen; fierce he strook


    His generous rival’s naked head,


    And laught in triumph while it bled.


    Gunlaug was fell’d; the unsated foe


    Strove hard to follow up the blow:


    His foot denies his deadly hate,


    And doubt and horror round him wait.


    Gunlaug pusht faintly from his breast


    The shield that struggling life opprest.


    The gales that o’er Dyngiunes play


    Recall his roving soul to day.


    Up would he start; his wound denies;


    Fresh shadows float before his eyes:


    On his right elbow now he leans;


    Now brighten the surrounding scenes:


    Trees, mountains, skies, no more are mixt;


    The lake, and earth, and foe, stand fixt.


    His silence then he sternly broke,


    And thus, his eye on Rafen, spoke:


    “Rafen, with powers renew’d I rise:


    Yes, traitor! he who kills not, dies.


    Yet would I leave a little space,


    To hear thee own this deed was base.”


    Now first was Rafen slow of speech;


    Lowering his brow against the beech,


    He fixt his eyes upon the ground,


    And thus confest, in faltering sound.


    “’Twas base: but how could Rafen bear


    That Gunlaug be to Helga dear?”


    Paus’d had the conqueror: he had stood


    And slowly wiped the welling blood,


    With patience, pity, grief, had heard,


    And had but Rafen spared that word,


    His youthful head had not lain low.


    Gunlaug scarce felt the fatal blow,


    But hearing “how could Rafen bear


    That Gunlaug be to Helga dear?”


    Rage swell’d his heart and fired his eye,


    And thro’ the forest rang the cry,


    “What! tho’ thy treachery caught her vow,


    God’s vengeance! Rafen! e’er wert thou?”


    Then, hatred rising higher than pain,


    He smote the traitor’s helm in twain.

  


  
    **
  


  
    ___________


    According to the laws of duel in Iceland, he who gave the first wound was gainer of the suit.{back}

  


  
    Ormstunga: called so from the sharpness of his wit.{back}

  


  LXXXII.

  

  THE NIGHTINGALE AND ROSE.


  
    FROM immemorial time


    The Rose and Nightingale


    Attune the Persian rhyme


    And point the Arab tale:


    Nor will you ever meet


    So barbarous a man,


    In any outer street


    Of Balkh or Astracan,


    In any lonely creek


    Along the Caspian shore,


    Or where the tiger sleek


    Pants hard in hot Mysore,


    As never shall have heard


    In tower or tent or grove


    Of the sweet flower’s true bird,


    The true bird’s only love.


    They’re known wherever shines


    The crescent on the sword


    And guiltless are the vines


    And Bacchus is abhorr’d.


    There was (we read) a maid,


    The pride of Astrabad,


    Who heard what song-men said,


    And, all that day, was sad.


    The moon hung large and round;


    She gazed ere forth she went;


    A bright ford seem’d the ground,


    The sky a purple tent.


    She hasten’d to the wood


    Where idle bushes grew,


    The Rose above them stood,


    There stood her lover too.


    Close were they, close as may


    True lovers ever be!


    She was his only stay,


    Her only stay was he.


    Her head appears to bend


    A little over his:


    Petal and plumage blend,


    Soft sigh and softer kiss.


    There was no other sound,


    And scarce a leaflet stirr’d,


    And heavy dews hung round,


    The Rose and round the Bird.


    Sure, some are tinged with red!


    Whence comes it? Can the Rose


    Have wept upon his head?


    Her tears are not like those.


    No; ’tis from his own breast,


    Pierced by her thorns, they come:


    Against them it was prest,


    Of them it sought its doom.


    Wanting was one delight,


    The one she could not give,


    He thought perhaps she might,


    He thought so, nor would live.


    Ever some cruel spell


    Hangs fasten’d, tho’ unseen,


    On those who love too well


    And sing too well between.


    At the fond heart so riven


    Mute was awhile the maid,


    Then pray’d she unto Heaven,


    And it was thus she pray’d:


    “O Allah! if the fond


    Must alway suffer so,


    If love finds naught beyond


    Its very birth but woe,


    Protect at least the one


    From what the other bore,


    Nor let her stay alone,


    Nor with faint breath droop o’er


    The dead! Do thou confer


    His spirit on her bloom,


    And may it soothe in her


    Lone shade its hour of gloom!”


    Allah that gift bestows,


    But only in those plains,


    And only in one Rose,


    The Bird’s sweet voice remains.

  


  
    Lady of all my lays!


    Accept the service due!


    And, if a word of praise


    Or smile descend from you,


    I will not look about


    To catch the crumbs that fall


    Among the rabble rout


    That crowd the choral hall,


    Nor chide the deaf man’s choice


    When o’er the Rose’s bird


    The low unvarying voice


    Of Cuckoo is preferred.

  


  
    **
  


  LXXXIII.


  
    HERE, where precipitate Spring, with one light bound


    Into hot Summer’s lusty arms, expires,


    And where go forth at morn, at eve, at night,


    Soft airs that want the lute to play with ’em,


    And softer sighs that know not what they want,


    Aside a wall, beneath an orange-tree,


    Whose tallest flowers could tell the lowlier ones


    Of sights in Fiesolè right up above,


    While I was gazing a few paces off


    At what they seem’d to show me with their nods,


    Their frequent whispers and their pointing shoots,


    A gentle maid came down the garden-steps


    And gathered the pure treasure in her lap.


    I heard the branches rustle, and stept forth


    To drive the ox away, or mule, or goat,


    Such I believed it must be. How could I


    Let beast o’erpower them? When hath wind or rain


    Borne hard upon weak plant that wanted me,


    And I (however they might bluster round)


    Walkt off? ’Twere most ungrateful: for sweet scents


    Are the swift vehicles of still sweeter thoughts,


    And nurse and pillow the dull memory


    That would let drop without them her best stores.


    They bring me tales of youth and tones of love,


    And ’tis and ever was my wish and way


    To let all flowers live freely, and all die


    (Whene’er their Genius bids their souls depart)


    Among their kindred in their native place.


    I never pluck the rose; the violet’s head


    Hath shaken with my breath upon its bank


    And not reproacht me; the ever-sacred cup


    Of the pure lily hath between my hands


    Felt safe, unsoil’d, nor lost one grain of gold.


    I saw the light that made the glossy leaves


    More glossy; the fair arm, the fairer cheek


    Warmed by the eye intent on its pursuit;


    I saw the foot that, altho’ half-erect


    From its grey slipper, could not lift her up


    To what she wanted: I held down a branch


    And gather’d her some blossoms; since their hour


    Was come, and bees had wounded them, and flies


    Of harder wing were working their way thro’


    And scattering them in fragments under-foot.


    So crisp were some, they rattled unevolved,


    Others, ere broken off, fell into shells,


    For such appear the petals when detacht,


    Unbending, brittle, lucid, white like snow,


    And like snow not seen thro’, by eye or sun:


    Yet every one her gown received from me


    Was fairer than the first. I thought not so,


    But so she praised them to reward my care.


    I said, “You find the largest.”


    “This indeed,”


    Cried she, “is large and sweet.” She held one forth,


    Whether for me to look at or to take


    She knew not, nor did I; but taking it


    Would best have solved (and this she felt) her doubt.


    I dared not touch it; for it seemed a part


    Of her own self; fresh, full, the most mature


    Of blossoms, yet a blossom; with a touch


    To fall, and yet unfallen. She drew back


    The boon she tender’d, and then, finding not


    The ribbon at her waist to fix it in,


    Dropt it, as loth to drop it, on the rest.

  


  
    **
  


  LXXXIV.


  
    HARK! ’tis the laugh of Spring: she comes,


    With airy sylphs and fiery gnomes;


    On cruel mischief these intent,


    And those as anxious to prevent.


    So now for frolic and for fun


    And swains forsworn and maids undone;


    So now for bridegrooms and for brides


    And rivals hang’d by river-sides.


    Here the hoarse-wooing dove is heard,


    And there the cuckoo, taunting bird!


    But soon along the osier vale


    Will warble the sweet nightingale,


    Amid whose song chaste Eve must hear


    The threats of love, the screams of fear,


    The milk-maid’s shriek of laughter shrill


    From hovel close beneath the hill,


    Before the door the whirring wheel,


    Behind the hedge the ticklish squeal,


    The shepherd rude, the hoydon wroth,


    The boisterous rip of stubborn cloth,


    The brisk repulse, the pressing pray’r,


    “Ah do!” and “do it if you dare!”


    But whence, at every field we pass,


    Those hollows in the starting grass?


    The little Loves have gambol’d there,


    Or fought or wrestled pair by pair.


    Moist are the marks of struggling feet,


    And the bruis’d herbage still smells sweet.


    Let Nancy now, if Nancy will,


    Return the kiss she took so ill.


    If gentler thoughts thy bosom move,


    Come, Nancy, give the kiss of love.


    Soft is the bank I rest on here,


    And soft the river murmurs near:


    Above, the wandering dimples play,


    Run round, unwind, and melt away:


    Beneath, more regular, more slow,


    The grassy weeds wave to and fro,


    While the sharp reed, it peers so high,


    Shakes at each swell that passes by.


    The poor tired bird who fain would drink,


    But fears the abrupt and crumbling brink,


    Sees that his weight ’twill not sustain,


    And hovers, and flies back again.


    My Nancy, thus I thirst for you,


    And he flies off as I may do.

  


  
    **
  


  LXXXV.


  
    I WOULD invoke you once again,


    Pale shades of gloomy Walcheren,


    By every name most dear!


    But every name what voice could call?


    What tears could flow enough for all,


    Within the circling year?


    Yet comfort ye, illustrious band,


    That might have saved your native land


    Had life and health remain’d!


    Who cast ye on those sands accurst?


    Traitor! he sold his country first


    And gave her up enchain’d.


    No human power the wretch shall screen


    That sent you to the misty scene,


    Where glory never shone!


    His vacant buoyant heart shall rue


    The lingering death he brought on you


    And wish that death his own.

  


  
    **
  


  LXXXVI.


  
    I WANDER o’er the sandy heath


    Where the white rush waves high,


    Where adders close before me wreath


    And tawny kites sail screaming by.


    Alone I wander; I alone


    Could love to wander there;


    “But wherefore?” let my church-yard stone


    Look toward Tawy and declare.

  


  
    **
  


  LXXXVII.


  
    FROM yonder wood mark blue-eyed Eve proceed;


    First thro’ the deep and warm and secret glens,


    Thro’ the pale-glimmering privet-scented lane,


    And thro’ those alders by the river-side:


    Now the soft dust impedes her, which the sheep


    Have hollow’d out beneath their hawthorn shade.


    But ah! look yonder! see a misty tide


    Rise up the hill, lay low the frowning grove,


    Enwrap the gay white mansion, sap its sides


    Until they sink and melt away like chalk;


    Now it comes down against our village-tower,


    Covers its base, floats o’er its arches, tears


    The clinging ivy from the battlements,


    Mingles in broad embrace the obdurate stone,


    (All one vast ocean), and goes swelling on


    In slow and silent, dim and deepening waves.

  


  
    **
  


  LXXXVIII.


  
    SWEET Clementina, turn those eyes


    On lines that trembling love has traced;


    O steal one moment from the skies,


    With pity, as with beauty, graced.


    So may the Virgin, ever blest,


    Whate’er you hope, whate’er you do,


    Rule o’er your pure and gentle breast,


    And cast her tenderest smile on you.

  


  
    **
  


  LXXXIX.


  
    IN Clementina’s artless mien


    Lucilla asks me what I see,


    And are the roses of sixteen


    Enough for me?

  


  
    Lucilla asks, if that be all,


    Have I not cull’d as sweet before:


    Ah yes, Lucilla! and their fall


    I still deplore.

  


  
    I now behold another scene,


    Where Pleasure beams with heaven’s own light,


    More pure, more constant, more serene,


    And not less bright:

  


  
    Faith, on whose breast the Loves repose,


    Whose chain of flowers no force can sever,


    And Modesty who, when she goes,


    Is gone for ever.

  


  
    **
  


  XC.


  
    AGAINST the rocking mast I stand,


    The Atlantic surges swell


    To bear me from my native land


    And Psyche’s wild farewell.

  


  
    From billow upon billow hurl’d,


    Again I hear her say,


    “Oh! is there nothing in the world


    Worth one short hour’s delay?”

  


  
    Alas, my Psyche! were it thus,


    I should not sail alone,


    Nor seas nor fates had sever’d us . .


    But are you all my own?

  


  
    Thus were it, never would burst forth


    These sighs so deep, so true!


    But, what to me is little worth,


    The world, is much to you.

  


  
    And you shall say, when once the dream


    (So hard to break!) is o’er,


    My love was very dear to him,


    My fame and peace were more.

  


  
    **
  


  XCI.


  
    LOOK thou yonder, look and tremble,


    Thou whose passion swells so high;


    See those ruins that resemble


    Flocks of camels as they lie.


    ’Twas a fair but froward city,


    Bidding tribes and chiefs obey,


    ’Till he came who, deaf to pity,


    Tost the imploring arm away.


    Spoil’d and prostrate, she lamented


    What her pride and folly wrought:


    But was ever Pride contented,


    Or would Folly e’er be taught?


    Strong are cities; Rage o’erthrows ’em;


    Rage o’erswells the gallant ship;


    Stains it not the cloud-white bosom,


    Flaws it not the ruby lip?


    All that shields us, all that charms us,


    Brow of ivory, tower of stone,


    Yield to Wrath; another’s harms us,


    But we perish by our own.


    Night may send to rave and ravage


    Panther and hyena fell;


    But their manners, harsh and savage,


    Little suit the mild gazelle.


    When the waves of life surround thee,


    Quenching oft the light of love,


    When the clouds of doubt confound thee,


    Drive not from thy breast the dove.

  


  
    **
  


  XCII.


  
    TO-MORROW, brightest-eyed of Avon’s train,


    To-morrow thou art, slave-like, bound and sold,


    Another’s and another’s! Haste away,


    Wind thro’ the willows, dart along the path;


    It nought avails thee; nought our plaint avails.


    O happy those before me who could say


    “Short tho’ thy period, sweet Tacæa, short


    Ere thou art destin’d to the depths below,


    Even from thy valley-cradle, saffron-strown,


    Thou passest half thy sunny hours with me.”


    I mourn not, envy not, what others gain;


    Thee and thy venerable elms I mourn,


    Thy old protectors! ruthless was the pride


    And gaunt the need that bade their heads lie low!


    I see the meadow’s tender grass start back,


    See from their prostrate trunks the gory glare.


    Ah! pleasant was it once to watch thy waves


    Swelling o’er pliant beds of glossy weed;


    Pleasant to watch them dip amid the stones,


    Chirp, and spring over, glance and gleam along,


    And tripping light their wanton way pursue.


    Methinks they now with mellow mournfulness


    Bid their faint breezes chide my fond delay,


    Nor suffer on the bridge nor on the knee


    My poor irregularly pencill’d page.


    Alas, Tacæa, thou art sore deceived!


    Here are no foreign words, no fatal seal,


    But thou and all who hear me shall avow


    The simple notes of sorrow’s song are here.

  


  
    **
  


  
    ___________


    Tachbrook, the name of a stream and village near Warwick.{back}

  


  XCIII.


  
    MOTHER, I can not mind my wheel;


    My fingers ache, my lips are dry:


    Oh! if you felt the pain I feel!


    But oh, who ever felt as I!


    No longer could I doubt him true . .


    All other men may use deceit;


    He always said my eyes were blue,


    And often swore my lips were sweet.

  


  
    **
  


  XCIV.


  
    TURN, pretty blue eyes! wheresoever ye shine


    May pity persuade you to light upon mine!


    Our yesterday’s glances by silent consent,


    Alternate from each, swiftly came, swiftly went.


    My zeal, my intemperate zeal, I deplore;


    I adored, and I burn’d to make others adore.


    O pardon, bright idol! Henceforth shall thy shrine


    Remurmur my sighs, and remurmur but mine.


    Thy suppliant shall grow more content and more wise,


    And his first and last prayer be, Turn, pretty blue eyes!

  


  
    **
  


  XCV.

  

  WRITTEN IN WALES.


  
    IPSLEY! when hurried by malignant fate


    I past thy court and heard thy closing gate,


    I sigh’d, but sighing to myself I said


    “Now for the quiet cot and mountain shade.”


    Ah! what resistless madness made me roam


    From cheerful friends and hospitable home!


    Whether in Arrow’s vale or Tachbrook’s grove


    My lyre resounded Liberty and Love.


    Here never Love hath fann’d his purple flame,


    And fear and anger start at Freedom’s name.


    Yet high exploits the churlish nation boasts


    Against the Norman and the Roman hosts.


    ’Tis false; where conquest had but reapt disgrace


    Contemptuous Valour spurn’d the reptile race.


    Let me once more my native land regain,


    Bounding with steady pride and high disdain;


    Then will I pardon all the faults of fate,


    And hang fresh garlands, Ipsley, on thy gate.

  


  
    **
  


  XCVI.


  
    Lover. You little pert and twittering pet,


    Who triumph so! do you forget


    That wooden bolt and wiry bar


    So clearly show us what you are?


    Canary. You ugly, envious, monstrous thing,


    You who can neither fly nor sing,


    I would not, if I could, forget


    I am a little twittering pet.


    Proud man may banish from his mind


    A mistress, lovely, fond, and kind;


    The wildest woods have never heard


    Such wickedness of gentler bird.


    I wish one instant you could see


    The blessed fate allotted me;


    I should exult that Heaven had sent


    The vision for your punishment.


    No language but a bird’s can speak


    The transports of my quivering beak;


    My quivering beak alone can sing


    The glories of my golden wing.


    What tho’ I tremble as I stand,


    Percht high on her protecting hand,


    As my reflected form I view


    In two clear founts of heavenly blue,


    My ruffled wings her fingers close,


    Her bosom bids my fears repose.


    So froward is my fondled will,


    I struggle to be nearer still.


    The beating of her heart I hear,


    And yet would I be still more near.


    I chirp: but oh, my voice! how dull!


    Where flies it when the heart is full?


    Tell me, vain mortal, when will you


    Sip the live rose’s fragrant dew,


    Riot and revel in her hair,


    And dream of nests and nestlings there?


    Then may you triumph, and forget


    The little pert and twittering pet.

  


  
    **
  


  XCVII.


  
    MARIA! I have said adieu


    To one alone so fair as you;


    And she, beyond my hopes, at last


    Returns and tells me of the past;


    While happier for remembering well


    Am I to hear and she to tell.


    Whether gay Paris may again


    Admire you gayest of her train,


    Or, Love for pilot, you shall go


    Where Orellana’s waters flow,


    And cull, amid Brazilian bowers,


    Of richer fruits and gaudier flowers;


    Or on the Seine or on the Line


    Remember one command of mine:


    Love with as steady love as e’er


    Illumed the only breast so fair;


    That, in another year at most,


    Whether the Alps or seas are crost,


    Something may scatter from the flame


    Fresh lustre o’er Pereira’s name.

  


  
    **
  


  XCVIII.


  
    WERT thou but blind, O Fortune, then perhaps


    Thou mightest always have avoided me;


    For never voice of mine (young, middle-aged,


    Or going down on tottering knee the shelf


    That crumbles with us to the vale of years)


    Call’d thee aside, whether thou rannest on


    To others who expected, or didst throw


    Into the sleeper’s lap the unsought prize.


    But blind thou art not; the refreshing cup


    For which my hot heart thirsted, thou hast ever


    (When it was full and at the lip) struck down.

  


  
    **
  


  XCIX.


  
    LET me sit here and muse by thee


    Awhile, aërial Fiesole!


    Thy shelter’d walks and cooler grots,


    Villas and vines and olive-plots,


    Catch me, entangle me, detain me,


    And laugh to hear that aught can pain me.


    ’Twere just, if ever rose one sigh


    To find the lighter mount more high,


    Or any other natural thing


    So trite that Fate would blush to sing,


    Of Honour’s sport or Fortune’s frown,


    Clung to my heart and kept it down.


    But shunn’d have I on every side


    The splash of newly-mounted Pride,


    And never riskt my taking cold


    In the damp chambers of the old.


    What has the zephyr brought so sweet?


    ’Tis the vine-blossom round my seat


    Ah! how much better here at ease


    And quite alone to catch the breeze,


    Than roughly wear life’s waning day


    On rotten forms with Castlereagh,


    ’Mid public men for private ends,


    A friend to foes, a foe to friends!


    Long since with youthful chases warm,


    And when ambition well might charm,


    And when the choice before me lay,


    I heard the din and turn’d away.


    Hence oftentimes imperial Seine


    Hath listen’d to my early strain,


    And past the Rhine and past the Rhone


    My Latian muse is heard and known:


    Nor is the life of one recluse


    An alien quite from public use.


    Where alders mourn’d their fruitless beds


    A thousand cedars raise their heads,


    And from Segovia’s hills remote,


    My sheep enrich my neighbour’s cote.


    The wide and easy road I lead


    Where never paced the harnest steed,


    Where hardly dared the goat look down


    Beneath her parent mountain’s frown,


    Suspended while the torrent-spray


    Springs o’er the crags that roll away.


    Cares if I had, I turn’d those cares


    Toward my partridges and hares,


    At every dog and gun I heard


    Ill-auguring for some truant bird,


    Or whisker’d friend of jet-tipt ear,


    Until the frighten’d eld limpt near.


    These knew me, and ’twas quite enough,


    I paid no Morning Post to puff,


    Saw others fame and wealth increase,


    Ate my own mutton-chop in peace,


    Open’d my window, snatcht my glass,


    And, from the rills that chirp and pass,


    A pure libation pour’d to thee,


    Unsoil’d uncitied Liberty!


    Lanthony! an ungenial clime,


    And the broad wing of restless Time,


    Have rudely swept thy massy walls


    And rockt thy abbots in their palls.


    I loved thee by thy streams of yore,


    By distant streams I love thee more;


    For never is the heart so true


    As bidding what we love adieu.


    Yet neither where we first drew breath,


    Nor where our fathers sleep in death,


    Nor where the mystic ring was given,


    The link from earth that reaches heaven,


    Nor London, Paris, Florence, Rome,


    In his own heart’s the wise man’s home,


    Stored with each keener, kinder, sense,


    Too firm, too lofty, for offence,


    Unlittered by the tools of state,


    And greater than the great world’s great.


    If mine no glorious work may be,


    Grant, Heaven! and ’tis enough for me,


    (While many squally sails flit past,


    And many break the ambitious mast)


    From all that they pursue, exempt,


    The stormless bay of deep contempt!

  


  
    **
  


  C.

  

  FOR AN URN IN THORESBY PARK.


  
    WITH frigid art our numbers flow


    For joy unfelt and fabled woe;


    And listless are the poet’s dreams


    Of pastoral pipe and haunted streams.


    All Nature’s boundless reign is theirs,


    But most her triumphs and her tears.


    They try, nor vainly try, their power


    To cheer misfortune’s lonely hour;


    Whether they raise the laurell’d head,


    Or stoop beneath the peasant’s shed,


    They pass the glory they bestow,


    And shine above the light they throw.


    To Valour, in his car of fire,


    Shall Genius strike the solemn lyre:


    A Riou’s fall shall Manvers mourn,


    And Virtue raise the vacant urn.

  


  
    **
  


  CI.

  

  ON READING IN A NEWSPAPER THE DEATH OF A MOTHER AND THREE CHILDREN.


  
    AGAIN, my soul, sustain the mournful page!


    Is there no difference? none of place? of age?


    How the words tremble, how the lines unite!


    What dim confusion floats before my sight!


    Thrice happy strangers, to whose roving eyes


    Unwet with tears these public columns rise!


    Whate’er the changeful world contains of new,


    These are events the least observed by you.


    O Lambe, my early guide, my guardian friend,


    Must thus our pleasures, thus our prospects end!


    When the fond mother claspt her fever’d child,


    Death hail’d the omen, waved his dart, and smiled,


    Nor unobserv’d his lengthen’d wings o’erspread


    With deeper darkness each devoted head.


    She knows his silent footsteps; they have past


    Two other babes; two more have breath’d their last.


    What now avails thee, what avail’d thee then,


    To shine in science o’er the sons of men!


    Each varying plant, each tortuous root, to know,


    How latent pests from lucid waters flow,


    All the deep bosom of the air contains,


    Fire’s parent strength and earth’s prolific veins.


    The last and hardest lesson teaches this,


    Frail is our knowledge, frailer is our bliss.

  


  
    **
  


  CII.


  
    AH what avails the sceptred race,


    Ah what the form divine!


    What every virtue, every grace!


    Rose Aylmer, all were thine.


    Rose Aylmer, whom these wakeful eyes


    May weep, but never see,


    A night of memories and of sighs


    I consecrate to thee.

  


  
    **
  


  CIII.


  
    GONE! thou too, Nancy! why should Heaven remove


    Each tender object of my early love?


    Why was I happy? O ye conscious rocks!


    Was I not happy? When Ione’s locks


    Claspt round nor neck and mine their golden chain,


    Ambition, fame, and fortune, smiled in vain.


    While warring winds with deafening fury blew,


    Near, and more near, our cheeks, our bosoms, grew.


    Wave after wave the lashing ocean chased,


    She smiled, and prest me eloser to her waist.


    “Suppose this cave should crush us,” once I cried;


    “It can not fall,” the loving maid replied.


    “You, who are shorter, may be safe, I said;


    “O let us fly!” exclaim’d the simple maid.


    Springing, she drew me forward by the hand


    Upon the sunny and the solid sand,


    And then lookt round, with fearful doubt, to see


    If what I spoke so seriously, could be.


    Ah, memory, memory! thou alone canst save


    Angelic beauty from the grasping grave.


    Tho’ Nancy’s name for ever dwell unknown


    Beyond her briar-bound sod and upright stone;


    Yet, in the lover’s, in the poet’s eye,


    The young Ione hath not bloom’d to die.

  


  
    **
  


  CIV.


  
    I COME to visit thee again,


    My little flowerless cyclamen!


    To touch the hands, almost to press,


    That cheer’d thee in thy loneliness.


    What could those lovely sisters find,


    Of thee in form, of me in mind,


    What is there in us rich or rare,


    To make us worth a moment’s care?


    Unworthy to be so carest,


    We are but wither’d leaves at best.

  


  
    **
  


  CV.


  
    CHILD of a day, thou knowest not


    The tears that overflow thine urn,


    The gushing eyes that read thy lot,


    Nor, if thou knewest, couldst return!


    And why the wish! the pure and blest


    Watch like thy mother o’er thy sleep.


    O peaceful night! O envied rest!


    Thou wilt not ever see her weep.

  


  
    **
  


  CVI.

  

  ON A POET IN A WELSH CHURCH–YARD.


  
    KIND souls! who strive what pious hand shall bring


    The first-found crocus from reluctant Spring,


    Or blow your wintry fingers while they strew


    This sunless turf with rosemary and rue,


    Bend o’er your lovers first, but mind to save


    One sprig of each to trim a poet’s grave.

  


  
    **
  


  CVII.

  

  ANOTHER URN AT THORESBY PARK.


  
    IF in the summer-time, O guest,


    Thou comest where these waters rest,


    And where these gentle swells of land


    Their ever-verdant turf expand,


    Not opener these, nor those more clear,


    Than was the soul that late dwelt here.


    If in the winter thou hast crost


    The scene benumb’d with snow and frost,


    Ask those thou meetest at the gate


    If they are not as desolate.

  


  
    **
  


  CVIII.


  
    YES, in this chancel once we sat alone,


    O Dorothea! thou wert bright with youth,


    Freshness like Morning’s dwelt upon thy cheek,


    While here and there above the level pews,


    Above the housings of the village dames,


    The musky fan its groves and zephyrs waved.


    I know not why (since we had each our book


    And lookt upon it stedfastly) first one


    Outran the learned labourer from the desk,


    Then tript the other and limpt far behind,


    And smiles gave blushes birth, and blushes smiles.


    Ah me! where are they flown, my lovely friend!


    Two seasons like that season thou hast lain


    Cold as the dark-blue stone beneath my feet,


    While my heart beats as then, but not with joy.


    O my lost friends! why were yo once so dear?


    And why were ye not fewer, O ye few?


    Must winter, spring, and summer, thus return,


    Commemorating some one torn away,


    Till half the months at last shall take, with me,


    Their names from those upon your scatter’d graves!

  


  
    **
  


  CIX.


  
    THOU in this wide cold church art laid,


    Close to the wall, my little maid!


    My little Fanny Verchild! thou


    Sole idol of an infant vow!


    My playmate in life’s break of day,


    When all we had to do was play!


    Even then, if any other girl


    To kiss my forehead seiz’d a curl,


    Thou wouldst with sad dismay run in,


    And stamp, and call it shame and sin.


    And should some rash intrusive boy


    Bring thee an orange, flower, or toy,


    That instant I laid fist on frill,


    I bore my jealousy so ill,


    And felt my bosom beat so bold,


    Altho’ he might be six years old.


    Against the marble slab mine eyes


    Dwell fixt; and from below arise


    Thoughts, not yet cold nor mute, of thee


    It was their earliest joy to see.


    One who had marcht o’er Minden’s plain


    In thy young smile grew young again.


    That stern one melted into love,


    That father traced the line above.


    His Roman soul used Roman speech,


    And taught (ah thou too, thou didst teach!)


    How, soon as in our course we start,


    Death follows with uplifted dart.

  


  
    **
  


  
    __________


    “S. Franciscæ Verchild, Nat. xv. Julii, 1774. In cursu vitæ mors nobis iustat.”{back}

  


  CX.


  
    TEARS driven back upon the fountain-head,


    And Sorrow’s voice supprest,


    Heave, while in quiet sleep repose the dead;


    Oh! when will they too rest!

  


  
    **
  


  CXI.


  
    NOT the last struggles of the Sun,


    Precipitated from his golden throne,


    Hold darkling mortals in sublime suspense;


    But the calm exod of a man


    Nearer, tho’ far above, who ran


    The race we run, when Heaven recalls him hence.


    Thus, O thou pure of earthly taint!


    Thus, O my Southey! poet, sage, and saint!


    Thou, after saddest silence, art removed.


    What voice in anguish can we raise,


    Or would we? Need we, dare we, praise?


    God now does that, the God thy whole heart loved.

  


  
    **
  


  CXII.


  
    THE day returns, my natal day,


    Borne on the storm and pale with snow,


    And seems to ask me why I stay,


    Stricken by Time and bowed by Woe.

  


  
    Many were once the friends who came


    To wish me joy; and there are some


    Who wish it now; but not the same;


    They are whence friend can never come;

  


  
    Nor are they you my love watcht o’er


    Cradled in innocence and sleep;


    You smile into my eyes no more,


    Nor see the bitter tears they weep.

  


  
    **
  


  CXIII.


  
    WHEN Helen first saw wrinkles in her face


    (’Twas when some fifty long had settled there


    And intermarried and brancht off awide)


    She threw herself upon her couch and wept:


    On this side hung her head, and over that


    Listlessly she let fall the faithless brass


    That made the men as faithless.


    But when you


    Found them, or fancied them, and would not hear


    That they were only vestiges of smiles,


    Or the impression of some amorous hair


    Astray from cloistered curls and roseate band,


    Which had been lying there all night perhaps


    Upon a skin so soft, “No, no,” you said,


    “Sure, they are coming, yes, are come, are here:


    Well, and what matters it, while thou art too!”

  


  
    **
  


  CXIV.


  
    A PROVIDENT and wakeful fear


    Impels me, while I read, to say,


    When Poesy invites, forbear


    Sometimes to walk her tempting way:


    Readier is she to swell the tear


    Than its sharp tinglings to allay.

  


  
    “But there are stories fit for song,


    And fit for maiden lips to sing.”


    Yes; and to you they all belong,


    About your knee they fondly cling;


    They love the accents of your tongue,


    They seek the shadow of your wing.

  


  
    Ah! let the Hours be light and gay,


    With Hope for ever at their side,


    And let the Muses chaunt a lay


    Of pleasures that await the bride,


    Of sunny Life’s untroubled sea,


    Smooth sands, and gently swelling tide.

  


  
    A time will come when steps are slow,


    And prone on ancient scenes to rest,


    When life shall lose its former glow,


    And, leaf by leaf, the shrinking breast


    Shall drop the blossom yet to blow


    For the most blessed of the blest.

  


  
    Then, nor till then, in spring go forth


    “The graves of waiting friends to see.”


    It would be pleasant to my earth


    To know your step, if that might be.


    A verse is more than I am worth,


    A thought is not undue to me.

  


  
    **
  


  CXV.


  
    THE vessel that rests here at last


    Had once stout ribs and topping mast,


    And, whate’er wind there might prevail,


    Was ready for a row or sail.


    It now lies idle on its side,


    Forgetful o’er the stream to glide.


    And yet there have been days of yore,


    When pretty maids their posies bore


    To crown its prow, its deck to trim,


    And freighted a whole world of whim.


    A thousand stories it could tell,


    But it loves secrecy too well.


    Come closer, my sweet girl, pray do!


    There may be still one left for you.

  


  
    **
  


  CVXI.


  
    SATIRE! I never call’d thee very fair,


    But if thou art inclined to hear my pray’r,


    Grant the bright surface that our form reflects,


    The healthy font that braces our defects:


    But O! to fulminate with forked line


    Another’s fame or fortune, ne’er be mine!


    Against the wretch who dares it, high or low,


    Against him only, I direct my blow.


    * * * * *


    Well; you have seen our Prosperos, at whose beck


    Our ship, with all her royalty, is wreck.


    From sire to son descends the wizard book


    That works such marvels.


    Look behind you! look!


    There issue from the Treasury, dull and dry as


    The leaves in winter, Gifford and Matthias.


    Brighter and braver Peter Pindar started,


    And ranged around him all the lighter-hearted.


    When Peter Pindar sank into decline,


    Up from his hole sprang Peter Porcupine.


    * * * * *


    Honester men and wiser, you will say,


    Were satirists.


    Unhurt? for spite? for pay?


    Their courteous soldiership, outshining ours,


    Mounted the engine and took aim from tow’rs.


    From putrid ditches we more safely fight,


    And push our zig-zag parallels by night.


    Dryden’s rich numbers rattle terse and round,


    Profuse, and nothing plattery in the sound.


    And, here almost his equal, if but here,


    Pope pleas’d alike the playful and severe.


    The slimmer cur at growler Johnson snarls,


    But cowers beneath his bugle-blast for Charles.


    From Vanity and London far removed,


    With that pure Spirit his pure spirit loved,


    In thorny paths the pensive Cowper trod,


    But angels prompted, and the word was God.

  


  
    Churchmen have chaunted satire, and the pews


    Heard good sound doctrine from the sable Muse.


    Frost-bitten and lumbaginous, when Donne,


    With verses gnarl’d and knotted, hobbled on,


    Thro’ listening palaces did rhymeless South


    Four sparkling waters from his golden mouth.


    Prim, in spruce parti-colours, Mason shone,


    His Muse lookt well in gall-dyed crape alone.


    Beneath the starry sky, ’mid garden glooms,


    In meditation deep, and dense perfumes,


    Young’s cassock was flounced round with plaintive pun . .


    And pithier Churchill swore he would have none.


    He bared his own broad vices, but the knots


    Of the loud scourge fell sorest upon Scots.


    * * * * *


    Byron was not all Byron; one small part


    Bore the impression of a human heart.


    Guided by no clear love-star’s panting light


    Thro’ the sharp surges of a northern night,


    In Satire’s narrow strait he swam the best,


    Scattering the foam that hist about his breast.


    He, who might else have been more tender, first


    From Scottish saltness caught his rabid thirst.


    Praise Keats . .


    “I think I’ve heard of him.”


    “With you


    Shelley stands foremost.”


    . . And his lip was blue.


    “I hear with pleasure any one commend


    So good a soul; for Shelley is my friend.”


    One leaf from Southey’s laurel made explode


    All his combustibles . .


    “An ass! by God!”


    Who yet surmounted in romantic Spain


    Highths our brisk courser never could attain.


    I lagg’d; he call’d me; urgent to prolong


    My matin chirpings into mellower song.


    Moumfuller tones came then . . O ne’er be they


    Drown’d in night howlings from the Forth and Spey!


    Twice is almighty Homer far above


    Troy and her towers, Olympus and his Jove.


    First, when the God-led Priam bends before


    Him sprung from Thetis, dark with Hector’s gore:


    A second time, when both alike have bled,


    And Agamemnon speaks among the dead.


    Call’d up by Genius in an after-age,


    That awful spectre shook the Athenian stage.


    From eve to morn, from morn to parting night,


    Father and daughter stood before my sight.


    I felt the looks they gave, the words they said,


    And reconducted each serener shade.


    Ever shall these to me be well-spent days,


    Sweet fell the tears upon them, sweet the praise.

  


  
    **
  


  CXVII.


  
    BOASTFULLY call we all the world our own:


    What are we who should call it so? The form


    Erect, the eye that pierces stars and suns,


    Droop and decay; no beast so piteously.


    More mutable than wind-worn leaves are we;


    Yea, lower are we than the dust’s estate;


    The very dust is as it was before;


    Dissever’d from ourselves, aliens and outcasts


    From what our pride dared call inheritance,


    We only live to feel our fall and die.

  


  
    **
  


  CXVIII.


  
    WHEN the mimosas shall have made


    (O’erarching) an unbroken shade;


    And the rose-laurels let to breathe


    Scarcely a favourite flower beneath;


    When the young cypresses which now


    Look at the olives, brow to brow,


    Cheer’d by the breezes of the south


    Shall shoot above the acacia’s growth,


    One peradventure of my four


    Turning some former fondness o’er,


    At last impatient of the blame


    Cast madly on a father’s name,


    May say, and check the chided tear,


    “I wish he still were with us here.”

  


  
    **
  


  CXIX.


  
    EVERYTHING tells me you are near;


    The hail-stones bound along and melt,


    In white array the clouds appear,


    The spring and you our fields have felt.


    Paris, I know, is hard to quit;


    But you have left it; and ’twere silly


    To throw away more smiles and wit


    Among the forests of Chantilly.


    Her moss-paved cell your rose adorns


    To tempt you; and your cyclamen


    Turns back his tiny twisted horns


    As if he heard your voice again.

  


  
    **
  


  CXX.

  

  MARIE-ANTOINETTE


  
    O GENTLEST of thy race!


    How early do we trace


    The wrath of Fate on thee!


    Not only that thy head


    Was hurl’d among the dead,


    The virtuous, wise, and free,


    O Marie-Antoinette!


    Do generous souls regret


    Thy sceptred destiny,


    But, winning all the heart


    Of mortal like Mozart,


    His bride thou couldst not be.


    Thou liftedst the sweet child


    From slippery floor: he smiled,


    Kist thee, and call’d thee wife.


    Ah! could it have been so,


    How free wert thou from woe,


    How pure, how great, for life!


    One truth is little known:


    ’Tis this; the highest throne


    Is not the highest place


    Even on the earth we tread:


    Some can raise up the dead,


    And some the royal race.

  


  
    **
  


  CXXI.


  
    NOVEMBER! thou art come again


    With all thy gloom of fogs and rain,


    Yet woe betide the wretch who sings


    Of sadness borne upon thy wings.


    The gloom that overcast my brow,


    The whole year’s gloom, departs but now;


    And all of joy I hear or see,


    November! I ascribe to thee!

  


  
    **
  


  CXXII.


  
    RETIRE, and timely, from the world, if ever


    Thou hopest tranquil days;


    Its gaudy jewels from thy bosom sever,


    Despise its pomp and praise.


    The purest star that looks into the stream


    Its slightest ripple shakes,


    And Peace, where’er its fiercer splendours gleam,


    Her brooding nest forsakes.


    The quiet planets roll with even motion


    In the still skies alone;


    O’er ocean they dance joyously, but ocean


    They find no rest upon.

  


  
    **
  


  CXXIII.

  

  TO CORINTH.


  
    Queen of the double sea, beloved of him


    Who shakes the world’s foundations, thou hast seen


    Glory in all her beauty, all her forms;


    Seen her walk back with Theseus when he left


    The bones of Sciron bleaching to the wind,


    Above the ocean’s roar and cormorant’s flight,


    So high that vastest billows from above


    Show but like herbage waving in the mead;


    Seen generations throng thy Isthmian games,


    And pass away; the beautiful, the brave,


    And them who sang their praises. But, O Queen,


    Audible still, and far beyond thy cliffs,


    As when they first were utter’d, are those words


    Divine which praised the valiant and the just;


    And tears have often stopt, upon that ridge


    So perilous, him who brought before his eye


    The Colchian babes. “Stay! spare him! save the last!


    Medea! Is that blood? again! it drops


    From my imploring hand upon my feet!


    I will invoke the Eumenides no more,


    I will forgive thee, bless thee, bend to thee


    In all thy wishes, do but thou, Medea,


    Tell me, one lives.” “And shall I too deceive?”


    Cries from the fiery car an angry voice;


    And swifter than two falling stars descend


    Two breathless bodies; warm, soft, motionless,


    As flowers in stillest noon before the sun,


    They lie three paces from him: such they lie


    As when he left them sleeping side by side,


    A mother’s arm round each, a mother’s cheeks


    Between them, flusht with happiness and love.


    He was more changed than they were, doomed to show


    Thee and the stranger, how defaced and scarr’d


    Grief hunts us down the precipice of years,


    And whom the faithless prey upon the last.


    To give the inertest masses of our earth


    Her loveliest forms was thine, to fix the Gods


    Within thy walls, and hang their tripods round


    With fruits and foliage knowing not decay.


    A nobler work remains: thy citadel


    Invites all Greece: o’er lands and floods remote


    Many are the hearts that still beat high for thee:


    Confide then in thy strength, and unappall’d


    Look down upon the plain, while yokemate kings


    Run bellowing where their herdsmen goad them on.


    Instinct is sharp in them and terror true,


    They smell the floor whereon their necks must lie.

  


  
    **
  


  CXXIV.

  

  GUIDONE AND LUCIA.


  
    I LOVE to wander, both in deed and thought,


    Where little rills their earliest tunes are taught:


    I love to trace them into secret nooks,


    And watch their winning ways and serious looks,


    Where, as they rise up leisurely and slow,


    The long-hair’d moss for ever waves below.


    No few have splasht my face for venturing thus


    Among their games, games never meant for us:


    We are weak creatures, brief and dark our day,


    But children of immortal breed are they.


    Yet side by side with Reno, many a mile,


    Thro’ narrow doll and intricate defile,


    I have run too; and both were well content;


    He chafed sometimes, but never harm was meant.


    The waters here start sundered, rocks between,


    Some beetle-brow’d, and others brightly green:


    Loudly they call each other, nor in vain,


    Laugh at the rocks, spring, and embrace again.


    My little Reno winds his stream along


    Thro’ pastoral scenes by pastoral pipe unsung,


    And leaps and hazards many sportive falls,


    But grows sedater near Bologna’s walls.


    Among the mountains which from high o’erlook


    That solemn city and that wayward brook,


    Pure as the snow that on the summit lies,


    Fresh as the stream and radiant as the skies,


    Wert thou, Lucia! Could thy girlish breast


    Enjoy more sacred, more seraphic rest?


    The boy Guidone innocently play’d,


    Past her ninth summer, with his wedded maid.


    A ring of rush was quite enough for both,


    And two sweet kisses all the marriage troth.


    Amid life’s early leaves how blest the fond!


    Until they climb the tree and look beyond.


    “I wonder,” said Lucia, “what can mean


    Those odious names of Guelph and Ghibelline.


    If, as my Babbo tells me, you’re a Guelph,


    I must be (is it not so?) one myself.


    And yet, though Babbo always should be right,


    Against the Guelphs he calls his serfs to fight.


    ‘Meanwhile,’ says he in joke, ‘my little queen


    Thou shalt be safely lodged with Saint Cristine.’”


    Sudden the colour left Guidone’s cheek,


    His lips were open but he could not speak,


    He prest the cool plump hand; it broke in twain


    The ring of rush: and that was all her pain.


    But when she rais’d her eyes, she thought no more


    Of that, or any pledge he gave before.


    She hugg’d him to her heart, and bade him say


    If he was sorry that she went away.


    He wept upon her head; but not one word


    (Had there been utterance) would the child have heard.


    The veins about her temples buzz’d like bees


    Fretting and swarming in the linden-trees.


    His tears ran down her curls; her curls she drew


    Against the cheek, and suckt off one or two,


    But, panting, sobbing, sinking, thought it best


    To clasp his neck and intercept the rest.


    “From three years old,” said she, “when love begins,


    I have loved you, Guidone! all my sins,


    My wicked fibs, you know it, were for you . . .


    Now tell me what to say and what to do.


    Speak; you can tell me but one thing in vain,


    Which is, that we must never love again.


    We are no children now ; for I am nine


    And you are twelve. Before Cristina’s shrine


    I will say all that ever saint has heard,


    And pray you grow not ugly with a beard.”


    Little replied Guidone; but he threw


    His mantle on the ground, and gently drew


    Lucia to the tufted seat, and there


    Hid his sad face amid her sunny hair;


    Hand claspt in hand, now on her knee, now his,


    Until their sorrow melted into bliss;


    Such bliss as innocence alone can know,


    And innocence but seldom here below.


    The morning now grew sultry; they must part;


    The boy with heavier, she with lighter heart:


    Not that she loved him less than he loved her,


    But she had suits, and sure ones, to prefer;


    Babbo had always minded what she said,


    And if she threaten’d he was half-afraid.


    Wanted she figs? the hinds were near, but them


    She call’d not; he must mount the brittle stem.


    “Come, idle Babbo! you alone can reach


    To the top-branch; pull down that yellow peach:


    You may shake down some mulberries, if you will,


    But mind! you shook the last upon my frill.”


    And now she said, “Dear Babbo! I would go,


    But poor Guidone’s heart kept beating so


    Against my bosom, I am sure ’twill break


    If I do go: don’t let me; for his sake.”


    The father started at these words, and said,


    My sweet Lucia! never be afraid


    Of breaking hearts: thou hast not strength enough,


    My darling child! for anything so tough.”


    She wiped his brow; for it was moist. “But still


    (Laugh as you may)” said she, “I’m sure it will.


    I would not break it, gracious heaven! not I!


    And it is not because I too should die;


    For without sweet Guidone all my life


    Would be one sigh: beside . . I am his wife.”


    She smiled, and took hor father by the chin


    And lookt into his eyes, nor saw within


    The smouldering fires that there intensely glow’d,


    Nor read the hour of quitting her abode.


    The sun has risen: and three horses wait


    With two stout horsemen at the castle gate.


    The father lifts upon the iron-grey


    His wondering child, and all three ride away.


    Seven years incessantly there wept and pray’d


    Before Cristina’s shrine one pallid maid.


    War had raged round the city: who can tell


    Of Guelph and Ghibelline what thousands fell?


    Hence was that maid so pallid: she must know


    (If her life pays for it) the weal or woe


    Of her Guidone: not another year


    Can youthful life endure such doubt and fear.


    Another year might see her blest at home,


    But will he too, will her Guidone come?


    Trusting that time had weakened or effaced


    The lines that love with infant hand had traced,


    Her father never had pronounced the name


    In all his letters; but when last he came


    To see her in the convent, when he found


    That nought within its cloisters, nought around,


    Could raise from heavy grief her drooping head,


    He laid his hand on hers, and mildly said,


    “Lucia! they have told you then? The brave


    Are the first fruits that drop into the grave.”


    Lucia heard him (and scarce heard him) speak,


    And from her bosom burst nor groan nor shriek,


    Nor from her eyes one tear: down dropt her head,


    Down dropt her beauteous form.


    “My child is dead!”


    The father cried, and struck his brow, and cast


    His arms around her: the young nuns aghast


    Stood round; the elder rubb’d her temples hard,


    And prayed the while: these cares had their reward.


    Homeward the father hied, and finding now


    His child in safety, bade her take the vow.


    Bereft of her Guidone, she complied,


    How willingly! no other’s future bride.


    She thought her prayers, that morn and night arise,


    Would find a readier entrance to the skies;


    And that, if he had slain, as warrior must,


    Saint Peter would release him was her trust;


    Since he himself, though chided by his Lord,


    Had drawn, and dexterously used, the sword.


    Need was there now for arms, more need than when


    He rear’d his boyish crest with hardier men.


    In every street was heard the indignant cry,


    “To Palestine! Speed, Christian chivalry!


    To Palestine! The Soldan hath defiled


    The sepulchre that holds the Yirgin’s child.”


    On such a day, and only on this one,


    Each holy votary, each secluded nun,


    May look abroad and bless the banner waved


    To save his tomb by whom our souls are saved.


    There stood among the nuns one holier maid


    And sadder than them all: even she survey’d


    The pious arms. But what above the rest


    Now caught her eye? She turn’d and smote her breast.


    Had not the bishop, when her vow she vow’d,


    Before the altar, warn’d her thus aloud . .


    “Turn not thy feet toward the world, nor let


    Thine eyes, O virgin, by man’s eyes be met.”


    All others on the earth were nought to those,


    Sources of all her joys and all her woes.


    Ah! when was youth to gentle maiden dear


    Unless he caus’d to flow the frequent tear?


    Day after day Guidone sought in vain


    To see her face, or even her veil, again.


    Few days were left: he never saw her more.


    Pressing his brow against the wall, he swore


    To live as chaste; to serve the saint she served;


    Guidone swore; Guidone never swerved.


    Whatever be the fight, by land or sea,


    Wherever there was danger, there was he.


    Say, generous souls! what can they seek beside


    Death, speedy death, who lose a promist bride?


    He sought, but found it not: a worse mischance


    Befell Guidone: broken was his lance


    Deep in the Paynim foes: they raved around,


    Many cleft down, and few without a wound.


    To chains and tortures was the youth consign’d;


    Nor chain nor torture crusht his constant mind.


    “O my Lucia!” cried he, “true and pure!


    If now in heaven, thou seest what I endure.


    Strengthen my faith, Lucia! if indeed


    The heart where thou art ever, strength can need.


    Pray for me, to the only maid more blest


    Of all above; thus shall my spirit rest.


    But if thou livest, may’st thou never know


    The torture and the shame I undergo!”


    Worn out with anguish, slumber most profound


    Sank brain and limb stretcht forth along the ground.


    When he awoke, the chains were on his feet,


    But for the prison . . the cool air breath’d sweet,


    Unlike the air of dungeons, nor less bland,


    Than on the morn when last he held her hand.


    There where he vowed the vow, against that wall


    Reclined was he, and then he heard a call.


    He turn’d, and saw Lucia.


    “Art thou here?


    Still living? saint most holy! maid most dear!”


    “Hush!” said that gentle voice: “I live the true


    The only life, and could not live for you.


    To teach our tears the easiest way to flow


    Is the best wisdom we acquire below.


    We have attained it: grief and hope must rest


    Upon the holy Virgin, ever blest.


    But rise, and place those fetters on my tomb;


    The hour of happier meeting soon will come.”


    He rose; he placed them there. She died that day


    When from his eyes she turn’d her face away.

  


  
    **
  


  CXXV.


  
    TO our past loves we oft return,


    When years that choked our path are past,


    And wish again the incense-urn


    Its flickering flame once more to cast


    On paler brows, until the bourn


    Is reacht, where we may rest at last.

  


  
    **
  


  CXXVI.


  
    SMILES soon abate; the boisterous throe


    Of anger long burst forth:


    Inconstantly the south-wind blows,


    But steadily the north.


    Thy star, O Venus! often changes


    Its radiant seat above;


    The chilling pole-star never ranges.


    ’Tis thus with hate and love.

  


  
    **
  


  CXXVII.


  
    I WILL not call her fair,


    For that all women are,


    Shady or sunny, dim of eye or bright:


    But tell me, tell me where


    Is one of tint so clear,


    Unless it may be one who bathes in upper light.


    The fair above their kind,


    Shallow of heart and mind,


    Share with the fragile flower and senseless stone


    Their richer tints; we find


    No vestige left behind:


    She moves the distant breast, and fills the whole alone.

  


  
    **
  


  CXXVIII.


  
    DID I then ask of you why one so wise


    Should often look on life with downcast eyes,


    And mar sometimes their brightness with a tear?


    The vainer and less gentle are more gay,


    Over the level wave they glide away,


    And little know what hidden rocks are near.

  


  
    **
  


  CXXIX.


  
    “YOU must give back,” her mother said


    To a poor sobbing little maid,


    “All the young man has given you,


    Hard as it now may seem to do.”


    “’Tis done already, mother dear!”


    Said the sweet girl, “So, never fear.”


    Mother. Are you quite certain? Come, recount


    (There was not much) the whole amount.


    Girl. The locket: the kid gloves.


    Mother. Go on.


    Girl. Of the kid gloves I found but one.


    Mother. Never mind that. What else? Proceed.


    You gave back all his trash?


    Girl. Indeed.


    Mother. And was there nothing you would save?


    Girl. Everything I could give I gave.


    Mother. To the last tittle?


    Girl. Even to that.


    Mother. Freely?


    Girl. My heart went pit-a-pat


    At giving up—ah me! ah me!


    I cry so I can hardly see—


    All the fond looks and words that past,


    And all the kisses, to the last.

  


  
    **
  


  CXXX.


  
    IF you please we’ll hear another


    Timid maid, without the mother.


    Unless you are tired, for these


    We must travel into Greece.


    I know every bay and creek;


    Fear no pirate in the Greek.


    Here we are, and there is she;


    Stand and hide behind the tree.


    She will (for I’m grave and gray)


    Tell me all she has to say.

  


  
    Guest. Violet-eyed little maid!


    Of what are you afraid?


    Maid. O! it is Dian’s spear,


    Sharp-pointed, I most fear.


    Guest. So then you would prefer


    Venus, I think, to her?


    Maid. Yes; Venus is so good!


    I only wish she would


    Keep her sad boy away


    Who mocks at all I say.


    Guest. What could he then have heard?


    Maid. Don’t ask me . . Every word!


    Guest. She has heard me ere now.


    If you repeat the vow,


    I will repeat it too,


    And that perhaps may do:


    Where there is only one


    But little can be done.


    Maid. Perhaps tho’ you may blame . .


    Ah me! I am all flame.


    Guest. With love?


    Maid. No, no; with shame.


    Guest. Each word that you repeat


    Will much abate the heat.


    Maid. Well then . . I pray . . Don’t ask . .


    I can not bear the task.


    Guest. Of all the queens above


    Fear most the queen of love.


    For those alone she cares


    Who well repeat their prayers.


    Maid. O then I must, I find,


    (But do not look) be blind.


    Well, well, now! you shall hear;


    But don’t come quite so near.

  


  
    PRAYER.


    ‘Venus! I fear thy dove


    Is somewhere in my breast:


    Yes, yes, I feel him move,


    He will not let me rest.


    If he should ever go,


    I fancy I should sink;


    He fans and wafts me so,


    I think . . what do I think?


    O Venus! thou canst tell . .


    ’Tis wicked to rebel!’

  


  
    ’Twas love: I heard him speak,


    But dared not turn my neck;


    I felt his torch so near


    And trembled so with fear


    I thought I should have died.

  


  
    Guest. And was there none beside?


    Maid. The goddess in white stone


    And one young man alone,


    His eyes upon the ground,


    And lost in thought profound.


    Methinks I see him yet,


    And never can forget:


    For I was almost glad


    To see him look so sad,


    And gravely disapprove


    The mockery of Love.


    Guest. Should Love then reappear,


    May that young man be near,


    And pray the queen of beauty


    To make him do his duty.

  


  
    **
  


  CXXXI.


  
    THE maid I love ne’er thought of me


    Amid the scenes of gaiety;


    But when her heart or mine sank low,


    Ah then it was no longer so.


    From the slant palm she rais’d her head,


    And kist the cheek whence youth had fled.


    Angels! some future day for this,


    Give her as sweet and pure a kiss.

  


  
    **
  


  CXXXII.


  
    ALL poets dream, and some do nothing more.


    When you have turn’d this paper o’er,


    Then you may tell me, if you please,


    Which I resemble most of these.


    One morning as outstretcht I lay,


    Half-covered by the new-mown hay,


    I saw a bird high over-head,


    And round him many smaller fled.


    To me he seem’d a hawk or kite,


    The little birds (who should be in a fright,


    Yet never are, as you must oft have found)


    Flew many after, many round.


    Unable at full stretch to keep


    My eyes, they wearied into sleep:


    And, soon as I had sank upon the grass,


    I saw the large and little pass


    All into other shapes; the great one grew


    Like Time; like full-grown Loves the smaller flew;


    All kept their course, as they had done before;


    But soon the less quite vanisht; he, the great,


    Moved on in slow and solemn state.


    Until I thought at last he reacht the skies;


    And then I opened (somewhat late) my eyes.

  


  
    **
  


  CXXXIII.


  
    NEITHER the suns nor frosts of rolling years


    Dry up the springs or change the course of tears.


    Sorrow will ever mark her stated days,


    Sacred as those Religion claims for praise.

  


  
    **
  


  CXXXIV.


  
    WHY, why repine, my pensive friend,


    At pleasures slipt away?


    Some the stern Fates will never lend,


    And all refuse to stay.

  


  
    I see the rainbow in the sky,


    The dew upon the grass,


    I see them, and I ask not why


    They glimmer or they pass.

  


  
    With folded arms I linger not


    To call them back; ’twere vain;


    In this, or in some other spot,


    I know they’ll shine again.

  


  
    **
  


  CXXXV.


  
    THOU whom the wandering comets guide,


    O turn awhile to Virtue’s side,


    Goddess by all adored! and deign


    Once more to smile on rising Spain.


    No secret pang my bosom wrings


    For prostrate lords and captive kings;


    I, mighty Power, invoke thy aid


    To Valour crost and Faith betray’d.


    O leave the marshal’d ranks of war,


    Nor blindly urge Bellona’s car,


    When hearts so generous, arms so brave,


    Resist the conqueror, spurn the slave,


    And, striking home for equal laws,


    Pray Fortune to sustain the cause.


    Not such is theirs as wafted o’er


    The crescent and the crafty Moor;


    No tears for virgin honour flow,


    No father calls the avenging foe;


    Napoleon leads no faithless host,


    Nor tears the heart that trusts him most;


    A rescued son, a prince restored,


    Against his country draws the sword,


    And wily priests in vengeful mood


    Surround their fires with dykes of blood:


    Turn then, O Fortune, and sustain


    The cause of Freedom and of Spain!

  


  
    **
  


  CXXXVI.


  
    HUMBLEST among the vernal train,


    In giddy Flora’s gustful reign,


    Uplift, uplift thy timid eyes !


    The violet shuns the trying hour,


    Soon sheds the rose its fondled flower,


    The gaudy tulip flaunts and dies.

  


  
    When Autumn mourns his gloomy end,


    When rains and howling blasts descend,


    When hill and vale and wood are bare,


    Before my path thy light I see,


    And tho’ no other smiles to me,


    Thou smilest, here and everywhere.

  


  
    What name more graceful couldst thou chuse


    Than Caledonia’s pastoral Muse,


    Breath’d in the mellow reed of Burns?


    Art thou not proud that name to share


    With her from whom, so passing fair,


    No heart unconquer’d e’er returns?

  


  
    **
  


  CXXXVII.


  
    LET this man smile, and that man sigh


    To see the wheels of Fashion whirl;


    Place me in some cool arbour nigh


    My mild and modest country girl;

  


  
    Or under whitening poplars, high


    O’er flirting brooks, that glance and purl


    To attract such flowers as peer and pry,


    My mild and modest country girl!

  


  
    “Would you not tire there?” . . no, not I.


    Acids that melt the richest pearl


    Are envy, pride, satiety,


    My mild and modest country girl!

  


  
    Power, office, title . . up they fly


    Against one light and sunny curl;


    That plays above thine azure eye,


    My mild and modest country girl.

  


  
    Knighthood’s new spur the squire would try,


    And viscount be emblazon’d earl :


    Content is only seated by


    My mild and modest country girl.

  


  
    Possession kings must fortify


    With moat and barbican and merl:


    Thine dwells in free security,


    My mild and modest country girl!

  


  
    Great riches, great authority


    Turn the best-tempered to a churl;


    With health and thee no crosses lie,


    My mild and modest country girl!

  


  
    Tho’ Fame and Glory to the sky


    Ambition’s wind-worn flag unfurl,


    With thee I’d live, for thee I’d die,


    My mild and modest country girl;

  


  
    Thus round and round thee busily


    Teaching my tinkling rhymes to twirl,


    I did not well hear thy reply,


    My mild and modest country girl!

  


  
    **
  


  
    ___________


    If the reader has any curiosity to know the origin of these trifling verses, they were composed on the remark of a scholar, that puella in its cases ended many in Latin, and that girl ended none in ours, from the impossibility of finding such rhyme as would suit the subject.

  


  CXXXVIII.


  
    YOU hate amid the pomp of prayer


    The incense. So then Beauty hates


    What warms for her the cruder air,


    Awakes the Graces, soothes the Fates!


    It rises with soft clouds about it,


    It sinks, and melts itself away;


    Prayers are of little use without it,


    And with it few men vainly pray.

  


  
    **
  


  CXXXIX.


  
    THE wisest of us all, when woe


    Darkens our narrow path below,


    Are childish to the last degree,


    And think what is must always be.


    It rains, and there is gloom around,


    Slippery and sullen is the ground,


    And slow the step; within our sight


    Nothing is cheerful, nothing bright.


    Meanwhile the sun on high, altho’


    We will not think it can be so,


    Is shining at this very hour


    In all his glory, all his power,


    And when the cloud is past, again


    Will dry up every drop of rain.

  


  
    **
  


  CXL.


  
    THE burden of an ancient rhyme


    Is, “By the forelock seize on Time.”


    Time in some corner heard it said;


    Pricking his ears, away he fled;


    And, seeing me upon the road,


    A hearty curse on me bestow’d,


    “What if I do the same by thee?


    How wouldst thou like it?” thunder’d he,


    And, without answer thereupon,


    Seizing my forelock—it was gone.

  


  
    **
  


  CXLI.


  
    WILL mortals never know each other’s station


    Without the herald? O abomination!


    Milton, even Milton, rankt with living men!


    Over the highest Alps of mind he marches,


    And far below him spring the baseless arches


    Of Iris, colouring dimly lake and fen.

  


  
    **
  


  CXLII.


  
    REMIND me not, thou grace of serious mien!


    That thy fresh beauties are but frail as flowers;


    Eloquent lip, and lucid eye, and all


    That our fond senses vainly seize upon


    And can not hold; those undulating lights


    Baffling our aspirations, casting down


    Our venturous sight, and almost our desires.


    Religion too comes in: she claims a right


    Of audience; she reproves the worshipper


    Of earthly image; such she calls even thee.


    I bend my head before her, nor deny


    Her potency of argument, yet gaze


    Incredulous awhile, and only say:


    “Pardon, O thou from heaven! who knowest best!


    Stars, if composed of earth, yet still are stars,


    And must be lookt at with uplifted eyes.

  


  
    **
  


  CXLIII.


  
    TELL me, perverse young year!


    Why is the morn so drear?


    Is there no flower to twine?


    Away, thou churl, away


    ’Tis Rose’s natal day,


    Reserve thy frown for mine.

  


  
    **
  


  CXLIV.

  

  ON RECEIVING A BOOK TO WRITE IN.


  
    TOST in what corner hast thou lain?


    And why art thou come back again?


    I should as soon have thought to see


    One risen from the dead as thee.


    I have survived my glory now


    Three years; but just the same art thou;


    I am not quite; and three years hence


    I may have lept that ugly fence,


    Which men attempt to shirk in vain,


    And never can leap back again.


    But welcome, welcome! thou art sent


    I know on generous thoughts intent;


    And therefore thy pale cheeks I’ll kiss


    Before I scribble more than this.

  


  
    **
  


  CXLV.

  

  A SEA-SHELL SPEAKS.


  
    OF late among the rocks I lay,


    But just behind the fretful spray,


    When suddenly a step drew near,


    And a man’s voice, distinct and clear,


    Convey’d this solace . .


    “Come with me,


    Thou little outcast of the sea!


    Our destiny, poor shell, is one;


    We both may shine, but shine alone:


    Both are deprived of all we had


    In earlier days to make us glad,


    Or ask us why we should be sad:


    Which (you may doubt it as you will)


    To manly hearts is dearer still.”


    I felt, ere half these words were o’er,


    A few salt drops on me once more.

  


  
    **
  


  CXLVI.


  
    OFTEN I have heard it said


    That her lips are ruby-red.


    Little heed I what they say,


    I have seen as red as they.


    Ere she smiled on other men,


    Real rubies were they then.

  


  
    When she kist me once in play,


    Rubies were less bright than they,


    And less bright were those which shone


    In the palace of the Sun.


    Will they be as bright again?


    Not if kist by other men.

  


  
    **
  


  CXLVII.


  
    IN spring and summer winds may blow,


    And rains fall after, hard and fast;


    The tender leaves, if beaten low,


    Shine but the more for shower and blast.

  


  
    But when their fated hour arrives,


    When reapers long have left the field,


    When maidens rifle turn’d-up hives,


    And their last juice fresh apples yield,

  


  
    A leaf perhaps may still remain


    Upon some solitary tree,


    Spite of the wind and of the rain—


    A thing you heed not if you see—

  


  
    At last it falls. Who cares? not one:


    And yet no power on earth can ever


    Replace the fallen leaf upon


    Its spray, so easy to dissever.

  


  
    If such be love I dare not say,


    Friendship is such, too well I know;


    I have enjoy’d my summer day;


    ’Tis past; my leaf now lies below.

  


  
    **
  


  CXLVIII.

  

  ON RECEIVING A PORTRAIT.


  
    TO gaze on you when life’s last gleams decline,


    And hold your hand, to the last clasp, in mine . .


    Of these two wishes, these my only two,


    One has been granted, gentle maid, by you:


    Were thus the other certain, I should go,


    And leave but one man happier here below.

  


  
    **
  


  CXLIX.


  
    BEAUTY’S pure native gems, ye quivering hairs!


    Once mingled with my own,


    While soft desires, ah me! were all the cares


    Two idle hearts had known.

  


  
    How is it, when I take ye from the shrine


    Which holds one treasure yet,


    That ye, now all of Nancy that is mine,


    Shrink from my fond regret?

  


  
    Ye leaves that droop not with the plant that bore ye,


    Start ye before my breath?


    Shrink ye from tender Love who would adore ye,


    O ye who fear not Death!

  


  
    **
  


  CL.

  

  SENT TO A LADY WITH FLOWERS.


  
    TAKE the last flowers your natal day


    May ever from my hand receive!


    Sweet as the former ones are they,


    And sweet alike be those they leave.

  


  
    Another, in the year to come,


    May offer them to smiling eyes;


    That smile would wake me from the tomb,


    That smile would win me from the skies.

  


  
    **
  


  CLI.


  
    WHATEVER England’s fields display,


    The fairest scenes are thine, Torbay!


    Not even Liguria’s sunny shore


    With palm and aloe pleas’d me more.


    Sorrento softer tale may tell,


    Parthenope sound louder shell,


    Amalfi, Ocean’s proudest boast,


    Show loftier hills and livelier coast,


    Where Nereids hear the nightly flute,


    And gather fresh such morning fruit


    As hangs within their highth, and shows


    Its golden gleam thro’ glossy boughs.


    But, with thy dark oak-woods behind,


    Here stretcht against the western wind


    The sails that from the Zuyderzee


    Brought him who left our fathers free.


    Yet (shame upon me!) I sometimes


    Have sighed awhile for other climes,


    Where, tho’ no mariner, I too


    Whistled aloft my little crew:


    ’Twas now to spar, ’twas now to fence,


    ’Twas now to fathom Shakspeare’s sense,


    And now to trace the hand divine


    That guided Raffael’s faultless line.


    And then we wonder who could raise


    The massy walls at which we gaze,


    Where amid songs and village glee


    Soars immemorial Fiesole.


    At last we all in turn declare


    We know not who the Cyclops were.


    “But the Pelasgians! those are true?”


    “I know as much of them as you.”


    “Pooh! nonsense! you may tell us so;


    Impossible you should not know!”


    Then plans, to find me out, they lay,


    Which will not fail another day.


    England, in all thy scenes so fair,


    Thou canst not show what charm’d me there!

  


  
    **
  


  CLII.


  
    WITH rosy hand a little girl prest down


    A boss of fresh-cull’d cowslips in a rill:


    Often as they sprang up again, a frown


    Show’d she disliked resistance to her will:


    But when they droopt their heads and shone much less,


    She shook them to and fro, and threw them by,


    And tript away. “Ye loathe the heaviness


    Ye love to cause, my little girls!” thought I,


    “And what had shone for you, by you must die.”

  


  
    **
  


  CLIII.


  
    VERY true, the linnets sing


    Sweetest in the leaves of spring:


    You have found in all these leaves


    That which changes and deceives,


    And, to pine by sun or star,


    Left them, false ones as they are.


    But there be who walk beside


    Autumn’s, till they all have died,


    And who lend a patient ear


    To low notes from branches sere.

  


  
    **
  


  CLIV.

  

  ON HAIR FALLING OFF AFTER AN ILLNESS.


  
    CONON was he whose piercing eyes


    Saw Berenice’s hair surmount the skies,


    Saw Venus spring away from Mars


    And twirl it round and fix it ’mid the stars.


    Then every poet who had seen


    The glorious sight sang to the youthful queen,


    Until the many tears were dried,


    Shed for that hair by that most lovely bride.


    Hair far more beauteous be it mine


    Not to behold amid the lights divine,


    But gracing, as it graced before,


    A brow serene which happier men adore.

  


  
    **
  


  CLV.


  
    FIRST bring me Raffael, who alone hath seen


    In all her purity Heaven’s virgin queen,


    Alone hath felt true beauty; bring me then


    Titian, ennobler of the noblest men;


    And next the sweet Correggio, nor chastise


    His little Cupids for those wicked eyes.


    I want not Rubens’s pink puffy bloom,


    Nor Rembrandt’s glimmer in a dusty room.


    With those, and Poussin’s nymph-frequented woods,


    His templed highths and long-drawn solitudes


    I am content, yet fain would look abroad


    On one warm sunset of Ausonian Claude.

  


  
    **
  


  CLVI.

  

  FAREWELL TO ITALY.


  
    I LEAVE thee, beauteous Italy! no more


    From the high terraces, at eventide,


    To look supine into thy depths of sky,


    Thy golden moon between the cliff and me,


    Or thy dark spires of fretted cypresses


    Bordering the channel of the milky-way.


    Fiesole and Valdarno must be dreams


    Hereafter, and my own lost Affrico


    Murmur to me but in the poet’s song.


    I did believe (what have I not believed?)


    Weary with age, but unopprest by pain,


    To close in thy soft clime my quiet day


    And rest my bones in the Mimosa’s shade.


    Hope! Hope! few ever cherisht thee so little;


    Few are the heads thou hast so rarely raised;


    But thou didst promise this, and all was well.


    For we are fond of thinking where to lie


    When every pulse hath ceast, when the lone heart


    Can lift no aspiration—reasoning


    As if the sight were unimpaired by death,


    Were unobstructed by the coffin-lid,


    And the sun cheered corruption! Over all


    The smiles of Nature shed a potent charm,


    And light us to our chamber at the grave.

  


  
    **
  


  CLVII.


  
    HE who sees rising from some open down


    A column, stately, beautiful, and pure,


    Its rich expansive capital would crown


    With glorious statue, which might long endure,


    And bring men under it to gaze and sigh


    And wish that honour’d creature they had known,


    Whose name the deep inscription lets not die.


    I raise that statue and inscribe that stone.

  


  
    **
  


  CLVIII.


  
    THERE may be many reasons why,


    O ancient land of Kong-Fu-Tsi!


    Some fain would make the little feet


    Of thy indwellers run more fleet.


    But while, as now, before my eyes


    The steams of thy sweet herb arise,


    Amid bright vestures, faces fair,


    Long eyes, and closely braided hair,


    And many a bridge and many a barge,


    And many a child and bird as large,


    I can not wish thee wars nor woes . .


    And when thy lovely single rose,


    Which every morn I haste to see,


    Smiles with fresh-opened flower on me,


    And when I think what hand it was


    Cradled the nursling in its vase,


    By all thy Gods! O ancient land!


    I wish thee and thy laws to stand.

  


  
    **
  


  CLIX.

  

  TO ONE WHO SAID SHE SHOULD LOVE AT FIRST SIGHT.


  
    WHEN sea-born Venus guided o’er


    Her warrior to the Punic shore,


    Around that radiant head she threw


    In deep’ning clouds ambrosial dew:


    But when the Tyrian queen drew near,


    The light pour’d round him fresh and clear.


    Ill-starr’d Elisa! hence arose


    Her faithless joys, her stedfast woes,


    Sighs, that with life alone expire,


    And flames that light the funeral pyre.


    O Goddess! if that peerless maid


    Thou hast with every grace array’d,


    Must, listening to thy gentle voice,


    Fix at first view th’ eternal choice . .


    Suspend the cloud before her eyes


    Until some godlike man arise;


    One of such wisdom that he knows


    How much he wins, how much he owes;


    One in whose breast united lie


    Calm courage and firm constancy;


    Whose genius makes the world his own,


    Whose glory rests in her alone.

  


  
    **
  


  CLX.

  

  ON AN ECLIPSE OF THE MOON.


  
    STRUGGLING, and faint, and fainter didst thou wane,


    O Moon! and round thee all thy starry train


    Came forth to help thee, with half-open eyes,


    And trembled every one with still surprise,


    That the black Spectre should have dared assail


    Their beauteous queen and seize her sacred veil.

  


  
    **
  


  CLXI.


  
    REPREHEND, if thou wilt, the vain phantasm, O Reason!


    Of the breast we have lean’d on, the hand we have linkt,


    That dream is so vivid at no other season


    As when friendship is silent and love is extinct.

  


  
    **
  


  CLXII.

  

  ON SHAKESPEARE.


  
    IN poetry there is but one supreme,


    Tho’ there are many angels round his throne,


    Mighty, and beauteous, while his face is hid.

  


  
    **
  


  CLXIII.


  
    THERE is, alas! a chill, a gloom,


    About my solitary room


    That will not let one flowret bloom


    Even for you:


    The withering leaves appear to say,


    “Shine on, shine on, O lovely May!


    But we meanwhile must drop away.”


    Light! life! adieu.

  


  
    **
  


  CLXIV.


  
    TERNISSA! you are fled!


    I say not to the dead,


    But to the happy ones who rest below:


    For, surely, surely, where


    Your voice and graces are,


    Nothing of death can any feel or know.


    Girls who delight to dwell


    Where grows most asphodel,


    Gather to their calm breasts each word you speak:


    The mild Persephone


    Places you on her knee,


    And your cool palm smoothes down stern Pluto’s cheek.

  


  
    **
  


  CLXV.

  

  PRAYER OF THE BEES TO ALCIPHRON.


  
    THERE was a spinner in the days of old,


    So proud, so bold,


    She thought it neither shame nor sin


    To challenge Pallas to come down and spin.


    The goddess won, and forced the crone to hide her


    Ugly old head and shrink into a spider.


    The bees were frighten’d, for they knew


    Within their prudent breasts that few


    Had so much skill as they;


    And she who gave the olive might


    Be angry, if they show’d that light


    As pure and bright


    Could shine on mortals any other way.

  


  
    So not a syllable said they of wax,


    But cover’d it with honey, lest a tax


    Be laid upon it by the Powers above.


    Another goddess, no less mighty


    Than Pallas, men call Aphrodite,


    The queen of love.

  


  
    Honey she likes and all things sweet,


    And, when she came among the swarms,


    They said, “O thou whence love hath all its charms


    Grant him who saved us what we now entreat.


    ’Tis one whom we


    Are used to see


    Among our thyme and ivy-flowers


    Throughout the matin and the vesper hours,


    Fonder of silence than of talk;


    Yet him we heard one morning say:


    ‘Gardener! do not sweep away


    The citron blossoms from tne gravel-walk:


    It might disturb or wound my bees;


    So lay aside that besom, if you please.’


    He for whose weal we supplicate is one


    Thou haply may’st remember, Alciphron.


    We know that Pallas has lookt down


    Sometimes on him without a frown,


    Yet must confess we’re less afraid


    Of you than that Hymettian maid.


    Give him, O goddess, we implore,


    Not honey (we can that) but more.


    We are poor bees, and can not tell


    If there be aught he loves as well;


    But we do think we heard him say


    There is, and something in your way.

  


  
    Our stories tell us, when your pretty child


    Who drives (they say) so many mortals wild,


    Vext one of our great-aunts until she stung;


    Away he flew, and wrung,


    Stamping, his five loose fingers at the smart,


    You chided him, and took our part.


    May the cross Year, fresh-wakened, blow sharp dust


    Into their eyes who say thou art unjust.”

  


  
    **
  


  CLXVI.


  
    YOU love me; but if I confess


    That I in turn love you no less,


    I know that you will glance aside


    With real or affected pride;


    And, be it true or be it feign’d,


    My bosom would alike be pain’d,


    So that I will not tell you now


    Whether I love; and as for vow . .


    You may demand it ten times over,


    And never win from wary lover.


    Mind! if we men would be as blest


    For ever as when first carest,


    We must excite a little fear,


    And sometimes almost domineer.

  


  
    **
  


  CLXVII.


  
    ONE morning in the spring I sate


    Kicking my heels upon a gate,


    The birds were singing all around,


    And cowslips sunn’d the sheeny ground,


    And next to me above the post


    A certain shrub its branches tost,


    Seeming to whisper in my ear,


    “Have you no song for her so dear?”


    Now never in my life could I


    Write at command; I know not why.


    I tried to write; I tried in vain;


    The little birds, to mock my pain,


    Sang cheerily; and every note


    Seem’d rushing from a clearer throat.


    I was half mad to think that they


    So easily should win the day.


    The slender shrub I thought held down


    Its head to whisper “What a clown!”


    Stung by its touch and its reproof,


    And saying, “Keep your thorns aloof,”


    Unconsciously I spoke the name,


    And verses in full chorus came.

  


  
    **
  


  CLXVIII.

  

  TO LADY CALDWELL.


  
    SOPHY! before the fond adieu


    We long but shrink to say,


    And while the home prepared for you


    Looks dark at your delay,


    Before the graces you disclose


    By fresh ones are o’ershaded,


    And duties rise more grave than those,


    To last when those are faded,


    It will not weary you, I know,


    To hear again the voice


    First heard where Arno’s waters flow


    And Flora’s realms rejoice.


    Of beauty not a word have I


    (As thousands have) to say,


    Of vermeil lip or azure eye


    Or cheek of blushful May.


    The gentle temper blessing all,


    The smile at Envy’s leer,


    Are yours; and yours at Pity’s call


    The heart-assuaging tear.


    Many can fondle and caress . .


    No other have I known


    Proud of a sister’s loveliness,


    Unconscious of her own.

  


  
    **
  


  CLXIX.


  
    TO write as your sweet mother does


    Is all you wish to do.


    Play, sing, and smile for others, Rose!


    Let others write for you.

  


  
    Or mount again your Dartmoor grey,


    And I will walk beside,


    Until we reach that quiet bay


    Which only hears the tide.

  


  
    Then wave at me your pencil, then


    At distance bid me stand,


    Before the cavern’d cliff, again


    The creature of your hand.

  


  
    And bid me then go past the nook,


    To sketch me less in size;


    There are but few content to look


    So little in your eyes.

  


  
    Delight us with the gifts you have,


    And wish for none beyond:


    To some be gay, to some be grave,


    To one (blest youth!) be fond.

  


  
    Pleasures there are how close to Pain,


    And better unpossest!


    Let poetry’s too throbbing vein


    Lie quiet in your breast.

  


  
    **
  


  CLXX.


  
    FROM leaves unopen’d yet, those eyes she lifts,


    Which never youthful eyes could safely view.


    “A book or flower, such are the only gifts


    I like to take, nor like them least from you.”


    A voice so sweet it needs no music’s aid


    Spake it, and ceast: we, offering both, reply:


    These tell the dull old tale that bloom must fade,


    This the bright truth that genius can not die.

  


  
    **
  


  CLXXI.

  

  CHRISTMAS HOLLY.


  
    BETHINK we what can mean


    The holly’s changeless green,


    Unyielding leaves, and seeds blood-red:


    These, while the smoke below


    Curls slowlv upward, show


    Faith how her gentle Master bled.


    Those drop not at the touch


    Of busy over-much,


    They shrink not at the blazing grate;


    And the same green remains,


    As when autumnal rains


    Nurst them with milky warmth of late.


    The stedfast bough scarce bends,


    But hang it over friends


    And suddenly what thoughts there spring!


    Harsh voices all grow dumb,


    While myriad pleasures come


    Beneath Love’s ever-widening wing.

  


  
    **
  


  CLXXII.


  
    IN age the memory, as the eye itself,


    Sees near things indistinctly, far things well,


    And often that which happen’d years ago


    Seems sprung from yesterday, while yesterday’s


    Fair birth lies half-forgotten and deform’d.

  


  
    **
  


  CLXXIII.


  
    VARIOUS the roads of life; in one


    All terminate, one lonely way.


    We go; and “Is he gone?”


    Is all our best friends say.

  


  
    **
  


  CLXXIV.


  
    SOMETHING (ah! tell me what) there is


    To cause that melting tone.


    I fear a thought has gone amiss,


    Returning quite alone.

  


  
    **
  


  CLXXV.


  
    NEVER may storm thy peaceful bosom vex,


    Thou lovely Eve!


    O’er whose pure stream that music yesternight


    Pour’d fresh delight,


    And left a vision for the eye of Morn


    To laugh to scorn,


    Showing too well how Love once led the Hours


    In Youth’s green bowers;


    Vision too blest for even Hope to see,


    Were Hope with me;


    Vision my fate at once forbids to stay


    Or pass away.

  


  
    **
  


  CLXXVI.

  

  FOR THE ALBUM OF THE DUCHESS DE GUICHE.


  
    CHILDREN! while childhood lasts, one day


    Alone be less your gush of play.


    As you ascend that cloven steep


    Whence Lerici o’erlooks the deep,


    And watch the hawk and plover soar,


    And bow-winged curlew quit the shore,


    Think not, as graver heads might do,


    The same with equal ease could you;


    So light your spirits and your forms,


    So fearless is your race of storms.

  


  
    Mild be the sunbeams, mild the gales,


    Along Liguria’s pendent vales.


    Whether from changeful Magra sped


    Or Tanaro’s unquiet bed.


    Let Apennine and Alpine snows


    Be husht into unwaked repose,


    While Italy gives back again


    More charms and virtues than remain,


    Which France with loftier pride shall own


    Than all her brightest arms have won.

  


  
    **
  


  CLXXVII.


  
    NO, my own love of other years!


    No, it must never be.


    Much rests with you that yet endears,


    Alas! but what with me?


    Could those bright years o’er me revolve


    So gay, o’er you so fair,


    The pearl of life we would dissolve


    And each the cup might share.


    You show that truth can ne’er decay,


    Whatever fate befals;


    I, that the myrtle and the bay


    Shoot fresh on ruin’d walls.

  


  
    **
  


  CLXXVIII.


  
    THE brightest mind, when sorrow sweeps across,


    Becomes the gloomiest; so the stream, that ran


    Clear as the light of heaven ere autumn closed,


    When wintry storm and snow and sleet descend,


    Is darker than the mountain or the moor.

  


  
    **
  


  CLXXIX.


  
    HERON! of grave career! whose lordly croaks


    Claim as inheritance Bodryddan’s oaks,


    I come no radical to question rights:


    But, one word in your ear, most noble sir!


    If you may croak, I sure may sing, to her


    Who in my voice, as in your own, delights.


    “Most potent, grave, and reverend signor!” Heron!


    High as the station is you now appear on,


    I see you perch upon it, nor repine:


    About our voice we may perhaps dispute,


    As for our seat, on that you must be mute:


    Yours but a Dryad rais’d, a Grace rais’d mine.

  


  
    **
  


  CLXXX.


  
    LIFE (priest and poet say) is but a dream;


    I wish no happier one than to be laid


    Beneath a cool syringa’s scented shade,


    Or wavy willow, by the running stream,


    Brimful of moral, where the dragon-fly,


    Wanders as careless and content as I.


    Thanks for this fancy, insect king,


    Of purple crest and filmy wing,


    Who with indifference givest up


    The water-lily’s golden cup,


    To come again and overlook


    What I am writing in my book.


    Believe me, most who read the line


    Will read with homier eyes than thine;


    And yet their souls shall live for ever,


    And thine drop dead into the river!


    God pardon them, O insect king,


    Who fancy so unjust a thing!

  


  
    **
  


  CLXXXI.


  
    THOU pityest; and why hidest thou thy pity?


    Let the warm springs of thy full heart gush forth


    Before the surface cool: no fear that ever


    The inner fountain a fresh stream deny.

  


  
    **
  


  CLXXXII.


  
    ABSENT is she thou lovest? be it so;


    Yet there is what should drive away thy woe


    And make the night less gloomy than the day.


    Absent she may be; yet her love appears


    Close by; and through the labyrinth of the ears


    Her voice’s clue to the prone heart makes way.

  


  
    **
  


  CLXXXIII.


  
    RIGHTLY you say you do not know


    How much, my little maid, you owe


    My guardian care. The veriest dunce


    Beats me at reckoning. Pray, permit


    My modesty to limit it,


    Nor urge me to take all at once.


    You are so young, I dare not say


    I might demand from you each day


    Of a long life a lawful kiss.


    I, so much older, won’t repine


    If you pay me one, each of mine,


    But be exact; begin with this.

  


  
    **
  


  CLXXXIV.


  
    “DO you remember me? or are you proud?”


    Lightly advancing thro’ her star-trimm’d crowd,


    Ianthe said, and lookt into my eyes.


    “A yes, a yes, to both: for Memory


    Where you but once have been must ever be,


    And at your voice Pride from his throne must rise.”

  


  
    **
  


  CLXXXV.


  
    NO charm can stay, no medicine can assuage,


    The sad incurable disease of age;


    Only the hand in youth more warmly prest


    Makes soft the couch and calms the final rest.

  


  
    **
  


  CLXXXVI.


  
    MANY may yet recall the hours


    That saw thy lover’s chosen flowers


    Nodding and dancing in the shade


    Thy dark and wavy tresses made:


    On many a brain is pictured yet


    Thy languid eye’s dim violet:


    But who among them all foresaw


    How the sad snows which never thaw


    Upon that head one day should lie,


    And love but glimmer from that eye!

  


  
    **
  


  CLXXXVII.


  
    YES; I write verses now and then,


    But blunt and flaccid is my pen,


    No longer talkt of by young men


    As rather clever:

  


  
    In the last quarter are my eyes,


    You see it by their form and size;


    Is it not time then to be wise?


    Or now or never.

  


  
    Fairest that ever sprang from Eve!


    While Time allows the short reprieve,


    Just look at me! would you believe


    ’Twas once a lover?

  


  
    I cannot clear the five-bar gate,


    But, trying first its timber’s state,


    Climb stiffly up, take breath, and wait


    To trundle over.

  


  
    Thro’ gallopade I cannot swing


    The entangling blooms of Beauty’s spring:


    I cannot say the tender thing,


    Be’t true or false,

  


  
    And am beginning to opine


    Those girls are only half-divine


    Whose waists yon wicked boys entwine


    In giddy waltz.

  


  
    I fear that arm above that shoulder,


    I wish them wiser, graver, older,


    Sedater, and no harm if colder


    And panting less.

  


  
    Ah! people were not half so wild


    In former days, when, starchly mild,


    Upon her high-heel’d Essex smiled


    The brave Queen Bess.

  


  
    **
  


  CLXXXVIII.

  

  TO E. F.


  
    NO doubt thy little bosom beats


    When sounds a wedding bell,


    No doubt it pants to taste the sweets


    That song and stories tell.

  


  
    Awhile in shade content to lie,


    Prolong life’s morning dream,


    While others rise at the first fly


    That glitters on the stream.

  


  
    **
  


  CLXXXVIX.

  

  TO A SPANIEL.


  
    NO, Daisy! lift not up thy ear,


    It is not she whose steps draw near.


    Tuck under thee that leg, for she


    Continues yet beyond the sea,


    And thou may’st whimper in thy sleep


    These many days, and start and weep.

  


  
    **
  


  CXC.


  
    TRUE, ah too true! the generous breast


    Lies bare to Love and Pain.


    May one alone, the worthier guest,


    Be yours, and there remain.

  


  
    **
  


  CXCI.

  

  ON SEEING A HAIR OF LUCRETIA BORGIA.


  
    BORGIA, thou once wert almost too august


    And high for adoration; now thou’rt dust.


    All that remains of thee these plaits unfold,


    Calm hair, meandering in pellucid gold.

  


  
    **
  


  CXCII.

  

  ON MIGNIONETTE.


  
    STRANGER, these little flowers are sweet


    If you will leave them at your feet,


    Enjoying like yourself the breeze,


    And kist by butterflies and bees;


    But if you snap the fragile stem


    The vilest thyme outvalues them.

  


  
    Nor place nor flower would I select


    To make you serious and reflect.


    This heaviness was always shed


    Upon the drooping rose’s head.


    Yet now perhaps your mind surveys


    Some village maid, in earlier days,


    Of charms thus lost, of life thus set,


    Ah bruise not then my Mignionette!

  


  
    **
  


  CXCIII.


  
    IN his own image the Creator made,


    His own pure sunbeam quicken’d thee, O man!


    Thou breathing dial! since thy day began


    The present hour was ever markt with shade!

  


  
    **
  


  CXCIV.

  

  WRITTEN ON THE RHINE.


  
    SWIFTLY we sail along thy stream,


    War-stricken Rhine! and evening’s gleam


    Shows us, throughout its course,


    The gaping scars (on either side,


    On every cliff) of guilty pride


    And unavailing force.

  


  
    Numberless castles here have frown’d,


    And cities numberless, spire-crown’d,


    Have fixt their rocky throne;


    Dungeons too deep and towers too high


    Ever for Love to hear the sigh


    Or Law avenge the groan.

  


  
    And, falser and more violent


    Than fraudful War, Religion lent


    Her scourge to quell the heart;


    Striking her palsy into Youth,


    And telling Innocence that Truth


    Is God’s, and they must part.

  


  
    Hence victim crowns and iron vows,


    Binding ten thousand to one spouse,


    To keep them all from sin!


    Hence, for light dance and merry tale,


    The cloister’s deep and stifling veil,


    That shuts the world within.

  


  
    Away! away! thou foulest pest


    That ever broke man’s inner rest,


    Pouring the poison’d lie


    How to thy dragon grasp is given


    The power of Earth, the price of Heaven! . .


    Go! let us live and die

  


  
    Without thy curse upon our head,


    Monster! with human sorrows fed,


    Lo! here thy image stands.


    In Heidelberg’s lone chambers, Rhine


    Shows what his ancient Palatine


    Received from thy meek hands!

  


  
    France! claim thy light, thy glory claim,


    Surpassing Rome’s immortal fame!


    For, more than she could do


    In the long ages of her toils,


    With all her strength and all her spoils,


    Thy heroes overthrew.

  


  
    Crow, crow thy cock! thy eagle soar,


    Fiercer and higher than before!


    Thy boasts though few believe,


    Here faithful history shall relate


    What Gallic hearts could meditate


    And Gallic hands achieve.

  


  
    Fresh blows the gale, the scenes delight,


    Anear, afar, on plain, on hight;


    But all are far and vast:


    Day follows day, and shows not one


    The weary heart could rest upon


    To call its own at last.

  


  
    No curling dell, no cranky nook,


    No sylvan mead, no prattling brook,


    No little lake that stands


    Afraid to lift its fringed eye


    Of purest blue to its own sky,


    Or kiss its own soft sands.

  


  
    O! would I were again at home


    (If any such be mine) to roam


    Amid Lanthony’s bowers,


    Or, where beneath the alders flow


    My Arrow’s waters still and slow,


    Doze down the summer hours.

  


  
    **
  


  
    ________________


    The Castle of Heidelberg, the most beautiful residence in the world, excepting the Alhambra, was demolished by Louis XIV.{back}

  


  CXCV.

  

  MALVOLIO.


  
    THOU hast been very tender to the moon,


    Malvolio! and on many a daffodil


    And many a daisy hast thou yearn’d, until


    The nether jaw quiver’d with thy good heart.


    But tell me now, Malvolio, tell me true,


    Hast thou not sometimes driven from their play


    The village children, when they came too near


    Thy study, if hit ball rais’d shouts around,


    Or if delusive trap shook off thy muse,


    Pregnant with wonders for another age?


    Hast thou sat still and patient (tho’ sore prest


    Hearthward to stoop and warm thy blue-nail’d hand)


    Lest thou shouldst frighten from a frosty fare


    The speckled thrush, raising his bill aloft


    To swallow the red berry on the ash


    By thy white window, three short paces off?


    If this thou hast not done, and hast done that,


    I do exile thee from the moon twelve whole


    Calendar months, debarring thee from use


    Of rose, bud, blossom, odour, simile,


    And furthermore I do hereby pronounce


    Divorce between the nightingale and thee.

  


  
    **
  


  CXCVI.

  

  WITH AN ALBUM.


  
    I KNOW not whether I am proud,


    But this I know, I hate the crowd:


    Therefore pray let me disengage


    My verses from the motley page,


    Where others far more sure to please


    Pour out their choral song with ease.


    And yet perhaps, if some should tire


    With too much froth or too much fire,


    There is an ear that may incline


    Even to words so dull as mine.

  


  
    **
  


  CXCVII.


  
    MY serious son! I see thee look


    First on the picture, then the book.


    I catch the wish that thou couldst paint


    The yearnings of the ecstatic saint.


    Give it not up, my serious son!


    Wish it again, and it is done.


    Seldom will any fail who tries


    With patient hand and stedfast eyes,


    And wooes the true with such pure sighs.

  


  
    **
  


  CXCVIII.

  

  WRITTEN AT MR. RAWSON’S, WAS-WATER LAKE.


  
    LONELIEST of hills! from crimes and cares removed,


    Long these old firs and quiet roofs protect!


    Deepest of waters, long these scenes reflect!


    And, at your side, their lord, the well-beloved.

  


  
    For modest Wisdom, shunning loud acclaim,


    Hears Nature’s voice call thro’ it, and retreats


    To her repose upon your mossy seats,


    And in his heart finds all he wants of Fame.

  


  
    **
  


  CXCVIX.


  
    I PEN these lines upon that cypher’d cover


    (Gift, I will answer for it, of some lover)


    Which you have open’d for me more than once,


    And when you told me I must write therein


    And found me somewhat tardy to begin,


    Call’d me but idler, tho’ you thought me dunce.

  


  
    Ah! this was very kind in you, sweet maiden,


    But, sooth to say, my panniers are not laden


    With half the wares they bore


    In days of yore.

  


  
    Beside, you will believe me when I say


    That many madcap dreams and fancies,


    As old dame Wisdom with her rod advances,


    Scamper away.

  


  
    **
  


  CC.


  
    GIVE me the eyes that look on mine,


    And, when they see them dimly shine,


    Are moister than they were.


    Give me the eyes that fain would find


    Some relicks of a youthful mind


    Amid the wrecks of care.


    Give me the eyes that catch at last


    A few faint glimpses of the past,


    And, like the arkite dove,


    Bring back a long-lost olive bough,


    And can discover even now


    A heart that once could love.

  


  
    **
  


  CCI.


  
    LOVED, when my love from all but thee had flown,


    Come near me; seat thee on this level stone;


    And, ere thou lookest o’er the churchyard wall,


    To catch, as once we did, yon waterfall,


    Look a brief moment on the turf between,


    And see a tomb thou never yet hast seen.


    My spirit will be sooth’d to hear once more


    Good-bye as gently spoken as before.

  


  
    **
  


  CCII.


  
    I LEAVE with unreverted eye the towers


    Of Pisa pining o’er her desert stream.


    Pleasure (they say) yet lingers in thy bowers,


    Florence, thou patriot’s sigh, thou poet’s dream!

  


  
    O could I find thee as thou once wert known,


    Thoughtful and lofty, liberal and free!


    But the pure Spirit from thy wreck has flown,


    And only Pleasure’s phantom dwells with thee.

  


  
    **
  


  CCIII.


  
    SUMMER has doft his latest green,


    And Autumn ranged the barley-mows.


    So long away then have you been?


    And are you coming back to close


    The year? it sadly wants repose.

  


  
    **
  


  CCIV.


  
    WHERE Malvern’s verdant ridges gleam


    Beneath the morning ray,


    Look eastward: see Sabrina’s stream


    Roll rapidly away:


    Not even such fair scenes detain


    Those who are cited to the main.

  


  
    It may not be: yet youth returns,


    Who runs (we hear) as fast,


    And in my breast the fire that burns


    She promises shall last.


    The lord of these domains was one


    Who loved me like an only son.

  


  
    I see the garden-walks so trim,


    The house-reflecting pond,


    I hear again the voice of him


    Who seldom went beyond


    The Roman camp’s steep-sloping side,


    Or the long meadow’s level ride.

  


  
    And why? A little girl there was


    Who fixt his eyes on home,


    Whether she roll’d along the grass,


    Or gates and hedges clomb,


    Or dared defy Alonzo’s tale


    (Hold but her hand) to turn her pale.

  


  
    “Where is she now?” “Not far away.”


    “As brave too?” “Yes, and braver;”


    She dares to hear her hair turns gray,


    And never looks the graver:


    Nor will she mind Old Tell-tale more


    Than those who sang her charms before.

  


  
    How many idle things were said


    On eyes that were but bright!


    Their truer glory was delay’d


    To guide his steps aright


    Whose purest hand and loftiest mind


    Might lead the leaders of mankind.

  


  
    **
  


  
    _________


    Fleetwood Parkhurst, of Ripple Court, a descendant of the Fleetwoods, the Dormers, and the Fortescues.{back}

  


  
    Mr. Rosenhagen lost his sight by unremitted labour in the public service. He was private secretary to two prime ministers, Perceval and Vansittart.{back}

  


  CCV.

  

  ON THE DECEASE OF MRS. ROSENHAGEN.


  
    AH yes! the hour is come


    When thou must hasten home,


    Pure soul! to Him who calls.


    The God who gave thee breath


    Walks by the side of Death,


    And nought that step appals.

  


  
    Health has forsaken thee;


    Hope says thou soon shalt be


    Where happier spirits dwell,


    There where one loving word


    Alone is never heard,


    That loving word, farewell.

  


  
    **
  


  CCVI.


  
    HOW many voices gaily sing,


    “O happy morn, O happy spring


    Of life!” Meanwhile there comes o’er me


    A softer voice from Memory,


    And says, “If loves and hopes have flown


    With years, think too what griefs are gone!”

  


  
    **
  


  CCVII.

  

  ON A VACANT TOMB AT LLANBEDR.


  
    O PARENT Earth! in thy retreats


    My heart with holier fervour beats,


    And fearlessly, thou knowest well,


    Contemplates the sepulchral cell.


    Guard, parent Earth, those trees, those flowers,


    Those refuges from wintry hours,


    Where every plant from every clime


    Renews with joy its native prime.


    Long may the fane o’er this lone sod


    Lift its meek head toward its God,


    And gather round the tomes of Truth


    Its bending elds and blooming youth;


    And long too may these lindens wave


    O’er timely and untimely grave;


    But, if the virtuous be thy pride,


    Keep this one tomb unoccupied.

  


  
    **
  


  CCVIII.


  
    WHO smites the wounded on his bed,


    And only waits to strip the dead?


    In that dark room I see thee lurk,


    O low and lurid soul of Burke!


    Begone! Shall ever Southey’s head lie low


    And unavenged beneath the savage blow?

  


  
    No, by my soul! tho’ greater men


    And nearer stick the envenom’d pen


    Into that breast which always rose


    At all Man’s wishes, all Man’s woes.


    Look from thy couch of sorrow, look around!


    A sword of thy own temper guards the ground.

  


  
    If thou hast ever done amiss,


    It was, O Southey! but in this;


    That, to redeem the lost estate


    Of the poor Muse, a man so great


    Abased his laurels where some Georges stood


    Knee-deep in sludge and ordure, some in blood.

  


  
    Was ever Genius but thyself


    Friend or befriended of a Guelph?


    Who then should hail their natal days?


    What fiction weave tho cobweb praise?


    At last comes she whose natal day be blest,


    And one more happy still, and all the rest!

  


  
    But since thou liest sick at heart


    And worn with years, some little part


    Of thy hard office let me try,


    Tho’ inexpert was always I


    To toss the litter of Westphalian swine


    From under human to above divine.

  


  
    No soil’d or selfish hand shall bless


    That gentle bridal loveliness


    Which promises our land increase


    Of happy days in hard-earn’d peace.


    Grant the unpaid-for prayer, ye heavenly Powers!


    For her own sake, and greatly more for ours.

  


  
    Remember him who saved from scathe


    The honest front of ancient Faith;


    Then when the Pontine exhalations


    Breath’d pestilence thro’ distant nations:


    Remember that mail’d hand, that heart so true,


    And with like power and will his race endue.

  


  
    **
  


  CCIX.


  
    WHAT, of house and home bereft,


    For my birthday what is left?


    Not the hope that any more


    Can be blest like those of yore,


    Not the wish; for wishes now


    Fall like flowers from aching brow,


    When the jovial feast is past,


    And when heaven, with clouds o’ercast,


    Strikes the colours from the scene,


    And no herb on earth is green.


    What is left me after all?


    What, beside my funeral?


    Bid it wait a little while,


    Just to let one thoughtful smile


    Its accustom’d time abide:


    There are left two boons beside . .


    Health, and eyes that yet can see


    Eyes not coldly turn’d from me.

  


  
    **
  


  CCX.


  
    UNDER the hollies of thy breezy glade,


    Needwood, in youth with idle pace I rode,


    Where pebbly rills their varied chirrup made,


    Rills which the fawn with tottering knees bestrode.

  


  
    Twilight was waning, yet I checkt my pace,


    Slow as it was, and longer would remain;


    Here first, here only, had I seen the face


    Of Nature free from change and pure from stain.

  


  
    Here in the glory of her power she lay,


    Here she rejoiced in all the bloom of health;


    Soon must I meet her faint and led astray.


    Freckled with feverish whims and wasted wealth.

  


  
    **
  


  CCXI.


  
    WHERE three huge dogs are ramping yonder


    Before that villa with its tower,


    No braver boys, no father fonder,


    Ever prolong’d the moonlight hour.

  


  
    Often, to watch their sports unseen,


    Along the broad stone bench he lies,


    The oleander-stems between


    And citron-boughs to shade his eyes.

  


  
    The clouds now whiten far away,


    And villas glimmer thick below,


    And windows catch the quivering ray,


    Obscure one minute’s space ago.

  


  
    Orchards and vine-knolls maple-propt


    Rise radiant round: the meads are dim,


    As if the milky-way had dropt


    And fill’d Valdarno to the brim.

  


  
    Unseen beneath us, on the right,


    The abbey with unfinisht front


    Of checker’d marble, black and white,


    And on the left the Doccia’s font.

  


  
    Eastward, two ruin’d castles rise


    Beyond Maiano’s mossy mill,


    Winter and Time their enemies,


    Without their warder, stately still.

  


  
    The heaps around them there will grow


    Higher, as years sweep by, and higher,


    Till every battlement laid low


    Is seized and trampled by the briar.

  


  
    That line so lucid is the weir


    Of Rovezzano: but behold


    The graceful tower of Giotto there,


    And Duomo’s cross of freshen’d gold.

  


  
    We cannot tell, so far away,


    Whether the city’s tongue be mute,


    We only hear some lover play


    (If sighs be play) the sighing flute.

  


  
    **
  


  CCXII.


  
    MY pretty Marte, my winter friend,


    In these bright days ought thine to end!


    When all thy kindred far away


    Enjoy the genial hours of May.


    How often hast thou play’d with me,


    And lickt my lip to share my tea,


    And run away and turn’d again


    To hide my glove or crack my pen,


    Until I swore, to check thy taunts,


    I’d write to uncles and to aunts,


    And grandmama, whom dogs pursued


    But could not catch her in the wood.


    Ah! I repeat the jokes we had,


    Yet think me not less fond, less sad.


    Julia and Charles and Walter grave


    Would throw down every toy they have


    To see thy joyous eyes at eve,


    And feel thy feet upon the sleeve,


    And tempt thy glossy teeth to bite


    And almost hurt them, but not quite;


    For thou didst look, and then suspend


    The ivory barbs, but reprehend


    With tender querulous tones, that told


    Thou wert too good and we too bold.


    Never was malice in thy heart,


    My gentlest, dearest little Marte!


    Nor grief, nor reason to repine,


    As there is now in this of mine.

  


  
    **
  


  CCXIII.


  
    YE little household gods, that make


    My heart leap lighter with your play,


    And never let it sink or ache,


    Unless you are too far away;

  


  
    Eight years have flown, and never yet


    One day has risen up between


    The kisses of my earlier pet,


    And few the hours he was not seen.

  


  
    How can I call to you from Rome?


    Will mamma teach what babbo said?


    Have ye not heard him talk at home


    About the city of the dead?

  


  
    Marvellous tales will babbo tell,


    If you don’t clasp his throat too tight,


    Tales which you, Arnold, will love well,


    Tho’ Julia’s cheek turns pale with fright.

  


  
    How, swimming o’er the Tiber, Clelia


    Headed the rescued virgin train;


    And, loftier virtue! how Cornelia


    Lived when her two brave sons were slain.

  


  
    This is my birthday: may ye waltze


    Till mamma cracks her best guitar!


    Yours are true pleasures; those are false


    We wise ones follow from afar.

  


  
    What shall I bring you? would you like


    Urn, image, glass, red, yellow, blue,


    Stricken by Time, who soon must strike


    As deep the heart that beats for you.

  


  
    **
  


  CCXIV.


  
    THE leaves are falling; so am I;


    The few late flowers have moisture in the eye;


    So have I too.


    Scarcely on any bough is heard


    Joyous, or even unjoyous, bird


    The whole wood through.


    Winter may come: he brings but nigher


    His circle (yearly narrowing) to the fire


    Where old friends meet:


    Let him; now heaven is overcast,


    And spring and summer both are past,


    And all things sweet.

  


  
    **
  


  CCXV.


  
    THE day returns again


    Which once with bitter pain,


    And only once for years, we spent apart.


    Believe me, on that day


    God heard me duly pray


    For all his blessings on thy gentle heart:


    Of late a cloud o’ercast


    Its current; that is past;


    But think not it hung lightly on my breast:


    Then, as my hours decline,


    Still let thy starlight shine


    Thro’ my lone casement, till at last I rest.

  


  
    **
  


  CCXVI.


  
    THE place where soon I think to lie,


    In its old creviced nook hard-by


    Rears many a weed:


    If parties bring you there, will you


    Drop slily in a grain or two


    Of wall-flower seed?

  


  
    I shall not see it, and (too sure!)


    I shall not ever hear that your


    Light step was there;


    But the rich odour some fine day


    Will, what I cannot do, repay


    That little care.

  


  
    **
  


  CCXVII.


  
    AS he who baskt in sunshine loves to go


    Where in dim coolness graceful laurels grow;


    In that lone narrow path whose silent sand


    Hears of no footstep, while some gentle hand


    Beckons, or seems to beckon, to the seat


    Where ivied wall and trellised woodbine meet;


    Thus I, of ear that tingles not to praise,


    And feet that weary of the world’s highways,


    Recline on mouldering tree or jutting stone,


    And (tho’ at last I feel I am alone)


    Think by a gentle hand mine too is prest


    In kindly welcome to a calmer rest.

  


  
    **
  


  CCXVIII.


  
    LOVE is like Echo in the land of Tell, *


    Who answers best the indweller of her bowers,


    Silent to other voices (idly loud


    Or wildly violent) letting them arouse


    Eagle or cavern’d brute, but never her.

  


  
    **
  


  
    ___________


    * There is said to be such an echo on the Lake of Lucerne.

  


  CCXIX.

  

  ON RECEIVING A MONTHLY ROSE.


  
    PÆSTUM! thy roses long ago,


    All roses far above,


    Twice in the year were call’d to blow


    And braid the locks of Love.

  


  
    He saw the city sink in dust,


    Its roses’ roots decay’d,


    And cried in sorrow, “Find I must


    Another for my braid.”

  


  
    First Cyprus, then the Syrian shore,


    To Pharpar’s lucid rill,


    Did those two large dark eyes explore,


    But wanted something still.

  


  
    Damascus fill’d his heart with joy,


    So sweet her roses were!


    He cull’d them; but the wayward boy


    Thought them ill worth his care.

  


  
    “I want them every month,” he cried,


    “I want them every hour:


    Perennial rose, and none beside,


    Henceforth shall be my flower.”

  


  
    **
  


  CCXX.


  
    SWEET was the song that Youth sang once,


    And passing sweet was the response;


    But there are accents sweeter far


    When Love leaps down our evening star,


    Holds back the blighting wings of Time,


    Melts with his breath the crusty rime,


    And looks into our eyes, and says,


    “Come, let us talk of former days.”

  


  
    **
  


  CCXXI.


  
    FATE! I have askt few things of thee,


    And fewer have to ask.


    Shortly, thou knowest, I shall be


    No more: then con thy task.

  


  
    If one be left on earth so late


    Whose love is like the past,


    Tell her in whispers, gentle Fate!


    Not even love must last.

  


  
    Tell her I leave the noisy feast


    Of life, a little tired,


    Amid its pleasures few possest


    And many undesired.

  


  
    Tell her with steady pace to come


    And, where my laurels lie,


    To throw the freshest on the tomb,


    When it has caught her sigh.

  


  
    Tell her to stand some steps apart


    From others on that day,


    And check the tear (if tear should start)


    Too precious for dull clay.

  


  
    **
  


  CCXXII.

  

  TO A LADY ON COMING OF AGE.


  
    FEAR not my frequent verse may raise


    To your clear brow the vulgar gaze.


    Another I reserve in store


    For day yet happier; then no more.


    Believe (youth’s happy creed!) believe


    That never can bright morns deceive;


    That brighter must arise for you


    Than ever the proud sun rode through.


    It has been said, on wedlock-land


    Some paths are thorny, more are sand.


    I hope the coming spring may show


    How little they who say it, know.


    Meanwhile with tranquil breast survey


    The trophies of the present day.


    When twenty years their course have run,


    Anxious we wait the following one.


    Lo! Fortune in full pomp descends


    Surrounded by her host of friends,


    And Beauty moves, in passing by,


    With loftier port and steadier eye.


    Alas, alas! when these are flown,


    Shall there be nothing quite your own?


    Not Beauty from her stores can give


    The mighty charm that makes us live,


    Nor shieldless Fortune overcome


    The shadows that besiege the tomb.


    You, better guarded, may be sure


    Your name for ages will endure,


    While all the powerful, all the proud,


    All that excite the clamorous crowd,


    With truncheon or with diadem,


    Shall lie one mingled mass with them.


    Chide you our praises? You alone


    Can doubt of glories fairly won.


    Genius, altho’ he seldom decks


    Where beauty does the softer sex,


    Approaches you with accents bland,


    Attunes your voice, directs your hand,


    And soon will fix upon your brow


    A crown as bright as Love does now.

  


  
    **
  


  CCXXIII.


  
    BEAUTY! thou arbitress of weal or woe


    To others, but how powerless of thy own,


    How prone to fall on the smooth path, how prone


    To place thy tender foot on the sharp flint


    And bleed until the evening fade and die!


    I see thee happy now, and I rejoice,


    As if thou wert (almost as if!) for me:


    But thou hast tarried with me long enough,


    And now hast taken all thy gifts away.


    How various and how changeful is thy mien!


    Various and changeful as the neck of doves


    In colour: here so meek, so stately there;


    Here festive, and there sad; here, tall, erect,


    Commanding; there, small, slender, bent to yield.


    I have observ’d thee resolute and bold


    And stepping forth to conquer, and thy brow


    Rattling its laurel o’er the myrtle crown;


    Beauty! I now behold thee lower thine eyes


    And throw them forward on the ground, while two


    Close at thy side interrogate and plead.


    Others have done the same, but those were met


    Calmly, and smiles were cast indifferently


    Back into them; smiles that smote every heart,


    But most the heart they fell into that hour.


    It pleas’d me to behold it: we all love


    To see a little of the cruelty


    We could ill bear, and, when we read of, weep.


    Beauty! thou now art with that innocent


    Who seems of Love’s own age, and Love’s own power.


    Haply ere this there are upon the earth


    Some, by all hope abandoned, who ascend


    The highths of Himalaya; some who fight


    Where Napier’s foot makes Hindus run straight on


    And Kyber quails beneath his eagle eye;


    While others bear her on untiring breast


    To Zembla, and with iron that often breaks


    Engrave her name upon eternal ice.

  


  
    **
  


  CCXXIV.

  

  A MOTHER’S TALE.


  
    I NEVER knew but one who died for love,


    Among the maidens glorified in heaven


    For this most pure, most patient martyrdom,


    And most courageous. If courageous he


    Who graspt and held the Persian prow until


    Wielded by desperate fear the scymetar


    Gleamed on the sea, and it ran red below


    From the hand sever’d and the arm that still


    Threaten’d, till brave men drew aside the brave;


    If this be courage (and was man’s e’er more?)


    Sublimer, holier, doth God’s breath inspire


    Into the tenderer breast and frailer form,


    Erect when Fortune and when Fate oppose,


    Erect when Hope, its only help, is gone,


    Nor yielding till Death’s friendlier voice says yield.


    Brave Eleusinian! I must now away


    From thee and Greece; away, to milder scenes,


    Not milder sufferings.


    In my ear was pour’d


    The piteous story from the mother’s lips,


    Who laid her hand on mine, and oftentimes


    With idle finger moved my pliant veins


    And lookt on them, nor knew on what she lookt,


    As her sad tale went on; for she had found


    One who hath never dared to stir from grief,


    Or interrupt its utterance in its hour,


    Or blusht, where child was lost, to be a child.


    Abruptly she began, abruptly closed.


    “He was an ensign, and, whatever woes


    He brought on me and mine, a good young man,


    Modest in speech and manners, fond of books,


    Such as we find in all these little towns,


    And ready to be led aside by love


    To any covert with a castle near,


    Or cottage on the river-side or moor,


    No matter which; the comfortable house


    And street, with shops along it, scare off love.


    I am grown bitter I do fear me, sir,


    In talking thus, but I have lost my child


    By such wild fancies of a wayward world,


    Different from what contented us erewhile.


    William (he told me I must call him so,


    And christian names methinks not ill beseem


    The christian, and bring kindness at the sound)


    William dwelt here above, not long before


    I could perceive that Lucy went away


    When he came in to speak to me, and tried


    To see as little of him as she might.


    I askt, had he offended her: she said


    He was incapable of doing wrong:


    I blamed her for her rudeness; she replied


    She was not rude; and yet those very words


    Were nearer rudeness than she ever spake


    Until that hour.


    Month after month flew by,


    And both seemed lonely, though they never lived


    More than few steps asunder; I do think


    She fled from love and he strove hard with it,


    But neither own’d they did. He often came


    To tell me something, and lookt round the room,


    And fixt his eyes on the one vacant chair


    Before the table, and the work unroll’d.


    At last he found her quite alone, and then


    Avow’d the tenderest, and the purest love,


    Askt her consent only to speak with me


    And press his suit thereafter: she declared


    She never could; and tears flow’d plenteously.


    I enter’d; nor did she, as many do,


    Move her eyes from me nor abase them more,


    Neither did he, but told what he had said


    And she had answer’d. I reproved her much


    For ignorance of duty, and neglect


    Of such an honour: he then claspt my hand,


    And swore no earthly views should ever turn


    His eyes from that bright idol.


    ‘May I hope,


    Sweet Lucy! may I pause from my despair


    I should say rather . . even that were bliss . .


    Speak, is that bliss forbidden?’ She replied,


    ‘You think me worthy of great happiness,


    But Fortune has not thought so; I am poor


    And you are (or you will be) rich: ’tis thus


    All marriages should be; but marriages


    Alone are suitable that suit with pride,


    With prejudice, with avarice; enough


    If dead men’s names have hallowed them, if warpt


    Alliances besprinkle them with dust,


    Or herald prime and furbish them anew.


    Yes, they must please all in two families,


    Excepting those who marry. We are both


    Alike God’s creatures, but the World claims one,


    The other is rejected of the World.


    Hated I well could be for loving you,


    For loving me you must not be despised.’


    ‘Lucy then loves me!’ cried the youth, ‘she loves me!’


    And prest her to his heart, and seiz’d her hand,


    ‘And ever will I hold it till her lips,


    In whose one breath is all my life contain’d,


    Say, it is thine.’


    Ah! ’twere but time ill-spent


    To follow them thro’ love; ’twere walking o’er


    A meadow in the spring, where, every step,


    The grass and beauteous flowers are all the same,


    And ever were and ever will be so.


    But now the season was at hand when rush


    Into salt water all whom smokey town


    Had hardened in the skin, whom cards and dice


    Had crampt, whom luxury unstrung, whom dance


    From midnight into sunshine, and whom routs


    (Not always do we call things by their names


    So aptly) swoln with irksomeness and spite


    Vomited forth . . here meet they all again,


    Glum and askance, the closer the less neighbours;


    And those who late were chatty now are seen


    Primly apart like hop-poles without hops,


    Lank, listless, helpless, useless, and unlovely.


    Here many would lay out their happiness,


    And many be content to waste another’s:


    Of these was one whose name shall rest untold;


    Young is he, and (God aiding) may be better.


    With a bright riband and a horse upon it


    Full-gallop . . first of orders I surmise . .


    He must have done rare service to his king


    Before he wore a sabre or a beard,


    To win all this; but won it all he had,


    And wore it too as bravely.


    This young man


    Was passing thro’ our town toward the coast,


    Heedless and ignorant (as wiser men


    And better may have been) what spirit moves


    Upon those waters, that unpausing sea


    Which heaves with God’s own image, ever pure,


    And ministers in mightiness to Earth


    Plenty and health and beauty and delight;


    Of all created things beneath the skies


    The only one that mortal may not mar.


    Here met he William, whom he knew at school.


    And showed him his gay lady, and desired


    That William would show his.


    With gravity


    Did William listen, and at last confess


    Ties far more holy that should soon unite


    With him a lowly maid.


    The captain heard


    Deridingly his chapter of romance,


    Such did he call it.


    ‘Introduce me, pray,


    To the fair bride elect.’


    ‘When bride,’ said he,


    ‘And proudly then; yes, you and all my friends.’


    So far I know, what follow’d I know not,


    Only that William often spent the day


    With these great folks; at first, when he returned


    He was more fond than ever of my child;


    Soon after, he came late into the house,


    Then later, and one day, ’twas Saturday,


    He said to me he should go home to ask


    His father’s approbation of the match,


    And hoped, and doubted not, his full consent.


    Alas! I knew not then that those who go


    For this consent have given up their own.


    He went . . . O sir! he went . . . My tale is told.


    He wrote to me . . but I have said it all . .


    He wrote . . My Lucy caught the letter up


    And kist it; read it, dropt it on the floor;


    Seiz’d it again, again with eye brim-full


    Lookt, and again dropt it, despondingly.


    O sir! did I not say my tale is told!


    ’Twas Sunday, and the bells had nearly done,


    When Lucy called to me, and urged my haste:


    I said I could not leave her; for she lookt


    Paler, and spoke more feebly; then I raved


    Against the false one who had caused her death.


    She caught my arm. . .


    ‘No, Lucy, no!’ cried I,


    ‘Not death; you yet are young and may live on


    These many years.’


    She smiled, and thus replied:


    ‘Hope it not, mother! lest one pang the more


    Befall you! wish me better things than life;


    But, above all, sweet mother!’ . . and she sigh’d . .


    ‘Think not I die for William and for love.


    Many have gone before their twentieth year,


    Mine is half over; many, now in bliss,


    Have learnt to read God’s will at earlier dawn,


    And crost life’s threshold strown with freshest flowers


    Trippingly and alert, to meet a friend,


    A father, who (they knew) awaited them.


    Many have had short notice to quit home,


    And, when they left it, left it unprepared;


    I, mother, I have been two years in dying,


    And one day more: should ever he know this,


    ’Twould comfort him . . for he must think of me.


    But am I not too proud for one so near . .’


    She would not say . . I shriekt and said it: death!


    She prest my hand, and her smile sank away.


    She would console, I would not be consoled.


    ‘O let me think then I may die for him,


    But say no more to pain me . . let me love,


    And love him, when I can not, for my sake.’


    Slumber came over her; one faint sob broke it;


    And then came heavier slumber; nought broke that.”


    She paus’d; I too sat silent: she resumed . .


    For Love and Sorrow drop not at the grave


    The image of the cherisht one within.


    Too confident upon her strength recall’d,


    She would have mounted into brighter days


    For hours when youth was cool and all things calm,


    Saying to me, with evener voice and look,


    “Lucy, when last you saw her, was a child.”


    “And is, if Angel be, a child again,”


    Said I.


    She claspt her hands above her head


    And rusht away, leaving me all alone.


    The chamber-door stood open, and her brow


    Had sunk into her pillow, but no rest


    Was there; she sought one at the duskier side


    Of the same bed, o’er which (almost to touch)


    The dim resemblance of a joyous youth


    Shook gently, pendent from its light-hair’d chord.


    Nor youth nor age nor virtue can avoid


    Miseries that fly in darkness thro’ the world,


    Striking at random, irremissably,


    Until our sun sinks thro’ its waves, until


    The golden brim melts from the brightest cloud,


    And all that we have seen hath disappeared.

  


  
    **
  


  


  

  

  

  



  Part 2


  Epigraph 2


  
    My guest! I have not led you thro’


    The old footpath of swamp and sedges;


    But . . mind your step . . you’re coming to


    Shingle and shells with sharpish edges.

  


  
    Here a squash jelly-fish, and here


    An old shark’s head with open jaw


    We hap may hit on: never fear


    Scent rather rank and crooked saw.

  


  
    Step forward: we shall pass them soon,


    And then before you will arise


    A fertile scene; a placid moon


    Above, and star-besprinkled skies.

  


  
    And we shall reach at last (where ends


    The field of thistles, sharp and light)


    A dozen brave and honest friends,


    And there wish one and all good-night.

  


  
    **
  


  CCXXV.


  
    O’ERFOAMING with rage


    The foul-mouth’d judge Page


    Thus question’d a thief in the dock:


    “Didst never hear read


    In the church, lump of lead!


    Loose chip from the devil’s own block!


    ‘Thou shalt not steal?’” “Yea,”


    The white chap did say,


    “‘Thou shalt not:’ but thou was the word.


    Had he piped out ‘Jem Hewitt!


    Be sure you don’t do it,’


    I’d ha’ thought of it twice ere I did it, my lord.”

  


  
    **
  


  CCXXVI.

  

  SENT WITH POEMS.


  
    LITTLE volume, warm with wishes,


    Fear not brows that never frown!


    After Byron’s peppery dishes


    Matho’s mild skim-milk goes down.

  


  
    Change she wants not, self-concenter’d,


    She whom Attic graces please,


    She whose Genius never enter’d


    Literature’s gin-palaces.

  


  
    **
  


  CCXXVII.

  

  WRITTEN ON THE FIRST LEAF OF AN ALBUM.


  
    PASS me: I only am the rind


    To the rich fruit that you will find,


    My friends, at every leaf behind.

  


  
    **
  


  CCXXVIII.

  

  ON ANOTHER.


  
    WHY have the Graces chosen me


    To write what all they love must see?


    I can not tell you for my life.


    But why was Venus Vulcan’s wife?


    The reason must be just the same;


    My verses are not much more lame.

  


  
    **
  


  CCXXIX.


  
    ONE leg across his wide arm-chair,


    Sat Singleton, and read Voltaire;


    And when (as well he might) he hit


    Upon a splendid piece of wit,


    He cried: “I do declare now, this


    Upon the whole is not amiss.”


    And spent a good half-hour to show


    By metaphysics why ’twas so.

  


  
    **
  


  CCXXX.

  

  TO B.


  
    THE Devil, when he made believe


    The pure and simple soul of Eve,


    Was scarcely yet thy better half,


    For he had only lied and smiled


    And ruined whom his arts beguiled,


    Not mockt her with his hellish laugh.

  


  
    **
  


  CCXXXI.


  
    YOUTH but by help of memory can be sage:


    Wiser by losing some of it is Age.

  


  
    **
  


  CCXXXII.

  

  1795.


  
    IT seems, whenever we are idle,


    We call for saddle and for bridle,


    And girt and buckled from the throne


    Let others’ blood to cool our own.


    Wars, where nor want nor danger calls,


    Have hung with tatters half St. Paul’s;


    And some years hence this courtly fashion


    Will hang with tatters half the nation.


    The thirsty tribe that draws the sword


    For water less than fills a gourd,


    Is wiser in my humble mind


    Than men who only fight for wind,


    And merits more from sage and bard


    Than Marlbro’ or the Savoyard.

  


  
    **
  


  CCXXXIII.


  
    WHISKERED Furies! boy-stuft blouses!


    Fanning fires on peaceful houses!


    What are all these oaths and yells


    Belcht from thirty million hells?


    Swagger, scream, and peste away!


    Courage now, anon dismay!


    Louis-Philip! rear your walls


    Round these madmen and their brawls.


    Well you know the fiery rout,


    And what rain can put it out.

  


  
    **
  


  CCXXXIV.


  
    I RAIS’D my eyes to Pallas, and she laught.


    “Goddess!” said I, “pray tell me why?”


    “Look at my olive with a sloe ingraft!


    Where stood your Pericles, five scoundrels set ye


    (O father Zeus!) on Otho and Coletti.”


    Then said she, and her scornful voice grew meek,


    “Return thou homeward and forget thou Greek.”

  


  
    **
  


  CCXXXV.

  

  QUARREL.


  
    Man. Work on marble shall not be,


    Lady fair! the work for me:


    For which reason you and I


    May together say good-bye.

  


  
    Lady. Say of marble what you will,


    Work on sand is vainer still:


    For which reason I and you


    Very wisely say adieu.

  


  
    **
  


  CCXXXVI.


  
    GO on, go on, and love away!


    Mine was, another’s is, the day.


    Go on, go on, thou false one! now


    Upon his shoulder rest thy brow,


    And look into his eyes until


    Thy own, to find them colder, fill.

  


  
    **
  


  CCXXXVII.


  
    EGG strikes on egg and breaks it; true;


    But, striking, is not broken too.


    Thus while one smitten heart, a-fire,


    Gives way, the other is entire.

  


  
    **
  


  CCXXXVIII.


  
    TEN thousand flakes about my windows blow,


    Some falling and some rising, but all snow.


    Scribblers and statesmen! are ye not just so?

  


  
    **
  


  CCXXXIX.


  
    LADY TO LADY.


    TELL me, proud though lovely maiden!


    He who heaves from heart o’erladen


    Verse on verse for only you,


    What is it he hopes to do?

  


  
    REPLY.


    What he hopes is but to please.


    If I give his hand a squeeze,


    Silent, at the closing strain,


    Tell me, does it write in vain.

  


  
    **
  


  CCXL.

  

  TO LEIGH HUNT, ON AN OMISSION IN HIS “FEAST OF THE POETS.”


  
    LEIGH Hunt! thou stingy man, Leigh Hunt!


    May Charon swamp thee in his punt,


    For having, in thy list, forgotten


    So many poets scarce half rotten,


    Who did expect of thee at least


    A few cheese-parings from thy Feast.


    Hast thou no pity on the men


    Who suck (as babes their tongues) the pen,


    Until it leaves no traces where


    It lighted, and seems dipt in air.


    At last be generous, Hunt! and prythee


    Refresh (and gratis too) in Lethe


    Yonder sick Muse, surcharged with poppies


    And heavier presentation-copies.


    She must grow livelier, and the river


    More potent in effect than ever.

  


  
    **
  


  CCXLI.

  

  OLD STYLE.


  
    AURELIUS, Sire of Hungrinesses!


    Thee thy old friend Catullus blesses,


    And sends thee six fine watercresses.


    There are who would not think me quite


    (Unless we were old friends) polite


    To mention whom you should invite.


    Look at them well; and turn it o’er


    In your own mind . . I’d have but four . .


    Lucullus, Cæsar, and two more.

  


  
    **
  


  CCXLII.

  

  NEW STYLE.


  
    I VERY much indeed approve


    Of maidens moderating love


    Until they’ve twenty pounds;


    Then Prudence, with a poet’s praise,


    May loose the laces of their stays,


    And let them quest like hounds.

  


  
    Peggy, my theme, twelve years ago


    (Or better) did precisely so:


    She lived at farmer Spence’s;


    She scour’d the pantry, milk’d the cows,


    And answer’d every would-be spouse.


    “D’ye think I’ve lost my senses?”

  


  
    Until the twenty pounds were safe,


    She tiff’d at Tim, she ran from Ralph,


    Squire nodded . . deuce a curtsy!


    Sam thought her mopish, Silas proud,


    And Jedediah cried aloud,


    “Pray who the devil hurts ye?”

  


  
    But now the twenty pounds were got,


    She knew the fire to boil the pot,


    She knew the man to trust to.


    I’m glad I gave this tidy lass


    (Under my roof) a cheerful glass


    (Of water) and a crust too.

  


  
    Although the seventeenth of May,


    It was a raw and misty day


    When Ebenezer Smart,


    (The miller’s lad of Boxholm-mill)


    Having obtained her right good-will


    And prudent virgin heart,

  


  
    Led her to church: and Joseph Stead


    (The curate of said Boxholm) read


    The service; and Will Sands


    (The clerk) repeated the response


    (They after him) which utter’d once


    Holds fast two plighted hands.

  


  
    And now they live aside the weir,


    And (on my conscience) I declare


    As merrily as larks.


    This I can vouch for: I went in


    One day and sat upon the bin


    While Peggy hemm’d two sarks.

  


  
    I do not say two sarks entire,


    Collar and wristband; these require


    (I reckon) some time more;


    But mainly two stout sarks, the tail


    And fore-flap, stiff as coat of mail


    On knight in days of yore.

  


  
    I told my sister and our maid


    (Anne Waddlewell) how long I stayed


    With Peggy: ’twas until her


    Dinner-time: we expect, before


    Eight or (at most) nine months are o’er,


    Another little miller.

  


  
    **
  


  CCXLIII.

  

  SUGGESTED BY HORACE.


  
    NEVER, my boy, so blush and blink,


    Or care a straw what people think,


    If you by chance are seen to dally


    With that sweet little creature Sally.


    Lest by degrees you sidle from her,


    I’ll quote you Ovid, Horace, Homer.


    If the two first are loose, there still is


    Authority in proud Achilles;


    And never, night or day, could be his


    Dignity hurt by dear Briseis.


    Altho’ I take an interest


    In having you and Sally blest,


    I know those ancles small and round


    Are standing on forbidden ground,


    So fear no rivalry to you


    In gentlemen of thirty-two.

  


  
    **
  


  CCXLIV.


  
    YOU may or you may not believe


    That soldiers have been known to thieve:


    The question is not settled well


    By what I am about to tell.


    Frederick the Great was reigning, when


    One of the bravest of his men


    Before his majesty was call’d


    By two grave priests, and sore appall’d;


    For, in despite of every care, he


    Took jewels from the Virgin Mary;


    And on his person stow’d the same


    Where she would never look, for shame.


    So thought he; but each wily priest


    Would search the wicked knave undrest.


    Down dropt the jewels. When thy both


    Told the same tale, the king, tho’ loth


    To hang him, very justly said,


    “To-morrow, I am much afraid,


    The soldier, thus accused, must bleed . .


    Without your pardon.”


    “No indeed,”


    Said they.


    “My fathers!” said the king,


    “Let me suggest another thing.


    You, as true Catholics, will own


    Mary can favour anyone.”


    “Beyond a doubt.”


    “And sometimes does it


    Where no man ever could suppose it.


    The Virgin may have bow’d from heaven,


    And what he took she may have given:


    For ladies always love the brave,


    And Mary is the maid to save.


    I can but order that no suitor


    Accept from her such gifts in future.”

  


  
    **
  


  CCXLV.


  
    AN English boy, whose travels lay


    In Italy, had slept at night


    Sound as a bishop all the way,


    Till suddenly . . the strangest sight!

  


  
    Above the upper of the two


    Near ridges of old Appennine,


    (Seemingly scarce a good stone-throw)


    A lighted globe began to shine.

  


  
    “O father! father!” cried the lad,


    “What wicked boys are hereabout!


    How wild! how mischievous! how mad!


    Look yonder! let us put it out.

  


  
    I never saw such a balloon


    So near . . that olive now takes fire!


    The corn there crackles!”


    “’Tis the Moon,”


    Patting his head, replied the sire.

  


  
    **
  


  CCXLVI.


  
    METELLUS is a lover: one whose ear


    (I have been told) is duller than his sight.


    The day of his departure had drawn near;


    And (meeting her beloved over-night)


    Softly and tenderly Corinna sigh’d:


    “Won’t you be quite as happy now without me?”


    Metellus, in his innocence replied,


    “Corinna! oh Corinna! can you doubt me?”

  


  
    **
  


  CCXLVII.


  
    THE blackest of grapes, with a footpath hard by,


    Should scarcely be watcht with so watchful an eye


    As that kid of a girl whom old Egon has made


    His partner for life, nor ashamed, nor afraid.

  


  
    **
  


  CCXLVIII.


  
    IF hatred of the calm and good,


    And quenchless thirst of human blood,


    Should rouse a restless race again,


    And new Napoleons scour the plain,


    Ye arbiters of nations, spare


    The land of Rabelais and Molière,


    But swing those panthers by the ears


    Across the grating of Algiers.

  


  
    **
  


  CCXLIX.


  
    PLEASANT it is to wink and sniff the fumes


    The little dainty poet blows for us,


    Kneeling in his soft cushion at the hearth,


    And patted on the head by passing maids.


    Who would discourage him? who bid him off?


    Invidious or morose! Enough, to say


    (Perhaps too much unless ’tis mildly said)


    That slender twigs send forth the fiercest flame,


    Not without noise, but ashes soon succeed,


    While the broad chump leans back against the stones,


    Strong with internal fire, sedately breathed,


    And heats the chamber round from morn till night.

  


  
    **
  


  CCL.

  

  COTTAGE LEFT FOR LONDON.


  
    THE covert walk, the mossy apple-trees,


    And the long grass that darkens underneath,


    I leave for narrow streets and gnats and fleas,


    Water unfit to drink and air to breathe.

  


  
    **
  


  CCLI.


  
    COME, Sleep! but mind ye! if you come without


    The little girl that struck me at the rout,


    By Jove! I would not give you half-a-crown


    For all your poppy-heads and all your down.

  


  
    **
  


  CCLII.


  
    DEEP forests hide the stoutest oaks;


    Hazels make sticks for market-folks;


    He who comes soon to his estate


    Dies poor; the rich heir is the late.


    Sere ivy shaded Shakespeare’s brow;


    But Matho is a poet now.

  


  
    **
  


  CCLIII.

  

  PIEVANO ARLOTTO.


  
    “I WILL invite that merry priest


    Arlotto for to-morrow’s feast,”


    Another, quite as merry, said,


    “And you shall see his fun repaid.


    When dinner’s on the board, we’ll draw


    (Each of the company) a straw:


    The shortest straw shall tap the wine


    In cellar, while the others dine:


    And now I’ll show how we’ll contrive


    He draws the shortest of the five.”


    They learn their lesson: there are few


    Good priests (where eating goes) but do,


    From Helgabalus ending with


    Humour’s pink primate Sydney Smith.


    Such food more suits them, truth to speak,


    Than heavy joints of tough-grain’d Greek.


    Well; all are seated.


    “Where’s our Chianti?”


    Cries one: “without it feasts are scanty.


    We will draw lots then who shall go


    And fill the bottles from below.”


    They drew. Arlotto saw their glee,


    And nought discomfited was he.


    Down-stairs he went: he brought up two,


    And saw his friends (as friends should do)


    Enjoying their repast, and then


    For the three others went again.


    Although there was no long delay,


    Dish after dish had waned away.


    Minestra, liver fried, and raw


    Delicious ham, had plumpt the maw.


    Polpetti, roll’d in anise, here


    Show their fat sides and disappear.


    Salame, too, half mule’s half pig’s,


    Moisten’d with black and yellow figs;


    And maccaroni by the ell


    From high-uplifted fingers fell.


    Garlic and oil and cheese unite


    Their concert on the appetite,


    Breathing an odour which alone


    The laic world might dine upon.


    But never think that nought remains


    To recompense Arlotto’s pains.


    There surely was the nicest pie


    That ever met Pievano’s eye.


    Full fifty toes of ducks and geese,


    Heads, gizzards, windpipes, soakt in grease,


    Were in that pie, and thereupon


    Sugar and salt and cinnamon;


    Kid which, while living, any goat


    Might look at twice and never know’t


    A quarter of grill’d turkey, scored


    And lean as a backgammon board,


    And dark as Saint Bartholomew,


    And quite as perfectly done through.


    Birds that, two minutes since, were quails,


    And a stupendous stew of snails.


    “Brother Arlotto!” said the host,


    “Here’s yet a little of our roast.


    Brother Arlotto! never spare.”


    Arlotto gaily took his chair


    And readily fell to: but soon


    He struck the table with a spoon,


    Exclaiming, “Brother! let us now


    Draw straws again. Who runs below


    To stop the casks? for very soon


    Little is there within, or none.”


    Far flies the napkin, and our host


    Is down the cellar-stairs.


    “All lost!


    Santa Maria! The Devil’s own trick!


    Scoffer! blasphemer! heretick!


    Broaching (by all the Saints) five casks


    Only to fill as many flasks!


    Methinks the trouble had been small


    To have replaced the plugs in all.”


    Arlotto heard and answer’d. “You


    Forgot to tell me what to do.


    But let us say no more, because


    We should not quarrel about straws.


    If you must play your pranks, at least


    Don’t play ’em with a brother priest.”

  


  
    **
  


  CCLIV.


  
    GOD’S laws declare


    Thou shalt not swear


    By aught in heaven above or earth below.


    Upon my honour! Melville cries;


    He swears, and lies;


    Does Melville then break God’s commandment? No.

  


  
    **
  


  CCLV.


  
    DOES your voice never fail you in singing a song


    So false and so spiteful on us who are young?


    When, lady, as surely as you are alive


    We are seldom inconstant till seventy-five,


    And altho’ I have question’d a hundred such men,


    They never would say why we should be so then.


    In another six years I shall know all about it;


    But some knowledge is vain, and we do best without it.

  


  
    **
  


  CCLVI.


  
    CLAP, clap the double nightcap on!


    Gifford will read you his amours,


    Lazy as Scheld and cold as Don;


    Kneel, and thank Heaven they are not yours.

  


  
    **
  


  CCLVII.

  

  FLOWERS SENT IN BAY-LEAVES.


  
    I LEAVE for you to disunite


    Frail flowers and lasting bays:


    One, let me hope, you’ll wear to-night


    The other all your days.

  


  
    **
  


  CCLVIII.


  
    “I’M half in love,” he who with smiles hath said,


    In love will never be.


    Whoe’er, “I’m not in love,” and shakes his head,


    In love too sure is he.

  


  
    **
  


  CCLIX.

  

  SEVERE WINTER.


  
    SUCH rapid jerks, such rude grimaces,


    Such lengthened eyes, such crumpled faces,


    Grinning with such a stress and wrench,


    One fancies all the world is French.

  


  
    **
  


  CCLX.


  
    I REMEMBER the time ere his temples were grey,


    And I frown’d at the things he’d the boldness to say,


    But now he’s grown old he may say what he will,


    I laugh at his nonsense and take nothing ill.

  


  
    Indeed I must say he’s a little improved,


    For he watches no longer the slily beloved,


    No longer as once he awakens my fears,


    Not a glance he perceives, not a whisper he hears.

  


  
    If he heard one of late, it has never transpired,


    For his only delight is to see me admired;


    And now pray what better return can I make


    Than to flirt and be always admired . . for his sake.

  


  
    **
  


  CCLXI.


  
    PRETTY maiden! pretty maiden!


    Heavily is Tsing-Ti laden


    With one love, and three-score woes.


    Sweeter than the herb Yu-lu,


    Or the flowering Lan, are you . .


    What long eyes! and what small nose!

  


  
    Pretty maiden! pretty maiden!


    Sands that your short feet have stray’d on


    Turn to musk or ambergrise:


    Every other girl’s seem longer,


    Ay, and darker, than a conger,


    And they only make me sneeze.

  


  
    Pretty maiden! pretty maiden!


    All the verses ever laid on


    Beauty’s tea-tray, would fall short


    Of your manifold perfection . .


    And alas my recollection


    Can perform but little for’t!

  


  
    Pretty maiden! pretty maiden!


    Sadly do I want your aid in


    Summing up amount so rich:


    But if any little thing


    Should escape your sigh-sore Tsing


    Call him back, and show him which.

  


  
    **
  


  CCLXII.


  
    “FEAR God!” says Percival: and when you hear


    Tones so lugubrious, you perforce must fear:


    If in such awful accents he should say,


    “Fear lovely Innocence!” you’d run away.

  


  
    **
  


  CCLXIII.


  
    YESTERDAY, at the sessions held in Buckingham,


    The Reverend Simon Shutwood, famed for tucking ham


    And capon into his appointed maw,


    Gravely discust a dreadful breach of law,


    And then committed to the county jail


    (After a patient hearing) William Flail:


    For that he, Flail, one day last week,


    Was seen maliciously to sneak


    And bend his body by the fence


    Of his own garden, and from thence


    Abstract, out of a noose, a hare,


    Which he unlawfully found there;


    Against the peace (as may be seen


    In Burn and Blackstone) of the queen.


    He, question’d thereupon, in short


    Could give no better reason for’t,


    Than that his little boys and he


    Did often in the morning see


    Said hare and sundry other hares


    Nibbling on certain herbs of theirs.


    Teddy, the seventh of the boys,


    Counted twelve rows, fine young savoys,


    Bit to the ground by them, and out


    Of ne’er a plant a leaf to sprout:


    And Sam, the youngest lad, did think


    He saw a couple at a pink.


    “Come!” cried the reverend, “come, confess!”


    Flail answered “I will do no less.


    Puss we did catch; puss we did eat;


    It was her turn to give the treat.


    Nor overmuch was there for eight o’ us


    With a half-gallon o’ potatoes:


    Eight; for our Sue lay sick abed,


    And poor dear Bessy with the dead.”


    “We can not listen to such idle words,”


    The reverend said, “The hares are all my lord’s.


    Have you no more, my honest friend, to say


    Why we should not commit you, and straightway?”


    Whereat Will Flail


    Grew deadly pale,


    And cried, “If you are so severe on me,


    An ignorant man, and poor as poor can be,


    O Mister Shutwood! what would you have done


    If you had caught God’s blessed only Son,


    When he broke off (in land not his, they say)


    That ear of barley on the Sabbath-day?


    Sweet Jesus! in the prison he had died,


    And never for our sins been crucified.”


    With the least gouty of two doe-skin feet


    The reverend stampt, then cried in righteous heat,


    “Constable! take that man down-stairs,


    He quotes the Scripture and eats hares.”

  


  
    **
  


  CCLXIV.


  
    TWO cackling mothers hatch two separate broods


    Of patriots; neither shall infest my house.


    I shun the noisier, but I loathe far more


    Patriots with tags about their carcases


    Bedolled with bits of ribbon and rag-lace,


    Or dangling, dainty, jewel’d crucifix


    The puft heart’s pride, and not its purifier.


    Limbs, lives, and fortunes, all before the king,


    Until he ask the hazard of the same;


    Then the two broods unite, one step, one voice,


    For their dear country in its sad estate.

  


  
    **
  


  CCLXV.

  

  TO THE RIGHT REV. FATHER IN GOD HENRY LORD BISHOP OF EXETER.


  
    BARONIAL apostolic sir!


    If our poor limping church must stir,


    I who am zealous for your order


    From the cope-point to bottom border,


    And lower my eyes before the surplice,


    But bear most reverence where most purple is,


    Ready my very soul to pawn


    Where I have pinn’d my faith, on lawn.


    I supplicate you to advise


    Your children, changing their disguise,


    They put on one that does not show


    So very much of dirt below.

  


  
    **
  


  CCLXVI.


  
    ONE tooth has Mummius; but in sooth


    No man has such another tooth:


    Such a prodigious tooth would do


    To moor the bark of Charon to,


    Or, better than the Sinai stone,


    To grave the Ten Commandments on.

  


  
    **
  


  CCLXVII.


  
    A LITTLE cornet of dragoons,


    Immerst in gilded pantaloons,


    To kiss consenting Helen aim’d:


    He rais’d his head, but ’twas so low,


    She cried, (and pusht away her beau,)


    “Go, creature! are you not ashamed?”

  


  
    **
  


  CCLXVIII.


  
    DOES it become a girl so wise,


    So exquisite in harmonies,


    To ask me when do I intend


    To write a sonnet? What? my friend!


    A sonnet? Never. Rhyme o’erflows


    Italian, which hath scarcely prose;


    And I have larded full three-score


    With sorte, morte, cuor, amor.


    But why should we, altho’ we have


    Enough for all things, gay or grave,


    Say, on your conscience, why should we


    Who draw deep seans along the sea,


    Cut them in pieces to beset


    The shallows with a cabbage-net?


    Now if you ever ask again


    A thing so troublesome and vain,


    By all your charms! before the morn,


    To show my anger and my scorn,


    First I will write your name a-top,


    Then from this very ink shall drop


    A score of sonnets; every one


    Shall call you star, or moon, or sun,


    Till, swallowing such warm-water verse,


    Even sonnet-sippers sicken worse.

  


  
    **
  


  CCLXIX.

  

  TO H.


  
    SNAPPISH and captious, ever prowling


    For something to excite thy growling;


    He who can bear thee must be one


    Gentle to beasts as Waterton.

  


  
    **
  


  CCLXX.


  
    TO Rose and to Sophy


    A column and trophy


    Ascend at the summons of viols and flutes,


    For adding to-day,


    On the coast of Torbay,


    To the Army of Martyrs a hundred recruits.

  


  
    **
  


  CCLXXI.


  
    SIGHS must be grown less plentiful,


    Or else my senses are more dull.


    Where are they all? These many years


    Only my own have reacht my ears.

  


  
    **
  


  CCLXXII.


  
    PLANTS the most beauteous love the water’s brink,


    Opening their bosoms at young Zephyr’s sighs.


    Maidens, come hither: see with your own eyes


    How many are trod down, how many sink.

  


  
    **
  


  CCLXXIII.


  
    TIME past I thought it worth my while


    To hunt all day to catch a smile:


    Now ladies do not smile, but laugh,


    I like it not so much by half;


    And yet perhaps it might be shown


    A laugh is but a smile full-blown.

  


  
    **
  


  CCLXXIV.


  
    EACH year bears something from us as it flies,


    We only blow it farther with our sighs.

  


  
    **
  


  CCLXXV.


  
    IDLE and light are many things you see


    In these my closing pages: blame not me.


    However rich and plenteous the repast,


    Nuts, almonds, biscuits, wafers, come at last.

  


  
    **
  


  CCLXXVI.


  
    IN wrath a youth was heard to say,


    “From girl so false I turn away.


    By all that’s sacred ice shall burn


    And sun shall freeze ere I return.”


    But as he went, at least one finger


    Within her hand was found to linger;


    One foot, that should outstrip the wind,


    (But only one) drew loads behind.

  


  
    **
  


  CCLXXVII.

  

  SIDDONS AND HER MAID.


  
    Siddons. I leave, and unreluctant, the repast:


    The herb of China is its crown at last.


    Maiden! hast thou a thimble in thy gear?


    Maid. Yes, missus, yes.


    Siddons. Then, maiden, place it here,


    With penetrated penetrating eyes.


    Maid. Mine? missus! are they?


    Siddons. Child! thou art unwise.


    Of needles’, not of woman’s, eyes I spake.


    Maid. O dear me! missus! what a sad mistake!


    Siddons. Now canst thou tell me what was that which led


    Athenian Theseus into labyrinth dread?


    Maid. He never told me: I can’t say, not I,


    Unless, mayhap, ’twas curiosity.


    Siddons. Fond maiden!


    Maid. No, upon my conscience, madam!


    If I was fond of ’em I might have had ’em.


    Siddons. Avoid! avaunt! beshrew me! ’tis in vain


    That Shakespeare’s language germinates again.

  


  
    **
  


  CCLXXVIII.

  

  LETTER-LAND.


  
    SLAVES-MERCHANTS, scalpers, cannibals, agree . .


    In Letter-land no brotherhood must be,


    If there were living upon earth but twain,


    One would be Abel and the other Cain.

  


  
    **
  


  CCLXXIX.


  
    I’VE never seen a book of late


    But there is in it palmy state.


    To realm or city you apply


    The palm, and think it raised thereby.


    Yet always does the palmy crown


    On every side hang loosely down,


    And its lank shade falls chiefly on


    Robber or reptile, sand or stone.


    Compare it with the Titan groves


    Where, east or west, the savage roves,


    Its highth and girth before them dwindle


    Into the measure of a spindle.


    But often you would make it bend


    To some young poet, if your friend.


    Look at it first, or you may fit


    Your poet-friend too well with it.


    The head of palm-tree is so-so,


    And bare or ragged all below.


    If it suits anything, I wist


    It suits the archæologist.


    To him apply the palmy state


    Whose fruit is nothing but a date.

  


  
    **
  


  CCLXXX.

  

  A MASK ON A RING.


  
    FORSTER! you who never wore


    Any kind of mask before;


    Yet, by holy friendship! take


    This, and wear it for my sake.

  


  
    **
  


  CCLXXXI.


  
    I WOULD give something, O Apollo!


    Thy radiant course o’er earth to follow,


    And fill it up with light and song,


    But rather would be always young.


    Since that perhaps thou canst not give,


    By me let those who love me live.

  


  
    **
  


  CCLXXXII.

  

  ON A PORTRAIT.


  
    DAUBER! if thou shouldst ever stray


    Along Idalia’s mossy way,


    Heedless what deities are there,


    And whom they view with fondest care,


    At thee for this shall Venus pout,


    And all three Graces push thee out.

  


  
    **
  


  CCLXXXIII.


  
    ALAS, how soon, the hours are over


    Counted us out to play the lover!


    And how much narrower is the stage


    Allotted us to play the sage!


    But when we play the fool, how wide


    The theatre expands! beside,


    How long the audience sits before us!


    How many prompters! what a chorus!

  


  
    **
  


  CCLXXXIV.


  
    IS it not better at an early hour


    In its calm cell to rest the weary head,


    While birds are singing and while blooms the bower,


    Than sit the fire out and go starv’d to bed?

  


  
    **
  


  CCLXXXV.

  

  TO JULIUS HARE, WITH “PERICLES AND ASPASIA.”


  
    JULIUS, of three rare brothers, my fast friends,


    The latest known to me! Aspasia comes


    With him, high-helmeted and trumpet-tongued,


    Who loved her. Well thou knowest all his worth,


    Valuing him most for trophies reared to Peace,


    For generous friendships, like thy own, for Arts


    Ennobled by protection, not debased.


    Hence, worthless ones! throne-cushions, puft, inert,


    Verminous, who degrade with patronage


    Bargain’d for, ere dealt out! The stone that flew


    In splinters from the chisel when the hand


    Of Phidias wielded it, the chips of stone


    Weigh with me more than they do. To thy house


    Comes Pericles. Receive the friend of him


    Whose horses started from the Parthenon


    To traverse seas and neigh upon our strand.


    From pleasant Italy my varied page,


    Where many men and many ages meet,


    Julius! thy friendly hand long since received.


    Accept my last of labours and of thanks.


    He who held mute the joyous and the wise


    With wit and eloquence, whose tomb (afar


    From all his friends and all his countrymen)


    Saddens the light Palermo, to thy care


    Consign’d it; knowing that whate’er is great


    Needs not the looming of a darker age,


    Nor knightly mail nor scymetar begemm’d.


    Stepping o’er all this lumber, where the steel


    Is shell’d with rust, and the thin gold worm’d out


    From its meandering waves, he took the scroll,


    And read aloud what sage and poet spake


    In sunnier climes; thou heardest it well pleased;


    For Truth from conflict rises more elate


    And lifts a brighter torch, beheld by more.


    Call’d to befriend me by fraternal love,


    Thou pausedst in thy vigorous march amid


    The German forests of wide-branching thought,


    Deep, intricate, whence voices shook all France,


    Whence Blucher’s soldiers heard the trumpet-tongue


    And knew the footstep of Tyrtæan Arndt.

  


  
    **
  


  CCLXXXVI.

  

  TO SOUTHEY.


  
    THERE are who teach us that the depths of thought


    Engulph the poet; that irregular


    Is every greater one. Go, Southey! mount


    Up to these teachers; ask, submissively,


    Who so proportioned as the lord of day?


    Yet mortals see his stedfast stately course


    And lower their eyes before him. Fools gaze up


    Amazed at daring flights. Does Homer soar


    As hawks and kites and weaker swallows do?


    He knows the swineherd; he plants apple-trees


    Amid Alcinous’s cypresses;


    He covers with his aged black-vein’d hand


    The plumy crest that frighten’d and made cling


    To its fond-mother the ill-fated child;


    He walks along Olympus with the Gods,


    Complacently and calmly, as along


    The sands whore Simöis glides into the sea.


    They who step high and swing their arms, soon tire.


    The glorious Theban then?


    The sage from Thebes,


    Who sang his wisdom when the strife of cars


    And combatants had paus’d, deserves more praise


    Than this untrue one, fitter for the weak,


    Who by the lightest breezes are borne up


    And with the dust and straws are swept away;


    Who fancy they are carried far aloft


    When nothing quite distinctly they descry,


    Having lost all self-guidance. But strong men


    Are strongest with their feet upon the ground.


    Light-bodied Fancy, Fancy plover-winged,


    Draws some away from culture to dry downs


    Where none but insects find their nutriment;


    There let us leave them to their sleep and dreams.


    Great is that poet, great is he alone,


    Who rises o’er the creatures of the earth,


    Yet only where his eye may well discern


    The various movements of the human heart,


    And how each mortal differs from the rest.


    Although he struggle hard with Poverty,


    He dares assert his just prerogative


    To stand above all perishable things,


    Proclaiming this shall live, and this shall die.

  


  
    **
  


  CCLXXXVII.


  
    ONCE, and once only, have I seen thy face,


    Elia! once only has thy tripping tongue


    Run o’er my breast, yet never has been left


    Impression on it stronger or more sweet.


    Cordial old man! what youth was in thy years,


    What wisdom in thy levity, what truth


    In every utterance of that purest soul!


    Few are the spirits of the glorified


    I’d spring to earlier at the gate of heaven.

  


  
    **
  


  CCLXXXVIII.

  

  TO ANDREW JACKSON.


  
    HAPPY may be the land


    Where mortals with their eyes uplifted stand


    While Eloquence her thunder rolls:


    Happier, where no deceptive light


    Bursts upon Passion’s stormy night,


    Guiding to rocks and shoals.


    Happiest of all, where Man shall lay


    His limbs at their full length, nor overcast


    The sky above his head, but the pure ray


    Shines brighter on the future than the past.


    Look, look into the east afar,


    Refulgent western Star!

  


  
    And where the fane of Pallas stands,


    Rear’d to her glory by his hands,


    Thou, altho’ nowhere else, shalt see


    A statesman and a chief like thee.


    How rare the sight, how grand!


    Behold the golden scales of Justice stand


    Well balanced in a mailed hand!


    Following the calm Deliverer of Mankind,


    In thee again we find


    This spectacle renew’d.


    Glory altho’ there be


    To leave thy country free,


    Glory had reacht not there her plenitude.

  


  
    Up, every son of Afric soil,


    Ye worn and weary hoist the sail,


    For your own glebes and garners toil


    With easy plough und lightsome flail:


    A father’s home ye never knew,


    A father’s home your sons shall have from you.


    Enjoy your palmy groves, your cloudless day,


    Your world that demons tore away.


    Look up! look up! the flaming sword


    Hath vanisht! and behold your Paradise restored.


    Never was word more bold


    Than through thy cities ran,


    Let gold be weighed for gold,


    Let man be weighed for man.


    Thou spakest it; and therefore praise


    Shall crown thy later as thy earlier days,


    And braid more lovely this last wreath shall bind.


    Where purest is the heart’s atmosphere


    Atlantic Ruler! there


    Shall men discern at last the loftiest mind.


    Rise, and assert thy trust!


    Enforcing to be just,


    The race to whom alone


    Of Europe’s sons was never known


    This prophecy was unfulfilled.


    (In mart or glade)


    The image of the heavenly maid


    Astræa; she hath called thee; go


    Right onward, and with tranchant prow


    The hissing foam of Gallic faith cut thro’.

  


  
    **
  


  
    _________


    This prophecy was unfulfilled.{back}

  


  CCLXXXIX.

  

  TO WORDSWORTH.


  
    THOSE who have laid the harp aside


    And turn’d to idler things,


    From very restlessness have tried


    The loose and dusty strings,


    And, catching back some favourite strain,


    Run with it o’er the chords again.

  


  
    But Memory is not a Muse,


    O Wordsworth! though ’tis said


    They all descend from her, and use


    To haunt her fountain-head:


    That other men should work for me


    In the rich mines of Poesie,

  


  
    Pleases me better than the toil


    Of smoothing under hardened hand,


    With attic emery and oil,


    The shining point for Wisdom’s wand,


    Like those thou temperest ’mid the rills


    Descending from thy native hills.

  


  
    Without his governance, in vain


    Manhood is strong, and Youth is bold.


    If oftentimes the o’er-piled strain


    Clogs in the furnace, and grows cold


    Beneath his pinions deep and frore,


    And swells and melts and flows no more,


    That is because the heat beneath


    Pants in its cavern poorly fed.


    Life springs not from the couch of Death,


    Nor Muse nor Grace can raise the dead;


    Unturn’d then let the mass remain,


    Intractable to sun or rain.

  


  
    A marsh, where only flat leaves lie,


    And showing but the broken sky,


    Too surely is the sweetest lay


    That wins the ear and wastes the day,


    Where youthful Fancy pouts alone


    And lets not Wisdom touch her zone.

  


  
    He who would build his fame up high,


    The rule and plummet must apply,


    Nor say, “I’ll do what I have plann’d,”


    Before he try if loam or sand


    Be still remaining in the place


    Delved for each polisht pillar’s base.


    With skilful eye and fit device


    Thou raisest every edifice,


    Whether in sheltered vale it stand


    Or overlook the Dardan strand,


    Amid the cypresses that mourn


    Laodameia’s love forlorn.

  


  
    We both have run o’er half the space


    Listed for mortal’s earthly race;


    We both have crost life’s fervid line,


    And other stars before us shine:


    May they be bright and prosperous


    As those that have been stars for us!


    Our course by Milton’s light was sped,


    And Shakespeare shining overhead:


    Chatting on deck was Dryden too,


    The Bacon of the rhyming crew;


    None ever crost our mystic sea


    More richly stored with thought than he;


    Tho’ never tender nor sublime,


    He wrestles with and conquers Time.


    To learn my lore on Chaucer’s knee,


    I left much prouder company;


    Thee gentle Spenser fondly led,


    But me he mostly sent to bed.

  


  
    I wish them every joy above


    That highly blessed spirits prove,


    Save one: and that too shall be theirs,


    But after many rolling years,


    When ’mid their light thy light appears.

  


  
    **
  


  CCXC.

  

  TO THE COMTESSE DE MOLANDE, ABOUT TO MARRY THE DUC DE LUXEMBOURG.


  
    SAY ye that years roll on and ne’er return?


    Say ye the Sun who leaves them all behind,


    Their great creator, can not bring one back


    With all his force, tho’ he draw worlds around?


    Witness me, little streams that meet before


    My happy dwelling; witness Africo


    And Mensola! that ye have seen at once


    Twenty roll back, twenty as swift and bright


    As are your swiftest and your brightest waves,


    When the tall cypress o’er the Doccia


    Hurls from his inmost boughs the latent snow.


    Go, and go happy, light of my past days,


    Consoler of my present! thou whom Fate


    Alone could sever from me! One step higher


    Must yet be mounted, high as was the last:


    Friendship with faltering accent says “Depart,


    And take the highest seat below the crown’d.”

  


  
    **
  


  CCXCI.

  

  TO THE COUNTESS OF BLESSINGTON.


  
    SINCE in the terrace-bower we sate


    While Arno gleam’d below,


    And over sylvan Massa late


    Hung Cynthia’s slender bow,


    Years after years have past away


    Less light and gladsome; why


    Do those we most implore to stay


    Run ever swiftest by!

  


  
    **
  


  CCXCII.


  
    UNJUST are they who argue me unjust


    To thee, O France! Did ever man delight


    More cordially in him who held the hearts


    Of beasts to his, and searcht into them all,


    And took their wisdom, giving it profuse


    To man, who gave them little in return,


    And only kept their furs and teeth and claws.


    What comic scenes are graceful, saving thine?


    Where is philosophy like thy Montaigne’s?


    Religion, like thy Fenelon’s? Sublime


    In valour’s self-devotion were thy men,


    Thy women far sublimer: but foul stains


    At last thou bearest on thy plume; thy steps


    Follow false honour, deviating from true.


    A broken word bears on it worse disgrace


    Than broken sword; erewhile thou knewest this.


    Thou huggest thy enslaver: on his tomb


    What scrolls! what laurels! Are there any bound


    About the braver Corday’s? Is one hymn


    Chaunted in prayers or praises to the Maid


    To whom all maidens upon earth should bend,


    Who at the gate of Orleans broke thy chain?

  


  
    **
  


  CCXCIII.

  

  TO LADY CHARLES BEAUCLERK.


  
    NO, Teresita, never say


    That uncle Landor’s worthless lay


    Shall find its place among your treasures.


    Altho’ his heart is not grown old,


    Yet are his verses far too cold


    For bridal bowers or festive measures.

  


  
    He knows you lovely, thinks you wise,


    And still shall think so if your eyes


    Seek not in noisier paths to roam;


    But rest upon your forest-green,


    And find that life runs best between


    A tender love and tranquil home.

  


  
    **
  


  CCXCIV.

  

  TO MY DAUGHTER.


  
    BY that dejected city Arno runs


    Where Ugolino claspt his famisht sons;


    There wert thou born, my Julia! there thine eyes


    Return’d as bright a blue to vernal skies;


    And thence, sweet infant wanderer! when the Spring


    Advanced, the Hours brought thee on silent wing,


    Brought (while anemones were quivering round,


    And pointed tulips pierced the purple ground)


    Where stands fair Florence: there thy voice first blest


    My ears, and sank like balm into my breast.


    For many griefs had wounded it, and more


    Thy little hands could lighten, were in store.


    But why revert to griefs? thy sculptur’d brow


    Dispels from mine its darkest cloud even now.


    What then the bliss to see again thy face


    And all that rumour has announced of grace!


    I urge with fevered breast the coming day . .


    O could I sleep and wake again in May!

  


  
    **
  


  CCXCV.

  

  TO THEODOSIA GARROW.


  
    UNWORTHY are those poems of the lights


    That now run over them; nor brief the doubt


    In my own breast, if such should interrupt


    (Or follow so irreverently) the voice


    Of Attic men, of women such as thou,


    Of sages no less sage than heretofore,


    Of pleaders no less eloquent, of souls


    Tender no less, or tuneful, or devout.


    Unvalued, even by myself, are they,


    Myself who rear’d them; but a high command


    Marshall’d them in their station: here they are;


    Look round; see what supports these parasites.


    Stinted in growth and destitute of odour,


    They grow where young Ternissa held her guide,


    Where Solon awed the ruler; there they grow,


    Weak as they are, on cliffs that few can climb.


    None to thy steps are inaccessible,


    Theodosia! wakening Italy with song


    Deeper than Filicaia’s, or than his


    The triple deity of plastic art.


    Mindful of Italy and thee, crown’d maid!


    I lay this sere frail garland at thy feet . .

  


  
    **
  


  CCXCVI.

  

  TO ANDREW CROSSE.


  
    ALTHO’ with Earth and Heaven you deal


    As equal, and without appeal,


    And bring beneath your ancient roof


    Records of all they do, and proof,


    No right have you, sequester’d Crosse,


    To make the Muses weep your loss.


    A poet were you long before


    Gems from the struggling air you tore,


    And bade the far-off flashes play


    About your woods, and light your way.


    With languour and disease opprest,


    And years, that crush the tuneful breast,


    Southey, the pure of soul is mute!


    Hoarse whistles Wordsworth’s watery flute,


    Which mourn’d with loud indignant strains


    The famisht Black in Corsic chains:


    Nor longer do the girls for Moore


    Jilt Horace as they did before.


    He sits contented to have won


    The rose-wreath from Anacreon,


    And bears to see the orbs grow dim


    That shone with blandest light on him.


    Others there are whose future day


    No slender glories shall display;


    But you would think me worse than tame


    To find me stringing name on name,


    And I would rather call aloud


    On Andrew Crosse than stem the crowd.


    Now chiefly female voices rise


    (And sweet are they) to cheer our skies.


    Suppose you warm these chilly days


    With samples from your fervid lays.


    Come! courage! man! and don’t pretend


    That every verse cuts off a friend,


    And that in simple truth you fain


    Would rather not give poets pain.


    The lame excuse will never do . .


    Philosophers can envy too.

  


  
    **
  


  
    ________


    Among the noblest of Wordsworth’s Sonnets (the finest in any language, excepting a few of Milton’s) is that on Toussaint L’Ouverture. He has exposed in other works the unmanly artifices and unprofitable cruelties of the murderer who consummated his crime by famine, when the dampness of a subterranean prison was too slow in its operation. Nothing is so inexplicable as that any honest and intelligent man should imagine the heroic or the sagacious in Buonaparte. He was the only great gambler unaware that the player of double or quits, unless he discontinues, must be loser. In Spain he held more by peace than he could seize by war; yet he went to war. Haiti he might have united inseparably to France, on terms the most advantageous and the most honorable, but he was indignant that a black should exercise the functions of a white, that a deliverer should be his representative, and that a delegate should possess the affections of a people, although trustworthy beyond suspicion. What appears to others his greatest crime appears to me among the least, the death of D’Enghien. Whoever was plotting to subvert his government might justly be seized and slain by means as occult. Beside, what are all the Bourbons that ever existed in comparison with Toussaint L’Ouverture? His assassin was conscious of the mistake; he committed none so fatal to his reputation, though many more pernicious to his power. If he failed so utterly with such enormous means as never were wielded by any man before, how would he have encountered the difficulties that were surmounted by Frederick of Prussia and by Hyder Ali? These are the Hannibal and Sertorius of modern times. They were not perhaps much better men than Buonaparte, but politically and militarily they were much wiser; for they calculated how to win what they wanted, and they contrived how to keep what they won.{back}

  


  CCXCVII.

  

  TO A LADY.


  
    SWEET are the siren songs on eastern shores,


    To songs as sweet are pulled our English oars:


    And farther upon ocean venture forth


    The lofty sails that leave the wizard north.


    Altho’ by fits so dense a cloud of smoke


    Puffs from his sappy and ill-season’d oak,


    Yet, as the Spirit of the Dream draws near,


    Remembered loves make Byron’s self sincere.


    The puny heart within him swells to view,


    The man grows loftier and the poet too.


    When War sweeps-nations down with iron wings,


    Alcæus never sang as Campbell sings;


    And, caught by playful wit and graceful lore,


    The Muse invoked by Horace bends to Moore.


    Theirs, not my verses, come I to repeat,


    So draw the footstool nearer to your feet.

  


  
    **
  


  CCXCVIII.


  
    ONWARD, right onward, gallant James, nor heed


    The plunging prancers of a grease-heel’d breed.


    Onward, our leader thro’ the tower-lit scenes


    Of genial Froissart and of grave Commines.


    Minisht by death, by sickness, and by pain,


    Poictiers sends forth her glorious few again:


    Again o’er pennons gay and hawberks bright


    The sable armour shines in morning light:


    And cries of triumph from the brave and true,


    And those who best reward them, swell for you.

  


  
    **
  


  CCXCIX.

  

  TO CZARTORYSKI, ATTENDING ON FOOT THE FUNERAL OF THE POET MENINCIVICZ.


  
    IN Czartoryski I commend


    The patriot’s guide, the poet’s friend.


    King, sprung of kings, yet great and good


    As any pure from royal blood;


    O’er genius not ashamed to bear


    The pall, or shed at home the tear.


    Thou, who hast shown us how the great


    Are greater in their fallen state,


    Another rare example give . .


    That kings, uncurst by men, may live,


    And Poland by thy light shall see


    One nation in wide Europe free.

  


  
    **
  


  CCC.

  

  TO MY DAUGHTER IN ITALY, AT CHRISTMAS.


  
    WHERE is, ah where! the citron bloom


    That threw its fragrance o’er my room?


    Where, white magnolia-cup entwined


    With pliant myrtle’s ruddy rind?


    Julia, with you the flowers are gay,


    And cluster round the shortest day.


    Little at Fiesole ye know


    Of holly, less of mistleto;


    Such as the Druid priest of yore


    To grim god-monsters grimly bore.


    Run: from her pouting infants call


    The musk-rose at our chapel-wall;


    Run, bring the violets up, that blow


    Along the banks of Africo;


    And tell them, every soul, they must


    Bend their coy heads and kiss my bust.


    Christmas is come: on such a day


    Give the best thoughts fair room for play,


    And all the Sabbath dance and sing


    In honour of your new-born king.

  


  
    **
  


  CCCI.

  

  TO MISS ISABELLA PERCY.


  
    IF that old hermit laid to rest


    Beneath your chapel-floor,


    Could leave the regions of the blest


    And visit earth once more:


    If human sympathies could warm


    His tranquil breast again,


    Your innocence that breast could charm,


    Perhaps your beauty pain.

  


  
    **
  


  CCCII.

  

  TO CHARLES DICKENS.


  
    GO then to Italy; but mind


    To leave the pale low France behind;


    Pass through that country, nor ascend


    The Rhine, nor over Tyrol wend:


    Thus all at once shall rise more grand


    The glories of the ancient land.


    Dickens! how often when the air


    Breath’d genially, I’ve thought me there,


    And rais’d to heaven my thankful eyes


    To see three spans of deep blue skies.


    In Genoa now I hear a stir,


    A shout . . Here comes the Minister!


    Yes, thou art he, although not sent


    By cabinet or parliament:


    Yes, thou art he. Since Milton’s youth


    Bloom’d in the Eden of the South,


    Spirit so pure and lofty none


    Hath heavenly Genius from his throne


    Deputed on the banks of Thames


    To speak his voice and urge his claims.


    Let every nation know from thee


    How less than lovely Italy


    Is the whole world beside; let all


    Into their grateful breasts recall


    How Prospero and Miranda dwelt


    In Italy: the griefs that melt


    The stoniest heart, each sacred tear


    One lacrymatory gathered here;


    All Desdemona’s, all that fell


    In playful Juliet’s bridal cell.


    Ah! could my steps in life’s decline


    Accompany or follow thine!


    But my own vines are not for me


    To prune, or from afar to see.


    I miss the tales I used to tell


    With cordial Hare and joyous Gell,


    And that good old Archbishop whose


    Cool library, at evening’s close


    (Soon as from Ischia swept the gale


    And heav’d and left the dark’ning sail)


    Its lofty portal opened wide


    To me, and very few beside:


    Yet large his kindness. Still the poor


    Flock round Taranto’s palace-door,


    And find no other to replace


    The noblest of a noble race.


    Amid our converse you would see


    Each with white cat upon his knee,


    And flattering that grand company:


    For Persian kings might proudly own


    Such glorious cats to share the throne.


    Write me few letters: I’m content


    With what for all the world is meant;


    Write then for all: but, since my breast


    Is far more faithful than the rest,


    Never shall any other share


    With little Nelly nestling there.

  


  
    **
  


  CCCIII.

  

  ON SEEING A LADY SIT FOR HER PORTRAIT.


  
    THE basket upon which thy fingers bend,


    Thou mayst remember in my Tuscan hall,


    When the glad children, gazing on a friend,


    From heedless arm let high-piled peaches fall


    On the white marble, splashing to the wall.

  


  
    Oh, were they present at this later hour!


    Could they behold the form whole realms admire,


    Lean with such grace o’er cane and leaf and flower,


    Happy once more would they salute their sire,


    Nor wonder that her name still rests upon his lyre.

  


  
    **
  


  CCCIV.

  

  TO MISS POWER.


  
    I CAN not very plainly tell


    What hair the nearest yours may dwell,


    When with the sweetest blossoms Love


    Shall decorate the blest alcove,


    Which he alone hath skill to raise


    And shelter from all stormy days.

  


  
    But, lady fair, the reason why


    Its colour hath escaped the eye,


    Is, that your laurel quite obscures


    The hair that ventures nearest yours.

  


  
    **
  


  
    ________


    Irish country-girls believe that, when they first hear the cuckoo, if they turn up the nearest stone, they will find a hair under it of the same colour as their future husband’s.

  


  CCCV.

  

  TO SOUTHEY, 1833.


  
    INDWELLER of a peaceful vale,


    Ravaged erewhile by white-hair’d Dane;


    Rare architect of many a wondrous tale,


    Which, till Helvellyn’s head lie prostrate, shall remain!

  


  
    From Arno’s side I hear thy Derwent flow,


    And see methinks the lake below


    Reflect thy graceful progeny, more fair


    And radiant than the purest waters are,


    Even when gurgling in their joy among


    The bright and blessed throng


    Whom, on her arm recline,


    The beauteous Proserpine


    With tenderest regretful gaze,


    Thinking of Enna’s yellow field, surveys.

  


  
    Alas! that snows are shed


    Upon thy laurel’d head,


    Hurtled by many cares and many wrongs!


    Malignity lets none


    Approach the Delphic throne;


    A hundred lane-fed curs bark down Fame’s hundred tongues.


    But this is in the night, when men are slow


    To raise their eyes, when high and low,


    The scarlet and the colourless, are one:


    Soon Sleep unbars his noiseless prison,


    And active minds again are risen;


    Where are the curs? dream-bound, and whimpering in the sun.

  


  
    At fife’s or lyre’s or tabor’s sound


    The dance of youth, O Southey, runs not round,


    But closes at the bottom of the room


    Amid the falling dust and deepening gloom,


    Where the weary sit them down,


    And Beauty too unbraids, and waits a lovelier crown.

  


  
    We hurry to the river we must cross,


    And swifter downward every footstep wends;


    Happy, who reach it ere they count the loss


    Of half their faculties and half their friends!


    When we are come to it, the stream


    Is not so dreary as they deem


    Who look on it from haunts too dear;


    The weak from Pleasure’s baths feel most its chilling air.

  


  
    No firmer breast than thine hath Heaven


    To poet, sage, or hero given:


    No heart more tender, none more just


    To that He largely placed in trust:


    Therefore shalt thou, whatever date


    Of years be thine, with soul elate


    Rise up before the Eternal throne,


    And hear, in God’s own voice, “Well done.”

  


  
    Not, were that submarine


    Gem-lighted city mine,


    Wherein my name, engraven by thy hand,


    Above the royal gleam of blazonry shall stand;


    Not, were all Syracuse


    Pour’d forth before my Muse,


    With Hiero’s cars and steeds, and Pindar’s lyre


    Brightening the path with more than solar fire,


    Could I, as would beseem, requite the praise


    Showered upon my low head from thy most lofty lays.

  


  
    **
  


  
    ________


    So Milton: Par. Lost, B. iv., v. 333,


    “sideling as they sat, recline


    On the soft downy bank, damaskt with flowers.”{back}

  


  CCCVI.

  

  TO BARRY CORNWALL.


  
    BARRY! your spirit long ago


    Has haunted me; at last I know


    The heart it sprung from: one more sound


    Ne’er rested on poetic ground.


    But, Barry Cornwall! by what right


    Wring you my breast and dim my sight,


    And make me wish at every touch


    My poor old hand could do as much?


    No other in these later times


    Has bound me in so potent rhymes.


    I have observed the curious dress


    And jewelry of brave Queen Bess,


    But always found some o’ercharged thing,


    Some flaw in even the brightest ring,


    Admiring in her men of war,


    A rich but too argute guitar.


    Our foremost now are more prolix,


    And scrape with three-fell fiddlesticks,


    And, whether bound for griefs or smiles,


    Are slow to turn as crocodiles.


    Once, every court and country bevy


    Chose the gallant of loins less heavy,


    And would have laid upon the shelf


    Him who could talk but of himself.


    Reason is stout, but even Reason


    May walk too long in Rhyme’s hot season.


    I have heard many folks aver


    They have caught horrid colds with her.


    Imagination’s paper kite,


    Unless the string is held in tight,


    Whatever fits and starts it takes,


    Soon bounces on the ground, and breaks.


    You, placed afar from each extreme,


    Nor dully drowse nor wildly dream,


    But, ever flowing with good-humour,


    Are bright as spring and warm as summer.


    Mid your Penates not a word


    Of scorn or ill-report is heard;


    Nor is there any need to pull


    A sheaf or truss from cart too full,


    Lest it overload the horse, no doubt,


    Or clog the road by falling out.


    We, who surround a common table,


    And imitate the fashionable,


    Wear each two eye-glasses: this lens


    Shows us our faults, that other men’s.


    We do not care how dim may be


    This by whose aid our own we see,


    But, ever anxiously alert


    That all may have their whole desert,


    We would melt down the stars and sun


    In our heart’s furnace, to make one


    Thro’ which the enlighten’d world might spy


    A mote upon a brother’s eye.

  


  
    **
  


  CCCVII.

  

  TO MAJOR-GENERAL W. NAPIER.


  
    NAPIER! take up anew thy pen,


    To mark the deeds of mighty men.


    And whose more glorious canst thou trace


    Than heroes of thy name and race?


    No other house hath ever borne


    So many of them to adorn


    The annals of our native land


    In virtue, wisdom, and command.


    But foremost, and to thee most near,


    Is he who vanquisht the Ameer.


    And when before his feet was laid


    By fallen power the thirteenth blade,


    With every hilt more rich in gems


    Than Europe’s kingly diadems,


    Then, and then only did he stoop


    To take the spoils of victory up,


    That he might render each again


    To hands which wielded them in vain.


    “Is this the race of Clive?” cried they:


    “Did Hastings exercise such sway?”


    They since have seen him rais’d not more


    In pride or splendour than before,


    And studious but to leave behind


    The blessing of just laws to Scinde.


    Therefore do thou, if health permit,


    Add one page more to Holy Writ.


    Such is the page wherein are shown


    The fragments of a bloody throne,


    And peace and happiness restor’d


    By their old enemy the sword.


    Hasten, my friend, the work begun,


    For daily dimmer grows our sun,


    And age, if farther off from thee,


    Creeps on, though imperceptibly.


    Some call him slow, some find him fast,


    But all he overtakes at last,


    Unless they run and will not wait,


    But overleap life’s flower-twined gate.


    We may not leave the lighted town


    Again to tread our turfy down,


    Thence tracing Avon’s misty white,


    The latest object seiz’d by Night,


    Nor part at Claverton when Jove


    Is the sole star we see above;


    Yet friends for evermore. If War


    Had rear’d me a triumphal car,


    Imperfect would have been my pride


    Unless he plac’d thee close beside,


    And shouts like these the skies might rend,


    “See the brave man he chose for friend!”

  


  
    **
  


  CCCVIII.

  

  TO MATHEW AND WOLFF.


  
    WHO are those men that pass us? men well-girt


    For voyaging; of aspect meek, of breath


    Ardent, of eyes that only look to heaven.


    I must perforce abase before them mine,


    Unworthy to behold them; I must check


    Praise, which they would not from men’s lip receive,


    But that men call for it, throughout all lands,


    Throughout all ages.


    Hail, deliverers


    From sin, from every other thraldom! Hail


    Theobald! his true servant. Nor do thou


    Suspend thy step, urged by God’s voice, to press


    Past Taurus, past the Caspian, past the groves


    Of Samarcand, thrilling with Persian song,


    To where Bokhara’s noisome prisons hold


    Indomitable hearts, to perish there


    Unless thou save them: but thine too may rot


    Beside them, whether timely or too late


    Thou plungest into that deep well of woe.


    Wolff! there was one who bore thy glorious name


    Before thee; one who rais’d from foul disgrace


    The British flag, and won the western world:


    Brave man! and happy in his death! but thou


    In life art happier nor less brave than he.


    I will believe that Christianity


    (Merciful God! forgive the manifold


    Adulteries with her valets and her grooms,


    Bank gardeners and wheezing manciples!)


    Is now of service to the earth she curst


    With frauds perpetual, intermittent fires,


    And streams of blood that intersect the globe:


    I will believe it: none shall kill my faith


    While men like thee are with us. Kings conspire


    Against their God, and raise up images


    Arrayed in purple all befringed with gold,


    For blindfold men to worship, and ordain


    That flocks and herds and corn, nay, common grass,


    Nay, what the rivers and the seas throw up,


    Be laid before them for their revelry.


    The twisted columns are grand ornaments;


    Yet all their foliage, all their fruitage, lends


    Support but feeble to the dome above.


    Ye pass bareheaded under open heaven,


    Under the torrid and the frozen sky,


    To preach the word of truth, to snatch the soul


    From death, the captive from his double chain:


    Therefore be glory to you both on high,


    On earth (what none so deeply sigh for) peace!

  


  
    **
  


  CCCIX.

  

  TO MICHELET ON HIS “PRIESTS, WOMEN, AND FAMILIES.”


  
    MICHELET! Time urges me down life’s descent,


    Yet suffers me to breathe and look abroad


    And view one object, grand and luminous,


    In the clear south: ’tis thou; apart, alone,


    Brave combatant, above all bravery


    Of proudest battle-field! No eloquence


    In thy own land, altho’ that land pour’d forth


    From Paschal and from Bossuet such as Rome


    And Athens never heard, is warm as thine.


    To raise the feeble, to abase the proud,


    To strike the mask from frockt Hypocrisy,


    Is worthy of thy genius. Deign to hear


    One more applauder. If unfit to judge


    How far above all others of our day


    Thou standest, how much higher every hour


    Will come to raise thee, deign to hear a voice


    That faulters with thy own, while that large heart


    Swells o’er a mother’s dust. Albeit too poor


    Wert thou to bury her, the glorious son


    Hath now erected over her a tomb


    Such as, with all his wealth, no king to king,


    No grateful nation to protector rais’d.

  


  
    **
  


  CCCX.

  

  TO MICHELET ON HIS “PEOPLE.”


  
    I PRAISE thee, Michelet, whom I saw


    At Reason’s Feast, by Right and Law.


    Must then, when Discord’s voice hath ceast,


    And when the faggot fails the priest,


    All present Frenchmen, like all past,


    Cry for a lap of blood at last?

  


  
    **
  


  CCCXI.

  

  TO MACAULAY.


  
    THE dreamy rhymer’s measured snore


    Falls heavy on our ears no more;


    And by long strides are left behind


    The dear delights of woman-kind,


    Who win their battles like their loves,


    In satin waistcoats and kid gloves,


    And have achieved the crowning work


    When they have truss’d and skewer’d a Turk.


    Another comes with stouter tread,


    And stalks among the statelier dead.


    He rushes on, and hails by turns


    High-crested Scott, broad-breasted Burns,


    And shows the British youth, who ne’er


    Will lag behind, what Romans were,


    When all the Tuscans and their Lars


    Shouted, and shook the towers of Mars.

  


  
    **
  


  CCCXII.

  

  TO JOHN KENYON.


  
    SO, Kenyon, thou lover of frolic and laughter,


    We meet in a place where we never were sad.


    But who knows what destiny waits us hereafter,


    How little or much of the pleasures we had!

  


  
    The leaves of perhaps our last autumn are falling;


    Half-spent is the fire that may soon cease to burn;


    How many are absent who heed not our calling!


    Alas, and how many who can not return!

  


  
    Now, ere you are one of them, puff from before you


    The sighs and entreaties that sadden Torquay:


    A score may cling round you, and one may adore you;


    If so, the more reason to hurry away.

  


  
    **
  


  CCCXIII.

  

  TO ROBERT BROWNING.


  
    THERE is delight in singing, tho’ none hear


    Beside the singer; and there is delight


    In praising, tho’ the praiser sit alone


    And see the prais’d far off him, far above.


    Shakespeare is not our poet, but the world’s,


    Therefore on him no speech! and brief for thee,


    Browning! Since Chaucer was alive and hale,


    No man hath walkt along our roads with step


    So active, so inquiring eye, or tongue


    So varied in discourse. But warmer climes


    Give brighter plumage, stronger wing: the breeze


    Of Alpine highths thou playest with, borne on


    Beyond Sorrento and Amalfi, where


    The Siren waits thee, singing song for song.

  


  
    **
  


  CCCXIV.

  

  TO THE SISTER OF ELIA.


  
    COMFORT thee, O thou mourner, yet awhile!


    Again shall Elia’s smile


    Refresh thy heart, where heart can ache no more.


    What is it we deplore?

  


  
    He leaves behind him, freed from griefs and years,


    Far worthier things than tears.


    The love of friends without a single foe:


    Unequalled lot below!

  


  
    His gentle soul, his genius, these are thine;


    For these dost thou repine?


    He may have left the lowly walks of men;


    Left them he has; what then?

  


  
    Are not his footsteps followed by the eyes


    Of all the good and wise?


    Tho’ the warm day is over, yet they seek


    Upon the lofty peak

  


  
    Of his pure mind the roseate light that glows


    O’er death’s perennial snows.


    Behold him! from the region of the blest


    He speaks: he bids thee rest.

  


  
    **
  


  CCCXV.

  

  TO JOSEPH ABLETT.


  
    LORD of the Celtic dells,


    Where Clwyd listens as his minstrel tells


    Of Arthur, or Pendragon, or perchance


    The plumes of flashy France,


    Or, in dark region far across the main,


    Far as Grenada in the world of Spain,

  


  
    Warriors untold to Saxon ear,


    Until their steel-clad spirits reappear;


    How happy were the hours that held


    Thy friend (long absent from his native home)


    Amid thy scenes with thee! how wide a-field


    From all past cares and all to come!

  


  
    What hath Ambition’s feverish grasp, what hath


    Inconstant Fortune, panting Hope;


    What Genius, that should cope


    With the heart-whispers in that path


    Winding so idly, where the idler stream


    Flings at the white-hair’d poplars gleam for gleam?

  


  
    Ablett, of all the days


    My sixty summers ever knew,


    Pleasant as there have been no few,


    Memory not one surveys


    Like those we spent together. Wisely spent


    Are they alone that leave the soul content.

  


  
    Together we have visited the men


    Whom Pictish pirates vainly would have drown’d;


    Ah, shall we ever clasp the hand again


    That gave the British harp its truest sound?


    Live, Derwent’s guest! and thou by Grasmere springs!


    Serene creators of immortal things.

  


  
    And live too thou for happier days


    Whom Dryden’s force and Spenser’s fays


    Have heart and soul possest:


    Growl in grim London he who will,


    Revisit thou Maiano’s hill,


    And swell with pride his sun-burnt breast.

  


  
    Old Redi in his easy chair


    With varied chant awaits thee there,


    And here are voices in the grove


    Aside my house, that make me think


    Bacchus is coming down to drink


    To Ariadne’s love.

  


  
    But whither am I borne away


    From thee, to whom began my lay?


    Courage! I am not yet quite lost;


    I stept aside to greet my friends;


    Believe me, soon the greeting ends,


    I know but three or four at most.

  


  
    Deem not that Time hath borne too hard


    Upon the fortunes of thy bard,


    Leaving me only three or four:


    ’Tis my old number; dost thou start


    At such a tale? in what man’s heart


    Is there fireside for more?

  


  
    I never courted friends or Fame;


    She pouted at me long, at last she came,


    And threw her arms around my neck and said,


    “Take what hath been for years delay’d,


    And fear not that the leaves will fall


    One hour the earlier from thy coronal.”

  


  
    Ablett! thou knowest with what even hand


    I waved away the offer’d seat


    Among the clambering, clattering, stilted great,


    The rulers of our land;


    Nor crowds nor kings can lift me up,


    Nor sweeten Pleasure’s purer cup.

  


  
    Thou knowest how, and why, are dear to me


    My citron groves of Fiesole,


    My chirping Affrico, my beechwood nook,


    My Naiads, with feet only in the brook,


    Which runs away and giggles in their faces,


    Yet there they sit, nor sigh for other places.

  


  
    ’Tis not Pelasgian wall,


    By him made sacred whom alone


    ’Twere not profane to call


    The bard divine, nor (thrown


    Far under me) Valdarno, nor the crest


    Of Vallombrosa in the crimson east.

  


  
    Here can I sit or roam at will;


    Few trouble me, few wish me ill,


    Few come across me, few too near;


    Here all my wishes make their stand;


    Here ask I no one’s voice or hand;


    Scornful of favour, ignorant of fear.

  


  
    Yon vine upon the maple bough


    Flouts at the hearty wheat below;


    Away her venal wines the wise man sends,


    While those of lower stem he brings


    From inmost treasure vault, and sings


    Their worth and age among his chosen friends.

  


  
    Behold our Earth, most nigh the sun


    Her zone least opens to the genial heat,


    But farther off her veins more freely run:


    ’Tis thus with those who whirl about the great;


    The nearest shrink and shiver, we remote


    May open-breasted blow the pastoral oat.

  


  
    **
  


  
    ________


    Affrico. A little stream celebrated by Boccaccio, in his Ninfale, &c. To this place his Bella Brigáta retired, to relate the last stories of the Decameron. The Author’s villa (formerly Count Gherardesca’s, the representative of the unhappy Count Ugolino) stands directly above what was anciently the lake described there.{back}

  


  
    It is calculated that the Earth is two milion seven hundred and fifty-four thousand miles nearer to the sun in the shortest day than in the longest.{back}

  


  CCCXVI.

  

  TO AN AGED POET.


  
    WHY, O true poet of the country! why


    With goat-skin glove an ancient friend defy?


    Think timely (for our coming years are few)


    Their worst diseases mortals may subdue;


    Which, if they grow around the loftier mind,


    Death, when ourselves are smitten, leaves behind.


    Our frowardness, our malice, our distrust,


    Cling to our name and sink not with our dust.


    Like peer’s and pauper’s are our flesh and blood,


    Perish like them we can not, if we would.


    Is not our sofa softer when one end


    Sinks to the welcome pressure of a friend?


    If he hath rais’d us from our low estate,


    Are we not happier when they call him great?


    Some who sat round us while the grass was green


    Fear the chill air and quit the duller scene;


    Some, unreturning, through our doors have past,


    And haply we may live to see the last.

  


  
    **
  


  CCCXVII.

  

  TO A PAINTER.


  
    CONCEAL not Time’s misdeeds, but on my brow


    Retrace his mark:


    Let the retiring hair be silvery now


    That once was dark:


    Eyes that reflected images too bright


    Let clouds o’ercast,


    And from the tablet be abolisht quite


    The cheerful past.


    Yet Care’s deep lines should one from waken’d Mirth


    Steal softly o’er,


    Perhaps on me the fairest of the Earth,


    May glance once more.

  


  
    **
  


  CCCXVIII.

  

  TO A BRIDE, FEB. 17, 1846.


  
    A STILL, serene, soft day; enough of sun


    To wreathe the cottage smoke like pine-tree snow,


    Whiter than those white flowers the bride-maids wore;


    Upon the silent boughs the lissom air


    Rested; and, only when it went, they moved,


    Nor more than under linnet springing off.


    Such was the wedding-morn: the joyous Year


    Lept over March and April up to May.


    Regent of rising and of ebbing hearts,


    Thyself borne on in cool serenity,


    All heaven around and bending over thee,


    All earth below and watchful of thy course!


    Well hast thou chosen, after long demur


    To aspirations from more realms than one.


    Peace be with those thou leavest! peace with thee!


    Is that enough to wish thee? not enough,


    But very much: for Love himself feels pain,


    While brighter plumage shoots, to shed last year’s;


    And one at home (how dear that one!) recalls


    Thy name, and thou recallest one at home.


    Yet turn not back thine eyes; the hour of tears


    Is over; nor believe thou that Romance


    Closes against pure Faith her rich domain.


    Shall only blossoms flourish there? Arise,


    Far-sighted bride! look forward! clearer views


    And higher hopes lie under calmer skies.


    Fortune in vain call’d out to thee; in vain


    Rays from high regions darted; Wit pour’d out


    His sparkling treasures; Wisdom laid his crown


    Of richer jewels at thy reckless feet.


    Well hast thou chosen. I repeat the words,


    Adding as true ones, not untold before,


    That incense must have fire for its ascent,


    Else ’tis inert and can not reach the idol.


    Youth is the sole equivalent of youth.


    Enjoy it while it lasts; and last it will;


    Love can prolong it in despite of Years.

  


  
    **
  


  CCCXIX.

  

  TO JOHN FORSTER.


  
    FORSTER! whose zeal hath seiz’d each written page


    That fell from me, and over many lands


    Hath clear’d for me a broad and solid way,


    Whence one more age, aye, haply more than one,


    May be arrived at (all through thee), accept


    No false or faint or perishable thanks.


    From better men, and greater, friendship turn’d


    Thy willing steps to me. From Eliot’s cell


    Death-dark, from Hampden’s sadder battle-field,


    From steadfast Cromwell’s tribunitian throne,


    Loftier than kings’ supported knees could mount,


    Hast thou departed with me, and hast climbed


    Cecropian highths, and ploughed Ægean waves.


    Therefore it never grieved me when I saw


    That she who guards those regions and those seas


    Hath lookt with eyes more gracious upon thee.


    There are no few like that conspirator


    Who, under pretext of power-worship, fell


    At Cæsar’s feet, only to hold him down


    While others stabb’d him with repeated blows:


    And there are more who fling light jibes, immerst


    In gutter-filth, against the car that mounts


    Weighty with triumph up the Sacred Way.


    Protect in every place my stranger guests,


    Born in the lucid land of free pure song,


    Now first appearing on repulsive shores,


    Bleak, and where safely none but natives move,


    Red-poll’d, red-handed, siller-grasping men.


    Ah! lead them far away, for they are used


    To genial climes and gentle speech; but most


    Cymodameia: warn the Tritons off


    While she ascends, while through the opening plain


    Of the green sea (brighten’d by bearing it)


    Gushes redundantly her golden hair.

  


  
    **
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    Five Scenes.


    PREFACE.


    SCENE I. COUNT CENCI and CONFESSOR, in Rome.


    SCENE II. BEATRICE CENCI and her AJA MARGARITA.


    SCENE III. COUNT, STEWARD, PEASANTS, BEATRICE.


    SCENE IV. BEATRICE and the POPE.


    SCENE V. CITIZENS at a distance from the scaffold.

  


  EPIGRAMS.


  
    Under the title of Epigrams some will be found here which the general reader may hardly recognise in that character. It will also easily be believed, from the subjects if not from the execution, that several of the lighter pieces were written in early youth. My thanks are now returned to those amiable friends who have thought them worthy of preservation so long. At the close of my seventy-ninth year I am amused in recollecting the occasions.


    W.S.L.

  


  
    ***
  


  I.

  

  TO ONE WHO QUOTES AND DETRACTS.


  
    ROB me and maim me! Why, man, take such pains


    On your bare heath to hang yourself in chains?

  


  
    ***
  


  II.


  
    WHO never borrow and who never lend,


    Whate’er their losses, will not lose their friend.

  


  
    ***
  


  III.


  
    POET! I like not mealy fruit; give me


    Freshness and crispness and solidity;


    Apples are none the better over-ripe,


    And prime buck-venison I prefer to tripe.

  


  
    ***
  


  IV.


  
    THE Rector of Saint Peter’s, I know where,


    Of erring ignorance takes special care;


    Preaching, “It much behoves us that we pray


    For these, our flock; none want it more than they.


    For such benighted creatures all must feel . .


    Scarce can they tell a lamprey from an eel!”

  


  
    ***
  


  V.


  
    SEEING Loreto’s holy house descend,


    Two robbers were converted. Into what?


    Into more robbers; robbers without end,


    Who grind men’s bones and feed upon men’s fat.

  


  
    ***
  


  VI.

  

  ON CATULLUS.


  
    TELL me not what too well I know


    About the bard of Sirmio . .


    Yes, in Thalia’s son


    Such stains there are . . as when a Grace


    Sprinkles another’s laughing face


    With nectar, and runs on.

  


  
    ***
  


  VII.


  
    MONTALEMBERT and Baraguay,


    Rejoice! ’tis Freedom’s closing day.


    Rejoice! one only is the reign


    Now from the Neva to the Seine.

  


  
    ***
  


  VIII.


  
    THERE falls with every wedding chime


    A feather from the wing of Time.


    You pick it up, and say “How fair


    To look upon its colours are!”


    Another drops day after day


    Unheeded; not one word you say.


    When bright and dusky are blown past,


    Upon the hearse there nods the last.

  


  
    ***
  


  IX.


  
    ACROSS, up, down, our fortunes go,


    Like particles of feathery snow,


    Never so certain or so sound


    As when they’re fallen to the ground.

  


  
    ***
  


  X.


  
    EREWHILE exulting in its power


    Rose thy bright form o’er worlds of sighs;


    Graceful as then, at this late hour


    Upon the scatter’d flowers it lies.

  


  
    ***
  


  XI.

  

  DEFENDERS OF HAYNAU, &c.


  
    A JEW apostate, a degenerate Scot,


    Tongue after tongue, lick smooth the darkest blot,


    But only widen what they would erase


    And show more horrible the wretch they praise.


    The scourge that lacerates the modest bride,


    And swings about the matron’s breast, they hide.


    Bullet and halter for the brave and wise!


    Honor and wealth for loyal perjuries!


    Wait! there are thunderbolts not forged in heaven,


    And crimes there only, if e’en there, forgiven.

  


  
    ***
  


  XII.


  
    EARLY I thought the worst of lies


    In poets was, that beauty dies;


    I thought not only it must stay,


    But glow the brighter every day:


    Some who then bloom’d on earth are gone,


    In some the bloom is overblown.

  


  
    ***
  


  XIII.


  
    WINTER has changed his mind and fixt to come.


    Now two or three snow-feathers at a time


    Drop heavily, in doubt if they should drop


    Or wait for others to support their fall.

  


  
    ***
  


  XIV.


  
    O WHAT a pleasant thing it is


    To see our Derby and our Dis


    Walk hand in hand together;


    While Lord John Russell bites his nail


    At whigs and liberals who turn tail,


    And wince against the tether.


    After his poor three pints of port


    The farmer cries, “Ha! that’s your sort


    Of chaps to save the nation.


    Hip! for dear parsons and dear corn!


    Hip! for the bull of crumpled horn!


    Hip! hip! for Convocation!”


    But no such pleasant thing it is


    For Derby at the side of Dis


    Cantering o’er the Commons,


    When he believes he hears the bell


    For dinner-time, it tolls his knell


    Of parting power. Sad summons!

  


  
    ***
  


  XV.

  

  A NOTE-COVER WITH SIX OF MY CARDS.


  
    TO her old friend does Rose devote


    Sometimes two minutes, rarely three,


    Yet never came there any note


    (However kind) so full of me.

  


  
    ***
  


  XVI.


  
    I ENTREAT you, Alfred Tennyson,


    Come and share my haunch of venison.


    I have too a bin of claret,


    Good, but better when you share it.


    Tho’ ’tis only a small bin,


    There’s a stock of it within.


    And as sure as I’m a rhymer,


    Half a butt of Rudesheimer.


    Come; among the sons of men is one


    Welcomer than Alfred Tennyson?

  


  
    ***
  


  XVII.


  
    SMITHFIELD! thy festival prepare


    And drive the cattle from the fair;


    Another drove is coming fast . .


    Tie, tie the faggot to the mast:


    And purify the nation’s crimes


    Again as in the good old times.


    “Huzza!” the children cry, “huzza!


    Now then for one more holiday!”

  


  
    ***
  


  XVIII.


  
    JOY is the blossom, sorrow is the fruit,


    Of human life; and worms are at the root.

  


  
    ***
  


  XIX.


  
    “Why do I smile?” To hear you say


    “One month, and then the shortest day!”


    The shortest, whate’er month it be,


    Is the bright day you pass with me.

  


  
    ***
  


  XX.


  
    MARTHA, now somewhat stern and old,


    Found men grow every day less bold;


    Yet bad enough; but tolerated


    Because, poor souls! by God created.


    She loved her dog (the worst do that)


    And pamper’d him, morosely fat.


    Rising up half-asleep, it hapt


    She trod upon him and he snapt.


    “Ah, what a pitch,” good Martha says,


    “Have dogs arrived at in our days!”

  


  
    ***
  


  XXI.

  

  COWLEY’S STYLE.


  
    DISPENSER of wide-wasting woe,


    Creation’s laws you overthrow.


    Mankind in your fierce flames you burn


    And drown in their own tears by turn.


    Deluged had been the world in vain,


    Your fire soon dried its clothes again.

  


  
    ***
  


  XXII.


  
    YE who adore God’s Vicar while he saith,


    Blessed be every lie that props the faith,


    Draw ye from Peter’s fish no purer oil


    To feed your Lamp? In vain then do ye toil.

  


  
    ***
  


  XXIII.


  
    THOUGHT fights with thought: out springs a spark of truth


    From the collision of the sword and shield.

  


  
    ***
  


  XXIV.


  
    WHERE are the sounds that swam along


    The buoyant air when I was young?


    The last vibration now is o’er,


    And they who listen’d are no more;


    Ah! let me close my eyes and dream,


    I see one imaged on the Leam.

  


  
    ***
  


  XXV.


  
    FAIR Love! and fairer Hope! we play’d together,


    When ye were little ones, for many a day,


    Sometimes in fine, sometimes in gloomier weather:


    Is it not hard to part so soon in May?

  


  
    ***
  


  XXVI.


  
    ALAS! ’tis very sad to hear,


    Your and your Muse’s end draws near:


    I only wish, if this be true,


    To lie a little way from you.


    The grave is cold enough for me


    Without you and your poetry.

  


  
    ***
  


  XXVII.

  

  E. ARUNDELL.


  
    NATURE! thou mayest fume and fret,


    There’s but one white violet;


    Scatter o’er the vernal ground


    Faint resemblances around,


    Nature! I will tell thee yet


    There’s but one white violet.

  


  
    ***
  


  XXVIII.


  
    KNOWN as thou art to ancient Fame


    My praise, Ristormel, shall be scant:


    The Muses gave thy sounding name,


    The Graces thy inhabitant.

  


  
    ***
  


  XXIX.


  
    MILD is Euphemius, mild as summer dew


    Or Belgic lion poked to Waterloo.

  


  
    ***
  


  XXX.


  
    A FRIENDSHIP never bears uncanker’d fruit


    Where one of ancient growth has been blown down.

  


  
    ***
  


  XXXI.


  
    PENTHEUS, by maddening Furies driven,


    Saw, it is said, two suns in heaven,


    And I believe it true;


    I also see a double sun


    Where calmer mortals see but one . .


    My sun, my heaven . . in you.

  


  
    ***
  


  XXXII.


  
    GRACEFUL Acacia! slender, brittle,


    I think I know the like of thee;


    But thou art tall and she is little . .


    What God shall call her his own tree?


    Some God must be the last to change her;


    From him alone she will not flee;


    O may he fix to earth the ranger,


    And may he lend her shade to me!

  


  
    ***
  


  XXXIII.


  
    WHETHER the Furies lash the criminal


    Or weaker Passions lead him powerless on,


    I see the slave and scorn him equally.

  


  
    ***
  


  XXXIV.


  
    UNKINDNESS can be but where kindness was;


    Thence, and thence only, fly her certain shafts


    And carry fire and venom on the point.

  


  
    ***
  


  XXXV.

  

  TO POETS.


  
    MY children! speak not ill of one another;


    I do not ask you not to hate;


    Cadets must envy every elder brother,


    The little poet must the great.

  


  
    ***
  


  XXXVI.


  
    CAHILLS! do what you will at home,


    Order’d, or order’d not, by Rome.


    Teach Innocence the deeds of Shame,


    Question her, what each act, each name?


    Hear patiently, where, how, how often,


    Ere ghostly commination soften.


    Brawl, bidding civil discord cease;


    Murder, to please the Prince of Peace.


    For Him who sees thro’ worlds set spies,


    And guard the throne of Truth with lies.


    Only, where Treason tempts you, pause,


    And leave us house and home and laws.

  


  
    ***
  


  XXXVII.


  
    LOVE flies with bow unstrung when Time appears,


    And trembles at the assault of heavy years;


    A few bright feathers bear him on his flight


    Quite beyond call, but not forgotten quite.

  


  
    ***
  


  XXXVIII.


  
    MATTHIAS, Gifford, men like those,


    Find in great poets but great foes;


    In Wordsworth but a husky wheeze,


    Or Byron but a foul disease,


    In Southey one who softly bleats,


    And one of thinnest air in Keats.


    Yet will these live for years and years,


    When those have felt the fatal shears.

  


  
    ***
  


  XXXIX.


  
    TO his young Rose an old man said,


    “You will be sweet when I am dead:


    Where skies are brightest we shall meet,


    And there will you be yet more sweet,


    Leaving your winged company


    To waste an idle thought on me.”

  


  
    ***
  


  XL.

  

  AMERICAN CHRISTMAS GAMES.


  
    WHEN eating and drinking and spitting and smoking


    And romping and roaring and slapping and joking


    Have each had fair play, the last toast of the night


    Is “Success to the brave who have fought the good fight.”


    Then America whistles, and Hungary sings,


    “The cards in the pack are not all knaves and kings.


    There are rogues at Vienna, and worse at Berlin,


    Who chuckle at cheating so long as they win;


    For us yet remains a prime duty to do,


    Tho’ we dirty the kennel by dragging them thro’.”

  


  
    ***
  


  XLI.


  
    I, NEAR the back of Life’s dim stage


    Feel thro’ the slips the drafts of age.


    Fifty good years are gone: with youth


    The wind is always in the south.

  


  
    ***
  


  XLII.


  
    IN the odor of sanctity Miriam abounds,


    Her husband’s is nearer the odor of hounds,


    With a dash of the cess-pool, a dash of the sty,


    And the water of cabbages running hard-by.

  


  
    ***
  


  XLIII.


  
    THE crysolites and rubies Bacchus brings


    To crown the feast where swells the broad-vein’d brow,


    Where maidens blush at what the minstrel sings,


    They who have coveted may covet now.

  


  
    Bring me, in cool alcove, the grape uncrusht,


    The peach of pulpy cheek and down mature,


    Where every voice (but bird’s or child’s) is husht,


    And every thought, like the brook nigh, runs pure.

  


  
    ***
  


  XLIV.


  
    “AMONG the few sure truths we know”


    A poet, deep in thought and woe,


    Says “Flowers, when they have lived, must die,”


    And so, sweet maid! must you and I.

  


  
    ***
  


  XLV.


  
    I REMEMBER the time ere his temples were grey,


    And I frown’d at the things he’d the boldness to say;


    But now he grows old he may say what he will,


    I laugh at his nonsense and take nothing ill.


    Indeed I must say he’s a little improved,


    For he watches no longer the slily beloved;


    No longer, as once, he awakens my fears,


    Not a glance he perceives, not a whisper he hears;


    If ever he heard one, it never transpired,


    For his only delight is to see me admired;


    And now, pray, what better return can I make


    Than flirt, and be always admired . . for his sake.

  


  
    ***
  


  XLVI.

  

  DIALOGUE.


  
    M.


    WHY! who now in the world is this?


    It cannot be the same . . I miss


    The gift he always brought. . a kiss.


    Yet still I know my eyes are bright


    And not a single hair turn’d white.

  


  
    L.


    O idol of my youth! upon


    That joyous head grey hair there’s none,


    Nor may there ever be! grey hair


    Is the unthrifty growth of Care,


    Which she has planted . . you see where.

  


  
    ***
  


  XLVII.


  
    WE know a poet rich in thought, profuse


    In bounty; but his grain wants winnowing;


    There hangs much chaff about it, barndoor dust,


    Cobwebs, small insects: it might make a loaf,


    A good large loaf, of household bread; but flour


    Must be well bolted for a dainty roll.

  


  
    ***
  


  XLVIII.


  
    WHAT garden but glows


    With at least its one rose


    Whether sunny or showery be June?


    What heart so unblest


    That it never possest


    One treasure, tho’ perishing soon?

  


  
    ***
  


  XLIX.


  
    BE not in too great haste to dry


    The tear that springs from sympathy.

  


  
    ***
  


  L.


  
    WE have survived three months of rain,


    O come and bring the sun again;


    Your Rosebud, tho’ she treads on air,


    Is only yet the morning star;


    Old January’s nineteenth day


    To me is like the first of May.


    I drink your health . . but Time, alas!


    Holds over mine another glass,


    In which no liquid rubies shine,


    But whose dry sand drains all the wine:


    Fain would I turn it upside down,


    It will not do . . I fear his frown;


    Tho’ on the whole (now come and see)


    He has been somewhat mild with me.

  


  
    ***
  


  LI.


  
    I WILL not, dare not, look behind,


    On days when you were true and kind,


    Oh that I now could grow as blind.


    Why did you ever tempt the sea


    And the sea-breeze, if there must be


    A lesson of inconstancy?

  


  
    ***
  


  LII.


  
    NO easy thing to hit the mind


    That wavers with each gust of wind,


    Nor worth the while, unless to show


    What a good blade and skill can do.


    Damascus sabres at one stroke


    Cut lightest plume or hardest oak.


    I let your feathers sweep the plain


    And sheath my scymeter again.

  


  
    ***
  


  LIII.


  
    THOU needst not pitch upon my hat,


    Thou wither’d leaf! to show how near


    Is now the winter of my year;


    Alas! I want no hint of that.


    Prythee, ah prythee get along!


    Whisper as gently in the ear,


    I once could whisper in, to fear


    No change, but live for dance and song.

  


  
    ***
  


  LIV.


  
    TOO mindful of the fault in Eve,


    You ladies never will believe,


    Else I would venture now to say


    I love you quite as well this day


    As when fire ran along my veins


    From your bright eyes, and joys and pains


    Each other’s swelling waves pursued,


    And when the wooer too was wooed.

  


  
    ***
  


  LV.


  
    NEITHER in idleness consume thy days,


    Nor bend thy back to mow the weeds of praise.

  


  
    ***
  


  LVI.


  
    WHILE thou wert by


    With laughing eye,


    I felt the glow and song of spring:


    Now thou art gone


    I sit alone,


    Nor heed who smile nor hear who sing.

  


  
    ***
  


  LVII.


  
    HOW many ages did the planets roll


    O’er sapient heads that nightly watcht their course,


    Ere the most sapient betwixt pole and pole


    Believed them fleeter than the dustman’s horse!

  


  
    ***
  


  LVIII.


  
    IN quadruped or winged game


    Gourmands there are who like the high:


    ’Tis in society the same . .


    A touch of taint is spicery.

  


  
    ***
  


  LIX.


  
    OUR days are number’d, O Eliza! mine


    On the left hand have many numerals,


    Few on the right; but while those days decline


    May her’s shine bright who graced these lonely halls!

  


  
    ***
  


  LX.


  
    CYPRESS and Cedar! gracefullest of trees,


    Friends of my boyhood! ye, before the breeze,


    As lofty lords before an eastern throne,


    Bend the whole body, not the head alone.

  


  
    ***
  


  LXI.


  
    Love thou thy neighbour as thyself


    Lies an old sawe upon the shelf.


    With intercourse and accent bland


    Dogs . . smooth Maltese, rough Newfoundland,


    And spirited and faithful Spitz . .


    Accost me: let them teach the wits.


    The greater have come up and done


    All honour, the minuter none.


    Singling me from amidst the crowd


    My next-door neighbour barks most loud.

  


  
    ***
  


  LXII.


  
    STOP, stop, friend Cogan! would you throw


    That tooth away? You little know


    Its future: that which now you see


    A sinner’s, an old saint’s may be,


    And popes may bless it in a ring


    To charm the conscience of some king.

  


  
    ***
  


  LXIII.


  
    YES, I will come to Oxford now


    Juicy and green is every bough,


    Unfit as yet to roast a Froude:


    Exeter cries, “To what a pass


    Are we reduced! alas! alas!”


    And Church and College wail aloud.

  


  
    ***
  


  LXIV.


  
    PEOPLE may think the work of sleep


    That deep-indented frown;


    Its post of honour let it keep,


    Nor draw the nightcap down.


    Acknowledge that at every wheeze,


    At every grunt and groan,


    You hear his verses; do not these


    Proclaim them for his own?

  


  
    ***
  


  LXV.


  
    YEARS, many parti-colour’d years,


    Some have crept on, and some have flown,


    Since first before me fell those tears


    I never could see fall alone.


    Years, not so many, are to come,


    Years not so varied, when from you


    One more will fall: when, carried home,


    I see it not, nor hear adieu.

  


  
    ***
  


  LXVI.


  
    DEATH, in approaching, brings me sleep so sound


    I scarcely hear the dreams that hover round;


    One cruel thing, one only, he can do . . .


    Break the bright image (Life’s best gift) of you.

  


  
    ***
  


  LXVII.


  
    HERE stands a civil man, John Hickes,


    Waiting, he says, to cross the Styx.


    Check that dog’s treble-bass, O Charon!


    Take him, and lay the lightest fare on.

  


  
    ***
  


  LXVIII.

  

  YOUNG.


  
    THOU dreariest droll of puffy short-breath’d writers!


    All thy night-thoughts and day-thoughts hung on mitres.

  


  
    ***
  


  LXIX.

  

  A QUARRELSOME BISHOP.


  
    TO hide her ordure, claws the cat;


    You claw, but not to cover that.


    Be decenter, and learn at least


    One lesson from the cleanlier beast.

  


  
    ***
  


  LXX.


  
    “INSTEAD of idling half my hours,


    I might have learnt the names of flowers


    In gardens, groves, and fields.”


    Where then had been the sweet surprise


    That sparkles from those dark-blue eyes?


    Less pleasure knowledge yields.

  


  
    ***
  


  LXXI.


  
    HERE lies our honest friend Sam Parr,


    A better man than most men are.


    So learned, he could well dispense


    Sometimes with merely common sense:


    So voluble, so eloquent,


    You little heeded what he meant:


    So generous, he could spare a word


    To throw at Warburton or Hurd:


    So loving, every village-maid


    Sought his caresses, tho’ afraid.

  


  
    ***
  


  LXXII.


  
    JACK CAMPBELL! if few are


    So stealthy as you are,


    Few steal with so honest a face:


    But recollect, when


    You pluck a fresh pen,


    That where the soil’s richest is deepest the trace.


    Beware lest Macaulay,


    Hard-fisted, should maul ye


    When he catches you sucking his Bacon.


    At Lister’s church-yard


    There is station’d no guard;


    Creep over; his spoils may be taken.

  


  
    ***
  


  LXXIII.


  
    BLYTHE bell, that calls to bridal halls,


    Tolls deep a darker day;


    The very shower that feeds the flower


    Weeps also its decay.

  


  
    ***
  


  LXXIV.

  

  TO AN OLD MULBERRY-TREE.


  
    OLD mulberry! with all thy moss around,


    Thy arms are shatter’d, but thy heart is sound:


    So then remember one for whom of yore


    Thy tenderest boughs the crimson berry bore;


    Remember one who, trusting in thy strength,


    Lay on the low and level branch full length.


    No strength has he, alas! to climb it now,


    Nor strength to bear him, if he had, hast thou.

  


  
    ***
  


  LXXV.


  
    HASTEN, O hasten, poet mine!


    To give the hoarsest of the Nine


    Her usual syrop; let her go


    To sleep, as she lets others do.

  


  
    ***
  


  LXXVI.


  
    WEAK minds return men hatred for contempt,


    Strong ones contempt for hatred. Which is best?

  


  
    ***
  


  LXXVII.


  
    IN port, beyond the swell of winds and tides,


    My little skiff the Independence rides.


    Scanty, tho’ strong and hearty is her crew,


    So, come aboard; she can find room for you.

  


  
    ***
  


  LXXVIII.

  

  THE DUKE OF YORK’S STATUE.


  
    ENDURING is the bust of bronze,


    And thine, O flower of George’s sons,


    Stands high above all laws and duns.

  


  
    As honest men as ever cart


    Convey’d to Tyburn took thy part


    And raised thee up to where thou art.

  


  
    ***
  


  LXXIX.


  
    WHY do the Graces now desert the Muse?


    They hate bright ribbons tying wooden shoes.

  


  
    ***
  


  LXXX.


  
    WHEN a man truly loves he is at best


    A frail thermometer to the beloved:


    His spirits rise and fall but at her breath,


    And shower and sunshine are divined from her.

  


  
    ***
  


  LXXXI.


  
    BETTER to praise too largely small deserts,


    Than censure too severely great defects.

  


  
    ***
  


  LXXXII.


  
    HUNGARIANS! raise your laurel’d brows again,


    Ye who can raise them from amid the slain,


    And swear we hear but fables, and the youth


    Who sways o’er Austria never “swerv’d from truth.”

  


  
    ***
  


  LXXXIII.


  
    BIDDEN by Hope the sorrowful and fond


    Look o’er the present hour for hours beyond.


    Some press, some saunter on, until at last


    They reach that chasm which none who breathe hath past.


    Before them Death starts up, and opens wide


    His wings, and wafts them to the farther side.

  


  
    ***
  


  LXXXIV.


  
    IRELAND never was contented . .


    Say you so? you are demented.


    Ireland was contented when


    All could use the sword and pen,


    And when Tara rose so high


    That her turrets split the sky,


    And about her courts were seen


    Liveried Angels robed in green,


    Wearing, by St. Patrick’s bounty,


    Emeralds big as half a county.

  


  
    ***
  


  LXXXV.

  

  LADY HAMILTON.


  
    LONG have the Syrens left their sunny coast,


    The Muse’s voice, heard later, soon was lost:


    Of all the Graces one remains alone,


    Gods call her Emma; mortals, Hamilton.

  


  
    ***
  


  LXXXVI.


  
    THERE is a time when the romance of life


    Should be shut up, and closed with double clasp:


    Better that this be done before the dust


    That none can blow away falls into it.

  


  
    ***
  


  LXXXVII.


  
    NAY, thank me not again for those


    Camelias, that untimely rose;


    But if, whence you might please the more


    And win the few unwon before,


    I sought the flowers you loved to wear,


    O’erjoy’d to see them in your hair,


    Upon my grave, I pray you, set


    One primrose or one violet.


    . . . Stay . . . I can wait a little yet.

  


  
    ***
  


  LXXXVIII.


  
    EXPECT no grape, no fig, no wholesome fruit


    From Gaul engrafted upon Corsican.

  


  
    ***
  


  LXXXIX.

  

  AN IRISHMAN TO FATHER MATHEW.


  
    O FATHER Mathew!


    Whatever path you


    In life pursue,


    God grant your Reverence


    May brush off never hence


    Our mountain dew!

  


  
    ***
  


  XC.


  
    “A Paraphrase on Job” we see


    By Young: it loads the shelf:


    He who can read one half must be


    Patient as Job himself.

  


  
    ***
  


  XCI.


  
    MEYRICK! surrounded by Silurian boors,


    Against that rabble shut your castle-doors;


    I mean that coarser rabble which aspires


    To square its shoulders in the squad of squires;


    Which holds the scholar under heavy ban,


    And, drunk or sober, spurns the gentleman.


    Meyrick! how wide your difference! hardly wider


    Your mellow claret and their musty cider.

  


  
    ***
  


  XCII.


  
    IT often happens a bad pun


    Goes farther than a better one.


    A miss is often not a bit


    Less startling than the fairest hit:


    This (under high-raised eyebrows seen)


    Poor Goldsmith proved on Turnham-green.

  


  
    ***
  


  XCIII.


  
    THE ancient Faith brings recreant Gauls


    In guise of friends to scale the walls


    Of manful Rome: as false their word


    As ever, and more foul the sword.

  


  
    ***
  


  XCIV.


  
    “WHAT is my faith?” I do believe


    That ladies never would deceive,


    And that the little fault of Eve


    Is very easy to retrieve.

  


  
    “She lost us immortality!”


    “Well, so she might; and what care I?


    Eden and Paradise are nigh


    As ever: should we pass them by?”

  


  


  
    ***
  


  XCV.

  

  TO JOHN FORSTER.


  
    CENSURED by her who stands above


    The Sapphic Muse in song and love,


    “For minding what such people do,”


    I turn in confidence to you.


    Now, Forster, did you never stop


    At orange-peel or turnip-top,


    To kick them from your path, and then


    Complacently walk on agen?

  


  
    ***
  


  XCVI.


  
    IN summer when the sun’s mad horses pass


    Thro’ more than half the heavens, we sink to rest


    In Italy, nor tread the crackling grass,


    But wait until they plunge into the west:


    And could not you, Mazzini! wait awhile?


    The grass is wither’d, but shall spring agen;


    The Gods, who frown on Italy, will smile


    As in old times, and men once more be men.

  


  
    ***
  


  XCVII.


  
    GOD scatters beauty as he scatters flowers


    O’er the wide earth, and tells us all are ours.


    A hundred lights in every temple burn,


    And at each shrine I bend my knee in turn.

  


  
    ***
  


  XCVIII.

  

  THE DEATH OF MADAME ROLAND.


  
    GENIUS and Virtue! dismal was the dearth


    Ye saw throughout all France when ye lookt down.


    In the wide waste of blood-besprinkled earth,


    There was but one great soul, and that had flown.

  


  
    ***
  


  XCIX.


  
    THERE are certain blue eyes


    Which insist on your sighs,


    And the readiest to give them is far the most wise;


    An obstinate lout


    Resolved to stand out


    Cries at last like a criminal under the knout.

  


  
    ***
  


  C.


  
    DEATH stands above me, whispering low


    I know not what into my ear:


    Of his strange language all I know


    Is, there is not a word of fear.

  


  
    ***
  


  CI.

  

  ROSE AYLMER’S HAIR, GIVEN BY HER SISTER.


  
    BEAUTIFUL spoils! borne off from vanquisht death!


    Upon my heart’s high altar shall ye lie,


    Moved but by only one adorer’s breath,


    Retaining youth, rewarding constancy.

  


  
    ***
  


  CII.


  
    DESERTED in our utmost need


    Was Peel, and what poor fags succeed!


    Lie dead, ye bees! come forth, ye drones!


    Malmsburies, Maidstones, Pakingtons!


    Hum in the sunshine while ye may,


    Tomorrow comes a rainy day.

  


  
    ***
  


  CIII.


  
    A FLIRT was Belinda! the more she reproved


    Her lover for changing his mind.


    “Say who,” cried the youth, “O my dearly beloved!


    Can be steady that polks with the wind?”

  


  
    ***
  


  CIV.

  

  THE ONE GRAVE.


  
    THOUGH other friends have died in other days,


    One grave there is where memory sinks and stays.

  


  
    ***
  


  CV.

  

  HENRY THE EIGHTH.


  
    THOU murderous man! a time there comes, we trust,


    When, king’s or peasant’s, dust springs forth from dust:


    Then, when the spirit its own form shall see,


    Beauteous, or hideous, woe then, wretch, to thee!

  


  
    ***
  


  CVI.


  
    WEARERS of rings and chains!


    Pray do not take the pains


    To set me right.


    In vain my faults ye quote;


    I write as others wrote


    On Sunium’s hight.

  


  
    ***
  


  CVII.


  
    COME forth, old lion, from thy den,


    Come, be the gaze of idle men,


    Old lion, shake thy mane and growl,


    Or they will take thee for an owl.

  


  
    ***
  


  CVIII.


  
    THREATEN the wretch who rashly comes


    To violate these tranquil tombs,


    Eglantine! sweet protectress! you


    Can threaten him and punish too.

  


  
    ***
  


  CIX.


  
    ENVY ne’er thrust into my hand her torch,


    The robe of those who mount up higher to scorch.


    On old Greek idols I may fix my eyes


    Oftener, and bring them larger sacrifice,


    Yet on the altar where are worshipt ours


    I light my taper and lay down my flowers.

  


  
    ***
  


  CX.


  
    STRIKE with Thor’s hammer, strike agen


    The skulking heads of half-form’d men,


    And every northern God shall smile


    Upon thy well-aim’d blow, Carlyle!

  


  
    ***
  


  CXI.


  
    BY learned men was England led,


    When England follow’d men like these;


    His father’s speeches One had read, . . .


    One, Ovid’s Metamorphoses.

  


  
    ***
  


  CXII.


  
    OLD MAN.


    WHAT wouldst thou say,


    Autumnal day,


    Clothed in a mist akin to rain?

  


  
    DARK DAY.


    Thus I appear,


    Because next year,


    Perhaps we may not meet again.

  


  
    ***
  


  CXIII.


  
    CHANGEFUL! how little do you know


    Of Byron when you call him so!


    True as the magnet is to iron


    Byron hath ever been to Byron.


    His color’d prints, in gilded frames,


    Whatever the designs and names,


    One image set before the rest,


    In shirt with falling collar drest,


    And keeping up a rolling fire at


    Patriot, conspirator, and pirate.

  


  
    ***
  


  CXIV.


  
    LOVE, flying out of sight, o’ershadows me,


    And leaves me cold as cold can be;


    Farewell alasses! and no-mores! and you,


    Sweetest and saddest word, adieu!

  


  
    ***
  


  CXV.

  

  1853.


  
    SIT quiet at your hearthstones while ye may;


    Look to your arms; place them within your reach;


    Keep dry the powder; throw none on the grate


    In idle sport; it might blow up both roof


    And door: and then the Bear that growls bursts in.

  


  
    ***
  


  CXVI.


  
    BLIND to the future, to what lies before


    The future, what our feet now stand upon,


    We see not, look not for, nor think about.

  


  
    ***
  


  CXVII.


  
    YE throw your crumbs of bread into the stream,


    And there are fish that rise and swallow them;


    Fish too there are that lie along the mud,


    And never rise, content to feed on worms.


    Thus do we poets; thus the people do.


    What sparkles is caught up; what sparkles not


    Falls to the bottom mingled with the sludge,


    And perishes by its solidity.


    The minnows twinkle round and let it pass,


    Pursuing some minuter particle,


    More practicable for the slender gill.

  


  
    ***
  


  CXVIII.


  
    MY yarn in verse is short: I sit among


    Our few old women who ne’er learnt to spin.

  


  
    ***
  


  CXIX.


  
    TREASURES of greek has . . ? In vain I seek ’em,


    Is all the greek he has worth album græcum?

  


  
    ***
  


  CXX.


  
    ONE lovely name adorns my song,


    And, dwelling in the heart,


    For ever falters at the tongue,


    And trembles to depart.

  


  
    ***
  


  CXXI.

  

  ON SOUTHEY’S BIRTHDAY, NOV. 4.


  
    NO Angel borne on whiter wing


    Hath visited the sons of men,


    Teaching the song they ought to sing


    And guiding right the unsteady pen.


    Recorded not on earth alone,


    O Southey! is thy natal day,


    But there where stands the choral throne


    Show us thy light and point the way.

  


  
    ***
  


  CXXII.


  
    ALTHO my soberer ear disdains


    The irksome din of tinkling chains,


    I pat two steers more sleek than strong


    And yoke them to the car of Song.

  


  
    ***
  


  CXXIII.


  
    O WRETCHED despicable slaves,


    Accomplices and dupes of knaves!


    The cut-throat uncle laid ye low,


    The cut-purse nephew gags ye now.


    Behold at last due vengeance come


    For the brave men ye slew at Rome.

  


  
    ***
  


  CXXIV.


  
    PENTHESILEIA, bright and bold,


    Led forth her Amazons of old,


    And every man was fain to yield


    Who met her on the Attic field


    Save Theseus; by that bosom bare


    Undazzled, or that golden hair;


    He, without shuddering, dared to twist


    Its rings around his stubborn fist.


    The times are alter’d: now again


    Our Attic virgins scour the plain,


    And Pallas is observed to rear


    O’er those her Ægis and her spear.

  


  
    ***
  


  CXXV.


  
    THERE are some tears that only brave men shed,


    The rest are common to the human race.


    The cause of Hungary when Kossuth pled


    Such tears as his roll’d down the sternest face.


    Girls wonder’d, by the side of youths who loved,


    Why they had never wept until that hour;


    Tender they knew those hearts, but never moved


    As then. Love own’d there was one greater power.

  


  
    ***
  


  CXXVI.


  
    THE fault is not mine if I love you too much,


    I loved you too little too long,


    Such ever your graces, your tenderness such,


    And the music the heart gave the tongue.

  


  
    A time is now coming when Love must be gone,


    Tho he never abandon’d me yet.


    Acknowledge our friendship, our passion disown,


    Our follies (ah can you?) forget.

  


  
    ***
  


  CXXVII.


  
    IF, when a man has thrown himself on flowers,


    He feels a sharp flint under him and springs


    Upon his legs, he feels the flint again


    Tomorrow, not the flowers: they drifted down


    The stream of Lethe imperceptibly,


    Heavier and sooner to be now engulpht


    For every surface-drop which they imbibed.


    I have so much of leisure that I hate


    To lose a particle; as hate the rich


    To lose the dross they know not to employ;


    Else would I moralize a good half-hour


    On pleasure and its sequences, and speak


    As ill of them as men whom they have left


    Usually do . . ungrateful, like the rest.

  


  
    ***
  


  CXXVIII.


  
    LEAF after leaf drops off, flower after flower,


    Some in the chill, some in the warmer hour:


    Alike they flourish and alike they fall,


    And Earth who nourisht them receives them all.


    Should we, her wiser sons, be less content


    To sink into her lap when life is spent?

  


  
    ***
  


  CXXIX.

  

  TO A CHILD.


  
    POUT not, my little Rose, but take


    With dimpled fingers, cool and soft,


    This posy, when thou art awake . .


    Mama has worn my posies oft:

  


  
    This is the first I offer thee,


    Sweet baby! many more shall rise


    From trembling hand, from bended knee,


    Mid hopes and fears, mid doubts and sighs.

  


  
    Before that hour my eyes will close;


    But grant me, Heaven, this one desire . .


    In mercy! may my little Rose


    Never be grafted on a briar.

  


  
    ***
  


  CXXX.


  
    REST of my heart! no verse can tell


    My blissful pride, beloved by you;


    Yet could I love you half so well


    Unless you once had grieved me too?

  


  
    ***
  


  CXXXI.


  
    LET Youth, who never rests, run by;


    But should each Grace desert the Muse?


    Should all that once hath charmed us, fly


    At heavy Age’s creaking shoes?


    The titter of light Days I hear


    To see so strange a figure come;


    Laugh on, light Days, and never fear;


    He passes you; he seeks the tomb.

  


  
    ***
  


  CXXXII.


  
    THE wisest of the wise


    Listen to pretty lies


    And love to hear ’em told.


    Doubt not that Solomon


    Listen’d to many a one,


    Some in his youth and more when he grew old.

  


  
    I never was among


    The choir of Wisdom’s song,


    But pretty lies loved I


    As much as any king,


    When youth was on the wing,


    And (must it then be told?) when youth had quite gone by.

  


  
    Alas! and I have not


    The pleasant hour forgot


    When one pert lady said


    “O Walter! I am quite


    Bewilder’d with affright!


    I see (sit quiet now) a white hair on your head.”

  


  
    Another more benign


    Snipt it away from mine,


    And in her own dark hair


    Pretended it was found . . .


    She lept, and twirl’d it round . .


    Fair as she was, sne never was so fair.

  


  
    ***
  


  CXXXIII.


  
    ULYSSES-LIKE had Myrrha known,


    Aye, many a man in many a town:


    At last she swore that she would be


    Constant to one alone, to me.


    She fails a trifle: I reprove:


    Myrrha no longer swears her love;


    One falsehood honest Myrrha spares,


    And argues better than she swears.


    “Look now,” says she, “o’er these fair plains,


    What find you there that long remains?


    The rocks upon yon ugly hill


    Are hard and cold and changeless still.”

  


  
    ***
  


  CXXXIV.

  

  TO AN INNOCENT GIRL.


  
    MAID! who canst hardly yet believe


    The Tempter could have tempted Eve,


    And wonderest with religious doubt


    What the good angels were about


    To let that horrid creature in


    And try to teach her what is sin . .


    Trust me, my little girl, altho


    Strange is the story, it was so.


    Her whom the hollow world applauds


    Where’er she moves, whate’er the gauds


    Of wit and beauty she may wear,


    One evil action strips her bare;


    One groveling and seductive vice


    Tempts her . . and farewell Paradise!

  


  
    ***
  


  CXXXV.


  
    THE Wine is murmuring in the gloom,


    Because he feels that Spring is come


    To gladden everything outside . .


    To wing the dove to meet his bride,


    And not disdainfully to pass


    Even the snail along the grass;


    Because he feels that on the slope


    Of his own hill the vine-flowers ope;


    Because he feels that never more


    Will earth or heaven his past restore.


    He beats against the ribs of iron


    Which him and all his strength environ;


    He murmurs, swells, and beats agen,


    But murmurs, swells, and beats in vain.


    “Why think about it?” Need I say,


    Remembering one sweet hour last May?


    We think and feel (’twas your remark)


    Then most when all around is dark.

  


  
    ***
  


  CXXXVI.


  
    NO insect smells so fulsome as that hard


    Unseemly beetle which corrodes the rose.


    Bring forth your microscope; about the bard


    One very like it (only less) it shows.

  


  
    ***
  


  CXXXVII.


  
    A SENTIMENTAL lady sate


    Lamenting thus a rose’s fate,


    As thirty of them, nay threescore,


    Bard-bitten all, have done before.


    “My sweet and lovely one! ah why


    Must you so soon decay and die?”


    “I know not,” with soft accents said,


    And balmy breath the Rose, “kind maid!


    I only know they call me fair,


    And fragrant in this summer air.


    If youths should push their faces down


    On mine, I smile, but never frown,


    And never (’twere affected) say


    So much as ‘wanton! go away.’


    I would not wish to stop behind


    And perish in the wint’ry wind.


    I have had sisters; all are gone


    Before me, and without a moan.


    Be thou as sweet and calm as they,


    And never mind the future day.”

  


  
    ***
  


  CXXXVIII.

  

  SEPARATION.


  
    THERE is a mountain and a wood between us,


    Where the lone shepherd and late bird have seen us


    Morning and noon and even-tide repass.


    Between us now the mountain and the wood


    Seem standing darker than last year they stood,


    And say we must not cross, alas! alas!

  


  
    ***
  


  CXXXIX.


  
    IF wits and poets, two or three,


    Four at the most, speak well of me,


    It is because my lonely path


    Lies hidden by the hills of Bath.


    Neighbours who stir one step from prose


    Become inevitable foes.


    Poetic steamers rarely fail


    Somehow to clash upon the rail.

  


  
    ***
  


  CXL.

  

  IRISH THANKS FOR ROMISH MIRACLES.


  
    SURE from thee, most Holy Father,


    Miracles in heaps we gather:


    We have one before us that’s


    Very like the Kerry cats,


    Which our history by Moore


    Tells us were just twenty-four.


    Others show the very house, and


    Swear there were eleven thousand,


    Keeping up a glorious fight


    All the day and all the night,


    Not a knuckle, not a rib,


    Left at morn by Tab or Tib,


    But one only tail to tell


    What the Kerry cats befell.


    Blessings on thee, Holy Father,


    And thy miracles! We’d rather


    See as many Frenchmen slain


    Than those Kerry cats again,


    Tho, as sure as you are born,


    Few we want to watch our corn,


    Since the Union-guardians eat


    Most of that, and all the meat.


    Hear those Frenchmen yonder cry


    Freedom and fraternity!


    See those pebble-loads of carts


    Rumbling from their joyous hearts,


    See those sabres hicking hacking.


    And those rifles clicking clacking!


    We may learn one lesson by ’t . .


    Never go afield to fight.


    Botheration! botheration!


    Nation striving against nation!


    When a single one can do


    All the work as well as two.

  


  
    ***
  


  CXLI.

  

  LIGHT AND DARK.


  
    AS trees that grow along the waterside,


    However stiff and stately be their kind,


    Forego their nature, put away all pride


    And bend their lofty heads before the wind


    Of spring, erect thro’ winter’s; while a voice


    From the mild ripples charms their branches down,


    Branches and ripples each in each rejoice,


    And these forget to swell and those to frown;


    So does that grave stern man before you now


    Lose all his harshness while you sing or speak.


    Methinks I see shot upward on his brow,


    The tender radiance of your virgin cheek.

  


  
    ***
  


  CXLII.

  

  MY LIZARD IN TUSCANY.


  
    YOU pant like one in love, my Ramorino!


    Can it be fear? Come Walter! come Carlino!


    But not too nigh; just nigh enough to see


    My lizard, greener than your rosemary.

  


  
    ***
  


  CXLIII.


  
    KNOW ye the land where from its acrid root


    The sweet nepenthè rears her ripen’d fruit,


    Which whoso tastes forgets his house and home?


    Ye know it not: come on then; come to Rome.


    Behold upon their knees with cord and scourge


    Men, full-grown men, pale puffy phantasts urge!


    Holiness lies with them in fish and frogs,


    Mid squealing eunuchs and mid sculptured logs,


    Mid gaudy dresses changed for every scene,


    And mumbled prayers in unknown tongue between.


    These wrongs imposed on them they call their rights!


    For these the poor man toils, the brave man fights!


    Exclaiming “Saints above! your triumphs o’er,


    Shall roasted Ridleys crown the feast no more?


    Shall all our candles gutter into gloom,


    And faith sit still, or only sweep the room?”

  


  
    ***
  


  CXLIV.

  

  BRIGHTON 1807.


  
    YOU ask what he’s doing


    Who lately was wooing,


    And fear’d but those frowns


    That came dark o’er the downs:


    When night is returning


    He sighs for the morning,


    And ere the first light


    Sighs again for the night.

  


  
    ***
  


  CXLV.


  
    IF you no longer love me,


    To friendship why pretend?


    Unworthy was the lover,


    Unworthy be the friend.


    I know there is another


    Of late prefer’d to me:


    Recover’d is my freedom,


    And you again are free.


    I’ve seen the bird that summer


    Deluded from her spray


    Return again in winter


    And grieve she flew away.

  


  
    ***
  


  CXLVI.

  

  THE BEES OF GUILLIVELLE.


  
    BEES! conscripts! braves of Guillivelle!


    What poet, yet unborn, shall tell,


    Not of your treasuries of sweets,


    But of your more than manly feats?


    Above the song of bard or bee,


    French soldiers, truly French, are ye:


    Your bayonets at once invade


    The densest loftiest barricade,


    And equally ye take it ill


    Of all who stir or who sit still.


    Beneath yon cart what Proudhons fall!


    What Thierses, where those goslings sprawl,


    In mire as deep, writhe, hiss, and gabble . .


    Excessively uncomfortable!


    The President, as due, decrees


    Your regiment for feats like these


    Be called The Bonaparte Bees.

  


  
    ***
  


  
    ________


    A farmer at Guillivelle sent his carter, with a cart and five horses, to remove some rubbish from a wall, near which he had 250 hives. Returning to the house for something, the carter tied his horses to a tree. The bees issued forth; the horses were covered with them. Coming back, he found two dead, the three others rolling about in agony; and these also died soon after. The same swarms, some time before, had stung to death eighteen goslings.

  


  CXLVII.

  

  PRIMROSE TO BE DRIED IN A BOOK.


  
    HUMBLE FLOWER! the gift of Rose!


    If to-day thy life must close,


    Yet for ever shalt thou be


    Just as fair and fresh to me;


    And when I am underground


    Shalt among these leaves be found,


    And the finder shall exclaim


    “Up! arise! awake to fame!


    He who gave thee length of days


    Held her flower above his bays.”

  


  
    ***
  


  CXLVIII.


  
    YOUR last request no fond false hope deceives;


    Your’s shall be, Rose! when all your days are o’er,


    “The sighs of Zephyrs ’mid the nestling leaves;”


    “And many more!


    Many shall mourn around you, lovely Rose!


    But there must one be absent; there is one


    Who griev’d with you in all your little woes . .


    He will be gone.”

  


  
    ***
  


  CXLIX.

  

  NIL ADMIRARI, &C.


  
    HORACE and Creech!


    Thus do ye teach?


    What idle speech!

  


  
    Pope! and could you


    Sanction it too?


    ’Twill never do.

  


  
    One idle pen


    Writes it, and ten


    Write it agen.

  


  
    Sages require


    Much to admire,


    Nought to desire.

  


  
    God! grant thou me


    Nature to see


    Admiringly.

  


  
    Lo! how the wise


    Read in her eyes


    Thy mysteries!

  


  
    ***
  


  CL.


  
    WHEN the mad wolf hath bit the scatter’d sheep,


    The madden’d flock their penfold overleap,


    And, rushing blind with fury, trample down


    The kindest master with the coarest clown.

  


  
    ***
  


  CLI.

  

  ROME.


  
    AT Rome may everything be bought


    But honesty, there vainly sought:


    For other kinds of costly ware


    The pontif opens a bazaar.


    If you have lost your soul, you may


    Procure a better . . only pay.


    If you have any favourite sin,


    The price is ticketed . . walk in.


    For a few thousand golden pieces


    Uncles may marry here their nieces;


    The pontif slips the maiden sash,


    And winks, and walks away the cash.


    Naples, so scant of blushes, sees


    And blushes at such tricks as these,


    Until a ghostly father saith


    Behold, my sons! the ancient faith.


    This ancient faith brought faithful Gauls,


    In guise of friends to scale the walls


    Of manfull Rome; and Louis’ word


    Unsheath’d Christina’s tarnisht sword.

  


  
    ***
  


  CLII.


  
    OUR youth was happy: why repine


    That, like the Year’s, Life’s days decline?


    ’Tis well to mingle with the mould


    When we ourselves alike are cold,


    And when the only tears we shed


    Are of the dying on the dead.

  


  
    ***
  


  CLIII.

  

  MISTAKE RECTIFIED.


  
    ’TIS not Lucilla that you see


    Amid the cloud and storm:


    ’Tis Anger . . What a shame that he


    Assumes Lucilla’s form!

  


  
    ***
  


  CLIV.

  

  GARDEN AT HEIDELBERG.


  
    FILL me the beaker!


    Now, Rhine and Nekkar,


    Health to ye both, ye noble streams!


    Yours is a power,


    To wing the hour


    High above Wisdom’s heavy dreams.


    Germans! beer-drinking,


    Tobacco-stinking,


    Gladly, how gladly! I resign


    All you are worth,


    From south to north


    For this fresh air and fragrant wine.

  


  
    ***
  


  CLV.

  

  ON A HEAVY EPITAPH.


  
    HE who hath piled these verses o’er thy head


    Resolved, it seems, to bury thee in lead.

  


  
    ***
  


  CLVI.


  
    EASY I thought it to descry


    In your heart’s depths its purity.


    It seem’d pellucid; but alas


    Pellucid too is fragile glass!


    What we see smooth we trust is sound,


    Nor fear to slip on even ground:


    I rise and rub my broken knee,


    And so will they who follow me.

  


  
    ***
  


  CLVII.

  

  TO THE GOD TERMINUS.


  
    TERMINUS! whether stock or stone, *


    We, like our sires, thy godhead own,


    And may be pardon’d, let us hope,


    If we have changed thy name to pope.

  


  
    ***
  


  
    ________


    * Termine! sive lapis sive es defossus in agro Stipes.—TIBULLUS.

  


  CLVIII.

  

  JUNE ’51.


  
    VERSAILLES! Versailles! thou shalt not keep


    Her whom this heart yet holds most dear:


    In her own country she shall sleep;


    Her epitaph be graven here.

  


  
    ***
  


  CLIX.

  

  TO THE COUNTESS DE MOLANDÈ.


  
    I WONDER not that Youth remains


    With you, wherever else she flies:


    Where could she find such fair domains,


    Where bask beneath such sunny eyes?

  


  
    ***
  


  CLX.


  
    THERE are few on whom Fortune in one form or other,


    So various and numberless, never hath smiled;


    One fountain the sands of the desert may cover,


    Another shall rise in the rocks of the wild.

  


  
    We leave the bright lotus that floats on our river


    And the narrow green margin where youth hath reposed.


    Fate drives us; we sigh, but sigh vainly, that ever


    Our eyes in a slumber less sweet should be closed:

  


  
    Ah! while it comes over us let us assemble


    What once were not visions, but visions are now,


    Now love shall not torture, now hope shall not tremble,


    And the last leaf of myrtle still clings to the brow.

  


  
    ***
  


  CLXI.


  
    IN early spring, ere roses took


    A matronly unblushing look,


    Or lilies had begun to fear


    A stain upon their character,


    I thought the cuckoo more remote


    Than ever, and more hoarse his note.


    The nightingale had dropt one half


    Of her large gamut, and the laugh


    Of upright nodding woodpecker


    Less petulantly struck my ear.


    Why have the birds forgot to sing,


    In this as in a former spring?


    Can it be that the days are cold.


    Or (surely no) that I am old.


    Strange fancy! how could I forget


    That I have not seen eighty yet!

  


  
    ***
  


  CLXII.


  
    WHY do our joys depart


    For cares to seize the heart?


    I know not. Nature says,


    Obey; and man obeys.


    I see, and know not why


    Thorns live and roses die.

  


  
    ***
  


  CLXIII.


  
    ALL is not over while the shade


    Of parting life, if now aslant,


    Rests on the scene whereon it play’d


    And taught a docile heart to pant.


    Autumn is passing by; his day


    Shines mildly yet on gather’d sheaves,


    And, tho the grape be pluckt away,


    Its colour glows amid the leaves.

  


  
    ***
  


  CLXIV.

  

  TWO ROSES.


  
    CAN ye not love more sisterly,


    Ye roses, but must you keep down


    The latest-born? you under, try


    To push aside your sister’s crown?

  


  
    O shame upon you, envious pair!


    Well may you blush; and well may you


    Hide your young face. Look! one comes near


    Who by her smile shall shame the two.

  


  
    ***
  


  CLXV.

  

  YOUTH.


  
    THE days of our youth are not over while sadness


    Chills never, and seldom o’ershadows, the heart;


    While Friendship is crowning the banquet of Gladness


    And bids us be seated and offers us part;


    While the swift-spoken when? and the slowly-breath’d hush!


    Make us half-love the maiden and half-hate the lover,


    And feel too what is or what should be a blush . .


    Believe me, the days of our youth are not over.

  


  
    ***
  


  CLXVI.

  

  AGE.


  
    DEATH, tho I see him not, is near


    And grudges me my eightieth year.


    Now, I would give him all these last


    For one that fifty have run past.


    Ah! he strikes all things, all alike,


    But bargains: those he will not strike.

  


  


  

  

  



  VARIOUS.


  CLXVII.


  
    A BIRD was seen aloft in air; the sun


    Shone brightly round him, yet few eyes could see


    His colour, few could scan his size; his form


    Appear’d to some like a huge bow unbent,


    To others like a shapeless stake hurl’d by,


    With a stiff breeze against it in its flight.


    It was an eagle all the while: he swoopt


    Steadily onward, careless of the gang


    Below him, talkative, disquisitive,


    But all agreeing ’twas a bird on wing,


    Some said nine inches, some said ten across.


    There were old people who could recollect


    That market-day, that crowd, that questioning,


    Those outcries to drive off the fearless bird.


    One of them I accosted; he replied,


    “Yea, I have seen him, and must say for him


    Now he is dead (and well it is for us)


    He liked a coney or a lamb too much,


    But never settled on dead carcases


    To pluck out eye or tug at putrid tongue.


    They who reviled him while he swept the air


    Are glad enough to wear a feather now


    Of that strong wing, and boast to have observ’d


    Its sunny soaring on that market-day.”

  


  
    ***
  


  CLXVIII.


  
    WHY do I praise a peach


    Not on my wall, no, nor within my reach?


    Because I see the bloom


    And scent the fragrance many steps from home.


    Permit me still to praise


    The higher Genius of departed days.


    Some are there yet who, nurst


    In the same clime, are vigorous as the first,


    And never waste their hours


    (Ardent for action) among meadow flowers.


    Greece with calm eyes I see


    Her pure white marbles have not blinded me,


    But breathe on me the love


    Of earthly things as bright as things above:


    There is (where is there not?)


    In her fair regions many a desert spot;


    Neither is Dircè clear,


    Nor is Ilissus full throughout the year.

  


  
    ***
  


  CLXIX.

  

  TO A LADY ARCHER.


  
    TWO Goddesses, not always friends,


    Are friends alike to you:


    To you her bow for trial lends


    The statelier of the two.

  


  
    “Let Cupid have it,”Venus cries,


    Diana says“No! no!


    Until your Cupid grows more wise


    He shall not have my bow.”

  


  
    Her boy was sitting at her side,


    His bow across his knee.


    “Use thou thy own, use this,”she cried:


    “I did, in vain!”cried he.

  


  
    “Mother! we may as well be gone;


    No shaft of mine can strike


    That figure there, so like thy own,


    That heart there, so unlike.

  


  
    ***
  


  CLXX.


  
    IT was a dream (ah! what is not a dream?)


    In which I wander’d thro’ a boundless space


    Peopled by those that peopled earth erewhile.


    But who conducted me? That gentle Power,


    Gentle as Death, Death’s brother. On his brow


    Some have seen poppies; and perhaps among


    The many flowers about his wavy curls


    Poppies there might be; roses I am sure


    I saw, and dimmer amaranths between.


    Lightly I thought I lept across a grave


    Smelling of cool fresh turf, and sweet it smelt.


    I would, but must not linger; I must on,


    To tell my dream before forgetfulness


    Sweeps it away, or breaks or changes it.


    I was among the Shades (if Shades they were)


    And lookt around me for some friendly hand


    To guide me on my way, and tell me all


    That compast me around. I wisht to find


    One no less firm or ready than the guide


    Of Alighieri, trustier far than he,


    Higher in intellect, more conversant


    With earth and heaven and whatso lies between.


    He stood before me . . Southey.


    “Thou art he,”


    Said I,“whom I was wishing.”


    “That I know,”


    Replied the genial voice and radiant eye.


    “We may be question’d, question we may not;


    For that might cause to bubble forth again


    Some bitter spring which crost the pleasantest


    And shadiest of our paths.”


    “I do not ask,”


    Said I,“about your happiness; I see


    The same serenity as when we walkt


    Along the downs of Clifton. Fifty years


    Have roll’d behind us since that summer-tide,


    Nor thirty fewer since along the lake


    Of Lario, to Bellaggio villa-crown’d,


    Thro’ the crisp waves I urged my sideling bark,


    Amid sweet salutation off the shore


    From lordly Milan’s proudly courteous dames.”


    “Landor! I well remember it,”said he,


    “I had just lost my first-born only boy,


    And then the heart is tender; lightest things


    Sink into it, and dwell there evermore.”


    The words were not yet spoken when the air


    Blew balmier; and around the parent’s neck


    An Angel threw his arms: it was that son.


    “Father! I felt you wisht me,”said the boy,


    “Behold me here!”


    Gentle the sire’s embrace,


    Gentle his tone.“See here your father’s friend!”


    He gazed into my face, then meekly said


    “He whom my father loves hath his reward


    On earth; a richer one awaits him here.”

  


  
    ***
  


  CLXXI.

  

  ON MOORE’S DEATH.


  
    IDOL of youths and virgins, Moore!


    Thy days, the bright, the calm, are o’er!


    No gentler mortal ever prest


    His parent Earth’s benignant breast.


    What of the powerful can be said


    They did for thee? They edited.


    What of that royal gourd? Thy verse


    Excites our scorn and spares our curse.


    Each truant wife, each trusting maid,


    All loves, all friendships, he betrayed.


    Despised in life by those he fed,


    By his last mistress left ere dead,


    Hearing her only wrench the locks


    Of every latent jewel-box.


    There spouse and husband strove alike,


    Fearing lest Death too soon should strike,


    But fixt no plunder to forego


    Till the gross spirit sank below.


    Thy closing days I envied most,


    When all worth losing had been lost.


    Alone I spent my earlier hour


    While thou wert in the roseate bower,


    And raised to thee was every eye,


    And every song won every sigh.


    One servant and one chest of books


    Follow’d me into mountain nooks,


    Where shelter’d from the sun and breeze


    Lay Pindar and Thucydides.


    There ancient days came back again,


    And British kings renew’d their reign;


    There Arthur and his knights sat round


    Cups far too busy to be crown’d;


    There Alfred’s glorious shade appear’d,


    Of higher mien than Greece e’er rear’d.


    I never sought in prime or age


    The smile of Fortune to engage,


    Nor rais’d nor lower’d the telescope


    Erected on the tower of Hope.


    From Pindus and Parnassus far


    Blinks cold and dim the Georgian star.

  


  
    ***
  


  CLXXII.

  

  TO VERONA.


  
    VERONA! thy tall gardens stand erect


    Beckoning me upward. Let me rest awhile


    Where the birds whistle hidden in the boughs,


    Or fly away when idlers take their place,


    Mated as well, conceal’d as willingly;


    Idlers whose nest must not swing there, but rise


    Beneath a gleamy canopy of gold,


    Amid the flight of Cupids, and the smiles


    Of Venus ever radiant o’er their couch.


    Here would I stay, here wander, slumber here,


    Nor pass into that theatre below


    Crowded with their faint memories, shades of joy.


    But ancient song arouses me: I hear


    Cœlius and Aufilena; I behold


    Lesbia, and Lesbia’s linnet at her lip


    Pecking the fruit that ripens and swells out


    For him whose song the Graces loved the most,


    Whatever land, east, west, they visited.


    Even he must not detain me: one there is


    Greater than he, of broader wing, of swoop


    Sublimer. Open now that humid arch


    Where Juliet sleeps the quiet sleep of death,


    And Romeo sinks aside her.


    Fare ye well,


    Lovers! Ye have not loved in vain: the hearts


    Of millions throb around ye. This lone tomb


    One greater than yon walls have ever seen,


    Greater than Manto’s prophet eye foresaw


    In her own child or Rome’s, hath hallowed;


    And the last sod or stone a pilgrim knee


    Shall press (Love swears it, and swears true) is here.

  


  
    ***
  


  CLXXIII.

  

  LOSS OF MEMORY.


  
    MEMORY! thou hidest from me far,


    Hidest behind some twinkling star


    Which peers o’er Pindus, or whose beam


    Crosses that broad and rapid stream


    Where Zeus in wily whiteness shone


    And Leda left her virgin zone.


    Often I catch thy glimpses still


    By that clear river, that lone hill,


    But seldom dost thou softly glide


    To take thy station at my side,


    When later friends and forms are near;


    From these thy traces disappear,


    And scarce a name can I recall


    Of those I value most of all.


    At times thou hurriest me away,


    And, pointing out an earlier day,


    Biddest me listen to a song


    I ought to have forgotten long:


    Then, looking up, I see above


    The plumage of departing Love,


    And when I cry, Art thou too gone?


    He laughs at me and passes on.


    Some images (alas how few!)


    Still sparkle in the evening dew


    Along my path: and must they quite


    Vanish before a deeper night?


    Keep one, O Memory! yet awhile


    And let me think I see it smile.

  


  
    ***
  


  CLXXIV.


  
    O POLITICS! ye wriggling reptiles, hatcht


    In hot corruption, head and tail alike,


    Can no man touch you but his hand must stink


    Throughout the day? must sound become unsound


    In your inclosure? O ye busy mites


    That batten on our cheese, and fatten there


    And seem its substance! Ye shall feel the pure


    And cutting air, drop, and be swept away,


    Scullery and sink receiving you, sent down


    Race after race; and yet your brood outlast


    Old Memnon, with his obelisks for guards,


    And older chiefs whose tents are pyramids,


    Your generations numberless, your food


    Man’s corrupt nature, man’s corroded heart,


    Man’s liquified and unsubstantial brain.


    Yea, while the world rolls on, unfelt to roll,


    There will be grubs and Greys within its core.


    Divested of their marrow and their nerve,


    Gigantic forms lie underneath our feet


    Without our knowing it: we pass, repass,


    And only stop (and then stop heedlessly


    Or idly curious) when some patient sage


    Explores and holds a bone before our eyes,


    And says“Ye’ve trampled on it long enough,


    Now let it teach you somewhat; try to learn.


    Meanwhile the meadow hums with insect sounds,


    And gilded backs and wings o’ertop the grass:


    These are sought keenly, highly prized, and cased


    (With titles on) in royal cabinets.”

  


  
    ***
  


  CLXXV.

  

  NAPIER.


  
    SCINDE conquer’d, England’s power restored,


    Napier return’d each prince his sword;


    Knarled with jewels, there were ten,


    And all unsheath’d by gallant men.


    “Give me your honor and take mine”


    Said he.“Behold the terms we sign!”


    He wrote to those at home who stand


    At ease, and give at ease command;


    And much of peace he spake, and more


    Of men who blest the wounds they bore


    For England’s glory; of his own


    What word did Napier utter? . . none.


    Ripon was as discreet; he kept


    The letter from all eyes and slept


    Upon that battle-field.


    “But where


    The letter?”


    “Letter? I declare


    I have forgotten it.”


    Forget


    The blow that rings o’er Indus yet,


    And whose eternal echoes roll


    From sea to sea, from pole to pole!


    To save him his last grain of credit,


    Let us believe he lied who said it.

  


  
    ***
  


  CLXXVI.

  

  NELSON, COLLINGWOOD, PELLEW.


  
    STEDFAST, energic, iron, was Nelson’s will


    To man, to woman flexible as gold.


    Who are the pair beside him that support


    His steps?


    Two greater even than himself;


    More virtuous, nor less valiant; years on years,


    Ther toil’d upon the waves, nor rested this


    His weary feet on his domestic hearth,


    Nor felt the embraces of a tender brood


    Or wife, the cherisht of his youthful days:


    And that, with countenance as firmly mild,


    Shared nearly the same lot; but more than once


    He claspt his blooming offspring to his breast,


    Then sprang afloat.


    Our annals shall record


    Actions more glorious than whatever shone


    O’er other lands and other seas: not Blake,


    Not even Blake, tho arm’d by God himself,


    Displayed more active, more intrepid skill,


    More calm decision, than was thine, Pellew,


    Deliverer of all captives that the world


    Bemoan’d as helpless, hopeless, in Algiers.


    France came and strode upon those shatter’d walls


    And waved her flag above them, and stil waves,


    Regardless of her vows. But when were oaths


    By her regarded? even with herself?


    The Frank of old in wood and swamp was free,


    The Arab in his desart: now alike


    They share the chain; one proud to see it shine,


    The other biting it with frantic tooth


    Til burnt alive for such fierce contumacy.

  


  


  
    Bitter are many tears, but sweet are some;


    These have short courses, those run long and wide.


    Who hath not struck his brow when Time hath plow’d


    Its flowery fields, at thought of wrong and pain


    A careless hour inflicted? Mere neglect


    Of helping up a sufferer, is enough


    By its reflection to o’ershadow years


    Serenely lying on life’s colder slope.


    Well is it for us when we feel the power


    To take another turn, a fairer view,


    And bring back homeward little charities,


    And hear kind words and grateful sighs again.


    Ah! ’tis refreshing as the earlier breath


    Of mower’s morn: then tears are sweet indeed,


    And from no earth-stained sources do they flow.

  


  
    ***
  


  
    ________


    [The last stanza was printed as a separate poem in the 1876 Works and Life]

  


  CLXXVII.

  

  INGRATITUDE. 18th Nov. 1852.


  
    INGRATITUDE! we seldom miss


    Thy presence in a world like this;


    But thou wert always fond of state,


    A close attendant on the great.


    So little mix I with mankind,


    I am doubtful in what house to find


    One whom scarce any but hath known . .


    Ingratitude! where art thou flown?


    O’er chariot-wheels and horns and drums


    A voice (I think I know it) comes.


    What says it? In my ear it says,


    “Men differ in awarding praise;


    But here the nations all unite


    In one applause, since each one’s right


    His sword asserted; every prince


    Swore under it”. . And unswore since.


    Of iron crown and sour-krout heart,


    Austria, she only, stands apart.


    Is this a novelty? Before,


    When the fierce Turk unhinged her door,


    And Sobieski struggled hard


    To bar it, what was his reward?


    When Wallenstein no more enlarged


    The lands he rescued, he was charged


    With treason: when Savoy’s Eugene


    Saw her fly back, and stood between


    Her recreant duke and rushing foe,


    And warded off the final blow;


    When Marlborough swell’d the Danau’s flood


    With Gallick and Bavarian blood;


    What won they? what? Ingratitude.


    Thus to herself is Austria true . .


    Nought better, wiser, could she do,


    Than from all honors thus abstain


    To him who gave her power to reign.


    Two chiefs hath Austria quite her own,


    Two fit supporters of the throne:


    One from the bailifs ran away,


    And one from those who load the dray.


    Ah! how much worthier such men are


    Than Wellington, to wear her star,


    Her cross, inexplicable riddle,


    Her tup, hung dangling by the middle,


    And, overgorged with gore at Pest,


    Eagle, that now befouls the nest.

  


  
    ***
  


  
    ________


    What the cross should mean on the breast of perjurers.{back}

  


  CLXXVIII.

  

  ENGLISH HEXAMETERS.


  
    ASKEST thou if in my youth I have mounted, as others have mounted,


    Galloping Hexameter, Pentameter cantering after,


    English by dam and by sire; bit, bridle, and saddlery, English;


    English the girths and the shoes; all English from snaffle to crupper;


    Everything English about, excepting the tune of the jockey?


    Latin and Greek, it is true, I have often attach’d to my phæton


    Early in life, and sometimes have I order’d them out in its evening.


    Dusting the linings, and pleas’d to have found them unworn and untarnisht.


    Idle! but Idleness looks never better than close upon sunset.


    Seldom my goosequill, of goose from Germany, fatted in England,


    (Frolicksome though I have been) have I tried on Hexameter, knowing


    Latin and Greek are alone its languages. We have a measure


    Fashion’d by Milton’s own hand, a fuller, a deeper, a louder.


    Germans may flounder at will over consonant, vowel, and liquid,


    Liquid and vowel but one to a dozen of consonants, ending


    Each with a verb at the tail, tail heavy as African ram’s tail.


    Spenser and Shakespeare had each his own harmony; each an enchanter


    Wanting no aid from without. Chevy Chase had delighted their fathers,


    Though of a different strain from the song on the Wrath of Achilles.


    Southey was fain to pour forth his exuberant stream over regions


    Near and remote: his command was absolute; every subject,


    Little or great, he controll’d; in language, variety, fancy,


    Richer than all his compeers, and wanton but once in dominion;


    ’Twas when he left the full well that for ages had run by his homestead,


    Pushing the brambles aside which encumber’d another up higher,


    Letting his bucket go down, and hearing it bump in descending,


    Grating against the loose stones till it came but half-full from the bottom.


    Others abstain’d from the task. Scott wander’d at large over Scotland;


    Reckless of Roman and Greek, he chaunted the Lay of the Minstrel


    Better than ever before any minstrel in chamber had chaunted.


    Marmion mounted his horse with a shout such as rose under Ilion:


    Venus, who sprang from the sea, had envied the Lake and its Lady.


    Never on mountain or wild hath echo so cheerily sounded,


    Never did monarch bestow such glorious meed upon knighthood,


    Never had monarch the power, liberality, justice, discretion.


    Byron liked new-paper’d rooms, and pull’d down old wainscoat of cedar;


    Bright-color’d prints he preferr’d to the graver cartoons of a Raphael,


    Sailor and Turk (with a sack) to Eginate and Parthenon marbles.


    Splendid the palace he rais’d, the gin-palace in Poesy’s purlieus;


    Soft the divan on the sides, with spittoons for the qualmish and queesy.


    Wordsworth, well pleas’d with himself, cared little for modern or ancient.


    His was the moor and the tarn, the recess in the mountain, the woodland


    Scatter’d with trees far and wide, trees never too solemn or lofty,


    Never entangled with plants overrunning the villager’s foot-path.


    Equable was he and plain, but wand’ring a little in wisdom,


    Sometimes flying from blood and sometimes pouring it freely:


    Yet he was English at heart. If his words were too many; if Fancy’s


    Furniture lookt rather scant in a whitewasht and homely apartment;


    If in his rural designs there is sameness and tameness; if often


    Feebleness is there for breadth; if his pencil wants rounding and pointing;


    Few of this age or the last stand out on the like elevation.


    There is a sheepfold he rais’d which my memory loves to revisit,


    Sheepfold whose wall shall endure when there is not a stone of the palace.


    Keats, the most Grecian of all, rejected the metre of Grecians;


    Poesy breath’d over him, breath’d constantly, tenderly, freshly;


    Wordsworth she left now and then, outstretcht in a slumberous languor,


    Slightly displeased . . but return’d, as Aurora return’d to Tithonus.


    Still there are walking on earth many poets whom ages hereafter


    Will be more willing to praise than we now are to praise one another:


    Some do I know; but I fear, as is meet, to recount or report them,


    For, be whatever the name that is foremost, the next will run over,


    Trampling and rolling in dust his excellent friend the precursor.


    Peace be with all! but afar be ambition to follow the Roman,


    Led by the German uncomb’d and jigging in dactyl and spondee,


    Lumbering shapeless jackboots which nothing can polish or supple.


    Much as old metres delight me, ’t is only where first they were nurtured,


    In their own clime, their own speech: than pamper them here, I would rather


    Tie up my Pegasus tight to the scanty-fed rack of a sonnet.

  


  
    ***
  


  CLXXIX.

  

  TO THE NIGHTINGALE.


  
    Gale of the night our fathers call’d thee, bird!


    Surely not rude were they who call’d thee so,


    Whether mid spring-tide mirth thy song they heard


    Or whether its soft gurgle melted woe.

  


  
    They knew not, heeded not, that every clime


    Hath been attemper’d by thy minstrelsy;


    They knew not, heeded not, from earliest time


    How every poet’s nest was warm’d by thee.

  


  
    In Paradise’s unpolluted bowers


    Did Milton listen to thy freshest strain;


    In his own night didst thou assuage the hours


    When Crime and Tyranny were crown’d again.

  


  
    Melodious Shelley caught thy softest song,


    And they who heard his music heard not thine;


    Gentle and joyous, delicate and strong,


    From the far tomb his voice shall silence mine.

  


  
    ***
  


  CLXXX.

  

  ROLAND.


  
    WHEN she whose glory casts in shade


    France and her best and bravest, was convey’d


    Thither where all worth praise had bled,


    An aged man in the same car was led


    To the same end. The only way,


    Roland! to soothe his fear didst thou essay.


    “O sir! indeed you must not see


    The blood that is about to flow from me.


    Mount first these steps. A mother torn


    From her one child worse pangs each day hath borne.”


    He trembled . . but obey’d the word . .


    Then sprang she up and met the reeking sword.

  


  
    ***
  


  CLXXXI.

  

  CORDAY.


  
    HEARTS must not sink at seeing Law lie dead;


    No, Corday, no;


    Else Justice had not crown’d in heaven thy head


    Profaned below.

  


  
    Three women France hath borne, each greater far


    Than all her men,


    And greater many were than any are


    At sword or pen.

  


  
    Corneille, the first among Gaul’s rhymer race


    Whose soul was free,


    Descends from his high station, proud to trace


    His line in thee.

  


  
    ***
  


  CLXXXII.

  

  JANE OF ARC.


  
    O MAID of Arc! why dare I not to say


    Of Orleans? There thro’ flames thy glory shone.


    Accursed, thrice accursed, be the day


    When English tongues could mock thy parting groan.

  


  
    With Saints and Angels art thou seated now,


    And with true-hearted patriots, host more rare!


    To thine is bent in love a Milton’s brow,


    With many a Demon under . . and Voltaire.

  


  
    ***
  


  CLXXXIII.

  

  ON THE STATUE OF EBENEZER ELLIOTT BY NEVILLE BURNARD,

  

  ORDERED BY THE WORKING MEN OF SHEFFIELD.


  
    GLORY to those who give it! who erect


    The bronze and marble, not where frothy tongue


    Or bloody hand points out, no, but where God


    Ordains the humble to walk forth before


    The humble, and mount higher than the high.


    Wisely, O Sheffield, wisely hast thou done


    To place thy Elliott on the plinth of fame,


    Wisely hast chosen for that solemn deed


    One like himself, born where no mother’s love


    Wrapt purple round him, nor rang golden bells,


    Pendent from Libyan coral, in his ear,


    To catch a smile or calm a petulance,


    Nor tickled downy scalp with Belgic lace;


    But whom strong Genius took from Poverty


    And said Rise, mother, and behold thy child!


    She rose, and Pride rose with her, but was mute.


    Three Elliotts there have been, three glorious men


    Each in his generation. One was doom’d


    By Despotism and Prelaty to pine


    In the damp dungeon, and to die for Law,


    Rackt by slow tortures ere he reacht the grave.


    A second hurl’d his thunderbolt and flame


    When Gaul and Spaniard moor’d their pinnaces,


    Screaming defiance at Gibraltar’s frown,


    Until one moment more, and other screams


    And other writhings rose above the wave,


    From sails afire and hissing where they fell,


    And men half burnt along the buoyant mast.


    A third came calmly on, and askt the rich


    To give laborious hunger daily bread,


    As they in childhood had been taught to pray


    By God’s own Son, and sometimes have prayed since.


    God heard; but they heard not: God sent down bread;


    They took it, kept it all, and cried for more,


    Hollowing both hands to catch and clutch the crumbs.


    I may not live to hear another voice,


    Elliott, of power to penetrate, as thine,


    Dense multitudes; another none may see


    Leading the Muses from unthrifty shades


    To fields where corn gladdens the heart of Man,


    And where the trumpet with defiant blast


    Blows in the face of War, and yields to Peace.


    Therefore take thou these leaves . . fresh, firm, tho scant


    To crown the City that crowns thee her son.


    She must decay; Toledo hath decayed;


    Ebro hath half-forgotten what bright arms


    Flasht on his waters, what high dames adorn’d


    The baldric, what tom flags aerhung the aisle,


    What parting gift the ransom’d knight exchanged.


    But louder than the anvil rings the lyre;


    And thine hath raised another city’s wall


    In solid strength to a proud eminence,


    Which neither conqueror, crushing braver men,


    Nor time, o’ercoming conqueror, can destroy.


    So now, ennobled by thy birth, to thee


    She lifts, with pious love, the thoughtful stone.


    Genius is tired in search of Gratitude;


    Here they have met; may neither say farewell!

  


  
    ***
  


  
    ________


    See Forster’s Statesmen of the Commonwealth.{back}

  


  CLXXXIV.

  

  GERMAN HEXAMETERS.


  
    GERMANY! thou art indeed to the bard his Hercynian forest;


    Puffy with tufts of coarse grass; much of stunted (no high-growing) timber;


    Keeping your own, and content with the measure your sires have bequeath’d you,


    Germans! let Latium rest, and leave the old pipe where ye found it;


    Leave ye the thirtyfold farrow so quietly sucking their mother


    On the warm sands; they will starve or run wild in the brakes and the brambles,


    Swampy, intangled, and dark, and without any passable road through:


    Yet there are many who wander so far from the pleasanter places,


    Airy and sunny and sound and adorn’d with the garden and fountain,


    Garden where Artemis stands, and fountain where Venus is bathing,


    All the three Graces close by: at a distance, and somewhat above her,


    (Only the sky overhead) is Apollo the slayer of Python:


    Opposite, minding him not, but intent upon bending his own bow,


    Stands other archer, less tall, whom the slayer of Python had knelt to


    Often, when Daphne was coy, and who laught at his handful of laurel.


    Flounder in mud, honest men, then smoke to the end of the journey,


    Only let me undisturb’d enjoy the lone scenes ye relinquish:


    Strike we a bargain at once: give me these; and to you I abandon


    Carpenter, cordwainer, tapster, host, pedlar, itinerant actor,


    Tinker and tailor and baker and mender of saddles and bellows,


    With whomsoever ye list of Odd Fellows, of Old Free-And-Easy.


    Never shall enter my lips your tobacoo-pipe, never your bevrage,


    Bevrage that Bacchus abhors: let it fuddle the beast of Silenus.


    Frere is contented to smile, but loud is the laughter of Canning.

  


  
    ***
  


  CLXXXV.

  

  FABLE FOR POETS.


  
    A FLEA had nestled to a dove


    Closely as Innocence or Love.


    Loth was the dove to take offence


    As Love would be, or Innocence.


    When on a sudden said the flea


    “I wonder what you think of me.”


    Timidly, as becomes the young,


    The dove thus answer’d.


    “You are strong


    And active, and our house’s friend.”


    “No doubt! and here my merits end?”


    Cried the pert flea. A moth flew by.


    “Which pleases most, that moth or I?”


    The dove said,“Should not I love best,


    The constant partner of my nest?”


    “Come! that won’t do: I wish to hear


    Which is most handsome, not most dear.”


    Innocence in advance of Love


    Prompted, and thus replied the dove.


    “He may have richer colors”. . .


    “He?


    What! and do you too speak of me


    Disparaging?”Off bounced the flea.

  


  
    ***
  


  CLXXXVI.


  
    THERE are some words in every tongue


    That come betimes and linger long:


    In every land those words men hear


    When Youth with rosebud crown draws near;


    Men hear those words when life’s full stream


    Is rushing to disturb their dream;


    When slowly swings life’s vesper bell


    Between its throbs they hear it well,


    Fainter the sound, but still the same,


    Recalling one beloved name;


    And graven on ice that name they find


    When Age hath struck them almost blind.

  


  
    ***
  


  CLXXXVII.

  

  PHELIM’S PRAYER TO ST. VITUS.


  
    THERE was a damsel ill in Limerick


    Of that distemper which impels the nerves


    To motion without will; a dance ’tis call’d,


    Of which Saint Vitus is the dancing-master.


    Phelim O’Murrough saw the damsel late


    Recover’d from this malady: he askt


    What it was call’d? who cured it? having heard,


    Homeward he hasten’d; yet before the porch


    Of the first chapel lying in his road


    He fell upon his knees, and thus he pray’d:


    “Ah! now, Saint Vitis! may it plaise yer Honor!


    Ye know as well as any in the world


    I never troubled ye, and seldom yours


    By father’s side or mother’s, or presumed


    To give the master of the house a wink,


    Or bother his dear son about my wife.


    But, now I know what ails her, I would fain


    Jist tell ye what she suffers from . . the same


    As lately visited Peg Corcoran


    At the bridge-end (see ye) in Limerick,


    She had it in her limbs, in every one,


    Yet she found saints (your Honor above all)


    Who minded her and set her up again.


    Now surely, good Saint Vitis! bless your heart!


    If you could cure (and who shall doubt you could?)


    Such awful earthquakes over every limb,


    ’Twould give your Honor mighty little trouble


    To lay one finger on one spot alone


    Of my poor wife. Unaisy soul! her dance,


    The devil’s own dance, she dances day and night;


    But only with the tongue . . Save now and then


    It seizes foot and fist and stirs them sore.


    She can not help, poor crathur! but must hoot


    Murther! bad luck to ye! and bloody thief!


    At every kick and cuff that she vouchsafes.


    These, plaise ye, are the burthen of the song,


    And this the dance she leads me up and down,


    Without one blest vobiscum, evermore.


    Could not yer Honor stop that wagging tongue


    And woeful fist and thundering foot of hers?


    Do now! and Phelim will, when call’d upon,


    Work for ye three hard days in Paradise.”

  


  
    ***
  


  CLXXXVIII.

  

  CONVERTERS.


  
    ALL trifle life away; the light and grave


    Trifle it equally. If ’twere at home


    ’Twere well; but they are busy too abroad.


    They loudly cry,“Take not God’s name in vain,


    And call God down to punish all he hates:


    The fools are fewer than the hypocrites;


    And yet the fools are Legion.


    Viper brood!


    Denounced by Him, the gentle and the pure,


    Whom your trangressions persecute, look up


    And read the tables of eternal law.


    Idlers, and worse than idlers, ye collect


    Pebbles and shells along the Red Sea coast,


    Horeb and Sinai standing close before,


    And you not looking from above the sands!

  


  
    ***
  


  CLXXXIX.

  

  TO ANTINÖE IN PARIS, 1802.


  
    I VALUE not the proud and stern


    Who ruled of old o’er bleak Auvergne,


    Whose images you fear’d to pass


    Recumbent under arching brass,


    Nor thought how fondly they had smiled


    Could they have seen their future child.


    And yet, Antinöe, I would pray


    Saint after saint to see the day


    When undejected you once more


    Might pass along that chappel-floor;


    When, standing at its altar crown’d


    With wild flowers from the ruin round,


    Your village priest might hear and bless


    A love that never shall be less.

  


  
    ***
  


  CXC.


  
    CISTUS! whose fragile flower


    Waits but the vesper hour


    To droop and fall,


    Smoothen thy petals now


    The Floral Fates allow . .


    And why so ruffled in fresh youth are all?

  


  
    Thou breathest on my breast,


    “We are but like the rest


    Of our whole family;


    Ruffled we are, ’tis true,


    Thro’ life; but are not you? . .


    Without our privilege so soon to die.”

  


  
    ***
  


  CXCI.

  

  FABLE TO BE LEARNT BY BEGINNERS.


  
    THERE lived a diver once whose boast


    Was that he brought up treasures lost,


    However deep, beneath the sea


    Of glossy-hair’d Parthenope.


    To try him, people oft threw in


    A silver cross or gold zecchin.


    Down went the diver“fathoms nine,”


    And you might see the metal shine


    Between his lips or on his head,


    While lazy Tethys lay abed,


    And not a Nereid round her heard


    The green pearl-spangled curtain stir’d.


    One day a tempting fiend threw down,


    Where whirl’d the waves, a tinsel crown,


    And said,“O diver, you who dive


    Deeper than any man alive,


    And see, where other folks are blind,


    And, what all others miss, can find,


    You saw the splendid crown I threw


    Into the whirlpool: now can you


    Recover it? thus won, you may


    Wear it . . not once, but every day,


    So may your sons.”Down, down he sprang . .


    A hundred Nereids heard the clang,


    And closed him round and held him fast . .


    The diver there had dived his last.

  


  
    ***
  


  CXCII.

  

  ODE TO SICILY.


  I.


  
    NO mortal hand hath struck the heroick string


    Since Milton’s lay in death across his breast.


    But shall the lyre then rest


    Along tired Cupid’s wing


    With vilest dust upon it? This of late


    Hath been its fate.

  


  II.


  
    But thou, O Sicily! art born agen.


    Far over chariots and Olympic steeds


    I see the heads and the stout arms of men,


    And will record (God give me power!) their deeds.

  


  III.


  
    Hail to thee first, Palermo! hail to thee


    Who callest with loud voice,“Arise! be free;


    Weak is the hand and rusty is the chain”


    Thou callest; nor in vain.

  


  IV.


  
    Not only from the mountain rushes forth


    The knighthood of the North,


    In whom my soul elate


    Owns now a race cognate,


    But even the couch of Sloth ’mid painted walls


    Swells up, and men start forth from it, where calls


    The voice of Honour, long, too long, unheard.

  


  V.


  
    Not that the wretch was fear’d


    Who fear’d the meanest as he fear’d the best,


    (A reed could break his rest)


    But that around all kings


    For ever springs


    A wasting vapour that absorbs the fire


    Of all that would rise higher.

  


  VI.


  
    Even free nations will not let there be


    More nations free.


    Witness (O shame!) our own . .


    Of late years viler none.


    The second Charles found many and made more


    Base as himself: his reign is not yet o’er.

  


  VII.


  
    To gratify a brood


    Swamp-fed amid the Suabian wood,


    The sons of Lusitania were cajoled


    And bound and sold,


    And sent in chains where we unchain the slave


    We die with thirst to save.

  


  VIII.


  
    Ye too, Sicilians, ye too gave we up


    To drain the bitter cup


    Ye now dash from ye in the despot’s face . .


    O glorious race,

  


  IX.


  
    Which Hiero, Gelon, Pindar, sat among


    And prais’d for weaker deeds in deathless song;


    One is yet left to laud ye. Years have mar’d


    My voice, my prelude for some better bard,


    When such shall rise, and such your deeds create.

  


  X.


  
    In the lone woods, and late,


    Murmurs swell loud and louder, till at last


    So strong the blast


    That the whole forest, earth, and sea, and sky,


    To the loud surge reply.

  


  XI.


  
    Show, in the circle of six hundred years,


    Show me a Bourbon on whose brow appears


    No brand of traitor. Prune the tree . .


    From the same stock for ever will there be


    The same foul canker, the same bitter fruit.


    Strike, Sicily, uproot


    The cursed upas. Never trust


    That race agen; down with it, dust to dust.

  


  
    ***
  


  CXCIII.


  
    MEN will be slaves; let them; but force them not;


    To force them into freedom is still worse;


    In one they follow their prone nature’s bent,


    But in the other stagger all awry,


    Blind, clamorous, and with violence overthrow


    The chairs and tables of the untasted feast.


    Bastiles are reconstructed soon enough,


    Temples are long in rising, once cast down,


    And ever, when men want them, there are those


    Who tell them they shall have them, but premise


    That they shall rule within them and without.


    Their voices, and theirs only, reach to heaven,


    Their sprinkler cleanses souls from inborn sin


    With its sow-bristles shaken in the face,


    Their surplice sanctifies the marriage-bed,


    Their bell and candle drive the devil off


    The deathbed, and their purchast prayers cut short


    All pains that would await them after death.


    O plains of Tours that rang with Martel’s arms


    Victorious! these are then the fruits ye bear


    From Saracenic blood! one only God


    Had else been worshipt . . but that one perhaps


    Had seen less fraud, less cruelty, below.

  


  
    ***
  


  CXCIV.

  

  AN OLD MAN TO A YOUNG GIRL.


  
    I SAW the arrow quit the bow


    To lay thy soaring spirits low,


    And warn’d thee long ere now;


    For this thou shunnest me, for this


    No more the leap to catch the kiss


    Upon thy calm clear brow.

  


  
    I pitied thee, well knowing why


    The broken song, the book thrown by,


    And Fido’s foot put down,


    Who looks so sorrowing all the while,


    To hear no name, to hope no smile,


    To fear almost a frown.

  


  
    Lovers who see thy drooping head


    In lover’s phrase have often said,


    “The lily drives the rose


    In shame away from that sweet face,


    Yet shall she soon regain her place


    And fresher bloom disclose.”

  


  
    Show them, show one above the rest,


    A lily’s petals idly prest


    Are firm as they are pure;


    Those which but once have given way


    Stand up erect no second day,


    No gentlest touch endure.

  


  
    ***
  


  CXCV.

  

  GONFALIONIERI.


  I.


  
    THE purest breast that breathes Ausonian air,


    Utter’d these words. Hear them, all lands! repeat


    All ages! on thy heart the record bear


    Till the last tyrant gasp beneath thy feet,


    Thou who hast seen in quiet death lie down


    The skulking recreant of the changeling crown.

  


  II.


  
    “I am an old man now; and yet my soul


    By fifteen years is younger than its frame:


    Fifteen I lived (if life it was) in one


    Dark dungeon, ten feet square: alone I dwelt


    Six; then another enter’d: by his voice


    I knew it was a man: I could not see


    Feature or figure in that dismal place.


    One year we talkt together of the past,


    Of joys for ever gone . . ay, worse than gone,


    Remember’d, prest into our hearts, that swell’d


    And sorely soften’d under them: the next,


    We exchanged what thoughts we found: the third, no thought


    Was left us; memory alone remain’d.


    The fourth, we askt each other, if indeed


    The world had life within it, life and joy


    As when we left it.


    Now the fifth had come,


    And we sat silent: all our store was spent.


    When the sixth enter’d, he had disappear’d,


    Either for death or doom less merciful:


    And I repined not! all things were less sad


    Than that dim vision, that unshapen form.


    A year or two years after (indistinct


    Was time, as light was, in that cell) the door


    Crept open, and these sounds came slowly through:


    His Majesty the Emperor and King


    Informs you that twelve months ago your wife


    Quitted the living . .


    I did hear the words,


    All, ere I fell, then heard not bolt nor bar.”

  


  III.


  
    And shall those live who help with armed hand


    The weak oppressor? Shall those live who clear


    The path before him with their golden wand?


    Tremble, vile slaves! your final hour draws near!


    Purveyors of a panther’s feast are ye,


    Degenerate children of brave Maccabee!

  


  IV.


  
    And dare ye claim to sit where Hampden sate,


    Where Pym and Eliot warn’d the men of blood;


    Where on the wall Charles red his written fate,


    And Cromwell sign’d what Milton saw was good?


    Away, ye panders of assassin lust,


    Nor ever hope to lick that holy dust.

  


  
    ***
  


  CXCVI.

  

  TO FRANCIS HARE,

  

  BURIED AT PALERMO, ON THE INSURRECTION OF SICILY AND NAPLES.


  
    HARE! thou art sleeping where the sun strikes hot


    On the gold letters that inscribe thy tomb,


    And what there passeth round thee knowest not,


    Nor pierce those eyes (so joyous once) the gloom;

  


  
    Else would the brightest vision of thy youth


    Rise up before thee, not by Fancy led,


    But moving stately at the side of Truth,


    Nor higher than the living stand the dead.

  


  
    ***
  


  CXCVII.

  

  TO SAINT CHARLES BORROMEO,

  

  ON THE MASSACRE AT MILAN.


  I.


  
    SAINT, beyond all in glory who surround


    The throne above!


    Thy placid brow no thorn blood-dropping crown’d,


    No grief came o’er thy love,

  


  II.


  
    Save what they suffer’d whom the Plague’s dull fire


    Wasted away,


    Or those whom Heaven at last let worse Desire


    Sweep with soft swoop away.

  


  III.


  
    If thou art standing high above the place


    Where Verban gleams,


    Where Art and Nature give thee form and space


    As best beseems,

  


  IV.


  
    Look down on thy fair country, and most fair


    The sister isles!


    Whence gratitude eternal mounts with prayer,


    Where spring eternal smiles;

  


  V.


  
    Watch over that brave youth who bears thy name,


    And bears it well,


    Unmindful never of the sacred flame


    With which his temples swell

  


  VI.


  
    When praise from thousands breathes beneath thy shrine,


    And incense steeps


    Thy calm brow bending over them, for thine


    Is bent on him who weeps;

  


  VII.


  
    And, O most holy one! what tears are shed


    Thro’ all thy town!


    Thou wilt with pity on the brave and dead,


    God will with wrath, look down.

  


  
    ***
  


  CXCVIII.


  
    SLEEP, tho to Age so needful, shuns my eyes,


    And visions, brighter than Sleep brings, arise.


    I hear the Norman arms before me ring,


    I see them flash upon a prostrate king.


    They conquer’d Britain as they conquer’d France . .


    Far over Sicily was hurl’d the lance . .


    The barking heads by Scylla all croucht low,


    And fierce Charybdis wail’d beneath the blow.


    Now Sparta-sprung Taranto hail’d again


    More daring Spartans on his fertile plain;


    Now Croton saw fresh Milos rise around;


    And Sybaris, with recent roses crown’d,


    Yielded to Valour her consenting charms


    And felt the flush that Beauty feels from arms.

  


  
    ***
  


  CXCIX.

  

  DANTE.


  
    ERE blasts from northern lands


    Had cover’d Italy with barren sands,


    Rome’s Genius, smitten sore,


    Wail’d on the Danube, and was heard no more.


    Twelve centuries had past


    And crusht Etruria rais’d her head at last.


    A mightier Power she saw,


    Poet and prophet, give three worlds the law.


    When Dante’s strength arose


    Fraud met aghast the boldest of her foes;


    Religion, sick to death,


    Lookt doubtful up, and drew in pain her breath.


    Both to one grave are gone;


    Altars still smoke, still is the God unknown.


    Haste, whoso from above


    Comest with purer fire and larger love,


    Quenchest the Stygian torch,


    And leadest from the Garden and the Porch,


    Where gales breathe fresh and free,


    And where a Grace is call’d a Charity,


    To Him, the God of peace,


    Who bids all discord in his household cease ..


    Bids it, and bids again,


    But to the purple-vested speaks in vain.


    Crying, ‘Can this be borne?’


    The consecrated wine-skins creak with scorn;


    While, leaving tumult there,


    To quiet idols young and old repair,


    In places where is light


    To lighten day . . and dark to darken night.

  


  
    ***
  


  CC.


  I.


  
    I TOLD ye, since the prophet Milton’s day


    Heroic song hath never swept the earth


    To soar in flaming chariot up to Heaven.


    Taunt, little children! taunt ye while ye may.


    Natural your wonder, natural is your mirth,


    Natural your weakness. Ye are all forgiven.

  


  II.


  
    One man above all other men is great,


    Even on this globe, where dust obscures the sign.


    God closed his eyes to pour into his heart


    His own pure wisdom. In chill house he sate,


    Fed only on those fruits the hand divine


    Disdain’d not, thro’ his angels, to impart.

  


  III.


  
    He was despised of those he would have spilt


    His blood to ransom. How much happier we,


    Altho so small and feeble! We are taught


    There may be national, not royal guilt,


    And, if there has been, then there ought to be,


    But ’tis the illusion of a mind distraught.

  


  IV.


  
    This with a tiny hand of ductile lead


    Shows me the way; this takes me down his slate,


    Draws me a line and teaches me to write;


    Another pats me kindly on the head,


    But finds one letter here and there too great,


    One passable, one pretty well, one quite.

  


  V.


  
    No wonder I am proud. At such award


    The Muse most virginal would raise her chin


    Forth from her collar-bone. What inward fire


    Must swell the bosom of that favor’d bard


    And wake to vigorous life the germ within,


    On whom such judges look with such regard!

  


  
    ***
  


  CCI.

  

  TO VERONA.


  
    TO violate the sanctitude of song,


    Of love, of sepulture, have I abstain’d,


    Verona! nor would let just wrath approach


    Garden or theatre: but wrongs are heapt


    On thy fair head: my pen must help the sword


    To sweep them off.


    Shall Austria hatch beneath


    Thy sunny citadel her mealworm brood?


    Shall Austria pluck thy olives, press thy grapes,


    Garner thy corn, thy flocks and herds consume?


    Enough ’tis surely that Parthenopè


    Bends under the false Bourbon. Foreign force


    Crushes, and let it crush, the unmanly race,


    Degenerate even from Sybarites; but thine


    The warlike Gaul and Rome’s austerer son


    Rear’d up to manhood and begirt in arms.


    Rise then, Verona! Lift the wave of war,


    As Nature lifts Benacus at thy side,


    Tempestuous in its surges, while the banks


    Are blithe around, and heaven above serene.


    The toad’s flat claws hold not the dolphin down,


    Nor sinks and sewers pollute the Adrian wave.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCII.


  I.


  
    FEW poets beckon to the calmly good,


    Few lay a hallowing hand upon the head


    Which lowers its barbarous for our Delphick crown:


    But loose strings rattle on unseason’d wood


    And weak words whiffle round where Virtue’s meed


    Shrines in a smile or shrivels in a frown.

  


  II.


  
    He shall not give it, shall not touch it, he


    Who crawls into the gold-mine, bending low


    And bringing from its dripples with much mire


    One shining atom. Could it ever be,


    O God of light and song? The breast must glow


    Not with thine only, but with Virtue’s fire.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCIII.

  

  SAPPHO’S EXPOSTULATION.


  
    FORGET thee? when? Thou biddest me? dost thou


    Bid me, what men alone can, break my vow?


    O my too well beloved! is there aught


    I ever have forgot which thou hast taught?


    And shall the lesson first by thee imprest


    Drop, chapter after chapter, from my breast?


    Since love’s last flickering flame from thine is gone,


    Leave me, O leave me still, at least my own.


    Let it burn on, if only to consume,


    And light me, tho it light me to the tomb.


    False are our dreams or there are fields below


    To which the weariest feet the swiftest go;


    And there are bitter streams the wretched bless,


    Before whose thirst they lose their bitterness.


    ’Tis hard to love! to unlove harder yet!


    Not so to die . . and then . . perhaps . . forget.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCIV.


  
    WHAT slender youth perfused with fresh macassar


    Wooes thee, O England, in St. Stephen’s bower?


    For whom unlockest thou the chest that holds thy dower?

  


  
    Simple as ever! Is there a deluder


    Thou hast not listen’d to, thou hast not changed,


    Laughing at one and all o’er whom thy fancy ranged?

  


  
    The last that won thee was not overhappy,


    And people found him wavering like thyself:


    The little man looks less now laid upon the shelf.

  


  
    While the big waves against the rocks are breaking,


    And small ones toss and tumble, fume and fret,


    Along the sunny wall I have hung up my net.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCV.

  

  THE HALL AND THE COTTAGE.


  
    A MAN there sate, not old, but weak and worn


    Worse than age wears and weakens, near a wall


    Where dogs inside were playing round the court,


    While, conscious of his station in the house,


    Deep-sided, ebon-footed, and ring-tail’d,


    Stalkt the gray cat, and all about gave way.


    Yet, fearless of her talon, pigeons dropt,


    First one, and then another, from the roof,


    To pick up crumbs, shaken from snow-white cloth.


    Winter had now set in, and genial fires


    Drew families around them; near the grate


    The small round table left the large behind;


    And filberts bristled up, and medlars oped


    Their uncouth lids, and chesnuts were reveal’d


    Beneath the folded napkin, moist and hot.


    Scant had the bounty been if all this store,


    Supervacaneous, had gone forth bestow’d


    On the poor wretch outside: he never rais’d


    His hopes, he never rais’d his thoughts, so high.


    Dinner was over in that pleasant home,


    And worthy were its inmates to enjoy


    In peace its plenteous yet uncostly fare.


    Little they thought that while the dogs within


    The court were playing, some of them erect


    Against their adversary, couchant some


    And panting to spring forward, while the doves


    Cooed hoarse with crop replenisht, and walkt round


    Each his own mate, trailing along the tiles


    His wing, his bosom purpling with content;


    Little thought they how near them loiter’d one


    Who might have envied the least happy cur


    Or cat or pigeon. To his cottage bent


    His fancy, from his own sad cares repel’d.


    Fancies are fond of lying upon down,


    Tho they are often bred and born elsewhere;


    His was a strange one. But men’s minds are warpt


    By fortune or misfortune, weal or woe,


    By heat and cold alike. The hungry man


    Thought of his children’s hunger; the sharp blast


    Blew from them only. When he rais’d his eyes


    And saw the smoke ascending o’er the hall,


    He said . . his words are written . . God knows where . .


    “O! could I only catch that smoke which wreathes


    And riots round the rich man’s chimney-vane,


    And bring it down among my ice-cold brats,


    They would not look and turn away from me,


    And rather press the damp brick floor again


    With their blue faces, than see him they call’d


    Father! dear father! when they woke ere dawn.”

  


  
    ***
  


  CCVI.

  

  ON THE SLAUGHTER OF THE BROTHERS BANDIERI, BETRAYED TO THE KING OF NAPLES.


  
    BORNE on white horses, which the God of Thrace


    Rein’d not for wanton Glory in the race


    Of Elis, when from far


    Ran forth the regal car,


    Even from Syracuse, across the sea,


    To roll its thunder thro’ that fruitless lea;


    No; but on steeds whose foam


    Flew o’er the helm of Rome,


    Came Castor and his brother; at which sight


    A shout of victory drown’d the din of fight.


    O Rome! O Italy!


    Doom’d are ye, doom’d to see


    Nor guides divine nor high-aspiring men,


    Nor proudly tread the battle-field agen?


    Lo! who are they who land


    Upon that southern strand?


    Ingenuous are their faces, firm their gait . .


    Ah! but what darkness follows them? . . ’tis Fate!


    They turn their heads . . and blood


    Alone shows where they stood!


    Sons of Bandiera! heroes! by your name


    Evoked shall inextinguishable flame


    Rise, and o’er-run yon coast,


    And animate the host


    As did those Twins . . the murderers to pursue


    Till the same sands their viler blood imbue.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCVII.

  

  PROPER LESSON FOR CHARLES’S MARTYRDOM.

  

  TO DIXWELL,

  Who sate in judgment on Charles I., and whose descendant is erecting a monument to him in Boston, U. S.


  
    THERE are whose hand can hurl the shafts of song


    Athwart wide oceans; barb’d with burning light


    Do they dispell all mists Time throws around,


    And where they fall men build the beacon-tower


    And watch the cresset, age succeeding age.


    Dixwell! whose name sounds highest toward heaven


    Of all but one the fresher earth hath seen,


    Honour to thee! and everlasting praise!


    Thou shrankest not at smiting Perjury


    Under the crown: thou shrankest not at rocks


    And shoals and ice-tower’d firths, and solitudes


    And caverns where the hunter hunted man,


    Remote from birthplace, kindred, comrade, friend.


    Of seed like thine sprang Freedom strong and arm’d,


    Whose empire shall extend beyond the shore


    Where Montezuma’s plumed head lies low,


    (A shore whose waters waft the name of Peace)


    To realms more anoient than all realms beside,


    Where the sun rises over far Cathay.


    Blest be thy country! blest in sons like thine!


    If lust of gold forbids it . . if the slave


    Raises his manacle and pleads to God


    And they who see and hear it mock the prayer,


    At least shall thousands in my words exclaim


    “Honour to thee! and everlasting praise!


    Happy beyond all glory’s happiness,


    Look down on thy young nation; there alone


    The weak and the distorted from the womb


    Never are dandled into frowardness,


    Never may seize and fracture what they list,


    Striking at random stern and mild alike;


    Nor floats the chaff above, nor sinks the grain.”

  


  
    ***
  


  
    ________


    Washington.{back}

  


  CCVIII.


  
    TENDEREST of tender hearts, of spirits pure


    The purest! such, O Cowper! such wert thou,


    But such are not the happiest: thou wert not,


    Till borne where all those hearts and spirits rest.


    Young was I, when from Latin lore and Greek


    I played the truant for thy sweeter Task,


    Nor since that hour hath aught our Muses held


    Before me seem’d so precious; in one hour,


    I saw the poet and the sage unite,


    More grave than man, more versatile than boy!


    Spenser shed over me his sunny dreams;


    Chaucer far more enchanted me; the force


    Of Milton was for boyhood too austere,


    Yet often did I steal a glance at Eve:


    Fitter for after-years was Shakespeare’s world,


    Its distant light had not come down to mine.


    Thy milder beams with wholesome temperate warmth


    Fill’d the small chamber of my quiet breast.


    I would become as like thee as I could;


    First rose the wish and then the half-belief,


    Founded like other half and whole beliefs


    On sand and chaff!“We must be like,”said I,


    “I loved my hare before I heard of his.”


    ’Twas very true; I loved him, though he stampt


    Sometimes in anger, often moodily.


    I am the better for it: still I love


    God’s unperverted creatures, one and all,


    I dare not call them brute, lest they retort.


    And here is one who looks into my face,


    Waving his curly plumes upon his back,


    And bids me promise faithfully, no hare


    Of thine need fear him when they meet above.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCIX.

  

  TO YOUTH.


  
    WHERE art thou gone, light-ankled Youth?


    With wing at either shoulder,


    And smile that never left thy mouth


    Until the Hours grew colder:

  


  
    Then somewhat seem’d to whisper near


    That thou and I must part;


    I doubted it; I felt no fear,


    No weight upon the heart:

  


  
    If aught befell it, Love was by


    And roll’d it off again;


    So, if there ever was a sigh,


    ’Twas not a sigh of pain.

  


  
    I may not call thee back; but thou


    Returnest when the hand


    Of gentle Sleep waves o’er my brow


    His poppy-crested wand;

  


  
    Then smiling eyes bend over mine,


    Then lips once prest invite;


    But sleep hath given a silent sign,


    And both, alas! take flight.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCX.

  

  TO AGE.


  
    WELCOME, old friend! These many years


    Have we lived door by door:


    The Fates have laid aside their shears


    Perhaps for some few more.

  


  
    I was indocil at an age


    When better boys were taught,


    But thou at length hast made me sage,


    If I am sage in aught.

  


  
    Little I know from other men,


    Too little they from me,


    But thou hast pointed well the pen


    That writes these lines to thee.

  


  
    Thanks for expelling Fear and Hope,


    One vile, the other vain;


    One’s scourge, the other’s telescope,


    I shall not see again:

  


  
    Rather what lies before my feet


    My notice shall engage . .


    He who hath braved Youth’s dizzy heat


    Dreads not the frost of Age.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCXI.


  
    NOW yellow hazels fringe the greener plain


    And mountains show their unchain’d necks again,


    And little rivulets beneath them creep


    And gleam and glitter in each cloven steep;


    Now, when supplanted by insidious snow


    The huge stone rolls into the lake below,


    What can detain my lovely friend from home,


    Fond in these scenes, her earlier scenes, to roam?


    ’Tis that mid fogs and smoke she hears the claim


    And feels the love of freedom and of fame:


    Before those two she bends serenely meek . .


    They also bend, and kiss her paler cheek.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCXII.

  

  ON MUSIC.


  
    MANY love music but for music’s sake,


    Many because her touches can awake


    Thoughts that repose within the breast half-dead,


    And rise to follow where she loves to lead.


    What various feelings come from days gone by!


    What tears from far-off sources dim the eye!


    Few, when light fingers with sweet voices play


    And melodies swell, pause, and melt away,


    Mind how at every touch, at every tone,


    A spark of life hath glisten’d and hath gone.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCXIII.

  

  TYRANNICIDE.


  
    DANGER is not in action, but in sloth;


    By sloth alone we lose


    Our strength, our substance, and, far more than both,


    The guerdon of the Muse.


    Men kill without compunction hawk and kite;


    To save the folded flock


    They chase the wily plunderer of the night


    O’er thicket, marsh, and rock.


    Sacred no longer is Our Lord the wolf


    Nor crown’d is crocodile:


    And shall ye worship on the Baltick Gulph


    The refuse of the Nile?


    Among the myriad men of murder’d sires


    Is there not one still left


    Whom wrongs and vengeance urge, whom virtue fires?


    One conscious how bereft


    Of all is he . . of country, kindred, home . .


    He, doom’d to drag along


    The dray of serfdom, or thro’ lands to roam


    That mock an unknown tongue?


    A better faith was theirs than pulpits preach


    Who struck the tyrant down,


    Who taught the brave how patriot brands can reach


    And crush the proudest crown.


    No law for him who stands above the law,


    Trampling on truth and trust;


    But hangman’s hook or courtier’s“privy paw”


    Shall drag him thro’ the dust.


    Most dear of all the Virtues to her Sire


    Is Justice; and most dear


    To Justice is Tyrannicide; the fire


    That guides her flashes near.


    See o’er the desert God’s red pillar tower!


    Follow, ye Nations! raise


    The hymn to God! To God alone be power


    And majesty and praise! *

  


  
    ***
  


  
    ________


    * Sciebat homo sapiens, jus semper hoc fuisse ut quæ tyranni eripuissent, ea tyrannis interfectis, ii, quibus erepta essent, recuperarent. Ille vir fuit, nos quidem contemnendi. CICERO, PHILIP. 2.

  


  CCXIV.

  

  THE MOTHER OF PRINCE RUPERT.


  
    SOLE one of all thy race


    Who never brought disgrace


    Upon thy native land!


    Against the ruin’d wall


    Where rang thy marriage-hall,


    Now still as heaven, I stand,

  


  
    And think upon thy son,


    Who many laurels won


    Where laurels should not grow,


    Til England’s star prevail’d


    And Caledonia’s paled,


    And the dim crown lay low.

  


  
    ***
  


  
    ________


    Justice has been lately done to his memory by the discriminating pen of Eliot Warburton. He died poor: his calumniator Clarendon was no“whited sepulcher,”but a treasury of which the vault fell in.{back}

  


  CCXV.

  

  JEALOUSY ACKNOWLEDGED.


  
    TOO happy poet! true it is indeed


    That I am jealous of thee. Bright blue eyes


    (Half eye half heaven) look up into thy face


    From Tuscan bonnet of such sunny straw,


    In wonderment . . Glorious is poetry;


    But give me pretty girls, give youth, give joy;


    If not my youth, another’s; not my joy,


    Then too another’s. I, alas! have lost


    My quailpipe: I must not approach thy marsh,


    To lift the yellow goslings off the ground


    And warm them in my bosom with my breath.


    Sorely this vexes me; not all thy wares.


    I have mill’d verses somewhat solider


    And rounder and more ringing: what of that?


    Meanwhile the bevy flutters home again,


    And thou canst blandly lower thy head to one,


    Murmuring the sonnet, whispering the roundelay,


    Or haply . . such things have been done before . .


    Give her, as from thy pantry, not from mine,


    The crumbs of my seed-cake, all soakt in milk.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCXVI.

  

  APPEAL TO SLEEP.


  
    SOON to waken, may my Rose


    Early sink in soft repose!


    Mine? ah! mine she must not be,


    But, O gentle Sleep, to thee


    One as dear do I resign


    As if Heaven had made her mine.


    Gentle Sleep! O let her rest


    Upon thy more quiet breast!


    When pale Morn returns again,


    She returns to gloom and pain,


    For how many friends will say,


    As their pride is torn away,


    “Sweetest Rose! adieu! adieu!”


    I may bear to say it too,


    But afar from her and you.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCXVII.

  

  A RAILROAD ECLOGUE.


  
    FATHER.


    WHAT brought thee back, lad?

  


  
    SON.


    Father! the same feet


    As took me brought me back, I warrant ye.

  


  
    FATHER.


    Couldst thou not find the rail?

  


  
    SON.


    The deuce himself,


    Who can find most things, could not find the rail.

  


  
    FATHER.


    Plain as a pike-staff miles and miles it lies.

  


  
    SON.


    So they all told me. Pike-staffs in your day


    Must have been hugely plainer than just now.

  


  
    FATHER.


    What didst thou ask for?

  


  
    SON.


    Ask for? Tewkesbury,


    Thro’ Defford opposite to Breedon-hill.

  


  
    FATHER.


    Right: and they set ye wrong?

  


  
    SON.


    Me wrong? not they;


    The best among ’em should not set me wrong,


    Nor right, nor anything; I’d tell ’em that.

  


  
    FATHER.


    Herefordshire’s short horns and shorter wits


    Are known in every quarter of the land,


    Those blunt, these blunter. Well! no help for it!


    Each might do harm if each had more of each . .


    Yet even in Herefordshire there are some


    Not downright dolts . . before the cider’s broacht,


    When all are much alike . . yet most could tell


    A railroad from a parish or a pike.


    How thou couldst miss that railroad puzzles me,


    Seeing there lies none other round about.

  


  
    SON.


    I found the rails along the whole brook-side


    Left of that old stone bridge across yon Avon.

  


  
    FATHER.


    That is the place.

  


  
    SON.


    There was a house hard-by,


    And past it ran a furnace upon wheels,


    Like a mad bull, tail up in air, and horns


    So low ye might not see ’em. On it bumpt,


    Roaring, as straight as any arrow flits,


    As straight, as fast too, ay, and faster went it,


    And, could it keep its wind up and not crack,


    Then woe betide the eggs at Tewkesbury


    This market-day, and lambs, and sheep! a score


    Of pigs might be made flitches in a trice,


    Before they well could knuckle.


    Father! father!


    If they were ourn, thou wouldst not chuckle so,


    And shake thy sides, and wipe thy eyes, and rub


    Thy breeches-knees, like Sunday shoes, at that rate.


    Hows’ever . . . .

  


  
    FATHER.


    ’Twas the train, lad, ’twas the train.

  


  
    SON.


    May-be: I had no business with a train.


    “Go thee by rail,”you told me;“by the rail


    At Defford”. . and didst make a fool of me.

  


  
    FATHER.


    Ay, lad, I did indeed: it was methinks


    Some twenty years agone last Martinmas.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCXVIII.

  

  SOME ANCIENT POET’S DITTY.


  
    A LURID day is coming on, Melissa!


    A day more sad than one of sleet and storm.


    Together we, Melissa, we have spent


    . . ’Twas not the summer of my life, ’twas not


    The earliest, brightest, of autumnal hours,


    Yet your sweet voice persuaded me ’twas spring:


    You said you felt it so, and so must I.


    My hedge begins to show the naked thorn,


    The glow-worm disappears from under it:


    Impending is that hour when I must lay


    My brow no longer on the placid lap


    Of my beloved, bending my right arm,


    Around her ancle in a sad constraint,


    And fearing to look up and wake reproof


    Which fain would slumber: then were lost that hand


    Compressing now its petals over mine


    And now relaxing to compress again,


    Moist as was ever Hebè’s or the Morn’s.


    I go where, sages tell us, bloom afresh


    Heroines, divinities: I would not change


    (Credulous as I am, and pious too)


    Certainties for uncertainties; beside,


    My soul is only soul enough for one.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCXIX.

  

  LEDA.


  
    WONDER we that the highest star above


    Sprang forth to thy embrace,


    O Leda! wonder we, when daring Love


    Turn’d thy averted face?

  


  
    Smiles he had seen in Hebè, such as won


    Him of the poplar crown.


    Jove, until then half-envious of his son,


    Then threw his scepter down.

  


  
    Loose hung his eagle’s wings; on either side


    A dove thrust in her head:


    Eagle had lost his fierceness, Jove his pride . .


    And Leda what? . . her dread.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCXX.


  
    WHEN closes overhead the warmer ray,


    And love has lived his little life away,


    How dull and lingering comes the ancient tale,


    How sorrowful the song of nightingale!


    At last by weariness, not pain, opprest,


    We pant for sleep, and find but broken rest;


    A rest unbroken in due order comes,


    And friends awake us in their happier homes.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCXXI.

  

  ON THE APPROACH OF A SISTER’S DEATH.


  
    SPIRIT who risest to eternal day,


    O hear me in thy flight!


    Detain thee longer on that opening way


    I would not if I might.

  


  
    Methinks a thousand come between us two


    Whom thou wouldst rather hear:


    Fraternal love thou smilest on; but who


    Are they that press more near?

  


  
    The sorrowful and innocent and wrong’d,


    Yes, these are more thy own,


    For these wilt thou be pleading seraph-tongued


    (How soon!) before the Throne.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCXXII.

  

  ON THE DEATH OF M. D’OSSOLI AND HIS WIFE MARGARET FULLER.


  
    OVER his millions Death has lawful power,


    But over thee, brave D’Ossoli! none, none.


    After a longer struggle, in a fight


    Worthy of Italy to youth restored,


    Thou, far from home, art sunk beneath the surge


    Of the Atlantick; on its shore; in reach


    Of help; in trust of refuge; sunk with all


    Precious on earth to thee . . a child, a wife!


    Proud as thou wert of her, America


    Is prouder, showing to her sons how high


    Swells woman’s courage in a virtuous breast.


    She would not leave behind her those she loved:


    Such solitary safety might become


    Others; not her; not her who stood beside


    The pallet of the wounded, when the worst


    Of France and Perfidy assail’d the walls


    Of unsuspicious Rome. Best, glorious soul,


    Renown’d for strength of genius, Margaret!


    Rest with the twain too dear! My words are few,


    And shortly none will hear my failing voice,


    But the same language with more full appeal


    Shall hail thee. Many are the sons of song


    Whom thou hast heard upon thy native plains


    Worthy to sing of thee: the hour is come;


    Take we our seats and let the dirge begin.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCXXIII.


  
    AVON that never thirsts, nor toils along,


    Nor looks in anger, listen’d to my song,


    So that I envied not the passing names


    Whose gilded barges burnisht prouder Thames,


    Remembering well a better man than I,


    Whom in those meads the giddy herd ran by,


    What time the generous Raleigh bled to death,


    And Lust and Craft play’d for Elizabeth.


    While Murder in imperial robe sat by


    To watch the twinkling of that sharp stern eye,


    Till when a sister-queen was call’d to bleed,


    Her fingers cased in jewels sign’d the deed!

  


  
    ***
  


  CCXXIV.


  
    THERE was a lovely tree, I knew


    And well remember where it grew,


    And very often felt inclined


    To hear its whispers in the wind.


    One evening of a summer day


    I went, without a thought, that way,


    And, sitting down, I seem’d to hear


    The tree’s soft voice, and some one’s near.


    Yes, sure enough I saw a maid


    With wakeful ear against it laid.


    Silent was everything around


    While thus the tree in quivering sound:


    “They pant to cull our fruit, and take


    A leaf, they tell us, for our sake,


    On the most faithful breast to wear


    And keep it, till both perish, there.


    Sad pity such kind hearts should pant


    So hard! We give them all they want.


    They come soon after and just taste


    The fruit, and throw it on the waste.


    Again they come, and then pluck off


    What poets call our hair, and scoff;


    And long ere winter you may see


    These leaves fall fluttering round the tree.


    They come once more: then, then you find


    The root cut round and undermined:


    Chains are clencht round it: that fine head,


    On which still finer words were said,


    Serves only to assist the blow,


    And lend them aid to lay it low.”


    Methinks I hear a gentle sigh,


    And fain would guess the reason why;


    It may have been for what was said


    Of fruit and leaves, of root and head.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCXXV.

  

  TO THE WORM.


  
    FIRST-BORN of all creation! yet unsung!


    I call thee not to listen to my lay,


    For well I know thou turnest a deaf ear,


    Indifferent to the sweetest of complaints,


    Sweetest and most importunate. The voice


    Which would awaken, and which almost can,


    The sleeping dead, thou rearest up against


    And no more heedest than the wreck below.


    Yet art thou gentle; and for due reward,


    Because thou art so humble in thy ways,


    Thou hast survived the giants of waste worlds,


    Giants whom chaos left unborn behind,


    And Earth with fierce abhorrence at first sight


    Shook from her bosom, some on burning sands,


    Others on icy mountains, far apart;


    Mammoth, and mammoth’s architype, and coil


    Of serpent cable-long, and ponderous mail


    Of lizard, to whom crocodile was dwarf.


    Wrong too hath oft been done thee: I have watcht


    The nightingale, that most inquisitive


    Of plumed powers, send forth a sidelong glance


    From the low hazel on the smooth footpath,


    Attracted by a glimmering tortuous thread


    Of silver left there when the dew had dried,


    And dart on one of thine, that one of hers


    Might play with it. Alas! the young will play,


    Reckless of leaving pain and death behind.


    I too (but early from such sin forbore)


    Have fasten’d on my hook, aside the stream


    Of shady Arrowe or the broad mill-pond,


    Thy writhing race. Thou wilt more patiently


    Await my hour, more quietly pursue


    Thy destined prey legitimate.


    First-born,


    I call’d thee at the opening of my song;


    Last of creation I will call thee now.


    What fiery meteors have we seen transcend


    Our firmament! and mighty was their power,


    To leave a solitude and stench behind.


    The vulture may have revell’d upon men;


    Upon the vulture’s self thou revellest:


    Princes may hold high festival; for thee


    Chiefly they hold it. Every dish removed,


    Thou comest in the silence of the night,


    Takest thy place, thy train insinuatest


    Into the breast, lappest that wrinkled heart


    Stone-cold within, and with fresh appetite


    Agen art ready for a like carouse.


    Behold before thee the first minstrel known


    To turn from them and laud unbidden guest!


    He, who hath never bent his brow to king,


    Perforce must bend it, mightier lord, to thee.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCXXVI.

  

  ON SWIFT JOINING AVON NEAR RUGBY.


  
    SILENT and modest Brook! who dippest here


    Thy foot in Avon as if childish fear


    Witheld thee for a moment, wend along;


    Go, follow’d by my song,


    Sung in such easy numbers as they use


    Who turn in fondness to the Tuscan Muse,


    And such as often have flow’d down on me


    From my own Fiesole.


    I watch thy placid smile, nor need to say


    That Tasso wove one looser lay,


    And Milton took it up to dry the tear


    Dropping on Lycidas’s bier.


    In youth how often at thy side I wander’d!


    What golden hours, hours numberless, were squander’d


    Among thy sedges, while sometimes


    I meditated native rhymes,


    And sometimes stumbled upon Latian feet;


    Then, where soft mole-built seat


    Invited me, I noted down


    What must full surely win the crown,


    But first impatiently vain efforts made


    On broken pencil with a broken blade.


    Anon, of lighter heart, I threw


    My hat where circling plover flew,


    And once I shouted till, instead of plover,


    There sprang up half a damsel, half a lover.


    I would not twice be barbarous; on I went . .


    And two heads sank amid the pillowing bent.


    Pardon me, gentle Stream, if rhyme


    Holds up these records in the face of Time:


    Among the falling leaves some birds yet sing,


    And Autumn hath his butterflies like Spring.


    Thou canst not turn thee back, thou canst not see


    Reflected what hath ceast to be:


    Haply thou little knowest why


    I check this levity, and sigh.


    Thou never knewest her whose radiant morn


    Lighted my path to Love; she bore thy name,


    She whom no Grace was tardy to adorn,


    Whom one low voice pleas’d more than louder fame:


    She now is past my praises: from her urn


    To thine, with reverence due, I turn.


    O silver-braided Swift! no victim ever


    Was sacrificed to thee,


    Nor hast thou carried to that sacred River


    Vases of myrrh, nor hast thou run to see


    A band of Mænads toss their timbrels high


    Mid io-evohes to their Deity.


    But holy ashes have bestrewn thy stream


    Under the mingled gleam


    Of swords and torches, and the chaunt of Rome,


    When Wiclif’s lowly tomb


    Thro’ its thick briars was burst


    By frantic priests accurst;


    For he had enter’d and laid bare the lies


    That pave the labyrinth of their mysteries.


    We part . . but one more look!


    Silent and modest Brook!

  


  
    ***
  


  CCXXVII.


  
    A VOICE in sleep hung over me, and said


    “Seest thou him yonder?”At that voice I raised


    My eyes: it was an Angel’s: but he veil’d


    His face from me with both his hands, then held


    One finger forth, and sternly said agen,


    “Seest thou him yonder?”


    On a grassy slope


    Slippery with flowers, above a precipice,


    A slumbering man I saw: methought I knew


    A visage not unlike it; whence the more


    It troubled and perplext me.


    “Can it be


    My own?”said I.


    Scarce had the word escaped


    When there arose two other forms, each fair,


    And each spake fondest words, and blamed me not,


    But blest me, for the tears they shed with me


    Upon that only world where tears are shed,


    That world which they (why without me?) had left.


    Another now came forth, with eye askance:


    That she was of the earth too well I knew,


    And that she hated those for loving me


    (Had she not told me) I had soon divined.


    Of earth was yet another; but more like


    The heavenly twain in gentleness and love:


    She from afar brought pity; and her eyes


    Fill’d with the tears she fear’d must swell from mine:


    Humanest thoughts with strongest impulses


    Heav’d her fair bosom; and her hand was raised


    To shelter me from that sad blight which fell


    Damp on my heart; it could not; but a blast,


    Sweeping the southern sky, blew from beyond


    And threw me on the ice-bergs of the north.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCXXVIII.


  
    FROM leaves unopen’d yet, those eyes she lifts


    Which never youthful eyes could safely view.


    “A book, a flower, such are the only gifts


    I like to take . . nor like them least from you.”

  


  
    A voice so sweet it needs no Muse’s aid


    Spake it, and ceast. We, offering both, reply


    “These tell the dull old tale that youth must fade,


    This, the bright truth that genius shall not die.”

  


  
    ***
  


  CCXXIX.

  

  ELIOT WARBURTON.


  
    ABOVE what head more hopeful ever closed


    The gates of Ocean, Warburton, than thine?


    Thou mightest in that mansion have reposed


    Where Valor’s and where Wisdom’s trophies shine:


    God will’d it otherwise; nor anthem swells


    Around thy mortal spoils; but, passing o’er


    The Atlantick wave, in grief the sailor tells


    Where last was seen whom earth shall see no more.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCXXX.

  

  ITALY IN JANUARY 1853.


  
    O NATION of Alfieri! thou


    Before the cope and cowl must bow,


    And Gallick herds from Tiber drink


    Until the stagnant water sink,


    And nothing be there left but mud


    Dark with long streaks of civic blood.


    Mark, Galileo, with what glee,


    From sorcery’s fragile thraldom free,


    The sun spins round thy worlds and thee!


    Above, to keep them in, is bent


    A solid marble firmament,


    Which saints and confessors hold down


    Surmounted with a triple crown.


    Torture had made thee (never mind!)


    A little lame, a little blind:


    God’s own right-hand restores thy sight,


    And from his own he gives thee light;


    His arm supports thy mangled feet,


    Now firm, and plants near His thy seat.


    Savonarola! look below,


    And see how fresh those embers glow


    Which once were faggots round the stake


    Of him who died for Jesu’s sake,


    Who walkt where his apostles led,


    And from God’s wrath, not mortal’s, fled.


    Come, Dante! virtuous, sage, and bold,


    Come, look into that miry fold;


    Foxes and wolves lie there asleep,


    O’ergorged; and men but wake to weep:


    Come, Saints and Virgins! whose one tomb


    Is Rome’s parental catacomb;


    Above where once ye bled, there now


    Foul breath blows blushes from the brow


    Of maidens, whipt until they fall


    To feed the plump confessional.


    O earlier shades! no less revered!


    In your Elysium ye have heard


    No tale so sad, no tale so true,


    None so incredible to you.


    Gloomy as droops the present day,


    And Hope is chill’d and shrinks away,


    Another age perhaps may see


    Freedom raise up dead Italy.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCXXXI.

  

  SHAKESPEARE AND MILTON.


  
    THE tongue of England, that which myriads


    Have spoken and will speak, were paralyzed


    Hereafter, but two mighty men stand forth


    Above the flight of ages, two alone;


    One crying out,


    All nations spoke thro’ me.


    The other:


    True; and thro’ this trumpet burst


    God’s word; the fall of Angels, and the doom


    First of immortal, then of mortal, Man,


    Glory! be Glory! not to me, to God.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCXXXII.

  

  TO MIDSUMMER DAY.


  
    CROWN of the Year, how bright thou shinest!


    How little, in thy pride, divinest


    Inevitable fall! albeit


    We who stand round about fore-see it.


    Shine on; shine bravely. There are near


    Other bright children of the Year,


    Almost as high, and much like thee


    In features and in festive glee:


    Some happy to call forth the mower,


    And hear his sharpen’d scythe sweep o’er


    Rank after rank: then others wait


    Before the grange’s open gate,


    And watch the nodding wane, or watch


    The fretted domes beneath the thatch,


    Till young and old at once take wing


    And promise to return in spring.


    Yet I am sorry, I must own,


    Crown of the Year! when thou art gone.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCXXXIII.


  
    SO then, I feel not deeply! if I did,


    I should have seized the pen and pierced therewith


    The passive world!


    And thus thou reasonest?


    Well hast thou known the lover’s, not so well


    The poet’s heart; while that heart bleeds, the hand


    Presses it close. Grief must run on and pass


    Into near Memory’s more quiet shade


    Before it can compose itself in song.


    He who is agonised and turns to show


    His agony to those who sit around,


    Seizes the pen in vain: thought, fancy, power,


    Rush back into his bosom; all the strength


    Of genius can not draw them into light


    From under mastering Grief; but Memory,


    The Muse’s mother, nurses, rears them up,


    Informs, and keeps them with her all her days.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCXXXIV.


  
    LITTLE you think, my lovely friend,


    While o’er these easy lines you bend,


    That they can give you many days,


    You little think, to whom belong


    The purer streams of sacred song,


    He from the tomb the prey of Death can raise:


    He can, and will; for this is due


    From him above the rest to you,


    Tho with the rest he shares your smile:


    Ah! most he wants it, as you know . .


    One, only one, would soothe his woe . .


    Beguile not him . . and all but him beguile!

  


  
    ***
  


  CCXXXV.

  

  TO SHELLEY.


  
    SHELLEY! whose song so sweet was sweetest here,


    We knew each other little; now I walk


    Along the same green path, along the shore


    Of Lerici, along the sandy plain


    Trending from Lucca to the Pisan pines,


    Under whose shadow scatter’d camels lie,


    The old and young, and rarer deer uplift


    Their knotty branches o’er high-feather’d fern.


    Regions of happiness! I greet ye well;


    Your solitudes, and not your cities, stay’d


    My steps among you; for with you alone


    Converst I, and with those ye bore of old.


    He who beholds the skies of Italy


    Sees ancient Rome reflected, sees beyond,


    Into more glorious Hellas, nurse of Gods


    And godlike men: dwarfs people other lands.


    Frown not, maternal England! thy weak child


    Kneels at thy feet and owns in shame a lie.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCXXXVI.

  

  WRITTEN AT HURSTMONCEAUX.

  

  ON READING A POEM OF WORDSWORTH’S.


  
    DERWENT! Winander! sweetest of all sounds


    The British tongue e’er utter’d! lakes that Heaven


    Reposes on, and finds his image there


    In all its purity, in all its peace!


    How are your ripples playing round my heart


    From such a distance? while I gaze upon


    The plain where William and where Cæsar led


    From the same Gaulish strand each conquering host,


    And one the Briton, one the Saxon name,


    Struck out with iron heel. Well may they play,


    Those ripples, round my heart, buoyed up, entranced.


    Derwent! Winander! your twin poets come


    Star-crown’d along with you, nor stand apart.


    Wordsworth comes hither, hither Southey comes,


    His friend and mine, and every man’s who lives,


    Or who shall live when days far off have risen.


    Here are they with me yet again, here dwell


    Among the sages of Antiquity,


    Under his hospitable roof whose life


    Surpasses theirs in strong activity,


    Whose Genius walks more humbly, stooping down


    From the same highth to cheer the weak of soul


    And guide the erring from the tortuous way.


    Hail ye departed! hail thou later friend,


    Julius!* but never by my voice invoked


    With such an invocation . . hail, and live!

  


  
    ***
  


  
    ________


    * Archdeacon Hare.

  


  CCXXXVII.


  
    AGEN, perhaps and only once agen,


    I turn my steps to London. Few the scenes


    And few the friends that there delighted me


    Will now delight me: some indeed remain,


    Tho changed in features . . friend and scene . . both changed!


    I shall not watch my lilac burst her bud


    In that wide garden, that pure fount of air,


    Where, risen ere the morns are warm and bright,


    And stepping forth in very scant attire,


    Timidly, as became her in such garb,


    She hasten’d prompt to call up slumbering Spring.


    White and dim-purple breathed my favourite pair


    Under thy terrace, hospitable heart,


    Whom twenty summers more and more endear’d;


    Part on the Arno, part where every clime


    Sent its most graceful sons to kiss thy hand,


    To make the humble proud, the proud submiss,


    Wiser the wisest, and the brave more brave.


    Never, ah never now, shall we alight


    Where the man-queen was born, or, higher up


    The nobler region of a nobler soul,


    Where breathed his last the more than kingly man.


    Thou sleepest, not forgotten, nor unmourn’d,


    Beneath the chesnut shade by Saint Germain;


    Meanwhile I wait the hour of my repose,


    Not under Italy’s serener sky,


    Where Fiesole beheld me from above


    Devising how my head most pleasantly


    Might rest ere long, and how with such intent


    I smooth’d a platform for my villagers,


    (Tho stood against me stubborn stony knoll


    With cross-grain’d olives long confederate)


    And brought together slender cypresses


    And bridal myrtles, peering up between,


    And bade the modest violet bear her part.


    Dance, youths and maidens! tho around my grave


    Ye dance not, as I wisht: bloom, myrtles! bend


    Protecting arms about them, cypresses!


    I must not come among you; fare ye well!

  


  
    ***
  


  
    ________


    Lady Blessington.{back}


    Elizabeth.{back}


    The Protector.{back}

  


  


  

  

  



  EPISTLES.


  CCXXXVIII.

  

  TO THE AUTHOR OF “FESTUS.”

  

  ON THE CLASSICK AND ROMANTICK.


  
    PHILIP! I know thee not, thy song I know:


    It fell upon my ear among the last


    Destined to fall upon it; but while strength


    Is left me, I will rise to hail the morn


    Of the stout-hearted who begin a work


    Wherein I did but idle at odd hours.


    The Faeries never tempted me away


    From higher fountains and severer shades;


    Their rings allured me not from deeper track


    Left by Olympick wheel on ampler plain;


    Yet could I see them and can see them now


    With pleasurable warmth, and hold in bonds


    Of brotherhood men whom their gamesome wreath


    In youth’s fresh slumber caught, and still detains.


    I wear no cestus; my right hand is free


    To point the road few seem inclined to take.


    Admonish thou, with me, the starting youth,


    Ready to seize all nature at one grasp,


    To mingle earth, sea, sky, woods, cataracts,


    And make all nations think and speak alike.


    Some see but sunshine, others see but gloom,


    Others confound them strangely, furiously;


    Most have an eye for colour, few for form.


    Imperfect is the glory to create,


    Unless on our creation we can look


    And see that all is good; we then may rest.


    In every poem train the leading shoot;


    Break off the suckers. Thought erases thought,


    As numerous sheep erase each other’s print


    When spungy moss they press or sterile sand.


    Blades thickly sown want nutriment and droop,


    Although the seed be sound, and rich the soil;


    Thus healthy-born ideas, bedded close,


    By dreaming fondness perish overlain.


    A rose or sprig of myrtle in the hair


    Pleases me better than a far-sought gem.


    I chide the flounce that checks the nimble feet,


    Abhor the cruel piercer of the ear,


    And would strike down the chain that cuts in two


    The beauteous column of the marble neck.


    Barbarous and false are all such ornaments,


    Yet such hath poesy in whim put on.


    Classical hath been deem’d each Roman name


    Writ on the roll-call of each pedagogue


    In the same hand, in the same tone pronounced;


    Yet might five scanty pages well contain


    All that the Muses in fresh youth would own


    Between the grave at Tomos, wet with tears


    Rolling amain down Getick beard unshorn,


    And that grand priest whose purple shone afar


    From his own Venice o’er the Adrian sea.


    We talk of schools . . unscholarly; if schools


    Part the romantick from the classical.


    The classical like the heroick age


    Is past; but Poetry may reassume


    That glorious name with Tartar and with Turk,


    With Goth or Arab, Sheik or Paladin,


    And not with Roman and with Greek alone.


    The name is graven on the workmanship.


    The trumpet-blast of Marmion never shook


    The God-built walls of Ilion; yet what shout


    Of the Achaians swells the heart so high?


    Nor fainter is the artillery-roar that booms


    From Hohenlinden to the Baltick strand.


    Shakespeare with majesty benign call’d up


    The obedient classicks from their marble seat,


    And led them thro’ dim glen and sheeny glade,


    And over precipices, over seas


    Unknown by mariner, to palaces


    High-archt, to festival, to dance, to joust,


    And gave them golden spur and vizor barred,


    And steeds that Pheidias had turn’d pale to see.


    The mighty man who open’d Paradise,


    Harmonious far above Homerick song,


    Or any song that human ears shall hear,


    Sometimes was classical and sometimes not:


    Rome chain’d him down; the younger Italy


    Dissolved (not fatally) his Samson strength.


    I leave behind me those who stood around


    The throne of Shakespeare, sturdy, but unclean,


    To hurry past the opprobrious courts and lanes


    Of the loose pipers at the Belial feast,


    Past mime obscene and grinder of lampoon . .


    Away the petty wheel, the callous hand!


    Goldsmith was classical, and Gray almost;


    So was poor Collins, heart-bound to Romance:


    Shelley and Keats, those southern stars, shone higher.


    Cowper had more variety, more strength,


    Gentlest of bards! still pitied, still beloved!


    Shrewder in epigram than polity


    Was Canning; Frere more graceful; Smith more grand;


    A genuine poet was the last alone.


    Romantick, classical, the female hand


    That chain’d the cruel Ivan down for ever,


    And follow’d up, rapt in his fiery car,


    The boy of Casabianca to the skies.


    Other fair forms breathe round us, which exert


    With Paphian softness Amazonian power,


    And sweep in bright array the Attick field.


    To men turn now, who stand or lately stood


    With more than Royalty’s gilt bays adorn’d.


    Wordsworth, in sonnet, is a classick too,


    And on that grass-plot sits at Milton’s side;


    In the long walk he soon is out of breath


    And wheezes heavier than his friends could wish.


    Follow his pedlar up the devious rill,


    And, if you faint not, you are well repaid.


    Large lumps of precious metal lie engulpht


    In gravely beds, whence you must delve them out


    And thirst sometimes and hunger; shudder not


    To wield the pickaxe and to shake the sieve,


    Well shall the labour be (though hard) repaid.


    Too weak for ode and epick, and his gait


    Somewhat too rural for the tragick pall,


    Which never was cut out of duffel grey,


    He fell entangled, “on the grunsel-edge


    Flat on his face, and shamed his worshippers.”


    Classick in every feature was my friend


    The genial Southey: none who ruled around


    Held in such order such a wide domain . .


    But often too indulgent, too profuse.


    The ancients see us under them, and grieve


    That we are parted by a rank morass,


    Wishing its flowers more delicate and fewer.


    Abstemious were the Greeks; they never strove


    To look so fierce: their Muses were sedate,


    Never obstreperous: you heard no breath


    Outside the flute; each sound ran clear within.


    The Fauns might dance, might clap their hands, might shout,


    Might revel and run riotous; the Nymphs


    Furtively glanced, and fear’d, or seem’d to fear;


    Descended on the lightest of light wings,


    The graceful son of Maia mused apart,


    Graceful, but strong; he listen’d; he drew nigh;


    And now with his own lyre and now with voice


    Temper’d the strain; Apollo calmly smiled.

  


  
    ***
  


  
    ________


    Bobus Smith.{back}

  


  CCXXXIX.

  

  TO FRIEND JONATHAN.


  
    FRIEND Jonathan! for friend thou art,


    Do prythee take now in good part


    Lines the first steamer shall waft o’er.


    Sorry am I to hear the Blacks


    Still bear your ensign on their backs;


    The stripes they suffer make me sore.

  


  
    So! they must all be given up


    To drain again the bitter cup.


    Better, far better, gold should come


    From Pennsylvanian wide-awakes,


    Ubiquitarian rattlesnakes,


    Or, pet of royalty, Tom Thumb.

  


  
    Another region rolls it down,


    Where soon will rise its hundredth town:


    The wide Pacifick now is thine.


    With power and riches be content;


    More, more than either, God hath sent . .


    A man is better than a mine.

  


  
    Scarce half a century hath past


    Ere closed the tomb upon your last,


    The man that built the western world:


    When gamblers, drunkards, madmen rose,


    He wrencht the sword from all such foes


    And crusht them with the iron they hurl’d.

  


  
    Beware of wrong. The brave are true:


    The tree of Freedom never grew


    Where Fraud and Falsehood sow’d their salt.


    Hast thou not seen it stuck one day


    In the loose soil, and swept away


    The next, amid the blind and halt,

  


  
    Who danced like maniacs round about?


    The noisiest, foulest, rabble-rout!


    Earth spurns them from her, half-afraid.


    Slaves they will ever be, and shou’d,


    Drunken with every neighbour’s blood,


    By every chief they arm betray’d.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCXL.

  

  TO CHARLES DICKENS.


  
    CALL we for harp or song?


    Accordant numbers, measured out, belong


    Alone, we hear, to bard.


    Let him this badge, for ages worn, discard;


    Richer and nobler now


    Than when the close-trim’d laurel markt his brow.


    And from one fount his thirst


    Was slaked, and from none other proudly burst


    Neighing, the winged steed.


    Gloriously fresh were those young days indeed!


    Clear, tho confined, the view;


    The feet of giants swept that early dew;


    More graceful came behind,


    And golden tresses waved upon the wind.


    Pity and Love were seen


    In earnest converse on the humble green;


    Grief too was there, but Grief


    Sat down with them, nor struggled from relief.


    Strong Pity was, strong he,


    But little Love was bravest of the three.


    At what the sad one said


    Often he smiled, tho Pity shook her head.


    Descending from their clouds,


    The Muses mingled with admiring crowds:


    Each had her ear inclined,


    Each caught and spoke the language of mankind


    From choral thraldom free . .


    Dickens! didst thou teach them or they teach thee?

  


  
    ***
  


  CCXLI.

  

  TO ROBERT EYRES LANDOR.

  

  ON HIS FAWN AND HIS ARETHUSA.

  

  Ἀλλ οὐδε ταυταγε νõυν ιαινει ϕθονερων. PINDAR.


  
    RARE, since the sons of Leda, rare a twain,


    Born of one mother, which hath reacht the goal


    Of Immortality: the stem is rare


    Which ripens close together two rich fruits.


    Two Scipios were “the thunderbolts of war,”


    And blasted what they fell upon: the arm


    Of Napier, far more glorious, bent each horn


    Of Indus to his yokemate Ganges, hail’d


    For higher victory, hail’d for rescuing


    A hundred nations from barbaric sway.


    The light of Scipio was outshone by him


    He vanquisht, by the Julian star eclipst,


    And Scipio had no brother who could lift


    The scroll of Mars above the reach of Time.


    We too, alike in studies, we have toil’d,


    In calmer fields and healthier exercise,


    Not without Honour: Honour may defer


    His hour of audience, but he comes at last.


    Behold! there issue from one house two chiefs


    Beyond all contest; one in shafts of wit


    Hurl’d o’er the minster to the Atlantic strand,


    The other proudly unapproachable


    Striking a rock whence gush the founts of song;


    Dull sands lie flat and dwarf shrubs writhe around.


    Twice nine the centuries since the Latian Muse


    Wail’d on the frozen Danube for her son


    Exiled, her glory to revive no more


    Until that destined period was fulfil’d.


    Scaring the wrens at Cam’s recumbent side,


    Never by Tiber’s one of statelier step


    Or loftier mien or deeper tone than he


    Whom, bold in youth, I dared to emulate,


    Nor stoopt my crest to peck light grain among


    The cackling poultry of the homestead yard.


    Thine is the care to keep our native springs


    Pure of pollution, clear of weeds; but thine


    Are also graver cares, with fortune blest


    Not above competence, with duties charged


    Which with more zeal and prudence none perform.


    There are who guide the erring, tend the sick,


    Nor frown the starving from a half-closed door,


    But none beside my brother, none beside,


    In stall thick-litter’d or on mitred throne,


    Gives the more needy all the Church gives him.


    Unaided, tho years press and health declines,


    By aught of clerical or human aid,


    Thou servest God, and God’s poor guests, alone.


    Enough were this to damn thee here below,


    But not enough to drive those forms away


    Which to pure votary morn and eve descend,


    The Muse, the Grace, the Nymph of stream and grove


    But not enough to make the sun less warm


    On thy smooth walks and pleasant glades close mown,


    Or lamplight duller on thy pictured walls.


    Thy Fancy rests upon deep-bosomed Truth,


    And wakes to Harmony; no word is tost


    To catch the passing wind like unmade hay.


    Few can see this, whirl’d in the dust around,


    And some who can would rather see awry.


    If such could add to their own fame the fame


    Their hands detract from others, then indeed


    The act, howbeit felonious, were less vile;


    They strip the wealthy, but they clothe the poor.


    Aside thy Fawn expect some envious stab,


    Some latent arrow from obscure defile;


    Aside thy Arethusa never hope


    Untroubled rest; men will look up and see


    What hurts their eyes in the strong beams above,


    And shining points will bring fierce lightnings down


    Upon thy head, and mine by birth so near.


    Heedless of brawlers in the pit beneath,


    To whosoe’er enacts the nobler part,


    Known or unknown, or friendly or averse,


    I will throw crowns, and throw unsparingly;


    Nor are these crowns too light to fly direct,


    Nor fall they short, far as the scope may be.


    Better I deem it that my grain of myrrh


    Burn for the living than embalm the dead.


    Take my fraternal offering, not composed


    Of ditch-side flowers, the watery-stalkt and rank,


    Such as our markets smell of, all day long,


    And roister ditty-roaring rustics wear;


    But fresh, full, shapely, sprinkled with that lymph


    Which from Peneios on the olive-wreath


    Shook at loud plaudits under Zeus high-throned.

  


  
    ***
  


  
    ________


    Sydney and Bobus Smith.{back}

  


  CCXLII.

  

  TO GUYON.


  
    GUYON! thy praises few dare sing,


    But not so few shall hear.


    From virgin earth thy laurels spring


    O’er fountain deep and clear.

  


  
    Honour, not Glory, led thee forth,


    Young, ardent: at thy word


    Uprose the Danube; and the North


    Saw the last sheath’d thy sword.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCXLIII.

  

  TO AUBREY DE VERE.


  
    WELCOME! who last hast climb’d the cloven hill


    Forsaken by its Muses and their God!


    Show us the way; we miss it, young and old.


    Roses that can not clasp their languid leaves,


    Puffy and odourless and overblown,


    Encumber all our walks of poetry;


    The satin slipper and the mirror boot


    Delight in pressing them: but who hath trackt


    A Grace’s naked foot amid them all?


    Or who hath seen (ah! how few care to see!)


    The close-bound tresses and the robe succinct?


    Thou hast; and she hath placed her palm in thine.


    Walk ye together in our fields and groves:


    We have gay birds and graver, we have none


    Of varied note, none to whose harmony


    Time long will listen, none who sings alone.


    Make thy proud name yet prouder for thy sons,


    Aubrey de Vere! Fling far aside all heed


    Of that hyæna race which growls and smiles


    Alternate, and which neither blows nor food


    Nor stern nor gentle brow, domesticate.


    Await some Cromwell, who alone hath strength


    Of heart to dash down its wild wantonness


    And fasten its fierce grin with steady gaze.


    Come, re-ascend with me the steeps of Greece,


    With firmer foot than mine. None stop the road,


    And few will follow: we shall breathe apart


    That pure fresh air, and drink the untroubled spring.


    Lead thou the way; I knew it once; my sight


    May miss old marks; lend me thy hand; press on;


    Elastic is thy step, thy guidance sure.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCXLIV.

  

  TO A FRIEND’S REMONSTRANCE.


  
    Preacher of discontent! Then large indeed


    Would be my audience, copious my display


    Of common-places. Better curb and quell


    Not by the bridle but the provender.


    Sportsmen! manorial lords! of you am I.


    Let us, since game grows scarcer every day,


    Watch our preserves near home: we need but beat


    About the cottage-garden and slim croft


    For plenteous sport. Catch up the ragged child,


    Kiss it, however frighten’d: take the hand


    Of the young girl from out the artizan’s


    Who leads her to the factory, soon to wear


    The tissue she has woven dyed in shame:


    Help the halt eld to rule the swerving ass,


    And upright set his crutch outside the porch,


    To reach, nor stoop to reach, at his return.


    ’Tis somewhat to hear blessings, to confer


    Is somewhat more. Wealth is content to shine


    By his own light, nor asks he Virtue’s aid;


    But Virtue comes sometimes, and comes unaskt,


    Nay, comes the first to conference.


    There is one,


    One man there is, high in nobility


    Of birth and fortune, who erects his house


    Among the heathen, where dun smoke ascends


    All day around, and drearier fire all night.


    Far from that house are heard the church’s bells,


    And thro’ deep cinders lies the road, yet there


    Walks the rich man, walks in humility,


    Because the poor he walks with, and with God.


    No mitred purple-buskin’d baron he,


    Self-privileged to strip the calendar


    Of Sabbath days, to rob the cattle’s rest,


    And mount, mid prance and neighing, his proud throne.


    Of what is thinking now thy studious head,


    O artist! in the glorious dome of Art,


    That thou shouldst turn thine eyes from Titian’s ray,


    Or Raffael’s halo round the Virgin’s head


    And Child’s, foreshowing Paradise regain’d?


    Of Ellesmere thou wert thinking; so was I.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCXLV.

  

  TO LORD DUDLEY C. STUART.

  

  WITH AN ODE TO KOSSUTH.


  
    THIS is my hour


    To bow to Power.


    “What Power?” you ask, with wonder in your eye.


    Soon said und heard


    The simple word . .


    That Power which bends before Humanity.


    Go then, my line!


    His knees entwine


    (Better than garter) who hath cheer’d the slave.


    Little can you,


    Poor infant! do . .


    Be led by Stuart to the just and brave.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCXLVI.

  

  TO KOSSUTH.


  
    DEATH in the battle is not death.


    Deep, deep may seem the mortal groan,


    Yet sweeter than an infant’s breath


    Is Honor’s, on that field alone

  


  
    Where Kossuth call’d his Spirits forth


    Aloft from Danaw’s heaving breast:


    They quell’d the south, they shook the north,


    They sank by fraud, not strength, represt.

  


  
    If Freedom’s sacred fire lies quencht,


    O England! was it not by thee?


    Ere from such hands the sword was wrencht


    Thine was the power to shield the free.

  


  
    Russells erewhile might raise their crest


    Proud as the elder of our land,


    Altho I find but, in the best,


    The embroider’d glove of Sidney’s hand.

  


  
    Rachel may mourn her children now,


    From higher source her glory springs,


    Where Shakspeare crowns Southampton’s brow,


    Above the reach or gaze of kings.

  


  
    Russells? where? where? To wave on high


    Faction her slender twig may place,


    And cover when that twig shall die,


    With plumes as dark the dark disgrace.

  


  
    Drive the drear phantom from my sight,


    O Kossuth! Round our wintery shore


    Spread broad thy strong and healthy light . .


    Crush we these slippery weeds no more.

  


  
    Each, be he soldier, sage, or bard,


    Must breast and cross the sea of strife,


    Ere swells the hymn, his high reward,


    Sung from the one true Book of Life.

  


  
    What casket holds it? in what shrine


    Begem’d with pearl and priceless stone?


    The treasury is itself divine . .


    The poet’s breast . . ’tis there alone.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCXLVII.

  

  TO THE CONQUEROR OF SCINDE.


  
    WELCOME to England, thou whom peace


    More than triumphant war delights,


    Welcome to England, thou whom Greece


    Had chosen to protect her rights,

  


  
    Had chosen to arouse her bands


    When Sloth and Pleasure held them down;


    Upon thy brow her grateful hands


    Had often placed the double crown.

  


  
    Napier! I praise thee not because


    Of powerful princes overthrown,


    But for those just and equal laws,


    Napier! thy gift, and thine alone.

  


  
    May years far hence, when British feet


    Tread Waterloo’s historick plains,


    Some pious voice these words repeat,


    Thank Heaven! one hero yet remains.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCXLVIII.

  

  TO CAVAIGNAC.


  
    AND shall the bloody wave agen,


    Dissevering freedom’s bravest men,


    Dash all ashore? and civic fight


    Demolish wrong, establish right!


    Alas! it must be! Well for France,


    Awakening from her frantic trance,


    She finds at last a virtuous man


    To regulate her rushing van.


    Never wilt thou, sage Cavaignac!


    Pursue Ambition’s tortuous track.


    The shade of Glory seems to tend


    That way, but melts before its end.


    What name more glorious than was his


    Whose life midway went all amiss?


    He well survey’d the battle-field,


    But ill what that soakt soil should yield.


    Losing the train that limpt behind,


    He lost all energy of mind;


    Like smitten viper, now aloof


    To bite, now crusht by heel or hoof.


    Mindful of Washington, who hurl’d


    Back from the new the worn-out world,


    Remember, First of Men! that thou


    To thy own heart hast made the vow


    That France henceforward shall be free . . .


    Henceforward is her trust in thee.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCXLIX.

  

  TO GENERAL SIR W. NAPIER.


  
    OVER these solid downs eight years have past,


    Since, with that man who taught how fields were won,


    By every river of Iberia’s realms,


    And under every mountain, and against


    Every beleaguered city, I return’d,


    While Jupiter shone forth severely bright,


    Watcher of all things in the world below.


    Napier, how art thou changed! The brow, the soul,


    Serene as ever, but deep-biting wounds,


    And, keener than deep-biting wounds, the fangs


    Of malice and ingratitude corrode


    Thy generous heart. Bear bravely up, O friend!


    O glory of all those who call thee so!


    Thy spirit is unchanged. That deathless bird,


    The black Caucasian, hither wings his way,


    Swooping from sunny Scinde o’er foggy Thames,


    And fain would pounce: he may have tugg’d and torn


    Thy breast awhile; it springs again elate,


    And the foul bird flies at the shout of Fame.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCL.

  

  TO THE REVEREND CUTHBERT SOUTHEY.


  
    CUTHBERT! whose father first in all our land


    Sate in calm judgment on poetic peer,


    Whom hatred never, friendship seldom, warpt . .


    Again I read his page and hear his voice;


    I heard it ere I knew it, ere I saw


    Who utter’d it, each then to each unknown.


    Twelve years had past when upon Avon’s cliff,


    Hard-by his birth-place, first our hands were join’d;


    After three more he visited my home.


    Along Lantony’s ruin’d aisles we walkt


    And woods then pathless, over verdant hill


    And ruddy mountain, and aside the stream


    Of sparkling Hondy. Just at close of day


    There by the comet’s light we saw the fox


    Rush from the alders, nor relax in speed


    Until he trod the pathway of his sires


    Under the hoary crag of Comioy.


    Then both were happy.


    War had paused: the Loire


    Invited me; again burst forth fierce War.


    I minded not his fury: there I staid,


    Sole of my countrymen, and foes abstain’d


    (Tho sore and bleeding) from my house alone.


    But female fear impell’d me past the Alps,


    Where, loveliest of all lakes, the Lario sleeps


    Under the walls of Como.


    There he came


    Again to see me; there again our walks


    We recommenced . . less pleasant than before.


    Grief had swept over him; days darken’d round:


    Bellagio, Valintelvi, smiled in vain,


    And Monterosa from Helvetia far


    Advanced to meet us, mild in majesty


    Above the glittering crests of giant sons


    Station’d around . . in vain too! all in vain!


    Perhaps the hour may come when others, taught


    By him to read, may read my page aright


    And find what lies within it; time enough


    Is there before us in the world of thought.


    The favour I may need I scorn to ask.


    What sovran is there able to reprieve,


    How then to grant, the life of the condemn’d


    By Justice, where the Muses take their seat?


    Never was I impatient to receive


    What any man could give me: when a friend


    Gave me my due, I took it, and no more . .


    Serenely glad because that friend was pleas’d.


    I seek not many, many seek not me,


    If there are few now seated at my board,


    I pull no children’s hair because they munch


    Gilt gingerbread, the figured and the sweet,


    Or wallow in the innocence of whey;


    Give me wild-boar, the buck’s broad haunch give me,


    And wine that time has mellow’d, even as time


    Mellows the warrior hermit in his cell.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCLI.

  

  TO ELIZA LYNN, ON HER AMYMONE.


  
    HIGH names, immortal names, have women borne;


    In every land her amaranthine crown


    Virtue hath placed upon the braided brow;


    In many, courage hath sprung up and shamed


    The stronger man’s unbrave audacity;


    In many, nay in all, hath Wisdom toucht


    The fairer front benignly, and hath kist


    Those lids her lessons kept from their repose.


    Only for Hellas had the Muses dwelt


    In the deep shadow of the gentler breast,


    To soothe its passion or repeat its tale.


    They lived not but in Hellas. There arose


    Erinna, there Corinna, there (to quench


    The torch of poesy, of love, of life,


    In the dim water) Sappho. Far above


    All these, in thought and fancy, she whose page


    The world’s last despot seiz’d and trampled on,


    Casting her forth where Summer’s gladden’d sun


    Shone o’er the nightless laurel from the Pole.


    Before her advent, England’s maidens heard


    The Simple Story: other voices since


    Have made their softness sound thro’ manly tones


    And overpower them. In our days, so sweet,


    So potent, so diversified, is none


    As thine, Protectress of Aspasia’s fame,


    Thine, golden shield of matchless Pericles,


    Pure heart and lofty soul, Eliza Lynn!

  


  
    ***
  


  
    ________


    Savary, by order of Bonaparte, seized the whole impression of Madame de Staël’s Germany, and forced her to take refuge in Sweden.{back}

  


  CCLII.

  

  TO SIR WILLIAM MOLESWORTH.


  
    NO bell, no cannon, by proud Ocean borne


    From Ganges or from Tagus or from Rhine,


    Striking with every fiery pulse (nor less


    In every panting interval between)


    England’s deep heart, sounds now. The world revives:


    Grief for the saviour of our country sinks


    At last into repose. We look around


    On those who stood with him and heard his voice


    Amid the uproar of domestic strife;


    We spurn, as well we may do, all who left


    Their sinking leader in his bravest fight,


    Fight against Famine, fight enthroning Peace.


    He who wins power is sure of winning praise,


    Sweeter unearn’d than earn’d, and he may sing,


    As sang in listless bower the Venusine,


    “The ready and the facile one for me!”


    I laud the man who struggles hard for Fame.


    Borne o’er false suitors and invidious elds,


    O’er impotent and sterile blandishments,


    O’er sounding names that worthless wealth acquires


    Or recreant genius self-exiled from heaven,


    Faithful is Fame to him who holds her dear.


    Napiers and Wellingtons not every day


    March out before us; no, nor every day


    Are wanted; but for every day we want


    Integrity, clear-sighted, even-paced,


    Broad-breasted, single-hearted, single-tongued,


    Such as in Peel. Longer and quicker step


    Sometimes is needful.


    Thou whose patient care,


    Patient but zealous, anxious but serene,


    Hath watcht o’er every region of our rule


    With calm keen eye, undazzled and undim’d.


    Molesworth! watch on! The false, the insolent,


    Who riveted erewhile Australia’s chain,


    And shook it in her ear to break her rest,


    Then call’d up Hope, then call’d up Tantalus,


    And rub’d his knees at their credulity . .


    Him thou well knowest . . him with hand and foot


    Spurn down, and hold him lifelong from the forge.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCLIII.

  

  TO THEODOSIA GARROW AT FLORENCE.


  
    FONDLER and mourner of The Two Gazelles,


    At your approach the heart of Florence swells.


    Nobly, O Theo! has your verse call’d forth


    The Roman valour and Subalpine worth.


    So stored with poetry what British mind


    Have you, departed from us, left behind?


    This makes a pretty garden, which he fills


    With tiny castles and with tinkling rills;


    Then calls the Faeries from their steril ground,


    And ranker funguses spring thick around.


    This, blear and languid, stiff in beak and claw,


    With smaller vermin crams his puffy maw,


    Pursues with flapping wing a hedgerow flight


    And revels in the richness of the night.


    While owls sweep on, and humming-birds flit past,


    Your bower, where cedars spring aloft, shall last.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCLIV.

  

  TO THE PRINCESS BELGIOIOSO.


  
    RIGHT in my path what goddess stands?


    Whose is that voice? whence those commands?


    I see thy stately step again,


    Thine eyes, the founts of joy and pain,


    Daughter of the Triulzi! those


    But now on Lario’s lake arose,


    Shedding fresh blessings, purer light . .


    And hast thou left the Alpine hight,


    The yellow vale, grey-budding vine


    Whom guardian maple’s nets entwine,


    The villa where from open sash


    We heard columnar fountains dash,


    While candid Gods unmoved above


    Soften and quietly reprove


    Such restlessness, and citron’s bloom


    Waves from clear gem its warm perfume.


    No loitering here: we must obey,


    Where the loud trumpet points the way,


    Where new-born men Ausonia calls,


    And standards shine from mouldering walls


    O’er dark Albunea’s woods, and o’er


    Where graceful Tibur’s temples soar.


    Cornelia’s race lives yet; nor drown’d


    In the drear gulph is Clelia; found


    Again is Arria’s dagger; now


    Who bears it? Belgioioso, thou.


    Light on the wounded rests a hand


    Kings may not kiss, much less command;


    Nor shrinkest thou to hear the shrill


    Cry thro’ gnasht teeth, nor (oozing stil)


    To staunch the dense dark blood. At feats


    Like these the prowling thief retreats.


    Untrue to Italy, to all,


    Untruest to himself, the Gaul!


    The splayfoot of our British Muse


    Wags woefully in wooden shoes;


    Nor will the Graces bind their zone


    Round panting bosom overgrown;


    But thou shalt never feel the wrong


    Of bruises from a barbarous tongue:


    No, nor shall ditty dull and weak


    Raise wrath or blushes to thy cheek;


    Nor shall these wreaths which now adorn


    Thy brow, drop off thee, dead ere morn.


    When wars and kingly frauds are past,


    With Justice side by side, the last


    Sad stain of blood (O blessed day!)


    Egeria’s lymph shall wash away.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCLV.

  

  TO LUISINA DE SODRE.


  
    A GENERATION’S faded skirts have swept


    Thro that door opposite, since one beloved


    (Before your mother’s eyes gave heaven its light,


    And made her mother’s brighter, even hers)


    Behind these benches leaned upon my arm,


    Nor heard the musick that provoked the dance.


    And, Luisina! with a man so old


    Rather would you converse than show the waltz


    Its native graces? rear’d in courts, and first


    With boys to empire born, with Kaisar’s self,


    In early girlhood nightly exercised.


    Blush not to have been chosen: ’twas that blush,


    The dawn of beauty in the pure fresh mind,


    Which won the choice: ’twas not Pereira’s name,


    ’Twas not De Sodre’s, not Macèdo’s, sent


    To Austria’s throne with delegated power,


    Well weigh’d, the brightest jewel of Brazil.


    To-day he left us: thro the Atlantic wave


    To-morrow will he turn his large clear eye


    (Mirrour where Honor sees himself full-sized)


    Toward the city where God’s man elect,


    Above all other of created men,


    Guided the courses of His last-launcht world,


    And stampt a name to live when not a wreck


    Of that young city shall o’ertop the dust.


    My happiness is tranquil; thus may yours


    Be ever! But so tranquil? no, not quite.


    Youth has its gales; weeds grow where ripples cease,


    And life in steril sands forgets its course.


    If I might whisper in a lady’s ear,


    Which Memory tells me I have done erewhile,


    This is the harmless whisper I would breathe;


    “Winter’s rare suns are welcome, Luisina!


    But Spring and Summer bring the flower and fruit.


    Fain would I live for one more bridal day.

  


  
    ***
  


  
    ________


    The Bath Rooms.{back}


    Countess de Molandé.{back}

  


  CCLVI.

  

  TO A PROFESSOR IN GERMANY.


  
    TELL me; which merits most the hangman’s hold?


    This, who leaps boldly in the crowded fold


    And kills your sheep before your eyes, or that


    Whom your too plenteous kitchen clothed with fat;


    Who, mischievous from idleness, repairs,


    To steal the cupboard-keys you keep upstairs,


    And, when you catch him, suddenly turns round


    And throws you, bruised and maim’d, along the ground?


    The choice has puzzled you? and you are loth


    To favour either! Well then, give him both.


    Had my last words been heard by yon wise folk,


    Your necks no longer had endured the yoke.


    Were but some twenty perjurers driven forth,


    Fear would have chain’d the wolf that gnaws the north:


    Poland had risen from her death-like trance,


    And shamed, the foulest of seducers, France.


    Kossuth and Klapka then at home might die,


    Nor Turks alone teach Christianity;


    Rome on no weak old wanton place her trust,


    But stamp her brittle idols into dust.


    Perjurers, traitors, twenty at the most,


    Cast upon Britain’s weed-collecting coast,


    Unharm’d, and carrying with them all their own,


    Leaving but what they forfeited . . the throne . .


    Had left each German people safely free,


    And shown what princes are, and men can be.


    While cries of anguish pierce thro cries of joy,


    Moves the huge God who moves but to destroy:


    O’er India’s children the grim idol lours,


    Its weaker shadow, westering, reaches ours.


    Kings in their madness trample nations down,


    Madder are nations who adore a crown:


    One only shines beneficent: the love


    Of England guard it! guard it His above!

  


  
    ***
  


  CCLVII.

  

  TO MESCHID THE LIBERATOR.


  
    VALOR not always is propel’d by War;


    Often he takes a seat


    Under the influence of a milder star,


    More happy and more great.

  


  
    Foremost in every battle waved on high


    The plume of Saladin;


    He chased our northern meteors down the sky,


    And shone in peace serene.

  


  
    In vain two proud usurpers side by side,


    Meschid! would shake thy throne:


    Sit firm; these outlaws of the world deride,


    And fear thy God alone.

  


  
    No God who winks from canvas at the crowd,


    No God who sweats from wood,


    No God at whose high-cross priests chaffer loud,


    No God who sells his blood;

  


  
    But merciful and mighty, wise and just,


    Who lays the proud man low,


    Who raises up the fallen from the dust,


    And bids the captive go.

  


  
    In these thou followest Him, thou one sublime


    Among the base who press


    Man’s heart, man’s intellect; the wrongs their crime


    Inflicts, thy laws redress.

  


  
    Justice hath rais’d thee higher than him whose blade


    The Drave and Danube won,


    Fastening the towers of Widdin and Belgrade


    To his Byzantine throne.

  


  
    Can Egypt, Syria, can the land of myrrh,


    Can all thou rulest o’er,


    Such glory on thy diadem confer?


    . . Thy path leads on to more.

  


  
    Meschid! I pick up paras in no court,


    To none I bend the knee,


    But, Virtue’s friend! Misfortune’s sole support!


    I give my hand to thee.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCLVIII.

  

  TO BERANGER AT TOURS.


  
    O HARP of France! why hang unstrung


    Those poplar-waving isles among


    Which thinly shade the sunny Loire?


    Beranger! bid that harp once more


    Resound to Seine’s polluted shore,


    And wake to shame thy slumbering choir.

  


  
    Beauty and love and joyous feast


    Become thee, but become thee least


    In these dark days when none rejoice;


    Yet thou hast deeper tones, and those


    Can shake with terror freedom’s foes:


    Strike, sing; they shall not drown thy voice.

  


  
    Bid France lift up her brow again,


    Nor cower before the bravest men,


    Remembering those her prime had borne;


    Hated, distrusted, hath she been,


    But never until now hath seen


    So near, so dark, the scowl of scorn.

  


  
    Write on the rampire of Marseilles


    Here Power in Virtue’s presence quails,


    And warns the patriot from the pier:


    Yet the self-exiled sons of Greece


    Reposed their shatter’d limbs in peace,


    With barbarous nations round them, here.

  


  
    In inextinguishable flame


    Write thine with Abdel-Kader’s name.


    On Amboise’s high prison-wall:


    Add, Beranger, these words below,


    Defiance to the advancing foe!


    Grace to the vanquisht! faith to all!

  


  
    ***
  


  
    ________


    The Phocæans, founders of Marseilles.{back}

  


  CCLIX.

  

  TO LAMARTINE PRESIDENT OF FRANCE.


  
    HISTORY lies wide open: the first page


    Of every chapter blood illuminates,


    And ductile gold embosses, dense and bright.


    Not children only, but grave men admire


    The gaudy grand distortions; hippogryphs,


    Unicorns, dragons, infant heads enlarged


    To size gigantic, seraph visages,


    And scaly serpents trailing underneath.


    I trill no cymbal, and I shake no bells


    To thee, pacific ruler! On the plains


    Be thou establisht, where power rests secure,


    Unshaken by the tempests: there my muse


    Shall find and cheer thee when the day is o’er,


    And other notes are silent all around.


    ’Twas not unseemly in the bravest bard


    From Paradise and angels to descend,


    And crown his country’s saviour with a wreath


    Above the regal: few his words, but strong,


    And sounding through all ages and all climes.


    He caught the sonnet from the dainty hand


    Of Love, who cried to lose it; and he gave


    The notes to Glory. Darwen and Dunbar


    Heard him; Sabrina, whom in youth he wooed,


    Croucht in the sedges at the clang of war,


    Until he pointed out from Worcester walls


    England’s avenger awfully sedate.


    In our dull misty day what breast respires


    The poetry that warms and strengthens man


    To glorious deeds, and makes his coronet


    Outlive the festival, nor droop at last?


    Alas! alas! the food of nightingales


    Is foul; and plumeless bipeds who sing best


    Desert the woods for cattle-trodden roads,


    And plunge the beak, hungry and athirst, in mire.


    Prince! above princes! may thy deeds create


    A better race! meanwhile from peaceful shores


    Hear, without listening long (for graver cares


    Surround and press thee), hear with brow benign


    A voice that cheers thee with no vulgar shout,


    No hireling impulse, on thy starry way.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCLX.

  

  TO ANOTHER PRESIDENT.


  
    HAST thou forgotten, thou more vile


    Than he who clung to Helen’s isle


    Rather than fall among the brave!


    Hast thou forgotten so thy flight,


    When sparing Philip’s peaceful might


    Disdain’d to hurl thee to thy grave?


    Forgotten the chain’d eagle, borne


    Shaken by ridicule and scorn


    Up Boulogne’s proud columnar hill?


    Twice traitor, ere a nation’s trust


    Rais’d thee a third time from the dust


    For what? . . to be a traitor still.


    The hands that thrust thy uncle down,


    And threw into his face his crown,


    Contemptuous, were held forth to thee;


    Not for thy valour or thy worth,


    Believe me, were those hands held forth,


    No, but from joy that thou wert free.


    O brow of brass! O heart of stone!


    Dost thou of Europe’s sons alone


    Repel the exile from thy shore,


    Whom Plague’s implacable disease,


    Whom murderous men, tempestuous seas,


    Had spared, whose wrongs far worlds deplore.


    Him when the sons of Ismael saw,


    The man who gave free men the law,


    They stopt the camel-train to gaze;


    For in the desert they had heard


    The miracles of Kossuth’s Word.


    The myriad voices of his praise.


    Him, ever mindful of her trust,


    America, the firm, the just,


    Beneath her salutary star


    Invokes, and bears across the main,


    Until his native land again


    Avenges an unrighteous war.


    England! I glory that mine eyes


    First open’d on thy sterner skies,


    Where the most valiant of mankind


    Bear gentlest hearts; I glory most


    At the proud welcome on thy coast


    Of him, the brave, the pure, the wise.


    My England, look across the Strait!


    Behold the chief whom thousands hate,


    But fear to touch; because the Tzar


    Nods at him from his saddle-bow.


    And says, “If any strike a blow


    Against my slave, I rush to war.”


    Safe art thou, Louis! . . for a time;


    But tremble . . never yet was crime,


    Beyond one little space, secure.


    The coward and the brave alike


    Can wait and watch, can rush and strike. . .


    Which marks thee? one of them, be sure.


    Some men love fame, despising power,


    Well shelter’d from its sultry hour,


    And some love power, despising fame;


    Among the crowd of these art thou,


    And soon shalt reach it . . but below


    A Jellachich’s and Görgey’s name.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCLXI.

  

  TO ARNDT.


  
    AGAINST the frauds of France did Europe rise


    And seize the robber who had lost his way,


    Blinded with blood; she threw him upon rocks


    Where none but gulls wail’d over him; she heaved


    (Well may the Muses blush to speak the word)


    A tallow tub on her indignant breast,


    And, midst her shrieks and writhings, the sword’s point


    Graved on the foul bulk-head four letters, K.I.N.G.


    ’Twas at thy voice, O Arndt, that Europe rose,


    England’s was weak, and Germany’s was tuned


    To theatres, and lower’d to ducal ears;


    But thy loud clarion waked all living, waked


    The dead to march among them. Prussia saw


    Her warrior burst his covenants; Bluker strode


    Aside the old man’s charger, even paced


    Along the path where glory shines austere,


    Shedding a dim but no uncertain light.


    Cry out again, brave Arndt! cry out the words


    Proclaim’d of old, “Learn justice! Be forewarn’d!”


    And tell the princes of thy native land


    That, sprung from robbers, they are robbers too:


    Cry out, “Abstain! or forfeit crown and life!”


    There is a nation high above the rest


    In virtue and in valour we have wrong’d,


    We Englishmen have wrong’d her, we her sons.


    We owe her more than riches can repay


    Or penitence or sympathy atone.


    Let us at least the arms we seized restore


    And drive the coward invader from her coast.


    Arndt! thou art stronger than the strongest arm


    That wields in Germany a patriot sword;


    How much then stronger than whichever wields


    One temper’d not by justice! ’Tis to thee


    Alone, the greatest of God’s great, I call,


    I, who alone can now be heard so far,


    For (let me whisper) we have ribbon’d lute


    And rural fiddle; trumpet we have none.


    He who had bled for Wallace, at his side,


    Lies with due honours; due, but long deferr’d;


    He too, the great magician, multiform,


    Who sang the fate of Marmion, and convoked


    From every country all who shone most high


    In arms or beauty, drain’d the bowl of grief


    And sleeps! Another, his compatriot bard,


    Whose thunder shook the Baltic and the Nile,


    And stay’d the Danaw swol’n with ice and blood,


    Lies . . . dead as Nelson . . . nor more dead than he.


    Our richest fruits grew under northern skies;


    We have no grafts; we have but twigs and leaves.


    Up thou! burst boldly through the palace-gate,


    Announce thy errand, bid a king be just,


    So mayest thou, good Arndt, as heretofore


    When first I claspt that guiding hand at Bonn,


    Return with other laurels, and enjoy


    Thy ripening orchard and domestic peace.

  


  
    ***
  


  
    ________


    Discite justitiam; moniti. VIRGIL.{back}

  


  CCLXII.

  

  FROM FRANCE TO THE POPE.


  
    MADE our God again, Pope Pius!


    Worthy to be worshipt by us!


    Come to Paris, and put on


    Thy true son Napoleon


    (Blest afresh) that glorious crown


    Crushing crippled Europe down,


    Leaving not a house but shed


    Tears for some one maim’d or dead,


    None but where some father sate,


    Or some mother, desolate,


    Or some maiden tore her hair,


    Or some widow shriekt despair,


    Or the wolf, when all were gone,


    Claim’d the ruin for his own,


    Drowsy, and his only fear


    When the viper crept too near.


    Men three millions, French the most,


    Each a soldier, now a ghost,


    Watch his tomb. We venerate


    (Name he chose) the Man of fate.


    Come, our God again, Pope Pius!


    Worthy to be worshipt by us!


    Not for him thy help we call


    Who built up an icy wall


    Of men’s bodies, all the way


    From where Moscow’s cinders lay


    To the Danube’s fetter’d flood,


    Where side-looking Franz then stood,


    Salesman of his flesh and blood . . .


    But for one who far outwits


    Keenest-witted Jesuits,


    And without a blush outlies


    Thee and all thy perjuries.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCLXIII.

  

  TO AMERICA.


  
    DAUGHTER of Albion! thou hast not


    The lesson of thy sire forgot;


    Listening at times to Power or Pride,


    Readier thou turnest to attend


    On bleeding Valor, and befriend


    Him who can hope no friend beside.

  


  
    Long ere the patriarchs of the west


    Lands, three vast oceans bound, possest,


    When all around was dark and wild,


    Adventurous rowers row’d from Greece,


    And upward on a sun-like fleece


    The maids of ocean gazed and smiled.

  


  
    Our maidens with no less delight


    Survey’d around the cliffs of Wight


    Thy swifter pinnace glide along:


    Altho the conqueror was not one


    Their gentle heads might rest upon


    When cease the dance and supper-song,

  


  
    Yet from their thresholds went they forth


    To hail the youths of kindred worth,


    And clapt uplifted hands, altho


    Louder, and with less pause between,


    The vollies of their palms had been


    For some behind they better know.

  


  
    To teach the mistress of the sea


    What beam and mast and sail should be,


    To teach her how to walk the wave


    With graceful step, is such a lore


    As never had been taught before . .


    Dumb are the wise, aghast the brave.

  


  
    To strike the neck of Athos thro


    Was children’s play: man’s work they do


    Who draw together distant seas,


    On Andes raise their starry throne,


    Subdue tumultuous Amazon,


    And pierce the world of pale Chinese.

  


  
    The dawn is reddening of the day


    When slender and soft-voiced Malay


    Shall learn from thee to love the Laws.


    Europe in blood may riot stil;


    Only do thou pronounce thy will,


    And War, outside her gates, shall pause.

  


  
    Garlands might well adorn the mast


    Which first the Isthmian cleft had past,


    And shouts of jubilee might well


    Arise when those return’d who first


    The bonds, imposed by Nature, burst,


    And boldest hearts more boldly swell:

  


  
    Yet sails there now across the main


    A prouder ship than e’er again


    Shall ride its billows: at her head


    Stands Kossuth: there that hero stands


    Whom royal Perjury’s trembling hands


    Struck from afar and left for dead.

  


  
    Daughter of Albion! we avow


    That worthy of thy sire art thou,


    That thou alone his glory sharest:


    Baise up thy head, yea, raise it high


    Above the plume of Victory;


    The plumed brow is not the fairest.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCLXIV.

  

  TO THE LADY OF LT. COLONEL PAYNTER.


  
    THERE is a pleasure the support of grief


    Where duty calls and, listen’d to, directs.


    Sad was the wound to thee which pierced that breast


    Than which none braver ever breathed the air


    Of torrid India, when impetuous Gough


    Order’d the readiest forth to certain death.


    Among the men he led the higher fell,


    The lower follow’d: one among the higher


    Was left alone, transfixt with mortal wound


    All thought; but Providence decreed, if tears


    Must flow for him in near and distant lands,


    From kindred, comrade, friend, the same decreed


    Tho the wife’s must, the widow’s should not fall.


    Rejoice then! for thyself and him rejoice!


    Heaven gave him courage, glory, victory,


    Adding one gift more precious . . not mere life


    Rescued when little hoped for, but a life


    For Love and Honor to partake with thee.

  


  
    ***
  


  
    ________


    He died of his wounds at last.{back}

  


  CCLXV.

  

  LAST OF DECEMBER, 1851.


  
    BRIGHT sets the year in yonder sky,


    A flood of glory fills the west,


    The two-neckt eagles’ hungry cry


    Disturbs not there man’s wholesome rest.


    Enjoy it, Kossuth! rest awhile,


    Awaken’d only from thy sleep


    By those hurrahs that rent our Ile


    And follow’d thee across the deep.


    Three nations upon earth remain


    Who earn’d their freedom; one is crost


    By adverse fate; the other twain


    Light her to find the gem she lost.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCLXVI.

  

  THE HEROINES OF ENGLAND.


  
    HEREDITARY honours who confers?


    God; God alone. Not Marlboro’s heir enjoys


    A Marlboro’s glory. Ye may paste on walls,


    Thro’ city after city, rubric bills,


    Large-letter’d, but ere long they all peel off,


    And others take their places. ’Tis not thus


    Where genius stands; no monarch here bestows,


    No monarch takes away; above his reach


    Are these dotations, yea, above his sight.


    Despise I then the great? no; witness Heaven!


    None better knows or venerates them higher,


    Or lives among them more familiarly.


    Am I a sycophant, and boaster too?


    A little of a boaster, I confess,


    No sycophant. Now let me teach my lore.


    Those are the great who purify the hearts,


    Raise lofty aspirations from the breasts,


    And shower down wisdom on the heads of men.


    Children can give, exchange, and break their toys,


    But giants can not wrench away the gifts


    The wise, however humble, may impart.


    I have seen princes, but among them all


    None I would own my equal; I have seen


    Laborious men, and patient, Virtue’s sons,


    Men beyond Want, yet not beyond the call


    Of strict frugality from ember’d hearth,


    And inly cried, “O, were I one of these!”


    How many verses, verses not inept,


    But stampt for lawful weight and sterling ore,


    Are worth one struggle to exalt our kind!


    Here let me back my coursers, and turn round.


    Hereditary honours! few indeed


    Are those they fall to. Norton! Dufferin!


    Rich was your grandsire in the mines of wit,


    Strong in the fields of eloquence, but poor


    And feeble was he when compared with you.


    O glorious England! never shone the hour


    With half so many lights; and most of these


    In female hands are holden. Gone is she


    Who shrouded Casa-Bianca, she who cast


    The iron mould of Ivan, yet whose song


    Was soft and varied as the nightingale’s,


    And heard above all others. Few are they


    Who well weigh gems: instead of them we see


    Flat noses, cheek by jowl, not over-nice,


    Nuzzle weak wash in one long shallow trough:


    Let me away from them! fresh air for me!


    I must to higher ground.


    What glorious forms


    Advance! No man so lofty, so august.


    In troops descend bright-belted Amazons . .


    But where is Theseus in the field to-day?

  


  
    ***
  


  
    ________


    Felicia Hemans.{back}

  


  CCLXVII.

  

  TO NEW YORK ON ITS RECEPTION OF KOSSUTH.


  
    CITY of men! rejoice!


    Not to have heard the voice


    That raised up millions to Pannonia’s side,


    But that thy sons respond


    With voice that sounds beyond,


    And shakes across the sea the despot*s pride.

  


  
    My native Albion! thou


    Mayst also glory now;


    These are thy sons; altho like Ismael driven


    To desert lands afar,


    Yet o’er them hung the star


    That showed the sign of freedom bright in heaven.

  


  
    Iron and gold are theirs:


    And who so justly shares


    These powerful gifts as they whose hands are strong,


    Whose hearts are resolute


    To quell the biped brute


    Trampling on law and rioting on wrong?

  


  
    Rise, one and all, as when


    Ye hail’d the man of men,


    And give not sumptuous feast nor sounding praise


    To that brave Magyar,


    But wage a pious war


    And shed your glory round his closing days.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCLXVIII.

  

  TO THE AUTHOR OF “MARY BARTON.”


  
    A FEW have borne me honour in my day,


    Whether for thinking as themselves have thought


    Or for what else I know not nor inquire.


    Among them some there are whose name will live


    Not in the memories but the hearts of men,


    Because those hearts they comforted and cheer’d,


    And, where they saw God’s images cast down,


    Lifted them up again, and blew the dust


    From the worn feature and disfigured limb.


    Such thou art, pure and mighty! such art thou,


    Paraclete of the Bartons! Verse is mute


    Or husky in this wintry eve of time,


    And they who fain would sing can only cough:


    And yet we praise them. Some more strong have left


    The narrow field of well-trim’d poetry


    For fresher air and wider exercise;


    And they do wisely: I might do the same


    If strength could gird and youth could garland me.


    Imagination flaps her purple wing


    Above the ancient laurels, and beyond;


    Aye, there are harps that never rang aloft


    Olympic deeds or Isthmian; there are hands


    Strong even as those that rein’d the fiery steeds


    Of proud Achilles on the Dardan plain;


    There are clear eyes, eyes clear as those that pierced


    Thro’ Paradise and Hell and all between.


    The human heart holds more within its cell


    Than universal Nature holds without.


    This thou hast shown me, standing up erect


    While I sat gazing, deep in reverent awe,


    Where Avon’s Genius and where Arno’s meet;


    And thou hast taught me at the fount of Truth,


    That none confer God’s blessing but the poor,


    None but the heavy-laden reach His throne.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCLXIX.

  

  HELLAS TO AUBREY DE VERE ON HIS DEPARTURE.


  
    TRAVELLER! thou from afar that explorest the caverns of Delphi,


    Led by the Muses, whose voice thou rememberest, heard over ocean,


    Tell the benighted at home that the spirit hath never departed


    Hence, from these cliffs and these streams: that Apollo is still King Apollo,


    And that no other should rule where Olympus, Parnassus, and Pindus


    Are what they were, ages past; that, if barbarous bands have invaded


    Temple and shrine heretofore, it is time the reproach be abolisht,


    Time that the wrong be redrest, and the stranger no more be the ruler.


    Whether be heard or unheard the complaint of our vallies and mountains,


    From the snow-piles overhead to the furthermost island of Pelops,


    Peace be to thee and to thine! And, if Deities hear under water,


    Blandly may Panopè clasp and with fervour the knee of Poseidon!


    Blandly may Cymodameia prevail over Glaucos, dividing


    With both her hands his white beard and kissing, it just in the middle,


    So that the seas be serene which shall carry thee back to thy country


    Where the sun sinks to repose. But ever be mindful of Hellas!

  


  
    ***
  


  CCLXX.

  

  TO LAYARD, DISCOVERER OF NINEVEH.


  
    NO harps, no choral voices, may enforce


    The words I utter. Thebes and Elis heard


    Those harps, those voices, whence high men rose higher


    And nations crown’d the singer who crown’d them.


    His days are over. Better men than his


    Live among us: and must they live unsung


    Because deaf ears flap round them? or because


    Gold lies along the shallows of the world,


    And vile hands gather it? My song shall rise,


    Altho none heed or hear it: rise it shall,


    And swell along the wastes of Nineveh


    And Babylon, until it reach to thee,


    Layard! who raisest cities from the dust,


    Who driest Lethe up amid her shades,


    And pourest a fresh stream on arid sands,


    And rescuest thrones and nations, fanes and gods


    From conquering Time; he sees thee and turns back.


    The weak and slow Power pushes past the wise,


    And lifts them up in triumph to her car:


    They, to keep firm the seat, sit with flat palms


    Upon the cushion, nor look once beyond


    To cheer thee on thy road. In vain are won


    The spoils; another carries them away;


    The stranger seeks them in another land,


    Torn piecemeal from thee. But no stealthy step


    Can intercept thy glory.


    Cyrus raised


    His head on ruins: he of Macedon


    Crumbled them, with their dreamer, into dust:


    God gave thee power above them, far above;


    Power to raise up those whom they overthrew,


    Power to show mortals that the kings they serve


    Swallow each other like the shapeless forms


    And unsubstantial which pursue pursued


    In every drop of water, and devour


    Devoured, perpetual round the crystal globe.*

  


  
    ***
  


  
    ________


    * Seen thro a solar microscope.

  


  CCLXXI.

  

  TO THE HON. CAROLINE COURTENAY BOYLE.


  
    FROM Marston’s shady paths what Genius led


    Your later steps to sandy Portishead?


    Has Fortune frown’d? then leave her and pursue


    Guides, to their holier votary, far more true.


    I call you not, nor would you hear the call,


    Where tasteless fruits and scentless blossoms fall,


    Where plodding Learning plows some barren shore


    Or worthless Wealth counts and recounts his store,


    But where, in lovely silence, Nature spreads


    Her heaven-crowned mountains and submissive meads,


    Rivers, which now stand still, now swiftly run,


    Proud, overjoy’d, to catch the stealthy sun,


    And seas, in sadden’d calm, as day declines


    O’er the broad headland of umbrageous pines.


    Think not ingenuous Art and virtuous Toil


    Bend down to common peers the stem of Boyle.


    Above the earth are greater than the great


    Whom in his image mortal can create.


    To a stern mother struggling Honor clings


    And sees a sponsor, not a sire, in kings.


    A name, a bell-hung whistle, kings may give,


    But Toil must brace the creature born to live.


    The mine is lower than the fertile sod,


    And Man’s best gift than the least gift of God.


    Behold the noblest of the Howard race


    Among the sons of labour take his place.


    Beyond all other claims he claims the right


    And shows the power to teach and to delight.


    Behold Azeglio; him whose hand imparts


    A help at once to Freedom and the Arts:


    He quits the pomp of courts, the pride of power,


    To spend with Painture an untroubled hour,


    Nor scorns his generous heart, his manly sense,


    What we call tribute, fools call recompense.


    The pencil is a scepter in the hand


    That wields it well, and wide is its command:


    Exert its sway and (for you can) combine


    Turner’s warm zeal with Poussin’s wise design,


    O’er England’s mist bid timid gleams arise,


    And pour fresh glory from Italian skies.


    Such o’er Boccaccio’s happy valley shone,


    Valley which I, as happy, call’d my own,


    When my young chivalry begirt your side


    With Tuscan courtesy and English pride.

  


  
    ***
  


  CCLXXII.

  

  TO ELIZA LYNN,

  

  WITH THE FIVE SCENES.


  
    ELOQUENCE often draws the mind awry


    By too much tension, then relaxes it


    With magic fires round which the Passions stand


    Grazed or perverse; but thine invigorates,


    By leading from the flutter of the crowd,


    And from the flimsy lace and rank perfume


    And mirror where all faces are alike,


    Up the steep hill where Wisdom, looking stern


    To those afar, sits calm, benign; the Gods


    But just above, the Graces just below,


    Regarding blandly his decorous robe:


    There are, my lovely friend, who twitch at thine;


    Suffer it; walk straight on; they will have past


    Soon out of sight. The powerfulest on earth


    Lose all their potency by one assault


    On Genius or on Virtue. Where are they


    Who pelted Milton? Where are they who raised


    Fresh Furies round Rousseau? Where he accurst,


    Thrice a deserter, thrice a fugitive,


    Always a dastard, who by torchlight shed


    A Condé’s blood? His march the wolf and bear


    Most signalized; he gorged them till they slept,


    And howl’d no longer; men alone howl’d there,


    Under sharp wounds and Famine’s sharper fang.


    He ridged the frozen flats of Muscovy


    And bridged the rivers, paved the roads, with men, . .


    Men in the morning, blocks of ice at noon,


    Myriads of these are less than one he threw


    To death more lingering in a dungeon’s damp,


    The sable chief who made his brethren free.


    Malevolence in guise of Flattery


    Will bow before thee. Men I know of old


    In whose wry mouths are friendship, truthfulness,


    And gentleness, and geniality,


    And good old customs, sound old hearts. Beware


    Lest they come sideling, lest they slily slip


    Some lout before thee whose splay foot impedes


    Thy steps, whose shoulder hides thee from thy friends:


    Leave such behind; let pity temper scorn.


    With this encouragement, with this advice,


    Accept my Christmas gift, perhaps my last.


    Behold Five Scenes, scenes not indeed most fit


    For gentle souls to dwell in; but the worst


    Lie out of sight, dark cypresses between;


    Another dared pass thro’ them, I dare not.


    Askest thou why none ever could lead forth


    My steps upon the stage? . . I would evoke


    Men’s meditation, shunning men’s applause.


    Let this come after me, if come it will;


    I shall not wait for it, nor pant for it,


    Nor hold my breath to hear it, far or nigh.


    Orestes and Electra walkt with me,


    And few observ’d them: then Giovanna shed


    Her tears into my bosom, mine alone.


    The shambling step in plashy loose morass,


    The froth upon the lip, the slavering tongue,


    The husky speech interminable, please


    More than the vulgar, tho the vulgar most.


    How little worth is fame when even the wise


    Wander so widely in our wildering field!


    Easy it were for one in whose domain


    Each subject hath its own, and but his own,


    Easy it were for him to parcel out


    A few more speeches, filling up the chinks;


    Difficult, far more difficult, to work


    Wards for the lock than hinges for the gate.


    I who have skill for wards have also strength


    For hinges; nor should they disgrace the door


    Of noblest temple Rome or Athens rear’d.


    Content am I to go where soon I must;


    Another day may see me, now unseen;


    I may perhaps rise slowly from my tomb


    And take my seat among the living guests.


    Meanwhile let some one tell the world thy worth,


    One whom the world shall listen to, one great


    Above his fellows, nor much lower than thou:


    He who can crown stands very near the crown’d.

  


  
    ***
  


  


  

  

  



  FIVE SCENES.


  
    I. COUNT CENCI AND CONFESSOR.


    II. BEATRICE AND HER AJA MARGARITA.


    III. COUNT, STEWARD, PEASANTS, BEATRICE.


    IV. BEATRICE AND POPE CLEMENT VIII.


    V. DEATH OF BEATRICE.

  


  PREFACE.


  
    POETRY is not History. In features they may resemble; in particulars, in combinations, in sequences, they must differ. History should ‘tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth.’ Poetry, like all the fine arts, is eclectic. Where she does not wholly invent, she at one time amplifies and elevates; at another, with equal power, she simplifies, she softens, she suppresses. This part of her prerogative has fallen much into desuetude. Many a rich proprietor is a bad husbandman. The system of deep draining, or even of carrying off the surface-water, is but partially introduced. We have, however, seen tragedians, of late, who bear the pall and sceptre ‘right royally.’


    The author of the Five Scenes assumes no place among them; he stands only just near enough to make his plaudit heard. These scenes interfere very little with Shelley’s noble tragedy. Two names are the same; one character, by necessity, is similar; Count Cenci, the wickedest man on record. His benefactions to the Papacy, under the rubric of penalties or quit-rents for crimes, amounted to three hundred thousand crowns; so that after Saint Peter, King Pepin, and Countess Matilda, the Roman See was under greater obligations to him than to any other supporter. Crimes in the Papal States are as productive to Government as vines and olives: no wonder then, his death was so cruelly avenged. His life had been its gaudy-day; and his loss was the severest it ever had sustained in one person. Yet, so little of gratitude is there in high places, his funeral was unattended by the Cardinals and Court; and, what is more remarkable, no poet wrote an elegy to deplore or an epitaph to praise him.

  


  SCENE I.

  

  COUNT CENCI and CONFESSOR, in Rome.


  
    CONFESSOR.


    Our thoughts, my lord, are not entirely ours:


    The Tempter hath much influence over them,


    And sways them to and fro.

  


  
    COUNT CENCI.


    More often to


    Than fro, methinks.

  


  
    CONFESSOR.


    Prayer can do much, and more


    Confession, most goodwill toward the Church.


    Nieces and uncles, aunts and nephews, meet


    In holy matrimony; but beyond,


    The Church forbids; nor grants even these without


    Due cause, in alms and Petropatrimonials.

  


  
    COUNT CENCI.


    If one may do it, why may not another?

  


  
    CONFESSOR.


    Only the great may do it; only princes.


    Sovrans may ride where common men must walk,


    And may with safety and with seemliness . .


    With seemliness! aye more . . . with acclamation,


    And dance and bonfire, leap across the sheepwalk


    Where sheep and shepherd humbly creep along.

  


  
    COUNT CENCI.


    Such are their doings in the Church and Court


    And other places, for example-sake


    No doubt.

  


  
    CONFESSOR.


    No doubt whatever. Great the good


    Arising from the wealth they thus disburse.


    The Church, thus aiding and thus aided, throws


    Her sackcloth from her, and sits up elate,


    Triumphant, glorified, the spouse of Christ,


    Born in the manger but to mount the throne.


    None but the fool and the ungodly doubt


    These saving truths.

  


  
    COUNT CENCI.


    None but the fool, most surely;


    For who beside the fool would pour his broth


    Upon the threshing-floor at noontide hour


    When he is hungry and may take his fill?


    About the ungodly you know more than I,


    Who never have held converse with the knaves,


    For, to my mind, they must be fools as well;


    Sure to be losers at our table here,


    And doubtful of revenge another day.

  


  
    CONFESSOR.


    They dare not meet confession face to face,


    As honester and braver sinners do,


    Like you, my Lord, who ask before you take,


    Ready to pay the penalty of guilt,


    And weighing both in steady even scales.

  


  
    COUNT CENCI.


    You always comfort the few qualms that rise


    Within my breast, too empty or too full.


    The present sometimes puzzles me; the past


    Is past for ever.

  


  
    CONFESSOR.


    But beyond the grave . . .

  


  
    COUNT CENCI.


    I am short-sighted, and would spare my eyes;


    Too much light hurts them: you wear spectacles,


    And take them off and put them on again,


    To read or not to read, as suits you best.

  


  
    CONFESSOR.


    Your lordship has paid dearly for some sins!

  


  
    COUNT CENCI.


    Churchmen may get them cheaper; they can whirl


    The incense round and sweeten one another.

  


  
    CONFESSOR.


    Count! we are friends; but this sounds rather free.

  


  
    COUNT CENCI.


    My speech is free, and free too is my hand.


    Three paoli is the price of masses now


    To the poor man; the citizens pay five;


    The noble seven; but often bargaining


    For thirteen to the dozen: I meanwhile


    Reckon but twelve, and pay my crown a-piece,


    Ay, for a thousand, father, for a thousand . .


    If this won’t save me, what the devil can?

  


  
    CONFESSOR.


    Do not be angry; let us hope it will;


    But matters, awkward matters, lie between . .


    We say no masses for the soul on earth.

  


  
    COUNT CENCI.


    Yet here it hath its troubles as down yonder;


    Masses might oil them over on the spot


    And supple the sting’s barb; it lies not deep.

  


  
    CONFESSOR.


    No, no; far different is their ordinance.

  


  
    COUNT CENCI.


    Well, I believe it: let us say no more.

  


  
    CONFESSOR.


    Best so, my son! Sweet, sweet is resignation.


    Three hundred thousand crowns have overlaid


    Some gross enormities: stifled they lie,


    No whisper over them: the Pope’s right hand


    Hath wiped the record from the Book of Life.

  


  
    COUNT CENCI.


    Are you quite sure?

  


  
    CONFESSOR.


    Infallibility


    Declares it.

  


  
    COUNT CENCI.


    Bless infallibility!

  


  
    CONFESSOR.


    Sin not, my son! but, sinning, strait confess


    And stand absolved.

  


  
    COUNT CENCI.


    Plague me no more. I have


    Confest. The wish . . again I swear . . is odious.

  


  
    CONFESSOR.


    The very thought confounds and petrifies me.


    Ten yokes of oxen, fifty casks of wine


    (Were it Orvieto), scarcely would efface


    Such scandal.

  


  
    COUNT CENCI.


    I have play’d away the worth


    Of those ten yokes, those fifty casks, but lately,


    And therefore have not now wherewith . . .

  


  
    CONFESSOR.


    The sin


    Of gambling is, alas! worse . . worse than all.


    (After a pause.) If you will have the peach . . why, have the peach;


    But pay for it: the crab and sloe come cheaper,


    Costly or vile, ’tis better to abstain.


    [CONFESSOR goes out, the COUNT remains.

  


  
    COUNT CENCI. (alone)


    There must be (since all fear it) pains below.


    But how another’s back can pass for mine,


    Or how the scourge be soften’d into down


    By holy water, puzzles me: no drop


    Is there; and nothing holy. Doubt I will.


    Now, can these fellows in their hearts believe


    What they would teach us? Yes; they must. Methinks


    I have some courage: I dare many things,


    Most things; yet were I certain I should fall


    Into a lion’s jaws at close of day


    If I went on, I should be loth to go,


    Altho some nightcap from some booth well barr’d


    Opens a window, crying Never fear!


    Is there no likeness? Theirs is the look-out.


    They toss my sins on shoulder readily;


    Are they quite sure they can as readily


    Shuffle them off again? They catch our pouch.


    The price, the stipulated price, I pay;


    Will the receiver be as prompt to them?


    May not he question them? Well! there are gone


    Three hundred thousand crowns; and more must go;


    I shall cry quits . . but what will their cry be?


    When time is over, none can ask for time;


    Payment must come . . and these must pay, not I.


    ‘Three hundred thousand crowns,’ runs my receipt,


    ‘Holiness and Infallibility’


    At bottom. I am safe: the firm is good.


    If the wax burn their fingers, let them blow


    And cool it: there it sticks: my part is done.

  


  
    ***
  


  SCENE II.

  

  BEATRICE CENCI and her AJA MARGARITA.


  
    MARGARITA.


    Blessed be Saint Remigio! This day year,


    This his own day, was held the marriage-feast


    Within our castle-walls, which always frown’d


    Till then, and never since smiled heartily.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    We have been very happy, Margarita,


    Before and since.

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    I want another feast;


    I yearn; and you must give it, lady mine.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    My father can alone ordain a feast


    Other than what this pleasant vintage-time


    Always brings round.

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    Things are got ready soon.


    Your sister for her bridal festival


    Borrow’d some vases fill’d with citron-trees


    From those who brought the chaplets. Signor Conte


    Has not one citron-tree, one orange-bush,


    One lemon, one train’d jessamine: he never


    Has prickt his finger with bare lavender,


    To curse it. Flowers and music he abhors.


    And how he hated those dull nightingales!


    Indeed they are too tiresome: what think you?

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    If their sweet sorrow overshadows mine


    I ought to love them for it, and I do.


    I have not always thought them melancholy;


    ’Tis but of late; and gayer things are worse.

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    You were less childish when you were a child.


    However, flowers you cull as formerly


    And put them in your bosom.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    They are cool.

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    Are they? Some too are sweet. The Count is caught


    By fragrance; not their vulgar fragrance; gloves,


    Gloves I have seen (no matches though) that smelt


    Deliciously, about his private room.


    But music! we keep music to ourselves,


    And close the door upon it, like the plague.


    Make last year this. I did believe, I did


    Indeed, that you could better understand


    My meaning.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    I have understood it well,


    But dare not ask my father anything;


    It is undaughterly, unmaidenly,


    To ask for a carousal or a dance.


    My sister and my brother may suggest


    More properly what might entice our friends.

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    I doubt it. One enticement, one alone,


    Depends on you. Marry, my pretty dove!

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Marry? and whom?

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    Have you forgotten all


    Who drank the vintage of the year before


    To make (they said) room for last year’s?

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    In truth


    I hardly know their names. I sat not with ’em


    At supper or at dinner or at dance . .


    Although at dance I was, but placed apart,


    With you beside me, pleas’d not quite so well.

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    May-be. But you saw all, and all saw you.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    May-be that too. I saw them all, and lookt


    With joy upon them: whether they saw me


    I know not, heed not: ’twas enough that joy


    Seem’d universal.

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    But among the guests


    Could not you name one name?

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Perhaps I could,


    And more than one, give me but time to think.

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    None yet? none? Let me call them over then.


    Don Beppo, Don Olinto, Don Olimpio,


    Don Prospero-Leonzio Buffalmacco,


    Don Cane della Scala, Don Gatteschi,


    Don Tissaferne, Don Ambrogio,


    Don Michel-Angiolo, Don Angiolo


    Without the Michel . . .

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Take your breath, dear Aja.


    They weary you. Suppose we leave the rest.

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    Don Carlo, Don Ferrante, Don Camillo,


    Don Agostino Pecore, Don Gallo,


    Don Pio-Maria-Giuseppe Squarcialupi,


    Don Innocenzio-Flavio Cinghialone,


    Don Neri, Don Petruccio, Don Giuliano,


    Don Tito, Don Trajano, Don Aurelio,


    Three pretty brothers, save Aurelio’s eye,


    A little red about it, and Trajano’s


    Swerving a little, but as black as jet,


    And bright as dagger drawn out overnight


    And seen to, and fresh-whetted for revenge.


    Your noble father hath such furniture,


    Stored where you children might not hurt yourselves,


    Not in the armoury, but close behind


    Old breviaries and missals, and among


    The holy relics that preserve the house,


    Frightening the demons from it night and day.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Oh! rather run through fifty names than tell


    Such stories.

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    Fifty! aye, there were threescore,


    Or near upon it . . men, I mean; we women


    Here count for nothing.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Not in dance?

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    They all


    Had partners; that is certain; but what then?

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    You seem to have collected a whole host


    Of the young men; the ladies you forget.

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    Even less worth remembrance.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Some were lovely.

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    I saw no loveliness; and why should you,


    Whom such girls envy.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Envy me? I shared


    No partner. Only one, and she but once


    Lookt at me: ’twas when I had clapt my hands


    After that pretty song; which then she bade


    Her lover bring me, and you snatcht away.

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    Such silly words!

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Yes; but sung plaintively.


    I wish I sang as well.

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    Try then once more.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    You call them silly; so indeed they are.

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    Songs sound the sweeter in the solitude


    Of sense.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Who wrote them?

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    Some young idle boy,


    Who should be whipt for his effrontery.


    Begin; or you will have more ears about.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    I have no heart to sing it.

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    Then will I.

  


  
    What says the dove on yonder tree?


    Coo coo . . and only a coo coo?


    I hear as plain as plain can be,


    Poor restless bird! come! come! do! do!


    The words I often said to you.

  


  
    If blushes pain not, be ashamed


    A bird hath caught the sounds from me,


    While you, by that mild teacher blamed,


    Have yet to learn by heart what he


    Repeats so well, so tenderly.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    O thank you! dearest Margarita, thank you!


    You sang them with such tenderness; you made


    The most of them.

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    I made them all they are.


    Let me go on while memory is at hand,


    Or half the signors will slip through my fingers.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    How good you are! but are you not quite tired?

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    Now you have put me out. Peace! let me try.


    Don Sigismondo with his twin Goffredo,


    Don Serafino, Don Serafico,


    Don Sant-Elizabetta, Don Santa-Ann,


    Don Beatifico, Don Ipsilante . .

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    O Aja!

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    So! the shoe then pinches there?

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Rather go on than say it. Who is he?

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    No very proper man. I might have run


    A furlong further with more likelihood.


    Don Biagio, Don Cristofano, Don Bino,


    Don Agostino, Don Teodosio,


    Don Mario, Don Bastiano, Don Eufemio,


    Don Giorgio, Don Giorgione, Don Silvestro,


    Don Gasparo, Don Stefano, Don Gino.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    O what a river full of sparkling bubbles!


    Will the stream never end?

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    Not yet awhile.


    Don Cinque-Pesci, Don Maria-Balbo,


    Don Romolo, Don Cino, Don Gieronimo,


    Don Tertulliano (Teresina’s brother),


    Don Opobalsamo-di-Caritade,


    Don Romualdo, Don Ricupero,


    Don Unigenito Gino Cappone,


    Don Amoroo-Galateso Stella,


    Don Braccioforte, Don Pacifico,


    Don Bacio-Santa-Croce Cicciaporci,


    Don Carl-Onofrio-Gru de’ Beccafichi.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    O the strange names!

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    Men never choose their own,


    But take them as they’re given, to show Saint Peter,


    Who knows their water-mark and lets them pass.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    No doubt of that . . and we may let them too.

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    Wait, wait a moment: here are some few more.


    Don Luca, Don Abele, Don Marino,


    Don Sosimo, Don Zeno, Don Camillo,


    Don Loretano (heir of Don Fulgenzio),


    Don Curio de Montaspro, Don Pasquale.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    What an interminable waste of names!


    Are not the grilli of last year gone by?

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    Nearly. Sandrino, Piero, and Cirillo;


    The two first are, the other should be, poor,


    Noble, but wanting pride, and shunning friends.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Cirillo! sure ’twas he that sate beside


    The little girl whose arms and legs were burnt


    So sadly.

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    Hideously, most hideously.


    Her mother left her by the fire alone


    In infancy.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Alone he sate with her


    On a long barrel.

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    Heeding not who laught


    Outrageously.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    I saw them, I saw him . .


    And could have kist him . . had he been my brother . .

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    And rather handsomer.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Could he be that?

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    So! Does the pin stick there? aye, to the head.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    I ought to love him: but we never love


    (I do believe) the only men we ought,


    Or not as we should love them if we might.

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    He would not join the party: no, not he,


    Nor offer, where ’twas proper, one salute:


    That ugly barrel and that uglier child


    Besotted him; he staid there to the last.


    Pride! no; ’twas worse; ’twas sheer rusticity.


    Thinking of him, six better men escaped me.


    Don Marlo, Don Virgilio, Don Matteo,


    Don Beppo, Don Simoni, Don Marziale,


    Brother of Donna . . stay . . Donna Lucrezia,


    Who ran away from home, and was pursued


    Somewhat too late, caught, and let loose again,


    A virgin, a pure virgin, to the last.


    Ready to swear it were three witnesses,


    Her father, and her husband, and herself:


    No law-court can refuse three witnesses.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    One surely is enough where honor is.


    Prythee no more about her.

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    Don Marziale


    Call’d out the vile betrayer, but in vain;


    He fled; and that same week another won


    The lovely prize, and wears it to this day,


    At least a part of it, a husband’s part.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    O Aja! what is this? what words are those?


    But . . hath she turn’d her face to God, and God


    His face to her? May it be thus! Forgive,


    O blessed Saint Remigio! and do thou


    Thrice-blessed Virgin, purer than Heaven’s light,


    My wicked thought! Thy countenance was turn’d


    One moment from me. In one moment sin


    Bursts through our frail embankment, and engulphs


    All superstructure human strength can raise.

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    Mad art thou, or inspired?

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Mad, mad, I was,


    But now, with contrite heart, am calm again.

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    I do believe I am as good as most,


    If you are better, I am wiser, child!


    I say as many prayers, and know more ways


    Of happiness. Among these vacant I


    Choose one . . or two at most. There are indeed


    Who think one better; and they may be right.


    Our mother Church, long-suffering and indulgent,


    Would rather tie two knots than sever one.


    You ponder on these things without one word.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    I dare not utter one; I scarce dare ponder.

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    It is all right, if we will only think so.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    True, true . . but do not make me think about it.

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    No, child, while there are those who think for us,


    And have much broader backs and tougher hides,


    Fireproof, and tongues that charm the devil off.


    I like to take all good men at their word,


    Without a scruple or suspicion. Thought


    Is uphill work: many its paths, few smooth;


    Let others trudge ’em while we two sit still . .


    Sit still we may, but not sit quite so grave.


    I must not let you look at me demurely


    On such a day as this. My lord last year


    Admitted, as all other lords are wont,


    His contadini, married and unmarried,


    To dance upon the terrace with the great.


    Will he to-night?

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    I hope he may.

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    Why hope it?


    The great are absent.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Yet without the great


    The lowly may be happy, at small cost.


    Good-morrow brightens the whole day to them,


    Good-night brings early rest and hopeful dreams:


    A friendly word, a gentle look, is more


    From one above than twenty truer ones


    From those who merit best the peasant’s love.

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    Whimsical girl! whimsical more than ever!


    I have seen tears fall on this dimpled hand


    When it had graspt the sunburnt hairy one,


    And would not let it go, altho I chided;


    I have seen you stand a-tip-toe to return


    The kiss imprinted on it, when the face


    Was decently averted, whether man’s


    Or woman’s; for the Count had been enraged.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Stern he may be; but cruel no, not that.

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    Propriety! maintain propriety!


    Minor transgressions every one forgives.


    We must not let the humble spring too high.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Nor sink too low. God gave us hearts for theirs


    To rest upon, and form’d them not of stone.

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    This now, this brings me back again. Come, talk


    Rationally with me . . In this afternoon


    My lord your father, as you know, returns.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Happier I may be; not much happier:


    For when he saw me last, now some months since,


    He took me on his knee, then pusht me off,


    Suddenly, strangely; stampt, and left the room.

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    Is this worth crying for?

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    I think it is.

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    He may have thought of somebody at Rome


    As pretty in his eyes, and not unlike.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Should he not love me more then for her sake?

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    Men are odd creatures; what they should they don’t


    And what they should not, sure enough, they do.


    How would you like a stepmother?

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    If young


    I should so like her! We would play together


    All day, all night.

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    Simpleton!

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    We would toss


    Roses in summer, daffodils in spring,


    Into each other’s faces: if they struck


    The eyes, O then what kisses! what protests


    We were not hurt! The saints would all forgive.


    I know the names of many good to us


    Young girls, and mindful they were girls themselves.

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    What fancy strikes you now?

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    One strange and wild.


    Some say my mother lives. It can not be;


    I have not seen her many many days,


    A year almost.

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    Stepmother, you should say.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Stepmother! what can that be else than mother?


    She loved me, and wept over me. She rests,


    (I trust) with God. Another may console me,


    If she prevail with Him to send another.


    My own, who waved me in her arms to sleep,


    Could not have loved me better than the last.


    When did she die? and where? Not here, we know;


    No funeral was here; no sadder looks


    Than usual in the poor good villagers . .


    Tell me: it happen’d while I was away?

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    Useless to ask for what we cannot know,


    And what, if we could know it, might do harm.


    Nobody here dares stir where the Count’s feet


    Move softly, nobody his steps espy.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    How prudent and how gentle the reproof!


    But . . could I hear my mother were alive!

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    Your brothers, both are living, tho afar,


    She may be too, and nearer.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Grant it, Heaven!


    Was it not wicked then to think of joy


    With one who soon might take her vacant place;


    To think of smiles and games where tears were shed,


    Perhaps for me too, since mine also fell?


    O! it was wicked. Mother! pray for me!


    Both mothers! pray for me! Let not my grief


    Disturb your bliss! bear up my prayer on yours!

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    Make me not dismal. Prayers are excellent


    In the right place. Seven are the sacraments,


    And of all seven, marriage is the best:


    This lies before you; some are past, some wait.


    Let us return to thoughts far pleasanter;


    I do not mean of saints and patronesses . .


    Another, and no saint, but a mama,


    Might wish you married; sure your father would.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    If ever I should marry . . but I feel


    I never shall. . so let me say no more.

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    Were my ears open to catch wind and cold


    Like this, my Lady Beatrice? Speak;


    Say something; to the purpose, if you can,


    But something.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Should one love me, may that one


    Be better, wiser, older!

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    Hush! hush! hush!


    Wiser, and no harm done. Older! God’s peace!


    Well, certainly sixteen is somewhat young


    For bridegroom . . but no help for it, no harm,


    Past all endurance.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    I may hope to live


    A few years longer; and should Heaven bestow


    One many older yet, who truly loves,


    He will love wisely: he will see in me


    Much to correct with calmer eyes than mine.

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    Aye; some old creature. He would find out faults,


    Or make them for you. Never let young blood


    Be frozen, or (Madonna!) it will burst


    With such a crack as never shepherd heard


    In early spring o’er tarn on Appennine.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    We will not talk about what will not be.

  


  
    MARGARITA.


    Hark! Was not that the bugle? There again!


    Haste, haste upstairs . . dress yourself handsomely . .


    The Count is coming.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    I will dress myself


    To please him; but with arms about his neck


    First crave his blessing. Loose me; let me run.

  


  
    ***
  


  
    ________


    She lived imprisoned. The whole family were kept separated.{back}

  


  SCENE III.

  

  COUNT, STEWARD, PEASANTS, BEATRICE.


  
    COUNT.


    They might do something better, I should think,


    Than sing o’ Sundays. I am quite dog-tired


    With this hard ride.

  


  
    STEWARD.


    Indeed, my lord, you seem,


    Despite of youth as ever on your side,


    Wearied and ill at ease. The ride is long:


    Strong as they are, alert as are the grooms,


    The horses must have suffer’d this hot day.

  


  
    COUNT.


    My horses are half-dead as well as I:


    Bravely they mounted the last hill, however,


    At sight of stable: all that was not smoke


    Was froth; the bits had burnt your hand to touch.

  


  
    STEWARD.


    Too weak to battle with the flies, outstretcht


    Lies every groom, his hat upon his face,


    In the thin shade dropt from the grange’s eaves.

  


  
    COUNT.


    Swill’d with unwater’d wine.

  


  
    STEWARD.


    No time or heart


    Had they to lift the bucket from the well.

  


  
    COUNT.


    I have a mind to whip them up again.


    Their liveries look already like the litter,


    The silver tarnisht, and the scarlet dim


    As the last musty medlar of the year.


    What can those idlers yonder want of me?


    What do they here?

  


  
    STEWARD.


    My gentle lord, permit


    Those who have labour’d all the week apart,


    To meet upon the blessedest of days


    After due service; to inquire how fares


    The sick at home; to slip the thin brass coin


    Into the creviced box their priest shakes round,


    That the soul suffer not for lack of mass.


    What other day for distant friends to hear


    The weal or woe that swells the breast with joy


    Or sinks with grief? In either case, it pours


    Its fulness forth before His awful throne


    Whose will they are.

  


  
    COUNT.


    No preaching, sir, for me.


    A mass, and welcome . . twice or thrice a-year . .


    The Church requires it: what the Church requires


    I do . . or pay for what is left undone.


    [Tuning of instruments is heard.


    Crack me those strings! stop me that fellow’s breath


    Who blows his fife so fitfully! To hear


    Those chords and canes, sure were enough without


    What they call tuning: that is worst of all . . .

  


  
    STEWARD.


    Most gracious Signor Conte! it may please


    My Lady Beatrice.

  


  
    COUNT.


    Let the fools


    Tickle their strings, and twist their lips. Set on!


    [STEWARD gives a sign, PEASANTS chant.

  


  
    Can any be both great and gay?


    Then may our lord be all his life:


    We halve it with him this one day,


    Who bring the lute to wed the fife.

  


  
    We wish no feast: above our heads


    Swell the rich clusters of the vine:


    No lamps wish we: behold, there spreads


    Her robe of stars the jessamine.

  


  
    We have not many songs to sing,


    And those we have are sadly dull;


    The livelier all were made for spring,


    When hopes are fresh and hearts are full.

  


  
    We must not mind the cruel tale


    Old rhymers from old books relate,


    About the blood on nightingale,


    Who comes each year and sings her fate.

  


  
    She now is gone; but happier love


    Attends the bird that yet remains;


    Attends the chaste, the constant dove,


    And soothes (if pains she know) her pains.

  


  
    Sweet were the flowers May rear’d for June


    To kiss, and you to find and cull;


    Sweeter the fruits the vintage-moon


    Ripens, with gold-red radiance full.

  


  
    O lady! much is yours to grant . .


    Bride-cake, and ribands, rest within! . .


    A smile to rule our dance we want,


    A nod to tune our violin.

  


  
    To-morrow we prepare to heap


    with heavy grapes the heaving wane;


    The hearts the last year’s bride made leap,


    For you this year shall leap again.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Kind friends! my father would not lose both daughters


    So near together. Some years yet must pass


    Before we think about it.

  


  
    COUNT.


    Send them off.


    What insolence! to mix in my concerns!


    My Beatrice! thou wert ever fond


    Of chattering with the peasants. Very wrong . .


    Whimper not; but look up.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Could it be wrong?

  


  
    COUNT.


    Early in childhood very wrong ’twere not,


    And more another’s fault than thine, perhaps . .


    Nay, be not vext, my prettiest, overmuch.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Kind father! this is, yes, indeed, too kind.

  


  
    COUNT (to STEWARD.)


    I would not have them look upon me now,


    Or they might think me weak. They may have heard


    The idle name I call’d her. Spake I loud?


    Did they; dost thou imagine? Plagues upon ’em!

  


  
    STEWARD.


    All call her so.

  


  
    COUNT.


    How dare they?

  


  
    STEWARD.


    They all love her;


    Fathers the most of all, I do believe.

  


  
    COUNT.


    Send them away. Off with them all. Begone!


    Off with you!

  


  
    (To the STEWARD.)


    Give the fools some bread and wine,


    And send them back.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Dear father! let them stay


    A little while. They may do more than I


    In cheering you! They may remind you, sir,


    Of last year’s festival. Look now, and see


    If you miss any.

  


  
    COUNT.


    Oxen, horses, mules,


    We count.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Dear creatures! yes.

  


  
    COUNT.


    Enough, if those.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Here only two are wanting, girls I mean.


    Beppina you permitted to be married,


    And poor Cristina wastes away . .

  


  
    COUNT.


    For love,


    No doubt . . Let her too go.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Alas! alas!


    She will be gone, and soon. She caught the fever


    From her old mother.

  


  
    COUNT.


    Of what name?

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Her own,


    The lame Cristina, who brought strawberries


    From the hill-side, when sister and myself


    Lay, as she lies, in fever.

  


  
    COUNT.


    Was it she


    Who made the butter?

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    O, how glad I am


    You recollect her!

  


  
    COUNT.


    If her girl is sick


    She can not make it: if she could, for me


    No butter from a house where folks are sick.


    Return we, Beatrice; I am tired;


    I have not slept since dinner.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Father dear!


    May sleep refresh you more than dinner did,


    And not be sent away from you so soon!

  


  
    ***
  


  SCENE IV.

  

  BEATRICE and the POPE.


  
    CLEMENT.


    Who art thou? and what art thou?

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    What I am


    I dare not utter, holy father! Tears


    The bitterest ever shed from sleepless eye


    Announce me: none so wretched! none so lost!

  


  
    CLEMENT.


    Thy name?

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    ’Tis Beatrice.

  


  
    CLEMENT.


    Thy surname?

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Was . . .

  


  
    CLEMENT.


    Speak, thou sobbing fool! Then speak will I.


    Cenci. No doubt thou gladly wouldst forget


    Thy father’s name; it burns into thy soul;


    Thou canst not shake it off, thou canst not quench it.


    Thou, ere thou camest hither, didst forget


    Thou wert his child. What wouldst thou urge thereon?

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Never did I forget he was my father;


    He did forget . . forget . . I was his child.

  


  
    CLEMENT.


    Passionate tears drop from unholy lids


    More often than from holy. The best men


    May chide their children; may dislike; may hate . . .

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Oh, had he hated me!

  


  
    CLEMENT.


    Perverse! perverse!


    Bold interrupter of my speech, vouchsafed


    To lead thee from the wandering of thy thoughts.


    I would have said, where daughters are untoward,


    Chiefly where they are wanton, sires may hate.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Urge not that fault, O holy father! spare it!

  


  
    CLEMENT.


    I thought so. I will spare it. There are more.


    Not only hast thou with that little hand


    Transfixt the breast which cherisht thee . . Ay, shriek!


    Stamp, spread the floor as ’twere with yellow straw . .


    Here are no youths to gather that fine gold,


    And treasure it, and gloat on it unseen.


    Not only hast thou done so, but hast torn


    Thy ancient house from its foundation. Crime,


    Like lightning, at one stroke pierces the roof


    And penetrates the obscurest stone below.


    Ay, writhe, groan, beat thy bosom, dim the light


    Of those vain ringlets with those tears as vain;


    All, all, shall not avail thee.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Naught avail’d


    They all, nor ever can avail me now.

  


  
    CLEMENT.


    I said it. But thy house must suffer shame,


    Which timely full confession may avert.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Alas! alas! no, holy father! no,


    But darken it for ever. Save a branch


    From the sad rot that eats into it; bid


    My sister live, my brother be absolved.

  


  
    CLEMENT.


    Thou fearest an impeachment of thy guilt


    From kindred tongues.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Fear is too weak to reach


    An agony like mine. I once did fear,


    And when that fear was over, courage came


    With heavenly power; courage that showed the tomb,


    But not dishonour opening it.

  


  
    CLEMENT.


    Again?


    Maniac! again? Well shriekest thou dishonor,


    And turnest (what none ever did before)


    Thy back on me. Shame, shame, thou insolent!


    I have no patience with a wench so wild,


    So wicked . . setting this last scorn aside . .


    Enough that I have heard thee; to forgive


    Were impious.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Yet the Son of God besought


    The Father to forgive his murderers.

  


  
    CLEMENT.


    Darest thou utter the word Father, wretch?

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Yes, yes, that Father; and that Father hears:


    That Father knows my innocence.

  


  
    CLEMENT.


    He knows it,


    And I, and all the city. What then brought thee


    Before this footstool, at our throne of grace?


    For pardon? pardon of a parricide?


    And opens not the earth beneath thy feet!

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    The earth, O holy Father! open’d not


    Beneath the cross, beneath man’s impious feet,


    When God’s own Son was murder’d.

  


  
    CLEMENT.


    And thy tongue


    Can speak of murder?

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Could it were I guilty?


    Ah! for that death none grieves so bitterly


    As I do. Gone! gone! O unhappy man,


    With all his sins upon his head . . the last,


    Worst, unrepented.

  


  
    CLEMENT.


    Thou shalt have good time


    For thy repentance of one worse than all . .


    Parricide.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Holy father! say not so!


    It tortures me.

  


  
    CLEMENT.


    Worse tortures there await


    Thy dainty limbs.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Worse tortures they have caused


    Already than man’s wrath can now inflict.

  


  
    CLEMENT.


    We shall see that, thou murderous miscreant!

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Spare, holy father! spare reproachful words.

  


  
    CLEMENT.


    Audacious! vengeance, not reproach, is mine.


    Justice, God’s justice, I pronounce against thee.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Ah! be it but God’s justice! be it His,


    And there is mercy; else what soul could live?

  


  
    CLEMENT.


    Audacious! here none argues. When I speak,


    I breathe God’s spirit and proclaim His law.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Forgive an inadvertence in a girl


    Who hath not graspt the flowers of sixteen springs,


    Nor held sweet converse with the riper age


    Of girls two fingers higher, nor learnt the ways


    Of courtly life; but ever bent the head


    O’er breviary, and closed the gayer leaves


    Left open to engage her, which had taught


    Perhaps some better customs than appear’d.

  


  
    CLEMENT.


    (Pondering abstractedly.) An inadvertence peradventure yea.


    Never a parricide . . Peace! peace! Within


    These walls unseemly are such ecstacies.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Pity me, blessed Virgin! pity me!


    There is none other careth for my grief,


    Thou carest for all sorrowers. Hear me, hear me,


    In my last anguish.

  


  
    CLEMENT.


    This is not thy last.


    Halters and pulleys may uplift those arms


    Again, which thou upliftest impiously


    To the most blessed. Hope from her is none


    Before confession of thy heinous crime.


    I, I myself will hear it (out of grace


    To that nobility thy father bore)


    And may remit, in part, the penalty.


    Confess, thou obstinate!

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    I will not bear


    False witness . . no, not even against myself . .


    For God will also hear it.

  


  
    CLEMENT.


    Get thee gone,


    Parricide! hie thee from my sight. The rack


    Awaits thee.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Holy father! I have borne


    That rack already which tears filial love


    From love parental. Is there worse behind?

  


  
    CLEMENT.


    Questionest thou God’s image upon earth?

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Sire! I have question’d God himself, and askt


    How long shall innocence remain unheard?

  


  
    CLEMENT.


    Say thou art guilty, and thy bonds are loose.

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    Oh, holy father! guilty I am not.

  


  
    CLEMENT.


    Die in thy sin then . . unrepentant, curst!

  


  
    BEATRICE.


    My sins are washt away, not by the blood


    Of him whose name to utter were opprobrious,


    But by His blood who gives you power to rule


    And me to suffer.


    God! Thy will be done!

  


  
    ***
  


  SCENE V.

  

  CITIZENS at a distance from the scaffold.


  
    CITIZEN.


    Wouldst thou not rather look than talk, good man?

  


  
    OLD MAN.


    I can talk yet, my sight grows somewhat dim;


    Beside, ’tis said that they who see an angel


    Live not long after. Surely there stands one


    In purest white, immovable as heaven,


    Her hair resplendent, not with stars, but suns . .


    I would, but dare not . . yes, once more must gaze.

  


  
    ANOTHER CITIZEN.


    Do they still torture her? At times she quakes,


    While they seem only speaking very mildly.

  


  
    ANOTHER.


    Ay, they speak mildly when they torture most.

  


  
    ANOTHER.


    I catch no pulley near, no red-hot iron.

  


  
    THE NEXT.


    The pulley may have crackt, the iron cool’d,


    And they alone who suffer it must see it.

  


  
    WOMAN.


    How pale she looks!

  


  
    ANOTHER.


    She always did look pale,


    They tell me; all the saints, and all the good,


    And all the tender-hearted, have lookt pale.


    Upon the Mount of Olives was there one


    Of dawn-red hue even before that day?


    Among the mourners under Calvary


    Was there a cheek the rose had rested on?

  


  
    OLD WOMAN.


    Is she alive or dead? Oh! I would give


    Half my day’s meal to be as tall as you,


    And see her over all those heads. Speak, tell me.

  


  
    ANOTHER.


    She looks so pale, so calm, she may be dead.

  


  
    THIRD.


    But can the dead sit upright? Tell me that.

  


  
    ANOTHER.


    When they are bound, ankles and throat, they may.


    Nardi, who stole the Virgin’s rosary


    From her own fingers, stood right up, although


    Ribs were alone of all his bones unbroken,


    But every muscle making their amends,


    Doubled in size, and swelled like snakes about them.

  


  
    WOMAN.


    To rob the Virgin of her rosary!


    O what a thief was he!

  


  
    ANOTHER WOMAN.


    Those were true snakes


    That lookt like muscles coiling round his bones,


    And whence they came, at dead of night, we know.


    Ave Maria! were I rich as thou,


    Thou shouldst not long look for thy rosary.

  


  
    FOURTH (to a CITIZEN).


    Were there blood-spots about her? couldst thou spy?

  


  
    CITIZEN.


    There were blood spots about the blessed cross;


    Yea; but whose were they? Woe betide the spillers!

  


  
    THIRD WOMAN.


    O the good man! he thinks upon the cross!


    Then thou couldst see her?

  


  
    CITIZEN.


    I could see no more


    Than marble statue sees; my eyes were stiff.


    Prythee now let them drop their heaviness


    Upon this waste, this scorching waste, of woe;


    Nor stop them, woman, with that idle tongue.

  


  
    THIRD WOMAN.


    O the rude man!

  


  
    FOURTH WOMAN.


    His huge arms scatter us,


    Thick as we stand, beating that brawny breast.


    Murrain upon those priests!

  


  
    CITIZEN.


    They stood around,


    As these do here.

  


  
    FOURTH WOMAN.


    Murrain on these, on all


    Tapsters of children’s blood.

  


  
    THIRD WOMAN.


    Save good priest Aldi;


    He lets me off for little week by week.


    O what a wail! Could it be hers? It fills


    The streets, it overflows the city walls,


    The churches and their altars, with one wave,


    Huge as the Red Sea heav’d upon the host


    Of that proud king . . who was he? . . Now again


    What silence!

  


  
    ANOTHER.


    Break it not. Let man’s tears fall,


    Reverently let them fall, never in shame,


    On woman’s blood: were yon feet still which stamp,


    From agony of grief and anger, mine


    In this dread pause were heard to splash the stones.


    Could not, O Christ! thy saving blood save hers?


    [Outcries before the scaffold: bell.


    Are those shrieks hers?

  


  
    ANOTHER CITIZEN.


    Which shrieks, among ten thousand?


    Fool! when all daughters, mothers, fathers, cry


    In this whole piazza, thinkest thou a few


    Expiring shrieks and sobs can come distinct?

  


  
    ANOTHER.


    Those must be . . hers must those be.

  


  
    ANOTHER.


    So far off,


    She could not make us hear.

  


  
    ANOTHER.


    Yet, Heaven is farther,


    And hears her, the sweet innocent! Again!


    Oh! that sound must have been the scourge that smote her.

  


  
    ANOTHER WOMAN.


    O Christ! O crucified Redeemer! hear,


    Hear that long cry lessening for lack of breath!

  


  
    ANOTHER.


    The very priests, the very cardinals,


    Are hardly mute.

  


  
    CITIZEN.


    They curse the cruelty,


    Thro fear, not thro compunction. O that each


    Partook her sufferings. One poor girl hath borne


    More than enough to crack the joints of all,


    Cased as they are in fatness. But their day


    May come, even upon earth.

  


  
    ANOTHER CITIZEN.


    One day will come,


    Not upon earth . . one day for them and her!

  


  
    WOMAN.


    Poor soul! her prayers will save them.

  


  
    ANOTHER WOMAN.


    God is just:


    His mercy is but for the merciful.


    Hush! Holy Virgin! the poor child is dead!

  


  
    ANOTHER WOMAN.


    Is that the passing bell?

  


  
    ANOTHER WOMAN.


    Down on your knees


    All of you!

  


  
    ANOTHER WOMAN.


    What a silence! every stroke


    Clear as within the belfry: sighs are heard


    Half a street off. Now there is voice for prayer;


    And hundreds pray who never pray’d before . .

  


  
    ANOTHER WOMAN.


    For they have children. Shower, ye saints above,


    Blessings upon her! Comfort her among you!

  


  
    MANY CRY.


    Blessings upon her!

  


  
    CITIZEN.


    Curses!

  


  
    ANOTHER.


    Upon whom?

  


  
    CITIZEN.


    Him who condemn’d her.

  


  
    FOURTH CITIZEN.


    ’Twas the holy father.

  


  
    THIRD CITIZEN.


    Were it the devil I would curse the devil.

  


  
    FOURTH CITIZEN.


    The stroke that fell on her may fall on you.

  


  
    THIRD CITIZEN.


    Speed it! I should be saved in following her;


    Even I might kiss those beauteous feet and weep . .


    Alas! . . on that rackt corse, in Paradise.

  


  
    SBIRRO.


    Silence! insensate! reprobate! Come out;


    Thy words, thou knowest, violate God’s image


    Here upon earth.

  


  
    THIRD CITIZEN.


    My words? Your deeds, say rather.


    Behold it.


    [The corpse is carried by.


    Rest, O daughter! rest in peace!

  


  
    ANOTHER CITIZEN.


    Spake she no words at all?

  


  
    ANOTHER.


    These words she spake,


    Caught by the nearest, then the farthest off,


    And striking every breast throughout the square,


    Rapid as lightning, withering too like that.

  


  
    ANOTHER.


    Well, well . . the words?

  


  
    REPLY.


    Hast thou alone not heard?


    Hear now then. No confession; not a breath.

  


  
    OLD WOMAN.


    Poor sinful soul!

  


  
    CITIZEN.


    They urged: she only said . .


    And scarcely one or two could hear the sound,


    It was so feeble . . for her heart was broken


    Worse than her limbs . .

  


  
    FORMER CITIZEN.


    What said she?

  


  
    LAST CITIZEN.


    Wouldst thou torture


    Worse than yon paid ones?

  


  
    FORMER CITIZEN.


    Hold thy peace! The two


    Confessors urged her on each side to speak


    While time was left her, and while God might hear,


    And leave the rest to them. She thus replied . .


    ‘My father’s honor will’d my father’s death:


    He could not live; no, nor could I. Now strike.


    Strike, and let questioning’s worse torture cease.’


    The vizor’d struck: a dull sound shook the block;


    The head roll’d from it. Mercy on her soul!


    Men have been brave, but women have been braver.

  


  
    ***
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    No. 326. [ACCANTO al fonte del mio duol piangevo]

  


  DEDICATION OF AN ANCIENT IDYL.

  

  TO ROSE.

  

  EUROPA CARRIED OFF.


  
    FRIEND of my age! to thee belong


    The plaintive and the playful song,


    And every charm unites in thee


    Of wisdom, wit, and modesty;


    Taught hast thou been from early youth


    To tread the unswerving path of truth,


    And guided to trip lightly o’er


    The amaranth fields of ancient lore,


    Turn thou not hastily aside


    From her who stems the Asian tide,


    For shores henceforth to bear her name . .


    Thine, thine shall be a better fame;


    Lands yet more distant shall it reach


    Than yonder Hellespontic beach,


    Or where the bravest blood now flows


    Before perfidious Delhi, Rose!


    From boyhood have I loved old times


    And loitered under warmer climes.


    I never dream such dreams as there . .


    Voices how sweet, and forms how fair!


    The Nymphs and Graces there I find,


    The Muses too, and thee behind,


    All chiding thee, all asking why


    Thou whom they cherish art so shy;


    They will not listen when I say,


    Thou hast some dearer ones than they.


    “Ungrateful!” cry they, “can it be?


    We have no dearer one than she.”

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 1.

  

  THE ANCIENT IDYL.

  

  EUROPA AND HER MOTHER.


  
    MOTHER.


    DAUGHTER! why roamest thou again so late


    Along the damp and solitary shore?

  


  
    EUROPA.


    I know not. I am tired of distaf, woof,


    Everything.

  


  
    MOTHER.


    Yet thou culledst flowers all morn,


    And idledst in the woods, mocking shrill birds,


    Or clapping hands at limping hares, who stampt


    Angrily, and scour’d off.

  


  
    EUROPA.


    I am grown tired


    Of hares and birds. O mother! had you seen


    That lovely creature! It was not a cow,


    And, if it was an ox, it was unlike


    My father’s oxen with the hair rubb’d off


    Their necks.

  


  
    MOTHER.


    A cow it was.

  


  
    EUROPA.


    Cow it might be . .


    And yet . . and yet . . I saw no calf, no font


    Of milk: I wish I had; how pleasant ’twere


    To draw it and to drink!

  


  
    MOTHER.


    Europa! child!


    Have we no maiden for such offices?


    No whistling boy? Kings’ daughters may cull flowers,


    To place them on the altar of the Gods


    And wear them at their festivals. Who knows


    But some one of these very Gods may deign


    To wooe thee? maidens they have wooed less fair.

  


  
    EUROPA.


    The Gods are very gracious: some of them


    Not very constant.

  


  
    MOTHER.


    Hush!

  


  
    EUROPA.


    Nay, Zeus himself


    Hath wandered, and deluded more than one.

  


  
    MOTHER.


    Fables! profanest fables!

  


  
    EUROPA.


    Let us hope so.


    But I should be afraid of him, and run


    As lapwings do when we approach the nest.

  


  
    MOTHER.


    None can escape the Gods when they pursue.

  


  
    EUROPA.


    They know my mind, and will not follow me.

  


  
    MOTHER.


    Consider: some are stars whom they have loved,


    Others, the very least of them, are flowers.

  


  
    EUROPA.


    I would not be a star in winter nights,


    In summer days I would not be a flower;


    Flowers seldom live thro’ half their time, torn off,


    Twirl’d round, and indolently cast aside.


    Now, mother, can you tell me what became


    Of those who were no flowers, but bent their heads


    As pliantly as flowers do?

  


  
    MOTHER.


    They are gone


    To Hades.

  


  
    EUROPA.


    And left there by Gods they loved


    And were beloved by! Be not such my doom!


    Cruel are men, but crueler are Gods.

  


  
    MOTHER.


    Peace! peace! Some royal, some heroic, youth


    May ask thy father for thy dower and thee.

  


  
    EUROPA.


    I know not any such, if such there live;


    Royal there may be, but heroic . . where?


    O mother! look! look! look!

  


  
    MOTHER.


    Thou turnest pale;


    What ails thee?

  


  
    EUROPA.


    Who in all the house hath dared


    To winde those garlands round that grand white brow?


    So mild, so loving! Mother! let me run


    And tear them off him: let me gather more


    And sweeter.

  


  
    MOTHER.


    Truly ’tis a noble beast.


    See! he comes forward! see, he rips them off,


    Himself!

  


  
    EUROPA.


    He should not wear them if he would.


    Stay there, thou noble creature! Woe is me!


    There are but sandrose, tyme, and snapdragon


    Along the shore as far as I can see.


    O mother! help me on his back; he licks


    My foot. Ah! what sweet breath! Now on his side


    He lies on purpose for it. Help me up.

  


  
    MOTHER.


    Well, child! Indeed he is gentle. Gods above!


    He takes the water! Hold him tight, Europa!


    ’Tis well that thou canst swim.


    Leap off, mad girl!


    She laughs! He lows so loud she hears not me . .


    But she looks sadder, or my sight is dim . .


    Against his nostril fondly hangs her hand


    While his eye glistens over it, fondly too.


    It will be night, dark night, ere she returns.


    And that new scarf! the spray will ruin it!

  


  
    ****
  


  
    ________


    Bulls are never at large in those countries; Europa could not have seen one.{back}

  


  DEDICATION OF A MODERN IDYL.

  

  TO CAINA.

  

  THE KERCHEF CARRIED OFF.


  
    OF Hell and Heaven we Poets hold the keys,


    Admitting or excluding whom we please.


    Thou puzzlest me: I know not what to do,


    Or which the safer gate to let thee thro’.


    Here from the Angels thou wouldst pluck the wings,


    There would the Devils wail their broken stings;


    The Prince would abdicate his ancient throne


    Defiled by thee, and leave the realm thy own;


    Between thy roomy teeth the scorpion breed,


    And revel on thy tongue the centipede.


    Live, Caina, live! go, bear the mark of Cain,


    But never raise thy branded brow again.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 2.

  

  THE MODERN IDYL.

  

  THE KERCHEF CARRIED OFF.


  
    Lady : Old Woman : Policeman.

  


  
    OLD WOMAN.


    THESE, madam, may perhaps be jokes


    Innocent in yon gentlefolks;


    But tradesmen take it very ill


    If we from counter or from till


    Sweep inadvertently away


    Some shillings: there’s the devil to pay!

  


  
    LADY.


    What means the woman?

  


  
    OLD WOMAN.


    Nothing more


    Than what you’ve heard about before.

  


  
    LADY.


    Speak plainly.

  


  
    OLD WOMAN.


    Well, if speak I must,


    Words sour as verjuice, hard as crust,


    Have at you! Be upon your guard!


    Seldom I strike, but then strike hard.


    You, who ’re a lady, should despise


    Such very petty larcenies,


    When somehow your wide sleeves might catch


    A diamond pin, a seal, a watch;


    And gentlemen are never hard on


    Ladies who curtsy and beg pardon.


    But, if it is the same to you,


    I would have back my pink-and-blue.

  


  
    LADY.


    I never set my eyes upon ’t.

  


  
    OLD WOMAN to POLICEMAN.


    The Lord ha’ mercy! what a front!


    That shilling which she tried to pass


    At the next baker’s show’d less brass.

  


  
    LADY to OLD WOMAN.


    I’ll bring you to the County Court,


    You wretch! you shall be ruin’d for’t.

  


  
    LADY to POLICEMAN.


    She threatens me. Police! police!

  


  
    POLICEMAN.


    Madam, I charge you, keep the peace.

  


  
    LADY.


    I am half mad with rage and grief


    That you should lend her your belief.


    Thieve! O my stars! thieve! sir! what! I?


    And if I tried, I could not lie.

  


  
    OLD WOMAN.


    Hark!

  


  
    POLICEMAN.


    Keep your tongue within your teeth,


    If you have any.

  


  
    OLD WOMAN.


    Few, i’ faith!


    A single one of hers would do,


    To set me up a score or two.

  


  
    POLICEMAN.


    I know you both. My good old crone!


    What, in God’s name, can you have done?

  


  
    OLD WOMAN.


    Ask her what she has.

  


  
    LADY.


    Will you hear


    What she would say? what she would swear?

  


  
    POLICEMAN.


    Why are you grinning like a cat,


    Mother?

  


  
    OLD WOMAN.


    And can you ask at what?


    Those are the very words the Jury


    Applied to her (I do assure ye)


    Last winter, when she fenced a lie


    With files of well-drill’d infantry,


    Where some were belted, some were sasht,


    But not a soul of them abasht.

  


  
    LADY.


    Now I declare to God . .

  


  
    POLICEMAN.


    Pray don’t!


    Or He may think it an affront.


    Ten times you ’ve made that declaration


    Since I have been upon the station.


    At our most gracious Queen’s expence,


    Thousand and thousand miles from hence


    Some have been sent for change of air


    By swearing; so mind what you swear.


    In my home practise there are some


    The better for diaculum


    Across the solids; there I mean


    Where ladies loom through crinoline.


    I’ve known it call’d for by postillions,


    Never by such as ride on pillions.

  


  
    LADY to POLICEMAN.


    I wonder what all this can mean.


    I am quite ashamed of you.

  


  
    OLD WOMAN to POLICEMAN aside.


    Between


    Ourselves, it may in part refer


    To many, but comes home to her.

  


  
    POLICEMAN to LADY.


    Shame, madam, might (and well become)


    Like charity, begin at home.

  


  
    OLD WOMAN, after pondering.


    Well now! I really could believe


    She then swore . . but one’s ears decieve.

  


  
    POLICEMAN.


    Now can not you arrange the matter


    Without this devil of a clatter?


    Mother! you know as well as I


    Ladies require apology.

  


  
    OLD WOMAN.


    Well; I am willing.

  


  
    POLICEMAN.


    Make it then,


    And never break the peace agen.

  


  
    OLD WOMAN.


    I would not steal, were I a thief,


    One’s fifteen-penny neck-kerchef.

  


  
    POLICEMAN.


    Hold hard!

  


  
    OLD WOMAN.


    I will; but I must say


    She is a blessed thief . .

  


  
    POLICEMAN.


    Heighday!

  


  
    OLD WOMAN to LADY.


    Madam, the worst might not be meant;


    So you are partly innocent.


    You little thought it was but cotton,


    And not worth half the one you’ve got on.


    But, if it is the same to you,


    I should like back my pink-and-blue.

  


  
    LADY.


    Hard usage! Once you call’d me good.

  


  
    OLD WOMAN.


    I would stil do it if I cou’d.


    Large once, and bright too, was the moon,


    She dwindled and got dimmer soon.

  


  
    LADY.


    Nonsense! Let us make up the matter.

  


  
    POLICEMAN to OLD WOMAN.


    Don’t look so desperate doubtful at her.

  


  
    OLD WOMAN.


    A drop . .

  


  
    LADY to POLICEMAN.


    Now tell me what she said.

  


  
    OLD WOMAN.


    Flour without wetting won’t make bread.

  


  
    LADY.


    I’ll think upon it.

  


  
    OLD WOMAN.


    But don’t think


    I’ll go without my blue-and-pink.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 3.

  

  CHORUS OF ITALIANS.


  
    SIREN of high Siena! thine


    Is not a song that lures the weak:


    To thee stern Freedom’s ears incline,


    Through thee the purer Muses speak;


    Etruria’s Genius follows thee,


    Triumphant Piccolomini!

  


  
    From his Subalpine region springs


    The only bard like bards of yore,


    The Man of Asti. Lo! he brings


    From Delphi’s hight the crowns they wore;


    Crowns fresh as ever . . but thy breath


    Would have blown off the blight of death.

  


  
    If Italy awakes again,


    ’Twill be at thy Seraphic strain,


    Soul-giver Piccolomini!


    Enough from thee one ardent word


    To heave the sigh or draw the sword,


    To make men slaves or set them free.

  


  
    But dare we look into thine eyes


    While tears of shame in ours arise


    That those bright stars, our guiding Twins,


    Are unavenged? Along the beach


    They lighted on, who strives to reach


    The goal? Where Valor halts, Crime wins.

  


  
    Prophetic was that old man’s dream


    (Who sang it out) of Polypheme.


    Where lies the avenging torch? extinct?


    No; the blind monster left behind


    Others as brutal and as blind . .


    Shake, shake your chains until unlinkt.

  


  
    ****
  


  
    ________


    Alfieri.{back}


    The Bandieras.{back}

  


  No. 4.

  

  TO THE DUKE OF SOMERSET.


  
    POOR Somerset! ’twas safer work


    At Bentham dead to shake thy dirk,


    Than sling thy brooklet’s small black stone


    At the high brow of Hamilton.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 5.

  

  EXPOSTULATION.


  
    NOW yellowing hazels fringe the greener plain,


    And mountains show their unchain’d necks again,


    And little rivulets beneath them creep,


    And gleam and glitter in each cloven steep;


    Now when supplanted by insidious snow


    The huge stone rolls into the lake below,


    What, in these scenes, her earlier haunts, to roam,


    What can detain my lovely friend from home?


    ’Tis that, ’mid fogs and smoke, she hears the claim


    And feels the love of Freedom and of Fame;


    Before these two she bends serenely meek,


    They also bend, and kiss her paler cheek.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 6.

  

  THE TWO FIELD-MARSHALS.


  
    OF two Field-marshals there is one


    Who never heard an angry gun:


    The other, hearing it, cries “What


    Would the mad Menschikoff be at?


    Get ready, some of you, and see


    Why all this bustle there should be


    Among the brushwood. Ha! by Jove!


    They come; I see their caps above.”


    O History! be thou impartial,


    And duly honor each Field-marshal.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 7.

  

  LYONS.


  
    THE horn-eyed, cold, constrictor Tzar,


    With crouching German satellites,


    Rattles the scaly crest of war


    To scare off all who seek their rights.

  


  
    Onward, brave Lyons! thou at least


    Art ready, whosoever fail,


    To battle down the rampant beast . .


    Look, traitor princes! look and quail.

  


  
    Ere now the victory is won,


    For thro’ ten thousand breasts thy soul


    Hath shot its patriot fire, that shone


    The brightest o’er Sebastopol.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 8.

  

  TO A POET.


  
    POET! too trustful and too tender,


    Let not your fire o’erleap the fender,


    Or you perhaps may be unable


    To save the papers on the table.


    Prepare for now and then a theft


    If these, which others want, are left.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 9.

  

  DEFIANCE.


  
    CATCH her and hold her if you can . .


    See, she defies you with her fan,


    Shuts, opens, and then holds it spred


    In threatening guize above your head.


    Ah! why did you not start before


    She reacht the porch and closed the door?


    Simpleton! will you never learn


    That girls and time will not return;


    Of each you should have made the most,


    Once gone, they are for ever lost.


    In vain your knuckles knock your brow,


    In vain will you remember how


    Like a slim brook the gamesome maid


    Sparkled, and ran into the shade.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 10.

  

  ADVICE TO A MUSICAL MAN, NOT YOUNG.


  
    MY dear friend Barry!


    Think ere you marry


    That “Time is on the wing.”


    Do you not fear


    That you may hear


    The bride with laughter sing


    Fa—la?

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 11.

  

  TO LORD NUGENT.


  
    YOU ask me, will I come to Stowe;


    I grieve my answer must be, no:


    Yet, Nugent, I would fain behold


    Once more your favorite haunts of old,


    Your native home: but since you say


    You know not where poor Hammond lay;


    Of all those chambers which was that


    Where Love’s exhausted victim sat,


    Until Death call’d him, and he heard


    Sad-smiling, and obey’d the word,


    What care I if a Cobham too


    Lived there? or, Nugent, even you?


    Come Bath-ward, I have bought a chair,


    Able your whole expanse to bear;


    But first examine it, then try


    So rare a curiosity:


    Imperfectly by me ’twas done,


    With a slight make-weight, scarce ten stone.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 12.

  

  THE SHORTEST DAY.


  
    THE day of brightest dawn (day soonest flown!)


    Is that when we have met and you have gone.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 13.

  

  THE MYRTLE’S APPEAL.


  
    TO the tender and pensive I make my Appeal.


    If ever ye felt, believe I also feel.


    Who rifles my blossoms, who strips my young leaves,


    May the maiden he swears to, be sure he decieves!


    But ye who in grove or in chamber run over


    The songs of all lands that have burst from the lover,


    And have learnt and have often repeated my name,


    From Cyprus to distant Ierne the same,


    Do spare me! There is (you may know her) a flower


    Who blooms and who blushes for only an hour;


    She may not be backward a breast to adorn,


    Perhaps warm as hers, and perhaps cold as Morn;


    There place her: I fancy she will not resist,


    Nor will one (for her parents have many) be mist.


    But, if you hope aught from our Goddess, leave me


    To rest on the sands and to look on the sea. *

  


  
    ****
  


  
    ________


    * Litora myrtitis gratissima. VIRGIL.

  


  No. 14.

  

  SOUTHEY.


  
    SOUTHEY and I have run in the same traces,


    When we break down what pair shall fill our places?

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 15.

  

  TO THE NOBLES OF VENICE,

  

  ON THE RECEPTION OF THE AUSTRIAN.


  
    LORDS of the Adriatic, shores and iles,


    Nobles! of that name sole inheritors!


    Bravely ye acted, worthy of yourselves


    And ancestors, who shut your palaces


    When Perjury stalkt forth along the square


    Where Doges sat beneath their patron saint.


    While swords and crowns weigh down the scale, and while


    Nations once free wish faintly, or wish not,


    To see your freedom and high state restored,


    Can ye but dwell upon your ruins?


    Hark!


    To Tarvis and Isonzo swells a blast


    From far Taranto, not forgetful now


    Of Sparta; brave the sires, the sons as brave


    Spring forth. The indomitable Allobrox,


    Who pluckt the Roman eagles, and rais’d higher,


    Across his mountains hears the voice of Tell,


    And Hofer, echoing, tho’ less loud behind.


    Rise, unentangled by your flowing robes;


    Put newer armour on; march forward; march,


    Reckless of German threat and Gallic fraud.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 16.

  

  TO THE GIVER OF AN INKSTAND.


  
    KNOW me better. Do you think


    I will ever stain with ink


    Crystal vase and rosewood stand,


    Brought me by your bounteous hand?


    In that drawer shall never lie


    Aught design’d for other eye;


    Neither sealing-wax nor note


    That the fairest fingers wrote;


    Nor the one I would retouch


    For too little or too much.


    In that drawer shall never rest


    Naked hand with spear-head crest:


    Whether spear-head crest it be


    Or heraldic fleur-de-lis


    It is much the same to me:


    Only jewels should lie there


    Or the flower you deign’d to wear.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 17.

  

  CASUISTRY.


  
    OUR brother we believe we must not slay;


    His blood we may not spill, his tears we may.


    Alas! in this wide world how few abstain


    From siezing pleasure thro’ another’s pain.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 18.

  

  TO A LIMONCINA (VERBENA).


  
    FLOWERS may enjoy their own pure dreams of bliss.


    Prest, smooth’d with soft slow hand, upon her book


    By Isabel, and winning one kind look,


    Couldst thou, my Limoncina, dream of this?

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 19.

  

  THE DERBY AND DROP.


  
    DERBY! we read, a noble dame


    Of France cast luster on your name,


    Which ne’er before and ne’er since then


    Shone half so brightly in the men.


    Ye catch it now upon the course


    And share your thirds with man and horse:


    I rank (can such precedence shock ye?)


    The horse the first, and next the jockey.


    Nobles, ’tis true, no longer sit


    Where steel-spurr’d cocks drive mad the pit,


    Or where the dog and bull engage,


    And mildness is provoked to rage;


    Yet stil they haunt the listed ground


    Where thieves and gamblers sit around,


    And eagerly hold out a hand


    To the old sages of the stand,


    And clutch the profer’d gold they won


    The night before from youths undone,


    A sister’s pride, a father’s hope,


    Or drooping widow’s slender prop.


    See Palmer! for that wretch, my lord,


    Your fellow-workmen noost the chord,


    And the same wheel that twisted it


    In the same ropewalk rolls on yet.


    Beneath an unblest turf he lies,


    Not deader than your sympathies.


    Were ye devout or were ye just,


    Ye had enshrined your martyr’s dust,


    Or, better, wiped away the score,


    And turn’d him loose . . to murder more.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 20.

  

  TO A FAIR MAIDEN.


  
    FAIR maiden! when I look at thee


    I wish I could be young and free;


    But both at once, ah! who could be?

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 21.

  

  CROKER.


  
    DISPOSER of our fleet is Croker,


    He should have been at most a stoker.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 22.

  

  GEORGE THE THIRD’S STATUE.


  
    ALTHO’ against thee, George the Third!


    I threw sometimes a scornful word,


    Against thy nape I did not nail


    Characteristical pig-tail.


    What is thy genus none can doubt


    Who looks but at thy brow and snout.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 23.

  

  OLIM.


  
    DO and permit whatever you will


    With others, I shall love you stil.


    Heaven grant we may not love the most


    When to each other we are lost!

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 24.

  

  ON AGESILAO MILANO.


  
    SOMETIMES the brave have bent the head


    To lick the dust that despots tread;


    Not so, Milano: he alone


    Would bow to Justice on the throne;


    To win a crown of thorns he trod


    A flinty path, and rests with God.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 25.

  

  DESTINY UNCERTAIN.


  
    GRACEFULLY shy is yon Gazelle:


    And are those eyes, so clear, so mild,


    Only to shine upon a wild


    And be reflected in a shallow well?


    Ah! who can tell?

  


  
    If she grows tamer, who shall pat


    Her neck? who wreathe the flowers around?


    Who give the name? who fence the ground?


    Pondering these things a grave old Dervish sat,


    And sighed, Ah! who can tell.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 26.

  

  REPLY TO THE ABOVE.


  
    OLD Dervish! O how good you are!


    Your verses lit papa’s cigar.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 27.

  

  THE HEART’S ABYSSES.


  
    TRIUMPHANT Demons stand, and Angels start,


    To see the abysses of the human heart.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 28.

  

  DAISY, A SPANIEL.


  
    HIGH as the sofa Daisy’s head


    Was rais’d, and thus in whines she said:


    “I am the smallest of the three,


    And will you not make room for me?”

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 29.

  

  DEATH OF DAISY.


  
    DAISY! thy life was short and sweet;


    Who would not wish his own the same?


    And that his hand, as once thy feet,


    Were claspt in hers whose vocal name


    Awakes the summer and the bird


    That sings so lonely and so late,


    A song these many nights I’ve heard,


    And felt, alas, it sang my fate.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 30.

  

  A LADY IN HASTE

  

  SAYS,


  
    I CAN not give much time to you;


    Will nothing else, I wonder, do?

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 31.

  

  ON THE PORTRAIT OF LUISINHA DE SODRE-PEREIRA.


  
    AFAR was I when thou wast born,


    More than one country to adorn,


    My Luisinha! and afar


    From me shines now thy morning star;


    But not unblest by Heaven is he


    Who its reflected light can see.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 32.

  

  TO SIR CHARLES NAPIER.


  
    NAPIER! I am too prompt to cry


    Against injustice; such am I,


    Yet sometimes in a calmer mood


    I cease to think of it: no good


    In anger, little in reproof . .


    From each then let me stand aloof.


    But scorn can ill repress her laugh


    To see the boobies gild the calf.


    Warrior and Prophet too was he


    Who crost the Erythræan sea,


    And saw his nation safe and free.


    Warrior and Prophet too wast thou,


    Long disallow’d, acknowledged now.


    In toil and pain ran on thy days,


    At nightfall came thy country’s praise.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 33.

  

  LATE JEALOUSY.


  
    NO, I have never feard that age


    Your generous heart would disengage


    From one you long had valued, one


    To every other cold as stone,


    But warm to you, and you alone.


    I loved your beauty for your sake,


    My share of pleasure proud to take


    When younger men your worth could prize,


    And read their fortunes in your eyes.


    But I am jealous now at last . .


    O that your wicked girl should cast


    Her teacher off, and take another


    To help her forward past her brother,


    Distrusting . . me, shame! shame! . . in latin . .


    The only thing that I am pat in.


    I know what girls are, eight years old,


    And she would laugh if I should scold.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 34.

  

  GRAVER SONGS.


  
    GRAVER songs I fain would sing:


    “Ah! ’twill never, never do!”


    Love cries out . . and every string


    Sounds, and sounds again, but you.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 35.

  

  FEAR.


  
    I FEAR a little girl I know;


    Were I but younger I were bolder;


    Diana! I would break thy bow


    In twain across her ivory shoulder.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 36.

  

  LOUIS NAPOLEON.


  
    BEES on imperial mantle Louis bears,


    And the same emblem thro’ his court appears,


    They buz about the hall, they mount the chamber,


    The Empress washes them in liquid amber.


    They lull the people with their humming wings,


    Few taste their honey, many feel their stings.


    Yet England’s praise hath Louis justly won


    In sheltering valiant Guyon’s homeless son.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 37.

  

  WITH FLOWERS.


  
    THE Goddess of beauty, who loves early hours,


    Awakened the Graces to gather yon flowers:


    The Goddess of wisdom comes later, and says,


    “Those wither; take mine; they shall last all your days.”

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 38.

  

  THE TEARS THAT RISE.


  
    THE tears that rise


    Into my eyes


    Shall not descend:


    With you began


    The course they ran,


    With you shall end.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 39.

  

  ON LOVE AND IDLENESS,

  

  A SKETCH BY CORREGGIO.


  
    TROUBLESOME child! do let that youth alone;


    Thy friend and fosterer in thy earliest days


    Was Idleness; without him few or none


    Have hail’d thy presence or have sung thy praise.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 40.

  

  A SIGH CAUGHT.


  
    HAPPY the man for whom arose that sigh,


    And happy too, tho’ less by half, am I:


    I am the first to catch it on its way,


    The last that wingèd herald to betray.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 41.

  

  PLEASURE.


  
    WHAT bitter flowers surround the fount of Pleasure,


    And poison its bright waters as they fall!

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 42.

  

  A YOUNG LOVER’S RESOLUTION.


  
    I WILL not depose


    The image of Rose


    From the heart that has long been her shrine;


    I know there is one


    Who would say, ’Twere ill done;


    He never shall desecrate mine.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 43.

  

  INCORRIGIBLE.


  
    MY hopes and glories all go down,


    Before the shadow of your frown:


    You smile on me, and I am then


    The happiest and the first of men.


    To you is given, and but to you,


    To punish and to pardon too.


    Grave was my fault, yet wish it less


    I can not; I would stil transgress.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 44.

  

  THE SAGE OF SEVENTEEN.


  
    LITTLE have you to learn from me,


    O sage of seventeen!


    Wiser I will not boast to be,


    I can not to have been.

  


  
    Go, rather place your hand in hers


    Who acts a mother’s part,


    And who to all your charms prefers


    Your pure and grateful heart.

  


  
    Slowly you’ll draw it back again


    When Love demands his day;


    Pleasure will hardly conquer Pain


    To carry you away.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 45.

  

  TO THE CYCLAMEN.


  
    MY little flower of stem so tall,


    Who would have thought that we should fall


    So soon, or ever, in disgrace?


    My little flower! be thou resign’d,


    Like me, nor deem it hard to find,


    Even at her feet our resting-place.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 46.

  

  TO JUDGE HALIBURTON.


  
    ONCE I would bid the man go hang,


    From whom there came a word of slang;


    Now pray I, tho’ the slang rains thick


    Across the Atlantic from Sam Slick,


    Never may fall the slightest hurt on


    The witty head of Haliburton,


    Wherein methinks more wisdom lies


    Than in the wisest of our wise.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 47.

  

  ERMININE READING HOMER.


  
    HELLEN was once as fair,


    Erminine! as you are,


    And was as fickle too


    Almost, or quite, as you.


    When you’ve turn’d o’er the page


    Of Greece’s poet-sage,


    You’ll place upon one palm


    Your head, its thoughts to calm,


    And dwell upon the best


    Arising o’er the rest,


    “Who would not rather be


    Hector’s Andromache?”

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 48.

  

  ON LOVE.


  
    WHAT right have I to hold back Love so late,


    When we should long have gone to rest?


    But we were pelted by the storms of Fate


    From where we rashly built our nest.


    One there is yet who drives us not away,


    But warms our hands in her’s this winter day.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 49.

  

  DOROTHEA.


  
    STATELY step, commanding eye,


    Attributes of majesty,


    Others may from far adore . .


    Adoration! mine is more


    When that stately step I see,


    Swifter now, approaching me,


    And that eye whose one command


    Is, “Come here and take my hand.”

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 50.

  

  ON LAW.


  
    WHAT thousands, Law, thy handywork deplore!


    Thou hangest many, but thou starvest more.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 51.

  

  A PUISSANT PRINCE.


  
    A MOST puissant picture-scouring Prince,


    Whose charger never has been known to wince


    Before a bayonet or cannon ball,


    Resolved Sebastopol’s beleaguered wall


    In one more brief campaign should tumble down


    Beneath the terrors of his fatty frown.


    What said Napoleon?


    This Napoleon said,


    And shook ambiguously the imperial head.


    “Let others trench, and undermine, and storm,


    Prince! you have higher duties to perform,


    Leave you one Titian only half extinct,


    One Claude, one Rubens.”


    Thus he spake, and winkt.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 52.

  

  ERMININE.


  
    NO Goddess is but seventeen;


    No Goddess then is Erminine.


    The Powers above submit to Fate,


    Even Venus is grown old of late,


    So that no lover ventures now


    To breathe her name before his vow,


    Earth’s fresher bloom the wise prefer


    In Erminine, and worship her.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 53.

  

  BOURBONS.


  
    ISABELLA spits at Spain,


    Bomba strips and scourges Naples:


    Are there not then where they reign


    Addled eggs or rotten apples?

  


  
    Treadmills, pillories, humbler stocks!


    Ye repeat your lessons yet.


    Halters, gibbets, axes, blocks!


    Your old textbook ye forget.

  


  
    Men have often heard the thunder


    Roll at random; where, O where


    Rolls it now? I smell it under


    That fat priest in that foul chair.

  


  
    Never was there poet wanting


    Where the lapdog licks the throne;


    Lauds and hymns we hear them chanting,


    Shame if I were mute alone!

  


  
    Let me then your deeds rehearse,


    Gem of kings and flower of queens!


    Tho’ I may but trail a verse


    Languider than Lamartine’s.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 54.

  

  TO THE CHILDREN OF GARIBALDI.


  
    CHILDREN! be not too proud, altho’ the man


    Whom Ocean smiles on with parental love,


    And Earth from every coast with loud applause


    Hails a deliverer, children, is your sire.


    O what vast empire have ye to defend!


    A name so high, so inaccessible,


    Virtues so pure and courage so humane,


    All are your heritage: by liveried serfs


    On right and left will these be long assail’d:


    March ever onward, but march watchfully,


    Follow his steps and ye are safe; depart


    One furlong from them and ye sink beneath


    The vilest head that ever dozed on throne


    Or ever bow’d to it: be true to Faith,


    Not Faith recumbent upon downy lies,


    But Faith that grasps the hand of Providence


    And Justice, in this darkened world of ours,


    And bends to One above, to none below.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 55.

  

  CONFESSION.


  
    CONFESSION soon would be discarded


    If all the priests were Abeilarded;


    For Faith is hardly worth a pin


    Without a few good works of sin.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 56.

  

  UNDER THE LINDENS.


  
    UNDER the lindens lately sat


    A couple, and no more, in chat;


    I wondered what they would be at


    Under the lindens.

  


  
    I saw four eyes and four lips meet,


    I heard the words, How sweet! how sweet!


    Had then the Faeries given a treat


    Under the lindens?

  


  
    I pondered long and could not tell


    What dainty pleased them both so well:


    Bees! bees! was it your hydromel


    Under the lindens?

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 57.

  

  TO CAINA.


  
    AT the cart’s tail, some years ago,


    The female thief was dragg’d on slow,


    And the stern beadel’s eager whip


    Followed, the naked haunch to clip.


    If no such custom now prevails,


    Is it that carts have lost their tails?


    Rejoice, O Caina! raise thy voice,


    Not where it should be, but rejoice!

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 58.

  

  PEACE.


  
    HE who would wish his country great


    Must call around her every state,


    Upholding high their rights and laws;


    Must spurn usurpers, and despise


    As weak and worthless all allies


    Who fight against Man’s common cause.

  


  
    Princes of Germany! if some


    Half-naked to our hearths have come


    And we have cloth’d and fed them too,


    Couple your hungry hounds where runs


    Your Elbe, for never England’s sons


    Shall wear a collar puncht by you.

  


  
    Away with leaders who forget


    Or have to learn their duties yet.


    If Peace illume not every town,


    O may we never see her back!


    Never, to trail a train of black


    And bind her brow with fragil crown!

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 59.

  

  INDIFFERENCE.


  
    WHETHER a span above ground or below


    ’Tis best to lie, it boots me not to know.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 60.

  

  LOVE IN YOUTH.


  
    SOUNDER, sweeter, be your sleep


    For the few fond tears you weep!


    But, by all your brief young love


    Pure as any born above,


    I adjure you! let not me


    Waste away your memory!


    Half-remember, half-forget,


    What my heart will treasure yet,


    Broken words not idly thrown


    In that vase: may I alone


    Suffer, if there aught remain


    To be suffered yet of pain.


    Spring is past; ’twas mutual then,


    Share it now with other men.


    I would say too “Make one blest,”


    But that speech within my breast


    (False for once) must be supprest.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 61.

  

  PARTIES.


  
    TORIES don’t like me, Whigs detest;


    Then in what quarter can I rest?


    Among the Liberals? most of all


    The liberals are illiberal.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 62.

  

  PEOPLE AND PATRIOTS.


  
    PEOPLE like best the patriots who betray ’em;


    They trusted Russell and they trusted Graham:


    Past folly’s last extreme they now are gone,


    And pant, and halt, and cling to Palmerston.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 63.

  

  ADVICE.


  
    AT every step of life expect


    Flings from your Ragged School, O bard!


    Walk quietly, and recollect


    That rotten apples hit not hard.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 64.

  

  WITH DIGBY’S AGES OF FAITH.


  
    I AM not learned in such lore divine;


    Take it: in scenes which other thoughts invade,


    It may one hour cast round a cooler shade,


    Yet darken not that gentle breast of thine.

  


  
    It tells of Peace, and those she call’d to dwell


    Apart with her, when desperate Sin opprest


    The struggling Earth; it can not reach thy breast,


    But troubles may; so take this holy spell.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 65.

  

  ROSINA.


  
    ROSINA ran down Prior-park,


    Joyous and buoyant as a lark.


    The little girl, light-heel’d, light-hearted,


    Challenged me; and away we started.


    Soon in a flutter she return’d,


    And cheek, and brow, and bosom burn’d.


    She fairly own’d my full success


    In catching her, she could no less,


    And said to her mama, who smiled


    Yet lovelier on her lovely child,


    “You can not think how fast he ran


    For such a very old old man,


    He would not kiss me when he might,


    And, catching me, he had a right.


    Such modesty I never knew,


    He would no more kiss me than you.”

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 66.

  

  PLEASURE AND PAIN.


  
    PLEASURE and Pain,


    Of equal reign,


    I know not which is strongest;


    But well I know,


    (And grieve ’tis so),


    Which domineers the longest.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 67.

  

  TO A LADY WHO DROPT A FEW YEARS.


  
    LIGHTLY you run thro’ years; stop! stop!


    Let me pick up the gems you drop.


    Five I perceive are on the ground . .


    What! are you angry they are found?

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 68.

  

  PORTRAIT.


  
    THY skin is like an unwasht carrot’s,


    Thy tongue is blacker than a parrot’s,


    Thy teeth are crooked, but belong


    Inherently to such a tongue.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 69.

  

  JUSTICE AND INJUSTICE.


  
    YOU think Injustice is a curse,


    But Justice you will find the worse;


    Its rotten bench is stuft with thorns,


    And the road to it bad for corns.


    You would ride back then: well, but where


    Is money left to pay the fare?

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 70.

  

  OLD-FASHIONED VERSE.


  
    IN verse alone I ran not wild


    When I was hardly more than child,


    Contented with the native lay


    Of Pope or Prior, Swift or Gay,


    Or Goldsmith, or that graver bard


    Who led me to the lone church-yard.


    Then listened I to Spencer’s strain,


    Til Chaucer’s Canterbury train


    Came trooping past, and carried me


    In more congenial company.


    Soon my soul was hurried o’er


    This bright scene: the “solemn roar”


    Of organ, under Milton’s hand,


    Struck me mute: he bade me stand


    Where none other ambled near . .


    I obey’d, with love and fear.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 71.

  

  HONOR AND MODESTY.


  
    WHEN Honor once hath shut the door


    Behind him, he returns no more.


    Modesty finds, once gone astray,


    No forward and no backward way,


    Gone every grace that most endears!


    Gone, beyond all, the grace of tears!

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 72.

  

  ADVICE RECIEVED.


  
    ON perjurer and plunderer turn no more,


    But leave the carrion on the kennel-door.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 73.

  

  THE MIDDLE-SIZED.


  
    MIDDLE-SIZED men live longest, but soon dies


    The pthisic poet of a middle size.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 74.

  

  VIRTUE AND VICE.


  
    VIRTUE and Vice look much the same;


    If Truth is naked, so is Shame.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 75.

  

  NINETEENTH OF JANUARY.

  

  FLOWERS SENT.


  
    IF flowers could make their wishes vocal, they


    Would breathe warm wishes on your natal day:


    Boldly to meet your smile they venture forth


    This winter morn, nor dread the blustering north.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 76.

  

  TO A LOVER.


  
    GAZE not at the lights that shine


    From the heaven of Erminine.


    Lover! tremble at those stars,


    Bright as Venus, stern as Mars.


    Tremble, lover! until Hope


    Fixes firm your telescope.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 77.

  

  LOVER’S ANSWER.


  
    GAZE not! By those heavens above!


    By the sacred fire of Love!


    By her purer self, I swear


    I will gaze while they shine there.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 78.

  

  ILL SUCCESS OF SAINT PETER.


  
    SAINT Peter could fish up


    No shark of a bishop


    In the waters of far Galilee,


    So he rigs a new skiff


    And is wondering if


    He can find one in Exeter See.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 79.

  

  SIR JAMES.


  
    A COWARD! who dares call Sir James


    Such inappropriate ugly names?


    Against the world will I uphold


    No Briton ever was so bold.


    Say, did he, minister of state,


    One hour, one moment, hesitate


    To open letters not his own,


    Nor relevant to England’s throne?


    And did he not full surely know,


    Nay, take good heed, they should lay low


    Two youthful heads that Greece had crown’d,


    Chaunting immortal hymns around.


    I warrant you the brave Sir James


    Would toss these hymn-books on the flames,


    And start straitforward and defy


    His scowling country’s scornful cry.


    Fame! what is fame? a passing gust


    That gathers up and scatters dust:


    But cabinets are close and warm,


    Where Shame may sit and fear no harm.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 80.

  

  CONSTANCY.


  
    CONSTANCY has one bright day,


    Then like light it fades away.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 81.

  

  A WHIPPING THREATENED A YOUNG LADY BY AN OLDER.


  
    IF you design


    For Erminine


    A stroke or so,


    I beg you’ll make


    Of me the stake


    To tie her to.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 82.

  

  TO TWO SPINSTERS;

  

  HOOKS AND EYES.


  
    FAIR spinsters! be ye timely wise,


    Where men bring hooks do you bring eyes.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 83.

  

  THE STEPS OF AGE.


  
    I DO remember when each stride


    Toward your gate was swift and wide:


    Shorter and slower steps become


    As they are bending to the tomb;


    But when within your house I rest,


    I am already with the blest.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 84.

  

  WRITTEN AT MALVERN, JUNE 1799.


  
    YE springs of Malvern, fresh and bright,


    Wherein the Spirits of health delight


    To dip incessantly their wings,


    Rise and sustain the pallid maid


    Who steps so slow and seeks your aid;


    Bless, and in turn be blest, ye springs!

  


  
    If I might ask the Powers above


    One gift, that gift should be her love.


    Hush! thou unworthy creature, hush!


    Wouldst thou not rather see her, then,


    Without her love, in health agen?


    I pause; I bow my head, and blush.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 85.

  

  LESBIA NOSTRA! LESBIA ILLA!


  
    LIPS! that were often prest on mine,


    What falsehood ever found ye there?


    I scarcely call’d her half-divine,


    Scarcely the fairest of the fair.


    I wooed to right, I warn’d of wrong,


    I taught the little lore I knew;


    She paid me with a siren song . .


    Better one breath of pure and true!

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 86.

  

  ABSENCE ON LEAVE FROM THE CRIMEA.


  
    “See the conquering hero comes,”


    Bites his nails and twirls his thumbs,


    Under fondest kindred eye


    He shall eat his Christmas-pie,


    While his comrades droop afar


    Pincht by frost and crusht by war.


    He shall teach his country-folk a


    Marvelously pretty polka,


    Tell what cities he will storm


    In a major’s uniform,


    Uniform so justly due


    In another year or two;


    By the Army-list ’tis shown


    He hath served already one.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 87.

  

  THE PACIFIC HERO.


  
    WHY should not Albert meet the Tzar


    And terminate at once this war?


    What earthly foe can Albert fear?


    Has he not quell’d both grouse and deer?


    Let him now put the feathered hat on,


    And Earth shall quail before his baton.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 88.

  

  MARCH 24.


  
    SHARP crocus wakes the froward Year;


    In their old haunts birds re-appear;


    From yonder elm, yet black with rain,


    The cushat looks deep down for grain


    Thrown on the gravel-walk: here comes


    The redbreast to the sill for crumbs.


    Fly off! fly off! I can not wait


    To welcome ye, as she of late.


    The earliest of my friends is gone,


    Alas! almost my only one!


    The few as dear, long wafted o’er,


    Await me on a sunnier shore.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 89.

  

  ESPOUSALS OF H. M. OF PORTUGAL.


  
    YOUNGSTER of Coburg! thou hast found a throne


    Easy to mount, and easier to slip down:


    But, in the name of wonder! who beside


    Of mortal men could mount thy royal bride?


    So vast an enterprize requires the force


    And ladder too that scaled the Trojan horse,


    In whose rank orifice some hundreds hid


    Themselves and arms, and down the rampire slid.


    Thou hast achieved a mightier deed and bolder,


    And hast not dislocated hip or shoulder.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 90.

  

  COMMINATION.


  
    TAKING my walk the other day


    I saw a little girl at play,


    So pretty, ’twould not be amiss,


    Thought I, to venture on a kiss.


    Fiercely the little girl began . .


    “I wonder at you, nasty man!”


    And all four fingers were applied,


    And crimson pinafore beside,


    To wipe what venom might remain.


    “Do, if you dare, the like again;


    “I have a mind to teach you better.”


    And I too had a mind to let her.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 91.

  

  VOYAGE TO ST IVES, CORNWALL,

  

  FROM PORT-EINON, GLAMORGAN, 1794.


  
    HOW gladsome yet how calm are ye


    White birds that dip into the sea!


    How sportive those bright fins below


    Which through green alga-meadows glow!


    How soft the lustrous air around,


    And the red sail’s is all the sound,


    While me my heart’s fierce tempest drives


    On from Port-Einon to St Ives.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 92.

  

  THE LADIES OF LEEDS.


  
    LADIES of Leeds! the arts of peace


    With golden crown have crown’d your sires;


    And Heaven, the blessing to increase,


    Hath ranged you round domestic fires.

  


  
    Mindful are ye from theirs how far


    Your country’s brave defenders bleed,


    In strenuous strife, in righteous war,


    And well ye know the help they need.

  


  
    A traitor, hid behind the throne,


    Has barr’d the honest house-dog in;


    While the safe wolf stalks slyly on,


    And hears and mocks his angry din.

  


  
    For war and warlike song unfit,


    Along the vale of years I creep;


    Glory and virtue charm me yet,


    And make the darkness round less deep.

  


  
    The vale of years is not a vale


    Where flowers that teem with honey shine,


    Where shepherds love to tell the tale,


    And then the coronal to twine.

  


  
    Here on my elbow as I rest,


    And faintly blow the unequal reeds,


    Harmonious voices sing, “Be blest


    In love, just pride of parent Leeds!”

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 93.

  

  TORBAY.


  
    AGAIN the rocks and woodlands of Torbay


    Proclaim the advent of their festal day,


    The summer sky with fresher brightness glows,


    And Ocean smiles to meet the smile of Rose.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 94.

  

  A MARBLE DOG FOR PAPER-PRESSER.


  
    MARK! always, always watchful, here I stand,


    To guard the letters of a lover’s hand,


    Tho’ gems should glisten, and tho’ gold should shower,


    I would defy, O Jupiter! thy power.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 95.

  

  JULIUS HARE.


  
    JULIUS! how many hours have we


    Together spent with sages old!


    In wisdom none surpassing thee,


    In Truths bright armure none more bold.

  


  
    By friends around thy couch in death


    My name from those pure lips was heard.


    O Fame! how feebler all thy breath


    Than Virtue’s one expiring word!

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 96.

  

  TO A FIELD-MARSHAL.


  
    IS it that Care


    Has thinn’d thy hair,


    Field-marshal! let us hope not;


    Venus, they say,


    Is apt to play


    The Devil with the top-knot.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 97.

  

  TO THE RIVER MELA, NEAR VERONA.


  
    AH Mela! pleasant art thou to behold


    Drop, as thou runnest on, thy curls of gold


    In looser ringlets, and then bending down


    Those branches whence Alcides wreath’d his crown,


    And mingling them with darker from the dead


    O’er whom Apollo droopt his guilty head.


    There in one shadow on thy breast unite


    Cypress and poplar, equal in thy sight.


    But where is our Valerius? where is he


    Who sang so many loves, and each with glee?


    The Muse of elegy stood far away


    And pined and pouted at his Sapphic lay.


    Venus could never bring her faithful doves


    Within the precincts of the Lesbian groves.


    He whom thou most delightedst in prefer’d


    The pert and piping to the cooing bird,


    And the few tears, the very few, he shed,


    Were on the breast which held that pert one dead.


    Barbaric trumpets, Mela, now resound


    On every hill and vale thou seest around.


    But fear not, Mela! thou shalt yet rejoice,


    And mid thy shepherds raise thy silvery voice.


    The robbers shall be driven far and wide. . .


    Shrink not if gore pollute thy placid tide,


    If some few days it swell with bloated men,


    It shall run free, soon, soon, and pure agen.

  


  
    ****
  


  
    ________


    Flavus quam molli percurrit il flumine Mela. CATULLUS.{back}

  


  
    Lesbia’s bird has everywhere been called a sparrow. Italians at this day use the word passero for several birds.{back}

  


  No. 98.

  

  MORN.


  
    SWEET is the Morn where’er it shines,


    Whether amid my Tuscan vines,


    Or where Sorrento’s shadows play


    At hide-and-seek along the bay,


    Or high Amalfi takes its turn,


    Until they rest on low Salern.

  


  
    And here too once the Morn was sweet,


    For here I heard the tread of feet


    Upon the pebbles wet with dew;


    Sweet was the Morn, it breath’d of you.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 99.

  

  LEADERS AND ASPIRANTS.


  
    PALMERSTON lies and gives the lie


    With equal volubility.


    The “artful Dodger,” little John,


    Is scarcely match for Palmerston.


    Who next? Jim Crow; he prigs our letters,


    And parries Freedom like his betters.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 100.

  

  INOPPORTUNE.


  
    A CRUNCHING bear inopportunely bit


    Thy finger, Reade! *


    It should have been ere thy first verse was writ,


    It should indeed!

  


  
    ****
  


  
    ________


    * John Edmund.

  


  No. 101.

  

  MY WIT SCANTY.


  
    I HAVE but little wit, all they


    Whose brains are close and curdy say,


    They relish best the broadfaced jokes


    Of hearty, burly, country-folks,


    And are quite certain those must judge ill


    Who for the rapier drop the cudgell.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 102.

  

  REWARDS.


  
    TO bring is better than to cause


    Good news, say they who frame our laws.


    The bravest soldier is not half


    Rewarded as a telegraph,


    And Royalty puts no such spurs on


    A veteran’s heels as those of Curzon.


    Yet, poor blind Fanny Brown! at last


    On thee a royal glance is cast,


    Altho’ none ever heard thee praise


    Spaniel or poodle all thy days:


    How sadly then those days were spent!


    Repent, O Fanny Brown, repent!


    And thus, perhaps, in time to come,


    A parish girl may lead thee home


    In thy old age, and thou mayst find


    One heart that feels for lame and blind:


    But, having yet some vigor, hope


    Reward for rubbing Windsor soap


    On (if benignant fate so will)


    Smock royal and field-marshal frill.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 103.

  

  BOYS AND MEN.


  
    Leave me alone! the pettish school-boy cries,


    Leave me alone! say too the calm and wise.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 104.

  

  THE GARDENER.


  
    BLOOM, O my rose!


    Bloom there where blows


    The vernal, not autumnal, air,


    Enough for me


    At times to see


    A flower an angel ought to wear.

  


  
    Thy graceful jar


    Was rais’d afar


    From that which holds my coarser clay,


    Yet could thy smile


    Warm it awhile


    And melt the distance half away.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 105.

  

  APOLOGY FOR GEBIR.


  
    SIXTY the years since Fidler bore


    My grouse-bag up the Bala moor;


    Above the lake, along the lea


    Where gleams the darkly yellow Dee;


    Thro’ crags, o’er cliffs, I carried there


    My verses with paternal care,


    But left them, and went home again,


    To wing the birds upon the plain.


    With heavier luggage half forgot,


    For many months they followed not.


    When over Tawey’s sands they came,


    Brighter flew up my winter flame;


    And each old cricket sang alert


    With joy that they had come unhurt.


    Gebir! men shook their heads in doubt


    If we were sane: few made us out,


    Beside one stranger; in his heart


    We after held no niggard part.


    The songs of every age he knew,


    But only sang the pure and true.


    Poet he was, yet was his smile


    Without a tinge of gall or guile.


    Such lived, ’tis said, in ages past;


    Who knows if Southey was the last?


    Dapper, who may perhaps have seen


    My name in some late magazine,


    Among a dozen or a score


    Which interest wise people more,


    Wonders if I can be the same


    To whom poor Southey augured fame;


    Erring as usual in his choice


    Of one who mocks the public voice,


    And fancies two or three are worth


    Far more than all the rest on earth.


    Dapper, in tones benign and clear,


    Tells those who treasure all they hear,


    “Landor would have done better far,


    Had he observed the northern star;


    Or Bloomfield might have shown the way


    To one who always goes astray;


    He might have tried his pen upon


    The living, not the dead and gone.


    Are turban’d youths and muffled belles


    Extinct along the Dardanelles?


    Is there no scimitar, no axe?


    Daggers and bow-strings, mutes and sacks?


    Are they all swept away for ever


    From that sky-blue resplendent river?


    Do heroes of old time surpass


    Cardigan, Somerset, Dundas?


    Do the Sigæan mounds inclose


    More corses than Death swept from those?”


    No, no: but let me ask in turn,


    Whether, whene’er Corinthian urn,


    With ivied Faun upon the rim


    Invites, I may not gaze on him?


    I love all beauty: I can go


    At times from Gainsboro’ to Watteau;


    Even after Milton’s thorough-bass


    I bear the rhymes of Hudibras,


    And find more solid wisdom there


    Than pads professor’s easy chair:


    But never sit I quiet long


    Where broidered cassock floats round Young;


    Whose pungent essences perfume


    And quirk and quibble trim the tomb;


    Who thinks the holy bread too plain,


    And in the chalice pours champagne.


    I love old places and their climes,


    Nor quit the syrinx for the chimes.


    Manners have changed; but hearts are yet


    The same, and will be while they beat.


    Ye blame not those who wander o’er


    Our earth’s remotest wildest shore,


    Nor scoff at seeking what is hid


    Within one-chambered pyramid;


    Let me then, with my coat untorn


    By your acacia’s crooked thorn,


    Follow from Gades to the coast


    Of Egypt men thro’ ages lost.


    Firm was my step on rocky steeps;


    Others slipt down loose sandhill heaps.


    I knew where hidden fountains lay;


    Hoarse was their thirsty camels’ bray;


    And presently fresh droves had past


    The beasts expiring on the waste.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 106.

  

  HEROICS OR DACTYLICS.


  
    FORCE me (and force me you must if I do it) to write in heroics,


    Taking (as model in English) the meter of Homer and Virgil.


    Leave me, O leave me at least my own hero, my own field of battle.


    Sing then, O Goddess! O Muse! or in whatever name thou delightest,


    Neither a cut-throat on land nor a vagabond over the ocean,


    Offering me sacksful of wind . . I can buy them as cheaply of Russell,


    Palmerston, Grey, Aberdeen, Jockey Derby, or Letterman Graham.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 107.

  

  DULNESS.


  
    DEEM me not sad and sorrowful


    Because my looks and words are dull.


    Are not deep rivers, as they flow


    Along the pleasant meadow, slow?


    While shallow streamlets frisk and stray


    Among the pebbles, cold as they.


    Come, sit upon my knee, and then


    I shall be quite alive agen,


    Altho’ my too imperfect speech


    Say nothing more than what you teach.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 108.

  

  THE MATRON.


  
    BECOME a matron, grave and sage,


    You, reprehending every page


    That pleas’d you not long since, seem now


    To ask from under frowning brow,


    “Ha! what audacity hath placed


    This volume in a hand so chaste?


    A volume where fictitious names


    Cover, not hide, forbidden flames.”


    Be merciful! and let him pass;


    He is no longer what he was:


    He wrote as poets wrote before,


    And loved like them . . but rather more.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 109.

  

  MACAULAY’S PEERAGE.


  
    MACAULAY is become a peer;


    A coronet he well may wear;


    But is there no one to malign?


    None: then his merit wants the sign.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 110.

  

  DEATH OF THE DAY.


  
    MY pictures blacken in their frames


    As night comes on,


    And youthful maids and wrinkled dames


    Are now all one.

  


  
    Death of the day! a sterner Death


    Did worse before;


    The fairest form, the sweetest breath,


    Away he bore.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 111.

  

  THE TWO SATIRISTS.


  
    WHILE we are frolicking with Flaccus


    Comes Juvenal to slash and hack us.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 112.

  

  PLAYS.


  
    HOW soon, alas, the hours are over,


    Counted us out to play the lover!


    And how much narrower is the stage,


    Allotted us to play the sage!


    But when we play the fool, how wide


    The theater expands; beside,


    How long the audience sits before us!


    How many prompters! what a chorus!

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 113.

  

  ON THE DOG-STAR.


  
    I HOLD it unlawful


    To question the awful


    Appointments of Heaven, or hazard a doubt;


    But needs I must say,


    Heaven’s Dog had his day,


    And Pomero beats the said Dog out and out.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 114.

  

  ON READE’S CAIN.


  
    THE rule of Justice hath returned again,


    Cain murdered Abel, and Reade murders Cain.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 115.

  

  THE SOLAR MICROSCOPE.


  
    YOU want a powerful lens to see


    What animalcules those may be,


    Which float about the smallest drop


    Of water, and which never stop,


    Pursuing each that goes before,


    And rolling in unrest for more.

  


  
    Poets! a watery world is ours,


    Where each floats after, each devours,


    Its little unsubstantial prey . .


    Strange animalcules . . we and they!

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 116.

  

  TO A CYCLAMEN.


  
    I COME to visit thee agen,


    My little flowerless cyclamen;


    To touch the hand, almost to press,


    That cheer’d thee in thy loneliness.


    What could thy careful guardian find


    Of thee in form, of me in mind,


    What is there in us rich or rare,


    To make us claim a moment’s care?


    Unworthy to be so carest,


    We are but withering leaves at best.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 117.

  

  PIGMIES AND CRANES.


  
    I LIVE among the Pigmies and the Cranes,


    Nor care a straw who loses or who gains.


    Peel doffs the harness, Russell puts it on,


    The late Sir Robert is the live Lord John,


    Close in the corner sits the abler man,


    But show me the more tricky if you can.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 118.

  

  THE MOUNTAIN ASH.


  
    THE mountain ash before my pane,


    Rattling red berries once again,


    Said, “Where, O where! can Rose remain?”

  


  
    Hearing him call, I rais’d the sash


    And answered him, “Sir mountain-ash!


    At Passy.”


    “Why?”


    “To cut a dash.”

  


  
    He shook his head, and in reply,


    Said only “Well then, you and I


    May both go on to droop and die.”

  


  
    “Thanks! thanks! my fellow sufferer!


    I, by your leave, should much prefer


    To look out here and wait for her.”

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 119.

  

  TO OUR HOUSE-DOG CAPTAIN.


  
    CAPTAIN! we often heretofore


    Have boxt behind the coach-house door,


    When thy strong paws were rear’d against


    My ribs and bosom, badly fenced:


    None other dared to try thy strength,


    And hurl thee side-long at full length,


    But we well knew each other’s mind,


    And paid our little debts in kind.


    I often braved with boyish fist


    The vanquisht bull’s antagonist,


    And saw unsheath’d thy tiny teeth


    And the dark cell that oped beneath.


    Thou wert like others of the strong,


    But only more averse from wrong;


    Reserved, and proud perhaps, but just,


    And strict and constant to thy trust,


    Somewhat inclement to the poor,


    Suspecting each for evil-doer,


    But hearing reason when I spoke,


    And letting go the ragged cloak.


    Thee dared I; but I never dar’d


    To drive the pauper from the yard.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 120.

  

  THE ROCKS OF LIFE.


  
    LIFE’S rugged rocks burst thro’ its flowery plain;


    Flashes of pleasure! thunderbolts of pain!

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 121.

  

  A POET SLEEPING.


  
    THE poet sleeps: at every wheeze,


    At every grunt and groan


    You cry, “His verses how like these!


    He marks them for his own.”

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 122.

  

  FAST FALL THE LEAVES.


  
    FAST fall the leaves: this never says


    To that, “Alas! how brief our days!”


    All have alike enjoy’d the sun,


    And each repeats, “So much is won:


    Where we are falling, millions more


    Have dropt, nor weep that life is o’er.”

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 123.

  

  WHO IS SAFE?


  
    MEN always hate


    The man that’s great,


    Nor cease to fall


    On him that’s small.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 124.

  

  “ARE YOU MAD OR TIPSY?”


  
    THO’ the good luck I’ve often had


    To be a little little mad,


    Yet, save with certain eyes and lips, I


    Have never in my life been tipsy.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 125.

  

  THE PILFERED TO THE PILFERER.


  
    MOTHER PESTCOME! none denies


    You were ever true . . to Lies.


    So the Father of them all


    Helps you up at every fall,


    Putting money in your pocket,


    Showing armlet, showing locket,


    Showing where you lately found


    That poor nurse’s lost five-pound.


    Pay me down the debt you owe


    For such praise as few bestow.


    I can never take for this


    Tottering teeth and slobbering kiss;


    Teeth, to say the least, as long


    As another woman’s tongue;


    Some athwart like wind-mill sails,


    Others fitter for park-pales:


    Kiss as foul as muskets are


    After the Crimean war.


    I will tell you briefly what


    I just now am driving at.


    Tho’ you’ve made her pale and thin


    As the child of Death by Sin,


    When you’ve done with Caroline


    Bid her for a night be mine;


    You shall have her all the day


    Following, to repeat our play.


    Whether you do this or not,


    What is done is unforgot;


    Fate for you shall sheathe her shears,


    You shall live some hundred years.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 126.

  

  TO RECRUITS.


  
    YE who are belted and alert to go


    Where bays, won only in hard battles, grow,


    Asthmatic Wordsworth, Byron piping-hot,


    Leave in the rear, and march with manly Scott.


    Along the coast prevail malignant heats,


    Halt on high ground behind the shade of Keats.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 127.

  

  GAZELLE-SKIN.


  
    SOME dress in marten, some in vair,


    Gazelle-skin is the softest wear.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 128.

  

  FLATTERED ON MY YOUTH.


  
    FLATTER me not with idle tales of youth,


    But rather flatter me than tell the truth:


    My youth might not have gone had you been by,


    And you been happy, tho’ far less than I.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 129.

  

  PERTNESS REPROVED.


  
    “I SEE in you not greatly more


    Than I once saw in one before.”


    “Then I know why: it is that you


    Are on the verge of eighty-two.


    Go, get along; you may be wise,


    But others have much better eyes.”

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 130.

  

  DIFFERENT GRACES.


  
    AROUND the child bend all the three


    Sweet Graces; Faith, Hope, Charity.


    Around the man bend other faces;


    Pride, Envy, Malice, are his Graces.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 131.

  

  CHILDREN PLAYING IN A CHURCH-YARD.


  
    CHILDREN, keep up that harmless play;


    Your kindred angels plainly say,


    By God’s authority, ye may.

  


  
    Be prompt His holy word to hear,


    It teaches you to banish fear;


    The lesson lies on all sides near.

  


  
    Ten summers hence the spriteliest lad


    In Nature’s face will look more sad,


    And ask where are those smiles she had.

  


  
    Ere many days the last will close . .


    Play on, play on; for then (who knows?)


    Ye who play here may here repose.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 132.

  

  WE DRIVE THE HOOP.


  
    WE drive the hoop along the green of life


    And hear no voice behind us: one cries out


    ’T is lesson-time: on rolls the hoop: at last


    It reels and falls: we then look round and shout,


    Who took my apples and my nuts away?


    Our playmates crunch the apples, crack the nuts,


    And pat us on the back and laugh amain.


    Poets! the moral of my verse ye know.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 133.

  

  FROM THE BAY OF BISCAY.


  
    AFAR our stormy vessel flies


    From all my heart holds dear,


    But thou art yet before my eyes,


    And thy far voice I hear.

  


  
    The Fates then had not frowns enough;


    Too happy had we been


    Had not the Atlantic, cold and rough,


    Roll’d his wide wave between.

  


  
    Too happy, yes; but ah! how dear


    The price we should have paid!


    I fear’d no tempest, there or here,


    For thee was I afraid.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 134.

  

  CREDO.


  
    I DO believe a drop of water


    May save us from the fire herea’ter.


    I do believe a crumb of bread,


    O’er which the priest his prayer hath said,


    May be the richest flesh and blood . .


    I would believe too, if I could,


    Pius’s word is worth a crumb


    Or drop; but here awe strikes me dumb.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 135.

  

  THE CASKET.


  
    SURE, ’t is time to have resign’d


    All the dainties of the mind,


    And to take a little rest


    After Life’s too lengthen’d feast.


    Why then turn the casket-key?


    What is there within to see?


    Whose is this dark twisted hair?


    Whose this other, crisp and fair?


    Whose the slender ring? now broken


    Undesignedly, a token,


    Love said mine; and Friendship said


    So I fear; and shook her head.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 136.

  

  ASHES.


  
    UNDER the grate the ashes lie


    Until the dustman passes by:


    Does it occur to young or old


    These ashes were not always cold?


    They are the same that shone so bright


    And warm’d so many but last night;


    They may even now some thought suggest,


    Some simily . . but let it rest.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 137.

  

  FUR AND MOTHS.

  

  TO THE GIVER OF THE FUR.


  
    THE fur you gave me I’ll take care


    To keep away from sun and air,


    Wrapping it well in linen-cloth


    All over, to avoid the moth.


    Those little animals alight


    Mostly on what is warm and bright;


    And trouble I have had enough


    In former days to keep them off;


    Fearing them most when, fluttering round,


    They scarcely made the slightest sound,


    Til, driven wildly on, the lamp


    Singed them, or forced them to decamp.


    Only bring you the looser linen,


    Leave it to me to put the pin in.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 138.

  

  WRITTEN IN ILLNESS.


  
    BEFORE another season comes


    And frost the shrinking earth benumbs,


    I think I shall be warm enough,


    Like an old rat in sink or sough.


    Allowing me a higher merit,


    Keep off the terrier and the ferret.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 139.

  

  KITTY AND HER LOVER.


  
    LOVER.


    I do think it quite a pity


    You so young should sink in sorrow,


    I must say “Goodbye,” to-morrow;


    Part we must, my little Kitty.

  


  
    KITTY.


    Noble is indeed the feather


    You have mounted on your hat;


    Only let us go together,


    And I’ll give you two for that.


    Mother has a cock at home;


    And, poor fellow, he will cry


    Piteously, when, plucking, I


    Hold with t’ other hand his comb.

  


  
    LOVER.


    Kitty! I must serve my queen.

  


  
    KITTY.


    But the queen won’t let you love her


    Like your Kitty: Kitty’s een


    Will be dim ere war be over.

  


  
    LOVER.


    On the Green next year we’ll dance.

  


  
    KITTY.


    There are Greens where briars and stones


    Rise against it over bones;


    There may be such Greens in France.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 140.

  

  CADMUS.


  
    CADMUS! if you should want again


    Some dragons teeth to sow the plain,


    Haste hither: one old woman has


    A bushel in a pan of brass.


    Mind! do not throw the foam away,


    Keep it to kill the birds of prey.


    Its virulence excels the might


    Of hellebore and aconite.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 141.

  

  LA PROMESSA SPOSA.


  
    SLEEP, my sweet girl! and all the sleep


    You take away from others, keep:


    A night, no distant one, will come


    When those you took their slumbers from,


    Generous, ungenerous, will confess


    Their joy that you have slumber’d less,


    And envy more than they condemn


    The rival who avenges them.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 142.

  

  SWIFT ON POPE.

  

  (IMAGINARY.)


  
    POPE, tho’ his letters are so civil,


    Wishes me fairly at the devil;


    A little dentifrice and soap


    Is all the harm I wish poor Pope.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 143.

  

  THE GRATEFUL HEART.


  
    THE grateful heart for all things blesses;


    Not only joy, but grief endears:


    I love you for your few caresses,


    I love you for my many tears.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 144.

  

  THE FARMER THEOLOGIAN’S HARANGUE.


  
    GOOD people! I wonder now what ye are a’ter,


    Who made such a bother o’ late about water;


    Whether children on whom not a drop ever fell


    Could escape, good or naughty, the torments of hell.


    While one wants it fresh and while one wants it salt,


    I advise you to give it a slight dash of malt.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 145.

  

  POETS ON DUTY.


  
    NEVER yet was poet wanting


    Where a lapdog lickt a throne


    While a priest the lauds was chanting . .


    I stand off and muse alone.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 146.

  

  DECLINE OF LIFE.


  
    HOW calm, O life, is thy decline!


    Ah! it is only when the sun


    His hot and headstrong course hath run,


    Heaven’s guiding stars serenely shine.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 147.

  

  BRETHREN.


  
    SOMEWHERE in youth I think I heard


    Brethren we all should be.


    From heaven, I do believe, the word


    Came, and it fell on me.

  


  
    Thy word (for it is thine) O God!


    Give me the grace to keep;


    Nor scourge with too severe a rod


    Those who should hear, yet sleep.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 148.

  

  FASHIONS IN POETRY.


  
    THE Swain and Nymph went out together,


    Now Knight and Ladie ride o’er heather:


    And who comes next? Perhaps again


    Will smirk and sidle Nymph and Swain.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 149.

  

  ALTERNATIVE.


  
    IF your heart is warm, come hither,


    Let me bask in its fine weather;


    But if it is cold, my charmer,


    Let me try to make it warmer.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 150.

  

  TO THE CYCLAMEN.


  
    THOU Cyclamen of crumpled horn


    Toss not thy head aside;


    Repose it where the Loves were born,


    In that warm dell abide.


    Whatever flowers, on mountain, field,


    Or garden, may arise,


    Thine only that pure odor yield


    Which never can suffice.


    Emblem of her I ’ve loved so long,


    Go, carry her this little song.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 151.

  

  THE PIGEON-FANCIER.


  
    SOME are fanciers in religions,


    Some (the wiser they) in pigeons.


    I confess it, I prefer


    Much the pigeon-fancier.


    For I never knew him spill


    Pigeon’s blood, nor threaten ill,


    Whether hell’s or kitchen’s flame . .


    Can those others say the same?


    Fools! to fancy loads of faggot


    Are required to cook a maggot!

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 152.

  

  LATE LOVE.


  
    SITTING up late, incautious Love takes cold,


    The wiser give him over ere grown old.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 153.

  

  A SENSIBLE GIRL’S REPLY TO MOORE’S

  

  “OUR COUCH SHALL BE ROSES ALL SPANGLED WITH DEW.”


  
    IT would give me rheumatics, and so it would you.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 154.

  

  TO A YOUNG POET.


  
    THE camel at the city-gate


    Bends his flat head, and there must wait.


    Thin in the desert is the palm,


    And pierced the thorn to give its balm.


    The Land of Promise thou shalt see,


    I swear it, by myself and thee;


    Rise, cheer thee up, and look around,


    All earth is not for deer and hound;


    Worms revel in the slime of kings,


    But perish where the laurel springs.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 155.

  

  WISE AND UNWISE.


  
    TO love and to be loved the wise would give


    All that for which alone the unwise live.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 156.

  

  FIRMNESS.


  
    FIRMER the tree when winter whirls the leaves;


    And should not we


    Be like the tree?


    Winter is sure, but often spring deceives.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 157.

  

  ROUTS.


  
    THE breath five hundred haggards breathe


    Kills every rose in Beauty’s wreathe:


    And thy flame, Genius! soon goes out


    Mid Fashion’s pestilential rout.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 158.

  

  ON SOUTHEY’S DEATH.


  
    FRIENDS! hear the words my wandering thoughts would say,


    And cast them into shape some other day.


    Southey, my friend of forty years, is gone,


    And, shattered by the fall, I stand alone.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 159.

  

  REFLECTION FROM SEA AND SKY.


  
    WHEN I gaze upon the sky


    And the sea below, I cry,


    Thus be poetry and love,


    Deep beneath and bright above.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 160.

  

  THE SOLE ASSAILANT.


  
    FEW, I believe (but can not say


    Exactly) try to block my way


    Thro’ Letter-land; and one alone,


    Of name across his street unknown,


    Shouting to raise a ragged row,


    Persists to pelt and hoot me now.


    He might have earn’d his daily bread


    By honest work, but chose instead


    In the dank lane to gather nettle


    Or any trash to fill the kettle,


    Flavor’d with dirty salt that falls


    From rancid flitch on smoky walls.


    Boys who, by opening you a gate,


    In broken hat off broken pate


    Might catch a penny, yet prefer


    To toss into your boot a bur.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 161.

  

  ACCUSED OF INDIFFERENCE TO PRAISE.

  

  TO SOPHIA.


  
    ACUTE in later as in earlier days


    Hath ever been the poet’s ear to praise;


    Indifferent to its loudest voice am I,


    And would exchange it for your faintest sigh.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 162.

  

  A COMPLAINT OF INCONSTANCY.


  
    SILLY one! do you think it strange


    That any woman’s heart should change,


    That summer’s hot, that winter’s cold,


    That if you live you will grow old?

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 163.

  

  ST CLAIR.

  

  OCTOBER 5, 1796.


  
    OF all the saints of earth or air


    What saint was ever like St Clair!


    ’Twas she herself who crost my way,


    And thunderstruck me yesterday.


    In simple vest she stood arraid,


    To mortal eyes a mortal maid,


    And in her dexter hand she bore


    A shining mass of shapeless ore.


    My courage, voice, and memory gone,


    I bow’d and kist the magic stone.


    I urged attendance; she complied;


    And now behold us side by side.


    I speak; the country people stare . .


    “The Saxon speaks to empty air.”


    When all but lovers long had slept,


    I tost and tumbled, fretted, wept,


    To Love himself vow’d endless hate,


    Renounced my stars and curst my fate;


    When, lo! in pity to my tears,


    In sleep an angel form appears.


    “Subdue,” she says, “regrets like these,


    We angels vanish when we please.”


    My curtains, starting, I withdrew;


    The Morn appear’d, the Vision flew.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 164.

  

  ON ADMIRAL SIR SIDNEY SMITH.


  
    NO less than either who have borne the name


    Of Sidney, those two Napiers of their time,


    Is thine, who stoodest upon Acca’s mound


    And hurledst thence defiance on the host


    That would have won Byzantion, which remain’d


    The solitary city unsubdued


    By fraud or force, from Afric’s desart sands


    To Zembla’s and Siberia’s frozen sea.


    The vanquisht loved thee for thy generous soul


    And own’d thee worthy to be French almost,


    While England sent thee forth unrecompenst


    To live and die among them.


    Thus it fared


    With Rodney too: but Rodney never walkt


    Amid the wretched to relieve their wants,


    To speak kind words, to press the palsied hand,


    And carry from his own now scanty store


    A portion under a worn cloak . . thou didst


    Therefor be blessings on thee! therefor praise,


    From one who can bestow it, and who deals


    Thrifuly that, and watches for desert.

  


  
    ****
  


  
    ________


    This was related to me by Mr Sandford, who caught him in the fact.{back}

  


  No. 165.

  

  TO A YOUNG LADY.


  
    TRUE, ah too true! the generous breast


    Lies bare to Love and Pain:


    May one alone, the worthier guest,


    Find yours, and there remain.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 166.

  

  TO A MOURNER.


  
    AWAY with tears and sorrows! bid them cease


    To haunt the lofty mansions of thy soul!


    Shall serpent tongues disturb its heavenly peace?


    Shall puny malice its strong will controul?

  


  
    The purest bosoms of thy native land


    Beat, gentle mourner, to partake thy cares:


    O’er Badon’s springs let Hermes wave his wand


    And Lethe’s waters intermix with theirs.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 167.

  

  ANSWER TO “WHAT DO YOU BELIEVE?”


  
    THIS is my faith. I do believe


    That ladies never would decieve,


    And that the petty fault of Eve


    Is very easy to retrieve.

  


  
    “She lost us immortality.”


    Well, so she might; and what care I?


    Eden and Paradise are nigh


    As ever; you know where and why.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 168.

  

  TO SOUTHEY.


  
    LAUGH, honest Southey! prithee come


    With every laugh thou hast at home;


    But leave there Virtue, lest she sneer


    At one most noble British Peer,


    Who ties fresh tags upon his ermine


    By crying Aye and catching vermin:


    Terror of those, but most the foe


    Of all who think and all who know.


    The passive transferable tool


    Of every knave and every fool


    Whom England’s angry Genius sent


    To glut our hungry Parliament;


    A sworn apprentice who, accurst


    With pale ambition’s feverish thirst,


    Is doomed to labor all he can


    Yet never to be master man.

  


  
    “Such characters, methinks you say,


    We meet by hundreds every day;


    And common dolts and common slaves,


    Distinguisht but by stars or staves,


    Should glitter and go out, exempt


    From all but common men’s contempt,


    The hounds that on their dunghills rot,


    Fawners or snarlers, are forgot;


    But not more speedily than those


    Whose pleasures hang upon their nose.


    Ribbons and garters, these are things


    Often by Ministers and Kings,


    Not over-wise nor over-nice,


    Confer’d on folly and on vice.


    How wide the difference let them see


    ’Twixt these and immortality!”

  


  
    Yes, oftentimes imperial Seine


    Has listened to my early strain.


    Beyond the Rhine, beyond the Rhone,


    My Latian Muse is heard and known:


    On Tiber’s bank, in Arno’s shade,


    I woo’d and won the classic Maid.


    When Spain from base oppression rose,


    I foremost rushed amid her foes.


    Gallicia’s hardy band I led,


    Inspirited, and cloathed, and fed.

  


  
    Homeward I turn: o’er Hatteril’s rocks


    I see my trees, I hear my flocks.


    Where alders mourn’d their fruitless bed,


    A million larches raise the head;


    And from Segovia’s hills remote


    My sheep enrich my neighbor’s cote:


    The wide and easy road I lead


    Where never paced the harnest steed;


    Where scarcely dared the goat look down


    Beneath the fearful mountain’s frown,


    Suspended while the torrent’s spray


    Springs o’er the crags that roll away.


    But Envy’s steps too soon pursue


    The man who hazards schemes so new;


    Who, better fit for Rome and Greece,


    Thinks to be Justice of the Peace!

  


  
    ****
  


  
    ________


    Ridete quidquid est domi cachinnorum. CATULLUS.{back}

  


  No. 169.

  

  GORE-HOUSE LEFT FOR PARIS.


  
    UNDER the lilacs we shall meet no more,


    Nor Alfred’s welcome hail me at the door,


    Nor the brave guardian of the hall contend


    In harsher voice to greet his trusty friend,


    Nor on the banks of Arno or of Seine


    Sure is my hope to bend my steps again;


    But be it surer, Margarite, that Power


    May stil remember many a festive hour,


    More festive when we saw the captive free,


    And clasp afresh the hand held forth by thee.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 170.

  

  OCTOBER 1799.


  
    WHY should sorrow darken over


    Brow by nature so serene?


    Come, those lucid gems uncover,


    Drop those fingers from between.

  


  
    Sadness is my doom as often


    As a sigh escapes from you.


    Let me strengthen, and not soften,


    Heart so tender and so true.

  


  
    It hath spoken: why confess it?


    Those loud sobs have told me thrice.


    I would only not possess it,


    O my love! at such a price.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 171.

  

  THERMOMETER.


  
    IF the Rhætian Alps of old


    Were insufferably cold,


    Colder ten degrees are they


    Since Reade’s * Poems blew that way,


    And those bleak and steril scalps


    Now are call’d the Readian Alps.

  


  
    ****
  


  
    ________


    * John Edmund.

  


  No. 172.

  

  ASKED TO DANCE AT BATH.


  
    IN first position I can stand no longer;


    A time there was when these two calves were stronger


    And could move bravely up and down the Rooms,


    But youthful days evaporate like perfumes.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 173.

  

  IDLENESS.


  
    O IDLENESS! enchanting Idleness!


    The more we have of thee, the more we love thee;


    In this thou art supreme, thou art alone.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 174.

  

  ROSINA.


  
    ’TIS pleasant to behold


    The little leaves unfold


    Day after day, stil pouting at the Sun,


    Until at last they dare


    Lay their pure bosoms bare:


    Of all these flowers I know the sweetest one.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 175.

  

  FIST AND CUDGEL.


  
    IN my opinion, rulers judge ill


    Who interdict the fist and cudgel,


    For in the ring an open set-to


    Is honester than sly stiletto.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 176.

  

  LAURA.


  
    LAURA! the chords of your guitar,


    Strike them too hurriedly, will jar;


    And, Laura, thus my verses too


    Are less melodious rung for you


    Than when they flow from calmer vein,


    And throb with neither joy nor pain.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 177.

  

  ONE LIBIDINOUS AND SPITEFUL.


  
    SO fierce and vengeful who was ever known?


    The very Scorpion of the Torrid Zone.


    Spite had reduced her long ago to dust


    But the best half was found dissolved in lust.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 178.

  

  QUESTION AND ANSWER.


  
    WHY back to verse?


    I love to play


    With children at the close of day.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 179.

  

  TRIPOS.

  

  BY THE AUTHOR OF “DULL ESSAYS,” NAMELY, “IMAGINARY CONVERSATIONS,” ETC.


  I.


  
    GAFFER Lockhart! Gaffer Lockhart!


    Thou no inconvenient block art,


    Tho’ unoil’d and coarse the stone,


    To repass my razor on.

  


  II.


  
    Lockharts who twitch my skirt may feel


    Some day a buffet from my heel,


    Which Nature has thought fit to place


    Exactly level with their face.


    Kind to his cattle, blind or lame,


    Murray will feed them just the same.

  


  III.


  
    Who would have thought the heaviest particle


    That ever sank into an Article,


    Blown by a whiff or two of mine,


    Should cross the Ocean and the Line,


    Sparkle beneath both setting sun


    And rising? Yet all this is done:


    Nay, more: another insect I


    Quicken by electricity.


    My friend the generous Crosse will own


    Life-giving is not his alone.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 180.

  

  TO LAMARTINE.


  
    NOT that the Muse with brow benign


    Looks on the crown which circles thine,


    And points thee out with finger strait


    For great ones to behold more great,


    Do I approach thee, Lamartine,


    First actor in the world’s first scene . .


    For we poor children of the earth


    Grow envious of exalted worth . .


    Nor is it that where Arno flows


    We sought and found the same repose,


    Repose which Dante never knew,


    For foes were many, friends were few;


    Nor that our friendships were the same


    With many a bright enduring name;


    No; but that France, with fond appeal,


    Calls thee to guard her Commonweal;


    And Europe, echoing back her voice,


    Applauds the wisdom of the choice.


    Once, when thy laurel’d head hung low


    Beneath Affliction s heaviest blow,


    A prophetess, not always mad,


    With potent speech thy tears forbad,


    And show’d, beyond where deserts lay,


    The glories of thy future way.


    “Go, Wanderer!” she exclaimed, “go on!


    The cedar-groves of Lebanon


    Cast shadows over other men,


    But thou must into light agen.”


    She spake: the glories she foreknew,


    The virtues half-escaped her view.


    She saw that Man’s true right divine


    (Safe in few hands, but safe in thine)


    Is not to prune the deadly tree,


    But wrench the root of Royalty,


    And sprinkle with black salt the ground,


    Exhausted, and for years unsound.


    Unhoped-for under eastern skies,


    She saw not this fresh dawn arise.


    Europe, now free of kingly fraud,


    Stands up unfettered and unaw’d;


    And soon shall Africa alone


    In her worst wilds that curse bemoan.

  


  
    ****
  


  
    ________


    Lady Hester Stanhope.{back}

  


  No. 181.

  

  ON SOUTHEY’S DEATH.


  
    NOT the last struggles of the Sun


    Precipitated from his golden throne


    Hold darkling mortals in sublime suspence;


    But the calm exod of a man,


    Nearer, but far above, who ran


    The race we run, when Heaven recalls him hence.

  


  
    Thus, O thou pure of mortal taint,


    Thus, O my Southey! poet, sage, and saint,


    Thou after saddest silence art removed:


    What voice in anguish can we raise,


    Or would we, dare we, in thy praise?


    God now does that . . the God thy whole heart loved.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 182.

  

  PITY AND COMPASSION.


  
    LET pity and compassion be outspred,


    Early as prayer, above the boyish head,


    There take full swoop, there find unbroken rest!


    No blessing ever leaves the human breast


    Without returning to it, soon or late,


    And driving back the strides of adverse fate.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 183.

  

  THE TIMID.


  
    MAIDENS are timid; were they bolder


    One’s head had rested on my shoulder,


    And I above her slender neck


    Had breath’d the thoughts I could not speak.


    Breath’d! and what breath! her own! her own!


    Heaven breath’d it in her breast alone.


    There may be . . ah there is!.. a bliss


    Even on our earth, surpassing this:


    He who deserves it, he shall gain it,


    And may he thro’ long life retain it!


    Happiest of mortal men! for he


    May rest upon her constancy.


    But let him know that every day


    The fire now bright will ash away


    Unless the sinking flame be fan’d


    With active and unsparing hand,


    And Love, as once, be ever near


    To catch the sigh and wipe the tear.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 184.

  

  LIFE’S ROMANCE.


  
    LIFE’S torne Romance we thumb throughout the day:


    Cast it aside: ’tis better this be done


    Ere fall between its leaves the dust that none


    Can blow away.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 185.

  

  THE ROYAL FEAST.


  
    ’TWAS at the royal feast for Kars


    By faithful Russia won;


    Seated, if not aside of Mars,


    Aside of Marsis son,

  


  
    Who bears a plume of purest white,


    Which plume he proudly shows


    To guide old chiefs agape for fight,


    But fitter for repose,

  


  
    ’Twas at this royal feast Panmure


    His portly paunch displaid . .


    “But art thou very, very sure?”


    The baldpate patron said.

  


  
    “Ay, sixteen thousand,” quoth Milord,


    “Surrendered to our Tzar,


    Enforced by Famine: now the sword


    Methinks is sick of war.”

  


  
    “Then,” quoth the Mars-born, “we will ask


    Our master in the north


    What (may it please him!) such a task


    Perform’d for him is worth.”

  


  
    Assure him it is our intent


    For ever to go on so:


    Odessa shows him how we meant


    To please him and Woronzow.

  


  
    Napier, than whom no seaman braver


    Hath scourged the Baltic coast,


    Threatens his city; we will save her:


    Gunboats! yes; four at most.

  


  
    Say we have daughters growing up


    Who like such pretty things


    As jewels, and should never stoop


    Below the rank of kings.

  


  
    Panmure, be ready with thy tongue,


    Be ready with thy pen,


    Else we may see the world go wrong


    And Kars the Turk’s agen.

  


  
    Tell Palmerston he may, if wise,


    Our firm support rely on.


    Say he may praise above the skies


    But must pull down that Guyon.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 186.

  

  ENGLAND! WELL DONE!


  
    ENGLAND! well done! you strike at last,


    And no false German holds you fast.


    What say Balmoral and Berlin


    When, spite of them, you thus begin?


    Perhaps they say you go too far,


    And wound all princes thro’ the Tzar.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 187.

  

  TWICE TEN YEARS.


  
    I WAS not young when first I met


    That graceful mien, that placid brow:


    Ah! twice ten years have past, and yet


    Near these I am not older now.

  


  
    Happy how many have been made


    Who gazed upon your sunny smile!


    I sate as happy in the shade


    To hear the voice that could beguile.

  


  
    My sorrow for whate’er I left


    In bright Ansonia, land of song,


    And felt my breast not quite bereft


    Of those home joys cast down so long.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 188.

  

  THE LOST JEWEL.


  
    THE jewel that is absent from the ring


    We, after long entreaty, may supply;


    But who, infolded in his breast, shall bring


    A word once fallen, a long wanting sigh?

  


  
    Such word, such sigh, as must perforce have burst


    From him who placed it or who saw it placed,


    And lookt between those eyelashes when first


    A tender smile his little gift had graced.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 189.

  

  THE ROYAL BEAGLES.


  
    WHERE are the royal beagles so high-fed?


    The grated cart shakes them from side to side,


    Protruding with stretcht neck the sweating tongue:


    Open it; take them by the scuff, and toss


    The creatures into kennel: let them bark,


    And stand upright against the bolted door


    All day, and howl all night.


    O Politics!


    Can no man touch ye but his hand must stink


    His whole life thro’? must sound become unsound


    In your inclosure?


    O ye busy mites


    That live within our cheese, and fatten there,


    And seem its substance, must ye feel the keen


    And searching air, and thus be swept away!


    The scullery and sink receive ye, sent


    Race after race; and yet ye will outlast


    Sesostris and Osiris, girded round


    By guards of obelisks and pyramids;


    Your generations numberless, your food


    Man’s corrupt nature, man’s corroded heart,


    Man’s liquified and unsubstantial brain.


    Yea, while the world rolls on, unfelt to roll,


    There will be Greys and Stanleys round its core.


    Divested of their marrow and their nerve,


    Gigantic forms lie underneath our feet


    Without our knowing it: we pass, repass,


    And only stop, and then stop listlessly,


    Or idly curious, when some scient hand


    Unearths and holds huge bones before our eyes,


    And says, “Ye trampled on them, silly clowns!


    Now they may teach you somewhat; try to learn.”


    Meanwhile the meadow hums with insect sounds,


    And gilded backs and wings o’ertop the grass,


    And, cap in hand, and over bog and briar,


    Men run to catch them. Such are prized, and cased


    In secret cabinet for royal use.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 190.

  

  ON THE DUKE OF DEVONSHIRE TURNING THE TZAR’S PORTRAIT AGAINST THE WALL AT CHATSWORTH.


  
    WONDER not, stranger, coming from the dome


    Where Nature in her beauty sits enthroned,


    To find that Virtue exiles from her home


    Him at whose feet whole nations long have groaned.

  


  
    Wonder not that the tyrant’s painted mask


    Is turn’d against the wall: his generous host


    Knew not the traitor . . Fount of Truth! we ask


    In fear if such example must be lost

  


  
    In other palaces, in higher seats,


    Whose floor erewhile the smooth barbarian trod,


    The heart of Cavendish this verse repeats,


    “An honest man’s the noblest work of God.”

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 191.

  

  TO TIME, ON CH. NAPIER.


  
    TIME! seated on thy hoary rock,


    Let Ages o’er thee roll,


    Their shifting movements calmly mock,


    Above such weak controll.

  


  
    Yet thou art mortal; men there are


    Immortal; they from heaven


    Look down on thee, and little care


    What scars thy wrath has given.

  


  
    With healing on thy wings, O Time,


    To these shalt thou descend,


    And lift them o’er that mound sublime


    Where earth and heaven blend.

  


  
    Rise, Napier! thou art call’d away


    By him who hears my call,


    By him whom all for once obey,


    Beyond that once not all.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 192.

  

  THE CRIMEAN HEROES.


  
    HAIL, ye indomitable heroes, hail!


    Despite of all your generals ye prevail.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 193.

  

  OBSERVING A VULGAR NAME ON THE PLINTH OF AN ANCIENT STATUE.


  
    BARBARIANS must we always be?


    Wild hunters in pursuit of fame?


    Must there be nowhere stone or tree


    Ungasht with some ignoble name?


    O Venus! in thy Tuscan dome


    May every God watch over thee!


    Apollo! bend thy bow o’er Rome


    And guard thy sister’s chastity.


    Let Britons paint their bodies blue


    As formerly, but touch not you.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 194.

  

  RELIEF AT THE CRIMEA.


  
    FLANNEL, and potted meat, and rum,


    Before the dog-days will have come


    In Ellesmere’s expected yacht . .


    I know but one event like that.


    Here is my story . . I remember


    About the middle of December


    Ice fringed the Arno, crisp and clear,


    And upon shallow pools might bear.


    A gentleman from Tipperary,


    Alert as he is wise and wary,


    Wrote home for skates: one fine May morn


    The skates he wrote for reach Leghorn.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 195.

  

  TO THE EMPEROR.


  
    NOW thou hast left this friendly shore,


    And civic shouts are heard no more,


    Crisping afar the pliant wave


    That bore the beauteous with the brave . .


    Aloof from others here I stand


    Erect upon my native land.


    Napoleon! never came I near


    The courtly train while thou wert here,


    Nor sought the depths of that calm eye


    To me once friendly: hear me why.


    No, hear not me, but Rome; and there


    Look on the broken curule chair.


    Above its fragments sits elate


    A priest! o’er all that once was great.


    We grieve it gone, but grieve far more


    To lose what one man could restore.


    Whatever country be our home,


    We had one nurse, and she was Rome.


    The past is past, but may return,


    And wisdom yet more wisdom learn.


    Power is unstable, Truth is not;


    Be both, for Europe’s sake, thy lot!


    Tell Justice to outspread her wings


    And cool the crazy heads of kings:


    Her balance may be now restored


    By throwing in the Gallic sword.


    Thy future glory let it be


    To serve the good and rule the free.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 196.

  

  TO PRINCE ADAM CZARTORISKI.


  
    THE house of mourning in a foren land


    I have no privilege to enter now;


    When all were happy there, I entered it,


    A not unhonored nor ungrateful guest.


    By bad men hated and by good beloved,


    I have lived on, not unconcern’d, amid


    The struggles and uprisings of our world,


    The shattered hopes of nations, which their God


    Calls with his trumpet to unite again,


    And to embody in more glorious form.


    I panted to be present on that day,


    And may yet see it.


    Down, usurpers, down


    Ye perjurers, ye blasphemers! Down, false Gods,


    Who made earth hell! in hell be now adored.


    One like yourselves shall smite you, that the blow


    May fall the heavier on your abject heads.


    Shalt not thou, Czartoriski, live to see


    The justice thy beloved land implores


    Of those her valor rescued from the sword?


    Perhaps thou mayest not; for years and cares


    Have weigh’d upon thee sorely: but whoe’er


    Hath lived as thou hast lived may look behind


    And hear the plaudits of a noble race


    Bursting thro’ light and darkness from afar.


    Is there no solace in the gentle voice


    Of that brave man whose brow was gasht with swords,


    But before sword or scepter never bent?


    The shameless were ashamed: his prison-door


    Flew open: he went forth, and breath’d free air


    In other lands than those which celebrate


    His natal day in sadness and despair.


    To such Death’s portal opens not in gloom,


    But its pure chrystal hinged on solid gold


    Shows avenues interminable, shows


    Amaranth and palm, quivering in sweet accord


    Of human mingled with angelic song.

  


  
    ****
  


  
    ________


    Kosciusco.{back}

  


  No. 197.

  

  HYPOCRICY WHY HATED.


  
    THERE’S no hypocricy in being civil


    Even to one you wish were at the devil.


    It is not that you hate it, but you hate


    (Dont you?) the man for somewhat good or great.


    Half, more than half, the honest I have known


    Feel at the heart the truth they dare not own.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 198.

  

  A GIFT OF POEMS.


  
    SEND me such poems as a treat!


    By Jupiter! I’d rather eat


    A mangy fox or Cheshire cheese,


    Or any ordure that you please.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 199.

  

  NELSON, COLLINGWOOD, AND PELLEW.


  
    FEW have been better, braver none have been,


    Than Nelson: iron were his will and power


    With man, with woman flexible as gold.


    Who are the twain aside him who support


    His steps? Two greater even than himself,


    More virtuous, nor less valiant. Years and years


    This toil’d upon the waves, nor rested he


    His weary feet on his domestic hearth,


    Nor felt the embraces of a tender brood


    Or wife the cherisht of his youthful days:


    And that, with countenance as firmly mild,


    Shared nearly the same lot; but more than once


    He claspt his blooming offspring to his breast


    Then sprang afloat.


    Our annals may record


    Actions more glorious than whatever shone


    On other lands and other seas: not Blake’s,


    Not even Blake’s, inspired by God himself,


    Displayed more active, more intrepid skill,


    More calm decision than was thine, Pellew!


    Deliverer of all nations that the world


    Bemoan’d as helpless, hopeless, in Algiers.


    France came and strode across the shattered walls


    And waved her flag above them, and stil waves,


    Regardless of her vows: but when were oaths


    Regarded by her? even with herself?


    The Frank of old was free in wood and swamp,


    The Arab in his desert: now alike


    They share the chain; one proud to see it shine,


    The other biting it with frantic tooth


    Til burnt alive for such fierce contumacy.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 200.

  

  THE BIBLE.


  
    THE Bible is the Earth; and we begin


    To learn a little of what lies within.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 201.

  

  SYMPATHY.


  
    WHEN our eyes melt not with another’s woes


    Methinks ’tis time they should for ever close.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 202.

  

  TO SOUTHEY.


  
    AH Southey! how we stumble on thro’ life


    Among the broken images of dreams,


    Not one of them to be rais’d up agen!

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 203.

  

  WHO ARE THE BEST LABORERS?


  
    YOU in good blinkers can see nothing shocking,


    I shy and start before a crimson stocking;


    I think what dippings and how deep have died


    Those courtly trappings of unchristian pride;


    Then, looking into the next field, percieve


    Men work the better for less width of sleeve.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 204.

  

  FRIENDSHIP.


  
    THERE is a flame that flickers over us,


    Paler, yet not unlike the flame of love:


    It never burns the hand: below the urn


    That holds it, FRIENDSHIP is the word I read.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 205.

  

  TO ONE UNEQUALLY MATCHED.


  
    BEAR it, O matcht unequally, you must,


    And in your strength and virtue firmly trust.


    The Power that rules our destinies decreed


    One heart should harden and another bleed.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 206.

  

  FAULTS ACKNOWLEDGED.


  
    THE soft I own to; then of fun


    I must acknowledge I have none,


    And am the only man that ever


    Doubted if he, in wit, was clever.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 207.

  

  SERMONI PROPIORA.


  
    LITTLE do they who glibly talk of verse


    Know what they talk about, and what is worse,


    Think they are judges if they dare to pass


    Sentence on higher heads.


    The mule and ass


    Know who have made them what they are, and heed


    From far the neighing of the generous steed.


    Gell, Drummond, Hare, and wise and witty Ward


    Knew at first sight and sound the genuine bard,


    But the street hackneys, fed on nosebag bran,


    Assail the poet and defame the man.


    Let them but try to write as good a line


    As that, however bad, which they malign,


    And tho’ their life upon the task were spent,


    Scarce would that life accomplish that intent.


    I never was too bashful, yet have stood


    Low in the shadow of the Delphic wood,


    While Bobus, older than myself, four years,


    Sat with the Muse’s first-created peers,


    The high Choregus of the classic song


    To whom alone all ancient lyres belong,


    To whom from Dirce’s rock came Pindar down


    And proud Lucretius held his fresher crown.

  


  
    ****
  


  
    ________


    Lord Dudley and Ward.{back}


    Robert Smith.{back}

  


  No. 208.

  

  SINGING BIRDS.


  
    MERLE! cushat! mavis! when but young


    More vulgar names from mother tongue


    Often and often, much I fear,


    Have wounded your too patient ear,


    Before our dame, old Poesie,


    Took me and held me on her knee,


    “Woodpigeon dear!” I may have said,


    Hearing you coo above my head,


    And “Speckled thrush! let that poor worm


    Creep safely thro’ the rain and storm.


    Blackbird! unless it tires you, stay


    And sing me one more song to-day.”


    Ye listened then; and each one did


    (Except the thrush) as he was bid.


    I doubt if now ye sing so well


    In your fine names; but who can tell?

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 209.

  

  THE THREE ROSES.


  
    WHEN the buds began to burst,


    Long ago, with Rose the First


    I was walking; joyous then


    Far above all other men,


    Til before us up there stood


    Britonferry’s oaken wood,


    Whispering “Happy as thou art,


    Happiness and thou must part.”


    Many summers have gone by


    Since a Second Rose and I


    (Rose from that same stem) have told


    This and other tales of old.


    She upon her wedding-day


    Carried home my tenderest lay;


    From her lap I now have heard


    Gleeful, chirping, Rose the Third.


    Not for her this hand of mine


    Rhyme with nuptial wreath shall twine;


    Cold and torpid it must lie,


    Mute the tongue, and closed the eye.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 210.

  

  SCRAPES AND MALADIES.


  
    THE scrapes of youth and maladies of age


    In Life’s account-book blur how many a page.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 211.

  

  LIFE HURRIES BY.


  
    LIFE hurries by, and who can stay


    One winged Hour upon her way?


    The broken trellis then restore


    And train the woodbine round the door.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 212.

  

  ANOTHER AGE.


  
    COME, Dante! virtuous, sage, and bold,


    Come, look into that miry fold;


    Foxes and wolves lie there asleep,


    O’ergorged; and men but wake to weep;


    Come, Saints and Virgins! whose one tomb


    Is Rome’s parental catacomb;


    Above where once ye bled, there now


    Foul breath blows blushes from the brow


    Of maidens, whipt until they fall


    To feed the plump confessional.


    O earlier shades! not less revered!


    In your Elysium ye have heard


    No tale so sad, no tale so true,


    None so incredible to you.


    Gloomy as droops the present day,


    And Hope is chill’d and shrinks away,


    Another age perhaps may see


    Freedom raise up dead Italy.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 213.

  

  WHAT SIGHS DO.


  
    EACH year bears something from us as it flies,


    We only blow it farther with our sighs.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 214.

  

  ON FREEDOM.


  
    LET Freedom on thy breast descend,


    O Earth! and love thy truest friend,


    For wayward as his flights may be,


    He never was unkind to thee.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 215.

  

  THE LAST GIFT.


  
    THE shadows deepen round me; take


    I will not say my last adieu,


    But, this faint verse; and for my sake


    Keep the last line I trace for you.

  


  
    The years that lightly touch your head,


    Nor steal away nor change one hair,


    Press upon mine with heavy tread


    And leave but barren laurels there.

  


  
    Another year I may not see,


    I may not all I hope in this,


    Recieve then on your brow from me


    And give Rosina’s lips the kiss.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 216.

  

  THE DEATH IN PARIS

  

  OF JANE SOPHIA, COUNTESS DE MOLANDÈ.


  
    TEARS! are they tears indeed?


    And can the dead heart bleed?


    Suffering so long, so much,


    O heart! I thought no touch


    Of pain could reach thee more!


    Alas! the thought is o’er.


    I will wipe off the tear


    That falls not on her bier


    Who would have wept o’er mine.


    Ah me! that form divine


    Above my reach must rest


    And make the blest more blest.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 217.

  

  WHERE ARE THE BRAVE?


  
    WHERE are the brave?


    With God: for Earth gives up


    All who would circulate the social cup


    Of sober freedom.


    What men have chain’d down


    Italians, Poles, Hungarians?


    What? Our own.


    Blush, honest England! thy embroidered knaves


    Have forged the links that despots drill on slaves.


    Ah England! art thou honest? but for thee


    Man had been manly, Europe had been free.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 218.

  

  GOLDSMITH AND GRAY.


  
    SWEET odors and bright colors swiftly pass,


    Swiftly as breath upon a looking-glass.


    Byron, the schoolgirl’s pet, has lived his day,


    And the tall maypole scarce remembers May.


    Thou, Nature, bloomest in perennial youth . .


    Two only are eternal . . thou and Truth.


    Who walks not with thee thro’ the dim Churchyard?


    Who wanders not with Erin’s wandering bard?


    Who sits not down with Auburn’s pastor mild


    To take upon his knee the shyest child?


    These in all hearts will find a kindred place,


    And live the last of our poetic race.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 219.

  

  A FOX IN A CRADLE.


  
    A FOX, to Castlecombe pursued


    From Badmington, thro’ down and wood,


    In a child’s cradle took his place


    And lay there like a babe of Grace.


    Ah babes of Grace! beware lest you


    Be come about by foxes too.


    There are some black ones at their holes


    Who lick their lips for you, poor souls!


    I sniff the scent; I hear the sign


    In Wilberforce’s distant whine.


    Let your old nurses tuck you tight,


    Or they will share your sheets at night.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 220.

  

  WHERE ARE SIGHS?


  
    UNLESS my senses are more dull


    Sighs are become less plentiful.


    Where are they all? these many years


    Only my own have reacht my ears.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 221.

  

  GIBBON.


  
    GIBBON! if sterner patriots than thyself


    With firmer foot have stampt our English soil;


    If Poesy stood high above thy reach,


    She stood with only one on either hand


    Upon the cliffs of Albion tall and strong:


    Meanwhile gregarious songsters trampt around


    On plashy meadow-land, mid noisome flowers


    Sprung from the rankness of flush city-drains.


    In other regions graver History


    Meets her own Muse; nor walk they far below.


    The rivulets and mountain-rills of Greece


    Will have dried up while Avon stil runs on;


    And those four rivers freshening Paradise


    Gush yet, tho’ Paradise had long been lost


    Had not one man restored it; he was ours.


    Not song alone detain’d him, tho’ the song


    Came from the lips of Angels upon his,


    But strenuous action when his country call’d


    Drew him from those old groves and that repose


    In which the enchantress Italy lulls all.


    No Delphic laurel’s trembling glimmery leaves


    Checkered thy gravel-walk; ’twas evener ground,


    Altho’ mid shafts and cornices o’ergrown


    With nettles, and palatial caverns choakt


    With rubbish from obliterated names.


    There are who blame thee for too stately step


    And words resounding from inflated cheek.


    Words have their proper places, just like men.


    I listen to, nor venture to reprove,


    Large language swelling under gilded domes,


    Byzantine, Syrian, Persepolitan,


    Or where the world’s drunk master lay in dust.


    Fabricius heard and spake another tongue,


    And such the calm Cornelia taught her boys,


    Such Scipio, Cæsar, Tullius, marshaling,


    Cimber and wilder Scot were humanized,


    And, far as flew the Eagles, all was Rome.


    Thou lookedst down complacently where brawl’d


    The vulgar factions that infest our streets,


    And turnedst the black vizor into glass


    Thro’ which men saw the murderer and the cheat


    In diadem and cowl. Erectly stood,


    After like work with fiercer hand perform’d,


    Milton, as Adam pure, as Michael strong,


    When brave Britannia struck her bravest blow,


    When monstrous forms, half-reptile and half-man,


    Snatcht up the hissing snakes from off Hell’s floor


    And flung them with blind fury at her crest.


    Two valiant men sprang up, of equal force,


    Protector and Defender each alike.


    Milton amid the bitter sleet drove on,


    Shieldbearer to the statelier one who struck


    That deadly blow which saved our prostrate sires


    And gave them (short the space!) to breathe once more.


    History hath beheld no pile ascend


    So lofty, large, symmetrical, as thine,


    Since proud Patavium gave Rome’s earlier chiefs


    To shine again in virtues and in arms.


    Another rises from the couch of pain,


    Wounded, and worne with service and with years,


    To share fraternal glory, and ward off


    (Alas, to mortal hand what vain essay!)


    The shafts of Envy.


    May Thucydides,


    Recalled to life among us, close his page


    Ere come the Pestilence, ere come the shame


    Of impotent and Syracusan war!


    Lately (how strange the vision!) o’er my sleep


    War stole, in bandages untinged with wounds,


    Wheezing and limping on fat nurse’s arm


    To take a draught of air before the tent,


    And, for each step too fast or wide, rebuked.


    Peace stood with folded arms nor ventured near,


    But Scorn ran closer, and a shout went up


    From north and south above the Euxine wave.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 222.

  

  THE DESCENT OF ORPHEUS.


  
    THE shell assuaged his sorrow: thee he sang,


    Sweet wife! thee with him on the shore alone,


    At rising dawn, at parting day, sang thee.


    The mouths of Tænarus, the gates of Dis,


    Groves dark with dread, he entered; he approacht


    The Manes and their awful king, and hearts


    That knew not pity yet for human prayer.


    Rous’d at his song, the shades of Erebus


    Rose from their lowest, most remote abodes,


    Faint shades, and empty semblances of life,


    Numberless as from woodland wilds the birds


    That wintery evening drives or mountain storm:


    Mothers and husbands, unsubstantial crests


    Of high-soul’d heroes, boys, unwedded maids,


    And youths swept off before their parents’ eyes.


    The deep black oose and rough unsightly reed


    Of slow Cocytusis unyielding pool,


    And Styx confines them, flowing ninefold round.


    The halls and inmost Tartarus of Death,


    And (the blue adders twisting in their hair)


    The Furies were astounded.


    On he stept,


    And Cerberus held agape his triple jaws;


    On stept the bard . . Ixion’s wheel stood still.


    Now, past all peril, free was his return,


    And now was hastening into upper air


    Eurydice, when sudden madness siezed


    The incautious lover; pardonable fault,


    If they below could pardon: on the verge


    Of light he stood, and on Eurydice


    (Mindless of fate, alas! and soul-subdued)


    Lookt back.


    There, Orpheus! Orpheus! there was all


    Thy labor shed, there burst the Dynast’s bond,


    And thrice arose that rumor from the lake.


    “Ah what!” she cried, “what madness hath undone


    Me! and, ah wretched! thee, my Orpheus too!


    For lo! the cruel Fates recall me now;


    Chill slumbers press my swimming eyes . . Farewell!


    Night rolls intense around me as I spread


    My helpless arms . . thine, thine no more . . to thee.”


    She spake, and, like a vapour, into air


    Flew, nor beheld him as he claspt the void


    And sought to speak; in vain; the ferry-guard


    Now would not row him o’er the lake again,


    His wife twice lost, what could he? whither go?


    What chaunt, what wailing, move the Powers of Hell?


    Cold in the Stygian bark and lone was she.


    Beneath a rock o’er Strymon’s flood on high,


    Seven months, seven long-continued months, ’tis said,


    He breath’d his sorrows in a desert cave,


    And sooth’d the tiger, moved the oak, with song.


    So Philomela mid the poplar shade


    Bemoans her captive brood: the cruel hind


    Saw them unplumed and took them: but all night


    Grieves she, and, sitting on the bough, runs o’er


    Her wretched tale, and fills the woods with woe.

  


  
    ****
  


  
    ________


    Virgil says in one place, that the conditions were imposed by Proserpine; in another, by Pluto. This is a fault, however it may be explained; it would be were it only a redundancy. Then, “scirent si ignoscere Manes.” Now the Manes were so placable that a little milk and honey was thought sufficient. Beside, they had no right to meddle with a contract by their superiors. Beattie talks with much the same critical skill on it as on the conclusion of the sixth book of the Eneid, not suspecting that Virgil could be liable to an oversight.


    Thirdly, Proteus relates the whole conduct of Orpheus in the world below, of which he could know nothing; but speaks from report alone when he describes his sufferings in Thrace, which, from his wide maritime range and extraordinary cleverness, he might have known exactly. He ceases on a sudden to be refractory and contumacious, and becomes tender and compassionate, forgetting that Aristæus came to consult him about the loss of his bees, and not about the loss of another man’s wife.


    Fourthly, It is strange that the women of Thrace should think themselves despised, and should punish this imaginary contempt so severely, when Orpheus had lost his wife no longer than seven months. After all, it was only a gossip’s tale that he grieved so long. Seven months is no inordinate season for mourning, ex ordine.


    Fifthly, Where did he sooth the tiger? Tigers had gone southward of Thrace before his time.


    The story of Orpheus and Eurydice is a beautiful excrescence, like a misleto on an apple-tree, or the tuft of moss that comes after the roses.


    And now a few words on the translaters. They represent the nightingale as sitting on a bough. Naturally she did so: but here she was sitting on the bough from which her young were taken.


    It is curious that the close of the Georgics should contain, in the part most generally admired, almost the only inharmonious verse in this exquisitely musical and truly great poet.


    Observans nido impluraes detraxit,


    is not merely prosaic.


    We may take any liberty with a contemporary; we may jump into the judgment-seat with heavy and creaking and dirty boots on, and cite the noblest before us, bidding him to hold up his hand; but we are chop-fallen in the presence of Antiquity. Else I would venture to suggest that Pervigilans might relieve the heaviness of the line, and express that the birdcatcher had bided his time, and had been watching for it. Nobody seems to ask what good it would do him to take away birds unfledged, when certainly he could not bring them up. Those who have never been in Italy may be ignorant that callow birds, nightingales among others, are brought to market and thought to be delicacies. All in that state are palatable alike, or nearly so; the swallow, the cuckoo, the hawk, the owl. Even foxes, while they have tasted nothing but the mother’s milk, are sought for. Once when I was entering the Porta del Popolo at Rome, a young shepherd was waiting for the doganier to fix the price of importation on two foxes, about the size of rabbits, which he was carrying on his shoulder. He offered them to me. Eccellenza! ecco qualchecosa da stordire. My reply was, that they were too exquisite for Excellences, and worthy of Eminences. Gli porterò a’ medesimi, said he, arranging them afresh on his shoulder. I asked the gate-keeper whether they really were good: he said, Buonissimi per quegli chi hanno da spendere. Very good, for those who can afford to buy them: adding that, when they grow much older they are worth little but for the skin, and require a good deal of vinegar and garlic.

  


  No. 223.

  

  PROMISE.


  
    I MAY not add to youth’s brief days


    Nor bid the fleeting hours stand still;


    No, Rose; but I can waft your praise


    To distant ages, and I will.


    Forgotten be my name if yours


    In its fresh purity endures.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 224.

  

  WHAT IS DEPLORABLE.


  
    IT is deplorable to fear an enemy,


    But more deplorable to fear a friend,


    As wicked men must do, and good men may.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 225.

  

  AN ALABASTER HAND

  

  PRESENTED BY LORD ELGIN.


  
    HE who, rais’d high o’er war’s turmoils,


    Rescued from Time his richest spoils,


    Had laid them at thy feet, O Rose!


    But Britain cried, To me belong


    Trophies beneath whose shadows sung


    The choir of Pallas where Ilissus flows.

  


  
    Of purest alabaster, well


    Expressing what our speech would tell,


    Beauteous, but somewhat less divine


    Than Pheidias, taught by Pallas, plan’d,


    Elgin presents the only hand


    That throbs not at the slightest touch of thine.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 226.

  

  THE STERN BROW.


  
    YOU say my brow is stern and yet my smile


    (When I do smile) is sweet.


    Seldom, ah seldom so! ’tis only while


    None see us when we meet.

  


  
    It is your smile, Ianthe, and not mine,


    Altho’ upon my lips;


    Your’s brought it thither; its pale rays decline


    Too soon in sad eclipse.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 227.

  

  THE IMMOVABLE POWER.


  
    THERE is a power, itself immovable,


    Which makes the worlds around it move and shine,


    O thou, of God’s bright ministers most lovable,


    Such power and station in this world are thine.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 228.

  

  IGNORANCE OF BOTANY.


  
    I HARDLY know one flower that grows


    On my small garden plot;


    Perhaps I may have seen a Rose


    And said, Forget-me-not.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 229.

  

  MILITARY MERIT REWARDED.


  
    WORTH is rewarded, even here,


    With praises; nor is this all:


    Havelock wins fivescore pounds a year,


    And Guyon . . a dismissal.

  


  
    But Napier, who on many a day


    Perform’d the foremost part,


    And fill’d the murderers with dismay . .


    He won . . a broken heart.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 230.

  

  ON ONE IN ILLNESS.


  
    HEALTH, strength, and beauty, who would not resign,


    And be neglected by the world, if you


    Round his faint neck your loving arms would twine,


    And bathe his aching brow with pity’s dew?

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 231.

  

  LA PENSIEROSA.


  
    IT is not envy, it is fear


    Impels me, while I write, to say


    When Poesy invites, forbear


    Sometimes to walk her tempting way;


    Readier is she to swell the tear


    Than its sharp tinglings to allay.

  


  
    To our first loves we oft return


    When years, that smoothe our path, are past,


    And wish again the incense-urn


    Its flickering flame once more to cast


    On paler brows, until the bourn


    Is reacht where we may rest at last.

  


  
    Are there no stories fit for song


    And fit for maiden lips to sing?


    To you, O Rose, they all belong,


    About your knee they fondly cling,


    They love the accents of your tongue,


    They seek the shadow of your wing.

  


  
    Ah! let the Hours be blythe and free,


    With Hope for ever at their side,


    And let the Muses chaunt a glee


    Of pleasures that await the bride,


    Of sunny life’s untroubled sea,


    Smooth sands and gently-swelling tide.

  


  
    A time will come when steps are slow


    And apt on ancient scenes to rest,


    When life hath lost its former glow


    And, one by one, your shrinking breast


    Hath dropt the flowers refreshing so


    That mansion of the truly blest.

  


  
    Then, nor til then, in spring go forth


    The graves of waiting friends to see:


    It would be pleasant to my earth


    To know your step, if that might be:


    A bayleaf is above my worth,


    A daisy is enough for me.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 232.

  

  ON THE TZAR.


  
    PEACE! fly to Heaven; and, righteous war! come down.


    Europe sits trembling at a despot’s frown.


    O’er provinces and realms behold him stride!


    And seas of blood alone can quench his pride.


    Strike, valiant arm, impatient of disgrace,


    And let him die the death of half his race!

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 233.

  

  RISTORMEL.


  
    SUMMER is come, and must I never see


    Thro’ its dense leaves, Ristormel, aught of thee?


    Never the time-defying castlewall,


    The fragil bridge, the sparkling waterfall?


    Ah there are other sights, how far more dear


    Than castle, bridge, or river swift and clear,


    Or that green meadow, or that dim retreat


    Under the oaks, or that broad garden-seat,


    Where thoughts were many and where words were few . .


    Must I, Ristormel, bid all these adieu?


    Above the river’s ever-restless flow


    I hear one soothing voice; it whispers no.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 234.

  

  TO MANIN IN HEAVEN.


  
    MANIN! thy country mourns thee; but afar


    Shines o’er the Adrian sea thy cloudless star,


    And every child throughout the land to thee


    At rising sun and setting, bends the knee.


    To thy pure soul ten thousand altars bear


    Each a thanksgiving sigh and hopeful prayer.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 235.

  

  THE ALBUM OPENED.


  
    JUST as opposite in merit


    As in place these lines you see.


    She has pathos, she has spirit,


    Naught but what she gave has he.

  


  
    Never image springs without her,


    Rose comes first, and last comes Rose,


    And the chaff he throws about her


    Her bright amber-drops inclose.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 236.

  

  THE ALBUM CLOSED.


  
    I NEVER thought to see thee end in blanks


    So soon, O cherisht book!


    Return to her who fill’d a few, with thanks


    Upon thy sadden’d look:

  


  
    Bid her in these or other lands be blest


    With health and love and peace:


    Devoting thus one vacant page, we rest . .


    For here our wishes cease.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 237.

  

  TO SIR HENRY STRACHEY.


  
    STRACHEY! now may’st thou praise thy God


    That thy tired feet long since retrod


    Thy ancient hall, thy native fields,


    And spurn’d the wealth that India yields.


    Millions were grateful for thy care,


    For wrong redrest and guilt laid bare:


    Short-lived is Gratitude, of all


    The Virtues first to faint and fall.


    That court where thy tribunal stood


    Is dyed and drencht with British blood.


    Mothers and infants lie around


    Hewn piecemeal: but from one worse wound


    Brave husbands save a fond chaste breast,


    Pierce it, and there again find rest.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 238.

  

  THE PRINCE OF LEININGEN.

  

  MURDERED OCTOBER 6, 1849, BY THE AUSTRIAN.


  
    AMONG the foremost of Earth’s freeborn men


    Hungarians stil bemoan thee, Leiningen!


    Even England, fallen from her high estate,


    Beholds, tho’ dimly, the sublimely great.


    She hugged too fondly her distorted sons,


    Castlereas, Cannings, Russells, Palmerstons:


    No more asleep or drunk, she marks afar


    Deserted Guyon o’er the Raglan star,


    And blesses Kossuth’s Demosthenic tongue,


    Dividing true from false, and right from wrong.


    O could thy spirit fly across the sea,


    And those who boast thy blood resemble thee.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 239.

  

  ON THE EARTHQUAKE AT ST SAUVEUR AND BIARITZ THE NIGHT OF THE EMPEROR’S ARRIVAL.


  
    THE mountains bow’d and trembled as he came,


    Shall not Earth’s man-gorged monsters do the same?

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 240.

  

  TO ARTHUR WALKER,

  

  NEPHEW OF SIR BALDWIN.


  
    SOLDIER and Saint! go forth. A groan of pain


    Draws unavailing Pity from the slain:


    She points before thee where, on either hand,


    Angels of mercy, mortal angels, stand.


    Go, Arthur! Friends will weep; but sternest Pride


    May shed some tears, some few, he would not hide.


    The path of danger ever was thy path:


    God’s children heed not Man’s unmanly wrath.


    He call’d thee forth and led thee unapall’d


    Where Pestilence smote cities, vainly wall’d:


    May He who rules the tempest, O may He


    Protect and guide thee on the Euxine Sea!

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 241.

  

  TO THE AUTHOR OF “THE PLAINT OF FREEDOM.”


  
    PRAISER of Milton! worthy of his praise!


    How shall I name thee? art thou yet unnamed?


    While verses flourish hanging overhead


    In looser tendrils than stern husbandry


    May well approve, on thee shall none descend?


    At Milton’s hallowed name thy hymn august


    Sounds as the largest bell from minster-tower.


    I ponder; and in time may dare to praise;


    Milton had done it; Milton would have graspt


    Thy hand amid his darkness, and with more


    Impatient pertinacity because


    He heard the voice and could not see the face.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 242.

  

  TO CAROLINE CHISHOLM.


  
    HOW little have the powerful of the earth


    Aided in raising up God’s image, marred


    In falling, and from age to age trod down!


    Crowns have but crusht it; shepherds and their flocks


    Only the more defiled it; Laws have buzzed


    Perplexing round about; before the prance


    Of War they cowered awhile, then seized his hand,


    And, running at his side, took half the spoil.


    Europe and Asia rais’d Gods over Gods,


    Men over men; but gentle brotherhood


    They never knew. Our iland sent beyond


    The Atlantic wave some stubborn hearts, unmoved


    By pity, and intolerant of tears.


    One after sent she forth of milder mien,


    And Peace and Justice were the counselers


    On right and left of that sage patriarch:


    Brave was the sire, but braver was the son,


    Founder of states to live when Europe dies.


    Greater than he comes one whom never gain


    Attracted, never sanguinary field


    Delighted, never idle peace allured


    From earnest duty: thro’ remoter seas


    Her vessel sails . . her vessel? Yes, that helm


    A woman guides . . but One above guides her.


    Chisholm! of all the ages that have roll’d


    Around this rolling globe, what age hath seen


    Such arduous, such heaven-guided enterprise


    As thine? Crime flies before thee, and the shores


    Of Austral Asia, lustrated by thee,


    Collect no longer the putrescent weeds


    Of Europe, cast by senates to infect


    The only unpolluted continent.


    Thither hast thou conducted honest toil


    Fainting of hunger on the wealthy street,


    Thither the maiden in whose pallid face


    Lust thought he saw his victim, but could raise


    Only one blush and one indignant tear.


    These, these hast thou watcht over, nor hast lookt


    Beyond, where Glory sits awaiting thee;


    Nor wouldst thou hear with any fresh delight,


    What sages in their histories will record,


    That the most potent empire of the earth


    Was planted, some five centuries before,


    Under God’s guidance by his Chisholm’s hand.


    Semiramis begirt with terraced walls


    Her mighty city for the prince and slave;


    Thy grander soul threw open a wide world


    With one command, Be virtuous and be free.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 243.

  

  DEATH OF BLAKE.


  
    BLAKE.


    THE pillow is too soft; my head sinks in;


    Raise me up higher: that will do, my men!


    But where is England? Are they cliffs or clouds


    That rise before me?

  


  
    CAPTAIN.


    There are both, Sir, both


    Ahead of us. But you without your glass


    See better than the rest of us.

  


  
    BLAKE.


    How so?


    I could not read my Bible in the sun,


    Nor see the porpoises that played below


    But yesterday. My sight grows worse and worse . .


    My hearing too . . I catch your words by halves . .


    I can not hear the water. Do we move?

  


  
    CAPTAIN.


    Ay, Sir, and homeward.

  


  
    BLAKE.


    My home lies, methinks,


    Nearer than thine.

  


  
    CAPTAIN (aside).


    God help him! he forgets


    That we are neighbors in our pleasant vale,


    That he has caught me up and twicht my chin


    When I would run into the house for shame.

  


  
    BLAKE.


    Look out, men! Level with the shrouds, nay, lower,


    The mists loom over-head; the cliffs are close;


    Beware; mind each his business; leave me here,


    And say no more; for I am faint . . at heart


    Not very . . yet there too.


    O restless soul,


    So soon to leave me with my God alone,


    Why sickenest thou? He will support my steps


    To His own house and rest me with His own.

  


  
    CAPTAIN.


    General! He hears you; He hath heard our prayer.

  


  
    BLAKE.


    I thought . . but I was wrong . . that my command


    Was Let all leave me. Once none disobeyed;


    Now, alas! now . . O Robert Blake! thy voice


    Is weak indeed; it was not so, time past.

  


  
    CAPTAIN.


    Sir! the most duteous is the only one


    Who here hath disobeyed. Forgive this fault,


    The first in Edward Hardy you have blamed.

  


  
    BLAKE.


    I dare not blame it. How much greater faults


    Have I committed when thy years were mine!


    Yet they were all forgiven, else the Lord


    Would not have rais’d me from my low estate


    To gain His battles, with true men like thee.


    Ah surely I am haler than I was,


    And much of fever hath abated in me,


    For I feel moisture on my hand and cheek.


    What! groanest thou at this? Wouldst wish me dead


    Because in battle ’twas not mine to die?

  


  
    CAPTAIN.


    O Sir! my tears have wetted you! they may


    Do mischief!

  


  
    BLAKE.


    There are tears that brave men shed


    And brave men only; thine have done me good;


    Squander no more of them; reserve the rest


    For better . . men I would have said, but men


    Is not the word . . For woman . . spouse and widow.


    Where are we now?

  


  
    CAPTAIN.


    The Lizard is in sight.

  


  
    BLAKE.


    Happy, O England! he who meets thee safe,


    Mistress of nations, mistress of thyself . .


    Be this thy glory!

  


  
    CAPTAIN.


    No small part is yours,


    My general!

  


  
    BLAKE.


    Hush, thou babbler! without more


    As bold, as self-devoted . . Am I proud?


    I, who should now grow humbler . . without those


    Nothing were done for England’s Commonwealth:


    Long, long as ye deserve it, may it last!


    Edward! I think no better word, if any,


    Will follow. Lower my head. Thanks; thanks; good-bye.

  


  
    Thus sank the wisest of the godly-brave,


    And England’s own high heart sank too . . how deep!


    She saw his bones, yet moist with their own clay,


    Amid the giggles of the fouly fair


    And smirks of prelates in like lawn arraid,


    A drunken king dig from the grave and spurn.


    Britain! take up thy spear; the morn is fresh;


    A brood of the same beasts is prowling round


    In packs; prick onward; let not one escape,


    Growler or whiner: thou hast limbs as strong


    As those who fought with Blake and died for thee.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 244.

  

  TO MARY RUSSELL MITFORD.


  
    THE hay is carried; and the Hours


    Snatch, as they pass, the linden flow’rs;


    And children leap to pluck a spray


    Bent earthward, and then run away.


    Park-keeper! catch me those grave thieves


    About whose frocks the fragrant leaves,


    Sticking and fluttering here and there,


    No false nor faltering witness bear.


    I never view such scenes as these


    In grassy meadow girt with trees,


    But comes a thought of her who now


    Sits with serenely patient brow


    Amid deep sufferings: none hath told


    More pleasant tales to young and old.


    Fondest was she of Father Thames,


    But rambled to Hellenic streams;


    Nor even there could any tell


    The country’s purer charms so well


    As Mary Mitford.


    Verse! go forth


    And breathe o’er gentle breasts her worth.


    Needless the task . . but should she see


    One hearty wish from you and me,


    A moment’s pain it may assuage . .


    A rose-leaf on the couch of Age.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 245.

  

  ON THE GRASSHOPPER.

  

  BY DUNSTERVILLE BRUCKS.


  
    GRASSHOPPER! thou art not the same


    Either in form or voice or name


    As once the Teian sung, and he


    Who mourn’d the loss of reedy lea


    With Tityrus, while over-head


    Its broad cool shade the beech outspred.


    Whether thou lovedst sun or dew


    Most dearly, neither of them knew;


    But both were better pleased than I


    At hearing thine incessant cry.


    I do not recognise the same


    Now thou hast changed thy note and name


    And form and color, and art come


    To cheer the meadows nearer home.


    No poet ever sang thy praise


    In dewy or in sunny days


    Sweetly as he where sounds less shrill


    Repeat the name of Dunsterville.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 246.

  

  VERSES WHY BURNT.


  
    HOW many verses have I thrown


    Into the fire because the one


    Peculiar word, the wanted most,


    Was irrecoverably lost.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 247.

  

  REVIVAL OF POETS.


  
    POETS had kept the Long Vacation


    Of thirty years in every nation;


    In England suddenly were heard


    Two, and in Italy a third.


    Loose-girted Germany sent forth


    Puff after puff that warm’d the north:


    But such narcotic strong perfumes


    Grew vapid in close English rooms,


    And in our garden scarce a hive


    Did they, in passing, leave alive;


    Recovered now, the cluster swells,


    And purer honey fills the cells.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 248.

  

  TO ROSE.

  

  OCTOBER 13, 1857.

  

  Qualis ab Incepto.


  
    FEW the years that wait for me


    Rounding my centenary;


    But my latest wish shall be


    Health and happiness to thee.

  


  
    Years in age are apt to grow


    Crabbed; all the rest may go


    Ere another fall of snow


    Fill the furrow on my brow.

  


  
    We shall see thy face again


    When despotic Winter’s chain


    Clanks upon the pallid plain . .


    Let him rave; he raves in vain.

  


  
    Not a floweret fears the cold


    In thy presence: we are told


    That the bravest men enrol’d


    In Fame’s record were less bold.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 249.

  

  THE LAST MISLETO.

  

  TO AN OAK.


  
    IT was a cruel hand that tore


    From thee, so helpless now and hoar,


    That misleto, the only one


    Left on our oaks: how many a sun


    Its ripe and rounded pearls hath seen,


    And leaves, when yours had fallen, green!


    Where all assert an ancient stem


    Had pity hold on none of them?


    And did no Druid reappear


    To cry in threatening tone “forbear!


    Blind idiots! is there none to trace


    That misleto’s more noble race?


    None who can sing in celtic rhyme


    The glories of its parents’ prime?


    How (bards behind) we Druids stood


    In the dim center of the wood,


    With golden blade, in vest of snow,


    To clip our sacred misleto?


    And dare ye, recreants, so efface


    Here the last scion of his race.”

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 250.

  

  JUPITER’S COMMANDMENTS.


  
    HOW is it that the loveliest lands


    Of Mother Earth are barren sands?


    The best and boldest once they bore,


    Alas! these races are no more.


    Wisdom went forth from sea to sea


    To join her sister Poetry;


    Unlike that Wisdom, call’d the true,


    Ready to gibbet me and you,


    Because we may not quite find out,


    And seem in some degree to doubt,


    That they can make our sins weigh lighter,


    Or life’s expiring lamp shine brighter.


    Ye men of Croton! grew ye brave


    By listening to a lazy knave,


    Who caught and held you from the school


    Where Samos sent her sage to rule;


    Where Milo swung his cestus round


    And only fear’d to strike and wound.


    O for the days so blythe and free


    When piped the swains of Sicily!


    The glorious days when mutual song,


    Mountains and vales and woods among,


    Ascended under smiling skies,


    And opposite more radiant eyes;


    Days when the gravest Gods above


    Laught at a tale of wily Love,


    And jeer’d each other; for they knew


    It was but what they used to do;


    When Jupiter was heard to say


    Amid the dreaminess of day,


    “Eat the vine-berries when ye please,


    But when ye kiss abstain from cheese:


    Drink from the spring when ye are dry,


    But lay the flask and flagon by:


    Check petulance in kid or goat,


    But seize no rival by the throat.


    Never hurl hatred back agen,


    But one caress repay with ten.


    I have so many things to do


    I can no longer talk with you,


    But bid my daughter and her son


    Report what youths and maids have done.


    Smile not, thou youth! shrink not, thou maid!


    Nor thou be bold, nor thou afraid.


    Gentle as ye may deem her now,


    With not a frown across the brow,


    My daughter is as strong as I,


    And, where she bids, his arrows fly:


    He bears no thunder; but he bears


    Enough to deluge earth of tears.


    Keep my commandments; hers too keep,


    Or she will give you cause to weep:


    In brief, whoever contravenes


    We banish from these blissful scenes.”

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 251.

  

  OUR STATESMEN.


  
    CANNING, in english and in latin strong,


    Was quite an infant in each other tongue.


    Proud, yet an easy embassy he sought


    From the kind comrade he traduced and fought:


    Poet, yet certain ’twas no poet’s dream


    That stil the Tagus rolls a golden stream.


    And now is sent the son he thought a fool


    O’er restless India’s tottering realm to rule!


    And shall not England with stern hand chastise


    Those who her warnings and her woe despise?


    For every thousand let but only one,


    The basest for the bravest men, atone.


    She has spent all, or nearly all, her shot,


    But all her timber she (thank God!) has not.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 252.

  

  DIFFERENCE IN TEARS.


  
    THERE are some tears we would not wish to dry,


    And some that sting before they drop and die.


    Ah! well may be imagined, of the two


    Which I would ask of Heaven may fall from you.


    Such, ere the lover sinks into the friend


    On meeting cheeks in warm attraction blend.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 253.

  

  THE ERUPTION OF VESUVIUS,

  

  NOV. 2, 1857.


  
    MOUNTAINS are less inert than men.


    Vesuvius blazes forth agen;


    He has borne more, for fewer years,


    Than every soul about him bears.


    I know what victim would appease


    The Spirit of Empedocles.


    How joyous would be then the roar


    Across the bay from shore to shore:


    Tremendous the accord would be


    Of those insurgents, fire and sea.


    No human victim should it cost,


    Only a Bourbon at the most.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 254.

  

  WHY NEVER SEEN.


  
    YOU ask me why I’m “never seen.” . .


    Except by you, perhaps you mean.


    Without the gazes of the crowd


    I can be (while you let me) proud.


    Society props slender folk,


    In the deep forest swells the oak.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 255.

  

  WRITTEN IN SICKNESS.


  
    DEATH of the year! wilt thou be also mine,


    O Winter! never must I catch agen


    The virgin breath of mountain cyclamen,


    Pushing aside the wayward eglantine?

  


  
    Such were my phantasies not long ago,


    Ere thou wast nearer: I had thought once more


    To ramble as of old along the shore


    Of Larius, now indeed with step more slow:

  


  
    And thence, if such a scene the heart can bear


    To leave behind, Sorrento’s cliffs along


    From that old terrace-walk guitar and song


    (Spectres! away with ye!) agen to hear.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 256.

  

  CREEDS.


  
    WE have outlived low Creeds; the high remains.


    One, that our God is good, the soul sustains.


    Revenge he leaves among the blind below,


    Who miss the object when they aim the blow.


    Far, not too far, it pleases Him to place


    Hope for the humble, terror for the base.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 257.

  

  PHILOSOPHER AND POET.


  
    PHILOSOPHER and poet you shall find


    Each ever after his own kind:


    ’Tis well to watch them . . not too near perhaps . .


    One snarls at you, the other snaps.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 258.

  

  THE FIG-TREES OF GHERARDESCA.


  
    YE brave old fig-trees! worthy pair!


    Beneath whose shade I often lay


    To breathe awhile a cooler air,


    And shield me from the darts of day.

  


  
    Strangers have visited the spot,


    Led thither by my parting song;


    Alas! the strangers found you not,


    And curst the poet’s lying tongue.

  


  
    Vanisht each venerable head,


    Nor bough nor leaf could tell them where


    To look for you, alive or dead;


    Unheeded was my distant prayer.

  


  
    I might have hoped (if hope had ever


    Been mine) that storm or time alone


    Your firm alliance would dissever. .


    Hath mortal hand your strength overthrown?

  


  
    Before an axe had bitten thro’


    The bleeding bark, some tender thought,


    If not for me, at least for you,


    On younger bosoms might have wrought.

  


  
    Age after age your honeyed fruit


    From boys unseen thro’ foliage fell


    On lifted apron; now is mute


    The girlish glee! Old friends, farewell!

  


  
    ****
  


  
    ________


    Et ficus maneant duo,

    Semper religiosius

    Servandæ, umbriferum caput

    Conquassante senecta.{back}

  


  No. 259.

  

  ON A SPITZ.


  
    O DEATH! thou must have lost thy wits


    To throw a wanton dart at Spitz.


    Are there no creatures wild or tame


    Which thou shouldst rather make thy game?


    No prowling tigers, worn-out asses;


    No Aberdeens, no Nicholasses,


    That thou shouldst single from the rest


    A watchful, wise, true-hearted beast,


    Who never seiz’d anothers bone


    But dogfully maintained his own.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 260.

  

  CROMWELL IN COUNCIL.


  
    PRELATES and Judges! Privy-Councillors!


    In virtue of my office I besought


    Your presence.


    Ye were taught obedience,


    And ye should teach it, if so be ye learnt


    Your lesson ere ye thrust it into hands


    Under your ferule, smarting from it yet.


    What is that word I caught from yonder corner?


    Jabber no longer. Talk to me of laws!


    Laws there are thousands; Justice there is one,


    One only. God created her, well pleas’d


    With his creation. Men like you can make,


    And do make, year by year and day by day,


    What ye call laws. Laws thrust down Eliot


    Into Death’s chamber, agonized with blows


    Of ponderous damp incessant. Better men


    Than you or I are doom’d if one escape.


    But, by the Lord above! whose holy name


    I utter not profanely, by the Lord!


    That one shall not escape. God’s signature


    I bear, and I affix it on the blood


    Of those brave hearts that bounded at Dunbar.


    (The Prelates and Judges &c. go.)


    Are those folks gone?


    Conduct them tenderly;


    Draw up the gloves for it, thy softest pair.


    Ireton! thou hast not gliber speech than I,


    But tell those cravats, frills, and furbelows,


    Those curl’d purveyors to the Unicorn,


    A bushel of such heads, priced honestly,


    Is not worth one grey hair of Eliot


    Pluckt by the torturer Grief, untoucht by Time.


    Givers of laws, forsooth!


    The feast is over


    Which they got drunk at, striking right and left


    Until their shins and shoulders fared the worst.


    Troth! I can scarce be grave in looking at them;


    They have now done their work, let us do ours.


    We, tho’ unworthy of a sight so grand,


    Shall see God strike the throne: they who again


    So sin, shall see Him raise it in His wrath.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 261.

  

  THE BANQUET OVER.


  
    I LEAVE the table: take my place,


    Ye young, and, when ye rise, say grace.


    Hence all unthankful ones, and go


    Where neither vines nor myrtles grow.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 262.

  

  A TRUTH.


  
    THERE may be scornfulness, there may be wrong


    Which never rises to the proud man’s tongue.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 263.

  

  CAUGHT.


  
    HIDE not that book away, nor fear


    I shall betray the fallen tear.


    Believe me, at a single look


    I know the cover of that book.


    Nothing with such assiduous care


    Is studied in the Book of Prayer;


    And never did I see arise


    Blushes from David’s melodies.


    I sadly fear that wicked “Corsair,”


    Fiery as flint and rough as horse-hair,


    More tears from those dim eyes hath won


    Than David shed on Absalom.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 264.

  

  WISHES.


  
    WISHES are by-paths to unhappiness,


    And in the vale of Tears they terminate.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 265.

  

  THE FIRE OF LOVE.


  
    THE fires of love are pure in just degree,


    Like other fires, to their intensity.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 266.

  

  NOVEMBER.


  
    THE year lies waste; November’s rain


    Is deluging the world again.


    Behold the signal to embark!


    Come then, my dove! behold the ark!


    Noises all round us we may hear


    Of spite and malice: never fear.


    The tamer beasts shall stall below,


    Their wildness shall the wild forego,


    And we above will pass the day


    As blithely as we did in May;


    And one shall bill, and one shall coo,


    The choice of which I leave to you.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 267.

  

  TO BATH.


  
    THE snows have fallen since my eyes were closed


    Upon thy downs and pine-woods, genial Bath!


    In whose soft bosom my young head reposed,


    Whose willing hand shed flowers throughout my path.

  


  
    The snows have fallen on more heads than mine,


    Alas! on few with heavier cares opprest.


    My early wreath of love didst thou entwine,


    Wilt thou entwine one for my last long rest?

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 268.

  

  LEAVING LONDON.


  
    WONDERS, ’tis true, I leave behind,


    And, what is rarer, friends so kind.


    To my own country I am gone


    From Grecian Slave and Amazon,


    Nor longer can delight my eyes


    In painture’s proudest galleries,


    But Nature’s are before me stil,


    And I may wander at my will


    Mid avenues where ancient trees


    Discourse about the coming breeze


    And tremble for the rooks above,


    And chide the unreturning dove;


    Then, showing at their feet the moss,


    Invite me to forget my loss,


    Or, if unwilling to forget,


    To dream that I am with you yet.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 269.

  

  FEW BUT BEND THEIR NECKS.


  
    HOW few there are who live content


    To pass thro’ life with neck unbent!


    Yet the bent neck bears shame and pain,


    And never comes erect again.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 270.

  

  A BACK-BITER.


  
    IF thou wert only foul and frowsy,


    If only itchy, only lousy,


    Bold men might take thy hand, Dalhousie!

  


  
    Thou art a prudent chiel, my lord,


    And in thy little heart are stored


    Lies stampt and mill’d, a precious hoard!

  


  
    If thou hadst only run away


    While Napier kept our foes at bay,


    None would have cried, “Come back! stay, stay!”

  


  
    Many like thee are not o’er-brave,


    Like thee their bacon they would save,


    But ne’er besmirch a veteran’s grave.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 271.

  

  HEARTS-EASE.


  
    THERE is a flower I wish to wear,


    But not until first worne by you . .


    Hearts-ease . . of all Earth’s flowers most rare


    Bring it; and bring enough for two.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 272.

  

  THE DREAMER


  
    I AM a dreamer both by night and day.


    Among my life’s no rare felicities


    Is this, that seldom painful dreams befall


    My night’s repose, or perch on my arm-chair.


    It is not only in our youth we men


    Run after morning dreams fast-slipping by,


    Or fain would solder broken images:


    With thinner fancies Age essays the task,


    And throws it down again, as one unmeet


    And unbecoming; so he says; but I


    Know better: ’tis because he tires and fails.


    Some would affirm that dreams portend events


    To come soon after, certainly to come:


    I doubt it: yet may Fear and Hope create


    Progeny ill-proportioned, in accord


    Rarely; but Hope contends, tho’ Fear prevails;


    And short-lived is that sickly progeny.


    Sophia! whom I seldom call’d by name,


    And trembled when I wrote it; O my friend


    Severed so long from me! one morn I dreamt


    That we were walking hand in hand thro’ paths


    Slippery with sunshine: after many years


    Had flown away, and seas and realms been crost,


    And much (alas how much!) by both endured


    We join’d our hands again and told our tale.


    And now thy hand hath slipt away from mine,


    And the cold marble cramps it: I dream on,


    Dost thou dream too? and are our dreams the same?

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 273.

  

  LAYING A FOUNDATION-STONE.


  
    WHAT has prince * * done that he


    Without a monument should be?


    He in his bounty placed a stone


    For mason-boys to build upon;


    Should not like mason-boys bestow


    A stone on him? a quid pro quo?


    If they will not, there are who will;


    Some, be assured, are grateful stil.


    Austrian and Russian, King and Tzar


    Owe him for Turk held down from war,


    For navies burnt, for cities razed,


    Our ships at anchor, God be praised


    And smelling from afar the smoke


    That might have blacken’d British oak.


    Statues! inscriptions! what are they?


    Gems, gems alone, such worth repay;


    Necklaces, crosses; from one hand


    Fall these, and, where they fall, command.


    How long unbroken shall remain,


    Europe! thy adamantine chain?

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 274.

  

  THE BARK.


  
    UPON the bark of this old tree


    You here and there your name will see;


    You caught the blossoms where they fell,


    And may you like the fruit as well.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 275.

  

  IANTHE’S TROUBLES.


  
    YOUR pleasures spring like daisies in the grass,


    Cut down and up again as blythe as ever;


    From you, Ianthe, little troubles pass


    Like little ripples in a sunny river.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 276.

  

  TO ONE IN GRIEF.


  
    AH! do not drive off grief, but place your hand


    Upon it gently; it will then subside.


    A wish is often more than a command,


    Either of yours would do; let one be tried.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 277.

  

  KENYON AT COWES.


  
    MY Kenyon! who would live away


    From Wimbledon a summer day.


    No, there is nothing worth the sight


    Where you are in your Isle of Wight.


    Wimbledon has its charms for me . .


    Per Bacco! I would rather see


    Than all the crowds that crowd the gate


    Before the greatest of the great


    The gander and the goose upon


    Your little mere at Wimbledon.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 278.

  

  TO LORD NUGENT.


  
    AH Nugent! are those days gone by


    When, warm from Chaucer, you and I


    Beheld our claret’s beak dip low,


    And then felt Moca’s breezes blow,


    Fragrant beyond the fragrant flower


    Of citron in her dewy hour:


    We schemed such projects as we might


    In younger days with better right.


    Athens was ours; and who but we


    Shouted along Thermopylæ?


    Who shared Olympus with the Gods,


    Or siezed Earth’s fairest daughter Rhodes,


    Or Delos girt with purple seas


    And peristyles of Cyclades?


    Alas! alas! my genial friend,


    There is a night when dreams must end;


    They, like all mortal things are vain,


    But ’tis the vainest to complain.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 279.

  

  WRITTEN IN AN ALBUM.


  
    SEE how this paper, pure no more,


    By worthless pen is scribbled o’er!


    ’Tis easy Folly’s mark to trace,


    But not so easy to efface.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 280.

  

  FANNY.


  
    FANNY would flatter me: she said


    “I think you need not be afraid


    Of Byron, tho’ the greatest man


    At verses since the world began.”


    “Ah! I replied, a poet’s curse is


    Not only in another’s verses,


    But in his youth and beauty too,


    If they are felt by one like you.”


    “Stuff! I should never mind such things


    In poets, not if they were kings.


    You are not quite so tender, quite


    So resolute by day and night.


    And could you . . much I doubt it . . swim


    Across the Hellespont, like him?


    Was ever such a dear white throat!


    And what a duck without his coat!


    If he had seen me, he had tried


    (No doubt of it) to raise my pride;


    And that is what you never did,


    But only just what you were bid.


    Some there are who might more expect,


    And call your careless way neglect.


    I never would; for you alone


    Have given me the proper tone;


    You call’d me, what you made me, wise,


    And kist, but never prais’d, my eyes.”

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 281.

  

  A PAIR OF NIGHTINGALES.


  
    COOL-SMELLING Oleander loves the stream


    And bends ripe roses over it; but whose


    Are those bright eyes that look aslant at me?


    And whose are those slim talons, smooth, yet sharp,


    That hold an insect up?


    She flies away,


    Nor heeds my doubts and questionings.


    Erelong


    Melodious gurgles ripple from a copse


    Hard-by: she seems to thank me, seems to tell


    Her partner not to fear me: they defer


    The song of gratitude til even-tide,


    Then gushes it amain.


    Fond pair, sing on;


    I will watch near you; none shall interrupt


    That deep and sparkling stream of melody.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 282.

  

  THE HONEY-MOON.


  
    THE honey-moon is very strange.


    Unlike all other moons the change


    She regularly undergoes.


    She rises at the full; then loses


    Much of her brightness; then reposes


    Faintly; and then . . has nought to lose.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 283.

  

  ON AN INVITATION TO A WALK IN EVENING.


  
    MAMA! we both are quite agreed


    That stars are very nice indeed,


    But, the plain simple truth to tell,


    We like bright epaulettes as well,


    And look at partners just as soon


    As at the man there in the moon.


    We girls by nature’s hand are made


    For waltz, quadrille, and gallopade,


    Snails for the garden and the glade.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 284.

  

  ON THE LINES ABOVE.


  
    SOPHY looks grave nor says one word,


    But Rose’s little ire is stirr’d;


    Such ire as may be thine, O dove


    Of Venus! when thou ’rt vext by Love.


    “Leave the rude spiteful man to me”


    She says. “I’ll punish him: you’ll see.


    He is too silly to go mad,


    Yet not so but he may be sad;


    And I will bring him to his senses


    For this and many more offences.


    Mind! two whole evenings, should he come,


    I will be blind and deaf and dumb;


    Bettina he shall hear no more,


    And offer worlds for Pescatòr.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 285.

  

  DAMŒTUS AND PHILLIS.

  

  AN IDYL.


  
    DAMŒTUS is a boy as rude


    As ever broke maid’s solitude.


    One morning he saw Phillis going


    Where the wild raspberries were growing,


    And, under a pretence of fear


    Lest they might scratch her arms, drew near;


    Then, pulling up a stiff grey bent,


    The fruit, scarce touching it, he sent


    Into both hands: the form they took


    Of a boat’s keel upon a brook;


    So not a raspberry fell down


    To balk her aim or splash her gown.


    When it was over, for his pains


    She let his lips do off the stains,


    And lookt down on his head, while he


    First kist two fingers, then kist three,


    And, to be certain every stain


    Had vanisht, kist them o’er again.


    At last the boy, quite shameless, said


    “I have here taken out the red,


    Now, where there’s riper richer fruit


    Pray, gentle Phillis, let me do’t.”


    “Audacious creature!” she cried out,


    “What in the world are you about?”


    He had not taken out the red . .


    All over both her cheeks ’twas spred;


    And both her lips, that should be white


    With fear . . if not with fear, with spite


    At such ill usage, never show’d


    More comely nor more deeply glow’d.


    Damœtus fancied he could move


    The girl to listen to his love;


    Not he.


    She said, “For pity’s sake,


    Go; never more come near this brake.


    The boldest thing I ever knew,


    Impudent boy! was done by you;


    And when you are a little older,


    By Dian! you may do a bolder.”

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 286.

  

  MUSIC.


  
    INTERMINABLE undulating weeds


    Cover sharp rocks along the sea’s abyss;


    Thus buoyant music waves about the breast


    And lifts it up from what lies dark below.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 287.

  

  TO A KID.


  
    MY little kid! if I forbid


    Your visit to my tender trees,


    Take it not ill, nor vainly fill


    With hoarse lament the mountain breeze.

  


  
    Your father there with hoary hair


    And there your gentler mother stands;


    I sadly fear their coming near


    My quiet nook on lower lands.

  


  
    Let poet rest his throbbing breast


    In the lone woodland’s cool retreat;


    Let higher state the goat await


    Who scorns alike the wind and heat,

  


  
    For you alone, my little one,


    I spread behind the stable door


    The softest straw you ever saw. .


    Against the lintel more and more

  


  
    You may bring out the horns that sprout


    So ruddily, and polish each.


    A shining brook runs near . . you look


    Affrighted . . what a thoughtless speech!

  


  
    So! here I find on kiddish mind


    Traditionary lore instil’d.


    Tho’ fairly bookt, Nymph might have lookt


    For poets promise unfulfild.

  


  
    But never mind; no hand shall bind


    For a Bandusia such a kid.


    Bound if you are, one fond and fair


    Shall bind you in fresh flowers half-hid.

  


  
    My groves delight by day and night


    To hear her name: this makes them still.


    Should she have prest to yours her breast


    A little hard, dont take it ill.

  


  
    Her cheek tho’ warm will do no harm


    To the cool nostril she may kiss.


    We all must bear things as they are. .


    Now one word more . . and it is this.

  


  
    As you grow old grow not too bold,


    Learn modesty, nor ramp nor roam.


    Lest blushes rise to pain her eyes


    Your lady cousins must not come.

  


  
    Meanwhile, tho’ play you fairly may,


    Hit not the inviting knee too hard;


    For haply he afar may be


    Who knows the cure, her faithful bard.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 288.

  

  CANIDIA AND CAINA.


  
    CANIDIA shared her prey with owls and foxes,


    The daintier Caina feeds from letter-boxes.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 289.

  

  THE FAT SUITOR.


  
    O THOU on whom Rubens had revel’d! O fatter


    Than Silenus, than uglier than Faun or than Satyr!


    What was it thy impudence breath’d in the ear


    Of Ianthe, all redden’d with shame and with fear?


    We will cover thy carcase with blanket and sheet


    And make it a matras as soon as we meet.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 290.

  

  THE PRIMROSE-BANK.


  
    IT was because the seat was dry,


    And many other reasons why,


    O primrose-bank! Ianthe’s gown


    Was lifted for her to sit down,


    When we both thought that harm were done


    More than sufficiently by one:


    So only one of us imprest


    The tender turf. Why tell the rest?


    Ground-ivy peer’d, and celandine


    Show’d us how smartly he could shine,


    And stiff-neck violets, one or two,


    Pouted, and would not venture thro’.


    Forgive us, and accept our thanks,


    Thou pleasantest of primrose-banks!

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 291.

  

  NANCY’S HAIR.


  
    YE native gems of beauty! golden hairs


    Once mingled with my own,


    While soft desires, ah me! were all the cares


    Two idle hearts had known.

  


  
    How is it that I take ye from the shrine


    Which holds one treasure yet,


    That ye, now all of Nancy that is mine,


    Shrink from my fond regret?

  


  
    Ye leaves that droopt not with the plant that bore ye,


    Start ye before my breath?


    Shrink ye from fonder Love that would adore ye,


    O ye who fear not Death?

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 292.

  

  TO MY SON WALTER.


  
    MY serious son! I see thee look


    First at the picture, then the book.


    I catch the wish that thou couldst paint


    The yearnings of the ecstatic saint.


    Give it not up, my serious son!


    Wish it again and it is done.


    Seldom will any fail who tries


    With patient hand and earnest eyes


    And wooes the Arts with such pure sighs.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 293.

  

  FRENCHMEN.


  
    WHISKERED Furies! boy-stuft blouses,


    Fanning fires on peaceful houses!


    What are all these oaths and yells


    Rais’d from thirty million hells?


    Swagger, scream, and pest away;


    Courage now, anon dismay.


    Never since the world began


    Yours, O France, was one great man.


    Him ye boast ye boast in vain,


    Germany’s was Charlemagne,


    Roland, Corday, and the Maid


    At whose spear were those afraid


    That had broken every sword


    Drawn for your degenerate lord . .


    These were more than men, and more


    Than your petty envy bore.


    Louis-Philip! rear your walls


    Round those madmen and their brawls;


    Well you know the fiery rout


    And what rain can put it out.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 294.

  

  THE PERFIDIOUS.


  
    GO on! go on! and love away!


    Mine was, anothers is, the day.


    Hear me awhile, and do not speak . .


    I see the pressure on the cheek,


    I know the very red it took


    When its first posture it forsook.


    Go on! go on! perfidious! now


    Upon his shoulder rest thy brow


    And look into his eyes until


    Thy own, to find them colder, fill.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 295.

  

  TO ALEXANDER THE VENTRILOQUIST.


  
    STANDING with courtiers, princes, Tzars,


    Methinks I’m acting in a farce:


    Not one among these scenic men


    Would wish to see my face agen;


    And here for ever may there be


    A pure and perfect sympathy.


    But, O Nymph Echo’s darling brother!


    Whenever you or such another


    Senses and reason have beguiled


    And puzzled me like any child,


    111 run and scribble down a verse


    And puzzle you to find one worse.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 296.

  

  FLOWERS AND FRIENDSHIP.


  
    FLOWERS wounded may recover breath,


    But wounded friendship bleeds to death.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 297.

  

  TO J. S.


  
    MANY may yet recall the hours


    That saw thy lover’s chosen flowers


    Nodding and dancing in the shade


    Thy dark and wavy tresses made:


    On many a brain is pictured yet


    Thy languid eye’s dim violet,


    But who among them all foresaw


    How the sad snows that never thaw


    Upon that head one day should lie


    And love but glimmer from that eye.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 298.

  

  HOW TO READ ME.


  
    TO turn my volumes o’er nor find


    (Sweet unsuspicious friend!)


    Some vestige of an erring mind


    To chide or discommend,

  


  
    Believe that all were loved like you


    With love from blame exempt,


    Believe that all my griefs were true


    And all my joys but dreamt.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 299.

  

  GOOD-BYE.


  
    LOVED when my love from all but thee had flown,


    Come near me; seat thee on this level stone,


    And, ere thou lookest o’er the churchyard-wall


    To catch, as once we did, yon waterfall,


    Look a brief moment on the turf between


    And see a tomb thou never yet hast seen.


    My spirit will be sooth’d to hear once more


    Good-bye, as gently spoken as before.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 300.

  

  WHAT TO BRING.


  
    LANDOR! what is best to bring


    To the maiden who so long


    Hath endured to hear thee sing


    (Tiresome man!) her birthday song?

  


  
    Bring the flower whose name she bears,


    And repress a wounded pride


    If that flower she never wears,


    If she throws this verse aside.

  


  
    All that thou hast ever borne


    Thou canst surely bear again;


    Flowers neglected, verses torne,


    Feel not, and should give not, pain.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 301.

  

  STUDIOUS.


  
    IN youth, it is true, when my heart was o’erladen,


    I call’d to relieve it a kind-hearted maiden.


    I thought the whole summer was passing me while


    I was told to walk on as she mounted the stile.


    I trembled to touch the most innocent hand,


    And thought it too much to receive a command:


    At last the most hard of commands to obey


    Was whispered in passing me


    “Mind me, sir, pray!


    If I waltz, if I gallop, you must not come near;


    I once fear’d your eyes, now all others I fear.”


    But tranquiler days were advancing apace,


    And we lookt, tho’ not boldly, in each other’s face;


    And we sat on the mole-hill, and where there were ants


    A vigilant hand well protected the plants;


    Then I red to my listener; and often her face


    Was turn’d rather nearer to look at the place,


    While her elbow was covering our book; she “had heard


    The rest quite distinctly, but not the last word.”


    It was the last word, the last word that I red,


    And she found better room for her elbow and head.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 302.

  

  NONO SITS.


  
    GOD made his likeness, Man: when this was done


    He said to Nono “Sit thou for my son.”

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 303.

  

  TEARS.


  
    MINE fall, and yet a tear of hers


    Would swell not soothe their pain:


    Ah! if she look but at these tears


    They do not fall in vain.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 304.

  

  REFLECTION.


  
    WITH fitful step unsteddily the soul


    Wanders at parting o’er the scenes it loved.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 305.

  

  CHARLES AND WILLIAM NAPIER.


  
    ONE brother closed the Scindian war,


    The other the Peninsular:


    One bore his painful wounds few years,


    The other his thro’ fifty bears.


    Each, who abroad had overcome


    His foes, encountered worse at home.


    England! are such rewards for these


    Who won and wrote thy victories?

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 306.

  

  A CRITIC.


  
    WITH much ado you fail to tell


    The requisites for writing well;


    But, what bad writing is, you quite


    Have proved by every line you write.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 307.

  

  GOVERNORS OF INDIA.


  
    AUCKLAND, Dalhousie, Canning! shall we ever


    Again see three such rulers? three so clever


    At shattering the foundation of a state


    And hastening on the heavy step of Fate.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 308.

  

  TO A LADY.


  
    HAS there been all the year one day


    In which some rhymes I did not lay


    Upon your toilet? or, should Love


    So order, push into your glove?


    I wish your paper-case were fill’d,


    Or you were rather less self-will’d;


    For in five minutes I could then


    Speak what I hardly write in ten,


    And all I said you’d make me say


    Again, and throw that scrawl away.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 309.

  

  TO LIBERTY.


  
    O GODDESS of heroes and sages! I know thee


    By the patriot beside and the tyrant below thee!


    O Goddess, whose breath is the soul of the free:


    Such didst thou appear over Hellas ten ages,


    Not such over Gaul, where a phantom yet rages,


    A frightful (if any) resemblance of thee.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 310.

  

  THE SPOUSE.


  
    LADY! whose hand is now about to part


    No moderate stores of pleasure and of pain,


    To one the honied hours, to more the smart . .


    When will return that graceful form again?

  


  
    Glad as I was, or thought I was, when thou


    Gavest thy faith where love and virtue bade,


    The light of gladness is oershadowed now


    When thou art leaving us, O pure-soul’d maid!

  


  
    Noblest in form and highest in estate


    Of all our wide-spread western lands contain,


    I see thee lovely and scarce wish thee great . .


    When will return that graceful form again?

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 311.

  

  REPENTANCE.


  
    REPENTANCE hastens if forbearance halts.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 312.

  

  TRUTH WILL PENETRATE.


  
    CLOSE as we may our eyes against the truth,


    Some light will penetrate the upper lid.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 313.

  

  MY HOMES.


  
    HOME! I have changed thee often: on the brink


    Of Arrowe early I began to think,


    Where the dark alders, closing overhead,


    Across the meadow but one shadow shed.


    Lantony then received me for a while


    And saw me musing in the ruin’d aile:


    Then loitered I in Paris; then in Tours,


    Where Ronsard sang erewhile his loose amours,


    And where the loftier Beranger retires


    To sing what Freedom, and what Mirth, inspires.


    From France to Italy my steps I bent


    And pitcht at Arno’s side my household tent.


    Six years the Medicæan palace held


    My wandering Lares; then they went afield,


    Where the hewn rocks of Fiesole impend


    O’er Doccia’s dell, and fig and olive blend.


    There the twin streams in Affrico unite,


    One dimly seen, the other out of sight,


    But ever playing in his smoothen’d bed


    Of polisht stone, and willing to be led


    Where clustering vines protect him from the sun,


    Never too grave to smile, too tired to run.


    Here, by the lake, Boccacio’s Fair Brigade


    Beguiled the hours and tale for tale repaid.


    How happy! O how happy! had I been


    With friends and children in this quiet scene!


    Its quiet was not destined to be mine;


    ’Twas hard to keep, ’twas harder to resign.


    Now seek I (now Life says, My gates I close)


    A solitary and a late repose.

  


  
    ****
  


  
    ________


    The scene of Boccacio’s Ninfale and his Bella Brigada.{back}

  


  No. 314.

  

  ACHILLES AND HELENA ON IDA.


  
    HELENA.


    STRANGER! who art thou? why approachest thou


    To break my sacred slumber? such it was,


    For she who brought me all my joy and grief


    Hath brought me hither.


    Thou appallest me,


    For thou art stern and godlike; and no crook


    Nor needful staff of upland wayfarer


    Is that thou bearest. O that cruel spear!


    Comest thou . . yes, thou comest . . speak . . to slay me?

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    Helena! fear me not . . I am the son


    Of Peleus.

  


  
    HELENA.


    Fear thee not! O hide awhile


    The glittering point before it strike me dead.

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    Behold it fixt into the glebe.

  


  
    HELENA.


    It casts


    A slitting shadow half across the down.

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    Now seat thee (but why risen?) as before.

  


  
    HELENA.


    Be thou too seated: first look round about;


    For there are lions on these lonely hills,


    Beside the tamer which are yoked before


    The Mother of the Gods, upon whose head


    Are towers and cities in one awful crown.


    And thou hast come alone.

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    Alcides slew


    His lion, and Alcides was alone.

  


  
    HELENA.


    O son of Peleus! didst thou ever see


    My two brave brothers?

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    In my father’s house


    I saw them once.

  


  
    HELENA.


    And were they not like thee?


    Dear Kastor! Polydeukes dearer stil!


    Kastor would lift me on his fiercest horse


    And laugh at me: but Polydeukes placed


    One kindly hand beneath my sinking chin


    Upon the swift Eurotas, with the other


    Buoying my feet, for I was then a child.


    But tell me, who conducted thee away


    From those beleaguered walls into this wild?

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    Thetis, my mother: she around me threw


    A cloud, not dark within, but dark without,


    As clouds may be wherein the Gods rejoice.


    But what, more wonderful, impel’d thy feet


    Hither? so delicate, so like to hers


    Who bore me, which are radiant thro’ the depth


    Of dimmest ocean.

  


  
    HELENA.


    All I know is this,


    A voice, and it was Aphrodite’s voice,


    Call’d me: I would have risen at the call,


    But wings were over me and underneath,


    And, until thou appearedst, left me not;


    Nor did sleep leave me.


    O how fresh the flowers


    Are breathing round us in this tepid air!


    I do love flowers; they look into my eyes


    And seem to say fond things to me, in breath


    Sweeter than infants.


    O Hermione!


    Sweet even as thine. Where art thou, lovely babe?


    Who tends thee? who caresses thee? all must;


    All but one wretch who left thee in thy sleep.

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    Sorrow is not unseemly in the breast


    Of women: men too (shame on them) have grieved,


    Have wept, and not the tears of rage alone.

  


  
    HELENA.


    Blame not my weakness then: no rage is mine,


    I never felt it. Flowers are comforters


    At dawn and sunset on the terraced roof:


    Few are they; but the dearest are the few.

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    Flowers! Inconsiderate! Thinkest thou of flowers


    While nations shed their blood, their lives, for thee?

  


  
    HELENA.


    They are so fragrant and so beautiful!


    And what profusion! what variety!


    In my own country I have known by name


    More than my fingers of both hands could count


    Twice over: there was mint and drosera


    And serpolet, just as you see are here:


    How can I then but love to talk of them?

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    O Helena! let children love to talk


    Thus idly.

  


  
    HELENA.


    Ah! that I were yet a child!


    But how wilt thou return before the walls?

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    The Gods will care for that: they too who brought


    Thee hither will provide for thy return.

  


  
    HELENA.


    Couldst not thou?

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    Helena! I come to warn thee


    Against the rancour of a man incenst:


    I hate him; I shall hate him worse if wrath


    Urge him to vengeance on thee; for the twins


    (Then boys) thy brothers were my father’s guests,


    And much I loved to hear of them, and hoped


    One day to share their glory, sung on earth


    For me; for them along the placid waves


    There where my mother oft repeats the song.

  


  
    HELENA.


    I loved songs too.

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    Sweetest are those to me


    Which Keiron taught me; songs which bring again


    To life, and fresher life, the brave of old.


    Zeus! grant me but few years, grant only one,


    And he who wrongs me, he when such men sing,


    The king of Argos shall stand far behind.

  


  
    HELENA.


    Ah! thou art strong and irresistable.


    But spare . .

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    Spare whom?

  


  
    HELENA.


    Alas! I dare not name him.


    No fault was his; no fault was mine: the Gods


    Decreed it. She to whom he gave her prize


    Perform’d a promise . . how imperfectly!


    And gave him . . O pernicious gift, me! me!


    Pity thou him whom even my brothers might


    Have pardon’d; him as beautious as themselves


    Or thee, almost.

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    In this arm lies my beauty,


    Smiter in vengeance of the guilty head.

  


  
    HELENA.


    Why springest thou upon thy feet, alert


    As grasshopper, without a hand to rest


    Upon the turf beneath?

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    I must be gone.

  


  
    HELENA.


    And without me?

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    It hath not been forbidden,


    No; nor commanded.


    If the Gods so will


    Come thou with me.

  


  
    HELENA.


    I dare not. They who led


    My way to Ida will direct me hence.


    And yet I tremble.

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    Take thou heart.

  


  
    HELENA.


    It fails.


    For there are other Deities who hate


    Me and my guilt. The Mother of the Gods


    Inhabits here, and here her temple stands;


    Here sound the tymbrels and the cymbals struck


    By priests infuriate.

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    Fear them not: thy sire


    Zeus and his daughter will watch over thee.

  


  
    HELENA.


    Farewell, O son of Peleus! born to rule


    O’er happier realms.

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    O Helena! ’tis here,


    Far from my birthplace, from my father’s tomb,


    I die.


    So sang the three who sing but truth.

  


  
    HELENA.


    Wretched, thrice wretched me! in this alone


    Are we alike. Thou art less stern, more calm,


    In speaking of that last sad hour.


    No word


    Of comfort hast thou for me?

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    I shall bring


    Comfort to those who bore thee truer love


    Than thou hast borne to others.

  


  
    HELENA.


    Spare me! spare me!


    To whom that comfort?

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    To thy brethren: they


    Have heard my name among the Blest above,


    Or they shall hear it.


    I will tell them age


    And royalty have loved and pitied thee,


    That Priam held thee dearer to his heart


    Than his own daughters, that thy tears have washt


    Thy stains away; then, that Achilles turn’d


    His face aside ashamed of grief for thee.

  


  
    HELENA.


    Stay, stay one instant.


    Is this too a dream?


    Who lifts my feet from earth and whirls me round?


    Children! O fan me with your wings again;


    I sink; I fall; help! Aphrodite! help!

  


  FROM THE PERSIAN.


  
    The following were pretended as Poems from the Persian and Arabic. A hundred copies were printed for friends. One of these caused them to be written, by remarking to the author, who perhaps undervalued the Orientals, that “he should be glad to see how any one would succeed in an attempt to imitate them.”


    What now appear, after sixty years’ occultation, were preceded by the words below. [PREFACE. Some poems have lately reached the continent, in number not exceeding nine, represented as translations from the Arabic and Persian. The few that I ever have met with are chiefly the odes of Hafez, in which the final stanza contains the poet’s name. If this be peculiar to the Persian, as I think it is said to be, these are not genuine.]

  


  No. 315.

  

  TO THE VINE.


  
    O THOU that delightest in the gardens of Schiraz,


    And bathest with coyness in her canopied streams!


    Daughter of Beauty, favorite of Nature!


    Where she is beneficent thou art her handmaiden,


    Thy voice is transport, thy bosom peace.


    Taper is the Palm and stately, distinguished afar by his crown;


    Thou turnest away; thou regardest and listenest not.


    O vine, unrivalled in praise, how affable have I beheld thee!


    I have seen thee, in sympathy with thy admirers round,


    Half inclined to wantonness, half to repose:


    I have stroked the tender cheeks of thy infants,


    Tinged sweetly with red, and reposing in down,


    And thinkest thou I perceive not the slyness of thy tendrils,


    With their flexible crooks and their sleek-sprouting horns?


    Come, nestling thee yonder! raise prythee thy head from the path:


    Ah, hope not, tripping me up, to inveigle me now, little minion!


    Too soon may I blush with the warmth of thy blushes,


    I may yield to thy blandishments too soon.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 316.

  

  TO ABRA.


  
    ABRA! Beauty’s bondmen are stricken with blue eyes:


    Thine, when I first beheld thee, were black, O Abra.


    I admired their silken lashes, like the cedars and cypresses


    On the edge of those hills afar off there, white with snow.


    The dimple of thy lips, half shaded by ever-blooming roses,


    Open and distinct, showed candor and hospitality.


    I looked again on thy eyes, O Abra,


    Til mine became dim and thine blue.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 317.

  

  TO THE NIGHTINGALE.


  
    CANDID with thy modesty, resolute with thy shyness,


    Sweet nightingale, soon may thy passion prosper.


    I heard thee repeatedly call the Faeries,


    And saw them array with pearls the eyelashes of Abra,


    For she pitied thy plaint from the shadiness of our loves.


    I said to Abra, these are my pearls,


    She smiled, and showered them into my bosom:


    The dove was over her, the rainbow on her cheek.


    The pearls of Abra are now my pearls.


    Sweet nightingale, soon also may thy passion prosper.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 318.

  

  PRAISES OF ABU-SAID.


  
    O DULCIMER, wake from thy sunshiny sleep,


    Arise and prepare for the battle.


    Far more compliant art thou, sweet seducer,


    And livelier than the lonely-one in the rosebrakes of the moon.


    O dulcimer, art thou not the breeze of Samarcand?


    Thou art pleasanter than Samarcand in her vallies of jonquils,


    Thou inspirest fresh airiness through the dizzy dance,


    Thou sprinklest the arcade on the sultriest side,


    Thou beckonest the rays that intrude, thou chidest and biddest them go.


    But behold! who descends from the mountains!


    Awake, golden-hair’d from thy sunshiny sleep,


    Arise and prepare for the battle.


    His elephant moves the earth with his horn,


    Abu-Said turns the horn of his elephant.


    He hath indeed two horns, elephant as he is of Abu-Said:


    Famine breathes forth from one in the dogdays of war,


    The other holds manna for the friends of Abu,


    The beloved of Abu reel with its fragrance.


    Arise then, arise; but with reverence.


    Thro’ the dust of the valley I discover our lord;


    I distinguish the trappings, green like the ocean


    When the tempest hangs over the gulf of Hormuz.

  


  
    ****
  


  
    ________


    Of the evening.{back}

  


  FROM THE ARABIC.


  No. 319.

  

  THE SON OF SHEIK DAHER,

  

  ON LEAVING SYRIA AFTER THE MURDER OF HIS FATHER.


  
    O GOD! how painful are the chains that oppress the flying exile.


    Son of Daher! thou lookest from thy mule on the running ground,


    Thou beholdest thy feet, and they are veined with tears,


    Can they carry thee from thy country, will they carry thee to thy father?


    One step may restore thee to his lost embraces.


    Slave! dastard! infidel! thou art pardoned, thou art pitied!


    How cursed is the bondage that witholds thee from revenge.


    My sword is not impotent like the sword of the poet Pharesdak;


    No rust can discolor its blade, no scabbard can hide its refulgence.


    It shall wound when my arm is withered, when my fingers are whitened in the sand.


    I have another which will serve me with the same fidelity


    As the jewelled slave of Cambyses served his master.


    The enemy has sheathed it against himself for ever,


    But there remains the piercer of hearts, whose realm is beyond the grave.


    Receive it, my daughter and my mother!


    Receive it, Vengeance and Eternity!

  


  
    ****
  


  
    ________


    His cowardice will never be forgotten by the warlike wits of Arabia.{back}

  


  
    “The piercer of hearts” is what the reader has now in his hand.{back}

  


  
    The son of Sheik Daher calls Vengeance and Eternity so, led by the customs of his country to cherish them.{back}

  


  No. 320.

  

  AGAINST JEZZAR.


  
    IN the Egyptian well of thy folly, O Sclavonian,


    Thou hast shown me unguardedly the direct ray of wisdom.


    I never received it from my father whom thou murderedst,


    Nor delivered in the proverbs of any more antient sage,


    That the pillars which point to hatred point also to contempt.


    When thy slaves would flatter thee, thou art deceived, not flattered;


    Their songs admire thee, and people admire their songs,


    But thou art as far as ever from admiration.


    ’Tis the flowers they wear in their bosom that breathe so sweetly,


    ’Tis not the heart within; the careless heart lies sleeping,


    A hollow melon on a sunny bank.


    The head of the peacock * is the head of the serpent,


    And the finest of his feathers are trailed in ordure.

  


  
    ****
  


  
    ________


    * In color and form.

  


  No. 321.

  

  ON HIS WIFE’S AFFLICTION.


  
    MISFORTUNE! thou demon of a thousand forms!


    What star in the firmament shall bruise thy head,


    What amulet avert, what prayer disarm, thy sting?


    A fountain of bitter tears is my beloved:


    Her father is slain by the robbers of the desert:


    The column is shivered that sustained my cottage,


    And pointed out the hours with pleasant shade.


    I prayed to the Almighty; I whirled myself round in phrenzy:


    I staggered; passion fixed me; I strained my throat back to the noon:


    My swollen tongue was rougher than the tiger’s;


    The bowers of mine eyes are withered stil.


    I wept. O boundless deluge of divine devotion,


    That dashes, but supports, my solitary ark!


    I wept, and she listened not; I paused, and she spake not;


    I hightened with fast-falling tears the bright-flowing veins of her feet;


    I spanned as it rose from the cushion her neck’s pale crescent,


    And fastened it to mine with the enchanted rings of her hair.


    Thy father is slain by the robbers of the desert!


    The blow hath recoiled on thy bosom, my beloved!


    They have wounded thee, O flower, and broken the spell of thy sweetness.


    If you bruize the hyacinth, where is its fragrance,


    And where, if you bruize it, the rose?


    Son of Daher! thou wilt sink also! there is not a breeze in the waste,


    Thy vallies are pointed flints and heated rocks,


    The waters thy portion are salt and bitter,


    Those vallies of airiness! those living waters!


    No acacia shades thee, no tamarisk feeds thy camel;


    The tamarisk eaten to its heart, the acacia stifled with dust.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 322.

  

  ON HIS WIFE’S DEATH.


  
    HER voice was sweeter than the sound of waters,


    Of waters afar from cataracts,


    Sweeter was the voice of my beloved.

  


  
    The storm descends and the tent flutters,


    The tent so dark by day, so musical by star-light,


    The tent where my bosom hath ever found repose.

  


  
    Bed of bright yellow, had I left thee at Damascus


    Thou needest not have adopted cares and disquiet,


    Surrounded with dreams of gain and vows of suspended silk.

  


  
    Dyed in the gall of serpents, in the wine of unbelievers,


    Thou writhest with pain or creakest with restlessness,


    More tiresome than bird, more incessant than jackal.

  


  
    Fed on the milky neck of my beloved,


    And dizzy with the fragrance of her flowering lips,


    I beheld and I resembled the light impassive sky.

  


  
    Was it thou, unfortunate? was thine this happiness?


    O hug not the remembrance, O beat it from thy bosom,


    It may be thy enemy’s, it is no longer thine.

  


  
    God is great! repine not, O child and mourner of dust!


    The Prophet, who could summon the future to his presence,


    Could the Prophet himself make the past return?

  


  
    ****
  


  
    ________


    The exclusion of light in Arabia is in some degree the exclusion of heat.{back}

  


  
    Birds in the desert are unmusical and harsh.{back}

  


  No. 323.

  

  TO RAHDI.


  
    O RAHDI, where is happiness?


    Look from thy arcade, the sun rises from Busrah;


    Go thither, it rises from Ispahan.


    Alas, it rises neither from Ispahan nor Busrah,


    But from an ocean impenetrable to the diver,


    O Rahdi, the sun is happiness!

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 324.

  

  UBBEDIENZA.


  
    CHE cosa mai, che cosa


    Davanti agli occhi vedo?


    Per ubbedire a Rosa


    Io breve tempo chiedo.

  


  
    Leva una sua parola


    Tutta mia dappocaggine,


    E crea versi sola


    Sua invocata immagine.

  


  
    ****
  


  No. 325.

  

  RISPOSTA ALLE PAROLE.

  

  MI VIEN DA RIDERE.


  
    MI vien da piangere qualor rammento


    La voce tremolante, il passo lento,


    L’angelica (pareva allora!) fè

  


  
    Quando te andare, andare si lontano,


    Tua lagrima mi disse, sulla mano


    Rapita, strinta, baciata . . perchè?

  


  
    Perchè, se adesso ridi de costanti,


    Se l’anno nuovo mena nuovi amanti,


    Se il cuore al prîmo quale fù non è?

  


  
    Ridi, Bettina! quel ridente viso


    Mai più ritroverà l’onesto riso


    Ch’ Iddio per fior da coronarti diè.

  


  
    Mi vien da perdere ogni mio contento,


    Anche l’immagine fuggirmi sento


    Di quell’ amor che mi venià da te.

  


  TRANSLATION.


  
    HOW can I but weep when I think of the day


    When your voice was so faltering, your step was so slow,


    When you clung to my hand, and tears only could say


    (Rolling down it) how soon and how far you must go.

  


  
    Ah why all this sorrow, for sorrow it was,


    And another had then never taught you to feign?


    Before the year passes shall memory pass


    And only one heart true and constant remain?

  


  
    I was happy; so happy no other could make me;


    I was proud; and the pride of my soul was in you;


    But now you withdraw what you gave, and forsake me;


    May my love, tho’ it weeps and yet lingers, go too!

  


  
    Bettina! smile on! bright as ever the smile,


    But where is its candor? it vanishes now;


    The moment a beauty allures to beguile


    That crown of all loveliness falls from the brow.

  


  
    ****
  


  
    ________


    Mi vien da piangere was written by me at the desire of a lady, the translation for another.


    A score of Sonnetti were thrown away as soon almost as written.

  


  No. 326.


  
    ACCANTO al fonte del mio duol piangevo,


    Piangevo poi per esser piu lontano.


    Gridò; tornai: poco trovai sollievo:


    Or guarda il pianto e tace . . non è vano.

  


  
    ****
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  PREFACE.


  
    PREFIXING a preface is like keeping an invited friend at the hall-door, instead of conducting him at once into the house.


    Little in these pages will gratify the generality of readers. Poetry, in our day, is oftener prismatic than diaphanous: this is not so: they who look into it may see through. If there be anywhere a few small air-bubbles, it yet leaves to the clear vision a wide expanse of varied scenery.

  


  


  

  

  

  



  Epigraph


  
    COME back, ye wandering Muses, come back home,


    Ye seem to have forgotten where it lies:


    Come, let us walk upon the silent sands


    Of Simois, where deep footmarks show long strides;


    Thence we may mount perhaps to higher ground,


    Where Aphroditè from Athenè won


    The golden apple, and from Herè too,


    And happy Ares shouted far below.


    Or would ye rather choose the grassy vale


    Where flows Anapos thro anemones,


    Hyacynths, and narcissuses, that bend


    To show their rival beauty in the stream?


    Bring with you each her lyre, and each in turn


    Temper a graver with a lighter song.
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  IDYLS, HELLENIC, ETC.


  THRASYMEDES AND EUNÖE.


  
    WHO will away to Athens with me? who


    Loves choral songs and maidens crown’d with flowers,


    Unenvious? mount the pinnace; hoist the sail.


    I promise ye, as many as are here,


    Ye shall not, while ye tarry with me, taste


    From unrinsed barrel the diluted wine


    Of a low vineyard or a plant ill-pruned,


    But such as anciently the Ægæan iles


    Pour’d in libation at their solemn feasts:


    And the same goblets shall ye grasp, embost


    With no vile figures of loose languid boors,


    But such as Gods have lived with and have led.


    The sea smiles bright before us. What white sail


    Plays yonder? what pursues it? Like two hawks


    Away they fly. Let us away in time


    To overtake them. Are they menaces


    We hear? And shall the strong repulse the weak,


    Enraged at her defender? Hippias!


    Art thou the man? ’Twas Hippias. He had found


    His sister borne from the Cecropian port


    By Thrasymedes. And reluctantly?


    Ask, ask the maiden; I have no reply.


    “Brother! O brother Hippias! O, if love,


    If pity, ever toucht thy breast, forbear!


    Strike not the brave, the gentle, the beloved,


    My Thrasymedes, with his cloak alone


    Protecting his own head and mine from harm.”


    “Didst thou not once before,” cried Hippias,


    Regardless of his sister, hoarse with wrath


    At Thrasymedes, “didst not thou, dog-eyed,


    Dare, as she walkt up to the Parthenon,


    On the most holy of all holy days,


    In sight of all the city, dare to kiss


    Her maiden cheek?”


    “Ay, before all the Gods,


    Ay, before Pallas, before Artemis,


    Ay, before Aphrodite, before Heré,


    I dared; and dare again. Arise, my spouse!


    Arise! and let my lips quaff purity


    From thy fair open brow.”


    The sword was up,


    And yet he kist her twice. Some God withheld


    The arm of Hippias; his proud blood seeth’d slower


    And smote his breast less angrily; he laid


    His hand on the white shoulder, and spake thus:


    “Ye must return with me. A second time


    Offended, will our sire Pisistratos


    Pardon the affront? Thou shouldst have askt thyself


    This question ere the sail first flapt the mast.”


    “Already thou hast taken life from me;


    Put up thy sword,” said the sad youth, his eyes


    Sparkling; but whether love or rage or grief


    They sparkled with, the Gods alone could see.


    Piræus they re-entered, and their ship


    Drove up the little waves against the quay,


    Whence was thrown out a rope from one above,


    And Hippias caught it. From the virgin’s waist


    Her lover dropt his arm, and blusht to think


    He had retain’d it there in sight of rude


    Irreverent men: he led her forth, nor spake.


    Hippias walkt silent too, until they reacht


    The mansion of Pisistratos her sire.


    Serenely in his sternness did the prince


    Look on them both awhile: they saw not him,


    For both had cast their eyes upon the ground.


    “Are these the pirates thou hast taken, son?”


    Said he. “Worse, father! worse than pirates they,


    Who thus abuse thy patience, thus abuse


    Thy pardon, thus abuse the holy rites


    Twice over.”


    “Well hast thou performed thy duty,”


    Firmly and gravely said Pisistratos.


    “Nothing then, rash young man! could turn thy heart


    From Eunöe, my daughter?”


    “Nothing, sir,


    Shall ever turn it. I can die but once


    And love but once. O Eunöe! farewell!”


    “Nay, she shall see what thou canst bear for her.”


    “O father! shut me in my chamber, shut me


    In my poor mother’s tomb, dead or alive,


    But never let me see what he can bear;


    I know how much that is, when borne for me.”


    “Not yet: come on. And lag not thou behind,


    Pirate of virgin and of princely hearts!


    Before the people and before the Goddess


    Thou hadst evinced the madness of thy passion,


    And now wouldst bear from home and plenteousness


    To poverty and exile this my child.”


    Then shuddered Thrasymedes, and exclaim’d,


    “I see my crime; I saw it not before.


    The daughter of Pisistratos was born


    Neither for exile nor for poverty,


    Ah! nor for me!” He would have wept, but one


    Might see him, and weep worse. The prince unmoved


    Strode on, and said, “To-morrow shall the people


    All who beheld thy trespasses, behold


    The justice of Pisistratos, the love


    He bears his daughter, and the reverence


    In which he holds the highest law of God.”


    He spake; and on the morrow they were one.

  


  
    *****
  


  CORINNA TO TANAGRA.

  

  FROM ATHENS.


  
    TANAGRA! think not I forget


    Thy beautifully-storied streets;


    Be sure my memory bathes yet


    In clear Thermodon, and yet greets


    The blithe and liberal shepherd-boy,


    Whose sunny bosom swells with joy


    When we accept his matted rushes


    Upheav’d with sylvan fruit; away he bounds, and blushes.

  


  
    A gift I promise: one I see


    Which thou with transport wilt receive,


    The only proper gift for thee,


    Of which no mortal shall bereave


    In later times thy mouldering walls,


    Until the last old turret falls;


    A crown, a crown from Athens won,


    A crown no God can wear beside Latona’s son.

  


  
    There may be cities who refuse


    To their own child the honours due,


    And look ungently on the Muse;


    But ever shall those cities rue


    The dry, unyielding, niggard breast,


    Offering no nourishment, no rest,


    To that young head which soon shall rise


    Disdainfully, in might and glory, to the skies.

  


  
    Sweetly where cavern’d Dirce flows


    Do white-arm’d maidens chaunt my lay,


    Flapping the while with laurel-rose


    The honey-gathering tribes away;


    And sweetly, sweetly Attic tongues


    Lisp your Corinna’s early songs;


    To her with feet more graceful come


    The verses that have dwelt in kindred breasts at home.

  


  
    O let thy children lean aslant


    Against the tender mother’s knee,


    And gaze into her face, and want


    To know what magic there can be


    In words that urge some eyes to dance,


    While others as in holy trance


    Look up to heaven: be such my praise!


    Why linger? I must haste, or lose the Delphic bays.

  


  
    *****
  


  
    ________


    Greek authors have recorded that the houses of Tanagra were painted on the outside. In like manner were many in the towns of Tuscany. There was Massa La dipinta: and within our memory some beautiful paintings have been effaced in Florence. Opposite to the Porta Romana was the front of a house adorned by the hand of Giovanni da San Giovanni. Probably the decorations of Tanagra commemorated heroes or demigods or illustrious citizens. Landscape, as rural scenes are called, was little cultivated before the time of Titian, whose background to his Peter Martyr is sublime.{back}

  


  MYRTIS.


  
    FRIENDS, whom she lookt at blandly from her couch


    And her white wrist above it, gem-bedewed,


    Were arguing with Pentheusa: she had heard


    Report of Creon’s death, whom years before


    She listened to, well-pleas’d; and sighs arose;


    For sighs full often fondle with reproofs


    And will be fondled by them. When I came


    After the rest to visit her, she said,


    “Myrtis! how kind! Who better knows than thou


    The pangs of love? and my first love was he!”


    Tell me (if ever, Eros! are reveal’d


    Thy secrets to the earth) have they been true


    To any love who speak about the first?


    What! shall these holier lights, like twinkling stars


    In the few hours assign’d them, change their place,


    And, when comes ampler splendour, disappear?


    Idler I am, and pardon, not reply,


    Implore from thee, thus questioned; well I know


    Thou strikest, like Olympian Jove, but once.

  


  
    *****
  


  ALETHEIA TO PHRAORTES.

  

  AFTER THE SACKAGE OF MILETOS.


  
    PHRAORTES! where art thou?


    The flames were panting after us, their darts


    Had pierced to many hearts


    Before the Gods, who heard nor prayer nor vow;

  


  
    Temples had sunk to earth, and other smoke


    O’er riven altars broke


    Than curled from myrrh and nard,


    When like a God among


    Arm’d hosts and unarm’d throng


    Thee I discern’d, implored, and caught one brief regard.

  


  
    Thou passest: from thy side


    Sudden two bowmen ride


    And hurry me away.


    Thou and all hope were gone . .


    They loost me . . and alone


    In a closed tent ’mid gory arms I lay.

  


  
    How did my tears then burn


    When, dreading thy return,


    Behold thee reappear!


    Nor helm nor sword nor spear . .

  


  
    In violet gold-hemm’d vest


    Thou camest forth; too soon!


    Fallen at thy feet, claspt to thy breast,


    I struggle, sob, and swoon.

  


  
    “O send me to my mother! bid her come,


    And take my last farewell!


    One blow! . . enough for both . . one tomb . .


    ’Tis there our happy dwell.”

  


  
    Thou orderest: call’d and gone


    At once they are who breathe for thy command.


    Thou stoodest nigh me, soothing every moan,


    And pressing in both thine my hand,

  


  
    Then, and then only, when it tore


    My hair to hide my face;


    And gently did thy own bend o’er


    The abject head war-doomed to dire disgrace.

  


  
    Ionian was thy tongue,


    And when thou badest me to raise


    That head, nor fear in aught thy gaze,


    I dared look up . . but dared not long.

  


  
    “Wait, maiden, wait! if none are here


    Bearing a charm to charm a tear,


    There may (who knows?) be found at last


    Some solace for the sorrow past.”

  


  
    My mother, ere the sounds had ceast,


    Burst in, and drew me down:


    Her joy o’erpowered us both, her breast


    Covered lost friends and ruin’d town.

  


  
    Sweet thought! but yielding now


    To many harsher! By what blow


    Art thou dissevered from me? War,


    That hath career’d too far,


    Closeth his pinions. “Come, Phraortes, come


    To thy fond friends at home!”

  


  
    Thus beckons Love. Away then, wishes wild!


    O may thy mother be as blest


    As one whose eyes will sink to rest


    Blessing thee for her rescued child!

  


  
    Ungenerous stil my heart must be:


    Throughout the young and festive train


    Which thou revisitest again


    May none be happier (this I fear) than she!

  


  
    *****
  


  HOMER AND LAERTES.


  
    LAERTES.


    GODS help thee! and restore to thee thy sight!


    My good old guest, I am more old than thou,


    Yet have outlived by many years my son


    Odysseus and the chaste Penelope.

  


  
    HOMER.


    Hither I come to visit thee and sing


    His wanderings and his wisdom, tho my voice


    Be not the voice it was.

  


  
    LAERTES.


    First let us taste


    My old sound wine, and break my bread less old,


    But old enough for teeth like thine and mine.

  


  
    HOMER.


    So be it! I sing best when such good cheer


    Refreshes me, and such a friend as thou.

  


  
    LAERTES.


    Far hast thou wandered since we met, and told


    Strange stories. Wert thou not afraid some God


    Or Goddess should have siez’d upon thy ear


    For talking what thou toldest of their pranks.

  


  
    HOMER.


    They often came about me while I slept


    And brought me dreams, none painful, none profane;


    They loved thy son, and for his sake loved me.

  


  
    LAERTES.


    Apollo, I well know, was much thy friend.

  


  
    HOMER.


    He did not treat me quite as Marsyas


    Was treated by him: lest he should, I sang


    His praise in my best chaunt: for Gods love praise.

  


  
    LAERTES.


    Have they enricht thee? for I see thy cloak


    Is ragged.

  


  
    HOMER.


    Ragged cloak is poet’s garb.

  


  
    LAERTES.


    I have two better; one of them for thee.


    Penelope, who died five years ago,


    Spun it; her husband wore it only once


    And but one year, the anniversary


    Of their espousal.

  


  
    HOMER.


    Wear it will I not,


    But I will hang it on the brightest nail


    Of the first temple where Apollo sits,


    Golden-hair’d, in his glory.

  


  
    LAERTES.


    So thou shalt


    If so it please thee: yet we first will quaff


    The gift of Bakkos, for methinks his gifts


    Are quite as welcome to the sons of song


    And cheer them oftener.


    (Girl enters.)


    Maiden! come thou nigh


    And sit thee down, and thou shalt hear a song


    After a while which Gods may listen to;


    But place the flask upon the board and wait


    Until the stranger hath allaid his thirst,


    For poets, grasshoppers, and nightingales


    Sing cheerily but when the throat is moist.

  


  
    HOMER.


    I sang to maidens in my prime; again


    (But not before the morrow) will I sing:


    Let me repose this noontide, since in sooth


    Wine, a sweet remedy for weariness,


    Helps to uplift its burden.

  


  
    LAERTES.


    Lie then down


    Along yon mat bestrown with rosemary.


    And, Agatha, do thou bring speedily


    The two large ewers, and fill brimfull the bath


    Capacious; that of brass; Penelope’s


    Own bath, wherein she laught to see her boy


    Paddle, like cygnet with its broad black oars,


    Nor shunn’d the chilly water he threw up


    Against her face . . he who grew soon so sage!


    Then do thou, maiden, from hot cauldron pour


    Enough to make it soothing to the feet;


    After, bring store of rushes, and long leaves


    Of cane sweet-smelling, from the inland bank


    Of that famed river far across the sea


    Opposite, to our eyes invisible.


    Be sure thou smoothen with both hands his couch


    Who has the power to make both young and old


    Live throughout ages.

  


  
    AGATHA.


    And look well throughout?

  


  
    LAERTES.


    Aye, aye, and better than they lookt before.


    May thou rest well, old wanderer! Even the Gods


    Repose, the Sun himself sinks down to rest.

  


  
    *****
  


  
    ________


    Poets are not bound to chronology. About Homer and Laertes as little is known as about Polyphemos and Calypso. To the glory of God, let us believe that He created a Homer one and indivisible: we know he created a Shakespeare. After this he rested from his labour a hundred years: then he called to Him the nearest of the Angels, made a model, breathed his own spirit into it, and called it Milton.

  


  THERON AND ZOE.


  
    ZOE.


    CHANGED? very true, O Theron, I am changed.

  


  
    THERON.


    It would at least have been as merciful


    To hold a moment back from me the briar


    You let recoil thus sharply on my breast.


    Not long ago, not very long, you own’d


    With maiden blushes, which became your brow


    Better than corn-flower, or that periwinkle


    Trained round it by a very careful hand,


    A long while trimming it (no doubt) and proud


    Of making its blue blossom laugh at me.

  


  
    ZOE.


    I could laugh too. What did I own? It seems


    (It was so little) you have quite forgot.

  


  
    THERON.


    That, since we sate together day by day,


    And walkt together, sang together, none


    Of earliest, gentlest, fondest, maiden friends


    Loved you as formerly. If one remain’d


    Dearer to you than any of the rest,


    You could not wish her greater happiness . .

  


  
    ZOE.


    Than what?

  


  
    THERON.


    I think you never could have said it . .


    I must have dreamt it . .

  


  
    ZOE.


    Tell me then your dream.

  


  
    THERON.


    I thought you said . . nay, I will swear you said . .


    More than one heard it . . that you could not wish


    The nearest to your heart more perfect joy


    Than Theron’s love.

  


  
    ZOE.


    Did I?

  


  
    THERON.


    The Gods in heaven


    Are witnesses, no less than woodland Gods,


    That you did say it. O how changed! no word,


    No look, for Theron now!

  


  
    ZOE.


    Girls often say


    More than they mean: men always do.

  


  
    THERON.


    By Pan!


    Who punishes with restless nights the false,


    Hurling the sleeper down the precipice


    Into the roaring gulph, or letting loose


    Hounds, wolves, and tigers after him, his legs


    Meanwhile tied not quite close, but just apart,


    In withy bands . . by him I swear, my tongue,


    Zoe! can never utter half my love.


    Retract not one fond word.

  


  
    ZOE.


    I must retract


    The whole of those.

  


  
    THERON.


    And leave me most unblest!

  


  
    ZOE.


    I know not.

  


  
    THERON.


    Heed not, rather say. Farewell.

  


  
    ZOE.


    Farewell. I will not call you back again.


    Go, Theron! hatred soon will sear your wound.

  


  
    THERON.


    Falsehood I hate: I can not hate the false.

  


  
    ZOE.


    Never? Then scorn her.

  


  
    THERON.


    I can scorn myself,


    And will; for others are preferr’d to me;


    The untried to the tried.

  


  
    ZOE.


    You said farewell.

  


  
    THERON.


    Again I say it.

  


  
    ZOE.


    Now I can believe


    That you, repeating it, indeed are gone.


    Yet seem you standing where you stood before.


    Hath Pan done this? Pan, who doth such strange things.

  


  
    THERON.


    Laugh me to scorn: derision I deserve:


    But let that smile . . O let it be less sweet!


    Sorrowful let me part, but not insane.

  


  
    ZOE.


    I know some words that charm insanity


    Before it can take hold.

  


  
    THERON.


    Speak them; for now


    Are they most wanted.

  


  
    ZOE.


    I did say, ’tis true,


    If on this solid earth friend dear enough


    Remain’d to me, that Theron is the youth


    I would desire to bless her.

  


  
    THERON.


    To avoid


    My importunity; to hear no more


    The broken words that spoilt our mutual song,


    The sobs that choakt my flute, the humidity


    (Not from the lip) that gurgled on the stops.

  


  
    ZOE.


    I would avoid them all; they troubled me.

  


  
    THERON.


    Now then, farewell.

  


  
    ZOE.


    I will do all the harm


    I can to any girl who hopes to love you;


    Nor shall you have her.

  


  
    THERON.


    Vain and idle threat!

  


  
    ZOE.


    So, Theron! you would love then once again?

  


  
    THERON.


    Never; were love as possible and easy . . .

  


  
    ZOE.


    As what?

  


  
    THERON.


    As death.

  


  
    ZOE.


    O Theron! once indeed


    I said the words which then so flatter’d you,


    And now so pain you. Long before my friends


    Left me through envy of your fondness for me,


    No, not the dearest of them could I bear


    To see beloved by you. False words I spake,


    Not knowing then how false they were.

  


  
    THERON.


    Speak now


    One that shall drown them all.

  


  
    ZOE.


    My voice is gone.


    Why did you kiss me . . if you wisht to hear it?

  


  
    *****
  


  ÆSCHYLOS AND SOPHOCLES.


  
    SOPHOCLES.


    THOU goest then, and leavest none behind


    Worthy to rival thee!

  


  
    ÆSCHYLOS.


    Nay, say not so.


    Whose is the hand that now is pressing mine?


    A hand I may not ever press again!


    What glorious forms hath it brought boldly forth


    From Pluto’s realm! The blind old Œdipos


    Was led on one side by Antigone,


    Sophocles propt the other.

  


  
    SOPHOCLES.


    Sophocles


    Sooth’d not Prometheus chaind upon his rock,


    Keeping the vultures and the Gods away;


    Sophocles is not greater than the chief


    Who conquered Ilion, nor could he revenge


    His murder, or stamp everlasting brand


    Upon the brow of that adulterous wife.

  


  
    ÆSCHYLOS.


    Live, and do more.


    Thine is the Lemnian ile,


    And thou hast placed the arrows in the hand


    Of Philoctetes, hast assuaged his wounds


    And given his aid without which Greece had fail’d.

  


  
    SOPHOCLES.


    I did indeed drive off the pest of flies;


    We also have our pest of them which buz


    About our honey, darken it, and sting;


    We laugh at them, for under hands like ours,


    Without the wing that Philoctetes shook,


    One single feather crushes the whole swarm.


    I must be grave.


    Hath Sicily such charms


    Above our Athens? Many charms hath she,


    But she hath kings. Accursed be the race!

  


  
    ÆSCHYLOS.


    But where kings honor better men than they


    Let kings be honored too.


    The laurel crown


    Surmounts the golden; wear it, and farewell.

  


  
    *****
  


  DAMÆTAS AND IDA.


  
    DAMÆTAS is a boy as rude


    As ever broke maid’s solitude.


    He watcht the little Ida going


    Where the wood-raspberries were growing,


    And, under a pretence of fear


    Lest they might scratch her arms, drew near,


    And, plucking up a stiff grey bent,


    The fruit (scarce touching it,) he sent


    Into both hands: the form they took


    Of a boat’s keel upon a brook;


    So not a raspberry fell down


    To splash her foot or stain her gown.


    When it was over, for his pains


    She let his lips do off the stains


    That were upon two fingers; he


    At first kist two, and then kist three,


    And, to be certain every stain


    Had vanisht, kist them o’er again.


    At last the boy, quite shameless, said


    “See! I have taken out the red!


    Now where there’s redder richer fruit


    Pray, my sweet Ida, let me do’t.”


    “Audacious creature!” she cried out,


    “What in the world are you about?”


    He had not taken off the red


    All over; on both cheeks ’twas spred;


    And the two lips that should be white


    With fear, if not with fear, with spite


    At such ill usage, never show’d


    More comely, or more deeply glow’d.


    Damætas fancied he could move


    The girl to listen to his love:


    Not he indeed.

  


  
    DAMÆTAS.


    For pity’s sake!

  


  
    IDA.


    Go; never more come nigh this brake.

  


  
    DAMÆTAS.


    Must I, why must I, press in vain?

  


  
    IDA.


    Because I hate you.

  


  
    DAMÆTAS.


    Think again,


    Think better of it, cruel maid!

  


  
    IDA.


    Well then . . because I am afraid.

  


  
    DAMÆTAS.


    Look round us: nobody is near.

  


  
    IDA.


    All the more reason for my fear.

  


  
    DAMÆTAS.


    Hatred is overcome by you,


    And Fear can be no match for two.

  


  
    *****
  


  HYPERBION.


  
    HYPERBION was among the chosen few


    Of Phœbus; and men honored him awhile,


    Honoring in him the God. But others sang


    As loudly; and the boys as loudly cheer’d.


    Hyperbion (more than bard should be) was wroth,


    And thus he spake to Phœbus: “Hearest thou,


    O Phœbus! the rude rabble from the field,


    Who swear that they have known thee ever since


    Thou feddest for Admetos his white bull?”


    “I hear them,” said the God. “Seize thou the first


    And haul him up above the heads of men,


    And thou shalt hear them shout for thee as pleas’d.”


    Headstrong and proud Hyperbion was: the crown


    Of laurel on it badly cool’d his brow:


    So, when he heard them singing at his gate,


    While some with flints cut there the rival’s name,


    Rushing he seiz’d the songster at their head:


    The songster kickt and struggled hard; in vain.


    Hyperbion claspt him round with arm robust,


    And with the left a hempen rope uncoil’d,


    Whereon already was a noose: it held


    The calf until the mother’s teat was drawn


    At morn and eve; and both were now afield.


    With all his strength he pull’d the wretch along,


    And haul’d him up a pine-tree where he died.


    But one night, not long after, in his sleep


    He saw the songster: then did he beseech


    Apollo to enlighten him, if perchance


    In what he did he had done aught amiss.


    “Thou hast done well, Hyperbion!” said the God,


    “As I did also to one Marsyas


    Some years ere thou wert born: but better ’twere


    If thou hadst understood my words aright,


    For those around may harm thee, and assign


    As reason that thou wentest past the law.


    My meaning was that thou shouldst hold him up


    In the high places of thy mind, and show


    Thyself the greater by enduring him.”


    Downcast Hyperbion stood: but Phœbus said


    “Be of good cheer, Hyperbion! if the rope


    Is not so frayed but it may hold thy calf,


    The greatest harm is that by hauling him


    Thou hast chafed, sorely, sorely, that old pine;


    And pine-tree bark will never close again.”

  


  
    *****
  


  ALCIPHRON AND LEUCIPPE.


  
    AN ancient chestnut’s blossoms threw


    Their heavy odour over two:


    Leucippe, it is said, was one,


    The other then was Alciphron.


    “Come, come! why should we stand beneath


    This hollow tree’s unwholesome breath,”


    Said Alciphron, “here’s not a blade


    Of grass or moss, and scanty shade.


    Come; it is just the hour to rove


    In the lone dingle shepherds love,


    There, straight and tall, the hazel twig


    Divides the crooked rock-held fig,


    O’er the blue pebbles where the rill


    In winter runs, and may run stil.


    Come then, while fresh and calm the air,


    And while the shepherds are not there.”

  


  
    LEUCIPPE.


    But I would rather go when they


    Sit round about and sing and play.


    Then why so hurry me? for you


    Like play and song and shepherds too.

  


  
    ALCIPHRON.


    I like the shepherds very well,


    And song and play, as you can tell.


    But there is play I sadly fear,


    And song I would not have you hear.

  


  
    LEUCIPPE.


    What can it be? what can it be?

  


  
    ALCIPHRON.


    To you may none of them repeat


    The play that you have played with me,


    The song that made your bosom beat.

  


  
    LEUCIPPE.


    Don’t keep your arm about my waist.

  


  
    ALCIPHRON.


    Might not you stumble?

  


  
    LEUCIPPE.


    Well then, do.


    But why are we in all this haste?

  


  
    ALCIPHRON.


    To sing.

  


  
    LEUCIPPE.


    Alas! and not play too?

  


  
    *****
  


  MELITON AND LILY.


  
    THERE was a time when Flowers could speak more plain


    Than Poets now do; and for once again


    A Flower shall answer what a Poet said . .


    Meliton he was, Lily was the maid.


    Sit on this garden-bench and hear a song,


    Maybe not tiresome, certainly not long.

  


  
    MELITON.


    Lily! why dost thou shower on me the gold


    Off thy white bosom, dazzling to behold?


    Must I confess to thee, another Flower


    I love stil better at this very hour,


    And she shall (if not over) place thee nigh


    A bosom pure as thine, where never sigh


    (I hope) shall shake thee, Lily! now goodbye,


    Forgetting not, nor ready to disown


    Thy friend of other days, thy Meliton.


    Before thee, at an early season, burst


    A Rose, and whispered low . . You loved me first.

  


  
    LILY.


    You are inconstant, now I know,


    I often heard it long ago


    But never thought to tell you so.


    I need no blush; but every day


    She blushes; yes, and well she may.


    Pure let her be! well! who should care?


    Is she, pray tell me, quite as fair?


    You do not answer what I ask.

  


  
    MELITON.


    I dare not; it’s too hard a task.

  


  
    *****
  


  ICARIOS AND ERIGONÈ.


  
    IMPROVIDENT were once the Attic youths,


    As (if we may believe the credulous


    And testy) various youths have been elsewhere.


    But truly such was their improvidence,


    Ere Pallas in compassion was their guide,


    They never stowed away the fruits of earth


    For winter use; nor knew they how to press


    Olive or grape: yet hospitality


    Sate at the hearth, and there was mirth and song.


    Wealthy and generous in the Attic land,


    Icarios! wert thou; and Erigonè,


    Thy daughter, gave with hearty glee the milk,


    Buzzing in froth beneath unsteddy goat,


    To many who stopt near her; some for thirst,


    And some to see upon its back that hand


    So white and small and taper, and await


    Until she should arise and show her face.


    The father wisht her not to leave his house,


    Nor she to leave her father; yet there sued


    From all the country round both brave and rich;


    Some, nor the wealthier of her wooers, drove


    Full fifty slant-brow’d kingly-hearted swine,


    Reluctant ever to be led aright,


    Race autocratical, autochthon race,


    Lords of the woods, fed by the tree of Jove.


    Some had three ploughs; some had eight oxen; some


    Had vines, on oak, on maple, and on elm,


    In long and strait and gleamy avenues,


    Which would have tired you had you reacht the end


    Without the unshapen steps that led beyond


    Up the steep hill to where they leand on poles.


    Yet kind the father was, and kind the maid.


    And now when winter blew the chaff about,


    And hens pursued the grain into the house,


    Quarrelsome and indignant at repulse,


    And rushing back again with ruffled neck,


    They and their brood; and kids blinkt at the brand,


    And bee-nosed oxen, with damp nostrils lowered


    Against the threshold, stampt the dogs away;


    Icarios, viewing these with thoughtful mind,


    Said to Erigonè, “Not scantily


    The Gods have given us these birds, and these


    Short-bleating kids, and these loose-hided steers.


    The Gods have given: to them will we devote


    A portion of their benefits, and bid


    The youths who love and honor us partake:


    So shall their hearts, and so shall ours, rejoice.”


    The youths were bidden to the feast: the flesh


    Of kid and crested bird was plentiful:


    The steam hung on the rafters, where were nail’d


    Bushes of savory herbs, and figs and dates;


    And yellow-pointed pears sent down long stalks


    Through nets wide-mesht, work of Erigonè


    When night was long and lamp yet unsupplied.


    Choice grapes Icarios had; and these, alone


    Of all men in the country, he preserved


    For festive days; nor better day than this


    To bring them from beneath his reed-thatcht roof.


    He mounted the twelve stairs with hearty pride,


    And soon was heard he, breathing hard: he now


    Descended, holding in both arms a cask,


    Fictile, capacious, bulging: cork-tree bark


    Secured the treasure; wax above the mouth,


    And pitch above the wax. The pitch he brake,


    The wax he scraped away, and laid them by,


    Wrenching up carefully the cork-tree bark.


    A hum was heard. “What! are there bees within?”


    Euphorbas cried. “They came then with the grapes,”


    Replied the elder, and pour’d out clear juice


    Fragrant as flowers, and wrinkled husks anon.


    “The ghosts of grapes!” cried Phanor, fond of jokes


    Within the house, but ever abstinent


    Of such as that in woodland and alone,


    Where any sylvan God might overhear.


    No few were saddened at the ill-omen’d word,


    But sniffing the sweet odour, bent their heads,


    Tasted, sipt, drank, ingurgitated: fear


    Flew from them all, joy rusht to every breast,


    Friendship grew warmer, hands were join’d, vows sworn.


    From cups of every size, from cups two-ear’d,


    From ivy-twisted and from smooth alike,


    They dash the water; they pour in the wine;


    (For wine it was) until that hour unseen.


    They emptied the whole cask; and they alone;


    For both the father and the daughter sate


    Enjoying their delight. But when they saw


    Flusht faces, and when angry words arose


    As one more fondly glanced against the cheek


    Of the fair maiden on her seat apart,


    And she lookt down, or lookt another way


    Where other eyes caught hers and did the like,


    Sadly the sire, the daughter fearfully,


    Upon each other fixt wide-open eyes.


    This did the men remark, and, bearing signs


    Different, as were their tempers, of the wine,


    But feeling each the floor reel under him,


    Each raging with more thirst at every draught,


    Acastor first (sidelong his step) arose,


    Then Phanor, then Antyllos:


    “Zeus above


    Confound thee, cursed wretch!” aloud they cried,


    “Is this thy hospitality? must all


    Who loved thy daughter perish at a blow?


    Not at a blow, but like the flies and wasps.”


    Madness had seiz’d them all. Erigonè


    Ran out for help; what help? Before her sprang


    Mœra, and howl’d and barkt, and then return’d


    Presaging. They had dragg’d the old man out


    And murdered him. Again flew Mœra forth,


    Faithful, compassionate, and seiz’d her vest,


    And drew her where the body lay, unclosed


    The eyes, and rais’d toward the stars of heaven.


    Thou who hast listened, and stil ponderest,


    Raise thine, for thou hast heard enough, raise thine


    And view Böotes bright among those stars,


    Brighter the Virgin: Mœra too shines there.


    But where were the Eumenides? Repress


    Thy anger. If the clear calm stars above


    Appease it not, and blood must flow for blood,


    Harken, and hear the sequel of the tale.


    Wide-seeing Zeus lookt down; as mortals knew


    By the woods bending under his dark eye,


    And huge towers shuddering on the mountain tops,


    And stillness in the valley, in the wold,


    And over the deep waters all round earth.


    He lifted up his arm, but struck them not


    In their abasement: by each other’s blow


    They fell; some suddenly; but more beneath


    The desperate gasp of long-enduring wounds.

  


  
    *****
  


  THE BOYS OF VENUS.


  
    TWAIN are the boys of Venus: one surveys


    Benignly this our globe; the other flies


    Cities and groves, nor listens to their songs


    Nor bears their converse; hardly is he known


    By name among them; cold as Eurus, pure


    As gusty rain.


    What discord tore apart


    The brothers? what beside ambition could?


    The elder was aggriev’d to see the sparks


    Shoot from the younger’s whetstone as he turn’d


    His arrow-barbs, nor pleas’d that he should waste


    Day after day in wreathing flowers for crowns,


    Or netting meshes to entrap the birds;


    And, while rose incense to that idle child,


    To him were only empty honors paid.


    Bitterly to Silenus he complain’d,


    Entreating him to arbitrate his wrongs


    But hearing no remonstrance, mild as were


    The wise God’s words; they only fann’d his ire.


    “Call that Idalian” cried he “then decide.”


    He did so.


    “Brother! was it me you call’d?”


    Said the sweet child, whose wings were hanging down


    Heavily from both shoulders, and his face


    Suffused with shame.


    “Will you not even own


    Your little brother from Idalia? come,


    Let us be friends.” Then, turning to the judge,


    “Did he not send for me?”


    To this appeal


    Before Silenus could reply, before


    He could, as now he tried, unite their hands,


    “Yes,” interrupted the ferocious one,


    “I did, that you may now learn who I am.”


    Silenus smiled, and beckoning, fondly said


    “Hither now! kiss each other; I may then


    Say which is best: each shall have due reward,


    And friend from friend.”


    At this the lesser lept


    And threw his arms about his brother’s neck


    Turn’d scornfully away, yet many a kiss


    He gave it; one, one only, was return’d;


    For even the brother could not now resist,


    Whether such godlike influence must prevail


    Or whether of repulsing it ashamed;


    Stil neither would he his intent forego


    Nor moderate his claim, nor cease to boast


    How Chaos he subdued with radiant fire,


    How from the sky its darkness he dispel’d,


    And how the struggling planets he coerced,


    Telling them to what distance they might go,


    And chain’d the raging Ocean down with rocks.


    “Is not all this enough for you?” replied


    The gentler, “envy you my narrow realm?


    Denying me my right you raise my plumes,


    You make me boast that on my birth there broke


    Throughout the heavens above and earth below


    A golden light. I do not recollect


    What Chaos was, it was before my time;


    Where flew the stars about I neither know


    Nor care; but her who governs them I drew


    Behind the Latmian cliffs, entreating me,


    And promising me everything, to grant


    Her first and last desire: tho you reside


    In heaven with her, and tho she knows your fame,


    She knows no love but what is scorn’d by you.


    What are sea-shores to me? I penetrate


    The inmost halls of Nereus; I command . .


    Up spring the dolphins, and their purple backs


    I smoothe for timorous harper to bestride:


    At losing him, on the dry sands they pine.


    Desert you anyone, he heeds it not,


    But let me leave him and funereal flames


    Burst from his bosom. Your last guest from earth,


    When I was angry with him, threw aside


    The spindle, broke the thread, and lay before


    The gate as any worthless herb might lie,


    And gamesome whelps lept over that broad breast.


    About the Gods above I would not say


    A word to vex you: whether rolls the orb


    We stand upon I know not, or who trims


    The fires ethereal, or who rules the tides.


    If these I yield to you, to me concede


    Free laughter and sly kiss; fresh flowers give me,


    And songs the lyre delights in, give the lull


    Of reeds among the willows upon banks


    Where hollow moss invites and then betrays.


    Let me be happy; some have call’d me strong;


    Whether I am so, let recorded facts


    Declare, in every land perform’d by me


    Under the rising and the setting sun,


    Too numerous for a memory weak as mine.”


    “Scarce more so than your promises” exclaim’d


    The taunter.


    Smiling, blushing too, the child


    Acknowledged his forgetfulness . . at times . .


    But added,


    “Do not make me boast again.


    If you pretend contempt for earthly cares


    And stand apart from nuptial scenes, and make


    No promises that leave so many blest,


    But turn aside your face and gaze upon


    The dismal depths, and Styx alone adjure,


    Pray tell me who made Pluto, by the pool


    Of that same Styx and panting Phlegethon


    Pant also, while the dog with his three throats


    Growl’d and roar’d out? who taught the unwilling bride


    To bear him? it was I, it was my sport.


    In his dominions better deeds were mine.


    Following this torch and guided by this hand


    You might have heard amid the silent shades


    The water, drop by drop, fall from the urn


    Of the condemn’d; the wheel you might have heard


    Creak, with no human groans from it; thro me


    Laodameia met again the youth


    She died for, and Eurydice met her’s.”


    The generous Judge embraced the generous God,


    Then tranquilly bespake the other thus.


    “O worthy child of thy grave sire! to thee


    I give the stars in keeping, with his leave,


    And storms and seas and rocks that hold them in


    With Neptune’s, asking Amphitrite’s too.


    Thou, lesser of the winged ones! the source


    Of genial smiles, who makest every sun


    Roll brighter, and ten thousand fall far short


    Of one such night as thou alone canst give;


    Who holdest back the willing Hours at play,


    And makest them run weariless aside


    Thy quickest car! be thou with this content.


    To thee do I assign thy modest claim.


    Write it in thy own words . . The linkèd hands,


    And every flower that Spring most gladly wears,


    And every song the quivering lyre of youth


    Delights in; and the whispers of the reeds


    Under the willows; and the mossy tuft


    Dimpling but to betray: should anywhere


    Be sweeter whispers, be they also thine


    Do thou but” . . then he blusht and lowered his head


    Against the boy’s . . “touch gently with thy dart,


    So that no mortal see . . Ianthe’s breast.”

  


  
    *****
  


  THE HAMADRYAD.


  
    RHAICOS was born amid the hills wherefrom


    Gnidos the light of Caria is discern’d,


    And small are the white-crested that play near,


    And smaller onward are the purple waves.


    Thence festal choirs were visible, all crown’d


    With rose and myrtle if they were inborn;


    If from Pandion sprang they, on the coast


    Where stern Athenè raised her citadel,


    Then olive was intwined with violets


    Cluster’d in bosses, regular and large.


    For various men wore various coronals;


    But one was their devotion: ’twas to her


    Whose laws all follow, her whose smile withdraws


    The sword from Ares, thunderbolt from Zeus,


    And whom in his chill caves the mutable


    Of mind, Poseidon, the sea-king, reveres,


    And whom his brother, stubborn Dis, hath pray’d


    To turn in pity the averted cheek


    Of her he bore away, with promises,


    Nay, with loud oath before dread Styx itself,


    To give her daily more and sweeter flowers


    Than he made drop from her on Enna’s dell.


    Rhaicos was looking from his father’s door


    At the long trains that hastened to the town


    From all the valleys, like bright rivulets


    Gurgling with gladness, wave outrunning wave,


    And thought it hard he might not also go


    And offer up one prayer, and press one hand,


    He knew not whose. The father call’d him in,


    And said, “Son Rhaicos! those are idle games;


    Long enough I have lived to find them so.”


    And ere he ended, sighed; as old men do


    Always, to think how idle such games are.


    “I have not yet,” thought Rhaicos in his heart,


    And wanted proof.


    “Suppose thou go and help


    Echeion at the hill, to bark yon oak


    And lop its branches off, before we delve


    About the trunk and ply the root with axe:


    This we may do in winter.”


    Rhaicos went;


    For thence he could see farther, and see more


    Of those who hurried to the city-gate.


    Echeion he found there, with naked arm


    Swart-hair’d, strong-sinew’d, and his eyes intent


    Upon the place where first the axe should fall:


    He held it upright. “There are bees about,


    Or wasps, or hornets,” said the cautious eld,


    “Look sharp, O son of Thallinos!” The youth


    Inclined his ear, afar, and warily,


    And cavern’d in his hand. He heard a buzz


    At first, and then the sound grew soft and clear,


    And then divided into what seem’d tune,


    And there were words upon it, plaintive words.


    He turn’d, and said, “Echeion! do not strike


    That tree: it must be hollow; for some God


    Speaks from within. Come thyself near.” Again


    Both turn’d toward it: and behold! there sat


    Upon the moss below, with her two palms


    Pressing it on each side, a maid in form.


    Downcast were her long eyelashes, and pale


    Her cheek, but never mountain-ash display’d


    Berries of colour like her lip so pure,


    Nor were the anemones about her hair


    Soft, smooth, and wavering, like the face beneath.


    “What dost thou here?” Echeion, half-afraid,


    Half-angry, cried. She lifted up her eyes,


    But nothing spake she. Rhaicos drew one step


    Backward, for fear came likewise over him,


    But not such fear: he panted, gaspt, drew in


    His breath, and would have turn’d it into words,


    But could not into one.


    “O send away


    That sad old man!” said she. The old man went


    Without a warning from his master’s son,


    Glad to escape, for sorely he now fear’d,


    And the axe shone behind him in their eyes.

  


  
    HAMADRYAD.


    And wouldst thou too shed the most innocent


    Of blood? no vow demands it; no God wills


    The oak to bleed.

  


  
    RHAICOS.


    Who art thou? whence? why here?


    And whither wouldst thou go? Among the robed


    In white or saffron, or the hue that most


    Resembles dawn or the clear sky, is none


    Array’d as thou art. What so beautiful


    As that gray robe which clings about thee close,


    Like moss to stones adhering, leaves to trees,


    Yet lets thy bosom rise and fall in turn,


    As, toucht by zephyrs, fall and rise the boughs


    Of graceful platan by the river-side.

  


  
    HAMADRYAD.


    Lovest thou well thy father’s house?

  


  
    RHAICOS.


    Indeed


    I love it, well I love it, yet would leave


    For thine, where’er it be, my father’s house,


    With all the marks upon the door, that show


    My growth at every birth-day since the third,


    And all the charms, o’erpowering evil eyes,


    My mother nail’d for me against my bed,


    And the Cydonian bow (which thou shalt see)


    Won in my race last spring from Eutychos.

  


  
    HAMADRYAD.


    Bethink thee what it is to leave a home


    Thou never yet hast left, one night, one day.

  


  
    RHAICOS.


    No, ’tis not hard to leave it; ’tis not hard


    To leave, O maiden, that paternal home,


    If there be one on earth whom we may love


    First, last, for ever; one who says that she


    Will love for ever too. To say which word,


    Only to say it, surely is enough . .


    It shows such kindness . . if ’twere possible


    We at the moment think she would indeed.

  


  
    HAMADRYAD.


    Who taught thee all this folly at thy age?

  


  
    RHAICOS.


    I have seen lovers and have learnt to love.

  


  
    HAMADRYAD.


    But wilt thou spare the tree?

  


  
    RHAICOS.


    My father wants


    The bark; the tree may hold its place awhile.

  


  
    HAMADRYAD.


    Awhile! thy father numbers then my days?

  


  
    RHAICOS.


    Are there no others where the moss beneath


    Is quite as tufty? Who would send thee forth


    Or ask thee why thou tarriest? Is thy flock


    Anywhere near?

  


  
    HAMADRYAD.


    I have no flock: I kill


    Nothing that breathes, that stirs, that feels the air,


    The sun, the dew. Why should the beautiful


    (And thou art beautiful) disturb the source


    Whence springs all beauty? Hast thou never heard


    Of Hamadryads?

  


  
    RHAICOS.


    Heard of them I have:


    Tell me some tale about them. May I sit


    Beside thy feet? Art thou not tired? The herbs


    Are very soft; I will not come too nigh;


    Do but sit there, nor tremble so, nor doubt.


    Stay, stay an instant: let me first explore


    If any acorn of last year be left


    Within it; thy thin robe too ill protects


    Thy dainty limbs against the harm one small


    Acorn may do. Here’s none. Another day


    Trust me; til then let me sit opposite.

  


  
    HAMADRYAD.


    I seat me; be thou seated, and content.

  


  
    RHAICOS.


    O sight for gods! Ye men below! adore


    The Aphroditè. Is she there below?


    Or sits she here before me? as she sate


    Before the shepherd on those highths that shade


    The Hellespent, and brought his kindred woe.

  


  
    HAMADRYAD.


    Reverence the higher Powers; nor deem amiss


    Of her who pleads to thee, and would repay . .


    Ask not how much . . but very much. Rise not:


    No, Rhaicos, no! Without the nuptial vow


    Love is unholy. Swear to me that none


    Of mortal maids shall ever taste thy kiss,


    Then take thou mine; then take it, not before.

  


  
    RHAICOS.


    Hearken, all gods above! O Aphroditè!


    O Herè! let my vow be ratified!


    But wilt thou come into my father’s house?

  


  
    HAMADRYAD.


    Nay: and of mine I can not give thee part.

  


  
    RHAICOS.


    Where is it?

  


  
    HAMADRYAD.


    In this oak.

  


  
    RHAICOS.


    Ay; now begins


    The tale of Hamadryad: tell it through.

  


  
    HAMADRYAD.


    Pray of thy father never to cut down


    My tree; and promise him, as well thou mayst,


    That every year he shall receive from me


    More honey than will buy him nine fat sheep,


    More wax than he will burn to all the gods.


    Why fallest thou upon thy face? Some thorn


    May scratch it, rash young man! Rise up; for shame!

  


  
    RHAICOS.


    For shame I can not rise. O pity me!


    I dare not sue for love . . but do not hate!


    Let me once more behold thee . . not once more,


    But many days: let me love on . . unloved!


    I aimed too high: on my own head the bolt


    Falls back, and pierces to the very brain.

  


  
    HAMADRYAD.


    Go . . rather go, than make me say I love.

  


  
    RHAICOS.


    If happiness is immortality,


    (And whence enjoy it else the gods above?)


    I am immortal too: my vow is heard:


    Hark! on the left . . Nay, turn not from me now,


    I claim my kiss.

  


  
    HAMADRYAD.


    Do men take first, then claim?


    Do thus the seasons run their course with them?

  


  
    . . Her lips were seal’d, her head sank on his breast.


    Tis said that laughs were heard within the wood:


    But who should hear them? . . and whose laughs? and why?


    Savoury was the smell, and long past noon,


    Thallinos! in thy house; for marjoram,


    Basil and mint, and thyme and rosemary,


    Were sprinkled on the kid’s well roasted length,


    Awaiting Rhaicos. Home he came at last,


    Not hungry, but pretending hunger keen,


    With head and eyes just o’er the maple plate.


    “Thou seest but badly, coming from the sun,


    Boy Rhaicos!” said the father. “That oak’s bark


    Must have been tough, with little sap between;


    It ought to run; but it and I are old.”


    Rhaicos, although each morsel of the bread


    Increast by chewing, and the meat grew cold


    And tasteless to his palate, took a draught


    Of gold-bright wine, which, thirsty as he was,


    He thought not of until his father fill’d


    The cup, averring water was amiss,


    But wine had been at all times pour’d on kid,


    It was religion.


    He thus fortified


    Said, not quite boldly, and not quite abasht,


    “Father, that oak is Zeusis’ own; that oak


    Year after year will bring thee wealth from wax


    And honey. There is one who fears the gods


    And the gods love . . that one”


    (He blusht, nor said


    What one)


    “Hath promist this, and may do more.


    We have not many moons to wait until


    The bees have done their best: if then there come


    Nor wax nor honey, let the tree be hewn.”


    “Zeus hath bestow’d on thee a prudent mind,”


    Said the glad sire: “but look thou often there,


    And gather all the honey thou canst find


    In every crevice, over and above


    What hath been promist; would they reckon that?”


    Rhaicos went daily; but the nymph as oft


    Invisible. To play at love, she knew,


    Stopping its breathings when it breathes most soft,


    Is sweeter than to play on any pipe.


    She play’d on his: she fed upon his sighs;


    They pleas’d her when they gently waved her hair,


    Cooling the pulses of her purple veins,


    And when her absence brought them out they pleas’d.


    Even among the fondest of them all,


    What mortal or immortal maid is more


    Content with giving happiness than pain?


    One day he was returning from the wood


    Despondently. She pitied him, and said


    “Come back!” and twined her fingers in the hem


    Above his shoulder. Then she led his steps


    To a cool rill that ran o’er level sand


    Through lentisk and through oleander, there


    Bathed she his feet, lifting them on her lap


    When bathed, and drying them in both her hands.


    He dared complain; for those who most are loved


    Most dare it; but not harsh was his complaint.


    “O thou inconstant!” said he, “if stern law


    Bind thee, or will, stronger than sternest law,


    O, let me know henceforward when to hope


    The fruit of love that grows for me but here.”


    He spake; and pluckt it from its pliant stem.


    “Impatient Rhaicos! why thus intercept


    The answer I would give? There is a bee


    Whom I have fed, a bee who knows my thoughts


    And executes my wishes: I will send


    That messenger. If ever thou art false,


    Drawn by another, own it not, but drive


    My bee away: then shall I know my fate,


    And, . . for thou must be wretched, . . weep at thine.


    But often as my heart persuades to lay


    Its cares on thine and throb itself to rest,


    Expect her with thee, whether it be morn,


    Or eve, at any time when woods are safe.”

  


  
    Day after day the Hours beheld them blest,


    And season after season: years had past,


    Blest were they still. He who asserts that Love


    Ever is sated of sweet things, the same


    Sweet things he fretted for in earlier days,


    Never, by Zeus! loved he a Hamadryad.


    The nights had now grown longer, and perhaps


    The Hamadryads find them lone and dull


    Among their woods; one did, alas! She called


    Her faithful bee: ’twas when all bees should sleep,


    And all did sleep but hers. She was sent forth


    To bring that light which never wintry blast


    Blows out, nor rain nor snow extinguishes,


    The light that shines from loving eyes upon


    Eyes that love back, till they can see no more.

  


  
    Rhaicos was sitting at his father’s hearth:


    Between them stood the table, not o’erspread


    With fruits which autumn now profusely bore,


    Nor anise cakes, nor odorous wine; but there


    The draft-board was expanded; at which game


    Triumphant sat old Thallinos; the son


    Was puzzled, vext, discomfited, distraught.


    A buzz was at his ear: up went his hand,


    And it was heard no longer. The poor bee


    Return’d (but not until the morn shone bright)


    And found the Hamadryad with her head


    Upon her aching wrist, and showed one wing


    Half-broken off, the other’s meshes marr’d,


    And there were bruises which no eye could see


    Saving a Hamadryad’s.


    At this sight


    Down fell the languid brow, both hands fell down,


    A shriek was carried to the ancient hall


    Of Thallinos: he heard it not: his son


    Heard it, and ran forthwith into the wood.


    No bark was on the tree, no leaf was green,


    The trunk was riven through. From that day forth


    Nor word nor whisper sooth’d his ear, nor sound


    Even of insect wing: but loud laments


    The woodmen and the shepherds one long year


    Heard day and night; for Rhaicos would not quit


    The solitary place, but moan’d and died.

  


  
    Hence milk and honey wonder not, O guest,


    To find set duly on the hollow stone.

  


  
    *****
  


  DRYOPE.


  
    ŒTA was glorious; proud of ancestry


    There Dryops reign’d: Spercheios was his sire,


    His mother Polydora; but above


    All ancestry went forth his daughter’s fame,


    Dryope, loved by him whose radiant car


    Surmounts the heavens. With light he irrigates


    The earth beneath, to all things gives their hue,


    Motion, and graceful form, and harmony:


    But now the tresses of his golden hair


    Wills he to fall and his warm breath to breathe


    On Dryope alone; her he pursues


    Among the willow of pubescent flower


    And fragrant bark stript off the tender twigs,


    Moist, split, and ready for the basket-braid.


    He followed her along the river-bank,


    Along the shallow where the Nereids meet


    The Dryads.


    She was tending once her flock


    In a deep valley, when there suddenly


    Burst forth the sound of horn and pipe, and clash


    Of cymbal rattling from uplifted palms;


    Dryad and Hamadryad, wild with joy,


    Ran on before, ran on behind; one stopt


    And cried to her, ere past . .


    “Art thou alone


    Forgetful of the day, our festival?


    Is Dryops greater than Admetos, king


    But shepherd too: Apollo watcht his flock,


    Apollo scared the stealing wolves away,


    And even Apollo now is scared from thine!


    Thus daughters place their seat above their sire’s.”


    Dryope laught, no little proud, at taunt


    Like this.


    And now the revels were begun,


    And circling dance succeeded; and the day


    Closed with the chorus of the pæan hymn.


    Weary with dancing Dryope reclined


    On the soft herbage: lo! before her feet


    Shone forth a lyre amidst it; whose that lyre


    Each askt, and none replied, for surely each


    Had hers: was it Antonoë’s? was it like


    Theano’s? Whose-soever it might be


    She took it, and with twinkling finger ran


    Over the chords: and now at one she glanced


    Now at another, with a nod that said


    She knew their mischief, and to punish them


    She thrust it in her bosom. Ha! behold!


    A snake glides out. All shriek aloud, all throw


    Their bodies back and spring up all at once.


    Antonoë dasht upon her fragil reed


    Her tender hand in rising, but scarce felt


    The wound until she saw one ruddy globe


    Enlarging, then she shuddered, then she suckt


    The whole away, and but two rims appear’d.


    Faster the others ran, they knew not where,


    Thro’ every field about: the choral shell


    Around whose loosen’d strings the snake had coil’d


    Was now all snake. He rusht on Dryope,


    So slow in due performance of the rites,


    Rites which the fathers for their God ordain’d.


    Then spake Antonoë to the only Nymph


    Remaining nigh, stil fleeing both away,


    Both looking back; for pity rose o’er fear.


    “See! see! the wicked serpent! how he licks


    Her eyes and bosom! how he bends her down


    When she would rise and run away! where now


    Can be Apollo, proud of Python slain?


    Scorn’d by one inexperienced, feard by one


    Silly, he seems to think that Fear can win


    Where Love was driven off.


    Help, Phœbus, help!


    How swells the creature’s neck! how fierce his crest!


    A cloud hides all below. The dragon race


    Is various: now they shake their scales on earth,


    Now shine their feathers in the sky; now flame


    In cars athwart; now their hard bodies melt


    In the thin air nor leave a trace behind.”


    Deep in a woody dell beneath a cliff,


    Scarce daring yet to lift her eyes above


    The lowest bush, Callianeira held


    Diaula, dubious to run on or stay,


    And argued with her thus.


    “Since now the grass


    In the warm spring lies closer and grows higher,


    And many things may at first sight decieve,


    Might it not be a lizard she caught up


    Into her bosom? What is pleasanter


    Than in hot days to hold a lizard there


    Panting, and gently with a finger’s tip


    Provoke its harmless bite? The species seems


    Rare, it is true. Behold how sisterly


    Dryope treats it.”


    “Lizard! no indeed!”


    Replied the maiden with wide-open eyes,


    “No lizard can be seen a whole field off,


    Nor so spring up as that bold animal.”


    Neither Diaula nor her arguer dared


    Procede: Callianeira went alone


    Toward Dryope midway.


    Again, whate’er


    It was erewhile, the form is changed; no more


    A serpent, nor indeed a lizard now,


    Nor chelys, is that orb by purple veil’d


    One moment and then alter’d into white;


    As violets under hailstones when the wind


    Blows hurriedly and fitfully above.


    Then partly mused and partly uttered some.


    “That hair is surely hers: another Nymph


    Not of our company, and practised more


    In quelling serpents, may have intervened,


    Or witch in gleeful mischief played her pranks.


    What hand is under her? what hair like hers


    Is waving over?”


    Delius now appear’d


    Himself among them, and with radiant nod


    And arm outstretcht recall’d the fugitives,


    Drawing his purple vest more closely round.


    They came with downcast eyes, remembering well


    Their terror when he lent his lofty car


    To that ambitious son, and how the lakes


    Shrank under him, and how the rivers paus’d


    In silence, and how Po himself, although


    From heaven descended, was enwrapt in flames;


    Remembering too the clangor of his bow


    Bent against Python, when Diana’s self


    Trembled at her deliverer: well they knew


    The power, for good or evil, of the God,


    And kept the fearful secret in their breasts.


    Soon they recovered; soon they pitied her


    The victim of such cruelty: the words


    Of pity Dryope well understood,


    Replying not. They lookt into her eyes


    A little languid; on her neck they lookt


    A little moist; they own’d her pouting lip


    Was worthy of the God.


    Each slily askt


    Some little question; she could only blush.


    Slowly, nor staying to reprove, she went


    Amid their giggles to her father’s house.


    They, growing bolder, might mayhap have told


    The tale to others, but had gazed too near


    For bashful Nymphs; beside, Diana’s wrath


    They dreaded if her brother they betraid.


    Dryope, now Andræmon’s happy spouse


    And mother of Amphissos, every spring


    Is celebrated thro’ the groves and vales


    Of Œta, where the pæan had been sung.

  


  
    *****
  


  CORESUS AND CALLIRHOË.


  
    WITH song and dance the maids of Calydon


    Had met to celebrate the yearly rites


    Of Bacchus. Where two taller whirl around


    The rope, and call another to run in,


    A wanton one pusht forward her who stood


    Aside her; when she stumbled they all laught


    To see her upright heels and scattered hair.


    ’Twas then, Callirhoë, that thy mother fail’d


    Even with prayer to bring thee back again


    Before the altar: it is said a tear


    Roll’d down thy cheek from shame, and not without


    A blush of anger . . who on earth can vouch


    For this? since both thy hands hid both thy cheeks.


    Rising from his high seat the youthful priest


    Came forward, pitying her: of graceful mien


    Coresus was, and worthy of his God.


    Ah poor Coresus! luckless was the hour


    Of his first meeting her; there might have been


    Hour more propitious; she perhaps had loved


    Distractedly the youth she now abhor’d;


    He too, unless her blushes and her tears


    Had penetrated deep his generous heart,


    Might have loved on and sung his woes away.


    Now neither butting goat nor honeyed must


    Pourd by the straining boys between his horns


    Regarded he; no, nor with wonted cheer


    Appeal’d to him the God of gamesome glee.


    Not even when Hesper call’d his winking train


    Around him, and when shook the lower shrubs


    More than the breeze had shaken them erewhile,


    Would he decline his aking eyes to sleep;


    But out of the inclosure, where the grass


    Was rank with fallen leaves and heavy dew,


    Lonely he stood beneath an ilex shade,


    And meditated long and soon forgot


    The words he had to say: he could recall


    (He thought) her features, but before him rose


    A face less beautiful, not less severe.


    Many the days he sought the maid in vain,


    Many the nights he stood before the house;


    She waits not even to be seen; no foot


    Passes her door, and the dog barks, but strait


    Up springs she from her chair; she surely hears


    And knows his tread; what other can it be?


    When she would break a thread off with her teeth


    She stops, and holds it in a trembling hand


    Suspended, just above the humid lip


    White now with fear; and often her loose locks


    She dashes back to place a surer ear


    Against the hinge: is any footfall heard


    Passing the portico, he steps that way;


    If soft the sound, he stands there, none but he:


    If none, he certainly is close behind.


    The reed grows harder from perpetual winds,


    From fears perpetual harder grows the maid.


    At first Callirhoë scarcely would confess


    To her own mother, scarcely to herself;


    Now she is ready, now she is resolved


    With savage speech his fondness to repay,


    Words she would gather for his punishment,


    And is more angry when she finds not one;


    An aggravation of his past offence.


    Flexible is the coral branch beneath


    The Erythræan sea; to air exposed


    It stiffens, no strong hand can bend it back:


    Such was her nature: she had laid aside


    Her former manners; its ingenuous shame


    Quitted that cheek it lately discomposed;


    Crouds she avoided not, nor greatly cared


    If others knew what she but yesterday


    Was vext at knowing: she rejoiced to hear


    A name she loath’d so late. Vainglory caught


    And made a plaything of an empty heart.


    When she hears footsteps from behind, she checks


    Her own, to let him either stop or pass;


    She would not wish his love nor him away,


    Conscious that she is walking over fire


    Unwounded, on a level with the Gods,


    And rendering null the noblest gifts they gave.


    Where grows a dittany that heals the smart


    Love’s broken arrow leaves within the breast?


    He loves not who such anguish can endure,


    He who can burst asunder such a bond


    Loves not.


    Hard-breathing from his inmost soul


    Coresus siez’d her hand, then threw it back


    And pour’d forth with stern look these bitter words.


    “No longer ask I pity on my grief,


    Callirhoë! tis unworthy of us both,


    But there is one who knows it, one above,


    And will avenge it. Thou hast seen the last


    Of all the tears these eyes will ever shed;


    This grieves me, and this only . . Pestilence


    Now stalks in darkness on from street to street,


    And slow steps follow: wasted, worn away,


    The aged are gone forth to learn the will


    Of those we worship; and their late return,


    Lookt for since dawn from all the higher roofs,


    In vain is lookt for. Thro the city lie


    Children whom dying parents would embrace,


    Innocent children! they have not been spared,


    And shall the guilty before heaven escape?


    I was contemn’d, and I deserv’d contempt,


    I loved imprudently; yet throughout life


    Those arts I cherisht which lead youth aright,


    And strengthen manhood and adorn old-age.


    Old-age! for me there will be none: my brow


    Hath worn its crown . . for what? that festal songs


    May rise around the altar, sung by thee.


    Worthy I was to woo, and woo I did;


    I am unworthy now, and now abstain,


    Subjected to the levity of all,


    Even my own friends: and yet might I have stood


    Above those equal-aged, whether the prize


    Were olive, given by heroes, whether bay


    Which only Gods, and they on few, bestow,


    Or whether, O Callirhoë! in thy love.


    Let kings throw largesses around, let earth


    And ocean be explored that vulgar eyes


    May gaze at vulgar heads rais’d somewhat higher,


    The Gods alone give genius, they alone


    Give beauty . . why so seldom to unite!


    She shines her hour, and then the worshiper


    Rises and goes. Genius stands cold, apart,


    Like Saturn in the skies; his aspect seems,


    To mortal men below, oblique, malign . . .”


    While he was speaking and about to pause,


    Downcast, with silent and slow step approacht


    They who went forth to touch with purest hands


    The altar, and appease the offended Powers.


    The virgin saw them coming; soon she heard


    A croud’s tumultuous outcries and turned pale;


    But paler was Coresus who presaged


    The impending evil; paler when he heard


    Curses and (painfuller) immodest speech.


    He hastened to withdraw her; but aloud


    Palæmon cried,


    “Stay here! stay here thou too


    O wretched girl! and take the words I bring,


    The God’s own words: no longer shall the throng


    Around thee rise infuriate, nor shall maids


    And matrons turn on thee their dying look


    Or call the torch funereal by thy name.”


    Impatient and exultant sprang the youth;


    Wildly he threw his arms around her neck,


    Then, falling on his knees,


    “Hail thou” he cried,


    “Who fillest with thy deity the grove


    Of high Dodona, and with brow serene


    Hast clear’d the troubled sky!


    She lives! she lives!


    The source of sorrow to none else than me:


    Neither my dreams nor Bacchus promist this.”


    Palæmon, after solemn silence, spake:


    “Alas! how sadly do young hopes decieve!


    The sight of future things was granted thee


    In vain: Love lowers his saffron veil, runs off,


    And thro the dimness thou seest only Love.


    Forward, ye youths! since Jupiter ordains,


    And since the son of Semele hath deign’d


    To honor and avenge his chosen priest,


    Lead the peace-offering, the pure victim, forth . .


    Lead forth Callirhoë.”


    Thro the maiden’s veins


    The blood crept cold: she staggered, fell . . upheav’d


    And drag’d away by some strong arm, she reacht


    The temple: consciousness (not soon) return’d


    Thro the loud tramplings, on the marble floor,


    Of those who carried incense fresh-alight,


    And the salt sprinklings from the frigid font.


    “Take” said Palæmon, trembling as he spake,


    “Take thou this sword, Coresus! ’tis thy part.


    Often hast thou the avenging Gods invoked,


    And wouldst thou cast aside the vows they grant?


    Impious! impossible! no grace is this


    To thee, but sign to all that in his priest


    Wrong’d and offended is the God he serves,


    Warning to all that vows be wisely vow’d.


    But if among this concourse there stand one


    Who pities so the victim, that for hers


    He yields his life, then shall the pestilence,


    Under Jove’s saving son, our Bacchus, cease.”


    With his veind hand a tear the youth swept off:


    Less mournfully than scornfully said he,


    “Listen! how swift, how still, their steps retreat!


    Now then, Callirhoë! now my breast is firm;


    None stand before me: in a father’s place


    And in a lover’s I will here discharge


    No empty duty.”


    Cries and groans are heard,


    And seen upon the pavement where he stood


    His writhing limbs.


    With sudden terror flies


    The croud bewildered, dreading lest a blood


    So sacred should run on and reach their feet.


    The temple and the grove around it moan,


    And other murmurs, other cries, than rose


    So lately, fill the city and the plain.


    First flies the rumor that the priest had fallen


    By his own hand; it gathered force, and soon


    That both were smitten by the wrathful Gods.


    From its own weight is that vast multitude


    Pusht onward, driven back, conglomerated,


    Broken, disperst, like waves on stormy seas.

  


  
    *****
  


  CATILLUS AND SALIA.


  
    AGAINST the lintel of Voltumna’s fane,


    Which from the Cyminus surveys the lake


    And grove of ancient oaks, Coresus left


    His spear; his steed stood panting, and afraid


    Sometimes of sight obscure, sometimes of sound


    Strange to him, of wild beast or falling bark


    Blackened by fire, and even of witherd leaves


    Whirld by the wind above his bridle-bit.


    “Voltumna,” cried the youth, “do not reject


    My vow to Salia; she despiseth not,


    Nor doth her father, love so pure as mine;


    But there are oracles which both believe


    Are obstacles against the nuptial torch.


    Goddess! thou knowest what the Powers above


    Threaten, for from thy fane the threats procede,


    Thine be it all such sorrow to dispell!


    Amphiaräus could, not long ago,


    Have taught me what impended; with him went


    His art, alas! he with his car of fire


    Sunk near Ismenos.


    Ancient bards have sung


    That the king’s house and king himself must fall,


    And that his daughter, when she weds, will bring


    Destruction on them both. Her braver heart


    Sees thro the oracles, at first obscure,


    Nor fears to love me; should not I abide


    The fate of arms, whatever it may be?


    I would not they should part us; I would now


    And ever be with her, altho the Gods


    So will that we must pass the Stygian pool


    Or, what is worse, roam thro the stranger’s land.


    O Salia! be thou mine a single day,


    Another’s never, nor a banisht man’s.”


    A hollow murmur moves the forest heads,


    The temple gloams, and from the inner shrine


    A voice is heard, “Unhappy daughter! sprung


    Of parent more unhappy, thus forewarnd


    Of coming woe.” The voices ceast . . the groves


    Afar resounded when the portal closed.


    Silence more awful followed, thro the sky


    And lofty wood and solitary fane;


    If any bird winged over, in that bird


    He saw not whence might come an augury


    To solace his torn heart; among dense shade


    Some there might be; but over all the lake


    He heard no sound, no swan was visible,


    For shining afar off they floated high,


    Or smooth’d their wings upon the swelling wave.


    Now he thro shady fields of trelliced vine


    Waving o’er-head, and thin-leaved olives hied.


    Twas evening; on the earth he threw himself,


    Hoping some dream might waft away his dread.


    Sharp was the radiance of the stars above,


    And all the sky seemd moving in a course


    It never yet had moved in; what he heard


    Beneath the roof of Anius, and within


    The temple of Voltumna, now returnd,


    And what seemd there so difficult, he felt


    Plain to expound and easy to achieve.


    The daughter and the father he resolves


    To save forthwith; he snatches up the rein,


    Leaps on his charger, and ere breaks the dawn


    Reaches the city-gate: few sentries stood


    Before or near it, long enjoying peace.


    Well might the troop have known their youthful friend,


    Broad-chested, of high brow, of lustrous eye,


    Familiar speech, large heart and liberal hand,


    And prompt on horse or foot with Argive spear.


    Fast went he to the mansion of the king.


    Beneath the gateway Periphas he meets,


    Seizes his hand, “I haste to Salia,”


    Cries he, “Voltumna threatens mortal woe,


    Woe which her father never can avert.


    Piety may be blind, love open-eyed


    Is ever on the watch: I bring with me


    The Goddesses own words, words now confirmed


    By surest omens, even by my dreams.”


    Unhappy Salia had already past.


    She early every morning sacrificed


    To Dian in the little fane anear


    The city-gate: the hero’s threatening steed


    Neighd, and the palace-archway sounded loud


    From frequent tramps of his impatient hoof.


    It was the hour when each expiring lamp


    Crackled beneath, now showing, hiding now,


    The chain it hung by; when the hind prepared


    To throw upon the slowly rising ox


    His wooden collar, slow himself, morose


    With broken sleep; along the lower sky


    Reddened a long thin line of light that showd


    But indistinctly the divided fields.


    Catillus meets his Salia, “Fly,” cries he,


    “Fly while tis possible; the Gods have given


    Sure omens; now distrust them never more.”


    He lifts her, ere she answers, on the steed,


    Leaps on it after, spurs with rapid heel


    The flank, and off they fly. “Now tremble not,


    My Salia, there was room and time for fear


    When flight was difficult and hope unsure.


    Dian, to bless thy pious vow, had given


    What now Voltumna gives; fallacious dream


    Came never from her fane. Feel, Salia, feel


    How quiet, without snort and without shy,


    Moves under us the generous beast we ride!


    Is then my arm too tight around thy waist?


    I will relax this bondage . . and stil sigh!


    Weary thou must be; we will here dismount


    And leave behind us the brave beast to rest


    Under the roof-tree of that cottage near,


    We will reward him for his oaten bread,


    And for the skiff he idly lies along.”


    Large was the recompence; the pair imbarkt;


    The hind stood wondering, “Are they then some Gods?”


    Muttered he to himself.


    The little sail


    Catillus hoisted, hoisted leisurely,


    That he might turn it whatsoever breeze


    Haply should rise, but more that he might sit


    On the same thwart, and near enough to screen


    The face of Salia from the level sun,


    And any gazers from the banks they pass.


    Catillus listened; and whatever voice


    Came to his ear, he shuddered at, but most


    Dreaded lest Fescennine loose song reach hers.


    Cautious he was of meeting the approach


    Of the Volsinians; he would then avoid


    The flowery fields that Farfar’s rills refresh,


    And those too where, when Sirius flames above,


    Himella guides her little stream away.


    Therefor he wisely wore a coarse attire,


    Unrecognized, and seem’d a stranger hind


    Returning to his kin at even-tide.


    His crest and spear beneath dense rushes lay.


    Long was the way by land, by water long,


    Nor would he, if he could, say what remaind


    To travel yet. “Thou seest with how mild light


    Hesper advances, now oscillating


    Alone upon the water; how befriends us


    The pale and tender sky; earth, water, heaven,


    Conspire to help us.” Sleepless, nor inclined


    To slumber, both form dreams: supreme the bliss


    Soon to be theirs, if but one touch inflames


    Each thrilling fiber with such high delight.


    Never be wise, ye youths; be credulous;


    Happiness rests upon credulity.


    Why should I, were it possible, relate


    In what discourses hour succeded hour,


    How calm the woods, how rich the cultured fields,


    Or in how many places they could spend


    Their lives most willingly, or why recount


    The girlish fears when any sudden swell


    A hands-breadth high rose up against the skiff,


    Or lower bough and slender toucht her cheek?


    Catillus too was not without his fears;


    Whether some silent woman crept along


    The river side, expecting the return


    Of tardy husband, or burst suddenly


    The light from cottage near, or fisherman


    Crownd the black corks along his net with flames.


    All night their watery way do they pursue.


    At dawn Catillus willingly was borne


    On where the stream grew lighter; to the right


    He left those seven hills, of name unknown,


    Where dwelt Evander: upon one had stood


    A fortress built by Saturn, opposite


    Had Janus rais’d one; both were now decayed;


    Catillus wondered how such mighty piles


    Could ever perish. He had soon arrived


    Upon the borders of his native home.


    He took the maiden’s hand; he prest her chin,


    Raising it up to cheer her, and he said,


    “Tis lawful now to visit those abrupt


    And shattered rocks, that headlong stream, that cave


    Resounding with the voices of the Nymphs:


    Here is thy domicile, thy country here,


    And here the last of all thy cares shall rest.


    Preserv’d by thee thy sire, thy faith preserv’d,


    Anius will not regret that thou hast shown


    Obedience to the Gods, and given to him


    A son who will not shame him by the choice.


    Think, who will envy us our rural life?


    What savage mortal carry thee away?


    Thy father’s kingdom who will dare invade?


    We have our own, let every other rest!


    Now peace be with the Sabines. May thy sire


    Enjoy it long, unanxious and secure!


    Instead of realm for dower, instead of gates


    With soldiers for their bars, be thou content


    With the deep wood where never Mars was heard


    Above the Tiber ere he leaps and foams,


    Or doze where under willowy banks obscure


    Pareusius gently winds his gleamy wave.


    Look! what a distance we have left behind!


    How the fields narrow which we thought so vast!


    How the sun reaches down the city-wall


    Even to the base, and glows with yellower light.”


    Wherat her eyes she raises, but not yet


    To his; the ancient city she surveys


    Dimly thro tears, “Live, O my father! live,


    Be comforted, be happy! If Voltumna


    Commands it, never let thy love for me


    Obstruct our pious duties: let me live


    Amid the solid darkness of these woods,


    Or see nought else than that mysterious lake


    Which other than its own shades wrap in gloom,


    Enough for me if thee I leave at rest.”


    Catillus heard the pious wish, and said,


    “Behold that rest at last by thee secured!


    However might Voltumna have desired


    One so devout and duteous to retain,


    She bade thee go, for she had heard thy prayer.


    Now art thou mine indeed, now lawfully


    And safely love and liberty are ours;


    No deities oppose us: here is home.”


    He raises up his helm; it lights the copse


    With splendour; soon the rural youth come down


    With oxen reeking from laborious plough,


    And war-horse after his long rest from toil.


    Yet, slower with all these auxiliaries


    The hours moved on than when the oar at eve


    Was thrown upon the thwart, and when the winds


    Had their own will.


    Catillus would not land


    Near bare and open downs; he knew a path


    Safer and pleasanter, where soft and cool


    About the hazles rose high grass oer moss.


    “But, Salia! one step farther . . let us on,


    And we shall view from that so short ascent


    Our own domains, our Tibur.”


    They had reacht


    The summit: thence what sees she opposite?


    Only the wavy willows bend their heads


    Below her, only higher elms oershade


    The darker herbage, and their trailing vines


    Which pat and pat again the passant stream.


    What sees she then, fastening immovably


    Her eyes upon one object? why so pale?


    Her father! at first sight of him her limbs


    Stiffen to stone.


    He from across exclaims,


    “Stay thee, O wretched girl! whom wouldst thou fly?”


    She wrencht her feet from where they stood, and flew


    Faster at every word, but slower seem’d


    Her flight to her at every step she took.


    Doubtful it was to those upon the walls


    Whether she drew the youth along, his spear


    Holding as now she did in mortal dread,


    Or whether he was guiding, to assure


    Her footsteps; she was foremost of the two


    Where the road was not wide enough for both,


    He where the incumbent rock was hard to climb.


    Indignant Anius watches them mount up,


    Watches them enter thro the city-gate


    Amid loud trumpets and applause as loud.


    He raged not, waild not, but both hands comprest


    His burning brow. How bitter must be grief


    That such sweet scenes one moment fail to lull!


    Fixt stood he just above the cave profound


    Whence flows Pareusius, but the torrent’s roar


    He heard not; saw not the white dust of spray


    Return above it over mead and wood,


    Wherein are many birds that raise the throat,


    Pouring a song inaudible, and more


    That fly the eternal thunder; for their nests


    Were not built there, nor there their loves inspired.


    Others protect their brood with cowering wing


    Or flit around to bring them food, unscared.


    “The world as ever let Injustice rule,


    Let men and Gods look on and little heed,


    Let violence overturn the bust, and spill


    The treasured ashes, yet above the tomb


    Sits holy Grief, and watchful Muse warns off


    Oblivion.


    Why, O Powers above! from lands


    The fairest on the earth, why should complaint


    Rise up from mortal to your blest abode?


    Why from a father’s breast, from Anius?


    Who offered ever gifts more cheerfully


    Before your altars, or with purer hands?”


    Anius smote his breast, and gaspt and groand,


    “Piety! where now find it! She deserts


    Her parent, conscious as she can but be


    Of ills impending: kind, religious, chaste,


    All ever thought her; so she was to all,


    Alas! that I alone could not deserve


    To be, as faithless stranger is, beloved!”


    A pause ensued, and then with bitter scorn,


    “Now learn I what a daughter’s duty is!


    O partner of my sorrows and my joys,


    Whose sole contention throughout life was which


    Should be the fonder parent of the two,


    If Libitina had prolonged thy days


    How wouldst thou mourn such contest! I have since


    Assumed thy place: when any little pain


    Befell her, light as may be, could I rest?


    Could I away from her bedside?”


    He dasht


    The tear from off his burning cheek, and cried


    In agony and desperate, “Go then; sieze


    The nuptial torch, and sing endearing song,


    As once at home; let down the saffron veil . .


    And be thy child, if child thou have, like thee.


    If other rites thou hast omitted all,


    If without dower, such dower as king should give


    With daughter, if it shames thee not to run


    Hither and thither over foren lands,


    The fault is mine, thy father’s: that one fault


    I now will expiate; I can yet afford


    One victim.” At these words, there where the rocks


    Protrude above the channel they burst through,


    Headlong he cast himself from crag to crag;


    And then rose reddened the resurgent spray.


    The deed is unforgotten, and the stream


    Is now calld Anio since that fatal hour.

  


  
    *****
  


  
    ________


    Plutark so calls the founder of Tibur. Horace writes Mœnia Catili.{back}

  


  
    Plutarc reckons as Sabines the Volsinians. The nations of Italy often changed their boundaries.{back}

  


  
    Small ilands composed of weeds float upon the lake.{back}

  


  ENALLOS AND CYMODAMEIA.


  
    A VISION came o’er three young men at once,


    A vision of Apollo: each had heard


    The same command; each followed it; all three


    Assembled on one day before the God


    In Lycia, where he gave his oracle.


    Bright shone the morning; and the birds that build


    Their nests beneath the column-heads of fanes


    And eaves of humbler habitations, dropt


    From under them and wheel’d athwart the sky,


    When, silently and reverently, the youths


    Marcht side by side up the long steps that led


    Toward the awful God who dwelt within.


    Of those three youths fame hath held fast the name


    Of one alone; nor would that name survive


    Unless Love had sustain’d it, and blown off


    With his impatient breath the mists of time.


    “Ye come,” the God said mildly, “of one will


    To people what is desert in the ile


    Of Lemnos: but strong men possess its shores;


    Nor shall you execute the brave emprize


    Unless, on the third day from going forth,


    To him who rules the waters ye devote


    A virgin, cast into the sea alive.”


    They heard, and lookt in one another’s face,


    And then bent piously before the shrine


    With prayer and praises and thanksgiving hymn,


    And, after a short silence, went away,


    Taking each other’s hand and swearing truth,


    Then to the ship in which they came, return’d.


    Two of the youths were joyous, one was sad;


    Sad was Enallos; yet those two by none


    Were loved; Enallos had already won


    Cymodameia, and the torch was near.


    By night, by day, in company, alone,


    The image of the maiden fill’d his breast


    To the heart’s brim. Ah! therefor did that heart


    So sink within him.


    They have sail’d; they reach


    Their home again. Sires, matrons, maidens, throng


    The plashing port, to watch the gather’d sail,


    And who springs first and farthest upon shore.


    Enallos came the latest from the deck,


    Swift ran the rumour what the God had said,


    And fearful were the maidens, who before


    Had urged the sailing of the youths they loved,


    That they might give their hands, and have their homes,


    And nurse their children; and more thoughts perhaps


    Led up to these, and even ran before.


    But they persuaded easily their wooers


    To sail without them, and return again


    When they had seiz’d the virgin on the way.


    Cymodameia dreamt three nights, the three


    Before their fresh departure, that her own


    Enallos had been cast into the deep,


    And she had saved him. She alone embarkt


    Of all the maidens, and unseen by all,


    And hid herself before the break of day


    Among the cloaks and fruits piled high aboard.


    But when the noon was come, and the repast


    Was call’d for, there they found her; and they call’d


    Enallos: when Enallos lookt upon her,


    Forebodings shook him: hopes rais’d her, and love


    Warm’d the clear cheek while she wiped off the spray.


    Kindly were all to her and dutiful;


    And she slept soundly mid the leaves of fig


    And vine, and far as far could be apart.


    Now the third morn had risen, and the day


    Was dark, and gusts of wind and hail and fogs


    Perplext them: land they saw not yet, nor knew


    Where land was lying. Sudden lightnings blazed,


    Thunder-claps rattled round them. The pale crew


    Howl’d for the victim. “Seize her, or we sink.”


    O maid of Pindus! I would linger here


    To lave my eyelids at the nearest rill,


    For thou hast made me weep, as oft thou hast,


    Where thou and I, apart from living men,


    And two or three crags higher, sate and sang.


    Ah! must I, seeing ill my way, proceed?


    And thy voice too, Cymodameia! thine


    Comes back upon me, helpless as thyself


    In this extremity. Sad words! sad words!


    “O save me! save! Let me not die so young


    Loving thee so! let me not cease to see thee?”


    Thus prayed Cymodameia.


    Thus prayed he.


    “O God! who givest light to all the world,


    Take not from me what makes that light most blessed!


    Grant me, if ’tis forbidden me to save


    This hapless helpless sea-devoted maid,


    To share with her (and bring no curses up


    From outraged Neptune) her appointed fate!”


    They wrung her from his knee; they hurl’d her down


    (Clinging in vain at the hard slippery pich)


    Into the whitening wave. But her long hair


    Scarcely had risen up again before


    Another plunge was heard, another form


    Clove the strait line of bubbling foam, direct


    As ringdove after ringdove. Groans from all


    Burst, for the roaring sea ingulpht them both.


    Onward the vessel flew; the skies again


    Shone bright, and thunder roll’d along, not wroth,


    But gently murmuring to the white-wing’d sails.


    Lemnos at close of evening was in sight.


    The shore was won; the fields markt out; and roofs


    Collected the dun wings that seek house-fare;


    And presently the ruddy-bosom’d guest


    Of winter, knew the doors: then infant cries


    Were heard within; and lastly tottering steps


    Pattered along the image-stationed hall.


    Ay, three full years had come and gone again,


    And often, when the flame on windy nights


    Suddenly flicker’d from the mountain-ash


    Piled high, men pusht almost from under them


    The bench on which they talkt about the dead.


    Meanwhile beneficent Apollo saw


    With his bright eyes into the sea’s calm depth,


    And there he saw Enallos, there he saw


    Cymodameia. Gravely-gladsome light


    Environed them with its eternal green,


    And many nymphs sate round; one blew aloud


    The spiral shell; one drew bright chords across


    Shell more expansive; tenderly a third


    With cowering lip hung o’er the flute, and stopt


    At will its dulcet sob, or waked to joy;


    A fourth took up the lyre and pincht the strings,


    Invisible by trembling: many rais’d


    Clear voices. Thus they spent their happy hours.


    I know them all; but all with eyes downcast,


    Conscious of loving, have entreated me


    I would not utter now their names above.


    Behold, among these natives of the sea


    There stands but one young man: how fair! how fond!


    Ah! were he fond to them! It may not be!


    Yet did they tend him morn and eve; by night


    They also watcht his slumbers: then they heard


    His sighs, nor his alone; for there were two


    To whom the watch was hateful. In despair


    Upward he rais’d his arms, and thus he prayed,


    “O Phœbus! on the higher world alone


    Showerest thou all thy blessings? Great indeed


    Hath been thy favour to me, great to her;


    But she pines inly, and calls beautiful


    More than herself the Nymphs she sees around,


    And asks me ‘Are they not more beautiful?’


    Be all more beautiful, be all more blest,


    But not with me! Release her from the sight;


    Restore her to a happier home, and dry


    With thy pure beams, above, her bitter tears!”


    She saw him in the action of his prayer,


    Troubled, and ran to soothe him. From the ground,


    Ere she had claspt his neck, her feet were borne.


    He caught her robe; and its white radiance rose


    Rapidly, all day long, through the green sea.


    Enallos loost not from that robe his grasp,


    But spann’d one ancle too. The swift ascent


    Had stunn’d them into slumber, sweet, serene,


    Invigorating her, nor letting loose


    The lover’s arm below; albeit at last


    It closed those eyes intensely fixt thereon,


    And stil as fixt in dreaming. Both were cast


    Upon an iland till’d by peaceful men


    And few (no port nor road accessible)


    Fruitful and green as the abode they left,


    And warm with summer, warm with love and song.


    ’Tis said that some whom most Apollo loves


    Have seen that iland, guided by his light;


    And others have gone near it, but a fog


    Rose up between them and the lofty rocks;


    Yet they relate they saw it quite as well,


    And shepherd-boys and pious hinds believe.

  


  
    *****
  


  PAN AND PITYS.


  
    CEASE to complain of what the Fates decree,


    Whether shall Death have carried off or (worse)


    Another, thy heart’s treasure: bitter Styx


    Hath overflowed the dales of Arcady,


    And Cares have risen to the realms above.


    By Pan and Boreas was a Dryad wooed,


    Pitys her name, her haunt the grove and wild:


    Boreas she fled from, upon Pan she gazed


    With a sly fondness, yet accusing him


    Of fickle mind; and this was her reproof.


    “Ah why do men, or Gods who ought to see


    More clearly, think that bonds will bind for ever!


    Often have stormy seas borne safely home


    A ship to perish in its port at last;


    Even they themselves, in other things unchanged,


    Are mutable in love; even he who rules


    Olympus hath been lighter than his clouds.


    Alas! uncertain is the lover race,


    All of it; worst are they who sing the best,


    And thou, Pan, worse than all.


    By what deceit


    Beguiledst thou the Goddess of the night?


    O wary shepherd of the snow-white flock!


    Ay, thy reeds crackled with thy scorching flames


    And burst with sobs and groans . . the snow-white flock


    Was safe, the love-sick swain kept sharp look there.


    Wonderest thou such report should reach my ear?


    And widenest thou thine eyes, half-ready now


    To swear it all away, and to conceal


    The fountain of Selinos. So! thou knowest


    Nothing about that shallow brook, those herbs


    It waves in running, nothing of the stones


    Smooth as the pavement of a temple-floor,


    And how the headstrong leader of the flock


    Broke loose from thy left-hand, and in pursuit


    How falledst thou, and how thy knee was bound


    With ivy lest white hairs betray the gash.


    Denyest thou that by thy own accord


    Cynthia should share thy flock and take her choice?


    Denyest thou damping and sprinkling o’er


    With dust, and shutting up within a cave


    Far out of sight, the better breed? the worse


    Displayed upon the bank below, well washt,


    Their puffy fleeches glittering in the sun.


    Shame! to defraud with gifts, and such as these!”


    Pan, blushing thro both ears as ne’er before,


    Cried “Who drag’d back these fables from the past?


    Juster and happier hadst thou been to scorn


    The false and fugitive. With hoarse uproar


    I heard thy Boreas bray his song uncouth,


    And oldest goats ran from it in affright.


    Thee too, beloved Pitys, then I saw


    Averse: couldst ever thou believe his speech,


    His, the most bitter foe to me and mine.


    From Cynthia never fell such hard rebuke.


    Different from thee, she pities them who mourn;


    Whether beneath straw roof or lofty tower,


    She sits by the bedside and silently


    Watches, and soothes the wakeful til they sleep.


    I wooed not Cynthia; me she wooed: not all


    Please her; she hates the rude, she cheers the gay,


    She shrouds her face when Boreas ventures near.


    Above all other birds the nightingale


    She loves; she loves the poplar of the Po


    Trembling and whispering; she descends among


    The boxtrees on Cytoros; night by night


    You find her at the olive: it is she


    Who makes the berries of the mountain-ash


    Bright at her touch: the glassy founts, the fanes


    Hoary with age, the sea when Hesper comes


    To Tethys, and when liquid voices rise


    Above the shore . . but Boreas . . no, not she.”


    Then Pitys, with a smile.


    “Ha! what a voice!


    My lover Boreas could not roar his name


    More harshly. Come now, cunning lightfoot! say


    How was it thou couldst take the Goddess in,


    And with a charge so moderate on thy fold?”


    “Again, O Pitys, wouldst thou torture me?


    Gifts not as lover but as loved I gave;


    I gave her what she askt: had she askt more


    I would have given it; ’twas but half the flock:


    Therefor ’twas separated in two parts;


    The fatter one, of bolder brow, shone out


    In whiteness, but its wool was like goat-hair,


    And loud its bleating for more plenteous grass;


    Strong too its smell: my Goddess heeded not


    The smell or bleat, but took the weightier fleece.


    Why shakest thou thy head, incredulous?


    Why should I urge the truth on unbelief?


    Or why so fondly sue to scorn and hate?


    Pitys! a time there was when I was heard


    With one long smile, and when the softest hand


    Stroked down unconsciously the lynx-skin gift


    Of Bacchus on my lap, and blushes rose


    If somewhat, by some chance, it was removed.


    In silence or in speech I then could please,


    I then at times could turn my face aside,


    Forgetting that my awkward hand was placed


    Just where thy knees were bending for a seat:


    Then could I at another hour look up


    At the sun’s parting ray, and draw the breath


    Of fresher herbs, while clouds took living forms


    Throwing their meshes o’er the azure deep,


    And while thy gaze was on the flight of crows


    Hoarse overhead, winging their beaten way


    At regular and wonted intervals.


    Then, never doubting my sworn love, anew


    Thou badest me swear it: pleasure lay secure


    On its full golden sheaf.


    Now, alas, now


    What comfort brings me on the barren shore


    Pale oleaster, or gay citisus


    That hides the cavern, or pellucid vein


    Of wandering vine, or broom that once betray’d


    The weak twin fawns! how could I join the glee


    Of babbling brook, or bear the lull of grove,


    Or mind the dazzling vapor from the grass,


    Unless my Pitys told me, and took up


    The faltering reed or interrupted song?”


    Thus he, enclosing with his arm hirsute


    Her neck, and stroking slow her auburn hair.


    “Up with the pipe” said she “O Pan! and since


    It seems so pleasant to recall old times,


    Run over those we both enjoy’d alike,


    And I will sing of Boreas, whom I hate.


    He boasts of oaks uprooted by his blast,


    Of heaven itself his hailstones have disturb’d,


    Of thy peculiar heritage afire,


    And how thy loftiest woods bow’d down beneath


    His furious pennons black with bale and dread.


    He boasts of ships submerged, and waves up-piled


    High as Olympus, and the trident torn


    From Jove’s own brother: worst of all, he boasts


    How often he deluded with his voice,


    Under the rocks of Ismaros, that true


    And hapless lover when his eyes sought sleep,


    And made his wandering mind believe the sound


    Rose from the Manes at his wife recall’d.


    His pleasure is to drive from lids fresh-closed


    Fond dreams away, and draw false forms about,


    And where he finds one terror to bring more.


    Can such a lover ever be beloved?”


    Boreas heard all: he stood upon the cliff


    Before, now crept he into the near brake;


    Rage siez’d him; swinging a huge rock around


    And, shaking with one stamp the mountain-head,


    Hurld it . . and cried


    “Is Boreas so contemn’d?”


    It smote the Dryad, sprinkling with her blood


    The tree they sat beneath: there faithful Pan


    Mused often, often call’d aloud the name


    Of Pitys, and wiped off tear after tear


    From the hoarse pipe, then threw it wildly by,


    And never from that day wore other wreath


    Than off the pine-tree darkened with her gore.

  


  
    *****
  


  CUPID AND PAN.


  
    CUPID one day caught Pan asleep, outstretcht:


    He snatcht the goatskin hung about his loins,


    And now and then pluckt at a cross-graind hair


    Bent inward: yet the God, immovable,


    Blew heavy slumbers from his ruddy breast,


    Feeling as any corktree’s bark might feel.


    Behind his neck was laid his favorite pipe,


    But this with furtive touch the boy withdrew,


    Not quite insensibly, for one sharp ear


    Quivered a little.


    Cupid now waxt wroth,


    Exclaiming, “Zeus above! was ever God


    So dull as this? even thy own wife would fail


    To rouse him.”


    Then he clapt the sevenfold reeds


    To his own rosy lip and blew them shrill.


    Both ears were now rais’d up, and up sprang he,


    The God of Arcady, and shook the ground;


    But high above it sprang the lighter God,


    Laughing his threats to scorn.


    “Down with that bow,


    Wicked young wretch! down with those arrows!” cried


    The indignant eld, “then see what thou canst do.”


    “What I can do, Pan, thou shalt also see.”


    Thus spake he; and the bow lept from the sod


    With golden ring, and the young herbs embraced


    The quiver.


    “What! contend with thee! ’twere shame . .


    “Scoff on,” said Cupid; “when thy wrath subsides,


    Even to be vanquisht will excite no blush.


    Come, shamefaced! strike away; thy foe awaits.”


    The blusterer roll’d his yellow eyes, then caught


    (As ’twere a bird he caught at, a rare bird


    Whose pretty plumage he would grieve to hurt)


    At the slim boy who taunted him too long.


    ’Tis said the color now first left the face


    Of the cow’d child; as when amid a game


    Of quoit or hoop suddenly falls the snow,


    And that he trembled, fain almost to fly.


    “Go, child!” said the grave Arcad: “learn to fear


    Thy elders; and from far: check yet awhile


    Ferocious beauty. Thou, who challengest


    The peaceful, hast seen scarcely thrice-five years.


    Off! or beware a touch of willow-twig.”


    Cupid, ashamed and angered, springing up,


    Struck where the goatskin covered ill the breast;


    Swift as an eagle or the bolt he bears


    The Arcad, quick of sight, perceived the aim


    And caught the hand, which burnt like purest fire


    Upon the altar: Pan drew back his own


    Extended palm, and blew from rounder cheek


    A long cold whiff, and then again advanced,


    Trembling to intertwine his hairy shank


    With that soft thigh and trip him up, nor ceast


    To press the yielding marble from above.


    He grew less anxious to conclude the fight


    Or win it; but false glory urged him on.


    Cupid, now faint and desperate, siez’d one horn;


    Pan swung him up aloft; but artifice


    Fail’d not the boy; nay, where the Arcad cried


    Conquered at last, and ran both hands about


    The dainty limbs, pluckt out from the left wing


    Its stiffest feather, and smote both his eyes.


    Then loud the rivers and the lakes afar


    Resounded, and the vallies and the groves;


    Then Ladon with a start and shudder broke


    That marsh which had for ages crost his course;


    Alpheios and Spercheios heard the shout


    Of Mænalos; Cyllenè, Pholoë,


    Parthenos, Tegea, and Lycaios, calld


    Responsively, nor knew they yet the cause.


    ’Tis said the winged steed sprang from the highths


    Of his Parnassus and ran down amid


    The murky marshes, his proud spirit gone,


    And there abided he, nor once drave back


    Castalia’s ripples with his neigh and mane.


    “Hail, conqueror!” Cupid cried.


    In lower tone


    The Arcad,


    “Never shall my eyes behold


    My woodland realms! never the ice afloat


    Under the Zephyrs, and whirld round and round,


    Or the foam sparkling dasht upon the ford;


    Never the pebbles black and white below,


    Smoothen’d and rounded by assiduous plash,


    Nor silvery cloud expanded overhead,


    Nor Hesper, come to listen to my song.


    Ah! for the blind there is one spot alone


    Upon the earth, and there alone stand I.


    I did not challenge; should I sue? suffice


    Thy victory!”


    He held forth his hand, nor knew


    Whether he held it strait before the boy,


    While from both cheeks fell tears: compassionate


    Was Cupid.


    “Soon” said he “a remedy


    Shall be provided.”


    Soon were gathered flowers,


    Nor long ere platted.


    “I bestow them all”


    Said he “on one condition: that thou wear


    These, and these only, til I take them off.”


    The first was amaranth; too brittle that,


    It broke ere well applied; then roses white,


    White were all roses in these early days,


    Narcissus, violet, open-hearted lily,


    And smaller ones, no higher than the grass,


    Slender and drooping they, yet fresh and fair;


    A spray of myrtle held together these.


    But when they toucht his eye he stampt and yell’d


    And laid wide-open his sharp teeth until


    The quivering nostril felt the upper lip.


    Soon slept he better mid the strawberries,


    And more and more he thought of Hamadryads,


    Recalling all their names, and linking them


    In easy verse, and fancying it was time


    To take a little care of form and face:


    The goatskin for the fawnskin he exchanged


    And stroked complacently the smoother pelt,


    And trim’d and drew the ivy round his waist . .


    It must not be too full . . too scant were worse . .


    Lastly he doft the bandage from the brow.


    Then was renew’d the series of his woes,


    And forced was he to implore again the help


    Of his proud conqueror, at the Paphian fane.


    There found he Venus in the porch itself.


    “So! ’twas thy pleasure” said she “to remove


    The flowers we gave thee. No slight chastisement


    For this! It was thy duty and thy vow


    To wear them til the hands that laid them on


    Releast thee from them.


    “Goat-foot! he who scorns


    Our gifts, scorns never with impunity:


    Round that horn’d brow, to ake again ere long,


    A wreath less soft and fragrant shalt thou wear.”

  


  
    *****
  


  PRAYER OF THE BEES TO ALCIPHRON.


  
    THERE was a spinner in the days of old,


    So proud, so bold,


    She thought it neither shame nor sin


    To challenge Pallas to come down and spin.


    The goddess won, and forced the crone to hide her


    Ugly old head and shrink into a spider.

  


  
    The bees were frighten’d, for they knew


    Within their prudent breasts that few


    Had so much skill as they;


    And she who gave the olive might


    Be angry, if they show’d that light


    As pure and bright


    Could shine on mortals any other way.

  


  
    So not a syllable said they of wax,


    But cover’d it with honey, lest a tax


    Be laid upon it by the Powers above.


    Another goddess, no less mighty


    Than Pallas, men call Aphroditè,


    The queen of love.

  


  
    Honey she likes and all things sweet,


    And, when she came among the swarms,


    They said, “O thou whence love hath all its charms!


    Grant him who saved us what we now entreat.


    ’Tis one whom we


    Are used to see


    Among our thyme and ivy-flowers


    Throughout the matin and the vesper hours,


    Fonder of silence than of talk;


    Yet him we heard one morning say:


    ‘Gardener! do not sweep away


    The citron blossoms from the gravel-walk:


    It might disturb or wound my bees;


    So lay aside that besom, if you please.’


    He for whose weal we supplicate is one


    Thou haply may’st remember, Alciphron.


    We know that Pallas has lookt down


    Sometimes on him without a frown,


    Yet must confess we’re less afraid


    Of you than that Hymettian maid.


    Give him, O goddess, we implore,


    Not honey (we can that) but more.


    We are poor bees, and can not tell


    If there be aught he loves as well;


    But we do think we heard him say


    There is, and something in your way.


    Our stories tell us, when your pretty child


    Who drives (they say) so many mortals wild,


    Vext one of our great-aunts until she stung;


    Away he flew, and wrung,


    Stamping, his five loose fingers at the smart,


    You chided him, and took our part.


    May the cross Year, fresh-wakened, blow sharp dust


    Into their eyes who say thou art unjust.”

  


  
    *****
  


  EUROPA AND HER MOTHER.


  
    MOTHER.


    DAUGHTER! why roamest thou again so late


    Along the damp and solitary shore?

  


  
    EUROPA.


    I know not. I am tired of distaf, woof,


    Everything.

  


  
    MOTHER.


    Yet thou culledst flowers all morn,


    And idledst in the woods, mocking shrill birds,


    Or clapping hands at limping hares, who stampt


    Angrily, and scour’d off.

  


  
    EUROPA.


    I am grown tired


    Of hares and birds. O mother! had you seen


    That lovely creature! It was not a cow,


    And, if it was an ox, it was unlike


    My father’s oxen with the hair rubb’d off


    Their necks.

  


  
    MOTHER.


    A cow it was.

  


  
    EUROPA.


    Cow it might be . .


    And yet . . and yet . . I saw no calf, no font


    Of milk: I wish I had; how pleasant ’twere


    To draw it and to drink!

  


  
    MOTHER.


    Europa! child!


    Have we no maiden for such offices?


    No whistling boy? Kings’ daughters may cull flowers,


    To place them on the altar of the Gods


    And wear them at their festivals. Who knows


    But some one of these very Gods may deign


    To wooe thee? maidens they have wooed less fair.

  


  
    EUROPA.


    The Gods are very gracious: some of them


    Not very constant.

  


  
    MOTHER.


    Hush!

  


  
    EUROPA.


    Nay, Zeus himself


    Hath wandered, and deluded more than one.

  


  
    MOTHER.


    Fables! profanest fables!

  


  
    EUROPA.


    Let us hope so.


    But I should be afraid of him, and run


    As lapwings do when we approach the nest.

  


  
    MOTHER.


    None can escape the Gods when they pursue.

  


  
    EUROPA.


    They know my mind, and will not follow me.

  


  
    MOTHER.


    Consider: some are stars whom they have loved,


    Others, the very least of them, are flowers.

  


  
    EUROPA.


    I would not be a star in winter nights,


    In summer days I would not be a flower;


    Flowers seldom live thro’ half their time, torn off,


    Twirl’d round, and indolently cast aside.


    Now, mother, can you tell me what became


    Of those who were no flowers, but bent their heads


    As pliantly as flowers do?

  


  
    MOTHER.


    They are gone


    To Hades.

  


  
    EUROPA.


    And left there by Gods they loved


    And were beloved by! Be not such my doom!


    Cruel are men, but crueler are Gods.

  


  
    MOTHER.


    Peace! peace! Some royal, some heroic, youth


    May ask thy father for thy dower and thee.

  


  
    EUROPA.


    I know not any such, if such there live;


    Royal there may be, but heroic . . where?


    O mother! look! look! look!

  


  
    MOTHER.


    Thou turnest pale;


    What ails thee?

  


  
    EUROPA.


    Who in all the house hath dared


    To winde those garlands round that grand white brow?


    So mild, so loving! Mother! let me run


    And tear them off him: let me gather more


    And sweeter.

  


  
    MOTHER.


    Truly ’tis a noble beast.


    See! he comes forward! see, he rips them off,


    Himself!

  


  
    EUROPA.


    He should not wear them if he would.


    Stay there, thou noble creature! Woe is me!


    There are but sandrose, tyme, and snapdragon


    Along the shore as far as I can see.


    O mother! help me on his back; he licks


    My foot. Ah! what sweet breath! Now on his side


    He lies on purpose for it. Help me up.

  


  
    MOTHER.


    Well, child! Indeed he is gentle. Gods above!


    He takes the water! Hold him tight, Europa!


    ’Tis well that thou canst swim.


    Leap off, mad girl!


    She laughs! He lows so loud she hears not me . .


    But she looks sadder, or my sight is dim . .


    Against his nostril fondly hangs her hand


    While his eye glistens over it, fondly too.


    It will be night, dark night, ere she returns.


    And that new scarf! the spray will ruin it!

  


  
    *****
  


  
    ________


    Bulls are never at large in those countries; Europa could not have seen one.{back}

  


  GEBIR.


  
    GEBIR, at Egypt’s youthful queen’s approach,


    Laid by his orbed shield; his vizor-helm,


    His buckler and his corset he laid by,


    And bade that none attend him: at his side


    Two faithful dogs that urge the silent course,


    Shaggy, deep-chested, croucht; the crocodile,


    Crying, oft made them raise their flaccid ears


    And push their heads within their master’s hand.


    There was a brightening paleness in his face,


    Such as Diana rising o’er the rocks


    Shower’d on the lonely Latmian; on his brow


    Sorrow there was, yet nought was there severe.


    But when the royal damsel first he saw,


    Faint, hanging on her handmaid, and her knees


    Tottering, as from the motion of the car,


    His eyes lookt earnest on her, and those eyes


    Show’d, if they had not, that they might have, lov’d,


    For there was pity in them at that hour.


    With gentle speech, and more with gentle looks,


    He sooth’d her; but lest Pity go beyond


    And crost Ambition lose her lofty aim,


    Bending, he kist her garment, and retired.


    He went, nor slumber’d in the sultry noon,


    When viands, couches, generous wines, persuade,


    And slumber most refreshes; nor at night,


    When heavy dews are laden with disease;


    And blindness waits not there for lingering age.


    Ere morning dawn’d behind him, he arrived


    At those rich meadows where young Tamar fed


    The royal flocks entrusted to his care.


    “Now,” said he to himself, “will I repose


    At least this burthen on a brother’s breast.”


    His brother stood before him: he, amazed,


    Rear’d suddenly his head, and thus began.


    “Is it thou, brother! Tamar, is it thou!


    Why, standing on the valley’s utmost verge,


    Lookest thou on that dull and dreary shore


    Where beyond sight Nile blackens all the sand?


    And why that sadness? When I past our sheep


    The dew-drops were not shaken off the bar,


    Therefore if one be wanting, ’tis untold.”


    “Yes, one is wanting, nor is that untold,”


    Said Tamar; “and this dull and dreary shore


    Is neither dull nor dreary at all hours.”


    Whereon the tear stole silent down his cheek,


    Silent, but not by Gebir unobserv’d:


    Wondering he gazed awhile, and pitying spake.


    “Let me approach thee; does the morning light


    Scatter this wan suffusion o’er thy brow,


    This faint blue lustre under both thine eyes?”


    “O brother, is this pity or reproach?”


    Cried Tamar, “cruel if it be reproach,


    If pity, O how vain!” “Whate’er it be


    That grieves thee, I will pity, thou but speak,


    And I can tell thee, Tamar, pang for pang.”


    “Gebir! then more than brothers are we now!


    Everything (take my hand) will I confess.


    I neither feed the flock nor watch the fold;


    How can I, lost in love? But, Gebir, why


    That anger which has risen to your cheek?


    Can other men? could you? what, no reply!


    And stil more anger, and stil worse conceal’d!


    Are these your promises? your pity this?”


    “Tamar, I well may pity what I feel . .


    Mark me aright . . I feel for thee . . proceed . .


    Relate me all.” “Then will I all relate,”


    Said the young shepherd, gladden’d from his heart.


    “’Twas evening, though not sunset, and the tide


    Level with these green meadows, seem’d yet higher:


    ’Twas pleasant; and I loosen’d from my neck


    The pipe you gave me, and began to play.


    O that I ne’er had learnt the tuneful art!


    It always brings us enemies or love.


    Well, I was playing, when above the waves


    Some swimmer’s head methought I saw ascend;


    I, sitting stil, survey’d it, with my pipe


    Awkwardly held before my lips half-closed,


    Gebir! it was a Nymph! a Nymph divine!


    I can not wait describing how she came,


    How I was sitting, how she first assum’d


    The sailor; of what happen’d there remains


    Enough to say, and too much to forget.


    The sweet deceiver stept upon this bank


    Before I was aware; for with surprise


    Moments fly rapid as with love itself.


    Stooping to tune afresh the hoarsen’d reed,


    I heard a rustling, and where that arose


    My glance first lighted on her nimble feet.


    Her feet resembled those long shells explored


    By him who to befriend his steed’s dim sight


    Would blow the pungent powder in the eye.


    Her eyes too! O immortal Gods! her eyes


    Resembled . . what could they resemble? what


    Ever resemble those? Even her attire


    Was not of wonted woof nor vulgar art:


    Her mantle show’d the yellow samphire-pod,


    Her girdle the dove-colour’d wave serene.


    ‘Shepherd,’ said she, ‘and will you wrestle now,


    And with the sailor’s hardier race engage?’


    I was rejoiced to hear it, and contrived


    How to keep up contention: could I fail


    By pressing not too strongly, yet to press?


    ‘Whether a shepherd, as indeed you seem,


    Or whether of the hardier race you boast,


    I am not daunted; no; I will engage.’


    ‘But first,’ said she, ‘what wager will you lay?’


    ‘A sheep,’ I answered: ‘add whate’er you will.’


    ‘I can not,’ she replied, ‘make that return:


    Our hided vessels in their pitchy round


    Seldom, unless from rapine, hold a sheep.


    But I have sinuous shells of pearly hue


    Within, and they that lustre have imbibed


    In the sun’s palace-porch, where when unyoked


    His chariot-wheel stands midway in the wave:


    Shake one and it awakens, then apply


    Its polisht lips to your attentive ear,


    And it remembers its august abodes,


    And murmurs as the ocean murmurs there.


    And I have others given me by the nymphs,


    Of sweeter sound than any pipe you have;


    But we, by Neptune! for no pipe contend,


    This time a sheep I win, a pipe the next.’


    Now came she forward eager to engage,


    But first her dress, her bosom then survey’d,


    And heav’d it, doubting if she could deceive.


    Her bosom seem’d, inclos’d in haze like heav’n,


    To baffle touch, and rose forth undefined:


    Above her knee she drew the robe succinct,


    Above her breast, and just below her arms.


    ‘This will preserve my breath when tightly bound,


    If struggle and equal strength should so constrain.’


    Thus, pulling hard to fasten it, she spake,


    And, rushing at me, closed: I thrill’d throughout


    And seem’d to lessen and shrink up with cold.


    Again with violent impulse gusht my blood,


    And hearing nought external, thus absorb’d,


    I heard it, rushing through each turbid vein,


    Shake my unsteady swimming sight in air.


    Yet with unyielding though uncertain arms


    I clung around her neck; the vest beneath


    Rustled against our slippery limbs entwined:


    Often mine springing with eluded force


    Started aside and trembled til replaced:


    And when I most succeeded, as I thought,


    My bosom and my throat felt so comprest


    That life was almost quivering on my lips,


    Yet nothing was there painful: these are signs


    Of secret arts and not of human might;


    What arts I can not tell; I only know


    My eyes grew dizzy and my strength decay’d;


    I was indeed o’ercome . . with what regret,


    And more, with what confusion, when I reacht


    The fold, and yielding up the sheep, she cried,


    ‘This pays a shepherd to a conquering maid.’


    She smiled, and more of pleasure than disdain


    Was in her dimpled chin and liberal lip,


    And eyes that languisht, lengthening, just like love.


    She went away; I on the wicker gate


    Lean’d and could follow with my eyes alone.


    The sheep she carried easy as a cloak;


    But when I heard its bleating, as I did,


    And saw, she hastening on, its hinder feet


    Struggle, and from her snowy shoulder slip,


    One shoulder its poor efforts had unveil’d,


    Then all my passions mingling fell in tears;


    Restless then ran I to the highest ground


    To watch her; she was gone; gone down the tide;


    And the long moon-beam on the hard wet sand


    Lay like a jasper column half up-rear’d.”


    “But, Tamar! tell me, will she not return?”


    “She will return, yet not before the moon


    Again is at the full: she promist this,


    Tho’ when she promist I could not reply.”


    “By all the Gods I pity thee! go on,


    Fear not my anger, look not on my shame,


    For when a lover only hears of love


    He finds his folly out, and is ashamed.


    Away with watchful nights and lonely days,


    Contempt of earth and aspect up to heaven,


    With contemplation, with humility,


    A tatter’d cloak that pride wears when deform’d,


    Away with all that hides me from myself,


    Parts me from others, whispers I am wise:


    From our own wisdom less is to be reapt


    Than from the barest folly of our friend.


    Tamar! thy pastures, large and rich, afford


    Flowers to thy bees and herbage to thy sheep,


    But, battened on too much, the poorest croft


    Of thy poor neighbour yields what thine denies.”


    They hasten’d to the camp, and Gebir there


    Resolved his native country to forego,


    And order’d from those ruins to the right


    They forthwith raise a city. Tamar heard


    With wonder, tho’ in passing ’twas half-told,


    His brother’s love, and sigh’d upon his own.

  


  
    *****
  


  
    ________


    W. Wordsworth borrowed this shell, and filed it to overflowing for the refreshment of the wayfarers in his “Excursion.” The Lord of a Manor may wink at small encroachments on the common, but the steward must note them in his book.{back}

  


  THE DEATH OF ARTEMIDORA.


  
    “ARTEMIDORA! Gods invisible,


    While thou art lying faint along the couch,


    Have tied the sandal to thy slender feet


    And stand beside thee, ready to convey


    Thy weary steps where other rivers flow.


    Refreshing shades will waft thy weariness


    Away, and voices like thy own come near


    And nearer, and solicit an embrace.”


    Artemidora sigh’d, and would have prest


    The hand now pressing hers, but was too weak.


    Iris stood over her dark hair unseen


    While thus Elpenor spake. He lookt into


    Eyes that had given light and life erewhile


    To those above them, but now dim with tears


    And wakefulness. Again he spake of joy


    Eternal. At that word, that sad word, joy,


    Faithful and fond her bosom heav’d once more:


    Her head fell back: and now a loud deep sob


    Swell’d thro’ the darken’d chamber; ’twas not hers.

  


  
    *****
  


  CHRYSAOR.


  
    COME, I beseech ye, Muses! who, retired


    Deep in the shady glens by Helicon,


    Yet know the realms of Ocean, know the laws


    Of his wide empire, and throughout his court


    Know every Nymph, and call them each by name;


    Who from your sacred mountain see afar


    O’er earth and heaven, and hear and memorise


    The crimes of men and counsels of the Gods;


    Sing of those crimes and of those counsels, sing


    Of Gades sever’d from the fruitful main,


    And what befell, and from what mighty hand,


    Chrysaor, wielder of the golden sword.


    ’Twas when the high Olympus shook with fear,


    Lest all his temples, all his groves, be crusht


    By Pelion piled on Ossa: but the sire


    Of mortals and immortals waved his arm


    Around, and all below was wild dismay:


    Again; ’twas agony: again; ’twas peace.


    Chrysaor stil in Gades tarrying,


    Hurl’d into ether, tinging, as it flew,


    With sudden fire the clouds round Saturn’s throne,


    No pine surrendered by retreating Pan,


    Nor ash, nor poplar pale: but swoln with pride


    Stood towering from the citadel; his spear


    One hand was rested on, and one with rage


    Shut hard, and firmly fixt against his side;


    His frowning visage, flusht with insolence,


    Rais’d up oblique to heaven. “O thou,” he cried,


    “Whom nations kneel to, not whom nations know,


    Hear me, and answer, if indeed thou canst,


    The last appeal I deign thee or allow.


    Tell me, and quickly, why should I adore,


    Adored myself by millions? why invoke,


    Invoked with all thy attributes? Men wrong


    By their prostrations, prayers, and sacrifice,


    Either the Gods, their rulers, or themselves:


    But flame and thunder fright them from the Gods;


    Themselves they can not, dare not, they are ours;


    Us, dare they, can they, us? But triumph, Jove!


    Man for one moment hath engaged his lord,


    Henceforth let merchants value him, not kings.


    No! lower thy scepter, and hear Atrobal,


    And judge aright to whom men sacrifice.


    ‘My children,’ said the sage and pious priest,


    ‘Mark there the altar! though the fumes aspire


    Twelve cubits ere a nostril they regale,


    ’Tis myrrh for Titans, ’tis but air for Gods.’


    Time changes, Nature changes, I am changed!


    Fronting the furious lustre of the sun,


    I yielded to his piercing swift-shot beams


    Only when quite meridian, then abased


    These orbits to the ground, and there survey’d


    My shadow: strange and horrid to relate!


    My very shadow almost disappear’d!


    Restore it, or by earth and hell I swear


    With blood enough will I refascinate


    The cursed incantation: thou restore,


    And largely; or my brethren, all combined,


    Shall rouse thee from thy lethargies, and drive


    Far from thy cloud-soft pillow, minion-prest,


    Those leering lassitudes that follow Love.”


    The smile of disappointment and disdain


    Sat sallow on his pausing lip half-closed;


    But, neither headlong importunity


    Nor gibing threat of reed-propt insolence


    Let loose the blast of vengeance: heaven shone bright,


    And proud Chrysaor spurn’d the prostrate land.


    But the triumphant Thunderer, now mankind


    (Criminal mostly for enduring crimes)


    Provoked his indignation, thus besought


    His trident-sceptered brother, triton-borne.


    “O Neptune! cease henceforward to repine.


    They are not cruel, no; the Destinies


    Intent upon their loom, unoccupied


    With aught beyond its moody murmuring sound,


    Will neither see thee weep nor hear thee sigh:


    And wherefore weep, O Neptune, wherefore sigh!


    Ambition? ’tis unworthy of a God,


    Unworthy of a brother! I am Jove,


    Thou Neptune: happier in uncitied realms,


    In coral hall or grotto samphire-ceil’d,


    Amid the song of Nymphs and ring of shells


    Thou smoothest at thy will the pliant wave


    Or liftest it to heaven. I also can


    Whatever best beseems me, nor for aid


    Unless I loved thee, Neptune, would I call.


    Though absent, thou hast heard and hast beheld


    The profanation of that monstrous race,


    That race of earth-born giants; one survives;


    The rapid-footed Rhodan mountain-rear’d


    Beheld the rest defeated; stil remain


    Scatter’d throughout interminable fields,


    Sandy and sultry, and each hopeless path


    Choakt up with crawling briars and bristling thorns,


    The flinty trophies of their foul disgrace.


    Chrysaor, wielder of the golden sword,


    Stil hails as brethren men of stouter heart,


    But, wise confederate, shuns Phlegræan fields.


    No warrior he, yet who so fond of war,


    Unfeeling, scarce ferocious; flattery’s dupe,


    He fancies that the Gods themselves are his;


    Impious, but most in prayer. Now re-assert


    Thy friendship, raise thy trident, strike the rock,


    Sever him from mankind.” Then thus replied


    The Nymph-surrounded monarch of the main.


    “Empire bemoan I not, however shared,


    Nor Fortune frail, nor stubborn Fate, accuse:


    No! mortals I bemoan! when Avarice,


    Ploughing these fruitless furrows, shall awake


    The basking Demons and the dormant Crimes,


    Horrible, strong, resistless, and transform


    Meekness to Madness, Patience to Despair.


    What is Ambition? what but Avarice?


    But Avarice in richer guise array’d,


    Stalking erect, loud-spoken, lion-mien’d,


    Her brow uncrost by care, but deeply markt,


    And darting downward ’twixt her eyes hard-lasht


    The wrinkle of command. Could ever I


    So foul a fiend, so fondly too, caress?


    Judge me not harshly, judge me by my deeds.”

  


  
    Though seated then on Afric’s further coast,


    Yet sudden at his voice, so long unheard,


    (For he had grieved and treasured up his grief)


    With short kind greeting meet from every side


    The Triton herds, and warm with melody


    The azure concave of their curling shells.


    Swift as an arrow, as the wind, as light,


    He glided through the deep, and now arrived,


    Lept from his pearly beryl-studded car.


    Earth trembled: the retreating tide, black-brow’d,


    Gather’d new strength, and rushing on, assail’d


    The promontory’s base: but when the God


    Himself, resistless Neptune, struck one blow,


    Rent were the rocks asunder, and the sky


    Was darken’d with their fragments ere they fell.


    Lygeia vocal, Zantho yellow-hair’d,


    Spio with sparkling eyes, and Beröe


    Demure, and sweet Ione, youngest-born,


    Of mortal race, but grown divine by song.


    Had he seen playing round her placid neck


    The sunny circles, braidless and unbound,


    O! who had call’d them boders of a storm!


    These, and the many sister Nereids,


    Forgetful of their lays and of their loves,


    All unsuspicious of the dread intent,


    Stop suddenly their gambols, and with shrieks


    Of terror plunge amid the closing wave;


    Yet, just above, one moment more appear


    Their darken’d tresses floating in the foam.


    Thrown prostrate on the earth, the Sacrilege


    Rais’d up his head astounded, and accurst


    The stars, the destinies, the gods; his breast


    Panted from consternation and dismay,


    And pride untoward on himself o’erthrown.


    From his distended nostrils issued gore


    At intervals, wherewith his wiry locks,


    Huge arms, and bulky bosom, shone beslimed:


    And thrice he call’d his brethren, with a voice


    More dismal than the blasts from Phlegethon


    Below, that urge along ten thousand ghosts


    Wafted loud-wailing o’er the fiery tide.


    But answer heard he none: the men of might


    Who gather’d round him formerly, the men


    Whom frozen at a frown, a smile revived,


    Were far: enormous mountains interposed,


    Nor ever had the veil-hung pine out-spred


    O’er Tethys then her wandering leafless shade:


    Nor could he longer under winter stars


    Suspend the watery journey, nor repose


    Whole nights on Ocean’s billowy restless bed;


    No longer, bulging through the tempest, rose


    That bulky bosom; nor those oarlike hands,


    Trusted ere mortal’s keenest ken conceived


    The bluest shore, threw back opposing tides.


    Shrunken mid brutal hair his violent veins


    Subsided, yet were hideous to behold


    As dragons panting in the noontide brake.


    At last, absorbing deep the breath of heaven,


    And stifling all within his deadly grasp,


    Struggling and tearing up the glebe to turn,


    And from a throat that, as it throbb’d and rose,


    Seem’d shaking ponderous links of dusky iron,


    Uttering one anguish-forced indignant groan,


    Fired with infernal rage, the spirit flew.


    Nations of fair Hesperia! lo, o’erthrown


    Your peace-embracing war-inciting king!


    Ah! thrice twelve years and longer ye endured,


    Without one effort to rise higher, one hope


    That heaven would wing the secret shaft aright,


    The abomination: hence ’twas Jove’s command


    That many hundred, many thousand more,


    Freed from one despot, yet from one unfreed,


    Ye crouch unblest at Superstition’s feet.


    Her hath he sent among ye; her the pest


    Of men below and curse of Gods above:


    Hers are the last, worst tortures they inflict


    On all who bend to any king but them.


    Born of Sicanus in the vast abyss


    Where never light descended, she survived


    Her parent; he omnipotence defied,


    But thunderstruck fell headlong from the clouds;


    She, though the radiant ether overpower’d


    Her eyes, accustom’d to the gloom of night,


    And quencht their lurid orbs, Religion’s helm


    Assuming, vibrated her Stygian torch,


    Til thou, Astræa! though behind the sire’s


    Broad egis, trembledst on thy heavenly throne.

  


  
    *****
  


  LYSANDER, ALCANOR, AND PHANÖE.


  
    LYSANDER.


    ART thou grown hoarse by sitting in the sun


    Of early spring, when winds come down adrift


    To punish them they find asleep at noon?

  


  
    ALCANOR.


    Hoarse I am not, but I am tired of song,


    Therefore do I retire, where, without pipe,


    The goat-foot God brought all the nymphs to sit


    Half-way up Mænalos. If she I love


    Will follow me, I swear to thee by him,


    Bitter to those who slight him or forswear,


    Thou shalt hear something sweet, do thou but stay.

  


  
    LYSANDER.


    Lysander well can stay, do thou but sing.

  


  
    ALCANOR.


    But not unless a Nymph or Nymph-like maid


    Will listen.

  


  
    LYSANDER.


    Here comes Phanöe. Thou art pale.


    Sing: Phanöe! bid him sing.

  


  
    PHANÖE.


    By Artemis!


    I bade him never more repeat my name,


    And if he disobeys me . . .

  


  
    LYSANDER.


    Hush! ’twere ill


    To call down vengeance upon those who love:


    And he hath sworn by Pan that he will sing


    If thou wilt follow him up Mænalos.

  


  
    PHANÖE.


    He may snatch off my slipper while I kneel


    To Pan, upon the stone so worn aslant


    That it is difficult to kneel upon


    Without my leaving half a slipper loose.


    Little cares he for Pan: he scarcely fears


    That other, powerfuller and terribler,


    To whom more crowns are offered than to Zeus,


    Or any God beside, and oftener changed.


    In spring we garland him with pointed flowers,


    Anemone and crocus and jonquil,


    And tender hyacinth in clustering curls;


    Then with sweet-breathing mountain strawberry;


    Then pear and apple blossom, promising


    (If he is good) to bring the fruit full-ripe,


    Hanging it round about his brow, his nose,


    Down even to his lips. When autumn comes,


    His russet vine-wreath crackles under grapes:


    Some trim his neck with barley, wheat, and oat;


    Some twine his naked waist with them: and last


    His reverend head is seen and worshipt through


    Stiff narrow olive-leaves, that last til spring.


    Say, ought I not to fear so wild a boy,


    Who fears not even him! but once has tried


    By force to make me pat him, after prayers?


    How fierce then lookt the God! and from above


    How the club reddened, as athirst for blood!


    Yet, fearing and suspecting the audacious,


    Up Mænalos I must, for there my herd


    Is browsing on the thorn and citisus


    At random.

  


  
    LYSANDER.


    He hath not endured thy frown,


    But hurries off.

  


  
    PHANÖE.


    And let him.

  


  
    LYSANDER.


    Captious Pan


    On one or other may look evil-eyed.

  


  
    PHANÖE.


    I mind my Goddess, let him mind his God.

  


  
    Away she went, and as she went she sang.


    Brief cries were heard ere long, faint and more faint.


    Pan! was it thou? was it thou, Artemis?


    Frolicksome kids and hard goats glassy-eyed


    Alone could tell the story, had they speech.


    The maiden came not back: but, after rites


    Due to the goat-foot God, the pious youth


    Piped shrilly forth and shook off all his woe.

  


  
    *****
  


  LACON AND DORA.


  
    DORA (wakening him).


    FEEDEST thou upon poppies? drowsy drone!

  


  
    LACON.


    Haply my breathing was a little hard,


    Hard it is always when I think of thee.

  


  
    DORA.


    Do idle shepherds snort like porpuses?


    I know what such hard breathing means with men;


    We never practise it.

  


  
    LACON.


    Us men ye make


    Practise it often.

  


  
    DORA.


    Why not keep awake?

  


  
    LACON.


    Too long awake ye keep us.

  


  
    DORA.


    When you dance;


    But dance makes me sleep sounder.

  


  
    LACON.


    You mistake


    My meaning?

  


  
    DORA.


    Is there any?

  


  
    LACON.


    Day and night


    Of all hard breathing ye enforce the worst . .


    Unheeded sighs.

  


  
    DORA.


    Bad! but the worst are those


    That burst from nostril; hast thou none beside?

  


  
    LACON.


    I could breathe softer in a patient ear:


    Sit by my side and hear the difference.

  


  
    DORA.


    Quiet now! wilt not let me seat myself?

  


  
    LACON.


    I would but help thee: soon we both will rise


    Together. They who sigh but once have learnt


    Imperfect love: beginning middle, end,


    There are in all things; we have barely come


    Halfway.

  


  
    DORA.


    O impudence! is that halfway?


    Then when, I wonder, shall we reach the end?

  


  
    *****
  


  ACON AND KEPOS.


  
    ACON.


    KEPOS! what brings thee from the market-place?

  


  
    KEPOS.


    What drove me from it, rather ask.

  


  
    ACON.


    Well, what?

  


  
    KEPOS.


    There was a scramble round about my stall,


    And two unlucky boys were fighting hard


    Which of them should sweep off the fruit; at last


    They overturn’d the board: ’twas time to run.

  


  
    ACON.


    And were the people then indifferent?

  


  
    KEPOS.


    At first they were not; presently they laught


    To see a split pomegranate’s slippery fruit


    Drop from the fingers of the foremost two,


    With nothing left between them but hard rind


    And deeply-dyed and ever-during stain.

  


  
    ACON.


    Children of Hellas! learn your lesson here,


    Nor touch pomegranate in the market-place.

  


  
    *****
  


  LEONTION, ON TERNISSA’S DEATH

  (EPICUROS ALSO DEPARTED).


  
    BEHOLD, behold me, whether thou


    Art dwelling with the Shades below


    Or with the Gods above:


    With thee were even the Gods more blest . .


    I wish I could but share thy rest


    As once I shared thy love.

  


  
    ’Twas in this garden where I lean


    Against thy tombstone, once the scene


    Of more than mortal bliss,


    That loiter’d our Ternissa; sure


    She left me that her love was pure;


    It gave not kiss for kiss.

  


  
    Faint was the blush that overspred


    Thro’ loosen’d hair her dying head;


    One name she utter’d, one


    She sigh’d and wept at; so wilt thou,


    If any sorrows reach thee now . .


    ’Twas not Leontion.

  


  
    Wert thou on earth thou wouldst not chide


    The gush of tears I could not hide


    Who ne’er hid aught from thee.


    Willing thou wentest on the way


    She went . . and am I doom’d to stay?


    No; we soon meet, all three.

  


  
    The flowers she cherisht I will tend,


    Nor gather, but above them bend


    And think they breathe her breath.


    Ah, happy flowers! ye little know


    Your youthful nurse lies close below,


    Close as in life in death.

  


  
    *****
  


  HYMN AND OFFERING OF TERPANDER TO JUNO.


  
    I TOUCH the soil of Samos, where the queen


    Of heaven is worshipt, and her priests ordain’d


    Accept with gracious hands the gift of poor


    And rich alike, and even frame the prayers


    Of such as can not make them as beseems.


    What priests upon the earth so bountiful?


    What land so lovely? not even Rhodes, where Spring


    Serenely smiles at Winter’s languid wrath,


    And where Apollo by the will of Zeus


    Reigns the sole God.


    Do thou with face benign


    O Herè! take this votive vest today,


    Brought by no hand impure, and well besprent


    With lustral water, which the grateful fumes


    Of incense rest on, and will rest on long,


    Until they reach thee at thy dome above.


    Do thou, O Herè, lay before the throne


    Of Zeus all my petitions, all my prayers;


    For well thou knowest ’twere audacious deed


    In me without thy intercession, queen,


    To plead before him for offence of mine,


    Or favor at the Almighty Thunderer’s hands.


    Stand afar off, ye unbelieving men,


    While I with reverence lay before the feet


    Of Herè this my offering from a woof


    Which maids of Sidon labored to intwine


    With gold and purple. Stand afar, profane,


    Who doubt if they who on Olympus dwell,


    Wear such thin raiment when they take delight


    And clap their hands to see a Cloud and Wind


    (Eurus or Boreas or Apeliotes)


    Run races on the summit in the snow.


    I, happy in thy worship and thy care,


    Seek not to vary this my happiness,


    Nor would partake nor would impose a yoke.


    I know that Love and Hymen when they meet


    Are apt to quarrel; Hymen presses hard,


    But Love with lighter wing eludes the grasp.


    I shudder when I see a saffron robe


    And torch before it. Herè! I am weak;


    Direct my steps, direct them to thy fane


    As now, and back again as now, alone.

  


  
    *****
  


  SOPHRON’S HYMN TO BAKKOS.


  
    STAND afar off, irreverent and profane,


    While I ascend the temple of a God


    Miraculously born; a woman’s child,


    The nurseling of no woman, but enwrapt


    In the soft swatheing of a father’s thigh.


    Hail, earthborn son of Semele and Zeus!


    Earthborn yet more, and in more lands, adored


    Than Zeus himself. Grant me the power to sing


    Thy praise, thy glorious conquests to rehearse


    Beyond the Ganges and Gangetic iles


    Numberless, where fierce tigers didst thou quell,


    Stripping their skins from off them ere half-dead,


    And whirling round thy neck their tawny legs,


    And round thy shoulders to thy loins the length


    Of their rich spoils: then first did Greece behold


    Fangs such as never since hath Calydon


    Yielded, when Meleager was avenged.


    Better than victories are benefits;


    And these are thine too; greater none the Gods


    Bestow on mortal. By thy hand the chain


    Is loosened on the captive, and holds down


    The neck of kings, who toss and toss in vain


    And change the pillow, right and left, and start,


    Dreaming they hear the heavy scepter drop.


    Who praises now Lykourgos? who but shrinks


    At that accursed name? ’twas he that spurn’d


    Thy precious gift, nor spared the graceful curl


    Of lucid tendril, nor pubescent down,


    Nor fragrant bloom that waits the later spring.


    We hear what nectar is, we hear whose hand


    Presents it in her golden cup to Zeus,


    Tasting it at his nod and smile; then he


    Drinks from the margin which her lips had toucht;


    The nectar is not nectar until then:


    Thou knowest, Dionysos, thou alone,


    Whether it came from his own native Crete,


    Or from his daughter’s Cypros; both produce


    Beverage which Hebe need not blush to bear.


    Is there in city, hamlet, woodland, croft,


    A festival without thy genial gifts,


    Thy presence, tho’ unseen? Is there a birth


    Of infant but thou gladdenest more the sire,


    And the sire’s friends, who sing thy praise aloud?


    Thou knowest I was ever temperate


    And worshipt thee in purity; thou knowest


    I loved the Nymphs because they fondled thee


    And carried thee an infant in their arms.


    Modest as these am I; therefor unblamed


    I may invoke thee in the midst of them.


    One there is, Dionysos, at whose song


    Sorrow hath often fled from me; do thou


    Incline thine ear, and haply she may sing,


    Altho’ her songs were never framed for thee.


    Hail, Dionysos, once again, and bless


    This hospitable city; bless the sires


    Of her brave sons, and them! long may they raise


    The ancestral cup, and pass it friend to friend!

  


  
    *****
  


  DRIMACOS.


  
    IN Crete reign’d Zeus and Minos; and there sprang


    From rocky Chios (but more years between)


    Homer. Ah! who near Homer’s side shall stand?


    A slave, a slave shall stand near Homer’s side.


    Come from dark ages forth, come, Drimacos!


    O gems of Ocean, shining here and there


    Upon his vest of ever-changeful green,


    Richer are ye than wide-spread continents,


    Richer in thoughtful men and glorious deeds.


    Drimacos was a slave; but Liberty


    By him from Slavery sprang, as day from night.


    Intolerable servitude o’erran


    The isle of Chios. They whose sires had heard


    The blind man, and the muse who sat beside,


    Constant, as was the daughter to the king


    Of Thebes, and comforting his sunless way,


    Yea, even these bore stones within their breasts,


    Buying by land or capturing by sea,


    And torturing limbs fashioned like their own,


    Limbs like the Gods’ they all fell down before.


    But Zeus had from Olympus lookt oblique,


    Then breath’d into the breasts of suffering slaves


    Heroic courage and heroic strength,


    And wisdom for their guidance and support.


    Drimacos he appointed to coerce


    The pride of the enslaver, and to free


    All those who labored and were heavy-laden


    With griefs, not even by the avenging Gods


    Inflicted, wrongs which men alone inflict


    On others, when their vices have scoopt out


    A yoke far more opprobrious for themselves.


    From field to field the clang of arms was heard;


    Fires from the rocks and the hill-tops by night


    Collected all the valiant, all the young,


    Female and male, stripling and suckling babe,


    By mother (then most fond) not left behind.


    But many were o’ertaken; many dropt


    Faint by the road; thirst, hunger, terror, seiz’d


    Separate their prey. Among the fugitives,


    In the most crowded and the narrowest path


    That led into the thickets on the hill,


    Was Amymonè with her infant boy,


    Eiarinos. She pray’d the Gods, nor pray’d


    Inaudible, although her voice had fail’d.


    On Drimacos she call’d by name; he heard


    The voice; he turn’d his head, and cried aloud:


    “Comrades! take up yon infant from the arms


    That sink with it; and help the mother on.”


    Far in advance was he; all urged amain;


    All minded their own household, nor obey’d.


    But he rusht back amid them till he reacht


    The mother, who had fallen under-foot,


    Trampled, but not relinquishing her hold.


    Scarcely was space to stoop in, yet he stoopt


    And rais’d what feebly wail’d among men’s legs,


    And placed it on his head, that the fresh air


    Might solace it: soon it began to play,


    To pat the hair of some, of some the eyes,


    Unconscious that its mother’s soul had fled.


    The dust rose lower, for the sultry day


    Was closing, and above shone Hesperus


    Alone. On mossy banks within the brake


    The men threw down their weapons snatcht in haste,


    Impenetrable woods received their flight,


    And shelter’d and conceal’d them from pursuit.


    There many years they dwelt; nor only there,


    But also in the plains and in the towns


    Fought they, and overthrew the wealthier race,


    And drove their cattle off and reapt their grain.


    Drimacos, strong in justice, strong in arms,


    Prompt, vigilant, was everywhere obey’d.


    He proffer’d the proud Chiots, half-subdued,


    Repression of invaders, in return


    For their repression of invaders too,


    And corn and wine and oil enough for all,


    And horned victims to avenger Zeus.


    But plenteousness and sloth relaxt his hold


    Upon a few, men yearning to partake


    The vices of a city: murmurs rose


    And reacht the ear of Drimacos, and reacht


    The wealthy towns and their impatient lords.


    Rewards were offered for the leader’s head,


    And askt perhaps ere offered. When he found


    Ingratitude so nigh and so alert,


    He listened calmly to the chiefs around,


    His firm defenders; then replied:


    “My friends!


    Already in the days of youth ye watcht


    Over the common-weal, but now your eyes


    And mine too want repose. Fear not for me,


    But guard yourselves. The Gods who placed me here


    Call me away, not you.”


    They heard, and went,


    Sorrowing. Then call’d he unto him the youth


    Eiarinos, who two whole years had fought


    Beside him, and fought well.


    “Eiarinos!


    I may have saved thy life (’tis said I did)


    In infancy: it now behoves me, boy,


    To give thee substance such as parents give.


    Alas! ’tis wanting: nought is in the house


    Save arms, as thou well knowest; but those men


    Who left me now, had talkt with thee before,


    And there are marks along thy cheek which tears


    Leave upon maiden’s cheeks, not upon men’s.


    Eiarinos spake not, but threw his arms


    Around his guardian’s neck and shook with grief.


    “Thou shalt not be quite destitute, my son!”


    Said he, “Thou knowest what reward awaits


    Him who shall bring my head within the town.


    Here! strike! let never traitor grasp the gold.”


    Forward he held the hilt and lowered his brow.


    “Bequeathest thou to parricidal hand,


    O father! that accursed gold?” cried he,


    And ran against the portal, blind with tears.


    But the calm man now caught his arm, and said,


    “Delay may bring on both what comes for one.


    Inevitable is my death: at least


    Promise me this one thing, Eiarinos,


    And I release thee: swear that, when I die,


    Thou wilt, against all adversaries, bear


    My head to those who seek it, pledge of peace.”


    Calmer, but sobbing deep, the youth replied,


    “When Zeus the liberator shall appoint


    The pastor of the people to depart,


    His will be done! if such be his and thine.”


    He lowered his eyes in reverence to the earth;


    And Drimacos then smote into his breast


    The unaccepted sword. The pious youth


    Fell overpowered with anguish, nor arose


    Until the elders, who had gone, return’d.


    They comforted the orphan, and implored


    He would perform the duty thus enjoined.


    Nor Muse, nor Memory her mother, knows


    The sequel: but upon the highest peak


    Of Chios is an altar of square stone


    Roughened by time, and some believe they trace


    In ancient letters, cubit-long, the words


    Drimacos and Eiarinos and Zeus.

  


  
    *****
  


  PINDAR AND HIERO.


  
    HIERO.


    PINDAR! no few are there among my guests


    Who lift up eyebrows archt and rounded eyes


    To hear thee talk as they do. Poets grin


    And whisper,


    He is one of us, not more,


    Tho’ higher in . . I think they also add


    Our foolish king’s esteem.

  


  
    PINDAR.


    In verse I sing


    Not always dithyrambics. I may lift


    A mortal over an admiring crowd,


    And I may hear and heed not their applause,


    A part whereof is given to him who fed


    The steeds, a part to him who drove, a part


    At last to me.

  


  
    HIERO.


    My friend! the steeds are gone,


    The charrioteers will follow: Death pursues


    And overtakes the fleetest of them all:


    He may pant on until his ribs are crackt,


    He never shall reach thee. Believe one word


    A king hath spoken . . Ages shall sweep off


    All lighter things, but leave thy name behind.

  


  
    PINDAR.


    I was amused at hearing the discourse


    Of our wise judges, when their maws were fill’d,


    About some poets of the present day.

  


  
    HIERO.


    I did not hear it. I would not surcharge


    Thy memory, ’twere unfriendly; but perchance


    A tittle of the tattle may adhere


    Stil to thy memory, as on amber hairs


    That some loose wench hath combed into the street:


    If so, pray let me have it.

  


  
    PINDAR.


    An old friend


    Of mine had represented the grave sire


    Of poets, in the ile of Ithaca,


    Conversing with Laertes.

  


  
    HIERO.


    He was wrong.


    Homer lived some time after him.

  


  
    PINDAR.


    Who knows?


    Howbeit, the worst complaint was that a king


    Spoke of stale bread, and offered it his guest.

  


  
    HIERO.


    Ithaca is not Sicily: the rocks


    Of that poor iland bear no crops of wheat;


    Laertes might not every day have spared


    The scanty brushwood for the oaten cake.


    Wine, I will wager, your old friend hath jogg’d


    The generous host to lay upon the board.

  


  
    PINDAR.


    And both converst as other men converse.


    The poet is no poet at all hours,


    The hero is no hero with a friend.

  


  
    HIERO.


    The virtuous, the valiant, and the wise,


    Have ever been thy friends, and they alone.

  


  
    PINDAR.


    Few have I found, and fewer have I sought.


    Apart I chose to stand. The purest air


    Breathes o’er high downs on solitary men.


    Thou smilest, O king Hiero, at my words,


    Who seest me in thy court.

  


  
    HIERO.


    No, no, my friend!

  


  
    PINDAR.


    We must not penetrate the smile of kings,


    There may be secrets in it.

  


  
    HIERO.


    Open mine;


    There is but one for thee; and it is this;


    ’Tis written on no scroll, but on my heart;


    Command I dare not call it, though I would . .


    Pindar is Pindar, Hiero is but king.

  


  
    PINDAR.


    Embolden’d when I ought to be abasht,


    I venture now to question thee.

  


  
    HIERO.


    Obey.


    Sprinkle a drop of Lethe on the fount


    Of sparkling Dirce, nor remember Thebes,


    Or him alone remember, him whose harp


    Rais’d up her walls, which harp thou strikest now


    With hand more potent than Amphion’s was.


    Here shalt thou dwell in honor, long thy due,


    And sing to us thy even-song of life.

  


  
    *****
  


  
    ________


    Mr Gladstone’s two ponderous volumes on Homer open and shut on nothing new or important. Whatever is worth notice in them may be found in Pericles and Aspasia.{back}

  


  TO CORINTH.


  
    QUEEN of the double sea, beloved of him


    Who shakes the world’s foundations, thou hast seen


    Glory in all her beauty, all her forms;


    Seen her walk back with Theseus when he left


    The bones of Sciron bleaching to the wind,


    Above the ocean’s roar and cormorant’s flight,


    So high that vastest billows from above


    Show but like herbage waving in the mead;


    Seen generations throng thy Isthmian games,


    And pass away; the beautiful, the brave,


    And them who sang their praises. But, O Queen,


    Audible still, and far beyond thy cliffs,


    As when they first were utter’d, are those words


    Divine which praised the valiant and the just;


    And tears have often stopt, upon that ridge


    So perilous, him who brought before his eye


    The Colchian babes. “Stay! spare him! save the last!


    Medea! Is that blood? again! it drops


    From my imploring hand upon my feet!


    I will invoke the Eumenides no more,


    I will forgive thee, bless thee, bend to thee


    In all thy wishes, do but thou, Medea,


    Tell me, one lives.” “And shall I too deceive?”


    Cries from the fiery car an angry voice;


    And swifter than two falling stars descend


    Two breathless bodies; warm, soft, motionless,


    As flowers in stillest noon before the sun,


    They lie three paces from him: such they lie


    As when he left them sleeping side by side,


    A mother’s arm round each, a mother’s cheeks


    Between them, flusht with happiness and love.


    He was more changed than they were, doomed to show


    Thee and the stranger, how defaced and scarr’d


    Grief hunts us down the precipice of years,


    And whom the faithless prey upon the last.


    To give the inertest masses of our earth


    Her loveliest forms was thine, to fix the Gods


    Within thy walls, and hang their tripods round


    With fruits and foliage knowing not decay.


    A nobler work remains: thy citadel


    Invites all Greece: o’er lands and floods remote


    Many are the hearts that still beat high for thee:


    Confide then in thy strength, and unappall’d


    Look down upon the plain, while yokemate kings


    Run bellowing where their herdsmen goad them on.


    Instinct is sharp in them and terror true,


    They smell the floor whereon their necks must lie.

  


  
    *****
  


  CLEONE TO ASPASIA.


  
    WE mind not how the sun in the mid-sky


    Is hastening on; but when the golden orb


    Strikes the extreme of earth, and when the gulphs


    Of air and ocean open to receive him,


    Dampness and gloom invade us; then we think


    Ah! thus is it with Youth. Too fast his feet


    Run on for sight; hour follows hour; fair maid


    Succeeds fair maid; bright eyes bestar his couch;


    The cheerful horn awakens him; the feast,


    The revel, the entangling dance, allure,


    And voices mellower than the Muse’s own


    Heave up his buoyant bosom on their wave.


    A little while, and then . . Ah Youth! Youth! Youth!


    Listen not to my words . . but stay with me!


    When thou art gone, Life may go too; the sigh


    That rises is for thee, and not for Life.

  


  
    *****
  


  PTOLEMY AND THEOCRITOS.


  
    PTOLEMY.


    PLEASANT art thou, Theocritos! The pair


    Thou broughtest forward to our festival


    Of yesterday, Praxinoe and Gorgo,


    Are worthy pair for Aristophanes,


    Had he been living, to have brought on stage:


    Even grave Menander, wittiest of the wise,


    Had smiled and caught thee by the hand for this.

  


  
    THEOCRITOS.


    Ah! to be witty is hard work sometimes.


    ’Tis easier to lie down along the grass,


    Where there is any, grass there none is here.

  


  
    PTOLEMY.


    But here are couches where we may repose


    And dream as easily. Thy dreams were all


    For Sicily, about the Nymphs and swains.

  


  
    THEOCRITOS.


    It seems an easier matter to compose


    Idyls of shepherds and of little Gods


    Than great heroic men.

  


  
    PTOLEMY.


    Thou hast done both.

  


  
    THEOCRITOS.


    Neither is easy. Grass in Sicily


    Is slippery, scant the turf and hard to tread.


    The sheep oft wonder, and crowd close, at sight


    Of venturous shepherd, putting pipe to lip


    And, ere he blow it, sprawling heels in air.


    I have sung hymns; but hymns with fuller breath


    Are chaunted by my friend Kallimakos.

  


  
    PTOLEMY.


    Friend! O strange man! poet call poet friend!


    If my good genius brought thee hither, thanks


    We both may pay him.

  


  
    THEOCRITOS.


    Well indeed may I.

  


  
    PTOLEMY.


    What! for disturbing dreams of Nymphs and swains,


    And whispering leaves of platan and of pine?


    Sweet whispers! but with sweeter underneath.

  


  
    THEOCRITOS.


    No; but for banishing far different ones,


    Such as were facts in our fair Sicily.


    Had kings like Ptolemy been living then,


    However far removed this empire lies,


    Phalaris never had shut up within


    His brazen bull the bravest and the best.

  


  
    PTOLEMY.


    Kings have their duties: it concerns them all


    To take good heed that none betray their trust,


    Lest odious be the name, and they themselves


    Fall thro the crime of one: the crowns they wear


    Make some hot-headed, nearly all weak-eyed.


    ’Tis written how this bull went close behind,


    Bellowing his thunders, belching smoke and flame,


    Wherever that king went.

  


  
    THEOCRITOS.


    No fiction, sire,


    Of poets, or historians, who feign more.

  


  
    PTOLEMY.


    Pleasanter in our Ægypt be thy dreams!


    Come, let me hear the latest; speak it out.

  


  
    THEOCRITOS.


    Last night, beneath the shadow of a sphynx


    I fancied I was lying, and I dream’d


    Only of placid Gods and generous kings.

  


  
    PTOLEMY.


    Knave! knave! on neither shall thy dream be vain.

  


  
    *****
  


  ODE TO MILETUS.


  
    MAIDEN there was whom Jove


    Illuded into love,


    Happy and pure was she;


    Glorious from her the shore became,


    And Helle lifted up her name


    To shine eternal o’er the river-sea.

  


  
    And many tears are shed


    Upon thy bridal-bed,


    Star of the swimmer in the lonely night!


    Who with unbraided hair


    Wipedst a breast so fair,


    Bounding with toil, more bounding with delight.

  


  
    But they whose prow hath past thy straits


    And, ranged before Byzantion’s gates,


    Bring to the God of sea the victim due,


    Even from the altar raise their eyes.


    And drop the chalice with surprise,


    And at such grandeur have forgotten you.

  


  
    At last there swells the hymn of praise,


    And who inspires those sacred lays?


    “The founder of the walls ye see.”


    What human power could elevate


    Those walls, that citadel, that gate?


    “Miletos, O my sons! was he.”

  


  
    Hail then, Miletus! hail beloved town,


    Parent of me and mine!


    But let not power alone be thy renown,


    Nor chiefs of ancient line,

  


  
    Nor visits of the Gods, unless


    They leave their thoughts below,


    And teach us that we most should bless


    Those to whom most we owe,

  


  
    Restless is Wealth; the nerves of Power


    Sink, as a lute’s in rain:


    The Gods lend only for an hour


    And then call back again

  


  
    All else than Wisdom; she alone,


    In Truth’s or Virtue’s form,


    Descending from the starry throne


    Thro’ radiance and thro’ storm,

  


  
    Remains as long as godlike men


    Afford her audience meet,


    Nor Time nor War tread down again


    The traces of her feet.

  


  
    Always hast thou, Miletus, been the friend,


    Protector, guardian, father, of the wise;


    Therefore shall thy dominion never end


    Till Fame, despoil’d of voice and pinion, dies.

  


  
    With favouring shouts and flowers thrown fast behind,


    Arctinos ran his race,


    No wanderer he, alone and blind . .


    And Melesander was untorn by Thrace.

  


  
    There have been, but not here,


    Rich men who swept aside the royal feast


    On child’s or bondman’s breast,


    Bidding the wise and aged disappear.

  


  
    Revere the aged and the wise,


    Aspasia! but thy sandal is not worn


    To trample on these things of scorn;


    By his own sting the fire-bound scorpion dies.

  


  
    *****
  


  THE FAMINE IN ETRURIA.


  
    BEYOND the confines of a race cognate,


    Pelasgic, and their hunger well appeas’d,


    Had travel’d the Etrurians: age alone


    Would have protected them throughout all lands


    When it was widely known they sought the God


    At Delphi; now they stood beneath his fane.


    But some of them had rashly pluckt the boughs


    Of bay in passing; when a voice was heard


    In modulated tones; and these the words.


    Impious the man who snaps the budding bay,


    Or bruizes it, thus hastening its decay:


    This may be pardon'd in the goats and swine;


    Brutes know not what is awful and divine.


    Obedient were they all.


    When they approacht


    The temple, one alone received a branch,


    And he was bidden to come forth and speak.


    Then came he forth and, kneeling, thus spake he.


    “The springs are sunk into the earth again,


    Thou seest, Apollo, who seest all below,


    And, where the fountains bubbled up, the bats


    Widen their wings and crouch, nor seek for flies,


    For even the flies around are dead with drought,


    And the thin knats, now thinner, cease to whirr.


    Not only the light wanderers of the air,


    The very serpents, mother Earth’s first-born,


    And living in all lands, live not with us.


    Python, the glory of thy silver bow,


    Would not have rais’d his threatening head, but croucht


    At his full length, and panted, not defied.


    Piteous it is, if we can pity now


    Aught but ourselves, to see the oxe’s ribs


    White under him who drove them to the field,


    And drying as they drop his bitter tears.


    Where now the poppy-crown? where harvest-home?”


    Fain would I rest upon a thought so sweet,


    If sweet be any thought of happiness


    Departed, and hope with it.


    Worse remains.


    A mother had no heart to kill her babe,


    But offered it to one who had: he said


    A plumper turnip was too high a price;


    And she turn’d back in anger and in scorn . .


    But soon (even scorn and anger sank) return’d,


    For she had one babe left, and one might live.


    The God was deaf to every prayer; at length


    They sought his oracle with better hopes;


    Then said he from his inner shrine.


    “’Tis here.


    Here only should ye seek me, willful men!


    Depart; and sacrifice to me the tenth


    Of all that earth may bear to you henceforth.


    After due reverence to the priest ordain’d


    To take it; he will lustrate you and bless


    Your children.”


    Joyous they return’d, such joy


    As could find entrance in such shrunk abodes.


    They brought the priest his tenth: he scowl’d on them.


    “Bring the tenth child,” cried he “The God we serve


    Delights in song, and song our God must have.”


    “Few are now left us” said the weeping sires,


    And hunger leaves not even voice behind,


    Nor are all fit for it.”


    “Begone, perverse!”


    Cried he . . “but ere ye go I promise ye


    We of our temple can bring voices out,


    And they shall warble in our sacred choir:


    The virgins we will shut from eyes profane.”


    Sorrowing the Etrurians led their children forth


    Devoted to the God of light and song.

  


  
    *****
  


  
    ________


    Dionysius of Halicarnassus records this famine and its consequences, adding the appeal to the oracle, which oracle demanded, in addition to arrears, a tenth of the males. After this their calamity, the Etrurians, who were the Japanese of Europe three thousand years ago, in civility and industry, lost the dominion of Italy, stil observing the oracle, and devoting a tenth of their possessions and of their children to their Gods’ vicegerent and subordinates.

  


  THE ALTAR OF MODESTY.


  
    SOON as the stranger turns his step away


    From Lacedæmon, and pursues the road


    Toward the towers of Elis, where a ford


    Whitens with rippling wave the river-bank,


    Sacred to Modesty an altar stood.


    Hither the gentle Leda brought her child,


    Her Helena, whom Theseus had borne off,


    And thus reproved her, by none other heard.


    “How couldst thou, Helena, leave house and home


    And parent, and twin brothers, bright as stars?


    With what discourse could Theseus tempt thee hence?


    He is not tender, is not bland, nor chaste,


    Nor even young.


    I too was once beguiled


    By a white stately swan I loved to feed,


    Who drove the rest away that followed him;


    And wicked Theseus, then a boy, laught loud


    Seeing my downcast eyes; and, when I turn’d


    To chide him, Ah poor Leda! whined the rogue.


    Once as I watcht him wrestling in the ring,


    Me, tho’ I stood far distant, he espied


    And waddled nearer, and whined childishly


    Poor Leda! what a pity! naughty swan!


    And shaped his lips as deftly as he could


    Into a beak; then from a reed within


    Whistled low querulous notes, as swan may do;


    Lastly, to crown his impudence, drew wings


    Over his shoulders, shaking them outspred.


    Where am I rambling? What has this to do


    With such a folly as was his and thine?


    Tell me . . now we are seated . . all that past.”


    Then Helena . . but first sigh’d more than once.


    “Blamable was our guest, but worse his friend


    Pirithöos, who extol’d me far above


    All other Spartan maids, and earnestly


    Pointed me out to him. No, never more


    In presence of Pirithöos will I dance,


    Afraid to celebrate Diana’s games."


    “I want to hear of Theseus, not of him”


    Said Leda. She obeyed.


    “He prais’d the land


    Of Cecrops, its convivial hours, its girls


    Waving a golden tettinx in their hair,


    Yet Helena’s prefer’d he unadorn’d.


    Brave, said he, were his countrimen, and mild


    And facil were their Gods; not Pallas’ self


    Beheld them ever with unkindly glance,


    Standing among the Graces, and but shook


    Her head at any little fault of theirs.


    Harp, song, and dance, beneath the olive-trees,


    He promist me, on turf where tymbrels shed


    Showers of white blossoms on the sandal’d feet:


    And then in autumn O what rites and games!


    Such as when Bakkos, India’s kings subdued


    And India’s tigers crouching under him,


    Pronounced this one command, Be happy all!


    Yet Theseus was himself most miserable;


    He said it, and, as if it were a crime


    To suffer, humbly prayed me to forgive.


    I was not merciless; it was enough


    To seem so in the midst of tears and sighs.


    ‘Who would,’ said I, ‘prefer the cares of love


    That could beneath the shade of friendship rest


    And hear the praises of himself and friend;


    Thine is Pirithöos, flourishing in youth


    And ready to learn anything from thee,


    And any danger at thy side incur,


    Nearer to thee in years, and beautiful


    As was the royal youth an eagle bore


    From Ida, beautiful as he who fell


    Beneath Apollo’s quoit; but never hope


    With me such praises; never hope to calm


    (Whatever thou persuadest me) my fears.’


    Then he. ‘Not always is the ear content


    With praises, nor with friendship is the breast:


    Of this the girls of Sparta seem aware,


    And often chide me for it. When we reach


    Pandion’s city thou shalt prove thro life


    Fond is the lover as is firm the friend.’


    I answered, ‘There are others thou hast left,


    Perfidious Theseus, in that ile afar


    Where tower a hundred cities.’


    Mother dear,


    Now listen what he own’d and what denied.


    We know how cruel Minos was, what law


    When he had conquered Athens he imposed;


    Which to avoid, the father sent his son


    Hither; strong, ardent, uncontrolable,


    Away he burst to lands where Zeus was born,


    And there he slew the Minotaur: the thread


    That guided him throughout that labyrinth’s


    Intricate turns was Ariadne’s gift.


    Nor was he faithless to her, but he loved


    Me better, and he swore by every God


    Of late propitious to him, he who left


    Wealth, kingdom, beauty, should be mine alone;


    Mine marble palaces, Hymettos mine,


    And that sweet honey from those thymy knolls


    Where only bees have anything to do.


    Now, mother! should I, can I, tell you more?


    My poor old prying nurse, who really knows


    Many things, but imagines she knows more,


    Thinking I must be weary and might want


    To rest my ankles higher than the floor,


    Lifted up one above the couches edge;


    Then down she stoopt that she might better peer.


    Well I remember it, because she trod


    On my loose hair; then doubling under her


    Both knees, she looked quite close, sagaciously,


    Then, rising up, she spat behind her back,


    And then ran out, lifting in wonderment


    Her head aloft and spreading out both arms,


    Exclaimed, Zeus! Zeus! be prais’d! he hath preserved


    His child: then muttered she with scornful voice,


    A hero! of mad heroes most insane!


    He indeed! he slay Minotaurs! I now


    Believe he left the virgin on the shore


    Of Dia; what could he do else? O age


    Degenerate! which for prowess can but boast


    Such men as Theseus and Alcides are.


    Ah! in my day . . but all such days are past.”


    These words repeated by the unwary maid


    Sooth’d Leda’s breast; and softly fell her tears,


    Softly too fell her daughter’s at the sight.


    “Mother, I think I did not love him much,


    I am quite sure I do not love him now,


    And why I went with him I can not guess.


    Do not be angry; he will be ashamed


    To come again, ashamed as much as I.


    If I had not return’d you might have been


    A little sorry, certainly I should,


    But here you see me fresh and fond as ever.”


    After a while said Leda, “Thou hast told


    The happier part, and now relate the rest,


    Nor canst thou do it in a fitter place;


    For here Odysseus (unlike thy return)


    Beneath love’s chaster torches carried home


    Penelope. Her sire Icarios,


    Altho he had approved the worthy choice,


    Altho he had invited to his house


    The future son, and altho far beyond


    All others, brave, and wary, and expert


    In household thrift was Laertiades,


    And safe, with rocks around, his iland stood,


    Felt now the grief a parent ever feels


    To lose a child.


    The nuptial festival


    Proroged his sorrows with his guests about,


    For Bakkos wound with ivy and with flowers


    Together Age and Youth upon that day.


    All was well then, and jocund dreams enwrapt


    The soundly sleeping sire: but when arose


    Morn, and he saw the coronels collapst


    Droop down the chamber door, and heard the neigh


    Of steeds, and saw the broken cates removed


    From the piled table, then, ah then indeed


    Sorrow, awhile remoter, prest again


    Upon his temples, his ears sob’d, his knees


    Gave way.”


    Then shuddered Helena, and said,


    “How cruel was Odysseus thus to pain


    Poor old Icarios.”


    “Crueller,” replied


    Leda, “is she who seeks a home unknown


    Leaving a parent ignorant of her flight.”


    Strong as may grief be, curiosity


    Creeps over and beyond it.


    Leda, calm’d,


    Could now resume her questioning; she askt


    What caus’d her error: Helena would turn


    The question, and entreated to know more


    About Penelope, and what result.


    “Grant, O ye Gods! she may be safe at home!”


    Leda could now but smile, with gentle palm


    Patted her cheek, and from her bosom drew


    With finger slipping back the chin that dropt


    Into it, obstinate to keep its place.


    Then Helena, first looking round about,


    Pursued her narrative.


    “I will relate


    The whole; for now I see you will not ask


    Such idle questions as the nurse, insane,


    Else how could she deem me so tiger-like


    As bite? She gave me signs by nod and wink,


    Finding her words convey no sense at all:


    Hardly such rudeness can the crone object


    To sister Clytemnestra: well you know,


    Sweet mother, that your Helena was taught


    Far different manners, nor would, even tho hurt,


    Use tooth or nail, but tremble as the strings


    Of a lyre tremble if swept all at once.”


    Leda, to hide her blushes, prest her face


    On the fresh herbage, fearing to look up,


    And twitcht unconsciously the brittle grass.


    “He did not hurt thee, then?”


    “Quite the reverse;


    He swore he would not, and he kept his word:


    Instead of hurting, he protected me


    Completely.”


    “O ye Gods above!” exclaimed


    The mother in alarm.


    “Ah what a tale!


    Yet, yet, go on with it; lay bare the whole


    And end with it my pangs of grief and fear.


    Thou hast been shown by me that even the shy


    Have err’d from steddiness; how far hast thou!


    If more austere thy sister than befits,


    If at the wanton boys she stamps her foot,


    Thou art too ready to incline an ear


    To their excuses. I have seen thee stand,


    Trip on, turn back, and ask what can they mean,


    And wait, nor over-readily dismiss


    The laughing urchins with responsive laugh.


    Nature may throw a gloom o’er Modesty


    But she serenes the brow with purer light,


    Light pure as on Olympos Gods enjoy.”


    She paus’d, and sigh’d.


    Commanded to confess,


    The daughter said, “A grove there is not far


    Beyond the city, but from thence unseen,


    Because the city and the little hill


    Conceal it; there in winter runs a brook,


    But at this season its steep crumbling banks


    Are join’d together by a fallen oak


    The winds have thrown there: boughs and bark afford


    An easy passage over.


    Theseus lept


    From the low car that bore us: when we reacht


    The farther side, percieving my alarm


    He laid me on the grass, with gentlest hand


    Pressing my bosom to allay my fear,


    And often was it careful to provide


    That neither stick, nor stone beneath, nor bent


    Should harm me; for the bent in woods is stiff.”


    While she all this was saying, Leda’s breath


    Blew hard and thick upon her braided hair.


    “Nemesis will o’ertake thee,” she sigh’d out,


    “Unless thou tell it all from first to last.”


    Now somewhat less dissembling, thus adjured,


    Helena spake again.


    “To bring back all


    Into my mind, so hurried by the road,


    The rapine, the recovery, and the spears


    Of my two brothers thrust against the reins,


    Is hard.


    The lover, lately so submiss,


    Grew furious and sprang down: first to himself


    He muttered, then to me; he bade me go,


    He bade me stay. We hear the tramp of steeds.


    Away, cried he, and threw me on the car.


    But my two brothers had come up: the bits


    Drawn tightly in, the javelins vibrated.


    Stay, robber! they exclame, their angry eyes


    Glaring like stars that struggle with a stream.


    What! arm’d against the unarm’d! cried he in scorn,


    Turning aside the points with open hand,


    Off, boys! what would ye? think ye that I dread


    Your javelins? no; your youth, your parentage,


    Awes me; take homeward, take with you unharm’d


    Your virgin sister; for the Powers above


    Have by sure omen disapproved my deed.


    Thus he; and they abstain’d: then, to himself,


    Patiently bear thy vultur, patiently


    Look down from thy chain’d neck and watch uptorne


    Thy growing liver by insatiate beak;


    Rest, O Prometheus, on the piercing flints,


    Endure the lightning on unclosing eyes,


    Never hast thou endured love torne away


    Upon the threshold from thine open arms.”


    The maiden blusht as she began the tale


    And sorrowed as she closed it: half afraid


    Her mother might observe her, she besought


    The sequel of Penelope: aware


    Of her devices, Leda sweetly gazed


    And thus began to moralize her tale.


    “On those united by an equal love


    Smiles every morning, every evening brings


    Fresh hymenæals: youthful maid should find


    A youthful husband; such be thine, my child,


    And ever mindful how chaste love excells


    Unchaste, be thou Penelope, be thine


    Odysseus.


    I related how it grieved


    Icarios to have bid his child farewell.


    At first he turn’d away his tearful eyes,


    And rested on the lintel of the door


    His troubled brow; but soon he heard the tramp


    Of the car-horses and the rolling wheels


    That grated near, then where the stones no more


    Paved the highway and sounds came indistinct,


    Brought to him only by the fitful breeze,


    Rushing out wildly thro the city gate,


    Broken in spirit, weak in sight, he saw


    Odysseus, who had slackened now the reins


    To hear more leisurely the low discourse


    Of his beloved.


    Thro deep husky groans,


    In broken voice, Restore my child! he cried,


    True, I did yield her to thee; not so deaf


    Wast thou that day, no, nor that day was I


    Childless as now thou makest me: restore


    My only daughter, my heart’s sole delight,


    My age’s sole support. Thee many a maid


    May please as well as she. O give her back


    In pity, or come with me both again.


    Odysseus heard and checkt and loost the reins.


    The gentle daughter threw her left arm round


    The old man’s neck, and sooth’d his wrinkled cheek


    With her warm tears: the youth had paus’d, then spake.


    Me Sparta might detain, me might the home


    Of our Penelope, but home have I,


    Home, people, aged sire, and household gods,


    Neglected never with impunity.


    Pious! if thou art pious, said the sire,


    Restore her: she is willing, as thou seest.


    Let her then choose, said he of Ithaca.


    Penelope cast down her pallid brow


    While her right hand held tight the hero’s vest,


    And sobs shook heavily her struggling heart.


    Choose, choose Icarios cried; remember her


    Who bore thee; pity me.


    Fierce tortures wrung


    Nor broke her silence.


    Speak, Penelope!


    Said softly her Odysseus. Round the neck


    Paternal stil her arm was left, her face


    Turn’d to the other side, her veil drawn close,


    Heavy with tears, until with groan and gasp


    The weak neck fell upon the neck less weak.


    Sorrowful, and yet proud at heart, return’d


    Icarios home: the elders his compeers


    Came forth and envied him and soon consoled:


    Hence was devoted (why wert thou away?)


    That low turf altar rais’d to Modesty.”

  


  
    *****
  


  
    ________


    Odysseus here recovers his proper name instead of Ulysses, he being neither Roman nor English. But it is only where those of his country are supposed to be speaking: in us it would be affectation: with us he is naturalized.{back}

  


  IPHIGENEIA AND AGAMEMNON.


  
    IPHIGENEIA, when she heard her doom


    At Aulis, and when all beside the king


    Had gone away, took his right-hand, and said,


    “O father! I am young and very happy.


    I do not think the pious Calchas heard


    Distinctly what the Goddess spake. Old-age


    Obscures the senses. If my nurse, who knew


    My voice so well, sometimes misunderstood


    While I was resting on her knee both arms


    And hitting it to make her mind my words,


    And looking in her face, and she in mine,


    Might not he also hear one word amiss,


    Spoken from so far off, even from Olympus?”


    The father placed his cheek upon her head,


    And tears dropt down it, but the king of men


    Replied not. Then the maiden spake once more.


    “O father! sayst thou nothing? Hear’st thou not


    Me, whom thou ever hast, until this hour,


    Listen’d to fondly, and awaken’d me


    To hear my voice amid the voice of birds,


    When it was inarticulate as theirs,


    And the down deadened it within the nest?”


    He moved her gently from him, silent stil,


    And this, and this alone, brought tears from her,


    Altho’ she saw fate nearer: then with sighs,


    “I thought to have laid down my hair before


    Benignant Artemis, and not have dimm’d


    Her polisht altar with my virgin blood;


    I thought to have selected the white flowers


    To please the Nymphs, and to have askt of each


    By name, and with no sorrowful regret,


    Whether, since both my parents will’d the change,


    I might at Hymen’s feet bend my dipt brow;


    And (after these who mind us girls the most)


    Adore our own Athena, that she would


    Regard me mildly with her azure eyes.


    But, father! to see you no more, and see


    Your love, O father! go ere I am gone . .”


    Gently he moved her off, and drew her back,


    Bending his lofty head far over her’s,


    And the dark depths of nature heaved and burst.


    He turn’d away; not far, but silent stil.


    She now first shudder’d; for in him, so nigh,


    So long a silence seem’d the approach of death,


    And like it. Once again she rais’d her voice.


    “O father! if the ships are now detain’d,


    And all your vows move not the Gods above,


    When the knife strikes me there will be one prayer


    The less to them: and purer can there be


    Any, or more fervent than the daughter’s prayer


    For her dear father’s safety and success?”


    A groan that shook him shook not his resolve.


    An aged man now enter’d, and without


    One word, stept slowly on, and took the wrist


    Of the pale maiden. She lookt up, and saw


    The fillet of the priest and calm cold eyes.


    Then turn’d she where her parent stood, and cried


    “O father! grieve no more: the ships can sail.”

  


  
    *****
  


  
    ________


    Pallas Athena was the patroness of Argos.{back}

  


  PENELOPE AND PHEIDO.


  
    PHEIDO.


    HA! what strange stories these old people tell!


    Will you believe me, gracious lady queen?


    Yesterday-eve behind this figtree sate


    Melantheus and that idler Iros, he


    Who breaks more bread than the best workman earns,


    And seem’d contending which should lie the most.

  


  
    PENELOPE.


    What did they talk about?

  


  
    PHEIDO.


    Why, they discourst


    About our lord, be sure, as all men do.


    Iros, who scratcht his shoulder, said he tried


    To shirk the ships that were afloat for Troy.


    I could well-nigh have smitten him, but thought


    So wise a man, with such a queen for wife,


    So beautiful, so provident of corn


    And oil and wine, must suddenly have lost


    His wits, by sun-stroke, or magician’s wand


    Or witches charm, to leave her willingly.

  


  
    PENELOPE.


    Willingly not, but duteously; the Gods


    Urged him, and he obey’d: the chiefs of Greece


    Knew that they wanted much his prudent mind,


    Kings tho they were, to counsel them aright.


    There was no folly in their thinking so.


    Brave as he was, he would have staid at home,


    But Hellas rose in arms to punish fraud


    And rapine. When he left me, tears he shed,


    Which he had never done but on that day


    When on his mother’s breast he cried for milk


    And milk was there no longer. He was born


    For glory.

  


  
    PHEIDO.


    O sweet mistress! what is that?

  


  
    PENELOPE.


    To carry arms, and quell thereby the proud.

  


  
    PHEIDO.


    Here are no robbers in these blessed realms,


    Here in our Ithaca no boars, no wolves


    No dragons: glory then is gone abroad,


    Unless it may be found in cestuses.

  


  
    PENELOPE.


    But there are monarks, far across the sea,


    Proud monarks, and they boast of sons as proud,


    Who steal the wives of those who trusted them,


    And purple robes therewith and treasured gold


    And silver.

  


  
    PHEIDO.


    May the Gods guide safely home


    Our master! Will he bring back purple robes,


    Silver, and gold? he should have more than half.


    But O those purple robes! how they will suit


    The lovely shoulders of our gracious queen.


    Do thou, Poseidon, let them come unhurt


    Upon our shores; for thy salt waves might wash


    The colour out; chide them, forbid them thou!


    Pray to him, O sweet lady! for your prayers


    Will reach him sooner than your handmaid’s could


    Beside, the wealthy always can prevail


    With gifts; and upon Neritos are kids


    And goats in plenty, easy to be caught


    If they know Gods are waiting.

  


  
    PENELOPE.


    We will think


    About this matter; but Laertes first


    Must be consulted: he knows every kid


    And goat upon the rocks there.


    Now lay by


    The yarn, and leave this figtree for yon vines,


    Where I can trust thee better than the rest


    Of all my maidens; for thy truthful tongue


    Never laid blame upon the wasp when gaps


    I found among the bunches; go, and cull


    The ripest; thou shalt have two figs for each.

  


  
    PHEIDO.


    All the blue figs lie slit upon the wall


    For winter use, and little lizards keep,


    With never-closing eye and panting heart,


    Watch and ward over them against the flies


    And ants, and hold those fast with viscous tongue,


    Sharp-pointed, swiftly out and swiftly in.


    The green and yellow are ungathered yet


    Mostly. Telemakos is tall enough


    To help me up with hand below my heel,


    And shoulder close against the trunk applied.

  


  
    PENELOPE.


    Telemakos plies other work: he mends


    The nets to catch those busy birds that hang


    Tail downward and inflict sad wounds on fig.


    Away! but come back soon, and then for woof.


    Idleness ill befits a royal house:


    The husbandman, who labors hard may rest


    In the midday, and thereby shorten night.

  


  
    *****
  


  ACHILLES AND HELENA ON IDA.


  
    HELENA.


    WHERE am I? O ye blessed ones above,


    Desert me not! ye Twain who brought me hither!


    Was it a dream?


    Stranger! thou seemest thoughtful;


    Couldst thou not answer me? why silent? speak,


    I do implore thee.

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    Neither they nor feet


    Of mules have borne thee where thou standest, Helena!


    Whether ’twas in the hour of early sleep


    Or whether ’twas in morning’s, know I not,


    But Aphrodite, listening to my prayer,


    And Thetis with her, gentle as herself,


    Have wafted thee into these solitudes,


    And to me also pointed out the way,


    That I the pride of Sparta might behold


    And the Earth’s marvel. How my heart expands,


    But agonizes too, at thee, the cause


    To Hellas of innumerable woes.

  


  
    HELENA.


    Stranger! thy voice, thy stature, and thy mien


    Approve thee one whom Goddesses and Gods


    Might well conduct and glory in; but who,


    If earthly, art thou?

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    Son of Peleus am I.


    Tremble not, turn not pale, bend not thy knee.

  


  
    HELENA.


    Spare me, thou Goddess-born! thou cherisht son


    Of silver-footed Thetis! Sure, Chryseis


    And she who rais’d within thy generous breast


    More pity than disdain for cruel wrong,


    Briseis, now might soften it: lead not


    Me too into captivity. Ah! woes


    I have brought down on Hellas; on myself


    Have fallen woes, and will for ever fall.

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    Daughter of Zeus! what words are thine! they raise


    No pity in my breast, none needest thou


    Within my reach to give, but bitter wrath


    Thou raisest at indignity and wrong.


    Chryseis, daughter of that aged priest


    Who in this land performs due sacrifice


    To his Apollo, was another’s lot.


    Insolent and unworthy, he hath brought


    More sorrows on our people even than thou,


    And dogs and vultures prey upon the brave


    Who fell without a wound.


    Mine is indeed


    Briseis, chaste and beautiful Briseis,


    He contumatious, proud at once and base


    Would tear her from me.


    Gods above! what land


    Behold ye where the wolf hath dared to seize


    Kid which a lion hath taken.


    Never fear


    Mortal shall lead thee into servitude;


    What impious wretch would dare it? hath not Zeus


    Thundered above these mountains? Doth not he,


    Wide-seeing, see all earth but Ida? watch


    Over all creatures but his progeny?


    Capaneus and Typhœus less offended


    Than would the wretch whose grasp should violate


    The golden hair of Helena.


    Tremblest thou,


    Irresolute, distrustful?

  


  
    HELENA.


    I must tremble,


    And more and more.

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    Then take my hand.

  


  
    HELENA.


    And may I?


    May I? and hold it? I am comforted.

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    The scene around us, calm and silent, ought


    To comfort thee: turnest thou to survey it?


    Perhaps it is unknown to thee.

  


  
    HELENA.


    ’Tis so.


    Since my arrival I have never gone


    Beyond the city-walls.

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    Gaze freely then,


    Perplext no longer. Pleasant are these downs,


    Pleasant the level eminence, by broom


    Surrounded, and with myrtle underneath


    And crispleaved beech and broad dark pine above.


    Rare place for boars: why are my dogs at home,


    And where for sylvan sport my leisure hours.

  


  
    HELENA.


    But those are gloomy places, not so this.


    Frightful are boars and wolves and such like things.


    But here how pretty is the slender grass


    Bent by the glossy insects as they climb


    Or light upon it, or upon the tall


    Sisterhoods of grey lavender! their names


    I recollect now I have found them here


    Within this very hour and seen them close.


    The dark-eyed cistus and gay citisus.


    Are here too.

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    Wonderful! how couldst thou learn


    To name so many plants?

  


  
    HELENA.


    I could name ten.


    Look! see the little troops of serpolet


    Running in wild disorder here and there.


    Thou knowest these perhaps and many more.

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    Keiron taught me, while walking at his side


    And he was culling herbs to cure the hurt


    His brother Centaurs might in play recieve.


    Wonderous his knowledge; I was proud to learn.


    Sometimes he seated me and made me sing:


    Sometimes he took the lyre and sang himself.


    At intervals I catch the fleeting words


    He sang to me.

  


  
    HELENA.


    He sang of war, no doubt.


    Repeat his words, if thou art loth to sing.

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    Look at those yellow poppies! were the words


    They are come out to catch whate’er the sun


    Will throw into their cups; their faces show


    Their joyance. Son of Peleus! they begin


    Their nodding dance, and wait but for the lyre.

  


  
    HELENA.


    Childish! for one with such a spear against


    His shoulder; even its shadow terrible,


    It seems to make a chasm across the plain.

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    To talk or think as children think and talk


    Is not at all times such a proof of folly;


    There may be hours when it shall push aside


    Griefs, where the strength of graver wisdom fails.

  


  
    HELENA.


    But Keiron, when he sang to thee of flowers


    Show’d little.

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    To his lyre he sang the loves


    Of Hyacinthos and Narcissos, brought


    Back by the Hours on their unwearied feet,


    Regular in their courses as the stars.


    Many of the trees and bright-eyed flowers once lived


    And moved, and even spoke, as we are speaking.


    Memories they yet may have, tho they have cares


    No longer.

  


  
    HELENA.


    They then have no memories,


    They see their beauty only.

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    Helena!


    Thou turnest pale and droopest.

  


  
    HELENA.


    Gum or blossom


    Or this high place, or something else unseen,


    Hath made me dizzy: can it be the wind?

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    Air there is none.

  


  
    HELENA.


    I wish there were a little.

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    Be seated now.

  


  
    HELENA.


    The feeble are obedient.

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    ’Twas on this very ground where we repose


    They who conducted me by certain signs


    Told me the prize of beauty was awarded.


    One of them smiled; the other, whom in duty


    I love the most, lookt anxious and let fall


    Some tears.

  


  
    HELENA.


    Yet she was not one of the vanquisht.

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    Goddesses then contended. Helena


    Was absent, and too young.

  


  
    HELENA.


    Alas! how fatal


    Was the decision of the arbiter.


    Could not thy sire the venerable Peleus,


    And could not Pyrrhos, child so beautiful


    And helpless, have detain’d thee from this war?

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    No reverence and no friendship for the race


    Of Atreus brought me against Troy; I hate,


    Detest and execrate alike both brothers;


    Another is more odious to me stil,


    I will forbear to name him. The brave man


    Holding the hearth as sacred as the temple,


    Violates never hospitality.


    He carries not away the gold he finds


    Within the house, folds not up purple linen


    Workt for solemnities, conveying it


    Stealthily from the cedar chest to stow


    In the dark ship, together with a wife


    Confided to him by her absent lord.


    I will not say to love thee was a crime;


    Priam or Nestor might, even at their years,


    But to avow and act on the avowal


    Is what the Gods, if righteous, will chastise.

  


  
    HELENA.


    But Aphrodite urged me, day and night,


    Telling me that to make her break her vow


    To Paris was inexpiable sin.


    So she told Paris at the selfsame hours,


    And quite as often, he repeated it


    Every morning, showing how his dreams


    Tallied with mine exactly. So, at last . .

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    The last is not yet come. By all the Gods


    If I should ever meet him, face to face


    I with this spear transfix him.

  


  
    HELENA.


    Pray, do not,


    For Aphrodite never would forgive thee.

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    I am not sure of that; she soon forgets.


    Variable as Iris, she one day


    Favors, the next forsakes.

  


  
    HELENA.


    She may forsake


    Me then!

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    But other Deities


    Watch over and protect thee. Thy brave brothers


    Are with them at this very hour, and they


    Are never absent from their festivals.

  


  
    HELENA.


    Oh! were they living! that thou couldst have seen them!

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    Companions of my father on the Phasis


    They were his guests before they went, all three,


    To hunt the boar of Calydon; that day


    Brought many sorrows upon brave men’s hearts,


    A woman was the cause.

  


  
    HELENA.


    Horrible creature!


    The boar, I mean . . Didst thou not see the Twins?

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    I saw them not; desirous as I was


    That I might learn from them and practice with them


    Whatever is most laudable and manly.


    My father, fearing my impetuosity


    (Old men will call it so) and inexperience


    Sent me away. Soothsayers had foretold


    Some mischief to me from an arrow-wound:


    Among the brakes an arrow may fly wide,


    Glancing from trees.

  


  
    HELENA.


    Hadst thou but seen the Twins!


    Tho ’twere but once. The Sun will never shine


    With his bright eyes upon such youths again.


    Ah my brave brothers! how they tended me!


    How loved me! often wishing me to mount


    Each his horse first: they made me poise and hurl


    Their javelins: they would teach me archery . .


    But they could only teach me to swim with them:


    It gratified me rather to be prais’d


    For anything than swimming.


    Happy hours!


    Soon over! does then happiness depart


    Sooner than beauty? Surely it might stay


    That little while.


    Dear Kastor! Polydeukes


    Stil dearer! often shall I think of you


    As you were, and as I was, on the bank


    Of the Eurotas.

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    Is there not at home


    One once as dear?

  


  
    HELENA.


    Ah poor Hermione!


    A babe was she who could not play with me,


    Yet ’twas my pride and pleasure to survey


    Her roseate fingers on my unrobed breast:


    And I could almost envy then the goat


    That stampt and feebly cried to give her milk.


    My brothers teazed her for it, wicked pair!


    Terrible, and almost as beautiful


    As thou art. Be not wroth; blush not for me.

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    Helena! Helena of Menelaos!


    My mother is reported to have left


    About me only one part vulnerable;


    I have at last found where it is. Farewell!

  


  
    HELENA.


    O leave me not! I do beseech, I implore,


    Leave me not thus alone! these solitudes


    Are terrible: wild beasts must roam among them;


    There certainly are Fauns and Satyrs, there


    Cybele, who bears towers upon her head,


    Abhorring Aphrodite, persecuting


    All those she favors; and her priests so cruel


    That they are cruel even to themselves.


    She sees grim lions yoked before her car


    And hears their dismal roar, and sits serene.

  


  
    ACHILLES.


    They who have brought thee hither in a cloud


    Will reconduct thee in a cloud, unseen


    And safely, to the city: be thou sure.


    Daughter of Leda and of Zeus, farewell!


    Not even this arm could save thee if our host


    Saw thee descending, trust the Gods who can,


    The Gods who sent me hither to announce


    That Helena shall close her eyes in Greece.

  


  
    *****
  


  CORYTHOS.


  
    ŒNONE had been weeping, but the blast


    Bitterly cold had dried her tears, for high


    Upon the mountain stood she, where the grass


    Was short and dry, and where the fir-tree cones


    Roll’d as the whirlwind rusht along the down.


    Thence she beheld the walls and temples doom’d


    So soon to fall, and view’d her husband’s roof,


    (Hers he was once, altho another’s now)


    And call’d their Corythos from out the wood.


    “Go,” said she, “go, my child! there is at Troy


    One who, without thy mother, may love thee.


    Thy father lives . . alas! lives unaware


    How few before him lie his destined days:


    For now from Lemnos Philoctetes comes


    And brings with him the deadly shafts bequeath’d


    By Hercules, wherewith, the Fates have sung,


    Paris must perish and the city fall.


    Hated thou wilt not be by her he loves,


    Altho no child she ever bore to him


    And thou art mine, if thou canst but delay


    The hour foredoom’d: he may remember days


    Of other times, and how serene they were,


    Days when the poplar on its bark retain’d


    Two names inscribed by him, and when invoked


    Was Xanthos to bear witness to his vow.


    When his lost son hath saved him, and he knows


    He may not be ungrateful, but become


    The kinder father for unkindness past.”


    She mingled kisses with o’erflowing tears,


    Embraced him, then consigned him . . not at once . .


    To Agelaos: he was oft recall’d,


    And urged with admonitions fresh and fresh


    To keep as distant as was possible


    From wave sail-whitened and insidious shore,


    And every spot where Argive rampires rose.


    Downward, thro crags and briars they wend their way.


    Fixt to the place, she heard not long the shout


    Of Corythos, nor outcry of shrill birds


    He pelted, whooping; then she turn’d around


    Toward her mountain home, and thus exclaim’d . .


    “Mountains and woods, the birthplace of my child,


    I see ye yet! he, dearer to my eyes,


    Is lost to them! Paris, once gone, return’d


    No more to me! alas! nor love remains


    Nor pledge of love! not only have I lost


    Him who might bring again to me past hours


    By countenance, by mien, by sound of laugh,


    By words persuasive, when presaging fear


    Darkened my brow, that cause was none for grief,


    I have lost here . . how little if success


    Follow the loss! . . all solace, all support!


    All things beside are just the same around.


    Xanthos and Simöis tremble at the touch


    Of early morning; then approaches me


    Tenedos, one unbroken mass distinct,


    And sidelong surges overleap the cliffs.


    I am changed nothing; nothing can I change:


    Such is the life of Nymphs; it must not cease,


    Nor must the comeliness of youth decay.


    Wretched! what look I back on? that frail gift


    And fugitive, which others grasp, I mourn.


    Œnone! O Œnone! beauteous once


    He thought thee; he whom thou wilt ever hold


    Beauteous and dear, now sees thee like the snow


    That lost its colour in a southern gale.


    How easy is it to snap off the bud


    Of tender life, and sow upon a breast


    Laid open ineradicable cares!


    How soon droops youth when faith, that propt it, fails!


    How often in her anguish would the maid


    Recall irrevocable hours, and grieve


    Most for the man whose future grief she sees!


    Asteropè, my sister! happy thou


    In him who loves but one! canst thou believe


    That Æsacos and Paris are cognate?


    But him the mild Arisbè bore; and him,


    Born of a furious River, Hecuba.


    I envy not alone the happier wed,


    But even the wretched who avoid the light,


    The unmarried too whose parents turn’d aside


    Their nuptial torch, and widows o’er whose beds


    Black wreaths are drooping; for the pang that death


    Inflicts, time may, tho time alone, assuage.


    Where Nile besprinkles from his lotus-cup


    The nuptial floor; where sacred Ganges rolls


    Alike inscrutable his vaster stream,


    If Memnon’s mother sheds ambrosial tears


    Before the sun arises; if, ye maids


    Of ocean, in the refuge of your caves


    Ye daily hear your Thetis wail her loss,


    Shunning wise Glaucos, deaf to Triton’s shell,


    To Doris, and the Nymphs that wait around;


    If maids and matrons wail’d o’er Hector’s corse,


    Mangled, and stretcht upon a tardy bier,


    Hector was stil Andromache’s, as when


    He drave before him the Achaian host,


    As when he tost his infant to his crest


    And laught that Hector’s child could ever fear.


    What fault, ye Gods, was mine, unless to love


    And be deserted, and to pass my nights


    Among the haunts of beasts, where wolves and bears


    Break my first slumber, and my last, with howls,


    And the winds roar incessant from above?


    Perhaps the Gods hereafter may look down


    With gentler eyes, nor deem my fault so great.


    Howe’er it be, may Corythos be blest


    With other days, with better than pursuit


    Of stag, or net thrown over birds when driven


    By cold and hunger to scant oats unhous’d . .


    O may they grant him happier, and forbid


    That children suffer when their sires transgress.”


    Meanwhile the youth was stopping near the walls,


    And stood there wondering that e’en those, so vast,


    So lofty, had resisted such a host


    Under so many tents on all sides round.


    “But where is that old figtree? where the scene


    Of Hector and Achilles face to face?


    Where that of Venus when she drew the cloud


    Around my father to preserve his life?”


    Such were his questions, siezing the guide’s hand,


    Hurrying him onward, and entreating him


    Forthwith to lead him into Troy itself,


    Even into Priam’s house. Thus Agelaos


    Represses him.


    “Thy mother’s sole command


    Was Onward! strait to Helena’s abode.”


    An aged man, who heard the two converse,


    Stopt them.


    “O Dardan” cried the impatient boy,


    “Say where dwells Helena?”


    With sterner voice


    “Go,” said the Dardan, “the destroyer’s court


    To all is open . . there it lies: pass on.”


    The youth threw instantly both arms around


    The old man’s neck, and, “Blessed” he exclaim’d,


    “Blessed, to whom my mother’s injuries


    Are hateful! It is virtue so to hate


    The wicked Spartan. Here none other house


    Than Priam’s will I enter, where with his


    Abides my father, where Andromache


    Prostrate on earth bemoans her husband slain,


    While that bold wanton, fearing neither Pan


    Nor Zeus, with busy needle works, I ween,


    For other temples golden tapestries,


    Or twitches the shrill harp with nail of Sphynx.”


    Many, as they were speaking, past them by.


    One woman, pausing, askt them if the ships


    Could be discern’d from Ida whence they came,


    And whether favorable were the winds


    For their departure: to the eld she spake,


    But gazed upon the youth: he saw her cheeks


    Redden and pale: his guide too, not unmoved,


    Thought, if in Ilion be such beauty, who


    Would turn a glance elsewhere, tho all the Gods


    And all the Goddesses might promise more?


    Now saw the youth, nor had he seen til now,


    The maidens following her; their vests succinct,


    Their hair close-braided; faultless all in form,


    All modest in demeanour. Not so fast


    The motion of his heart when rusht the boar


    Into his toils, and knotty cornel spear


    Whiz’d as it struck the bristles, and the tusks


    Rattled with knashing rage thro boiling blood.


    Whither were going they, she gently askt.


    “To where Assaracos and Ilos dwelt,”


    Replied the elder, “where dwells Paris now.”


    Then she, “The way is safer shown by us,


    And sooner will ye find him when he leaves


    The citadel. At early dawn he heard


    A clamour from the coast; and soon a skiff


    Was seen: an old man landed; one alone


    Came with him; ’twas Odysseus; more behind.


    Soon roam’d the sailors, culling on the coast


    Bay and verbena; soon was every prow


    Glimmering with these unhoped-for signs of peace.”


    Shaking his head, the Idæan answered thus.


    “’Twas surely Philoctetes who arrived.


    The arms he bears were those of Heracles,


    And now the bow of Nessos, and the shafts


    Infected by the Hydra, come against


    The falling city of Laomedon.”


    Struck by the words she heard, the more she wisht


    To hear, the quicker went she on, and bade


    Her damsels hasten too: she did look back,


    Yet hasten’d. The Idæan strangers moved


    Tardily now thro crowds who stood before


    The house of Hector: there they stood; there came


    Widows and maids and matrons, carrying


    Honey (the outraged Manes to appease)


    And children on their shoulders, who lookt up,


    Stretching their eyes, stretching their bodies out


    To see their equal-aged Astyanax.


    The older and the younger wept alike


    At the morn silence: all things were laid waste


    Around the roof-tree of their hero’s house.


    The palace now they reach where Paris dwelt;


    They wonder at the wide and lofty dome,


    The polisht columns and the brazen forms


    Of heroes and of Gods, and marble steps,


    And valves resounding at the gates unbarr’d.


    They enter them. What ivory! and what gold!


    What breathing images depicted there!


    Dædalos had enricht the Cretan king


    With divers; and his daughter when she fled


    With Theseus, who had slain the Minotaur,


    Brought part away within his hollow ship;


    And these were Helena’s: a scient hand


    Drew her, the fairest, foremost into light


    Among the girls she danced with, while the Gods


    Of heaven and ocean gazed on her alone.


    Above them sate the Sire of all, and nigh


    She who on Cypros landed from her shell;


    Curl’d conchs less bright the round-eyed Tritons blew.


    Helena sent for Paris: what had said


    The shepherd she related, but one fact


    Repressing . . who the mother of the boy,


    And whom the boy resembled. Such was once


    Paris, the guest of Sparta; but ten years


    Had cull’d and carried off the flower of youth.


    She thought not in these moments of his flight


    Inglorious from the spear of Diomed,


    Of nearer peril thought she; he, reclined


    Upon his purple couch, her fear controll’d.


    “No Philoctetes is arrived, afar


    Sits he, alone upon the Lesbian rock,


    Heavy with mortal wound; a wing drives off


    The beasts from worrying their expected prey,


    Often he waves it o’er his weary head


    Lest vulture settle on it, often sees


    The brazen breast of eagle close above,


    Too weak his voice to scare it off, too weak


    His groans, tho louder. Thinkest he who bore


    All this from faithless friend, who sits athirst,


    Ahungered,on the beach, who bends his ear


    Down to the earth and hears the pulse of oars


    Fainter and fainter, and the seaman’s song


    Lively as ever, and while he bemoans


    His wasting and immedicable wound . .


    What can Lernæan arrow do against us?


    Grant, if that far-famed bowman limp across


    The heavy sands crisp with Achaian gore,


    Year after year, in flakes not washt away,


    Where lies our danger? He but comes to find


    Broken the chariot that had drag’d along


    Hector, the blackened pyre where Ajax lies,


    The corslet of Patroclos. Lo, O Troy!


    Those mighty hands that threaten now thy fall!


    Now is the time for us to turn our backs,


    To leave our heritage, to leave the fane


    Of Pallas, fane inviolate till now,


    The roofs that Neptune helpt her to erect,


    And over which Apollo, shining forth


    And shouting and exhorting, bent his bow.


    An old man bears an older on his back,


    Odysseus Philoctetes. Aye, ’tis time,


    My Helena, our footsteps to retrace


    Toward Mycænai: let us bear away


    Our household Gods, by former wars unmoved . .


    Carry thou the Palladion in thy breast


    That trembles so with pious fear, and bring


    Gifts to Diana on Taÿgetos!


    The rampire of the Achaians is o’erthrown;


    The Myrmidons are scattered; every tent


    Lies open . . that is little . . for, behold!


    A lame man wins the race and grasps the prize!


    While dark invidious Heré exercised


    Her hatred on her judge, and arm’d the son


    Of Tydeus, and while Ajax rear’d his shield


    Covered with seven bull-hides, and Nereid-born


    The proud Æmonian shook Aetion’s towers,


    Thy fears, even then, I might, in jest, rebuke.


    On me no prowess have the Gods bestow’d?


    No Venus, no Apollo, favored me!”


    Her failing spirits with derisive glee


    And fondness he refresht: her anxious thoughts


    Followed, and upon Corythos they dwelt.


    Often he met her eyes, nor shun’d they his,


    For, royal as she was and born of Zeus,


    She was compassionate, and bow’d her head


    To share her smiles and griefs with those below.


    All in her sight were level, for she stood


    High above all within the seagirt world.


    At last she questioned Corythos what brought


    His early footsteps thro such dangerous ways,


    And from abode so peaceable and safe.


    At once he told her why he came: she held


    Her hand to Corythos: he stood ashamed


    Not to have hated her: he lookt, he sigh’d,


    He hung upon her words . . what gentle words!


    How chaste her countenance.


    “What open brows


    The brave and beauteous ever have!” thought she,


    “But even the hardiest, when above their heads


    Death is impending, shudder at the sight


    Of barrows on the sands and bones exposed


    And whitening in the wind, and cypresses


    From Ida waiting for dissever’d friends.”

  


  
    *****
  


  CORYTHOS.

  

  (SECOND PART.)


  
    HELENA long had pondered, at what hour


    To charm her Paris with the novel sight


    Of such a son, so like him.


    Seldom bears


    A beauteous mother beauteous progeny,


    Nor fathers often see such semblances


    As Corythos to his. To mortal man


    Rarely the Gods grant the same blessing twice;


    They smile at incense, nor give ear to prayer.


    With this regretful thought her mind recurs


    To one so infantine, one left behind


    At morning, from the breast she just had warm’d.


    “Will no one ever tell me what thou art,


    Hermionè! how grows thy destined spouse


    Orestes.”


    Now invade her other cares


    How to retain her Paris . . oft she wisht


    She had a boy like Corythos . . at least


    Hers she would make him by all tenderness,


    Atoning, if atonement there could be,


    For what his mother by her crime sustain’d . .


    But was it not decreed so from above?


    She argued . . and remorse was thus appeas’d.


    Then Agelaos call’d she, and besought.


    “Perform, O Agelaos, my request.


    Two youths have been entrusted to thy care,


    Paris and Corythos: one care is mine.


    Already hast thou seen the torch extinct


    That threatened Troy, and strong as be thy wish


    Again to press thy earlier pupil’s hand,


    Be not thou overhasty: let a son


    Receive a father’s blessing quite alone.”


    Then he. “Not different were the wise commands


    His mother gave me. Should I see the man


    I left a child, he might not recognise


    Old Agelaos in these wrinkled cheeks,


    These temples sprinkled now with hoary hair,


    These limbs now slow, this voice and spirit weak;


    Nor haply would the prince be overjoyed


    To know his servant had outrun his lord


    In virtue’s path: my help the royal heir


    Wants not; but Corythos may want it, him


    Never until death parts us will I leave.”


    Revolving in her mind a thousand schemes,


    She now decided that her guest should come


    Before his father when the harp and wine


    Open the breast, and the first lamps were lit


    To show the dauntless unsuspicious youth;


    She oftentimes had thought of it before,


    And now the day was come.


    The Trojans turn’d


    Again to strains of intermitted glee,


    Not unafraid, however, of reproof


    Tho mild; the times had so debased the lyre,


    And for heroic deeds of better men,


    It tinkled now, in city and in camp,


    With little else than weak lasciviousness,


    Until its strings were stifled with applause.


    Helena heard not such complacently;


    Adultress as she was, she had not lost


    The early bloom of Spartan modesty.


    Around the chamber shone the images


    Of boys and maidens robed in vest succinct,


    And holding burnisht lamps, whence incence wreath’d


    Its heavy cloud whitened with cedar oil,


    And under them the purple seats gleam’d forth,


    And over was the residence of Gods,


    And nectar-bearing youth, in light serene.


    Helena, now impatient of delay,


    Looks often out the portal’s tissued folds


    Heavy with fringe of interwoven gold,


    And often stops when even Paris speaks,


    Listening, but not to Paris as before,


    And, once or twice, half springing from her seat.


    Now enters Corythos: the splendors round


    Amaze him, and one image strikes him dumb,


    His lofty sire’s: he would advance, but awe


    Withholds him: he can only fix his gaze


    On Helena.


    When Paris first percieves


    A stranger, of fresh age and ardent mien,


    Advance, then hesitate, and then retreat


    Disturb’d and trembling, voiceless, motionless,


    Nameless, and without call or office there,


    And when he sees the purple robe he wears,


    Woven by Helena in former days,


    Perhaps too for the man she since had loved,


    A thousand furies rush into his breast,


    He tears it off, he hurls it on the ground,


    He strikes with rapid sword, the face, the neck,


    The bosom, of his child, and with his heel


    Stamps on the hands in vain to heaven uprais’d,


    And hears, infuriate wretch! but bubbling blood,


    And one loud female shriek . . Thy child! thy child!

  


  
    *****
  


  PELEUS AND THETIS.


  
    THETIS.


    O PELEUS! whom the Gods have given me


    For all my happiness on earth, a bliss


    I thought too great . .

  


  
    PELEUS.


    Why sighest thou? why shed


    Those tears? why sudden silence? our last tears


    Should then have fallen when the Fates divided us,


    Saying, earth is not thine; that he who rules


    The waters call’d thee. Bitter those that flow


    Between the loved and loving when they part,


    And ought to be; woe to the inhuman wretch


    Who wishes they were not: but such as fall


    At the returning light of blessed feet


    Should be refreshing and divine as morn.

  


  
    THETIS.


    Support me, O support me in thy arms


    Once more, once only. Lower not thy cheek


    In sadness; let me look into thine eyes;


    Tho the heavens frown on us, they, now serene,


    Threaten us no fresh sorrow . . us? ah me!


    The word of Zeus is spoken: our Achilles


    Discovered, borne away in the Argive ships


    To Aulis, froward youth! his fearless heart


    Had bounded faster than those ships to Troy.


    Ah! surely there are some among the Gods


    Or Goddesses who might have, knowing all,


    Forewarn’d thee.


    Were there neither auguries


    Nor dreams to shake off thy security,


    No priest to prophecy, no soothsayer?


    And yet what pastures are more plentiful


    Than round Larissa? victimes where more stately?


    Come, touch the altar with me.


    Pious man,


    Doth not thy finger even now impress


    The embers of an incense often burnt


    For him, for thee?


    The lowing of the herds


    Are audible, whose leaders lead them forth


    For sacrifice from where Apidanos


    Rises, to where Enipeus widens, lost


    In the sea-beach: and these may yet avail.

  


  
    PELEUS.


    Alas! alas! priests may foretell calamity


    But not avert it: all that they can give


    Are threats and promises and hopes and fears.


    Despond not, long-lost Thetis! hath no God


    Now sent thee back to me? why not believe


    He will preserve our son? which of them all


    Hath he offended?

  


  
    THETIS.


    Yet uncertainties,


    Worse than uncertainties, oppress my heart,


    And overwhelm me.

  


  
    PELEUS.


    Thetis! in the midst


    Of all uncertainties some comfort lies,


    Save those which even perplex the Gods on high


    And which confound men the most godlike . . love,


    Despond not so. Long may Achilles live


    Past our old-age . . ours? had I then forgot,


    Dazed by thy beauty, thy divinity?

  


  
    THETIS.


    Immortal is thy love, immutable.

  


  
    PELEUS.


    Time without grief might not have greatly changed me.

  


  
    THETIS.


    There is a loveliness which wants not youth,


    And which the Gods may want, and sometimes do.


    The soft voice of compassion is unheard


    Above; no shell of ocean is attuned


    To that voice there; no tear hath ever dropt


    Upon Olympos.


    Fondly now as ever


    Thou lookest, but more pensively; hath grief


    Done this, and grief alone? tell me at once,


    Say have no freshly fond anxieties . . .

  


  
    PELEUS.


    Smile thus, smile thus anew. Ages shall fly


    Over my tomb while thou art flourishing


    In youth eternal, the desire of Gods,


    The light of Ocean to its lowest deep,


    The inspirer and sustainer here on earth


    Of ever-flowing song.

  


  
    THETIS.


    I bless thy words


    And in my heart will hold them; Gods who see


    Within it may desire me, but they know


    I have loved Peleus. When we were so happy


    They parted us, and, more unmerciful,


    Again unite us in eternal woe.

  


  
    PELEUS.


    Powerfuller than the elements their will,


    And swifter than the light, they may relent,


    For they are mutable, and thou mayst see


    Achilles every day and every hour.

  


  
    THETIS.


    Alas! how few! . . I see him in the dust,


    In agony, in death, I see his blood


    Along the flints, his yellow hair I see


    Darken’d, and flapping a red stream, his hand


    Unable to remove it from the eyes.


    I hear his voice . . his voice that calls on me.


    I could not save him; and he would have left


    The grots of Nereus, would have left the groves


    And meadows of Elysium, bent on war.

  


  
    PELEUS.


    Yet Mars may spare him. Troy hath once been won.

  


  
    THETIS.


    Perish he must, perish at Troy, and now.

  


  
    PELEUS.


    The now of Gods is more than life’s duration;


    Other Gods, other worlds, are form’d within it.


    If he indeed must perish, and at Troy,


    His ashes will lie softly upon hers,


    Thus fall our beauteous boy, thus fall Achilles.


    Songs such as Keiron’s harp could never reach


    Shall sound his praises, and his spear shall shine


    Over far lands, when even our Gods are mute.

  


  
    THETIS.


    Over his head nine years had not yet past


    When in the halls of Tethys these were words


    Reiterated oftenest . . O thou brave


    Golden-hair’d son of Peleus! What a heap


    Of shells were broken by impatient Nymphs


    Because of hoarseness rendering them unfit


    For their high symphonies! and what reproofs


    Against some Tritons from their brotherhood


    For breaking by too loud a blast the slumber


    Of those who, thinking of him, never slept.


    To me appeard the first light of his eyes,


    The dayspring of the world; such eyes were thine


    At our first meeting on the warm sea-shore.


    Why should youth linger with me? why not come


    Age, and then death? The beast of Kalydon


    Made his impetuous rush against this arm


    No longer fit for war nor for defence


    Of thy own people; is the day come too


    When it no longer can sustain thy Thetis?


    Protend it not toward the skies, invoke not,


    Name not, a Deity; I dread them all.


    No; lift me not above thy head, in vain


    Reproving them with such an awful look,


    A look of beauty which they will not pity,


    And of reproaches which they may not brook.

  


  
    PELEUS.


    Doth not my hand now, Thetis, clasp that foot


    Which seen the Powers of ocean cease to rage,


    Indignant when the brood of Æolos


    Disturbs their rest? If that refreshing breath


    Which now comes over my unquiet head


    Be not the breath of immortality,


    If Zeus hath any thunderbolt for it,


    Let this, beloved Thetis, be the hour!

  


  
    *****
  


  THE ESPOUSALS OF POLYXENA.


  
    “THY blood, O pious maiden! shall remain


    In thy own city; and thou shalt survive


    Its foe who now espouses thee.”


    The song


    Of the three Sisters in three voices sang


    These words, so comforting a mother’s heart


    To her Polyxena; and from the shrine


    Of Thymbra, from Apollo’s mouth the same


    When she had led her thither.


    “Future days


    Of peace and happiness,” said she “expand


    Before thee, and thou seest them not, O child!


    Pious, yet even by that God’s voice unmoved.


    Behold! how bright the sky! how sweet the air


    Breathes round about us! sweet when we came forth,


    But how much balmier now! the flowers arise


    Under the spring’s first dust, as if no foot


    Of foe had trampled them, and sip the dew


    Joyous as if they felt thy wedding-day.


    Continuous heaps extend along the plain,


    Heaps where one briar binds more than one below,


    Foes lately, now united evermore.”


    “I see the flowers, I see the sepultures”


    Polyxena said sighing, “and I feel


    The breeze, no balmier than it breath’d before:


    That tepid moisture which the plants inhale


    Was theirs; and ah! those flowers were Trojan blood.


    Not other now shines forth thy light, O sun,


    Than when the Achaian anchors graspt our strand


    Amid the clamor of the host, amid


    Cars rattling on the stony beach, and shields


    Struck in defiance. Ah! nor otherwise


    When every God left Hector”


    Here she wept,


    Here wept the mother too.


    “But why thus break


    Silence, if only to make way for grief?


    I had ceast almost so deeply to bemoan


    My children when Achilles was defence,


    Not terror, to us all. Canst thou refuse


    To see the Gods now with him, friends to Troy?


    King above kings, rich with ancestral stores,


    And now about to bring all Asia bound


    Into Mycenai, and, despite of Mars,


    Polyxena, thee now doth he prefer


    To all these glories: ere they yet were won,


    Iphigeneia never had declined


    His proffer’d hand while yet his shield was white,


    Nor had the Nereid, she from whom he sprang,


    Brought the Vulcanian armure he now bears.


    Him born of Gods and worthy to beget


    Their semblances, rejectest thou? She shed


    Her blood upon the altar that thy hand


    Might rescue Troy. Thou fearest the wild wail


    Of our Cassandra; if there must be fear,


    Is not Achilles what thou mightest dread?”


    Briefly the yielding daughter thus replied,


    “Whether the Gods command me, as they do,


    To wed, or whether to be bound a slave,


    I follow the behest: where no disgrace


    No hardship is . . but let me weep awhile.


    I will, O mother! yes, I will obey


    A parent . . for this also they command,


    Hoping they may recall or may remitt


    This one decree. Must I be given up


    To him behind whose wheels my brother’s corse


    Was drag’d along, drag’d while his breast yet heaved


    And plowed and fill’d the furrow with his blood.


    Oh! on this very ground our feet now press


    Plighted are nuptial vows! are Gods invoked!


    Thanksgivings offered them! Oh! pardon grief


    That nothing can abate: what can the Gods


    Do now to lighten it?


    Ye moundering heaps


    Which friendly hands heapt up and covered o’er


    With turf, not solid yet; where cypresses,


    Green lately, drop their hard and withered leaves;


    And ye that cover corses numberless


    In happier union, ye but separate


    The resting soul from soul that knows not rest.


    I gave my promise; thus Apollo will’d;


    Let then his oracles, by me observ’d,


    Bring (to me never!) to my country peace.”


    Hecuba gaspt for breath, tears gushing down,


    “O my last child! my only hope in life!


    Cried she, “unmerited unhoped-for weal


    Restorest thou: not what thy terror feigns


    Wilt thou soon find him: his stern heart relents


    At Priam’s sad reverses; he beholds


    A house the Gods have visited and deign’d


    To share its hospitality; he looks


    With pity and with fondness on thy youth


    And beauty; else he never would hold out


    His hand in amity, nor blandly take


    What he could tear away: beside, he fears


    That thou, beyond the reach of his revenge


    (Unlike Brisëis whom his sword reclaim’d)


    Shouldst be by equal lot another’s prey.


    For long ago he saw our certain fate,


    Deriding the Palladion, nor afraid


    Of any Gods, when Gods saw Hector fall.”


    Another, not a happier, morn arose.


    Under the walls of Dardanos a plain


    Lies open: it was covered now with crowds


    Even to the root of Ida, past the banks


    Of those two stony rivers, since alike


    Rendered immortal by immortal song.


    Unwearied, tho grown hoary under arms,


    And from the omen fondly hoping peace,


    Commingled with the Trojans, in the fane


    Of their Apollo, the Achaians held


    Stern silence, or in whispers a discourse


    That varied. Some regretted the delay


    Of the doom’d city; some dared blame the king,


    And some Peleides; others muttered words


    On treachery, then on bribes, and knew the tent


    That covered them stow’d carefully from sight.


    Hither came Priam; slower came behind


    His aged consort, and her sons, now few;


    Prodigal had the rest been of their blood.


    The wives of the survivors hither came,


    All deeply veil’d and all with brow abased.


    Hither they once had come led joyfully


    Mid hymenæal song, by hands now cold:


    Alone at home remain’d, and tried to wear


    Away with restless spindle the sad hour,


    Andromache, oft chided by her child.


    In every street of the wide city, throngs


    Rusht forth impatiently to see the shields


    So long opposed to them, and helmets caught


    Before by glimpses only thro the dust.


    Close to the altar of the placid God


    Polyxena held tightly by the arm


    Achilles, and scarce knew it; beautiful


    Above her sister, beautiful almost


    As Helena herself; so white that brow,


    So pure the luster of those gentle eyes.


    Cassandra suddenly with horrid scream


    Rushes beyond the congregated host . .


    All tremble, all are stricken mute, as when


    Enters some Deity. She speaks, alone,


    And not her words speaks she, but words compell’d.


    “Sister, believest thou the Destinies


    Are friendly to thee? Sister! turn thine eyes


    Back from this temple, turn them on the walls


    Poseidon aided by Apollo rais’d.


    In vain hath Pallas dwelt within . . I see


    Prodigies, I see arms and flames o’er-ride


    The ancient towers; Xanthos and Simoeis


    I see run swifter now with streams of blood,


    And heroes rising heavily from wounds,


    And ruin following when the battles cease.


    O flower! upon what altar art thou laid,


    Cull’d by Thessalian hand! why, ere the torch


    Be lighted, flames so the Sigæan shore


    And Tenedos the level ray prolongs?


    Fly! let us fly! Citheron calls aloud;


    Sound the Chaonian towers, resound the horns


    Of Achelöos, and, high up above,


    The thunder-rent Keraunian rocks reply.


    Hearest thou not the marble manger crack


    Under the monster’s jaw? it scales our walls


    And human voices issue from its bulk?


    Why then delay? why idle words? Arise


    My parents! . . turn, ah! turn away the sight


    From those Bistonian, those betraying realms.


    Why, Polydoros, callest thou? why waves


    A barren cornel o’er a recent tomb


    While the loose pebbles tinkle down the base?


    Me neither tears nor madness are vouchsafed;


    Do thou, devoted sister! now thy chains


    Are taken off that thy pure blood may flow


    More readily, step back one little step


    From where thou sittest on the fagot; come


    And give me, all I hope, one last embrace.


    Oh spare her thou! And thee too I implore,


    Pyrrhos! Oh, by the manes of thy sire!


    Haste forward. She deserves it not, no crime


    Is hers. This only my last breath implores.”


    Uttering such words her maidens drew her home.


    Another noise was heard within the fane.


    Silent and dark an arrow from across


    Amid the tumult struck the heroe’s heel,


    And, passing thro and thro, the brazen point


    Rang on the marble floor. The chiefs around


    Wonder to see the weapon and small bead


    Of blood: they sieze their spears, and tear away


    The olive and verbena from their crests


    And stamp them underfoot: not Priam’s voice


    Was heard, who gathering dust with desperate grasp


    Strew’d with it his grey hairs; nor was the bride


    Heeded, tho sinking as if into death.


    Achilles neither helpt her nor required


    Help for himself; aware the day was come,


    Foretold him: he with failing voice represt


    The wrath of his compeers, yet strong enough


    Thus to command.


    “Lay ye your arms aside;


    Let none avenge Achilles but his son.


    Alkimos and Automedon! detain


    Within our tent the Myrmidons: my voice


    They might no longer mind who see me now,


    Fallen ignobly . . Ajax! Diomed!


    Leave here a corse not worth a beast alive,


    Or hide it where no Trojan may rejoice.


    Ah! must his herds then graze upon my grave!


    Let not thy tears drop over me, whoe’er


    Thou art upon my left! my eyes of iron


    See none, see nothing . . take those friendly arms


    From off my shoulder . . they now weary me


    And weary you with their too vain support.


    Not that Larissa in a quiet tomb


    Holds my brave ancestors grieve I, O Death,


    Not that my mother will lament my loss,


    Lone in the bower of Tethys, for a while;


    I grieve that Troy should ever thus exult


    Without more slaughter of her faithless race.


    Open the turf, remove the blackened boughs,


    And let the urn of Menætiades


    Take my bones too.


    Launch from this hateful strand


    The bark that bore us hither.


    With the leave


    Of your Atreides . . send for . . now at play


    In Ptheiai, and expecting the return


    Of playmate . . my own Pyrrhos, my brave boy


    To bring destruction with the Pelian spear.


    Hear ye my voice? or with its pants and gasps


    Expires it, and decieves me?


    I forget . .


    Such is the mist of mind that hangs on me . .


    What are the orders I have given, and what


    My wishes yet unspoken: be not ye


    Forgetful of me as I am of these;


    Sure, although Orcos drags my wounded limbs


    Beneath, the Shades shall know and fear me there.


    Pyrrhos! my child, my far-off child, farewell!


    Whose care shall train thy youth? What Keiron stoop


    To teach thee wisdom? what parental hands


    Be loud in the applauses thou shalt win


    For lyre, for javelin, for Thessalian car


    Seen above others in the foremost dust.”

  


  
    *****
  


  DEATH OF PARIS AND ŒNONE.


  
    CLOSED had the darkened day of Corythos.


    When Agelaos heard the first report,


    Curses he uttered on the stepmother,


    Fewer on Paris by her spells enthrall’d,


    For in the man he now but saw the child,


    Ingenuous, unsuspicious. He resolved


    To hasten back to Ida, praying death


    To come and intercept him on the way.


    What tale to tell Œnone! and what thanks


    From parent at a prosperous son’s return,


    Anxiously hoped for after many years,


    Last gift of wife deserted, now deprived


    Of him whose voice, whose gesture, day and night


    Brought the beloved betrayer back again


    Into her closing and unclosing eyes,


    And sometimes with her child upon the knee


    Of her who knew him not, nor cared to know.


    Grief and indignant virtue wrung her breast


    When she repeated to the fond old man


    Such intermingled and such transcient joys;


    But when she met him on his sad return


    Ida was hateful in her eyes, for there


    Love bore such bitter and such deadly fruit.


    When Paris knew the truth, on cheek supine


    And cold a thousand kisses he imprest,


    Weeping and wailing; he would expiate


    (If expiation there might ever be)


    The murderous deed: he built up high a pyre


    Of fragrant cedar, and in broken voice


    Call’d on the name, a name he knew so late.


    “O Corythos! my son! my son!” he cried,


    And smote his breast and turn’d his eyes away;


    Grief wrencht him back, grief that impell’d him on,


    But soon return’d he, resolute to catch


    The fleeting ashes and o’ertake the winds;


    So from the brittle brands he swept away


    The whiter ashes, placed them in their urn,


    And went back slowly, often went alone


    In the still night beneath the stars that shed


    Light on a turf not solid yet, above


    The priceless treasure there deposited.


    Achaians, wandering on the shore, observ’d


    His movements thither, Laertiades,


    Epeos, and that hero last arrived,


    Pæantios, catching the cool air with gasps.


    There rose the foss before them: they advanced


    From the Sigæan side thro copse and brake


    Along the winding dell of darker shade,


    Awaiting Paris.


    Under a loose string


    Rattles a quiver; and invisibly


    Hath flown an arrow, and a shout succedes;


    No voices answer it. One listens, groans,


    Calls for his foe; but calls not any God’s


    Or any mortal’s aid; he raves, and rests


    Upon his elbow. Back thro the soft sands


    They from their ambush hasten, for no shield,


    No helmet had they taken, no defence.


    Below his knee the arrow has transfixt


    The pulp, and hindered all pursuit; in vain


    Strove he to tear it out; his vigorous arm


    Could only break the arrow; blood flow’d hot


    Where he would wrench it.


    All night thro, he roll’d


    His heavy eyes; he saw the lamps succede


    Each other in the city far below,


    He saw them in succession dim and die.


    In the fresh morn, when iron light awakes


    The gentle cattle from their brief repose,


    His menials issue thro the nearer fields


    And groves adjacent to explore their lord,


    And lastly (where perchance he might be found)


    Nearer the pointed barrow of his son.


    Thither ran forward that true-hearted race


    Which cheers the early morn, and shakes the frost


    From stiffened herbs, which lies before the gate


    Alike of rich and poor, but faithful most


    To the forsaken and afflicted, came


    And howl’d and croucht and lickt their master’s face,


    And now unchided mixt their breath with his.


    When man’s last day is come, how clear are all


    The former ones! Now appear manifest


    Neglected Gods, now Sparta’s Furies rise,


    Now flames the fatal torch of Hecuba


    Portended at his birth, but deem’d extinct


    Until that arrow sped across the tombs


    Of heroes, by a hand unseen, involves


    In flame and smoke the loftiest tower of Troy.


    Such were the thoughts that vanisht like a mist,


    And thee, Œnone, thee alone he sees,


    He sees thee under where the grot was strown


    With the last winter leaves, a couch for each,


    Sees thee betrotht, deserted, desolate,


    Childless . . how lately not so! what avail


    The promises of Gods? false! false as mine!


    “Seek out, ye trusty men, seek out,” said he,


    “The Nymph Œnone: tell her that I lie


    Wounded to death: tell her that I implore


    Her pardon, not her aid.”


    They, when they reacht


    High up the hill the woodland’s last recess,


    And saw her habitation, saw the door


    Closed, and advancing heard deep groans, which brought


    Even to the sill her favorite doe and stag


    Springing before them with defiant breasts,


    They paus’d; they entered; few and slow the words


    They brought with them, the last they heard him speak.


    Briefly she answered with her face aside.


    “I could not save my child; one who could save


    Would not.”


    Thick sobs succeded.


    Twas not long


    Ere down the narrow and steep path are heard


    The pebbles rattling under peasants’ feet,


    Whose faces the dense shrubs at every side


    Smite as they carry on his bier the man


    Who thinks his journey long; ’twas long to him


    Wounded so grievously, to him about


    To close his waning day, before his eyes


    Might rest on hers and mix with hers his tears.


    How shall he meet her?


    Where the rocks were clear


    Of ivy, more than once the trace is seen


    Of name or verse, the hunter’s idle score


    Indifferent to pursue the chase; and where


    There was a leveler and wider track


    He might remember, if indeed he cared


    For such remembrances, the scene of games


    At quoit or cestus closed by dance and feast.


    He drew both hands before his face, and wept,


    And those who carried him, and found him faint


    And weary, placed their burden on the ground,


    And with averted faces they wept too.


    Œnone came not out; her feet were fixt


    Upon the threshold at the opened door,


    Her head turn’d inward that her tears might fall


    Unseen by stranger; but not long unseen


    By Paris: he was in his youth’s domains,


    He view’d his earliest home, his earliest loves,


    And heard again his earliest sighs, and hers.


    “After how many and what years!” he cried,


    “Return I, O Œnone! thus to thee!”


    She answered not; no anger, no reproach;


    For, hours before, she prayed the Eumenides


    That they would, as befits the just, avenge


    The murder of her Corythos; she prayed


    That she might never have the power to help


    The cruel father in the hour of need.


    A voice now tells her from her inmost heart,


    Voice never, to the listener, indistinct,


    It is not granted to so wild a prayer.


    Weary of light and life, again she prayed.


    “Grant me, O Zeus! what thou alone canst grant.


    Is death too great a boon? too much for me,


    A wretched Nymph, to ask? bestow it now.”


    When she had spoken, on the left was heard


    Thunder, and there shone flame from sky serene;


    Now on her child and father of her child


    Equally sad and tender were her thoughts;


    She saw them both in one, and wept the more.


    Heedless and heartless wretch she call’d herself,


    But her whole life, now most, those words belied.


    Paris had heard the words, “Those words were mine


    Could I have uttered them: wounds make men weak,


    Shame makes them weaker: neither knowest thou,


    Pure soul! one fit for immortality!


    Let us, Œnone, shouldst thou ever die,


    Be here united, here is room for both . .


    Both did I say? and not for one beside?


    Oh! will his ashes ever rest near mine?”


    To these few words he added these few more.


    “Restrain, Œnone, those heartrending sobs!”


    His he could not restrain, nor deeper groans,


    Yet struggled to console her. “Are not these


    Our true espousals? Many may have loved


    But few have died together!” Then she shriekt


    “Let me die first, O husband! Hear my prayer


    Tho the Gods have not heard it! one embrace!


    Paris is mine at last; eternally


    Paris is mine.


    Oh do not thou, my child,


    Shun or disdain amid the Shades below


    Those who now die, and would have died for thee!


    The gift of Venus I have often mourn’d,


    With this one consolation, that my grief


    Could not increase: such consolation lasts


    No longer: punishment far less severe


    Could Heré or could Pallas have decreed


    Than Venus on this Ida, where she won


    A prize so fatal, and to more than me.”


    The maidens of the mountain came and rais’d


    Her drooping head, and drew from tepid springs


    The water of her grot, and, from above,


    Cedar and pine of tender spray, and call’d


    Her father Cebren: he came forth, and fill’d


    After due sacrifice the larger space


    That was remaining of the recent urn.


    Paris had given his faithful friends command,


    Whether the Fates might call him soon or late,


    That, if were found some ashes on his breast,


    Those to the bones they covered be restored.

  


  
    *****
  


  MENELAUS AND HELEN AT TROY.

  

  AN old attendant deprecates and intercepts his vengeance.


  
    MENELAUS.


    Out of my way! Off! or my sword may smite thee,


    Heedless of venerable age. And thou,


    Fugitive! stop. Stand, traitress, on that stair . .


    Thou mountest not another, by the Gods!


    Now take the death thou meritest, the death


    Zeus who presides o’er hospitality,


    And every other god whom thou hast left,


    And every other who abandons thee


    In this accursed city, sends at last.


    Turn, vilest of vile slaves! turn, paramour


    Of what all other women hate, of cowards,


    Turn, lest this hand wrench back thy head, and toss


    It and its odours to the dust and flames.

  


  
    HELEN.


    Welcome the death thou promisest! Not fear


    But shame, obedience, duty, make me turn.

  


  
    MENELAUS.


    Duty! false harlot!

  


  
    HELEN.


    Name too true! severe


    Precursor to the blow that is to fall,


    It should alone suffice for killing me.

  


  
    MENELAUS.


    Ay, weep: be not the only one in Troy


    Who wails not on this day . . its last . . the day


    Thou and thy crimes darken with dead on dead.

  


  
    HELEN.


    Spare! spare! O let the last that falls be me!


    There are but young and old.

  


  
    MENELAUS.


    There are but guilty


    Where thou art, and the sword strikes none amiss.


    Hearest thou not the creeping blood buzz near


    Like flies? or wouldst thou rather hear it hiss


    Louder, against the flaming roofs thrown down


    Wherewith the streets are pathless? Ay, but vengeance


    Springs over all; and Nemesis and Atè


    Drove back the flying ashes with both hands.


    I never saw thee weep till now: and now


    There is no pity in thy tears. The tiger


    Leaves not her young athirst for the first milk,


    As thou didst. Thine could scarce have claspt thy knee


    If she had felt thee leave her.

  


  
    HELEN.


    O my child!


    My only one! thou livest: ’tis enough;


    Hate me, abhor me, curse me . . these are duties . .


    Call me but Mother in the shades of death!


    She now is twelve years old, when the bud swells


    And the first colours of uncertain life


    Begin to tinge it.

  


  
    MENELAUS (aside).


    Can she think of home?


    Hers once, mine yet, and sweet Hermione’s!


    Is there one spark that cheer’d my hearth, one left,


    For thee, my last of love!


    Scorn, righteous scorn


    Blows it from me . . but thou mayst . . never, never.


    Thou shalt not see her even there. The slave


    On earth shall scorn thee, and the damn’d below.

  


  
    HELEN.


    Delay not either fate. If death is mercy,


    Send me among the captives; so that Zeus


    May see his offspring led in chains away,


    And thy hard brother, pointing with his sword


    At the last wretch that crouches on the shore,


    Cry, “She alone shall never sail for Greece!”

  


  
    MENELAUS.


    Hast thou more words?


    Her voice is musical


    As the young maids who sing to Artemis:


    How glossy is that yellow braid my grasp


    Seiz’d and let loose! Ah! can then years have past


    Since but the children of the Gods, like them,


    Suffer not age.


    Helen! speak honestly,


    And thus escape my vengeance . . was it force


    That bore thee off?

  


  
    HELEN.


    It was some evil God.

  


  
    MENELAUS.


    Helping that hated man?

  


  
    HELEN.


    How justly hated!

  


  
    MENELAUS.


    By thee too?

  


  
    HELEN.


    Hath he not made thee unhappy?


    O do not strike.

  


  
    MENELAUS.


    Wretch!

  


  
    HELEN.


    Strike, but do not speak.

  


  
    MENELAUS.


    Lest thou remember me against thy will.

  


  
    HELEN.


    Lest I look up and see you wroth and sad,


    Against my will; O! how against my will


    They know above, they who perhaps can pity.

  


  
    MENELAUS.


    They shall not save thee.

  


  
    HELEN.


    Then indeed they pity.

  


  
    MENELAUS.


    Prepare for death.

  


  
    HELEN.


    Not from that hand: ’twould pain you.

  


  
    MENELAUS.


    Touch not my hand. Easily dost thou drop it!

  


  
    HELEN.


    Easy are all things, do but thou command.

  


  
    MENELAUS.


    Look up then.

  


  
    HELEN.


    To the hardest proof of all


    I am now bidden: bid me not look up.

  


  
    MENELAUS.


    She looks as when I led her on behind


    The torch and fife, and when the blush o’ersprad


    Her girlish face at tripping in the myrtle


    On the first step before the wreathed gate.


    Approach me. Fall not on thy knees.

  


  
    HELEN.


    The hand


    That is to slay me, best may slay me thus.


    I dare no longer see the light of heaven.


    Nor thine . . alas! the light of heaven to me.

  


  
    MENELAUS.


    Follow me.


    She holds out both arms . . and now


    Drops them again . . She comes . . Why stoppest thou?

  


  
    HELEN.


    O Menelaus! could thy heart know mine,


    As once it did . . for then did they converse,


    Generous the one, the other not unworthy . .


    Thou wouldst find sorrow deeper even than guilt.

  


  
    MENELAUS.


    And must I lead her by the hand again?


    Nought shall persuade me. Never. She draws back . .


    The true alone and loving sob like her.


    Come, Helen!


    [He takes her hand.

  


  
    HELEN.


    Oh! let never Greek see this!


    Hide me from Argos, from Amyclai hide me,


    Hide me from all.

  


  
    MENELAUS.


    Thy anguish is too strong


    For me to strive with.

  


  
    HELEN.


    Leave it all to me.

  


  
    MENELAUS.


    Peace! peace! The wind, I hope, is fair for Sparta.

  


  
    *****
  


  ORESTES AND ELECTRA.


  
    ELECTRA.


    PASS on, my brother! she awaits the wretch,


    Dishonorer, despoiler, murderer . . .


    None other name shall name him . . . she awaits


    As would a lover . .


    Heavenly Gods! what poison


    O’erflows my lips!


    Adultress! husband-slayer!


    Strike her, the tigress!


    Think upon our father . .


    Give the sword scope . . think what a man was he,


    How fond of her! how kind to all about,


    That he might gladden and teach us . . how proud


    Of thee, Orestes! tossing thee above


    His joyous head and calling thee his crown.


    Ah! boys remember not what melts our hearts


    And marks them evermore!


    Bite not thy lip,


    Nor tramp as an unsteady colt the ground,


    Nor stare against the wall, but think again


    How better than all fathers was our father.


    Go . .

  


  
    ORESTES.


    Loose me then! for this white hand, Electra,


    Hath fastened upon mine with fiercer grasp


    Than mine can grasp the sword.

  


  
    ELECTRA.


    Go, sweet Orestes!


    I knew not I was holding thee . . Avenge him!


    (Alone.) How he sprang from me!


    . . Sure, he now has reacht


    The room before the bath . .


    The bath-door creaks!


    . . It hath creakt thus since he . . since thou, O father!


    Ever since thou didst loosen its strong valves,


    Either with all thy dying weight, or strength


    Agonised with her stabs . .


    What plunge was that?


    Ah me!


    . . What groans are those?

  


  
    ORESTES (returning).


    They sound through hell


    Rejoicing the Eumenides.


    She slew


    Our father; she made thee the scorn of slaves;


    Me (son of him who ruled this land and more)


    She made an outcast . . .


    Would I had been so


    For ever! ere such vengeance . . .

  


  
    ELECTRA.


    O that Zeus


    Had let thy arm fall sooner at thy side


    Without those drops! list! they are audible . .


    For they are many . . from the sword’s point falling,


    And down from the mid blade!


    Too rash Orestes!


    Couldst thou not then have spared our wretched mother?

  


  
    ORESTES.


    The Gods could not.

  


  
    ELECTRA.


    She was not theirs, Orestes.

  


  
    ORESTES.


    And didst not thou . .

  


  
    ELECTRA.


    ’Twas I, ’twas I, who did it;


    Of our unhappiest house the most unhappy!


    Under this roof, by every God accurst,


    There is no grief, there is no guilt, but mine.

  


  
    ORESTES.


    Electra! no!


    ’Tis now my time to suffer . .


    Mine be, with all its pangs, the righteous deed.

  


  THE MADNESS OF ORESTES.


  
    ORESTES.


    Heavy and murderous dreams, O my Electra,


    Have dragged me from myself.


    Is this Mycenai?


    Are we . . . are all who should be ... in our house?


    Living? unhurt? our father here? our mother?


    Why that deep gasp? for ’twas not sigh nor groan.


    She then . . . ’twas she who fell! when? how? beware!


    No, no, speak out at once, that my full heart


    May meet it, and may share with thee in all . .


    In all . . . but that one thing.


    It was a dream.


    We may share all.


    They live? both live?


    O say it!

  


  
    ELECTRA.


    The Gods have placed them from us, and there rolls


    Between us that dark river . . .

  


  
    ORESTES.


    Blood! blood! blood!


    I see it roll; I see the hand above it,


    Imploring; I see her.


    Hiss me not back,


    Ye snake-hair’d maids! I will look on; I will


    Hear the words gurgle thro' that cursed stream,


    And catch that hand . . that hand . . which slew my father!


    It can not be . . . . how could it slay my father?


    Death to the slave who spoke it! . . slay my father!


    It tost me up to him to earn a smile,


    And was a smile then such a precious boon,


    And royal state and proud affection nothing?


    Ay, and thee too, Electra, she once taught


    To take the sceptre from him at the door . .


    Not the bath-door, not the bath-door, mind that! . .


    And place it in the vestibule, against


    The spear of Pallas, where it used to stand.


    Where is it now? methinks I missed it there.


    How we have trembled to be seen to move it!


    Both looking up, lest that stern face should frown


    Which always gazed on Zeus right opposite.


    O! could but one tear more fall from my eyes,


    It would shake off those horrid visages,


    And melt them into air.


    I am not yours,


    Fell Goddesses! A just and generous Power,


    A bright-hair’d God, directed me.


    And thus


    Abased is he whom such a God inspired!


    (After a pause.)


    Into whose kingdom went they? did they go


    Together?

  


  
    ELECTRA.


    Oh! they were not long apart.

  


  
    ORESTES.


    I know why thou art pale; I know whose head


    Thy flower-like hands have garlanded; I know


    For whom thou hast unbraided all thy love.


    He well deserves it . . . . he shall have it all.


    Glory and love shall crown thee, my brave sister!

  


  
    ELECTRA.


    I am not she of Sparta. Let me live


    (If live I must, Orestes!) not unnamed


    Nor named too often. Speak no more of love,


    Ill-omen’d and opprobrious in this house . .


    A mother should have had, a father had it,


    O may a brother let it dwell with him,


    Unchangeable, unquestioned, solitary,


    Strengthened and hallowed in the depths of grief!


    Gaze not so angrily . . I dare not see thee,


    I dare not look where comfort should be found.

  


  
    ORESTES.


    I dare and do behold them all day long,


    And, were that face away so like my mother’s,


    I would advance and question and compel them . .


    They hear me and they know it.

  


  
    ELECTRA.


    Hear me too,


    Ye mighty ones! to me invisible!


    And spare him! spare him! for without the Gods


    He wrought not what he wrought: And are not ye


    Partakers of their counsels and their power?


    O spare the son of him whom ye and they


    Sent against Ilion, to perform your will


    And bid the rulers of the earth be just.

  


  
    ORESTES.


    And dare they frighten thee too? frighten thee?


    And bend thee into prayer?


    Off, hateful eyes!


    Look upon me, not her.


    Ay, thus; ’tis well.


    Cheer, cheer thee, my Electra!


    I am strong,


    Stronger than ever . . steel, fire, adamant . .


    But can not bear thy brow upon my neck,


    Can not bear these wild writhings, these loud sobs.


    By all the Gods! I think thou art half mad . . .


    I must away . . follow me not . . stand there!

  


  THE PRAYER OF ORESTES.


  
    ORESTES.


    O king Apollo! god Apollo! god


    Powerful to smite and powerful to preserve!


    If there is blood upon me, as there seems,


    Purify that black stain (thou only canst)


    With every rill that bubbles from these caves


    Audibly; and come willing to the work.


    No; ’tis not they; ’tis blood; ’tis blood again


    That bubbles in my ear, that shakes the shades


    Of thy dark groves, and lets in hateful gleams,


    Bringing me . . what dread sight! what sounds abhorr’d!


    What screams! They are my mother’s: ’tis her eye


    That through the snakes of those three furies glares,


    And makes them hold their peace that she may speak.


    Has thy voice bidden them all forth? There slink


    Some that would hide away, but must turn back,


    And others like blue lightnings bound along


    From rock to rock; and many hiss at me


    As they draw nearer. Earth, fire, water, all


    Abominate the deed the Gods commanded!


    Alas! I came to pray, not to complain;


    And lo! my speech is impious as my deed!

  


  PRIESTESS OF APOLLO.


  
    Take refuge here amid our Delphian shades,


    O troubled breast!


    Here the most pious of Mycenai’s maids


    Shall watch thy rest


    And wave the cooling laurel o’er thy brow,


    Nor insect swarm


    Shall ever break thy slumbers, nor shalt thou


    Start at the alarm


    Of boys infesting (as they do) the street


    With mocking songs,


    Stopping and importuning all they meet,


    And heaping wrongs


    Upon thy diadem’d and sacred head,


    Worse than when base


    Œgisthus (shudder not!) his toils outspread


    Around thy race.


    Altho’ even in this fane the fitful blast


    Thou may’st hear roar,


    Thy name among our highest rocks shall last


    For evermore.

  


  THE DEATH OF ORESTES


  
    ORESTES.


    A calm comes over me: life brings it not


    With any of its tides: my end is near.


    O Priestess of the purifying God


    Receive her! and when she hath closed mine eyes,


    Do thou (weep not, my father’s child!) close hers.

  


  
    ________


    An ancient scholiast has recorded that the name of Eumenides was given to these Goddesses after the expiation of Orestes. But Catullus (called the learned by his countrymen) represents Ariadne invoking them by this appellation long before the Trojan war. The verses are the most majestic in the Roman language.


    Eumenides! quarum anguineis redimita capillis


    Frons expirantes præportat pectoris iras,


    Hue, hue adventate! &c.{back}

  


  
    Pointing to his sister.{back}

  


  
    *****
  


  THE SHADES OF AGAMEMNON AND IPHIGENEIA.


  
    IPHIGENEIA.


    FATHER! I now may lean upon your breast,


    And you with unreverted eyes will grasp


    Iphigeneia’s hand.


    We are not shades


    Surely! for yours throbs yet.


    And did my blood


    Win Troy for Greece?


    Ah! ’twas ill done to shrink,


    But the sword gleam’d so sharp, and the good priest


    Trembled, and Pallas frown’d above, severe.

  


  
    AGAMEMNON.


    Daughter!

  


  
    IPHIGENEIA.


    Beloved father! is the blade


    Again to pierce my bosom? ’tis unfit


    For sacrifice; no blood is in its veins;


    No God requires it here; here are no wrongs


    To vindicate, no realms to overthrow.


    You are standing as at Aulis in the fane,


    With face averted, holding (as before)


    My hand; but yours burns not, as then it burn’d;


    This alone shows that we are with the Blest,


    Nor subject to the sufferings we have borne.


    I will win back past kindness.


    Tell me then,


    Tell how my mother fares who loved me so,


    And griev’d, as ’twere for you, to see me part.


    Frown not, but pardon me for tarrying


    Amid too idle words, nor asking how


    She prais’d us both (which most?) for what we did.

  


  
    AGAMEMNON.


    Ye Gods who govern here! do human pangs


    Reach the pure soul thus far below? do tears


    Spring in these meadows?

  


  
    IPHIGENEIA.


    No, sweet father, no . .


    I could have answered that; why ask the Gods?

  


  
    AGAMEMNON.


    Iphigeneia! O my child! the Earth


    Has gendered crimes unheard-of heretofore,


    And Nature may have changed in her last depths,


    Together with the Gods and all their laws.

  


  
    IPHIGENEIA.


    Father! we must not let you here condemn;


    Not, were the day less joyful: recollect


    We have no wicked here; no king to judge.


    Poseidon, we have heard, with bitter rage


    Lashes his foaming steeds against the skies,


    And, laughing with loud yell at winged fire


    Innoxious to his fields and palaces,


    Affrights the eagle from the sceptred hand;


    While Pluto, gentlest brother of the three


    And happiest in obedience, views sedate


    His tranquil realm, nor envies theirs above.


    No change have we, not even day for night


    Nor spring for summer.


    All things are serene,


    Serene too be your spirit! None on earth


    Ever was half so kindly in his house,


    And so compliant, even to a child.


    Never was snatcht your robe away from me,


    Though going to the council. The blind man


    Knew his good king was leading him indoors


    Before he heard the voice that marshall’d Greece.


    Therefore all prais’d you.


    Proudest men themselves


    In others praise humility, and most


    Admire it in the scepter and the sword.


    What then can make you speak thus rapidly


    And briefly? in your step thus hesitate?


    Are you afraid to meet among the good


    Incestuous Helen here?

  


  
    AGAMEMNON.


    O! Gods of Hell!

  


  
    IPHIGENEIA.


    She hath not past the river.


    We may walk


    With our hands linkt nor feel our house’s shame.

  


  
    AGAMEMNON.


    Never mayst thou, Iphigeneia, feel it!


    Aulis had no sharp sword, thou wouldst exclaim,


    Greece no avenger . . I, her chief so late,


    Through Erebos, through Elysium, writhe beneath it.

  


  
    IPHIGENEIA.


    Come, I have better diadems than those


    Of Argos and Mycenai: come away,


    And I will weave them for you on the bank.


    You will not look so pale when you have walkt


    A little in the grove, and have told all


    Those sweet fond words the widow sent her child.

  


  
    AGAMEMNON.


    O Earth! I suffered less upon thy shores!


    (Aside.)The bath that bubbled with my blood, the blows


    That spilt it (O worse torture!) must she know?


    Ah! the first woman coming from Mycenai


    Will pine to pour this poison in her ear,


    Taunting sad Charon for his slow advance,


    Iphigeneia!

  


  
    IPHIGENEIA.


    Why thus turn away?


    Calling me with such fondness! I am here,


    Father! and where you are, will ever be.

  


  
    AGAMEMNON.


    Thou art my child; yes, yes, thou art my child.


    All was not once what all now is! Come on,


    Idol of love and truth! my child! my child!


    (Alone.)Fell woman! ever false! false was thy last


    Denunciation, as thy bridal vow;


    And yet even that found faith with me! The dirk


    Which sever’d flesh from flesh, where this hand rests,


    Severs not, as thou boastedst in thy scoffs,


    Iphigeneia’s love from Agamemnon:


    The wife’s a spark may light, a straw consume,


    The daughter’s not her heart’s whole fount hath quencht,


    ’Tis worthy of the Gods, and lives for ever.

  


  
    IPHIGENEIA.


    What spake my father to the Gods above?


    Unworthy am I then to join in prayer?


    If, on the last, or any day before,


    Of my brief course on earth, I did amiss,


    Say it at once, and let me be unblest;


    But, O my faultless father! why should you?


    And shun so my embraces?


    Am I wild


    And wandering in my fondness!


    We are shades!


    Groan not thus deeply; blight not thus the season


    Of full-orb’d gladness! Shades we are indeed,


    But mingled, let us feel it, with the blest.


    I knew it, but forgot it suddenly,


    Altho’ I felt it all at your approach.


    Look on me; smile with me at my illusion . .


    You are so like what you have ever been


    (Except in sorrow!) I might well forget


    I could not win you as I used to do.


    It was the first embrace since my descent


    I ever aim’d at: those who love me live,


    Save one, who loves me most, and now would chide me.

  


  
    AGAMEMNON.


    We want not, O Iphigeneia, we


    Want not embrace, nor kiss that cools the heart


    With purity, nor words that more and more


    Teach what we know from those we know, and sink


    Often most deeply where they fall most light.


    Time was when for the faintest breath of thine


    Kingdom and life were little.

  


  
    IPHIGENEIA.


    Value them


    As little now.

  


  
    AGAMEMNON.


    Were life and kingdom all!

  


  
    IPHIGENEIA.


    Ah! by our death many are sad who loved us.


    The little fond Electra, and Orestes


    So childish and so bold! O that mad boy!


    They will be happy too.


    Cheer! king of men!


    Cheer! there are voices, songs . . Cheer! arms advance.

  


  
    AGAMEMNON.


    Come to me, soul of peace! These, these alone,


    These are not false embraces.

  


  
    IPHIGENEIA.


    Both are happy!

  


  
    AGAMEMNON.


    Freshness breathes round me from some breeze above.


    What are ye, winged ones! with golden urns?

  


  
    THE HOURS (descending).


    The Hours.To each an urn we bring.


    Earth’s purest gold


    Alone can hold


    The lymph of the Lethèan spring.


    We, son of Atreus! we divide


    The dulcet from the bitter tide


    That runs athwart the paths of men.


    No more our pinions shalt thou see.


    Take comfort! We have done with thee,


    And must away to earth again.

  


  
    (Ascending.)


    Where thou art, thou


    Of braided brow,


    Thou cull’d too soon from Argive bow’rs,


    Where thy sweet voice is heard among


    The shades that thrill with choral song,


    None can regret the parted Hours.

  


  
    CHORUS OF ARGIVES.


    Maiden! be thou the spirit that breathes


    Triumph and joy into our song!


    Wear and bestow these amaranth-wreaths,


    Iphigeneia! they belong


    To none but thee and her who reigns


    (Less chaunted) on our bosky plains.

  


  
    SEMICHORUS.


    Iphigeneia! ’tis to thee


    Glory we owe and victory.


    Clash, men of Argos, clash your arms


    To martial worth and virgin charms.

  


  
    OTHER SEMICHORUS.


    Ye men of Argos! it was sweet


    To roll the fruits of conquest at the feet


    Whose whispering sound made bravest hearts beat fast:


    This we have known at home,


    But hither we are come


    To crown the king who ruled us first and last.

  


  
    CHORUS.


    Father of Argos! king of men!


    We chaunt the hymn of praise to thee.


    In serried ranks we stand again,


    Our glory safe, our country free.


    Clash, clash the arms we bravely bore


    Against Scamander’s God-defended shore.

  


  
    SEMICHORUS.


    Blessed art thou who hast repell’d


    Battle’s wild fury, Ocean’s whelming foam;


    Blessed o’er all, to have beheld


    Wife, children, house avenged, and peaceful home!

  


  
    OTHER SEMICHORUS.


    We too, thou seest, are now


    Among the happy, though the aged brow


    From sorrow for us we could not protect,


    Nor, on the polisht granite of the well


    Folding our arms, of spoils and perils tell,


    Nor lift the vase on the lov’d head erect.

  


  
    SEMICHORUS.


    What whirling wheels are those behind?


    What plumes come flaring through the wind,


    Nearer and nearer? From his car


    He who defied the heaven-born Powers of war


    Pelides springs: Dust, dust are we


    To him, O king, who bends the knee,


    Proud only to be first in reverent praise of thee.

  


  
    OTHER SEMICHORUS.


    Clash, clash the arms! None other race


    Shall see such heroes face to face.


    We too have fought; and they have seen


    Nor sea-sand grey nor meadow green


    Where Dardans stood against their men . .


    Clash! Io Pæan! clash again!


    Repinings for lost days repress . .


    The flames of Troy had cheer’d us less.

  


  
    CHORUS.


    Hark! from afar more war-steeds neigh.


    Thousands o’er thousands rush this way.


    Ajax is yonder! ay, behold


    The radiant arms of Lycian gold!


    Arms from admiring valour won,


    Tydeus! and worthy of thy son.


    ’Tis Ajax wears them now; for he


    Rules over Adria’s stormy sea.


    He threw them to the friend who lost


    (By the dim judgment of the host)


    Those wet with tears which Thetis gave


    The youth most beauteous of the brave.


    In vain! the insatiate soul would go


    For comfort to his peers below.


    Clash! ere we leave them all the plain,


    Clash! Io Pæan! once again!

  


  
    *****
  


  HERCULES, PLUTO, ALCESTIS, ADMETOS.


  
    HERCULES.


    WEEPEST thou? Weep thou mayst; but not for long.

  


  
    ALCESTIS.


    Certainly not for long, O Heracles!


    So let me weep: this day, if not this night,


    Will join me to Admetos.

  


  
    HERCULES.


    Say, what voice


    Hath told thee so?

  


  
    ALCESTIS.


    The voice within my breast.

  


  
    HERCULES.


    It shall be true as was thy heart to him . .

  


  
    ALCESTIS.


    Who now lies without hope for one hour more


    Upon this earth.

  


  
    HERCULES.


    No power have I o’er fate.

  


  
    ALCESTIS.


    Thou canst not, I can, save him.

  


  
    HERCULES.


    Tell me how.

  


  
    ALCESTIS.


    I dare not utter my design to thee,


    For vows are sacred, so conditions are,


    And both are, or will soon be, ratified.


    The God who rules below will cast him down


    Before my steps can reach those horrid realms,


    If those are horrid where the faithful meet


    To love eternally.

  


  
    HERCULES.


    But wouldst thou not


    Rather return with him to the early scenes


    Of your betrothal, of your happier hours?

  


  
    ALCESTIS.


    Alas! alas! not Hades, not Elysion,


    Not heaven itself, could ever soothe my soul


    As those have done . . but when he goes I go . .


    O could it but be first!

  


  
    HERCULES.


    The Gods may grant


    This wish at thy entreaty.

  


  
    ALCESTIS.


    They have heard


    Already every prayer my heart could frame.

  


  
    HERCULES.


    On me they have bestow’d some power to calm


    Thy breast, Alcestis!

  


  
    ALCESTIS.


    Save with his, mine never.

  


  
    HERCULES.


    Be calmer, cheer thee. Every God above


    Hath been propitious to me; he below


    Shall hear me: not another day shall see


    Such faithful hearts apart.

  


  
    ALCESTIS.


    No word of thine


    Was ever false, but how can this be true?

  


  
    HERCULES.


    Question me not.


    I have been told ere now


    That heavy grief brings also heavy sleep,


    Lighter be thine! but confidently close


    Those eyes half-closed already by the weight


    That overhangs them.

  


  
    ALCESTIS.


    Can I? Do I dream?

  


  
    HERCULES.


    No, but thou shalt when Love hath had his way.

  


  
    PLUTO.


    Who comes among the Shades and is no Shade?

  


  
    HERCULES.


    Thy elder brother’s offspring, Heracles.

  


  
    PLUTO.


    And sent thee hither he?

  


  
    HERCULES.


    His will it was.

  


  
    PLUTO.


    And what thy errand?

  


  
    HERCULES.


    Rescue.

  


  
    PLUTO.


    Rescue hence?


    There never was, nor shall be.

  


  
    HERCULES.


    Say not so,


    Brother of him the mighty and the just.

  


  
    PLUTO.


    Just callest thou the brother who usurpt


    His father’s throne, and thrust these realms on me?


    Peopled are mine, ’tis true, far more than his


    Or than Poseidon’s, with his singing Nymphs


    And blowing Tritons in loud choruses


    On conchs, and songless speechless multitudes;


    Callest thou him the just? mighty he may be


    On earth, or over earth, but never here.


    And thou, who art but mortal, darest come


    Invader, to my very throne!

  


  
    HERCULES.


    I came


    Speedily as I could, but was outrun


    By one who hurried to recall from hence


    Him whom ere this she haply hath embraced,


    Admetos; her own life she gives for his;


    And this condition every God approves.

  


  
    PLUTO.


    Every? and am not I one? My consent


    Neither those gods nor thou shall gain. Return . .


    For what is she to thee, audacious man?

  


  
    HERCULES.


    Alcestis is the daughter of my friend.

  


  
    PLUTO.


    If truth has reacht me here (and oftener truth


    Is found below than among those on earth)


    Many have been the daughters thou hast there


    Rescued from spousal and parental bonds.

  


  
    HERCULES.


    I bear no shaft of wit so keen as thine,


    Nor would confront thee: only give me up


    The virtuous bride, then will I reäscend.

  


  
    PLUTO.


    What if thy calculation be amiss.


    The bride I give not up: thou mayest go,


    With my goodwill, but must leave her behind.

  


  
    HERCULES.


    I would not wrestle with thee.

  


  
    PLUTO.


    Art thou mad?


    Wrestle with an Immortal!

  


  
    HERCULES.


    If compell’d,


    And grow myself Immortal by that strife.

  


  
    PLUTO.


    Cerberos! seize him.

  


  
    HERCULES.


    ’Twas not long ago


    He lickt the instep of Eurydice


    And only growl’d at her deliverer.


    Brave dogs are fellow-creatures of brave men,


    Not one of his three heads would bark at me.

  


  
    PLUTO.

    (Alcestis rushing forward.)


    Woman! whence comest? whither rushest thou?

  


  
    ALCESTIS.

    (Not minding him.)


    O Heracles! and art thou also doom’d


    To bless earth never more?

  


  
    HERCULES.


    To bless once more


    Earth with thy presence come I, nor will go


    Until I lead thee back.

  


  
    PLUTO.


    Styx! Phlegethon!


    Surround him.

  


  
    HERCULES.


    I will cast thee into them,


    God as thou art, if any hurt befalls


    Alcestis.

  


  
    ALCESTIS.


    Leave me, leave me, Heracles!


    Never from my Admetos will I part.

  


  
    PERSEPHONE (entering).


    Nor shalt thou.

  


  
    PLUTO.


    And thou, too, refractory?


    Even thou, Persephone!

  


  
    PERSEPHONE.


    Thou once didst love me,


    O Pluto! love me now; remit, remit


    Thy rigid laws . . give me these two. Advance,


    Admetos! (whispers)


    He may change his mind . . go, go.

  


  
    ADMETOS (ascending).


    I feel afresh the air of heaven; thy kiss


    Breath’d it, and do my steps touch earth again?

  


  
    HERCULES.


    Yea, firm as mine do.


    But thou stil art faint,


    Alcestis! If my shoulder is too high


    For thee to lean on, let this arm help his.


    I had no time or thought to look beyond,


    And I saw nothing of Elysian fields;


    If there be any thou shalt find them all


    Among those pastures where Apollo fed


    Thy herds, Admetos! where another God


    (Thou knowest who) Alcestis! drew thee forth


    And placed thee on that fond and faithful breast


    Whereon thou, undivided, shalt repose.

  


  
    ALCESTIS.


    Shall we be never, never, parted more?

  


  
    ADMETOS.


    Let us, my own Alcestis, leave behind


    (Since one day both must die) a proof that love


    May be as happy, if as true, as thine.


    Age is before us, be it long before,


    And Death not wait for either!

  


  
    HERCULES.


    Haste ye home,


    And there hold fitter than such grave discourse.


    Remember, Hymen is come back again


    And follows close, for Hymen hates delay.


    Admetos! I was fancying that thy brood


    Of gallant coursers, boast of Thessaly,


    Will not awaken you tomorrow-morn,


    With all their neighings at the palace-gate,


    To greet ye coming safe and sound again.


    Let me forbid the maidens to entwine,


    Whatever they may gather in the dew,


    Flowers till past noontide: they are ever apt


    To speed on such occasions, and to break


    The spell descending from the silent moon,


    A spell which binds together strong and weak.


    They shall sing merrily for honied cates,


    A guerdon and a symbol not unmeet:


    I too would sing among them, but no song


    Could Orpheus teach me, nor would let me touch


    His harp; my fingers, said he, were unfit;


    Nor was my voice melodious, tho less harsh


    Than when ye heard it in yon place below.

  


  
    

  


  
    CHORUS OF MATRONS AT MORNING.

  


  
    Come, little girls who catch the laughter


    And know not what the laughter means,


    But who shall know it well hereafter


    Amid less grand and gaudy scenes.

  


  
    Come, maidens, ye almost as young,


    Ye too whose cheeks are full in bloom,


    Lay by your wreathes, and sing a song


    To her whose love hath burst the tomb.

  


  
    Then to the praises of the bold,


    Then of the tender and the true,


    A pair whom Hades could not hold . .


    And may such heroes wed with you!

  


  
    

  


  
    GIRLS’ REPLY.

  


  
    We are too young to think of men,


    Few of us yet are seventeen;


    Better to trim the wreathe, and then


    To look and see how looks the queen.

  


  
    *****
  


  APPENDIX.


  
    The following poems, it will be seen, have no connection with the Hellenics, and mostly were written since, on recent occasions.

  


  APPENDIX.


  
    A HEARTIER age will come; the wise will know


    If in my writings there be aught of worth,


    Said ardent Milton, whose internal light


    Dispel’d the darkness of despondency,


    Before he with imperishable gold


    Damaskt the hilt of our Protector’s blade.


    Wonder not if that seer, the nighest to heaven


    Of all below, could have thus well divined.


    I, on a seat beneath, but on his right,


    Neither expect nor hope my verse may lie


    With summer sweets, with albums gaily drest,


    Where poddle snifts at flower between the leaves.


    A few will cull my fruit, and like the taste,


    And find not overmuch to pare away.


    The soundest apples are not soonest ripe,


    In some dark room laid up when others rot.


    Southey and Hare and, on his deathbed, Ward,


    And others of like stamp, have nodded praise.


    Unchallenged I have crost the Argive tents,


    Alone; and I have wrestled with the prime


    Of shepherds on the plains of Sicily,


    And her young maidens placed me by their side,


    And bade my rival listen while I sang.


    Meanwhile not querulous nor feverish


    Hath been my courtship of the passing voice,


    Nor panted for its echo. Time has been


    When Cowley shone near Milton, nay, above!


    An age roll’d on before a keener sight


    Could separate and see them far apart.


    Thus in our day hath Ireland’s noble sage


    Brought down to human ken and shown how vast


    The space between two stars, which few had seen,


    And none seen separate.


    We upon earth


    Have not our places and our distances


    Assign’d, for many years; at last a tube,


    Rais’d and adjusted by Intelligence,


    Stands elevated to a cloudless sky,


    And place and magnitude are ascertain’d.


    If I extoll’d the virtuous and the wise,


    The brave and beautiful, and well discern’d


    Their features as they fixt their eyes on mine;


    If I have won a kindness never wooed;


    Could I foresee that . . fallen among thieves,


    Despoil’d, halt, wounded . . tramping traffickers


    Should throw their dirt upon me, not without


    Some small sharp pebbles carefully inclosed?


    However, from one crime they are exempt;


    They do not strike a brother, striking me.


    This breathes o’er me a cool serenity,


    O’er me divided from old friends, in lands


    Pleasant, if aught without old friends can please,


    Where round their lowly turf-built terraces


    Grey olives twinkle in this wintery sun,


    And crimson light invests yon quarried cliff,


    And central towers from distant villas peer


    Until Arezzo’s ridges intervene.


    Festival I would keep before I leave


    The land where I am tarrying; to this end


    Muses! who often heard me, hear me now!


    Come, and invite my neighbours on the marsh


    To lay aside the homely bowl for once;


    Come, tell them, at my table they may taste


    The generous wines of Cypros and of Crete,


    And hear the chaunt in honor of that God


    Who gave the mask and buskin to the stage,


    Which the wise Goddess from her fane aloft


    Surveyed with stedfast eyes, nor disapproved.


    Let me look back upon the world again!


    Ah! let me look upon the graves of friends


    Departed; let me rest my eyes at last


    Upon one happy mansion, hers whose pure


    And holy light fell down on me when first


    It dawned, and few had ever gazed at mine.


    Quitting our poplars and our cypresses,


    And the secluded scene they overhang,


    Run glibly on, my little Affrico,


    Content to cool the feet of weary hind


    On thy smooth pavement, strown for him with moss;


    Regretting not thy vanisht lake, and maids


    Aside its bank, each telling tale for tale;


    Revert thee rather, and with pride record


    Here blythe Boccaccio led his Fair Brigade,


    Here Galileo with the stars converst,


    And Milton soar’d above them to his God.

  


  
    *****
  


  
    ________


    Veniet cordatior ætas;


    Siquid meremur sana posteritas sciet.


    MILTON, Poemata.{back}

  


  
    Southey’s criticism on Gebir may be found in the Critical Review for September 1799. He says on Gebir’s speech to the Gadites, “A passage more truly Homeric than the close of this extract we do not remember in the volumes of modern poetry.”{back}

  


  
    Lord Dudley and Ward.{back}

  


  
    Called La bella Brigata by him.{back}

  


  MARCUS AURELIUS AND LUCIAN.


  
    M. AURELIUS.


    LUCIAN! in one thing thou art ill-advised.

  


  
    LUCIAN.


    And in one only? tell me which is that.

  


  
    M. AURELIUS.


    In scoffing, as thou hast done openly,


    At all religions: there is truth in all.

  


  
    LUCIAN.


    Ah! could we see it! but the well is deep.


    Each mortal calls his God inscrutable;


    And this at least is true: why not stop there?


    Some subdivide him; others hold him close,


    Forcing the subdivisions to unite.


    The worshiper of Mithras lifts his eyes


    To hail his early rising, for he knows


    Who gives the fruits of earth to nourish him;


    Olympus and the Alps are hills alike


    To him, and goats their best inhabitants.


    Did Epictetus take our rotten staves


    To walk with uprightly? did Cicero


    Kneel down before our urban deities?


    He carried in his mouth a Jupiter


    Ready for Senates when he would harangue,


    Then wiped him clean and laid him down again.

  


  
    M. AURELIUS.


    Religions, true or false, may lend support


    To man’s right conduct: some deterr from ill


    Thro’ fear, and others lead by gentleness,


    Benevolence in thought, beneficence


    In action, and at times to patriotism


    And gallant struggles for their native land.

  


  
    LUCIAN.


    So much the worse for these. Did Julius spare


    The Druid in his grove? no; he wrencht off


    The golden sickle from the misleto,


    And burnt the wicker basket ere it held


    Aloft on sacred oak the wretch within.

  


  
    M. AURELIUS.


    I doubt it: he knew well the use of priests.


    Scoffing was not his fault, ambition was;


    Yet clemency could over-rule ambition.

  


  
    LUCIAN.


    This of all vices is the very worst


    Where the best men are made the sacrifice.

  


  
    M. AURELIUS.


    I am accused, I hear, of wanting it.

  


  
    LUCIAN.


    Yet thou too, Marcus, art ambitious; thou


    Wouldst conquer worlds . . with kindness, wouldst instruct


    The unwise, controll the violent, and divert


    From battle-field to corn-field.

  


  
    M. AURELIUS.


    This I would,


    But never irritate weak intellects


    Clinging to a religion learnt by heart


    From nurse and mother, thence most justly dear.

  


  
    LUCIAN.


    Founded on falsehood are not all religions,


    All copies, more or less, from older ones?


    Some by transfusion purified, and some


    Weaken’d, and pour’d again upon the dregs,


    Until they first ferment and then turn sour.

  


  
    M. AURELIUS.


    Yet, Lucian, there is truth in one religion,


    Truth in that one which rises from a heart


    With sweet and silent gratitude o’erflowing.

  


  
    LUCIAN.


    Weakest of orders is the composite,


    Such is the fabric folks walk under here,


    Already we have seen part after part


    Crack off, and terrify bare scalps below.

  


  
    M. AURELIUS.


    Leave Rome her quiet Gods.

  


  
    LUCIAN.


    Not Saturn though,


    Who would have eaten every God ere teetht,


    But his first-born disabled him, and made


    The little Venus laugh at granpapa.

  


  
    M. AURELIUS.


    We are not going up so far as him.

  


  
    LUCIAN.


    Fain would I stop at Venus and her son;


    It were ungrateful in me to malign


    Such gentle Deities; to laugh at them


    They now, alas! have left me little power;


    Juno has helpt in my discomfiture.

  


  
    M. AURELIUS.


    Into your Lares I will not intrude:


    Temples I enter rarely; not a God


    Minds me above those atoms of the earth


    Whereof we, low and lofty, are composed.


    Such is the surest doctrine to uphold,


    But to divulge even this may be unsafe.


    Have not we known the Sage of Palestine


    Derided, persecuted, crucified?


    Have we not seen his simple followers


    Slaughter’d in this our city, this our Rome,


    Some burnt alive, some thrown among wild beasts?

  


  
    LUCIAN.


    Woefully true! and thieves and murderers


    Have sprung up from the ground whereon they bled;


    No wicker-basket men, men calling Heaven


    To help them in their vengeance on a foe


    Who puts the left leg where he should the right,


    And will not draw it back, but walk strait on.

  


  
    M. AURELIUS.


    Woefully true this also, but unwise,


    Because unsafe, to utter.

  


  
    LUCIAN.


    Truth is more


    Unsafe than falsehood, and was ever so.

  


  
    M. AURELIUS.


    Well, I would not exasperate by wit’s


    Sharp point the robb’d and bleeding; stoop thou rather


    To heal them.

  


  
    LUCIAN.


    They would kick me in the face


    If for such office I bend over them.


    Better to strip the sophists of their rings


    And trailing trappings, chaunting boys before,


    Waving fat incense up against their beards


    Ere they parade in them through every street,


    And at the end of Via Sacra halt


    To choose an Imperator of their own.

  


  
    M. AURELIUS.


    Friend Lucian! thou art more jocose than ever.


    Why not imagine they may take my horse


    From under me, then round men’s shoulders strap


    The curule chair and hoist a priest thereon?

  


  
    LUCIAN.


    Thy depth of wisdom, Marcus, long I knew,


    But never knew thee poet til this hour.


    Homer feign’d Polypheme, Calypso, Circe,


    Imagination left him on the strand


    With these; he never saw, even in a dream,


    So strange a rider mount a curule chair.

  


  
    *****
  


  
    ________


    The sentiments of M. Aurelius and of Lucian are here exhibited. That Lucian was an honest man (if such a scoffer as he and Rabelais, and Cervantes and Dean Swift, are allowed to be) is probable by so sagacious and virtuous a prince as M. Aurelius appointing him to an important office in Egypt. There is more of banter than of wit in his Dialogues. In wit he is far inferior to Moliere, Voltaire, Congreve, Swift, Hood, and some now living.

  


  ON THE DESCENT INTO HELL OF EZZELINO DI NAPOLI.


  
    REJOICE, ye nations! one is dead


    By whom ten thousand hearts have bled.


    Widows and orphans, raise your voice . .


    One voice, ye prostrate peoples, raise


    To God; to God alone be praise!


    All dwellers upon earth, rejoice:

  


  
    The imprisond soul, the tortured limb,


    Are now at last set free by Him.


    Each king their fellow king supplied


    With thongs to scourge ye: but your wrongs


    Reacht highest heaven; Angelic tongues


    Shouted when Earth’s Flagellant died.

  


  
    The Demons heard and yell’d below,


    Glad that his endless day of woe


    (Long after theirs) had dimly dawn’d.


    The proudest of them all sate dumb,


    Angry that any Prince should come,


    Who grudg’d to give the soul he pawn’d.

  


  
    He gnasht his teeth; opprobrious names


    Muttered on Death, and wisht his flames


    Could crack his stubborn ribs . . in vain . .


    He must resign or share the place


    Imperial; he must bear disgrace


    While that intruder feels but pain.

  


  
    The Devils’ mouths but seldom water,


    Yet, sniffing this fat slug of slaughter,


    Theirs do, they then this grace begin,


    “We have carous’d on king and pope


    By dozens; could the worthiest hope


    A second course of Ezzelin?”

  


  
    *****
  


  ON LADY CHARLES BEAUCLERC’S DEATH.


  
    NOT empty are the honours that we pay


    To the departed; our own hearts are fill’d


    Brimfull with grateful reminiscences;


    Compassion is excited; the most stern


    Relent; and better even the best return.


    Such, Teresita, were my thoughts, all day,


    All night, when thou wert carried to thy home


    Eternal, amid tears thou couldst not share,


    Thither where none, not even of joy, are shed.


    Surrounded with God’s own serenity


    Is that pure brow rais’d humbly to his throne.


    Leaving thy home and those most dear awhile,


    Thou, a few months before, wouldst have consoled


    My sufferings: who shall now console thy sire’s?


    Proud not of victories won in southern climes


    And equal laws administer’d, but proud


    Of virtues he implanted in his child.

  


  
    *****
  


  ON THE CONFLAGRATION OF THE PO.


  
    WHY is, and whence, the Po in flames? and why


    In consternation do its borderers raise


    Imploring hands to mortal men around


    And Gods above? Are Gods implacable?


    Or men bereft of sight at such a blaze?


    Apollo hath no more a son; his breath


    Is stifled, and smoke only fills the air


    Where once was fire, and men to men were true.


    Fierce ones and faithless now approach the waste,


    Who look transversely with an evil eye,


    And scowl and threaten, and uplift the sword,


    And, if they lower it, ’tis but to grasp more


    And more of amber left on either bank.


    Apollo hates the land he once so loved,


    Nor swan is seen nor nightingale is heard


    Nigh the dead river and affrighted vale,


    For every Nymph shed there incessant tears,


    And into amber hardened all they shed.

  


  
    *****
  


  BLESSING ON PYTHAGORAS.

  

  BY AN ANCIENT PYTHAGOREAN.


  
    BLESSED be he who taught us to abstain


    From flesh of animal, and bean as bad,


    But stated days appointed wherein fish,


    Marine or fluvial, scaly or smooth-skin’d,


    And pullet eggs, and certain mild legumes


    Which rise not up rebellious like the bean,


    Were unprohibited. Be blessed he


    Who fearless walked upon his golden thigh


    Over the sea from Egypt’s holy land


    Until at length he reacht our Italy,


    Pythagoras.


    We stil keep his commands,


    Save only those which rigidly forbid


    Bloodshed, of beast not only, but of man:


    This the most righteous pray the Gods to grant.


    I do confess, and would repent, my sins,


    But harder is repentance than confession,


    For bovine I have eaten, nor abstain’d


    From porcine, and would rather shed such blood


    Than blood of fellow man.


    “Thou art perverse,”


    The righteous say, and deem this abstinence


    Capricious.


    “Why not slay him if thou slay


    Creatures more innocent?”


    Such argument


    Baffles reply; therefor I, hastening home,


    Lay napkin upon knee and carve my beef.

  


  
    *****
  


  A POET LEAVING ATHENS.


  
    SPEAK not too ill of me, Athenian friends!


    Nor ye, Athenian sages, speak too ill!


    From others of all tribes am I secure.


    I leave your confines: none whom you caress,


    Finding me hungry and athirst, shall dip


    Into Cephisos the grey bowl to quench


    My thirst, or break the horny bread, and scoop


    Stiffly around the scanty vase, wherewith


    To gather the hard honey at the sides,


    And give it me for having heard me sing.


    Sages and friends! a better cause remains


    For wishing no black sail upon my mast.


    ’Tis, friends and sages! lest, when other men


    Say words a little gentler, ye repent,


    Yet be forbidden by stern pride to share


    The golden cup of kindness, pushing back


    Your seats, and gasping for a draught of scorn.


    Alas! shall this too, never lackt before,


    Be, when you most would crave it, out of reach


    Thus on the plank, now Neptune is invoked,


    I warn you of your peril: I must live,


    And ye, O friends, howe’er unwilling, may.
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    Gaffer Lockhart! Gaffer Lockhart!


    Gale of the night our fathers call’d thee, bird!
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    Gaze not at the lights that shine


    Gaze not! By those heavens above!
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    Gebir, at Egypt’s youthful queen’s approach


    Genius and Virtue! dismal was the dearth


    George the Third’s Statue


    German Hexameters


    Germany! thou art indeed to the bard his Hercynian forest


    Gibbon


    Gibbon! if sterner patriots than thyself


    Gift of Poems, A


    Give me the eyes that look on mine


    Glory to those who give it! who erect


    Go, sole companion of a joyless bed


    Go then to Italy; but mind


    Go on, go on, and love away! (Works 1846)


    Go on! go on! and love away! (Dry Sticks 1858)
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    Ha! what strange stories these old people tell!


    Hail, paragon of T * * on’s! hail


    Hail, ye indomitable heroes, hail!


    Hall and the Cottage, The


    Hamadryad, The


    Happy may be the land


    Happy the man for whom arose that sigh


    Hare! thou art sleeping where the sun strikes hot


    Hark! ’tis the laugh of Spring . . she comes (Gebir 1831)


    Hark! ’tis the laugh of Spring: she comes (Works 1846)


    Has there been all the year one day


    Hast thou forgotten, thou more vile


    Hasten, O hasten, poet mine!


    Have I, this moment, led thee from the beach


    He loses all his fame who fights


    He who hath piled these verses o’er thy head


    He who, rais’d high o’er war’s turmoils


    He who sees rising from some open down


    He who would wish his country great


    Health, strength, and beauty, who would not resign


    Heart’s Abysses, The


    Hearts-ease


    Hearts must not sink at seeing Law lie dead


    Heaven turn away that awful head


    Helena long had pondered, at what hour


    Hellas to Aubrey de Vere on his Departure


    Hellen was once as fair


    Henry the Eighth


    Her voice was sweeter than the sound of waters


    Hercules, Pluto, Alcestis, Admetos


    Here, ever since you went abroad


    Here lies our honest friend Sam Parr


    Here stands a civil man, John Hickes


    Here, where precipitate Spring with one light bound (Gebir 1831)


    Here, where precipitate Spring, with one light bound (Works 1846)


    Hereditary honours who confers?


    Heroics or Dactylics


    Heroines of England, The


    Heron! of grave career! whose lordly croaks


    Hide not that book away, nor fear


    High as the sofa Daisy’s head


    High names, immortal names, have women borne


    History lies wide open: the first page


    Home! I have changed thee often: on the brink


    Homer and Laertes


    Honey-moon, The


    Honor and Modesty


    Horace and Creech!


    How calm, O life, is thy decline!


    How can I but weep when I think of the day


    How few there are who live content


    How gladsome yet how calm are ye


    How is it that the loveliest lands


    How little have the powerful of the earth


    How many ages did the planets roll


    How many verses have I thrown


    How many voices gaily sing


    How soon, alas, the hours are over


    How to Read Me


    Humble flower! the gift of Rose!


    Humblest among the vernal train


    Hungarians! raise your laurel’d brows again


    Hymn and Offering of Terpander to Juno


    Hyperbion


    Hyperbion was among the chosen few


    Hypocricy Why Hated
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    I am a dreamer both by night and day


    I am not learned in such lore divine


    I can not give much time to you


    I can not very plainly tell


    I cannot tell, not I, why she


    I come to visit thee again (Works 1846)


    I come to visit thee agen (Dry Sticks 1858)


    I do believe a drop of water


    I do remember when each stride


    I do think it quite a pity


    I draw with trembling hand my doubtful lot (Gebir 1831)


    I draw with trembling hand my doubtful lot (Works 1846)


    I entreat you, Alfred Tennyson


    I fear a little girl I know


    I hardly know one flower that grows


    I have but little wit, all they


    I held her hand, the pledge of bliss (Gebir 1831)


    I held her hand, the pledge of bliss (Works 1846)


    I hold it unlawful


    I hope indeed ere long


    I know not whether I am proud


    I leave, and unreluctant, the repast


    I leave for you to disunite


    I leave the table: take my place


    I leave thee, beauteous Italy! no more


    I leave with unaverted eye the towers (Gebir 1831)


    I leave with unreverted eye the towers (Works 1846)


    I live among the Pigmies and the Cranes


    I love to hear that men are bound


    I love to wander, both in deed and thought


    “I’m half in love,” he who with smiles hath said


    I may not add to youth’s brief days


    I, near the back of Life’s dim stage


    I never knew but one who died for love


    I never thought to see thee end in blanks


    I often ask upon whose arm she leans (Gebir 1831)


    I often ask upon whose arm she leans (Works 1846)


    I pen these lines upon that cypher’d cover


    I praise thee, Michelet, whom I saw


    I rais’d my eyes to Pallas, and she laught


    I remember the time ere his temples were grey (Works 1846)


    I remember the time ere his temples were grey (Last Fruit 1853)


    I sadden while I view again (Gebir 1831)


    I sadden while I view again (Works 1846)


    I saw the arrow quit the bow


    “I see in you not greatly more


    I sing the fates of Gebir. He had dwelt


    I told ye, since the prophet Milton’s day


    I touch the soil of Samos, where the queen


    I value not the proud and stern


    I’ve never seen a book of late


    I very much indeed approve


    I wander o’er the sandy heath


    I was not young when first I met


    “I will invite that merry priest


    I will not call her fair


    I will not, dare not, look behind


    I will not depose


    I wonder not that Youth remains


    I would give something, O Apollo!


    I would invoke you once again (Gebir 1831)


    I would invoke you once again (Works 1846)


    Ianthe! you are call’d to cross the sea! (Works 1846)


    Ianthe! you resolve to cross the sea! (Gebir 1831)


    Ianthe’s Letter


    Ianthe’s Troubles


    Icarios and Erigonè


    Idle and light are many things you see


    Idleness


    Idol of youths and virgins, Moore!


    If flowers could make their wishes vocal, they


    If hatred of the calm and good


    If in the summer-time, O guest (Gebir 1831)


    If in the summer-time, O guest (Works 1846)


    If mutable is she I love


    If that old hermit laid to rest


    If the Rhætian Alps of old


    If thou wert only foul and frowsy


    If, when a man has thrown himself on flowers


    If wits and poets, two or three


    If you design


    If you no longer love me


    If you please we’ll hear another


    If your heart is warm, come hither


    Ignorance of Botany


    Ill Success of Saint Peter


    Imitation of the Manner of Catullus


    Immovable Power, The


    Improvident were once the Attic youths


    In age the memory, as the eye itself


    In Czartoryski I commend


    In Clementina’s artless mien (Gebir 1831)


    In Clementina’s artless mien (Works 1846)


    In Crete reign’d Zeus and Minos; and there sprang


    In early spring, ere roses took


    In first position I can stand no longer


    In his own image the Creator made


    In my opinion, rulers judge ill


    In poetry there is but one supreme


    In port, beyond the swell of winds and tides


    In quadruped or winged game


    In spring and summer winds may blow


    In summer when the sun’s mad horses pass


    In the Egyptian well of thy folly, O Sclavonian


    In the odour of sanctity Miriam abounds


    In verse alone I ran not wild


    In wrath a youth was heard to say


    In youth, it is true, when my heart was o’erladen


    Incorrigible


    Indifference


    Indweller of a peaceful vale


    Ines de Castro at Cintra


    Ines de Castro at Coimbra


    Ines! we have not loved in vain: this day


    Ingratitude. 18th Nov. 1852


    Ingratitude! we seldom miss


    Inopportune


    “Instead of idling half my hours


    Interminable undulating weeds


    Iphigeneia and Agamemnon


    Iphigeneia, when she heard her doom


    Ippolito di Este


    Ipsley! when hurried by malignant fate


    Ireland never was contented . .


    Irish Thanks for Romish Miracles


    Is it no dream that I am he


    Is it not better at an early hour


    Is it that Care


    Isabella spits at Spain


    It is deplorable to fear an enemy


    It is not envy, it is fear


    It often comes into my head


    It often happens a bad pun


    It seems, whenever we are idle


    It was a cruel hand that tore


    It was a dream (ah! what is not a dream?)


    It was because the seat was dry


    It would give me rheumatics, and so it would you


    Italy in January 1853
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    Jack Campbell! if few are


    Jane of Arc


    Jealousy Acknowledged


    Joy is the blossom, sorrow is the fruit


    Julius Hare


    Julius! how many hours have we


    Julius, of three rare brothers, my fast friends


    June ’51


    Jupiter’s Commandments


    Just as opposite in merit


    Justice and Injustice


    Kenyon at Cowes


    Kepos! what brings thee from the market-place?


    Kind souls! who strive what pious hand shall bring (Gebir 1831)


    Kind souls! who strive what pious hand shall bring (Works 1846)


    Kitty and Her Lover


    Know me better. Do you think


    Know ye the land where from its acrid root


    Known as thou art to ancient Fame
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    La Pensierosa


    La Promessa Sposa


    Lacon and Dora


    Ladies of Leeds, The


    Ladies of Leeds! the arts of peace


    Lady Hamilton


    Lady in Haste Says, A


    Lady! whose hand is now about to part


    Landor! what is best to bring


    Last Gift, The


    Last Misleto, The


    Last of December, 1851


    Late Jealousy


    Late Love


    Laugh, honest Southey!


    Laura


    Laura! the chords of your guitar


    Laying a Foundation-stone


    Leaders and Aspirants


    Leaf after leaf drops off, flower after flower


    Leave me alone! the pettish school-boy cries


    Leaving London


    Leda


    Leigh Hunt! thou stingy man, Leigh Hunt!


    Leontion, on Ternissa’s Death (Epicuros Also Departed)


    Lesbia Nostra! Lesbia Illa!


    Let Freedom on thy breast descend


    Let me sit down and muse by thee (Gebir 1831)


    Let me sit here and muse by thee (Works 1846)


    Let pity and compassion be outspred


    Let this man smile, and that man sigh (Gebir 1831)


    Let this man smile, and that man sigh (Works 1846)


    Let what nose will, hold forth the flask


    Let Youth, who never rests, run by


    Letter-land


    Lie, my fond heart at rest


    Life Hurries By


    Life hurries by, and who can stay


    Life (priest and poet say) is but a dream


    Life’s Romance


    Life’s rugged rocks burst thro’ its flowery plain


    Life’s torne Romance we thumb throughout the day


    Light and Dark


    Lightly you run thro’ years; stop! stop!


    Lips! that were often prest on mine


    Little do they who glibly talk of verse


    Little have you to learn from me


    Little it interests me how


    Little volume, warm with wishes


    Little you think, my lovely friend


    Lo! where the four mimosas blend their shade


    Loneliest of hills! from crimes and cares removed


    Long have the Syrens left their sunny coast


    Look thou yonder, look and tremble (Gebir 1831)


    Look thou yonder, look and tremble (Works 1846)


    Lord of the Celtic dells


    Lords of the Adriatic, shores and iles


    Loss of Memory


    Lost Jewel, The


    Louis Napoleon


    Love flies with bow unstrung when Time appears


    Love, flying out of sight, o’ershadows me


    Love in Youth


    Love is like Echo in the land of Tell


    Love thou thy neighbour as thyself


    Loved, when my love from all but thee had flown (Works 1846)


    Loved when my love from all but thee had flown (Dry Sticks 1858)


    Lover’s Answer


    Love’s like the echo in the land of Tell


    Lucian! in one thing thou art ill-advised.


    Lyons


    Lysander, Alcanor, and Phanöe
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    Macaulay is become a peer


    Macaulay’s Peerage


    Made our God again, Pope Pius!


    Maid! who canst hardly yet believe


    Maiden there was whom Jove


    Maidens are timid; were they bolder


    Malvolio


    Mama! we both are quite agreed


    Manin! thy country mourns thee; but afar


    Many love music but for music’s sake


    Many may yet recall the hours (Works 1846)


    Many may yet recall the hours (Dry Sticks 1858)


    Many, well I know, there are


    Marble Dog For Paper-presser, A


    March 24


    Marcus Aurelius and Lucian


    Maria! I have said adieu (Gebir 1831)


    Maria! I have said adieu (Works 1846)


    Marie-Antoinette


    Mark! always, always watchful, here I stand


    Martha, now somewhat stern and old


    Mask on a Ring, A


    Matron, The


    Matthias, Gifford, men like those


    Meliton and Lily


    Memory! thou hidest from me far


    Men always hate


    Men will be slaves; let them; but force them not


    Menelaus and Helen at Troy


    Merle! cushat! mavis! when but young


    Metellus is a lover: one whose ear


    Meyrick! surrounded by Silurian boors


    Mi vien da piangere qualor rammento


    Michelet! Time urges me down life’s descent


    Middle-sized men live longest, but soon dies


    Middle-sized, The


    Mild is Euphemius, mild as summer dew


    Mild is the parting year, and sweet (Gebir 1831)


    Mild is the parting year, and sweet (Works 1846)


    Military Merit Rewarded


    Mine fall, and yet a tear of hers (Works 1846)


    Mine fall, and yet a tear of hers (Dry Sticks 1858)


    Misfortune! thou demon of a thousand forms!


    Mistake Rectified


    Modern Idyl, The. The Kerchef Carried Off


    Montalembert and Baraguay


    Morn


    Mother, I cannot mind my wheel (Gebir 1831)


    Mother, I can not mind my wheel (Works 1846)


    Mother of Prince Rupert, The


    Mother Pestcome! none denies


    Mother’s Tale, A


    Mountain Ash, The


    Mountains are less inert than men


    Music


    My basil, to whose fragrance, from the breast


    My children! speak not ill of one another


    My dear friend Barry!


    My guest! I have not led you thro’


    My Homes


    My hopes and glories all go down


    My hopes retire; my wishes as before


    My Kenyon! who would live away


    My little flower of stem so tall


    My little kid! if I forbid


    My Lizard in Tuscany


    My pictures blacken in their frames


    My pretty Marte, my winter friend


    My serious son! I see thee look (Works 1846)


    My serious son! I see thee look (Dry Sticks 1858)


    My Wit Scanty


    My yarn in verse is short: I sit among


    Myrtis


    Myrtle’s Appeal, The
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    Nancy’s Hair


    Napier


    Napier! I am too prompt to cry


    Napier! take up anew thy pen


    Nature! thou mayest fume and fret


    Nay, thank me not again for those


    Neither in idleness consume thy days


    Neither the suns nor frosts of rolling years


    Nelson, Collingwood, and Pellew (Dry Sticks 1858)


    Nelson, Collingwood, Pellew (Last Fruit 1853)


    Never may storm thy peaceful bosom vex


    Never, my boy, so blush and blink


    Never yet was poet wanting


    New Style


    Nightingale And Rose, The


    Nil Admirari, &c


    Nineteenth of January. Flowers Sent


    No Angel borne on whiter wing


    No bell, no cannon, by proud Ocean borne


    No charm can stay, no medicine can assuage


    No, Daisy! lift not up thy ear


    No doubt thy little bosom beats


    No easy thing to hit the mind


    No Goddess is but seventeen


    No harps, no choral voices, may enforce


    No, I have never feard that age


    No insect smells so fulsome as that hard


    No less than either who have borne the name


    No mortal hand hath struck the heroick string


    No, my own love of other years!


    No, Teresita, never say


    No, thou hast never griev’d but I griev’d too


    Nono Sits


    Not empty are the honours that we pay


    Not that the Muse with brow benign


    Not the last struggles of the Sun (Works 1846)


    Not the last struggles of the Sun (Dry Sticks 1858)


    Note-cover with Six of my Cards, A


    November


    November! thou art come again


    Now all the people follow the procession


    Now thou hast left this friendly shore


    Now yellow hazels fringe the greener plain (Last Fruit 1853)


    Now yellowing hazels fringe the greener plain (Dry Sticks 1858)
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    O Death! thou must have lost thy wits


    O dulcimer, wake from thy sunshiny sleep


    O Father Mathew!


    O fond, but fickle and untrue


    O friends! who have accompanied thus far


    O gentlest of thy race!


    O God! how painful are the chains that oppress the flying exile


    O Goddess of heroes and sages! I know thee


    O harp of France! why hang unstrung


    O Idleness! enchanting Idleness!


    O Maid of Arc! why dare I not to say


    O nation of Alfieri! thou


    O parent Earth! in thy retreats


    O Peleus! whom the Gods have given me


    O politics! ye wriggling reptiles, hatcht


    O Rahdi, where is happiness?


    O thou on whom Rubens had revel’d! O fatter


    O thou that delightest in the gardens of Schiraz


    O thou whose happy pencil strays (Gebir 1831)


    O thou whose happy pencil strays (Works 1846)


    O what a pleasant thing it is


    O wretched despicable slaves


    Observing a Vulgar Name on the Plinth of an Ancient Statue


    October 1799


    Ode to Miletus


    Ode to Sicily


    Œnone had been weeping, but the blast


    O’erfoaming with rage


    Œta was glorious; proud of ancestry


    Of all the saints of earth or air


    Of Hell and Heaven we Poets hold the keys


    Of late among the rocks I lay


    Of two Field-marshals there is one


    Often I have heard it said


    Old Dervish! O how good you are!


    Old-fashioned Verse


    Old mulberry! with all thy moss around


    Old Style


    Olim


    On a Heavy Epitaph


    On a Poet in a Welsh Church-yard (Gebir 1831)


    On a Poet in a Welsh Churchyard (Works 1846)


    On a Portrait


    On a Spitz


    On a Vacant Tomb at Llanbedr


    On Admiral Sir Sidney Smith


    On Agesilao Milano


    On an Eclipse of the Moon


    On an Invitation to a Walk in Evening


    On Another


    On Catullus


    On Drawing Lots


    On Freedom


    On Hair Falling Off After an Illness


    On His Wife’s Affliction


    On His Wife’s Death


    On Lady Charles Beauclerc’s Death


    On Law


    On Love


    On Love and Idleness, a Sketch by Correggio


    On Mignionette


    On Moore’s Death


    On Music


    On One in Illness


    On perjurer and plunderer turn no more


    On Reade’s Cain


    On Reading in a Newspaper the Death of a Mother and Three Children (Gebir 1831)


    On Reading in a Newspaper the Death of a Mother and Three Children (Works 1846)


    On Receiving a Book to Write in


    On Receiving a Monthly Rose


    On Receiving a Portrait


    On Seeing a Hair of Lucretia Borgia


    On Seeing a Lady Sit for her Portrait


    On Shakespeare


    On Southey’s Birthday, Nov. 4


    On Southey’s Death (Not the last struggles of the Sun)


    On Southey’s Death (Friends! hear the words)


    On Swift Joining Avon near Rugby


    On the Approach of a Sister’s Death


    On the Conflagration of the Po


    On the Death of M. D’ossoli and his Wife Margaret Fuller


    On the Decease of Mrs. Rosenhagen


    On the Descent into Hell of Ezzelino Di Napoli


    On the Dog-star


    On the Duke of Devonshire Turning the Tzar’s Portrait against the Wall at Chatsworth


    On the Earthquake at St Sauveur and Biaritz the Night of the Emperor’s Arrival


    On the Grasshopper. By Dunsterville Brucks


    On the Lines Above


    On the Portrait of Luisinha De Sodre-pereira


    On the Slaughter of the Brothers Bandieri, Betrayed to the King of Naples


    On the smooth brow and clustering hair


    On the Statue of Ebenezer Elliott by Neville Burnard


    On the Tzar


    Once, and once only, have I seen thy face


    Once I would bid the man go hang


    One brother closed the Scindian war


    One Grave, The


    One leg across his wide arm-chair


    One Libidinous and Spiteful


    One lovely name adorns my song


    One morning in the spring I sate


    One pansy, one, she bore beneath her breast


    One tooth has Mummius; but in sooth


    One year ago my path was green


    Onward, right onward, gallant James, nor heed


    Orestes and Electra


    Our brother we believe we must not slay


    Our days are number’d, O Eliza! mine


    Our Statesmen


    Our youth was happy: why repine


    Out of my way! Off! or my sword may smite thee


    Over his millions Death has lawful power


    Over these solid downs eight years have past
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    Pacific Hero, The


    Pæstum! thy roses long ago


    Pair of Nightingales, A


    Palmerston lies and gives the lie


    Pan and Pitys


    Parties


    Pass me: I only am the rind


    Pass on, my brother! she awaits the wretch


    Past ruin’d Ilion Helen lives (Gebir 1831)


    Past ruin’d Ilion Helen lives (Works 1846)


    Peace


    Peace! fly to Heaven; and, righteous war! come down


    Peleus and Thetis


    Penelope and Pheido


    Penthesileia, bright and bold


    Pentheus, by maddening Furies driven


    People and Patriots


    People like best the patriots who betray ’em


    People may think the work of sleep


    Perfidious, The


    Pertness Reproved


    Phelim’s Prayer to St. Vitus


    Philip! I know thee not, thy song I know


    Philosopher and Poet


    Phraortes! where art thou?


    Philosopher and poet you shall find


    Pievano Arlotto


    Pigeon-fancier, The


    Pigmies and Cranes


    Pilfered to the Pilferer, The


    Pindar and Hiero


    Pindar! no few are there among my guests


    Pity and Compassion


    Plants the most beauteous love the water’s brink


    Plays


    Pleasant art thou, Theocritos! The pair


    Pleasant it is to wink and sniff the fumes


    Pleasant must be these groves of Cintra, Pedro!


    Pleasure


    Pleasure and Pain


    Pleasure and Pain


    Pleasure! why thus desert the heart (Gebir 1831)


    Pleasure! why thus desert the heart (Works 1846)


    Poet! I like not mealy fruit; give me


    Poet Leaving Athens, A


    Poet Sleeping, A


    Poet! too trustful and too tender


    Poets had kept the Long Vacation


    Poets on Duty


    Poor Somerset! ’twas safer work


    Pope, tho’ his letters are so civil


    Portrait


    Pout not, my little Rose, but take


    Praiser of Milton! worthy of his praise!


    Praises of Abu-said


    Prayer of the Bees to Alciphron (Works 1846)


    Prayer of the Bees to Alciphron (Hellenics 1859)


    Preacher of discontent! Then large indeed


    Prelates and Judges! Privy-Councillors!


    Pretty maiden! pretty maiden!


    Primrose to Be Dried in a Book


    Primrose-bank, The


    Prince of Leiningen, The


    Progress of Evening


    Promise


    Proper Lesson for Charles’s Martyrdom


    Proud word you never spoke, but you will speak


    Ptolemy and Theocritos


    Puissant Prince, A


    Pursuits! alas, I now have none
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    Quarrel


    Quarrelsome Bishop, A


    Queen of the double sea, beloved of him (Gebir 1831)


    Queen of the double sea, beloved of him (Works 1846)


    Queen of the double sea, beloved of him (Hellenics 1859)


    Question and Answer

  


  
    Railroad Eclogue, A


    Rare, since the sons of Leda, rare a twain


    Reflection


    Reflection from Sea and Sky


    Rejoice, ye nations! one is dead


    Relief at the Crimea


    Remain, ah not in youth alone


    “Remember you the guilty night,” (Gebir 1831)


    Remember you the guilty night (Works 1846)


    Remind me not, thou grace of serious mien!


    Repentance


    Repentance hastens if forbearance halts


    Reply to the Above [i.e. Destiny Uncertain]


    Reprehend, if thou wilt, the vain phantasm, O Reason!


    Rest of my heart! no verse can tell


    Retire, and timely, from the world, if ever


    Retired this hour from wondering crowds


    Revival of Poets


    Rewards


    Rhaicos was born amid the hills wherefrom


    Right in my path what goddess stands?


    Rightly you say you do not know


    Risposta Alle Parole. Mi Vien Da Ridere


    Ristormel


    Rob me and maim me! Why, man, take such pains


    Rocks of Life, The


    Roland


    Rome


    Rose Aylmer’s Hair, Given by her Sister


    Rosina (Rosina ran down Prior-park)


    Rosina (’Tis pleasant to behold)


    Rosina ran down Prior-park


    Routs


    Royal Beagles, The


    Royal Feast, The
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    Sage of Seventeen, The


    Saint, beyond all in glory who surround


    Saint Peter could fish up


    Sappho’s Expostulation


    Satire! I never call’d thee very fair


    Say, who so dauntless ever trod the field


    Say ye, that years roll on and ne’er return? (Gebir 1831)


    Say ye that years roll on and ne’er return? (Works 1846)


    Scinde conquer’d, England’s power restored


    Scrapes and Maladies


    Sea-Shell Speaks, A


    See her, Count Julian: if thou lovest God


    See how this paper, pure no more


    “See the conquering hero comes,”


    Seeing Loreto’s holy house descend


    Send me such poems as a treat!


    Sensible Girl’s Reply to Moore’s “Our Couch Shall Be Roses All Spangled With Dew.”, A


    Sent to a Lady With Flowers


    Sent with Poems


    Separation


    Sermoni Propiora


    1795


    Severe Winter (Gebir 1831)


    Severe Winter (Works 1846)


    Shades of Agamemnon and Iphigeneia, The


    Shakespeare and Milton


    Sharp crocus wakes the froward Year


    She I love (alas in vain!)


    She leads in solitude her youthful hours (Gebir 1831)


    She leads in solitude her youthful hours (Works 1846)


    Shelley! whose song so sweet was sweetest here


    Shortest Day, The


    Siddons and her Maid


    Sigh Caught, A


    Sighs must be grown less plentiful


    Silent and modest Brook! who dippest here


    Silent, you say, I’m grown of late


    Silly one! do you think it strange


    Since in the terrace-bower we sate


    Singing Birds


    Sir James


    Siren of high Siena! thine


    Sit quiet at your hearthstones while ye may


    Sitting up late, incautious Love takes cold


    Sixty the years since Fidler bore


    Slaves-merchants, scalpers, cannibals, agree


    Sleep, my sweet girl! and all the sleep


    Sleep, tho to Age so needful, shuns my eyes


    Smiles soon abate; the boisterous throe


    Smithfield! thy festival prepare


    Snappish and captious, ever prowling


    So fierce and vengeful who was ever known?


    So, Kenyon, thou lover of frolic and laughter


    So late removed from him she swore (Gebir 1831)


    So late removed from him she swore (Works 1846)


    So! the winds and the waters must waft thee again


    So then, I feel not deeply! if I did


    Solar Microscope, The


    Soldier and Saint! go forth. A groan of pain


    Sole Assailant, The


    Sole one of all thy race


    Some Ancient Poet’s Ditty


    Some are fanciers in religions


    Some dress in marten, some in vair


    Something (ah! tell me what) there is


    Sometimes the brave have bent the head


    Somewhere in youth I think I heard


    Son of Sheik Daher, on Leaving Syria after the Murder of His Father, The


    Soon as Ianthe’s lip I prest (Gebir 1831)


    Soon as Ianthe’s lip I prest (Works 1846)


    Soon as the stranger turns his step away


    Soon, O Ianthe! life is o’er


    Soon to waken, may my Rose


    Sophia, pity Gunlaug’s fate (Gebir 1831)


    Sophia, pity Gunlaug’s fate (Works 1846)


    Sophron’s Hymn to Bakkos


    Sophy! before the fond adieu


    Sophy looks grave nor says one word


    Sounder, sweeter, be your sleep


    Southey


    Southey and I have run in the same traces


    Speak not too ill of me, Athenian friends!


    Spirit who risest to eternal day


    Spouse, The


    St Clair. October 5, 1796


    Stand afar off, irreverent and profane


    Stand close around, ye Stygian set


    Standing with courtiers, princes, Tzars


    Stately step, commanding eye


    Stedfast, energic, iron, was Nelson’s will


    Steps of Age, The


    Stern Brow, The


    Stop, stop, friend Cogan! would you throw


    Strachey! now may’st thou praise thy God


    Stranger, these little flowers are sweet


    Stranger! who art thou? why approachest thou


    Strike with Thor’s hammer, strike again


    Struggling, and faint, and fainter didst thou wane


    Studious


    Such rapid jerks, such rude grimaces (Gebir 1831)


    Such rapid jerks, such rude grimaces (Works 1846)


    Suggested by Horace


    Summer has doft his latest green


    Summer is come, and must I never see


    Sure from thee, most Holy Father


    Sure, ’t is time to have resign’d


    Sweet are the siren songs on eastern shores


    Sweet Clementina, turn those eyes


    Sweet is the Morn where’er it shines


    Sweet odors and bright colors swiftly pass


    Sweet was the song that Youth sang once


    Swift on Pope. (Imaginary.)


    Swiftly we sail along thy stream


    Sympathy
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  T


  
    Take the last flowers your natal day


    Taking my walk the other day


    Tanagra! think not I forget


    Tears


    Tears and tears only, are these eyes that late


    Tears! are they tears indeed?


    Tears driven back upon the fountain-head (Gebir 1831)


    Tears driven back upon the fountain-head (Gebir 1831)


    Tears That Rise, The


    Tell me not things past all belief


    Tell me not what too well I know


    Tell me, perverse young year!


    Tell me, proud though lovely maiden!


    Tell me; which merits most the hangman’s hold?


    Ten thousand flakes about my windows blow


    Tenderest of tender hearts, of spirits pure


    Terminus! whether stock or stone


    Ternissa! you are fled!


    Thank Heaven, Ianthe, once again


    The ancient Faith brings recreant Gauls


    The basket upon which thy fingers bend


    The Bible is the Earth; and we begin


    The blackest of grapes, with a footpath hard by


    The bough beneath me shakes and swings


    The breath five hundred haggards breathe


    The brightest mind, when sorrow sweeps across


    The burden of an ancient rhyme


    The camel at the city-gate


    The covert walk, the mossy apple-trees


    The crysolites and rubies Bacchus brings


    The day of brightest dawn (day soonest flown!)


    The day returns again


    The day returns, my natal day


    The days of our youth are not over while sadness


    The Devil, when he made believe


    The dreamy rhymer’s measured snore


    The fault is not mine if I love you too much


    The fires of love are pure in just degree


    The fur you gave me I’ll take care


    The Goddess of beauty, who loves early hours


    The grateful heart for all things blesses


    The hay is carried; and the Hours


    The heart you cherish can not change


    The honey-moon is very strange


    The horn-eyed, cold, constrictor Tzar


    The house of mourning in a foren land


    The jewel that is absent from the ring


    The leaves are falling; so am I


    The Loves who many years held all my mind


    The maid I love ne’er thought of me


    The mountain ash before my pane


    The mountains bow’d and trembled as he came


    The pillow is too soft; my head sinks in


    The place where soon I think to lie


    The poet sleeps: at every wheeze


    The purest breast that breathes Ausonian air


    The Rector of Saint Peter’s, I know where


    The rule of Justice hath returned again


    The scrapes of youth and maladies of age


    The shadows deepen round me; take


    The shell assuaged his sorrow: thee he sang


    The snows have fallen since my eyes were closed


    The soft I own to; then of fun


    The Swain and Nymph went out together


    The tears that rise


    The tongue of England, that which myriads


    The touch of Love dispels the gloom


    The vessel that rests here at last


    The Wine is murmuring in the gloom


    The wisest of the wise


    The wisest of us all, when woe


    The year lies waste; November’s rain


    There are certain blue eyes


    There are few on whom Fortune in one form or other


    There are some tears that only brave men shed


    There are some tears we would not wish to dry (Works 1846)


    There are some tears we would not wish to dry (Dry Sticks 1858)


    There are some wishes that may start


    There are some words in every tongue


    There are who teach us that the depths of thought


    There are whose hand can hurl the shafts of song


    There falls with every wedding chime


    There is a flame that flickers over us


    There is a flower I wish to wear


    There is a mountain and a wood between us


    There is a pleasure the support of grief


    There is a power, itself immovable


    There is a time when the romance of life


    There is, alas! a chill, a gloom


    There is delight in singing, tho’ none hear


    There lived a diver once whose boast


    There may be many reasons why


    There may be scornfulness, there may be wrong


    There was a damsel ill in Limerick


    There was a lovely tree, I knew


    There was a spinner in the days of old (Works 1846)


    There was a spinner in the days of old (Hellenics 1859)


    There was a time when Flowers could speak more plain


    There’s no hypocricy in being civil


    Thermometer


    Theron and Zoe


    These are the sights I love to see


    These, madam, may perhaps be jokes


    This is my faith. I do believe


    This is my hour


    Tho’ the good luck I’ve often had


    Those who have laid the harp aside


    Thou Cyclamen of crumpled horn


    Thou dreariest droll of puffy short-breath’d writers!


    Thou goest then, and leavest none behind


    Thou hast been very tender to the moon


    Thou hast not rais’d, Ianthe, such desire


    Thou in this wide cold church art laid


    Thou murderous man! a time there comes, we trust


    Thou needst not pitch upon my hat


    Thou pityest; and why hidest thou thy pity?


    Thou whom the wandering comets guide (Gebir 1831)


    Thou whom the wandering comets guide (Works 1846)


    Though other friends have died in other days


    Thought fights with thought: out springs a spark of truth


    Thrasymedes and Eunöe


    Threaten the wretch who rashly comes


    Three Roses, The


    “Thy blood, O pious maiden! shall remain


    Thy skin is like an unwasht carrot’s


    Time past I thought it worth my while


    Time! seated on thy hoary rock


    Timid, The


    ’Tis not Lucilla that you see


    ’Tis pleasant to behold


    To a Bride, Feb. 17, 1846


    To a Child


    To a Cyclamen


    To a Fair Maiden


    To a Field-marshal


    To a Friend’s Remonstrance


    To a Kid


    To a Lady (Has there been all the year one day)


    To a Lady (Sweet are the siren songs)


    To a Lady Archer


    To a Lady on Coming of Age


    To a Lady Who Dropt a Few Years


    To a Limoncina (Verbena)


    To a Lover


    To a Mourner


    To a Painter


    To a Poet


    To a Professor in Germany


    To a Spaniel


    To a Young Lady


    To a Young Poet


    To Abra


    To Age


    To Alexander the Ventriloquist


    To Alpuente


    To America


    To an Aged Poet


    To an Innocent Girl


    To an Old Mulberry-tree


    To Andrew Crosse


    To Andrew Jackson


    To Another President


    To Antinöe in Paris, 1802


    To Arndt


    To Arthur Walker, Nephew of Sir Baldwin


    To Aubrey de Vere


    To B.


    To Barry Cornwall


    To Bath


    To Beranger at Tours


    To bring is better than to cause


    To Caina


    To Caroline Chisholm


    To Cavaignac


    To Charles Dickens (Call we for harp or song?)


    To Charles Dickens (Go then to Italy; but mind)


    To Corinth (Gebir 1831)


    To Corinth (Works 1846)


    To Corinth (Hellenics 1859)


    To Czartoryski, Attending on Foot the Funeral of the Poet Menincivicz


    To E. F.


    To Eliza Lynn, on her Amymone


    To Eliza Lynn, with the Five Scenes


    To Francis Hare, Buried at Palermo, on the Insurrection of Sicily And Naples


    To Friend Jonathan


    To gaze on you when life’s last gleams decline


    To General Sir W. Napier


    To Guyon


    To H.


    To her old friend does Rose devote


    To hide her ordure, claws the cat


    To his young Rose an old man said


    To Ianthe with Petrarch’s Sonnets


    To J. S.


    To John Forster (Censured by her who stands above...)


    To John Forster (Forster! whose zeal hath seiz’d...)


    To John Kenyon


    To Joseph Ablett


    To Judge Haliburton


    To Julius Hare, with “Pericles and Aspasia.”


    To Kossuth


    To Lady Caldwell


    To Lady Charles Beauclerk


    To Lamartine


    To Lamartine President of France


    To Layard, Discoverer of Nineveh


    To Leigh Hunt, on an Omission in his “Feast of the Poets.”


    To Liberty


    To Lord Dudley C. Stuart. With an Ode to Kossuth


    To Lord Nugent (Ah Nugent! are those days gone by)


    To Lord Nugent (You ask me, will I come to Stowe)


    To Love


    To love and to be loved the wise would give


    To Luisina de Sodre


    To Macaulay


    To Major-General W. Napier


    To Manin in Heaven


    To Mary Russell Mitford


    To Mathew and Wolff


    To Meschid the Liberator


    To Michelet on his “People.”


    To Michelet on his “Priests, Women, And Families.”


    To Midsummer Day


    To Miss Isabella Percy


    To Miss Power


    To My Daughter


    To My Daughter in Italy, at Christmas


    To My Son Walter


    To My Watch


    To New York on its Reception of Kossuth


    To One in Grief


    To One Unequally Matched


    To One Who Quotes and Detracts


    To One Who Said She Should Love at First Sight


    To our House-dog Captain


    To our past loves we oft return


    To Poets


    To Prince Adam Czartoriski


    To Rahdi


    To Recruits


    To Robert Browning


    To Robert Eyres Landor. On his Fawn and his Arethusa.


    To Rose. October 13, 1857


    To Rose and to Sophy


    To Saint Charles Borromeo, on the Massacre at Milan


    To Shelley


    To Sir Charles Napier


    To Sir Henry Strachey


    To Sir William Molesworth


    To Southey (Ah Southey! how we stumble on thro’ life)


    To Southey (Laugh, honest Southey! prithee come)


    To Southey (There are who teach us that the depths of thought)


    To Southey, 1833


    To the Author of “Festus.” On the Classick and Romantick


    To the Author of “Mary Barton.”


    To the Author of “The Plaint of Freedom.”


    To the Children of Garibaldi


    To the Comtesse de Molande, about to Marry the Duc de Luxembourg


    To the Conqueror of Scinde


    To the Countess de Molandè


    To the Countess of Blessington


    To the Cyclamen (My little flower of stem so tall)


    To the Cyclamen (Thou Cyclamen of crumpled horn)


    To the Duke of Somerset


    To the Emperor


    To the Giver of an Inkstand


    To the God Terminus


    To the Hon. Caroline Courtenay Boyle


    To the Lady of Lt. Colonel Paynter


    To the Nightingale (Candid with thy modesty…)


    To the Nightingale (Gale of the night…)


    To the Nobles of Venice, on the Reception of the Austrian


    To the Princess Belgioioso


    To the Reverend Cuthbert Southey


    To the Right Rev. Father in God Henry Lord Bishop of Exeter


    To the River Mela, Near Verona


    To the Sister of Elia


    To the tender and pensive I make my Appeal


    To the Vine


    To the Worm


    To Theodosia Garrow


    To Theodosia Garrow at Florence


    To Time, on Ch. Napier


    To turn my volumes o’er nor find


    To Two Spinsters; Hooks and Eyes


    To Verona (To violate the sanctitude of song)


    To Verona (Verona! thy tall gardens stand erect)


    To violate the sanctitude of song


    To Wordsworth


    To write as your sweet mother does


    To Youth


    To-morrow, brightest-eyed of Avon’s train


    Too happy poet! true it is indeed


    Too mindful of the fault in Eve


    Torbay


    Tories don’t like me, Whigs detest


    Tost in what corner hast thou lain?


    Traveller! thou from afar that explorest the caverns of Delphi


    Treasures of greek has . . ? In vain I seek ’em


    Tripos. By the Author of “Dull Essays,” Namely, “Imaginary Conversations,” etc.


    Triumphant Demons stand, and Angels start


    Troublesome child! do let that youth alone


    True, ah too true! the generous breast (Works 1846)


    True, ah too true! the generous breast (Dry Sticks 1858)


    Truth, A


    Truth Will Penetrate


    Turn, pretty blue eyes! wheresoever ye shine


    Twain are the boys of Venus: one surveys


    ’Twas at the royal feast for Kars


    Twelfth-Night


    Twenty years hence my eyes may grow


    Twice Ten Years


    Two cackling mothers hatch two separate broods


    Two Field-Marshals, The


    Two Goddesses, not always friends


    Two Roses


    Two Satirists, The


    Tyrannicide
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    Ubbedienza


    Ulysses-like had Myrrha known


    Under the grate the ashes lie


    Under the hollies of thy breezy glade


    Under the hollies of thy breezy glade


    Under the lilacs we shall meet no more


    Under the Lindens


    Under the lindens lately sat


    Unjust are they who argue me unjust


    Unkindness can be but where kindness was


    Unless my senses are more dull


    Unworthy are those poems of the lights


    Upon the bark of this old tree
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    Valor not always is propel’d by War


    Various the roads of life; in one


    Verona! thy tall gardens stand erect


    Versailles! Versailles! thou shalt not keep


    Verses Why Burnt


    Very true, the linnets sing


    Virtue and Vice


    Virtue and Vice look much the same


    Voyage to St Ives, Cornwall, from Port-einon, Glamorgan, 1794
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    We Drive the Hoop


    We drive the hoop along the green of life


    We have outlived low Creeds; the high remains


    We have survived three months of rain


    We know a poet rich in thought, profuse


    We mind not how the sun in the mid-sky


    We will not argue, if you say


    Weak minds return men hatred for contempt


    Wearers of rings and chains!


    Weep Venus, and ye


    Weepest thou? Weep thou mayst; but not for long.


    Welcome, old friend! These many years


    Welcome to England, thou whom peace


    Welcome! who last hast climb’d the cloven hill


    Wert thou but blind, O Fortune, then perhaps (Gebir 1831)


    Wert thou but blind, O Fortune, then perhaps (Works 1846)


    What bitter flowers surround the fount of Pleasure


    What brought thee back, lad?


    What garden but glows


    What has prince * * done that he


    What is Deplorable


    “What is my faith?” I do believe


    What, of house and home bereft


    What right have I to hold back Love so late


    What Sighs Do


    What slender youth perfused with fresh macassar


    What thousands, Law, thy handywork deplore!


    What to Bring


    What wouldst thou say


    Whatever England’s fields display


    When a man truly loves he is at best


    When closes overhead the warmer ray


    When eating and drinking and spitting and smoking


    When Helen first saw wrinkles in her face (Gebir 1831)


    When Helen first saw wrinkles in her face (Works 1846)


    When Honor once hath shut the door


    When I gaze upon the sky


    When our eyes melt not with another’s woes


    When sea-born Venus guided o’er


    When she whose glory casts in shade


    When the buds began to burst


    When the mad wolf hath bit the scatter’d sheep


    When the mimosas shall have made


    When we have panted past life’s middle space


    Where alders rise up dark and dense


    Where am I? O ye blessed ones above


    Where are Sighs?


    Where are the Brave?


    Where are the brave?


    Where are the royal beagles so high-fed?


    Where are the sounds that swam along


    Where art thou gone, light-ankled Youth?


    Where is, ah where! the citron bloom


    Where is my heart, perfidious boy


    Where Malvern’s verdant ridges gleam


    Where three huge dogs are ramping yonder


    Whether a span above ground or below


    Whether the Furies lash the criminal


    While the winds whistle round my cheerless room


    While the winds whistle round my cheerless room


    While thou wert by


    While we are frolicking with Flaccus


    While you, my love, are by


    Whipping Threatened a Young Lady by an Older, A


    Whiskered Furies! boy-stuft blouses! (Works 1846)


    Whiskered Furies! boy-stuft blouses (Dry Sticks 1858)


    Who are the Best Laborers?


    Who are those men that pass us? men well-girt


    Who Is Safe?


    Who never borrow and who never lend


    Who smites the wounded on his bed


    Who will away to Athens with me? who


    Why back to verse?


    Why do I praise a peach


    “Why do I smile?” To hear you say


    Why do our joys depart


    Why do the Graces now desert the Muse?


    Why have the Graces chosen me


    Why is, and whence, the Po in flames? and why


    Why Never Seen


    Why, O true poet of the country! why


    Why should sorrow darken over


    Why! who now in the world is this?


    Why, why repine, my pensive friend


    Why should not Albert meet the Tzar


    Will mortals never know each other’s station


    Will you not come, my little girl!


    Winter has changed his mind and fixt to come


    Wise and Unwise


    Wishes


    Wishes are by-paths to unhappiness


    With an Album


    With Digby’s Ages of Faith


    With fitful step unsteddily the soul


    With Flowers


    With frigid art our numbers flow


    With much ado you fail to tell


    With Petrarca’s Sonnets


    With rosy hand a little girl prest down


    With song and dance the maids of Calydon


    Wonder not, stranger, coming from the dome


    Wonder we that the highest star above


    Wonders, ’tis true, I leave behind


    Work on marble shall not be


    Worth is rewarded, even here


    Written at Hurstmonceaux. On Reading a Poem of Wordsworth’s


    Written at Malvern, June 1799


    Written at Mr. Rawson’s, Was-Water Lake


    Written in an Album


    Written in Illness


    Written in Sickness


    Written in the Album of the Duchess de Guiche at Florence


    Written in Wales


    Written on the First Leaf of an Album


    Written on the Rhine
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    Ye brave old fig-trees! worthy pair!


    Ye little household gods, that make (Gebir 1831)


    Ye little household gods, that make (Works 1846)


    Ye native gems of beauty! golden hairs


    Ye springs of Malvern, fresh and bright


    Ye throw your crumbs of bread into the stream


    Ye walls! sole witnesses of happy sighs


    Ye who adore God’s Vicar while he saith


    Ye who are belted and alert to go


    Years, many parti-colour’d years


    Yes, I will come to Oxford now


    Yes; I write verses now and then


    Yes, in this chancel once we sat alone (Gebir 1831)


    Yes, in this chancel once we sat alone (Works 1846)


    Yes, we shall meet (I knew we should) again


    Yesterday, at the sessions held in Buckingham


    You ask me why I’m “never seen.”


    You ask me, will I come to Stowe


    You ask what he’s doing


    You hate amid the pomp of prayer


    You in good blinkers can see nothing shocking


    You little pert and twittering pet


    You love me; but if I confess


    You may or you may not believe


    “You must give back,” her mother said


    You pant like one in love, my Ramorino!


    You say my brow is stern and yet my smile


    You see the worst of love, but not the best


    You smiled, you spoke, and I believed


    You tell me I must come again


    You think Injustice is a curse


    You want a powerful lens to see


    Young


    Young Lover’s Resolution, A


    Youngster of Coburg! thou hast found a throne


    Your last request no fond false hope deceives


    Your pleasures spring like daisies in the grass


    Youth


    Youth but by help of memory can be sage


    Youth is the virgin nurse of tender Hope
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