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E D IT O R
’

S N O T E .

H IS ed ition o f Mr. Browning
’
s poems and plays makes no pretence to

be critical . One o f the mo st useful of the Shakespearian commentators,

Mr. Theo ba ld , has observed tha t the science o f criticism, so far as it afl
'

ects

an edito r, is reduced to three classes The emenda tion o f corrupt passages,
the explana tio n o f obscure and diflicu lt ones, and an inquiry into the beauties
and d efects o f compo sitio n .

”
H appily there are no corrupt passages in

Browning, but und o ubted ly there are some obscure and difiicu lt o nes,

al though the reader wil l o ften be surprised to find h ow frequently obscurity
and difficulty will be dissipa ted and removed by a careful study o f the co ntext .
So , to o , Browning has his beauties and defects o f composition ; but neither
his beau ties o r defects o f compo sitio n , no r the o bscurities and difficulties o f

particular passages, are here discussed o r explained . Al l that has been d one
is to prefix (within square brackets ) to some o f the plays and po ems a few

lines explanato ry o f the characters and events depicted and described , and

to explain in the margin o f the vo lumes the meaning o f such wo rd s u

might , if left unexplained , momentarily arrest the understand ing o f the

read er. Tha t some easy wo rd s have been explained and some hard ones

lelt alo ne is mo re than likely, since, on such a subject , no standard exists

either o f info rmation o r o f igno rance. Mr. F. G . Kenyon has been kind
enough to make the no tes fo r The R ing and the Bo ok,

”
but for the rest

the Ed ito r alone is respo nsible.

The ed itio n is a complete o ne, co ntaining al l Mr. Browning
’
s regularly

published plays and poems , from P auline ( 1833 ) to Aso land o In the

arrangement o f the co ntents a chrono logical o rd er has as far as possible been
observed bu t a Mr. Browning himself rearranged some o f his sma ller po ems
rcgard les o f their da tes o f publica tio n, his publishers have no t felt themselves
at liberty in these cases to adhere to chro no logy. In a ll the poems the poet’s
lates t read ings have been fo llowed .

AUGUSTINE BIR RELL .





I D ED ICATE TH ESE VOLUMES TO MY OLD FR IEND JOH N
FOR STER , GLAD AN D GRATEFUL TH AT H E W H O, FROM TH E FIR ST
P UBLICAT ION OF TH E VAR IOUS P OEMS TH EY INCLUD E, H AS BEEN

T H E IR P ROMP TEST AND STAUNCH EST H ELP ER , SH OULD SEEM EVEN

N EAR ER TO ME NOW TH AN ALMOST TH IRTY YEAR S AGO.

R . B.

LON DON : Ap ril a t . 1 863 .





AUTHOR ’

S P R EFACE TO ED ITION OF 1 868.

H E poems tha t fo llow are printed in the o rder of their publication. The

first piece in the series I acknowledge and retain with extreme repug

nance, indeed purely of necessity ; for no t longago I inspected one, and am

certified o f the existence o f o ther transcripts, intended so oner o r later to be

published abroad : by foresta lling these, I can at least correct some misprints

(n o syllable is changed ) and introduce a boyish wo rk by an exculpatory wo rd .

Th e thing was my earliest attempt at poetry always drama tic in principle,
and so many utterances o f so many imaginary persons, no t mine, which I
h a ve since writ ten acco rding to a scheme less extravagant and sca le less

impracticable than were ventured upon in this crude preliminary sketch—a

sketch that, on reviewal, appears no t al together wide o f some hint o f the

characteristic features o f that particular dramatz‘r persona it would fain have
reproduced : good draughtsmanship, however, and righ t hand ling were far
beyo nd the artist at tha t time.

R . B.

LONDON : D ecember 25. 1 867.





A UTH OR
’

S P R EFACE TO ED IT ION OF 1888 .

P RESER VE, in order to supplement it, the fo rego ing preface. I had
tho ught , when compelled to includ e in my co llected works the p oem to

which it refers, tha t the ho nes t co urse wou ld be to reprint , and leave mere

literary erro rs una ltered . Twenty years’

end urance o f an eyesore seems mo re

th an sufi cient my faults remain duly reco rded against me, and I claim

p ermission to somewha t d iminish these, so far as style is co ncerned , in the

p resen t and fina l ed ition where P auline must needs, first o f my perform
ances , co nfront the reader. I have simply removed so lecisms, mended the

metre a little, and end eavo ured to strengthen the phraseo logy—experience
h elping, in some degree, the helples sness o f juvenile haste and heat in their

u n tried adventure lo ng ago .

The poems tha t fo llow are again , as befo re, printed in chrono logica l o rder ;
bu t o nly so far as pro ves compa tible with the prescribed size o f each vo lume,

which necessita tes an o ccasional change in the d istribution o f its contents .

E very da te is subjo ined as befo re.

R B

LONDON : Februa ry 27, 1 888.
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P A U L I N E .

A FRAGMENT OF A CONFESSION .

1833.

[Browningwas twenty years o ld when this Fragment was first published . Amongst the
earlyworks o f grea t poets it must a lways occupy a distinguished place on acco unt o f the

endour and extreme beau ty of many o f its passages. As a rule, such early wo rk is
ppointing, o r at al l events insignificant and uninteresting, but P auline

”
is fiar from

Imignificant , and is always interesting. One sees a mind at work and a rich promise o f a

harvest to come. The sto ry o f the yo ung R ossetti transcribing the who le In from the

copyin the British Museum is a literary anecd o te alwa 5 worth reco rding. r. Browning
himself seems to have thought lightly o f the po em, an in giving o ne o f his own copies to
Mr. Frederick Locker Spo ke o f it as a literary curio sity o ul In his la ter d ays he became
a verysevere critic o f the life and co nd uct o f Shelley, and (Ed no t care to be too frequently
reminded of his bo h raptures fo r tha t stran

g
e and unacco untable being. It wo uld be

difficult and unprofitable to attempt to analyse P auline,
”
the charm o f t ch now consists

indetached passages. It is the so le survivo r o f a great deal o f Bro wning
’
s youthful verse.

Ina copyrecently so ld , and fo rmerly belo nging to Mr. Crampo n, is an autograph no te from
theAuthor, reco rding that the poem wu written in pursuance o fa foo lish plan I forget o r
haveno wish to remember, invo lving the assumption o f several distinct characters ; whilst
Ina copy of his own he wro te, Only this crab remains o f the shapely Tree o f Life in my
fool

’
s paradise.

PAULINE .

Plus na suis cc que j
’
ai é té ,

Et ne le scamois jamais titre—Marat .

NON dubito , quin titulus libri nostri ra tita te
quamp lurimos al liciat ad legend um

Interquos no nnulli obliqure o pinioms, mente
hnguidi, multi etiam maligni, et in ingenium
postmm ingra ti accedent , qui temeraria sua

Ignorantia , vix conspecto titulo clamabunt .
Nos vetita d o cere, ha resium semina jacere
Liis anribus Offendicu lo , pmclaris ingeniis [This introd uctio n wo uld a pear less ah

sa ndalo ease adeo conscientiae suze surd ly pretentio us did it app y, as was ih
wnsnlentes , ut nec Apo llo , nec Musae omnes , tend ed , to a completed structure o fwhich the
neque Angelus d e coslo me ab illo rum exe poem was meant fo r only a beginning and

antione vind ica t e queant : quibus et ego remains a fragment . ]
nunc consu lo , ne scripts no stra legant , nec
intelligent, nec meminerint : nam noxia sunt , P AUL INE, mine own , bend o

’
erme—thy so ft

w sunt Acherontia ostium est in hoc
lib

-
mlaw? “ 1 uItur, caveant,

ne cerebrum Shall pant to mine—bend o
’
erme—thy sweet

fills excuna t . os autem, qm a qua mente es
Id legendum venitis , si tantam prudential:

ey
0

dam-

a im ad h ibueritis , quantam m melle
And loo sened hair and breathing lips , and

12250110 apes , jam securi legite. P uto nam

quevos et utilrta tis haud parum et vo lup tatis D rawingme to thee—these build up a screen

VOL. I. A

plurimum accepturos . Quod Si qua reper
eritis, quae vobIs no n placeant , nu ttite Illa ,
nec utimini. NAM ET EGO VOBIS ILLA NON

P ROBO , SED NAR RO. Casters tamen prop
terea no n respuite Ideo , si qmd
liberius dictum Sit , igno scite ad o lescentim
nostrm, quimino r quam ad o lescens hoc opus
compo sui.

—H en . Cam . Agrz
’

ppa
P it {lamp /i. in P refat .

LONDON : j anua ry 1833 .

V. A . XX .



a P AULINE

To shut me in with thee, and from all fear ; lTo (nua awny restruint , lea a worse thing
So that I migh t unlo ck the sleep less bro od | W ait for rs in the darh Thou lovest me ;
Of fancies from my sou l, their lurking

- place, And tho u art to receive no t love but firith ,

No rd oubt that each would p ssme
’
er to return Forwhich tho u wilt be mine, and smile and

To one so watched , so lo ved and so secured . take

But wha t ean guard thee but thy naked lo ve ? All shap es and shames, and veil without a

Ah d earest , whoso sucks a poisoned wound fear

Envenoms his own veins ! Thou art so go o d ,

So calm—if thou shou ldst wear a brow less

ligh t

Fo r some wild thought which, but fo r me,

From o ut thy soul as from a sacred star !

Yet till I have unlocked them it were vain

To hope to sing; somewoewou ld ligh t on me ;
Naturewould point at onewhose quivering lip
W as ba thed in her enchantments, who se
brow burned Tho u wilt remember o ne warm mo rn when

Beneath the crown to which her secrets knelt , winter

W ho learned the spell which can call up the Crept aged from the earth , and spring
’
s first

dead , breath
And then departed smiling like a fiend Blew so ft from the moist hills ; the black
W ho has deceived Go d ,— if such o ne shou ld tho rn boughs,

seek So dark in the bare wo od , when glistening
Again heraltars and stand robed and crowned In the sunshine were white with coming
Amid the faithfu l Sad confession first , buds,
R emorse and pardo n and o ld Claims renewed , Like the bright side o f a so rrow, and the

Ere I can be—as I shall be no more. banks
H ad vio lets o pening fi'om Sleep like eyes.

I had been spared this shame if I had sat I walked with thee who knew’
st no t a deep

By thee for ever from the first , in p lace

Ofmywild d reams o fbeauty and o fgo od ,

Or with them, as an earnest o f their truth
N o tho ught no r hope having been shut from

thee,
No vague wish unexplained , no wandering

Sent back to bind on fancy
’
s wings and seek

Some strange fair wo rld where it might be
a law

But, d oubtingno thing, had been led by thee,
Thro

’ youth , and saved , u o ne at length

Who has slept through a peril . Ah vain, vain

Thou lovest me ; the past is in its grave
Tho

’
its ghost haunts us ; still this much is
ours,

And I lo ok to thee and I trust in thee,

As in a No rthern night o ne lo oks alway
Unto the East fo rmo rn and spring and joy.

Tho u seest then my aimless , ho peless state,
And , resting o n some few o ld feelings won

Back by thy heauty, wouldst tha t [ es say
The task which was to mewha t now thou art
Andwhysho u ld Iconceal oneweaknessmore?

Lurked benea th smiles and careless words

which so ught
To hide it till they wandered and were mute,
As we sto od listening o n a sunny mo und
To the wind murmuring in the damp copse.
Like heavy breathings o f some hidden thing
Betrayed by sleep ; until the feeling rushed

Tha t I was low indeed , yet no t so low
As to endure the calmness o f thine eyes.
And so I to ld thee all, while the coo l breast
I leaned an al tered no t its quiet beating
And long ere wo rds like a hurt bird ’

s com

plaint
Bademe lo ok up and be wha t I had been,
I felt despair could never live by thee :
Tho u wilt remember. Tho u art no t more

dear
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4 PAULINE

G laddens and the yo ung earth is beautiful ,
Yet thy songs come no t , o ther bards arise,
But no ne like thee they stand , thymajesties,
Like mighty works which tell some spirit

there

H ath sat regard less o fneglect and sco rn ,

Till, its long task completed , it hath risen
And left us , never to return , and a ll

R ush in to peer and praise when al l in vain .

The air seems bright with thy past presence
yet ,

But tho u art still fo rme as tho u hast been
W hen I have stood with thee as on a thro ne
W ith a ll thy d im crea tio ns gathered round

Like mo untains, and I felt o f mo uld like
them,

And with them crea tures o f my own were

Like things ha lf- lived , catching and giving

But thou art still fo rme who have ad ored
Tho

’
Single, pantingbut to hear thy name

W hich I behaved a spell to me a lone,
Scarce deeming thou wast as a star to men

As one should worship long a sacred Spring
Scarce worth a mo th’s flitting, which long

grasses cross,

And one sma ll tree embowers droo pingly
Joying to see some wandering insect won
To live in its few rushes, o r some locust
To pasture on its boughs , o r some wild bird
Sto op for its fres hness from the trackless air
And then sho uld find it but the fo untain

head ,

Lo ng lost , o f some great riverwashing towns
And towers, and seeing o ld wo ods which

will live

But by its banks untrod o f human foo t,
W hich , when thegreat sun sinks , lie quivering
In light as some thing lieth ha lf o f life
Before God

’
s fo o t , waiting a wondrous

change ;

Then girt with rocks which seek to turn o r

stay
Its course in vain , for it d oes ever spread
Like a sea

’
s arm as it goes ro lling on,

Being the pulse o f some great country—so

W ast thou to me, and art thou to the wo rld !

And if tho u livest , if thou lo vest, spirit I
R ememberme who set this final sea l
To wandering tho ught—tha t o ne so pure as

thou
Co uld never die. R ememberme wh o flung
All hono ur fi'om my so ul , yet paused and

said

There is o ne spark o f lo ve remaining yet ,
Fo r I have nought in common with him,

shapes
Which fo llowed him avo id me, and foul

forms

Seek me, which ne
’

er co u ld fasten o n his

mind ;
And though I feel how low I am to him,

Yet I aim no t even to catch a tone
Of harmo nies he ca lled pro fusely up
So , one gleam still remains , although the
last .

”

R emembermewho praise thee e’en with tears,
Fo r nevermo re shall I wa lk calm with thee
Thy sweet imaginings are as an air,

A melody some wondrous singer sings,
W hich, though it haunt men o ft in the still

eve,

They dream no t to essay ; yet it no less
But mo re is ho no ured . I was thine in shame:
And now when all thy proud renown is out .

And I , perchance, ha lf feel a stra nge regret

Tha t I am no t wha t I have been to thee
Like a girl one has silently loved long
In her first loneliness in some retreat ,

W hen, la teemerged , al lgaze and glow to view
H er fresh eyes and so il hair and lips which
blo om

Like a mountain berry d oubtless it is sweet
To see her thus ad o red , bu t there have been
Moments when a ll the wo rld was in our

prarse,

Sweeter than any pride o f after hours.
Yet , sun - treader, a ll hail Frommy heart

’

s

heart
I hid thee hail E

’
en inmywildest dreams,

I proud ly feel I would have thrown to d ust
The wrea ths o f fame which seemed o

’

er

hangingme,
To see thee for a moment as tho u art .



P AULINE 5

I am a watcher whose eyes have grown dim
With lo okingfo rsome starwhich breaks onhim
Altered and wo rn and weak and full o f tears.

Autumn has come like Spring returned to us ,

W on from her girlishnes s ; like one returned

A friend tha t was a lover, nor forgets
Thefirst warm love, but fu ll o f sober though ts
Offad ingyears ; who se so ftmo uth quiversyet
With the o ld smile, but yet so changed and

still 1

And here am I the scofl
'

er, who have probed
Life

’
s vanity, won by a wo rd again

Into my own life—by o ne little word

Of this sweet friend who lives in lovingme,

and wo rd s ,

As fi th oms d own some nameless ocean thing
Its silent course o f quietness and joy.

0 deares t , if indeed I tell the past ,
May

’
st tho u fo rget it as a sad sick dream

Or if it linger
—my lost so ul to o so on

Sinks to itself and whispers we sha ll be

But clo serlinked , two crea tureswhomtheearth
Bears singly, with strange feelings unrevealed
Save to a ah o ther ; o r two lonely

things

Crea ted by some powerwho se reign is done,
H avingno part in God o r his bright wo rld .

I am to sing whilst ebbing day dies so ft ,
As a lean scho lar dies wo rn o

’
er his book,

And in the heaven stars steal o ut one by o ne
As h unted men steal to theirmountain wa tch .

I mu st no t think , lest this new impulse d ie
In wh ich I trust I have no confidence

So , I will sing o n fast as fimcies come ;
Rud e ly, the verse beingas themo o d it paints .

I strip mymind here, whose first elements
I Sha ll unveil—no t as they struggled fo rth
In infi ncy, no r as they now exist ,

W hen I amgrown above them and can rule

But in tha t midd le stage when they were fu ll
Yet ere l had disposcd them to mywill

And then I shall show how these elements

Prod uced my present sta te, and what it is .

I ammad e up o f an intensest life,

Of self, distinct from al l its qualities,
From al l afl

'

ections, passions , feelings , powers;
And thus far it exists, if tracked , in all

But linked , in me, to self- supremacy,
Existing as a centre to all things ,
Most po tent to create and rule and ca ll

Upon a ll things to minister to it
And to a principle o f restles sness

W hich would be all, have, see, know, taste,

feel, a ll

This is myself ; and I sho uld thus have

Though gifted lower than the meanest so ul .

A mind like this must dissipa te itself,
But I have always had o ne lo de- star ; now,

As I look back, I see tha t I have ha lted
Or hastened as I lo o ked towards tha t star
A need , a trust , a yearning after Go d

A feeling I have analysed but la te,

But it existed , and was reconciled

W ith a neglect o f a ll I deemed his laws ,
W hich yet , when seen in o thers , I abho rred .

I felt as one belo ved , and so Shut in
From fear and thence I da temy trust in signs
And omens, fo r I saw God everywhere ;
And I can only lay it to the fruit
Of a sad after- time that I co uld d oubt
Even his being—e

’
en the while I felt

H is presence, never acted from myself,
Stil l trusted in a hand to lead me through
All danger ; and this feeling ever fought
Against my weakest reaso n and reso lve.

And I can love no thing—and this dull truth
H as come the last : but sense supplies a lo ve
Encirclingme and mingling with my life.

And o fmy powers, o ne springs up to save

From utter dea th a soul with such desire
Co nfined to clay—o f powers the only one
W hich marks me—an imagina tion which
H as been a very angel, coming no t

In fitfiIl visions but beside me ever

And never failingme so , though mymind
Fo rgets no t , no t a shred o fl ife fo rgets ,
Yet I can take a secret pride in ca lling
The dark past up to quell it rega lly.
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These make myself : I have long so ught in

To trace how they were fo rmed by circum

stance,

Yet ever found themmou ld mywildest yo uth
W here they a lone displayed themselves, co n

verted

All objects to theiruse now see theircourse !

They came to me in my first dawn o f life

W hich passed alone withwises t ancient bo oks
All ha lo -

girt with fancies o fmy own

And I myselfwent with the tale -a god

W andering after beauty, o r a giant
Standing vast in the sunset—an o ld hunter
Tal kingwith gods, o r a high- crested chief

Sailingwith tro o ps o f friends to Tened os .

I tell you , nought has ever been so clear

As the place, the time, the fashion o f those

lives

I had no t seen a wo rk o f lo fty art ,
N o r woman’

s beauty no r sweet na ture’s face,
Yet , I say, nevermo rn broke clear as those
On the dim clustered isles in the blue sea ,
The deep gro ves and white temples and wet

caves

And no thing everwill surprise me now

W ho stood beside the naked Swift - fo o ted ,

Wh o bo und my fo rehead with P ro serpine
’
s

And strange it is tha t I who co uld so dream

Should e
’
er have stooped to aim a t aught

beneath
Aught low o r painful but I never do ubted
So , as I grew, I rudely Shaped my life
To my immediate wants ; yet strongbeneath
W as a vague sense o f power tho ugh fo ld ed

up
A sense that , though those Shades and times

were past ,
Their spirit dwelt in me, with them Should

rule.

Then came a pause, and longrestraint chained
d own

My so ul till it was changed . I lost myself,
And were it no t tha t I so loathe that loss,

a t length I cleansed my

And first I sangas I in dream have seen
Music wait on a lyrist for some thought ,
Yet Singing to herself until it came.

I turned to those o ld times and scenes where
all

That
’
s beautiful had birth fo rme, and made

R ud everses o n themall and then I paused
I had d one no thing, so I sought to know

I co u ld reca ll how first I learned to turn
Mymind against itself ; and the cfl

'

ects

In deeds fo r which remo rse were vain as fo r

The wanderings o f delirio us dream yet

thence
Came cunning, envy, fal seho o d , al l wo rld ’

s

wrong
Tha t spo tted me

so ul .

Yet long wo rld
’

s influence remained and

no ught
But the stil l life I led , apart once more,
W hich left me free to seek soul’s o ld deligh ts,
Co uld e

’

er have brought me thus far back to

As peace returned , I so ught o ut some pursuit
And so ng ro se, no new impulse but th e one

W ith which all o thers best co uld be combined .

My life has no t been that o f those whose
heaven

W as lampless save where poesy shone o u t

But as a d imewhereglitteringmountain - tops
And glancing sea and fo rests steeped in light
Give back reflected the far- flashing sun

Fo rmusic (which is earnest o f a heaven ,

Seeingwe know emo tio ns strange by it ,
N o t else to be revea led , ) is like a vo ice,
A low vo ice ca lling fancy, as a friend ,
To the green wo ods in th egay summer time
And She fills a ll the waywith dancingshapes
W hich have made painters pa le, and they go

on

Till stars look at them and winds ca ll to them
As they leave life’s pa th fo r the twiligh t wo rld
W here the dead gather. This was no t at

first ,

For I scarce knew what I wo uld d o . I had
An impu lse but no yearning—o nly sang.
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W hat other minds achieved . No fear o ut

broke
As on the wo rks o fmighty bards I ga zed ,
In the first joy a t findingmy own thoughts
R ecorded , my own fi ncies justified ,
And their aspirings but my very own
Wi th them I first explo red passion and

All to begin afresh l I ra ther so ught
To riva l wha t I wondered a t than fo rm

Creatio ns o fmy own ; ifmuch was light
Lent by the o thers, much was yet my own .

I paused aga in a changewas coming—came :
I was no mo re a boy, the past was breaking
Befo re the fu ture and like fever wo rked .

I though t on my new self, and all my powers
Burst o u t . I d reamed no t o f res traint , but

On a ll things : schemes and systems went

And I was proud (beingvaines t o f the weak )
In wandering o

’
er thought

’
s world to seek

To be my prize, as ifyou wandered o
’
er

The W h ite W ay fo r a sta r.

And my cho ice fell

No t so much o n a system as a man
Ou o n e , whom praise o fmine shall no t o fl

'

end ,

Who was as calm as beauty, being such
Unto mankind as tho u to me, P au line,
Believing in them and devo ting a ll

H is so u l
’
s strength to their winning back to

peace 5

Who sent forth ho pes and longings for their
sa ke,

Clo th ed in a ll passio n’
s melo dies : such first

Caugh t me and set me, Slave o f a sweet task ,
To d isentangle, ga ther sense from song
Since, so ng inwoven , lurked there wo rds

A key to a new wo rld , the muttering
Of angels, somethingyet unguessed by man .

H ow myheart leapt as still I so ught and fo und
Much there, I felt myown soul had conceived ,

But th ere living and burning ! So on the o rb

Of his conceptio ns dawned on me ; its praise

Lives in the tongues o f men , men
’
s brows

are high
W hen his namemeans a triumph and a pride,
So , myweak vo ice maywell fo rbear to shame
W ha t seemed decreed myfa te : I threwmyself
To meet it , I was vowed to liberty,
Men were to be as gods and earth as heaven,
And I—ah , wha t a life was mine to pro ve
Mywho le so ul ro se to meet it. N ow, P auline,
I sha ll go mad , if I recall that time l

o h let me look back ere I leave fo r ever
The time which was an ho ur one fondly waits
Fo r a fairgirl tha t comes a withered hag
And I was lonely, far fromwood s and fields ,
And amid dullest sights , who sho uld be loo se
As a stag yet I was fu ll o f bliss, who lived
W ith P lato and who had the key to life

And I had dimly shaped my first attempt,
And many a thought did I build up o n

thought ,
As the wild bee hangs cell to cell in vain ,
Fo r I must still ad vance, no rest fo rmind

”
Twas in my plan to look o n rea l life,
The life all new to me my theo ries
W ere firm, so them I left , to look and learn
Mankind , its cares, ho pes , fears, its woes and

Joys ;
And , as I po ndered o n theirways, I so ught
H owbest life’s end might be atta ined—an end

Comprising every joy. I deeply mused .

And suddenly witho ut heart -wreck I awoke
As from a dream : I said ’

Twas beautiful ,
Yet but a dream, and so adieu to it

As somewo rld -wanderer sees in a farmead ow

Strange towers and high -walled gardens thick

with trees ,
W here song takes shelter and delicio usmirth
From laughing fairy crea tures peeping over,

And o n the mo rrow when he comes to lie

Fo r ever
’
nea th those garden

- trees fruit

flushed
Sung round by fairies , a ll his search is vain .

First went my hopes o f perfectingmankind ,
N ext—faith in them, and then in freed om

’
s self

And virtue
’
s self, then my own mo tives, ends
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And aims and loves, and human lo ve went Tha t, spite o f all life
’
s no thingness, no grief

last . Came nigh me, I must ever be light -hearted ;
I felt this no decay, because new powers And that this knowledge was the o nly veil

R ose as o ld feelings left
—wit , mo ckery , Betwixt joy and despair : so , if age came ,

Light -hearted ness fo r I had o ft been sad , I sho uld be left—a wreck linked to a so u l

Mistrustingmy reso lves , but now I cast Yet fluttering, o rmind -broken and aware

H o pe joyo usly away I laughed and said Ofmy decay. So a long summermo rn

N o mo re o f this l ” I must no t think a t Fo und me and ere noon came, I had

length
I lo oked again to see if a ll went well . N0 age should come o n me ere yo uth

spent ,
My powers were grea ter as some temple Fo r I wo u ld wearmyself o ut , like that mo rn

seemed W hich wasted no t a sunbeam every ho u r
My sou l, where

'

no ught is changed and in I wou ld make mine, and d ie.

cense ro lls

Around the a ltar, only God is go ne And thus I so ught
And some dark spirit sitteth in his seat . To chain my spirit down which erst I freed
So , I passed through the temple and to me Fo rflights to fame : I said The troubled life
Knelt troo ps o f shad ows, and they cried Ofgenius, seen so gay when wo rking fo rth

H ail , king l Some trusted end , grows sad when all

W e serve thee now and tho u sha lt serve no pro ves vain

more H ow sad when men have parted with

Ca ll o n us , pro ve us, let us worship thee l ” truth’s pea ce
And I said Are ye stro ng? Let fancy bear Fo r fa lsest fancy

’
s sake, which waited first

me As an obedient spirit when delight
Far from the past l ” And I was bo rne Came withou t fancy

’
s cal l : but a lters so o n,

away, Comes darkened , seld om, hastens to d epart .
As Arab birds floa t sleeping in the wind , Leaving a heavy darkness and warm tears.

O
’
erdeserts, towers and fo rests, I beingca lm. But I sha ll never lo se her she will live

And I said I have nursed up energies, D earer fo r such seclusion . I but catch
They will prey on me.

”
And a band A hue, a glance o fwhat I sing : so , pain

knelt low Is linked with pleasure, fo r I ne’ermay tell
And cried Lo rd , we are here and we will H alf the brigh t sigh ts which dazz le me ;

make but now

Safe way fo r thee in thine appo inted life Mine sha ll be all the rad iance : let them fade
But lo ok on us 1

”
And I said “ Ye will Unto ld—o thers shall rise as fair, as fast !

wo rship And when a ll
’
s d one, the few d im gleam:

Me ; sho uld my heart no t wo rship to o transferred ,
”

0

They shouted (For a new tho ught sprang up how well it

Thyself, tho u art our king So , I sto o d were,

there Discardingshadowy ho pe, to weave such lays
Smiling—o h , vanity o f vanities As straight encirclemen with praise and love,
For buoyant and rejoicingwas the spirit So , I sho uld no t die utterly,—sho uld bring
W ith which I looked o ut how to end my One branch from the go ld fores t , like the

co urse

I felt once mo re myself, my powers—a ll Of o ld tales , witnessing I had been there)
mine And when a ll

’
s d one, how vain seems e

’
en

I knew while youth and health so lifted me
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The vaunted influence poets have o ’
ermen

”
P is a fine thing that one weak as myself

Should sit in his lone ro om, knowing the

words

H e utters in his so litude sha ll mo ve
Men like a swift wind— tha t tho ’ dead and

New eyes sha ll glisten when his beauteo us

Of love come true in happier frames than

Ay, the still night brings thoughts like
these, but morn

Comes and the mockery again laughs o ut
At ho llow praises, smiles a llied to sneers ;

And my so ul
’
s id o l everwhispers me

To dwellwith him and his unhonoured song
And I foreknowmy spirit , that would press
First in the struggle, fail again to make
All bow enslaved , and I again sho uld sink.

“

And then know that this curse will come
o n us,

To see our ido ls perish we may wither,
ma rvel , we are clay, but our low firte

Shou ld no t extend to thosewhom trustingly
W e sent before into time’

s yawninggulf

To fisce wha t dread may lurk in darkness Canno t come near us—this it is, my sta te.

To find the painter’s glo ry pass, and feel
Music can mo ve us no t as o nce, o r, wors t,
To weep deca yingwits ere the frail body
Decays ! Nought makes me trust some
lo v e is true.

Bu t the delight o f the co ntented lowness

W ith which I gaze o n him I keep for ever
Abo ve me ; I to rise and riva l him?
Feed his fame rather frommy heart

’
s best

blo o d ,

W ither unseen that he may flourish still.

Pauline , my so ul
’
s friend , thou d ost pity yet

How th is mood swayed me when that so ul

fou nd thine,
When I had set myself to live this life, My 53 158110083 is satiated no t ,

Defying al l past glo ry. Ere thou earnest It wears me like a flame my hunger fo r
I seemed defian t , sweet, fo r o ld deligh ts
llad flo cked like birds again music, my life,

1 Agamemno n.

N o urished me more than ever ; then the lrire
Lo ved fo r itself and all it shows—tha t king
Treading the purple ca lmly to his death , 1
W hile ro und him, like the clo uds o f eve, all

dusk,

The giant shades o f fa te, silently flitting,
P ile the dim outline o f the coming doom
And him sitting alo ne in blood while friends
Are huntingfar in the sunshine and theboy
W ith his white breast and brow and cluster

ingcurls

Streaked with his mo ther’s bloo d , but striv
inghard

To tell his sto ry ere his reaso n goes.

And when I lo ved thee as love seemed so o ft ,
Tho u lo ved st me indeed : I wondering

searched
Myheart to find some feeling like such lo ve,
Believing I was still much I had been.

To o so on I found a ll faith had gone fromme,
And the late glow o f life, like change o n

clo uds ,
P ro ved no t themom- blushwideninginto day,
But eve faint -co loured by the dying sun

W hile darkness hastens quickly. I will tell
My sta te as though

’
twere none of mine

Souls alter no t, and minemust st ill ad vance ;
Strange tha t I knew no t , when I flung away
My youth’s chief aims, their loss migh t lead

to loss

Ofwhat few I retained , and no reso urce

Be left me : for beho ld how changed is a ll
I canno t chain my soul it will no t rest

In its clay prison, this most narrow sphere
It has strange impulse, tendency, desire,
W hich nowise I account fo r nor explain,
But canno t stifle, being bo und to trust
All feelings equa lly, to hear all sides
H ow can my life indulge them yet they live,
R eferring to some state o f life unknown.
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All pleasure, howso e’er minu te, grows pain W hich,with the object it demands,wou ld p ass
I envy—how I envy him whose so u l R eason companioning the seraphim
Turns its who le energies to some one end , N o , what I feel m y pass all human lo ve
To eleva te an aim,

pursue success Yet fa ll far sho rt o fwha t my lo ve shou ld be .

H owevermean ! So , my still baffled hope And yet I seem mo re warped in this th a n

Seeks o ut abstractio ns ; I wo u ld have one joy, aught ,
But o ne in life, so it were who lly mine, Myself stands ou t mo re hideo usly : o f o ld
One rapture all my so u l

'
co uld fill and this I could fo rget myself in friendship, fame ,

W ild feeling places me in dream afar Liberty, my, in lo ve o fmightier so uls
In some vast country where the eye can see But I begin to know what thingha te is
N o end to the far hills and dales bestrewn To sicken and to quiver and grow white
W ith shining towers and towns , till I grow And I myself have furnished its first p rey .

mad H ate o f the weak and ever-waveringwill ,

W ell -nigh, to know no t one abode but ho lds The selfishness, the still- decayingframe
Some pleasure, while my soul cou ld grasp But I must nevergrieve whomwingcan wa it

the wo rld , Far from such thoughts—as now. And ro

Butmust remain this vile fo rm
’
s slave. I lo ok meda 1

W ith hope to age at last , which quenching And she iswithme : years ro ll, I shall change ,

much, But change can touch her no t—ao beautifu l
May let me co ncentrate wha t sparks it spares. W ith herfixed eyes, earnest and still , and h air

Lifted and spread by the salt - sweepingbreez e ,

This restlessness o f passio n meets in me And one red beam, all the storm leaves in

A craving after knowledge : the so le pro o f heaven ,

Ofyet commandingwill is in that power R esting upon her eyes and hair, such hair ,
R epressed ; fo r I beheld it in its dawn, As she awaits the snake on the wet beach
The sleepless harpy with just -buddingwings, By the dark ro ck and the white wa ve j u s t
And I considered whether to fo rego breaking
All happy ignorant ho pes and fears, to live, At her feet quite naked and alo ne ; a th ing
Finding a recompense in its wild eyes. I d oubt no t , no r fear fo r, secure some god
And when I fo und tha t I sho uld perish so , To save will come in thunder from the sta rs .

I bad e its wild eyes close from me fo r ever, Let it pass So u l requires ano ther change .

And I am left alone with o ld deligh ts ; I will be gifted with a wondrous mind ,
See ! it lies inme a chained thing, still prompt Yet sunk by error to men’

s sympa thy,
To serve me if I loose its slightest bo nd And in the wane o f life, yet only so
I canno t but be proud o fmy bright slave. As to call up their fears ; and there sh a l l

come

H ow shou ld this earth’s life pro ve my o nly A time requiringyouth
’
s best energies

Sphere ? And 10, I fling age, so rrow, sickness o ff,
Can I so narrow sense but tha t in life And rise triumphant , triumph through d eca y.

Soul still exceeds it ? In their elements
My lo ve ou tsoars my reaso n but since lo ve

,

And
.

thus 3 15 tha t 1 supply the chasm
P erfo rce receives its object from this earth Twixt wha t I am and a ll 1

_

fain wo uld be

W hile reason wand ers chainless , the few But then to know no thing, to ho pe fo r

truths no thing,
Caught from its wanderings have sufliced to To 53 1” h ie 5 dull j oys from a strange fea r

quell Lest , losing them, all
’
s lost and nough t

Love chained below ; then wha t were lo ve,
set free, 1 As pa inted by P o lid oro d i Caravaggio .
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W o nd ering a t all around , as strange beas ts
herd

Together far from their own land : a ll wild

ness ,

No turf nor moss, fo r bo ughs and plants
pave all ,

And tongues o f bank go shelving in the

lYmIJh .
W here the pale- throated snake reclines his

head ,

And o ld grey sto nes lie making ed dies there,
The wild -mice cross them dry- shod . D eeper

in

Shut thyso ft eyes—now lo ok— still deeperin
This is the very heart o f the wo ods all round
Mo untain- like heaped abo ve us ; yet even

here

One po nd o fwa tergleams ; far o ff the river

Sweeps like a sea , barred out from land ; but

one

One thin clear sheet has o verleaped and

wound

Into this silent depth , which gained , it lies
Still , as bu t let by sufl

'

erance the trees bend
O

’
er it as wild men watch a sleepinggirl,

And thro ugh their ro o ts long creeping plants
out - stretch

Their twined hair, steeped and sparkling ;
farther on ,

Tall rushes and thick flag- kno ts have com

bined

To narrow it ; so , a t length , a silver thread ,

It winds, all no iselessly thro ugh the deep
wood

Till thro ’
a cleft -way, thro

’
themoss and stone,

It joins its parent -river with a sho ut .

Up fo r theglowingday, lea ve the o ld wo o ds !
See, they part like a ruined arch the sky I

N o thingbut sky appears, so clo se the roo ts

And grass o f the hill
- to p level with the air

Blue sunny air, where a great cloud floa ts

laden

W ith light, like a dead wha le tha t white
bird s pick,

Floa ting away in the sun in some no rth sea .

Air, air, fresh life-blo od ,thin and searchingair,

The clear, dear brea th o fGod tha t lo veth us,

PAULINE

W here small birds reel and winds take their
delight

W ater is beau tiful , but no t like air
See, where the so lid azure wa ters lie

Mad e as o f thickened air, and down below,

The fem - ranks like a forest spread themselves
As tho ugh each pore co uld feel the element ;
W here the quick glancing serpent winds his

way,

Floa twith methere, P auline -but no t like air.

D own the hill !

see, set

On a heap o f ro ck, which lo o k o
’

er the far

Sto p
—a clump o f trees,

So ,envio us climbingshrubswo uldmo unt to rest
And peer from their spread boughs ; wide

they wave, lo o king
At the muleteers who whistle o n their way.

To themerry chime o fmo rningbells, past all
The little smoking co ts , mid fields and banks
And copses bright in the sun.

wanders

H edgerows for me—those living hedgerows

where

The bushes close and clasp abo ve and keep
Though t in—I am co ncentra ted—I feel
But my sou l saddens when it lo oks beyond
I ca nno t be immorta l, taste a ll joy.

O Go d , where d o they tend—these struggling
aims 1

Wha t wo u ld I have ? W hat is this sleep
’l

which seems

To bound a ll ? can there be a waking point

Ofcrowninglife The soul wo uld neverrule;

It wo uld be first in a ll things, it would have
Its utmost pleasure filled , but , tha t complete,
Commanding, for commanding, sickens it .

The last po int I can trace is—rest beneath
Some betteress ence than itself, in weakness :
This is “ myself,” no t what I think should be:
And wha t is tha t I hunger fo r bu t Go d ?

MY 00d , my Go d , let me fo r once lo ok on.

thee
As though nough t else existed , we a lone !

1 See no te at the end of the p oem.
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And as creatio n crumbles , my so u l
’
s spark

Expands till I can say,
—Even from myself

I need the and I feel thee and I love thee.

I do no t plead my rapture in thywo rks
For love o f thee, nor tha t I feel as o ne
Who canno t die bu t there is tha t in me
Which turns to thee, which lo ves or which

W hy ha ve I girt myselfwith this hell-dress ?
Why ha ve I laboured to put out my life
Is it no t in my nature to ad o re,

And e
’
en fo r a ll my reaso n do I no t

Feel him , and thank him, and pray to him

Can I fo rego the trust tha t he loves me ?
Do I no t feel a lo ve which only ONE ‘

O th o u p a le form, so dimly seen, deep- eyed
I have d enied thee calmly—d o I no t
Pant when I read o f thy consumma te power,
And burn to see thycalm pure truths o u t - flash

The brigh test gleams o f earth’s philo so phy ?
Do I no t shake to hear aught question thee ?
If I am erring save me, madden me,
Tak e from me powers and pleasures, let me

Ages , so I see thee ! I am knit ro und

As with a charm by sin and lust and pride,
Yet th o ugh mywandering dreams have seen

a ll shapes
Of strange d elight , ofi have I stood by thee
H ave I been keeping lonely wa tch with thee
In th e d amp night by weepingOlivet ,
Or leaning on thy bosom, proud ly less,
Or dying with thee o n the lonely cross,
Or witnessing thine outburst from the tomb.

A morta l , sin
’
s fimiliar friend , d o th here

Avow th a t he will give all earth
’
s reward ,

Bu t to believe and humbly teach the faith,
In sud

'

a t ing and poverty and shame,
Only believing he is no t unloved .

And now , my P auline, I am thine for ever

I feel the spirit which has buoyed me up
Desert me, and o ld shades aregathering fast

Yet while the last lightwaits , Iwou ld saymuch
111i: ch iefly, it is gain that I have said

1 3

Somewha t o f lo ve I ever felt for thee
But seld om to ld ; our hearts so beat together
Tha t speech seemed mo ckery but when

dark hours come,
And joy departs, and tho u , sweet , deem

’
st it

strange

A so rrow moves me, thou canst no t remo ve,
Lo ok o n this lay I ded ica te to thee,
Wh ich through thee I began ,which thus I end ,
Co llecting the last gleams to strive to tell

H ow I am thine, and mo re than ever now

That I sink fast : yet though I deeplier sink ,
No less song proves o ne word has brought

me bliss ,
An o ther still maywin bliss surely back.

Thou knowest , dear, I co uld no t think a ll

calm,

For fancies fo llowed thought and bore me o ff,
And left a ll indistinct ere one was caught
Ano therglanced so , dazz led by myweal th ,
I knew no t which to leave nor which to

choose,
Forall so floated , nought was fixed and firm.

And then thou said
’
st a perfect bard was one

W ho chronicled the stages o f a ll life,

And so thou had ’st me shad ow this first stage.

’
Tis d one, and even now I recognize
The shift , the change from last to past

discern

Faintly how life is truth and truth is good .

And why thoumust be mine is, that e
’
en now

In the dim hush o f night , that I have d one,
D espite the sad forebodings, lo ve lo oks

through
VVhispers,

—E’
en at the last I have her still,

W ith her delicious eyes as clear as heaven
W hen rain in a quick shower has beat d own

mist ,
And clouds float white above like bro ods o f

swans .

H ow the blood lies upon hercheek, outspread
As thinned by kisses ! o nly in her lips
It wells and pulses like a living thing,

And her neck lo oks likemarble misted o
’
er

W ith lo ve-brea th , -a P au line from heights
abo ve,

Stoo ping beneath me, lo oking up
—o ne look

As I might kill her and be loved the mo re.
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So , lo ve W ine, P auline, and nought bu tme,
Never leave lo ving W ordsarewild and weak,
Believe them no t , P auline I stained myself
But to beho ld thee purer bymy side,
To show thou art my breath, my life, a last
Reso urce, an extreme want never believe
Augh t betterco u ld so look on thee no r seek
Again thewo rld o fgood thoughts lefi fo rmine !

Therewerebright tro ops o fundisco vered suns,
Each equa l in theirrad iant course therewere

Clusters o f far h ir isles which ocean kept
Forhis own joy, and his waves bro ke o n them
W ithout a choice and therewas a dim crowd

Of visions, each a part of some grand who le
And one star left hispeers and camewith peace
Upon a sto rm, and all eyes pined fo r him
And one isle harbo ured a sea - beaten ship,
And the crew wandered in its bowers and

plucked
Its fruits and gave up al l theirho pes o fhome
And one dream came to a pale poet’s sleep,
And he said , I am singled o ut by God ,
No sin must to uch me. W o rd s are wild

and weak,
But wha t they would express is, -Leave me

no t ,

Still sit byme with heatingbreast and hair
Loosened , be watching earnest by my side,
Turningmy bo oks o r kissingme when I
Look up—like summerwind Be still to me

A help to music’s mystery which mind fails
To fa thom, its so lutio n, no mere clue

O reason
’
s pedantry, life’s ru le prescribed

I ho peless , I the lo veless, ho pe and lo ve.

W iser and better, know me now, no t when
You lo ved me as I was. Smile no t I have
Much yet to dawn o n you , to glad den yo u .

No mo re o f the past I
’
ll lo ok within no

mo re.

I have to o trusted my own lawless wants ,

To o trusted my vain self, vague intuition

D raining soul
’
s wine a lone in the still night ,

And seeing how, as ga theringfilms aro se,
As by an inspiration life seemed bare
And grinning in its vanity, while ends

Foul to be dreamed o f, smiled at me as fixed

And fair,while o thers changed fromfairto fou l
As a youngwitch turns an o ld hag a t night .

PAULINE

N o mo re o f this ! W e will go hand in band ,
I with thee, even as a child—love’s slave ,

Lo okingno farther th an his liege commands .

And thou hast chosen where this life sha ll be
The land which gave me thee shall be o ur

home,
Where na ture lies a ll wild amid her lakes
And snow-

swa thed mo untains and vast pines
begirt

W ith ro pes of snow—where nature lies all

bare.

Suffering no ne to view her but a race

Or stinted ordefo rmed , like themute dwarfs
W hich wait upon a naked Indian queen .

And there (the time beingwhen the heavens
are thick

W ith sto rm) I
’
ll sit with theewhile th o u d o st

sing
Thy native songs , gay as a desert bird
Which crieth as it flies fo r perfect joy,
Or tellingme o ld sto ries o f dead knigh ts ;
Or I will read grea t lays to thee—how she,

The fair pale sister, went to her chill grave l
W ith power to lo ve and to be lo ved and live
Orwe will go together, like twin gods
Of the inferna l wo rld , with scented lamp
Over the dead , to call and to awake,
Over the unshaped images which lie
W ithin mymind

’
s cave : only leaving al l ,

Tha t tells o fthe pu t doubt . So , when spring
comes

W ith sunshine back again like an o ld smile,
And the fresh waters and awakened bird s
And buddingwo o ds await us, I shall be
P repared , and we will question life o nce

more,
Till its o ld sense sha ll come renewed by

change,

Like some clear thought which harsh wo rd s
veiled before ;

FeelingGo d lo ves us, and tha t a ll which errs

Is but a dream which dea th will dissipat e .

And then wha t need o f longer exile ? Seek
MyEngland , and , again there, calm approa ch
All I once fled from, calmly lo ok o n those
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The works o fmy past weakness, as one views
Some scene where danger met him long

Ah tha t such pleasant life should be but

dreamed !

But wha te
’

er come o f it, and though it fitde,
And th ough ere the co ld mo rningall begone,
As it may be

— tho
’ music wait to wile,

And strange eyes and brigh t wine lure, laugh

c amo no
October as , 1 832.

like sin

W hich steals back so ftly on a so ul half saved ,
And 1 the first deny, decry, d espise, NOTE

W ifll this avowal , these intents SO faira_

Je cra ins bien ue mo n pauvre ami ne so it

S till be it all my own , this moment
’
s prid e pas t danaeaqui

No lea I make an end in perfect joy.

res“ ? t , mars ‘1 est

E
’
en in my brightest time, a lurking fear

P ossessed me : Iwell knewmyweak reso lves ,

I felt the witchery that makes mind sleep
O ver its treasure, as one half afraid

T o make his riches d efinite : but now
These feelings shall no t utterly be lost,
I sha ll no t know again tha t nameless care

L est , leaving a ll und one in youth , some new

And undreamed end reveal itself too late sur sci-meme, ar par
- dessus to u t . 13 to urnure

Fo r this so ng sha ll remain to tell fo r ever d
'
esprit to ut particu liere de mo n ami, rendent

Tha t when I lost a ll ho pe o f such a change,
Sud d enly beauty rose o n me again.

N o les s I make an end in perfect joy,
Fo r I , who thus again was visited ,
Sha ll d o ubt no t many ano ther bliss awaits ,
And , tho ugh this weak so ul sink and dark

Some litt le word sha ll light it , raise alo ft ,
T o where I clearlier see and better love,
As I again go o

’
er the tracts o f thought

Like one who h” a right , and I shall live la seco nde. Le mieux serait de bruler cecr

mth po ets, calmer, purer still each time,
And beauteousshapeswill comeforme to seize,
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And unknown secrets will be tnxsé d me on p lutot deso n dine. po urd é co uvrir la suite do;
W hich weredenied thewavereronce ; but now objg

ts auxquek il Iui serar
f

'
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l:
d

’
a ttt

é
ind re.

sha l at out chacun une ois o enu avait ormerI 1 be priest and pro phet as OfOld '
une es de lateau d

’
oh I

’

on pouva it aperea
vo ir

'
au tres ts, d

’

autres projets, d
'
autres

Sun - h eader, I beheve in God and truth jouissanoes qui, a leur tour, d eva rent etre sur

And love ; and as one just a mped fromdeath monté s. II en resultait
O
que l

'
o ubli et la som

W ou ld bind himself in bands o f friends to feel den im mm “ m m C m ld é e que

H e lives indeed , so , I would lean on thee !

Tho u must be ever with me, most in glo om P anama .

If such must come, but chiefly when I die,
Fo r I seem, dying, as one go ing in the dark
To fight a giant : but live tho u fo r ever,
And be to all wha t th ou has t been to me
Allinwhom thiswakes pleasant thoughts o fme
Knowmy last sta te is happy, free from d oubt
Or to uch o f fear. Lo veme and wish mewell.
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[In his choice of P aracelsus , Browning exhibits tha t fo nd ness fo r learned subjects a nd
out - o f- the-wa readingwhich alwa 5 characterised him. A Life o f P aracelsus, d id it o nly
exist, would a fascina ting recor o f times and ideas now well - nigh inconceivable by u s .

P aracelsus (a name invented by himself to indicate that he was eater than Celsus) wa s

the son o fa d octo r, and was bo rn abo ut 1490 in Einsied eln , in the wiss canto n o f Schwyz .

H e studied at Basel Universit and was taught alchemy and chemistry by the renown ed
Trithemius. H e a lso acquir in the mines in the Tyro l belo nging to the F er fimily a

practica l uaintaneewithminera ls. H is merit became that of an o bserver an an acquirer
o f ficts . e wandered all o ver Euro pe, and even reached Samarcand . In x 26 he re

turned to Base] , and was app ointed town physician , and lectured befo re the niversity .

H is behaviourwas eccentric, and his co nceit bound less. In 1 528 he left Basel and resumed
his wanderinglife. H e died in Sa lzburg in 1 541

—some say he was murd ered , and o th ers
that he drank himself to dea th. H e has been credited with an eno rmous number o fwo rks
explana to ry o f his system, which was a mixture o f mysticism, charlatanism, and usefu l
empiricism. H e lectured bo th in Latin and German . Erasmus consulted him for th e
stone, and he is said to have cured the fimous printer, Froben , o f the o ut. It is asserted
on his beha lf that he disco vered zinc, hydrogen gas , and the tincture o

.

o pium.

is sometimes supposed to have been electricity (see Eru d ope d za Britannica , vo l . xvn i.
The poem sufi crently explains itself, and presents no d ifficulty to an intelligent reader. ]

INSCR IBED TO

AMEDsE D E R IP ERT -MONCLAR

BY H IS AFFECT IONATE FR IEND

Lenno n : M arch 15, 1835.

P ARACELSUS.

P ER SON S .

Avaao aus P ARACELSUS . a student .

Fasrus and M ICH AL , Irisffimdr.

AP R ILE , an Ita lian poet .

l .—P ARACELSUS ASP IR ES .

SCENE.
—Wurzburg; a garden in Me en

virons. 1 512.

Fasrus, P ARACELSUS, M ICH AL.

P ara -

chm . Come close to me, dear
fiiends still closer ; thus !

Close to the heart which , though lo ng time
ro ll by

Ere it again beat quicker, pressed to yours,

As now it bea ts—perchancea long, longtime

At least henceforth yourmemories sha ll ma ke
Quiet and flagrant as befits their home .

Norshal lmymemory want a home in yo urs
Alas , that it requires too well such free

Fo rgiving love as shall emba lm it there
Fo r ifyou would rememberme aright ,
As I was born to be , yo u must fo rget
All fitful h u ge and moody waywardness
Wh ich e

’

er confused my better Spirit , to

dwell

Only onmoments such as these, dearfriend s 3
—My heart no truer, but mywords and ways
More true to it : as Michal , some month s
hence,

W ill say, this autumn was a pleasant time ,

For some few sunny days and o verlook
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Its bleak wind , hankeringalterpining leaves.

Autumn would fain be sunny ; I wo uld look
Likermy nature

’
s truth : and bo th are frail,

And bo th beloved , fo r a ll our frail ty.

P a ran a-m . D ro p by dro p l she is weeping

No t so I am content—more than content

Nay, au tumn wins yo u best by this its mute
Appeal to sympathy fo r its decay :
Lo ok up , sweet Micha l , no r esteem the less

Your stained and dro oping vines theirgrapes

N or blame those creaking trees bent with
their fruit ,

That a pple- tree with a rare after- birth
Of peeping blooms sprinkled its wealth

Then fo r thewinds—wha twind thateverraved
Sha ll vex tha t ash which o verlo oks you bo th ,
So pro ud it wears its berries ? Ah , a t length,
Th e o ld smile meet fo r her, the lad y o f this
Sequestered nest —this kingd om, limited

Alo ne by o ne o ld populous green wa ll
Tenanted by the ever- busy flies,
Grey crickets and shy lizards and quick

Ea ch family o f the silver- thread ed moss
W hich , look through near, this way, and it

A stubble-field or a cane- brake, a marsh
Ofbu lrush whitening in the sun : laugh now !

Fancy the crickets, each one in his house,
Lo okingo u t,wond eringat thewo rld

—orbest,
You painted snail with his gay shell o f dew,

Travelling to see the glossy balls high up
H ung by the caterpillar, like go ld lamps .

M ich al . In truth we have lived carelessly

P a racebw . And shal l, my perfect pair

Fo r the o ther ; nay, your very hair, when
mixed ,

Is o f o ne hue. For where save in this nook
Shal l you two wa lk, when I am far away,
And wish me prosperous fo rtune ?

I7

As a queen
’
s languid and imperial arm

W hich sca tters crowns amo ng her lo vers,
but yo u

Sha ll be reminded to predict to me
Some great success Ah see, the sun sinks

As if, where’eryou gazed , there stood a star I

H ow far was W iirzburgwith its church and

And garden
-walls and all things they co ntain,

From tha t lo o k’s far a lighting?

Stay Tha t every commo n pleasure o f the world

Affects me as himself ; that I have just
Shall new wave its tangles lightly and so ftly, As varied appetite for joy derived

Behind Saint Savio ur’s who llygone, at last
Festus. N ow, Aureo le, stay those wander
ingeyes awhile

You are ours to - night, a t least and while

you spoke
OfMicha l and her tears, I thought tha t none
Cou ld willing leave wha t he so seemed to

lo ve

But tha t last lo ok destroys my dream—that

I but spoke
And looked alike from simple joy to see

The beings I lo ve best, shut in so well

From all rude chances like to be my lo t ,
That, when afar, myweary spirit,—d isposed
To lose awhile its care in so o thing th o ughts
Of them, their pleasant fea tures, looks and

words,

Need s never hesita te, no r apprehend
Encroaching troublemay have reached them

N o r have reco urse to fancy’s busy aid
And fashion even a wish in their beha lf
Beyond what they posses s already here ;
But , unobstructed , may at once fo rget
Itself in them, assured how well they fare.

Beside, this Festus knows he ho lds me one

W hom quiet and its charms arrest in vain ,

One scarce aware o f a ll the joys I quit,
Too filled with airy ho pes to make acco unt
Of so ft delights his own heart garners up :
W hereas beho ld h ow much our sense o f all

Tha t’s beauteo us pro ves a like l W hen Festus
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Fromcommon things ; a stake in life, in sho rt,
Like his ; a stake which rash pursuit o f aims
That lifeafi'ords no t , would as so on destroy
H e may co nvince himself that, this in view,

I sha ll act well ad vised . And last , because,
Though heaven and earth and all things were

at stake,
Sweet Micha l must no t weep, o ur parting

eve.

Festus. True : and the eve is deepening,
and we sit

As little anxio us to begin our ta lk
As tho ugh to -mo rrow I co uld hint o f it
As we paced arm- ih -arm the cheerful town
At sun-d awn o r could whisper it by fits
(Trithemius busied with his class the while)
In tha t dim chamberwhere the noo n - streaks
peer

H alf- frightened by the awful tomes around

Or in some grassy lane unbosom all

From even -blush to midnight : bu t , to

morrow

H ave I fu ll leave to tell my inmost mind ?
W e have been bro thers , and henceforth the

wo rld

W ill rise between us —al l my freest mind ?
’
Tis the last night , dear Aureo le

Oh , say o n

D evise some test o f lo ve, some arduo us feat
To be performed fo r yo u : say o n Ifnight

Be spent t he while, the better ! R eca ll how

oft

My wond rous plans and dreams and ho pes
and fears

H ave—neverwearied yo u , oh no - as I
R ecall, and never vivid ly as now,

Your true affectio n , born when Einsiedeln
And its green hills were all the wo rld to us

And still increasing to this night which ends

My further stay at W urzburg. Oh , one day
You sha ll be very proud Say o n , dear

friends

Festus . In truth ? ’
Tis fo r my proper

peace, indeed ,
R a ther than yours fo rvain a ll projects seem
To stay your co urse I said my la test hope
Is fading even now. A story tells
Of some far embassy despa tched to win

The favo ur o f an eastern king, and how
Thegifts they o ffered pro ved bu t dau lingd u s t
Shed from the o re- beds native to his clime .

Just so , the value o f repose and lo ve,

I meant shou ld tempt you , better far tlm r I

Yo u seem to comprehend ; and yet desist
No whit from projects where repose no r lo v e

W hen you d eig
'
n

To hearmy purpose
P aracelrtts . H ear it ? I can say

Befo rehand a ll this evening
’
3

“

conference l
’
Tis this way, Michal , that he uses : firs t ,

P a trice/rm . Once mo re Alas A s I
foreto ld .

Festus . A so litary brier the bank pu ts fo rth
To save o ur swan

’
s nest flo ating out to sea .

P aracelstts . D ear Festus, hearme. \V h a t

is it you wish ?
That I should lay aside my heart

’
s pursu it ,

Aband on the so le ends fo rwhich I live,
R eject Go d ’

s grea t commission, and so d ie 2

You bid me listen for yo ur true love’s sak e

Yet howhasgrown that lo ve? Even in a lo ng
And patient cherishing o f the self- same s p irit

It now would quell as tho ugh a mo th er
hoped

To stay the lustymanhood o f the child

Once weak upon her knees. I was no t bo rn
Informed and fearless from the first , bu t

shrank
From aught which marked me out apart from

men :

I would have lived their life, and d ied th eir

death,
Lost in their ranks, eludingdestiny
But you first guided me thro ugh do ubt a nd

fear,

Taught me to know mankind and kn o w
myself ;

And now that I am stro ng and full o f hep e ,

That, frommy so ul , I can reject all aims
Save those your earnest wo rd s made p lain to

me,
N ow that I touch the brink o fmy design ,

W hen I would have a triumph in their eyes ,

A glad cheer in their voices Michal weep s ,
And Festus po nders gravely



https://www.forgottenbooks.com/join


20

To grasp a ll, and retain all, and deserve

By patient to il a wide renown like his.
N ow, this new ard ourwhich supplants the o ld
I wa tched , to o ’

twas significant and strange,

In o nema tched to his soul’s content a t lengt h
W ith riva ls in the search fo rwisd om’

s prize,
To see the sudden pause, the to tal change
From contest, the transitio n to repose
From pressing onward as his fellows pressed ,

To a blank id leness, yet mo st unlike
The dul l stagnatio n o f a so ul , content,

Once foiled , to lea vebetimes a thriveless quest .
Tha t careless bearing, free from all pretence
Even ofco ntempt fo rwha t it ceased to seek
Smiling humility, praisingmuch, yet waiving
W hat it pro fessed to praise—though no t so

well

Maintained bu t tha t rare ou tbreaks, fierce

R evea led the hidden sco rn , as quickly curbed .

That ostenta tio us show o f past defeat,
That ready acquiescence in co ntempt ,
I deemed no o ther than the lettinggo
H is shivered swo rd , o f one abo ut to spring
Upon his foe’s throa t but it was no t thus
N o t that way lo o ked yo ur brooding purpo se

then .

Fo rafter- signs disclosed , wha t yo u co nfirmed ,
That yo u prepared to task to the uttermo st

P AR ACELSUS

No rwoe, to elsewheremo ve you , but this pure
D ev o tion to sustain yo u o r betray

P aracelrm . You sha ll no t state it thus

I should no t difl
'

er from the dreamy crew
You spea k o f. I pro fess no o ther share
In the selection o fmy lo t, than this
My ready answer to the wil l o fGod
W ho summo ns me to be his o rgan. All

W hose innate strength supports them shall

N o better than the sages

Attains the genera l welfare o fhis kind
Yet this, the end , is no t the instrument .

Appo inted channel as he wills sha ll ga ther
Imperfect tributes, fo r that so le obedience
Valued perchance H e seeks no t that his

Blaze , careless how, so tha t they d o but blaze
Suppose this , then ; tha t Go d selected yo u

Yo ur strength, in furtherance o f a certain aim To KNOW (heed well your answers, fo r my
W hich—while it bo re the name yo ur rivals

Their own most puny effo rts—was so vast

In scope tha t it included their best flights ,
Combined them, and desired to gain one prize
In place o fmany, - the secret o f the world ,

Ofman , and man
’
s true purpo se, path and fa te.

—Tha tyo u , no t nursingas a merevague dream
This purpose, with the sages o f the past ,
H ave struck upon a way to this , if a ll
Yo u trust be true, which fo llowing, heart and

soul,

You , if a man may, dare aspire to KNOW
And that this aim sha ll differ from a host
Of aims alike in character and kind ,
Mostly in this,— tha t in itself a lone

Shall its reward be, no t an alien end

Blending therewith ; no ho pe no r fear no rjoy
Clear as your yearning to be singled ou t

Fo r its pursuer. D are yo u answer this

Such the aim, then,
Go d sets before you and

’
tis doubtless need

That he app oint no less the way of praise
Than the desire to praise fo r, tho ugh I ho ld
W ith yo u , the setting forth such pra ise to be

The na tura l end and service o f a man ,

And ho ld such praise is best a ttained when

Shall meet implicitly what they afi rm)
I canno t think yo u dare annex to such

Selectio n aught beyond a steadfast will ,

An intense ho pe no r let yourgifts crea te
Sco rn o r neglect o f o rdinary means
Cond ucive to success, make destiny
D ispense with man’

s endeavo ur. Now, da re

yo u search
Yo ur inmo st heart , and candid ly avow
Whetheryou have no t ra therwild desire
For this distinctio n than security
Of its existence ? whether yo u discern
The pa th to the fulfilment o f yo ur purpose
Clear as tha t purpose and again , that
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P amcd m : [after a p a use]. N o , I have
nongh t to fear ! W ho will may know

The secret
’
st wo rkings o f my so u l. W ha t

th ough

I t be so —if ind eed the strong desire

Ec lipse the aim in me P—if splend o ur break
U p on the ou tset o fmy path a lo ne,
And duskest shad e succeed W ha t fairersea l
S ta ll I require to my authentic mission

Than this fierce energy - this instinct striving
Because its na ture is to strive -enticed

By the security o f no broad co urse,

W ithou t success forever in its eyes I

H ow know I else such glo rio us fate my
own,

But in the restles irresistible fo rce
That works within me? Is it for human will
T o institu te such impulses P—still less,

D o , kept amo ng you all yo ur lo ves , your
ca res,

'
our life—all to bemine P Be sure tha t God

Xe
’

er d o oms to was te the strength he deigns

Ask th e geier
- sa gle why she sto ops a t once

Into the vu t and unexplo red abyss ,
“ Tha t full -grown power informs her from the

first .

W hy she no t marvels, strenuo usly hea ting
The silent bo und less regio ns o f the sky

Be sure they sleep no t whom Go d need s

N or fear

Their ho lding light his charge, when every

Th at finds that charge delayed , is a newdea th.

This fo r the faith in which I trust ; and hence
I a n abjure so well the id le arts

These pedants strive to learn and teach
Black Arts ,

Gren t W o rks, the Secret and Sublime, fo r
soo th

Let o thers prize to o intimate a tie

Cormects me with o ur God A sullen fiend

To d o my bidd ing, fa llen and hatefu l sprites
To help me—wha t are these, a t best, beside
Go d helping, Go d directing everywhere,
So that the earth sha ll yield her secrets up ,

2 1

And every object there be charged to strike,
Teach, gra tify hermaster God appoints ?
And I am young, myFestus, happy and free !
I can devo te myself ; I have a life
To give ; I , singled out fo r this, the One I

Think, think the wide East , where a ll

W isd om sprung ;
The bright South, where she dwelt

ho peful N o rth ,
All are passed o

’

er—it lights on me ! ’
Tis

time
New ho pes should anima te the wo rld , new

light
Sho uld dawn from new revea lings to a race

W eighed d own so long, fo rgo tten so lo ng
thus sha ll

The heaven reserved fo r us at last receive

Creatures whom no unwonted splendo urs
blind ,

But ard ent to confront the unclouded blaze
W hose beams no t seld om blessed their pil

grimage,
N o t seld om glo rified their life below.

Festus. My wo rd s have their o ld fate and

make faint sta nd
Against yo ur glowing period s. Ca ll this.

truth
W hy no t pursue it in a fast retreat ,

Some one o f Learning
’
s many palaces,

After appro ved example P—seeking there
Calm converse with the grea t dead , so ul to

so ul,

W h o laid up treasure with the like intent
—So lift yourself into their airy place,
And fill o ut fu ll their unfulfilled careers ,

Unravelling the kno ts their baffled skill
P rono unced inextricable, true —but left
Far less co nfused . A fresh eye, a fresh hand ,
Might d o much a t their vigo ur

’
s waning

point
Succeed ing with new-brea thed new-hearted

force,

As at o ld games the runnersna tched the to rch
From runnerstill this way success might be.
But yo u have co upled with your enterprise,
An arbitrary self- repugnant scheme
Of seeking it in strange and untried paths .

W hat bo o ks are in the desert ? W rites the sea
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The secret o f her yearning in vast caves

W here yo urs will fi ll the first ofhuman feet ?
H as wisd om sa t there and reco rded aught
You press to read ? W hy turn aside from her

To visit, where her vesture neverglanced ,
N ow—so litudes co nsigned to barrenness
By God

’
s decree, which who shall dare

impugn

N ow—ruins where she paused but would no t

stay,
Old ravaged cities tha t , reno uncing her,
She called an end less curse on, so it came

Orworst o f al l, now—men yo u visit , men ,

Ignoblest tro ops who never heard her vo ice
Or hate it , men witho ut one gift from R ome

OrAthens,—these shallAureo le’s teachersbe
R ejecting past example, practice, precept ,
Aid less

’mid these he thinks to stand a lo ne

Thick like a glo ry ro und the Stagirite
Yourrivals throng, the sages : here stand you
W hatever you may pro test , knowledge is no t
P aramount in yo ur lo ve o r fo r her sake
You would co llect all help fromevery source
R ival, assistant , friend , foe, a ll wou ld merge

In the broad class o f those who showed her
haunts,

And those who showed them no t .

W ha t shall I say
Festus, from childho od I have been po ssessed
By a fire

—by a true fire, or faint o r fierce,
As from witho ut somemaster, so it seemed ,
R epressed or urged its current : this but ill

Expresses what wou ld I convey : but ra ther
I will believe an angel ru led me thus,
Than that my so ul

’
s own workings, own high

na ture,

So became manifest . I knew no t then
W hat whispered in theevening, and spoke out
At midnight . Ifsomemortal, bo rn to o so on ,

W ere laid away in some great trance—the

Coming and goingall the while
—till d awned

H is true time’s advent ; and could then reco rd

The wo rds they spoke who kept wa tch by
his bed ,

Then I might tell mo re o f the breath so light

Upon my eyelids, and the fingers light
Amongmyhair. Yo uth is confused ; yet never

So dull was I but , when tha t spirit passed ,

I turned to him, scarce consciously, as turns
A water- snake when fairies crom his sleep .

And having this within me and about me
W hile Einsiedeln , its mountains, lakes and

woo ds

Confined me—what o ppressive joywas minc
W hen life grew plain , and I firs t viewed th e

thronged ,

The everlasting conco urse o fmankind
Believe that ere I jo ined them, ere I knew
The purpo se o f the pageant , o r the place
Consigned me in its ranks—while, just awa ke ,
W onderwas freshest and delight most pureh
’
Twas then that least supportable appeared
A statio n with the brightest o f the crowd ,

A portion with the pro udest o f them al l .

And from the tumult in my breast , this o nly
Co u ld I co llect , that I must thencefo rth d ie
Or eleva te myself far, a : abo ve
The go rgeo us spectacle. I seemed to lo ng
At once to trample on, yet savemankind ,

To make some unexampled sacrifice

In theirbehalf, to wringsome wond ro us go o d
From heaven o r earth fo r them, to perish .

winning
Eternal weal in the act : as who should d a re
P lucle out the angry thunder from its clo ud ,

That , all its ga thered flame discharged o n

him,

N o sto rm might threaten summer’s azu re

sleep :
Yet never to be mixed with men so much

As to have part even in my own wo rk , sh a re
In my own largess. Once the fea t achiev ed ,

I would withdraw from their ofiicious praise ,

W ould gently put aside their pro fuse thank s .

Like some knight tra versinga wilderness ,

W ho , o n his way, may chance to free a tribe
Of desert -peo ple from their dragon- foe ;

W hen
‘

all the swarthy ra ce press round to kiss
H is feet , and choo se him fo r their king, a nd
yield

Their po or tents, pitched among the sand

hills, for

H is rea lm : and he po ints, smiling, to h is

scarf

H eavy with riveled go ld , his burgonet
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G ay set with twinkling stones—and to the

East ,
W here these must be displayed

Go od : let us hear

N o mo re about your nature, which first

shrunk
From all tha t marked yo u out apart from
men I”

P am elm . I touch o n that these words

The first mad impulse :
’
twas as brief as fond ,

For as I gazed again upon the show,

I so o n distinguished here and there a shape
P alm-wrea thed and radiant , fo rehead and

fu ll eye.

Well p lu sed was I their state should thus at

Interpret my own tho ughts Beho ld the

clue

To a ll , I rashly said , “
and wha t I pine

To do , these have accomplished : we are

They know and therefore rule I , to o , will

know

You were bes id e me, Festus, as yo u say
You saw me plunge in their pursuits whom

Is lavish to attest the lords o fmind ,
Not pausing to make sure the prize in view

But since they stro ve I strove. Then came

a slow

And strangling failure. W e aspired alike,
Yet no t themeanest plodder, Tritheimco unts

Amarvel , bu t was all - sufi cient , strong,
Or staggered only at his own vast wits ;
While I was restless, no thing satisfied ,
Ih
'

strnstful ,most perplexed . Iwould sluro ver

That struggle ; suffice it, tha t I loa thed myself
As weak comp red with them, yet felt some

Amighty powerwas broo ding, taking shape
W ithinme ; and this lasted till one night

When, as I a t revo lving it and more,
A still voice from witho ut said Seest thou

Da ponding ch ild , whence spring defea t

and loss
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Even from thy strength . Co nsider : hast

thou gazed
P resummuously o n wisd om’

s co untenance,

N o veil between ; and can thy faltering
hands,

Unguided by the brain the sight abso rbs ,
P ursue their ta sk as earnest blinkers do
W hom radiance ne

’
er distracted ? Live

their life
If thou wo uldst share their fo rtune, choo se
their eyes

Unfed by splend o ur. Let each task present
Its petty go od to thee. W aste no t thygifts

In profitless waiting for the gods
’
descent ,

But have some id o l o f thine own to dress
W ith theirarray. Know, no t fo rknowing

’

sake,
But to become a star to men fo r ever ;
Know, for the gain it gets, the praise it
brings,

The wonder it inspires, the lo ve it breeds
Lo ok one step onward , and secure that

step ! ”

And I smiled as one never smiles but once,
Then first discoveringmy own aim’

s extent ,

W hich so ught to comprehend the wo rks o f

God ,
And God himself, and all God

’
s intercourse

W ith the humanmind ; I understo od , no less,
My fellows

’
studies, whose trueworth I saw,

But smiled no t , well aware who stoo d byme.

And so ftercame the voice There is a way
’
Tis hard for'

flesh to tread therein, imbued
W ith frailty—ho peless , if indu lgence first
H ave ripened inborn germs o f sin to

strength
W ilt thou adventure fo rmy sake and man

’
s,

Apart from all reward ?
”

And last it

Be happy, mygo od so ldier ; I am by thee,
Be sure, even to the end —I answered

no t ,

Knowinghim. As he spoke, I was endued
W ith comprehensio n and a steadfiist will

And when he ceased , my brow was sealed

his own .

If there to ok place no special change in me,
H ow comes it all things wo re a different hue
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Thencefo rward —pregnant with vast co nse

quence,

P ARACELSUS

P ara celsus. Ay, sounds it no t like sou r

o ld well -known tale
Teeth ingwith grand result , load ed with fate Fo rme, I estima te theirworks and them
So tha t when, quailing at the mighty ra nge
Of secret truths which yearn fo r birth, I haste
To contempla te undaz z led some o ne truth,
Its bearings and efi

'

ects a lone—at o nce

W ha t was a speck expands into a star,

Askinga life to pass explo ring thus,
Till I near craze. I go to pro ve my so ul
I see my way as birds their tra ckless way.

I shall arrive what time, what circuit first ,
I ask no t bu t unless God send his hail
Or blindingfireba lls, sleet o r stifling snow,

In some time, his go o d time, I sha ll arrive
H e guides me and the bird . In his go od

Alfie/ml . Vex him no further, Festus ; it is

Festus . Just thus yo u help me ever. This
would ho ld

W ere it the trackless air, and no t a path
Invitingyou , distinct with foo tprints yet
Ofmany a mighty marchergone that way.

You may have purer views than theirs, per
haps ,

But theywere famo us in theirday—the pro o fs
R emain. At least accept the light they lend .

P aracdm . Their light the sum o f a ll is

They labo ured and grew famo us, and the fruits
Are best seen in a dark and groaning earth
Given over to a blind and end less strife

W ith evils, what o f all their lo re abates ?
N o ; I reject and spurn them utterly
And all they teach . Shall I still sit beside
Theird rywells,with a whitelip and filmed eye,
W hile in the distance heaven is blue abo ve
Mountains where sleep the unsunned tarns ?

And yet

As strong delusions have prevailed ere now.

Men have set out as gallantly to seek
Their ruin . I have heard o f such : yo urself
Avow a ll hitherto have failed and fa l len .

M ir/ml . Nay, Festus, when but as the

pilgrims faint
Through the drear way, d o yo u expect to see
Their city dawn amid the clo ud s afar

So right ly, tha t at times I a lmost dream
I to o have spent a life the sages

’
way,

And tread o nce mo re familiar paths. P er

chance
I perished ih an arrogant self

- reliance

Ages ago and in tha t act , a prayer
Fo r one mo re chance went up so earnest , so

Instinct with better light let in by death,
That life was blo tted ou t—no t so completely
Bu t scattered wrecks eno ugh o f it remain ,

D im memo ries, as now, when once mo re

The goal in sight again . All which, indeed ,

Is fo o lish , and o nly means— the flesh I

The earth I tread , are no t mo re clear to me

Than my belief, exp lained to yo u o r no .

d ispute
Tha t clear belief? I will divest a ll fear.
M ic/ca l . Then Aureo le is Go d

’
s com

P rod uces carelessness to human lo ve
It seems yo u have abjured the helps which

W ho overpass their kind , as yo u would d o ,

H ave humbly so ught I dare no t thoro ughly

This ma tter, lest I learn to o much . Let be

Tha t po pular praise wo uld little instigate
Yo ur efforts, no r particular appro val

Be grea t and grand
—and a ll for us l

N0, sweet

N o t great and grand . If I can servemankind
’
Tiswell but there o ur interco ursemust end
I never will be served by those I serve.

Festu s. Lo ok well to this hereis a plague
spo t, here,

D isguise it how yo u may
’
Tis true, yo u

u tter

This sco rn while by o ur side and lo ving us
’

Tis but a spo t as yet but it will break
Into a hideous blo tch if o verlo oked .

H ow can that co urse be safe which from the
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R eward yo u ; p ut reward aside ; alo ne

Yo u shal l go fo rth up on your arduo us task
N one sha ll as ist you , no ne e yo ur to r] ,
N o ne share yo ur triumph stillyou must retain

Some o ne to ca st yo urglo ry o n, to share
Yo ur rapture with . W ere I elect like you ,
I wou ld encircle me with lo ve, and raise

A rampart o fmy fellows ; it shou ld seem
Impomible fo rme to fail, so wa tched
By gentle friend s who mad e my cause their

own .

They should ward o ff fa te
’

s envy
—the grea t

gifi :

Extra vagant when claimed by me alone,
Being so a gifi to them as well as me.

Ifdanger d aunted me or ease sed uced ,

H ow ca lmly their sad eyes sho uld gaze t e

preach !

Al id a}. O Aureo le, can I sing when a ll

W itho u t first calling, in my fancy, bo th
To listen bymy side—even I I And you

D o yo u no t feel this ? Say tha t yo u feel this !

P am relmr. I feel ’
tis pleasant tha t my

aims, a t length

Allowed theirweight, sho uld be suppo sed to
need

Afurth erstrengtheningin thesegoodly helps
My course a llures fo r its own sake, its so le
Intrinsic wo rth ; and ne

’
er shall boat o fmine

Adventure fo rth fo rgo ld and apes at o nce.

Youra ges say, ifhuman, thereforeweak
Ifweak, more need to give myself entire
To my pursuit ; and byits side, all else
No matter ! I d eny myself but litt le
In waiving all assistance save its own .

W ould there were some real sacrifice to

rmke
Your friend s the sages threw their joys away,
While I must be co ntent with keepingmine.

Fem . Bu t d o no t cu t yo urselffromhuman
weal

You canno t thrive—a man that dares affect
To spend his life in service to his kind
For no reward o f theirs , unbound to them
By any tie ; no r d o so , Aureo le ! N o

There are strange punishments for such. Give

“ P

’
Tis best aspire.

all Q Q

M ir/ml . Stay with us, Aureo le cast tho se
hopes away,

And stay with us An angel warns me, to o ,
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(Although no visible good flow thence) some

I dare no t

Once mingled with us

Of the glo ry to ano ther ; hiding thus,
Even from yo urself, tha t all is for yo ursel£
Say, say almost to God I have d o ne all
Fo r her, no t formyself

And who but la tely
W as to rejo ice in my success like you ?
W hom sh o u ld I lo ve but bo th o fyo u i

’

I know no t

But know this, you , that
’
tis no wil l o fmine

You sho u ld abjure the lofty claims you make
And this the cause—I can no longer seek
To o verlo ok the truth, tha t there would be
A monstrous Spectacle upo n the earth,
Beneath the pleasant sun , among the trees
—A being knowing no t wha t lo ve is. H ear

me

You are end owed with faculties which bear
Annexed to them as

’
twere a d ispensation

To summo n meaner spirits to d o their will
And gather round them at their need ; in

spiring
Such with a lo ve themselves can never feel,
P assionless mid their passionate vo taries.

I know no t ifyou joy in this o r no ,
Or ever dream tha t common men can live

On o bjects yo u prize lightly, but which make
Their heart’s so le treasure : the affections

seem

Beau teo us at most to yo u , which we must
taste

Or die : and this strange qua lity acco rds,
I know no t how, with you sits well upon
That lumino us brow, though in ano ther it

scowls

An ea ting brand , a shame.

judge you .

The ru les of right and wrong thus set aside,
There’s no alternative—I own you one

Of higher order, under o ther laws
Than bind us therefore, curb no t o ne bo ld
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Man sh ould be humble yo u are very pro ud Even as he knows no t how those hearns a re
And Go d , dethroned , has d o lefu l plagues bo rn,

for such As little knows he wha t unlocks their foun t
—W ams me to have in dread no quick And men have o ft grown o ld among their

repulse, bo oks
N o slow defeat , but a complete success To d ie cu e-hard ened in their igno rance,
You will find a ll you seek, and perish so ! W ho se careless yo uth had promised wh a t

P aracelsm [after a pa use]. Are these the long years
barren firstfruits o fmy quest ? Of unremitted labo ur ne’

er performed
Is love like this the na tura l lo t o f a ll ? W hile, contrary, it has chanced some id le

H ow many years o fpain might o ne such ho ur day,
O

’
erba lance D earest Michal , dearest To autumn loiterers just as fancy- free

Festus, As the midges in the sun , gives birth a t la s t
W hat shall I say, if no t tha t I desire To truth—produced mysteriously as cape
To justify your lo ve ; and will, d ear friends, Of cloud grown out o f the invisible air.
In swerving no thing from my first reso lves. H ence, may no t truth be lodged alike in a l l ,

See, thegreatmo o n l and ere themo tt led owls The lowest as the highest ? some slight film
Were wide awake, I was to go . It seems The interposingbar which binds a so u l

You acquiesce at last in all save this And makes the idio t , just as makes the sage

If I am like to compass what I seek Some film remo ved , the happy o ut let whence
By the untried career I choo se ; and then , Truth issues proud ly P See this so u l o fo urs

If tha t career, makingbut small acco unt H ow it strives weakly in the child , is lo osed
Ofmuch o f life’s delight , will yet retain In manhood , clogged by sickness, ba ck
Sufficient to sustain my so ul : fo r thus compelled
I understand these fo nd fears just expressed . By age and waste, set free a t last by dea th
And first the lo re you praise and I neglect , W hy is it , flesh enthrals it o r enthrones ?
The labours and the precepts o f o ld time, W hat is this flesh we have to penetrate ?
I have no t lightly disesteemed . But , friend s , Oh , no t alo ne when life flows still , d o truth
Truth is within o urselves ; it takes no rise And power emerge, but also when strange

From ou tward things, wha te
’
er you may chance

believe. R uffles its current in unused conjuncture,
There is an inmost centre in us a ll , W hen sickness breaks the body—hunger,
W here truth abides in fulness and aro und wa tching,
W all upon wall, the gro ss flesh hems it in , Excess or languo r

—o ftenest dea th’s approach ,
This perfect , clearperceptio n—which is tru th. P eril , deep joy o rwoe. One man sha ll crawl
A bathing and perverting carna l mesh Through life surrounded with all stirring
Binds it , and makes all error : and to KNOW

R a ther consists in o pening out a way Unmoved and he goes mad and 60111 th e

W hence the impriso ned sp lend our may wreck
escape, Ofwhat he was, by his wild talk alone,

Than in efi
'

ecting entry fo r a light You first co llect how grea t a spirit he hid .

Supposed to be without . W atch narrowly Therefo re, set free the soul alike in all,

The demonstration o f a truth, its birth, D iscovering the true laws by which the flesh
And you trace back the effluence to its spring Accloys the spirit W e may no t be d o omed
And so urce within us where bro od s To co pe with seraphs, but at least the rest

radiance vast , Shall cope with us. Make no more giants ,

To be elicited ray by ray, as chance God ,
Shall favour : chance—forhitherto , yoursage But elevate the race at once W e ask
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All I have clearly gained ; fo r once excluding
A brilliant future to supply and perfect
All ha lf-gains and co njectures and crude

hopes
And all because a fo rtune- teller wills

H is cred ulous seekers sho uld inscribe thus
much

Their previous life’s a ttainment , in his ro ll,
Befo re his promised secret , as he vaunts,

Make up the sum and here amid the scrawled
Unco uth reco rdings o f the d upes o f this
Old arch -

geneth liac ,
l lie my life

’
s resu lts I

A few blurred characters suffice to no te

A strangerwandered lo ng throughmany land s
And reaped the fruit he coveted in a few

D isco veries, as appended here and there,
The fragmentary prod uce o fmuch to il,
In a dim heap, fact and surmise together

Co nfused lymassed as when acquired hewas

Intent on ga in to come to o much to stay
And scrutinise the little gained the who le
Slipt in the blank space ’

twixt an id io t
’

s

gibber
And a mad lo ver’s d itty— there it lies.

And yet tho se blo ttings chronicle a life

A who le life, and my life 1 N o thing to do ,
N0 problem fo r the fancy, but a life
Spent and d ecid ed , wasted past retrieve
Or wo rthy beyond peer. Stay , wha t d o es

this
R emembrancer set down concerning

“ life

Time fleets, you th fa des, life is an empty

It is the echo o f time and he whose heart
Beat first beneath a human hea rt , who se

speech
W as copied from a human to ngue, can

never

R ecall when hewas livingyet knewno t this.
N evertheless lo ng seaso ns pass o ’

er him

Till some o ne ho ur’s experience shows wha t
no thing,

It seemed , co u ld clearer show ; and ever

after,

1 Birthd ay
- book maker, yeveOMaxdv .

PARACELSUS

An a ltered brow and eye and gait and

speech
Attest that now he knows the adage true,
Time fleets, you th fad es, life is an emp ty
drm .

l

Ay, my brave chro nicler, and this same h o ur
As well as any : now, let my time be 1

N ow ! I can go no farther ; well or ill ,
’
Tis d o ne. Imust desist and takemy chan ce.

I canno t keep o n the stretch ’
tis no back

Fo r let but some assurance beam, some close

To my to il grow visible, and I pro ceed
At any price, tho ugh closing it , I die.

Else, here I pause. The o ld Greek’s pro p hecy
Is like to turn o ut true I shall no t quit
H is chamber till I know what I desire

W as it the light wind sangit o
’

er the sea

W hat , sunk insensibly so deep ? H as a ll

Been undergone fo r this This the request
My labour qua lified me to presen t
W ith no fear o f refusa l ? H ad I go ne
Slightingly thro ugh my task, and so judged fit

An end , a rest strange how the no tio n, o nce

Enco untered , gathers strength bymoments
R est 1

Where has it kept so lo ng? this throbbing
brow

To cease, this beating heart to cease, all cruel
And gnawing tho ughts to cease ! To d are

let d own

My strung, so high - strung brain, to d are un

nerve

My harassed o
’
ertasked frame, to know my

place,
My portio n , my reward , even my failure,
Ass igned , made sure for ever I To lose my

self

Amo ng the common crea tures o f the wo rld ,

To d raw some gain from havingbeen a ma n ,

N either to ho pe nor fear, to live at lengt h
Even in failure, rest But rest in tru th
And power and recompense I ho ped

tha t o nce
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To modera te my ho pes ; nay, were it now Set no t remorselessly lo ve’s claims aside.

My so le concern to exculpatemyself, This heart was human o nce, o r why recal l

End things o rmend them,
—why, I could no t Einsiedeln , now, and W iirzburg which the

cho o se Mayne
A hmnblermo o d to wait fo r the event Forsakes her co urse to fo ld as with an arm

No, no , there needs no t this ; no , after a ll ,

At worst I have perfo rmed my share o f the

The rest is Go d
’
s concern mine, merely this,

To know that I have o bstina tely held
Bymy own wo rk . The mortal whose bra ve

H as trod , unscathed , the temple-court so far

That he des cries a t length the shrine o f

shrines,

Must let no sneering o f the demons’ eyes,
Whom he co uld pass unquailing, fasten now

Upon him, fairly past their power ; no , no
H emust no t stagger, faint, fa ll d own at last ,

H aving a charm to baffle them beho ld ,
H e h res his front : a mortal ventures thus
Serene amid the echo es, beams and glooms

Ifhe be priest henceforth , if he wake up
The go d o f th e place to ban and blast him

there,

Both well 1 W ha t ’s failure o r success to me

I have su bdued my life to the one purpose
Whereto I o rd ained it there a lone I spy,
No d oubt , tha t way I may be sa tisfied .

Yes , well have I subdued my life beyond
The obliga tio n o fmy strictest v ow,

The contempla tion o fmy wildest bond ,

Which gave my nature freely up , in truth ,
But in its actual sta te, consenting fu lly
All passio na te impulses its so il was fo rmed
To rear, sho u ld wither ; bu t fo reseeing no t

The tract , d o omed to perpetua l barrenness,
W ou ld seem one day, remembered as it was ,

Beside the parched sand -waste which now

it is ,

Already strewn with faint blooms, viewless
then .

I ne’er engaged to ro o t up lo ves so frail

I fi lt them no t yet now,

’
tis very plain

Some soft spo ts had their birth in me at first ,
Ifnot lo ve, my, like love : there was a time
When yet this wo lfish hunger afterknowledge

And Festus—my poo r Festus, with his praise
And co unsel and grave fears—where is he now
W ith the sweet maiden , lo ngago his bride
I surely loved them— that last night , at least ,
W hen we gone gone the better. I

am saved

The sad review o f an ambitious yo uth
Choked by vile lusts, unno ticed in theirbirth ,
But let grow up and wind aro und a will

Till actio n was destroyed . N o , I have gone
P urgingmy pa th successively o f aught
W earing the distant likeness o f such lusts.
I have made life co nsist o f one idea :

Ere that was master, up till tha t was born,

I bear a memo ry o f a pleasant life
W hose sma ll events I treasure ; till o nemom
I ran o

’
er the seven little grassy field s,

Startling the flo cks o f nameless birds , to tell
P o o r Festus , leaping a ll the while fo r joy,
To leave a ll trouble fo rmy fixture plans,
Since I had just determined to become
Thegrea test and mo st gloriousman o n earth .

And since that mo rn all life has been fo r
go tten

All is one day, o ne only step between
The outset and the end one tyrant al l
Abso rbing aim fills up the interspace,
One vast unbroken chain o f tho ught , kept up
Through a career apparently ad verse
To its existence life, dea th , light and

shad ow,

The shows o fthewo rld , were bare receptacles
Or ind ices o f tru th to be wrung thence,
N o t ministers o f so rrow o r delight
A wo ndro us na tura l robe in which she went .
Fo r some one truth wo uld d imly beaco n me
From mountains rough with pines, and flit

and wink

O’
er da zzling wastes o f frozen snow, and

tremble
Into assured light in some branchingmine
W hereripens, swa thed infire, theliquidgo ld



P ARACELSUS

And all the beauty, a ll the wo nder fell
On either side the truth, as its mere robe
I see the robe now—then I saw the form.

So far, then, I have voyaged with success,
So much is good , then , in this wo rking sea

W hich parts me from tha t happy strip o f

land :

But o
’
er tha t happy strip 9. sun shone, to o

And fainter gleams it as the waves grow

rough,
And still mo re faint as the sea widens ; last

I sicken o n a dead gulf streaked with light
From its own putrefying depths alo ne.

Then, God was pledged to take me by the
hand ;

Now, anymiserable juggle can bid
My pride depart . All is alike a t length
God may take pleasure in co nfounding pride
Byhidingsecrets with the sco rned and base
I am here, in short : so little have I paused
Thro ughout I never glanced behind to

know
If I had kept my primal ligh t fromwane,
And thus insensibly am—what I am

Oh , bitter ; very bitter !
And mo re bitter,

To fear a d eeper curse, an inner ruin,
P lague beneath plagu e, the last turning the

first

To light besid e its darkness . Let me weep
My yo uth and its bra ve hopes, all dead and

gone,

In tears which burn W o uld I were sure to

wm

Some startling secret in their stead , a tincture
Of force to flush o ld age with yo uth, o rbreed
Go ld , or imprison moo nbeams till they

change

To o pal shafts —o nly tha t , hurlingit
Indignant back , I might convince myself
My aims remained supreme and pure as ever !
Even now, why no t d esire, fo r mankind ’

s

sake,
That if I fail , some fault may be the cause,

Tin t, tho ugh I sink , ano thermay succeed ?
O God , the despicable heart o fus
Shut out this hideousmo ckery frommyheart

I
’
Twas po litic in you , Aureo le, to reject
Single rewards, and ask them in the lump
At all events, once launched , to ho ld straight

o n

For now
’
tis all o r no thing. Mighty pro fit

Yourgains will bringif they stop sho rt o f such
Full consummation As a man, you had

A certain share o f strength and that is gone

Already in the getting these you boast .
D o no t they seem to laugh, as who should

say
Great master, we

'

are here indeed , dragged

fo rth
To light ; this hast tho u d one : be glad !
N ow, seek

The strength to use which tho u hast spent
in getting !

”

And yet
’
tis much , surely

’
tis very much ,

Thus to have emptied yo uth o f all its gifts,
To feed a firemeant to ho ld o ut till mo rn

Arrived with inexhaustible light ; and lo ,
I have heaped up my last , and day dawns

no t

And I am left with grey hair, faded hands,
And furrowcd brow. H a , have I, after all,
Mistaken the wild nursling o fmy breast ?
Knowledge it seemed , and power, and re

compense
W as she wh o glided thro ugh my ro om of

nights;
W ho laid my head on her so ft knees and

smo o thed

The damp locks,—whose sly so o things just

W hen my sick spirit craved repo se awhile
Go d ! was I fighting sleep o ff for death’s

sake ?

God ! Thou art mind

mind
Mind should be precious. Spare mymind

alone

All else I will endure ; if, as I stand
H ere, with mygains, thy thunder smite me

d own,

I bow me ;
’
tis thywill, thy righteous will

'

I o ’erpass life
’
s restrictions, and I die ;

Unto the master
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And if no trace o fmy career remain
,

Save a thin corpse at pleasure o f the wind
In these brigh t chambers level with the air,
See than to it ! But ifmy spirit an,
My once pro ud spirit fo rsake me a t the last ,
Hm tho u d onewell by me P 80 d o no t tho u
Crush no t mymind , dear God , tho ugh I be

crushed !

H o ld me befo re the frequence o f thy seraphs
W say I crushed him, lest he sho u ld

disturb

My law . Men must no t know their
strength beho ld

W eak and alo ne, howhehad raised himself !
”

But if delusions trouble me, and tho u ,
Not seld om felt with rapture in thy help
Thro ugho u t my to ils and wa nderings , d o st

intend

To work man’
s welfare thro ugh my weak

end ea v our,

To crown mymorta l fo rehead with a beam
From thine own blinding crown, to smile,

and guide

This p uny hand and let the wo rk so wrought
Be styled my wo rk, - hear me I co vet no t
An influx o f new power, an angel

’
s so ul

It were no marvel then—but I have reached
Thus far, a man let me conclude, a man

Give bu t o ne ho ur ofmy first energy,
Of tha t invincible fa ith , but o nly o ne !
Tha t I may co verwith an eagle

-

glance

The truths I have, and spy some certain way
To mo u ld them, and completing them,

p ossess !

Yet Go d is go od : I started sure o f that ,

And why dispute it now ? I
’
ll no t believe

But some und oubted warning longere this

Had reached me : a fire- labarum 1 was no t

deemed
To o much fo r the o ld founder o f these walls .

Then , ifmy life has no t been na tura l,

It hasbeenmonstrous yet , till la te, mycourse

50 ardently engro ssed me, that delight,
Amusing and reflecting joy,

’
tis plain,

The sacred standard used by Co nstantine

Co uld find no place in it . True, I amworn
But wh o clo thes summer, who is life itself?
Go d , that created a ll things, can renew

And then, though after- life to please me now

Must have no likeness to the past ,what hinders
R eward from springingo ut o f to il, as changed
As bursts the flower from earth and ro o t and

stalk P
W ha t use were punishment , unless some sin

Be first detected ? let me know that first

N o man could ever o ffend as I have d o ne

[A w irefrom with im]

I hear a vo ice, perchance I heard
Long ago , but a ll to o low,

So that scarce a care it stirred

If the vo ice were rea l o r no

I heard it in my yo uth when first
The waters o fmy life o utburst :
But , now their stream ebbs faint , I
hear

That voice, still low, but fa ta l -clear

As if all poets , Go d evermeant

Should save thewo rld , and therefore lent
Grea t gifts to , but who , pro ud , refused
To d o his wo rk , or lightly used
Those gifts, o r failed thro ugh weak en

deavour,

So , mourn cast o ff by him fo r ever,
As if these leaned in airy ring
To take me ; this the so ng they sing.

Lost , lost yet come,
W ith ourwan tro o p make thy home.

Come, come fo r we

W ill no t breathe, so much as breathe
R eproach to thee,
Knowingwha t t ho u sink’st benea th.

sank we in those o ld years,
who bid thee, come tho u last

W ho , livingyet , has t life o
’
erpast .

And al togetherwe, thy peers ,
W ill pard o n crave fo r thee, the las t
W ho se trial is d one, who se lo t is ca st
W ith tho sewho wa tch but work no mo re,
W ho gaze on life but live no mo re.

Yet we trusted tho u shou ldst Speak
The message which o ur lip s. to o weak,
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R efused to utter,
—sho u ldst red eem

Our fault such trust, and a ll a d ream

Yet we cho se thee a. birthplace
W here the richness ran to flowers

Co uldst no t sing one so ng fo rgrace

N o t make one blossom man’
s and o urs ?

Must one more recreant to his race

D ie with unexerted powers,
And jo in us, leaving as he fo und

The world , he was to lo osen, bo und P
Anguish I ever and for ever ;

Still beginning, ending never.

Yet, lost and last o ne, come !

H ow cou ldst understand , alas ,

W ha t o ur pa le ghosts stro ve to say,

As their shades did glance and pass
Befo re thee night and day?
Thou wast blind as we were dumb
Once mo re, therefo re, come, 0 come

H ow sho uld we clo the, how arm the spirit
Shall next thy post o f life inherit
H ow guard him h'om thy speed y ruin ?
Tell us of thy sad und o ing
H ere, where we sit , ever pursuing
Our weary task , ever renewing
Sharp so rrow, far from God who gave

Our p owers, and man they co uld no t

save

Arara t. enters.

H a , ha ! o ur king tha t wou ldst be, here a t

last ?

Art tho u the po et who sha ll save the

wo rld ?

Thy hand to mine Stay, fix thine eyes o n

Thou wo uldst be king? Still fix thine eyes
on mine

P amrd rm . H a , ha why cro uchest no t ?

Am I no t king?
So torture is no t who lly unavailing
H ave my fierce spasms compelled thee from

thy lair P
Art tho u the sage I only seemed to be,
Myself o f after- time, my very self
W ith sight a little clearer, strength mo re firm,

W ho robes him in my robe and grasps my

Fo r just a fault, a weakness, 9. neglect ?
I scarcely trusted God with the surmise
Tha t such might come, and tho u d idst hear

the while
Aprils . Thine eyes are lustreless to mine ;
my hair

Is so ft, nay silken so ft : to tal k with thee
Flushes my cheek, and tho u art ashy-pa le.

Truly, thou has t labo ured , hast withstood
her lips,

The siren
’
s ! Yes,

’
tis like thou hast at tained !

Tell me, dear master, wherefo re now thou
comest P

I thought thy so lemn so ngs wo u ld have their
meed

In after- time ; tha t I should hear the earth
Exult in thee and echo with thy pra ise,
W hile I was laid fo rgo tten in mygra ve.

P aracdmr. Ah fiend , I know thee, I am
no t thy dupe

Tho u art o rdained to fo llow in my track ,
R eapingmy sowing, as I sco rned to reap
The harvest sown by sages passed away.
Tho u art the sober searcher, cautious striver,
As if, except thro ugh me, thou hast searched

o r striven

Ay, tell the wo rld D egrade me after all,
To an aspirant after fame, no t truth
To a ll but envy o f thy fa te, be sure I
Ap rile. Nay, sing them to me ; I shall

envy no t
Thou shalt be king! Sing tho u , and I will sit
Beside, and call deep silence fo r thy so ngs,
And worship thee, as I had ne

’
er been meant

To fill thy thro ne : but no ne shall everknow!
Sing to me fo r already thywild eyes
Unlockmyheart - strings , as some crystal - shaft

R evea ls by some chance blaze its parent fount
Afier long time : so thou reveal

’
st my so ul .

All will flash fo rth at last , with thee to hear !
P a racelmr. (H is secret I shal l get his
secret—fo o l l)

I am he that aspired to KNOW and thou ?

Apu
'

le. I would LOVE infinitely, and be

lo ved l

P armd rur. P o o r slave I am thy king
indeed .
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“

Rut—born a spirit , d owered even as thou , H is right hand ever hid benea th his ro be
Born for thy fa te

h because I could no t curb Until the tyrant pass no lawgiver,
Myyearnings to possess at once the full N o swan - so ft woman rubbed with lucid o ils

Enjoyment, but neglected all the means Given by a god fo r lo ve o f her—too hard
Ofrealizing even the frailest joy, Every passio n sprung from man, co nceived

Gatheringno fragments to appease mywant ,
Yet nursingup tha t want till thus I die W ould I express and clo the it in its right
Thou deem’

st I canno t trace thy safe sure

Or blend with o thers struggling in one fo rm,

O
’

erperils that o ’
erwhelm me, triumphing, Or show repressed by an ungainly fo rm.

Neglectingno ught below for aught abo ve, Oh , ifyou marvelled at somemighty spirit
W ith a fit frame to execute its will

Nor that I cou ld (my time to come again) Even unconsciously to work its will
la d this my spirit securely as thine own . You should be mo ved no less beside some
listen, and th o u slmlt see I know thee well.
Iwould lo ve infinitely Ah , lost lost I R are spirit , fettered to a stubborn body,
Oh ye who armed me at such cost , Endeavouring to subdue it and info rm it
H ow shal l I lo ok on all o fye W ith its own splendo ur ! All this I would d o
With yo ur gifts even yet o n me And I wo uld say, this d one, H is sprites
Pa nt dms. (Ah ,

’
tis some mo o nstruck

crmture after all

Such fond fo o ls as are like to haunt this den
They spread conMgion , d oubtless : yet he

To echo one fo reboding o fmy heart
So truly, that no ma tter ! H ow be

With eve
’
s last sunbeam staying on his hair

Which turns to it as if they were akin :

And those clear smiling eyes o f sad des t blue
Nearly set free, so fi r they rise above
The painful fruitless striving o f the brow
And enforced knowledge o f the lips , firm- set

In slow despo ndency’s eternal sigh
Has he, to o , missed life

’
s end , and learned

[charge thee , by thy fea lty, be ca lm !

Aprile. I wo uld lo ve infinitely, and be

First : Iwo uld carve in stone, o rcast in brass ,
The forms o f earth . No ancient hunter lifted
Up to the god s by his renown, no nymph

the sweet so ul of a wood land tree

0! sapphirine sp irit o f a twilight star,
Should be to o hard fo rme ; no shepherd - king
Baal forhiswhite locks no youthwho stands
Slent and very ca lm amid the throng,

God grants to each a sphere to be itswo rld ,
Appo inted with the various objects need ed
To satisfy its own pecu liar want
So , I create a wo rld for these my shapes
Fit to sustain their beauty and their

strength !
”

And , at the word , I wo uld co ntrive and paint
W o ods , valleys, rocks and plains, dells,

sands and wastes,

Lakes which, when mo rn breaks on their
quiveringbed ,

Blaze like a wyvern flying round the sun ,

And ocean isles so small , the d og-fish tracking
A dead whale, who should find them, wo uld

swim thrice

Aro und them, and fire onward—a ll to ho ld
The ofl

'

spring o fmy brain . Nor these al o ne
Bronze labyrinth , pa lace, pyramid and crypt ,
Baths, galleries, courts , temples and terraces,
Marts , theatres and wharfs—a ll filled with

men ,

Men everywhere ! And this perfo rmed in

turn ,

W hen those who lo oked on , pined to hear
the hopes

And fears and ha tes and lo ves which moved
the crowd ,
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I wou ld throw down the pencil as the chisel,
And I wou ld speak ; no thought which ever

stirred

A human breast should be unto ld all

passio ns,

All so ft emo tions , from the turbulent stir
W ithin a heart fed with desires like mine,
To the last comfo rt shu tting the tired lids
Of him who sleeps the su ltry noo n away
Benea th the tent - tree by the wayside well
And this in language as the need sho uld be,
N ow po ured at once forth in a burning flow,

N ow piled up in a grand array o fword s.

This d o ne, to perfect and co nsummate all ,
Even as a luminous haze links star to star,

I wou ld supply all chasms with music.

Mysterious mo tio ns of the sou l, no way
To be defined save in strange melodies.
Las t , having thus revealed all I could lo ve,
H aving received a ll lo ve bestowed on it ,
I wo uld die : preserving so throughout my

course

Go d full o n me, as I was full on men
H e would appro vemy prayer, I have gone

thro ugh
The lo veliness o f life create fo rme
Ifno t fo rmen, or take me to thyself,
Eterna l , infinite lo ve I

”

If thou hast ne’er
Conceived this migh ty aim, this fu ll desire,
Thou hast no t passed my trial , and tho u art

N o king o fmine.

P aracelm . Ah me

But tho u art here
Tho u didst no t gaze like me upon tha t end
Till thine own powers fo rcompassingthe bliss
W ereblind withglory norgrowmad to grasp
At once the prize lo ng pa tient to il shou ld

claim,

N o r spurn all granted sho rt o f tha t . And I
W ould do as thou , a second time nay,

listen

Knowing o urselves, our wo rld , o ur task so

grea t ,

Our time so brief, ’
tis clear ifwe req e

The means so limited , the to o ls so rude

To execute our purpose, life will fleet ,

33 3 :

And far away I could descry the land

Lanterns.

And we shall fade, and leave ourtask und one.

W e will be wise in time : what though o ur

wo rk
Be fashio ned in despite o f their ill-service,
Be crippled every way

’
Twere little praise

Did full reso urces wait on o urgoodwill

At every turn. Let all be as it is.

Some say the earth is even so contrived

Tha t tree and flower, a vesture gay, co nceal

A bare and skeleto n framework. H ad we

means

Answering to ourmind But now I seem
W recked on a savage isle : how rear thereon

My palace Branching palms the props
sha ll be,

Fruit glossymingling; gems are fo r the East
W h o heeds them? I can pass them. Ser

pents’ sca les,
And painted birds’down , furs and fishes’skins
Must help me ; and a little here and there
Is all I can asp ire to : stil l my art

Sha ll show its birth was in a gentler clime.

H ad I green jars o f ma lachite, this way
I
’
d range them where those sea - shells

Cressets 1 should hang, by right : this way
we set

The purple carpets, as these mats are laid ,
W o ven o ffern and rush and blos omingflag.

Or if, by fo rtune, some completergrace
Be spared to me, some fragment, some slight

sample
Of the pro uderwo rkmanship my own home
boasts,

Some trifle little heeded there, but here
The place’s one perfectio n—with what joy
W ould I enshrine the relic, cheerfully
Forego ingall the marvels out of reach

Could I retain one strain o f all the psalm
Of the angels, one word o f the fiat o fGod ,

To let my fo llowers know what such things
are

I would ad venture nobly fo r their sakes
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Say, though I fell, I had excuse to fi ll W ith phantoms, powers? I have created such ,
Say, I was tempted so rely : say but this, But these seem real as I.
D ear lord , Aprile

’
s lord !

Clasp me no t thus, Through the accursed darknes s
Aprile ! That the truth should reach me thus ! Stay I know,

W e areweak dust . Nay, clasp no t or I faint I know them : who should know themwell

Apr My king and envious thoughts
co uld outrage thee W hite brows, lit up with glo ry ; poets all

Lo , I forget my ruin, and rejo ice P ara -

elm . Let him but live, and I have
In thysuccess, as thou Let ourGod

’
s praise my reward

Go bravely through thewo rld at last W ha t Aprile. Yes ; I see now. God is the

Thro ugh me o r thee ? I feel thy breath. W ho in his person acts his own crea tions

W hy, tears H ad you but to ld me this at first ! H ush !

Tears in the darkness, and from thee to me hush
P aracelm . Lo ve me hencefo rth , Aprile,
while I learn

To love and , merciful Go d , fo rgive us bo th ! To help my brain, oppressed by these Wild

W e wake a t length from weary dreams ; but

H aveslept in fairy- land : thoughdarkand drear
Appears the wo rld befo re us, we no less
W akewith o urwrists and ankles jewelled still.
I to o have sought to KNOW as tho u to LOVE

Excluding lo ve as tho u refusedst knowledge.

Still thou hast beauty and I , power. W e

wake

W hat penance canst devise for bo th o f us P
Aprile. I hear thee fi intly. The thick
darkness Even

Thineeyes are hid .

’
Tis as I knew I speak ,

And now I die. But I have seen thy face
O po et , think o fme, and sing ofme

But to have seen thee and to die so so on I have attained , and DOW I may depart .
P aracelmr. D ie no t , Aprile W e must

never part .
Are we no t ha lves of o ne dissevered world , ARACELSUS .

W hom this strange chance unites o ncemore

P art ? never ScaNa .
—Ba.ri1 a chamber in M: h as: of

Till thou the lo ver, know and I , the knower, P ARACELSUS. r526.

Lo ve—until bo th are saved . Aprile, hear !
P a na c s t su s Fa sr u s.

W e will accept our gains , and use them
now P aracelsur. H eap logs and let the blaze

Go d , he will die upon my breast Aprile ! laugh out l
Ap rile. To speak but once, and d ie ! yet True, true !

by his side.

’
Tis very fit a ll , time and chance and change

H ave wro ught since last we sa t thus, face to

H a go you evergirt abo ut face

And their deep import . Live !
’
tis not too

la te.

I have a quiet home fo r us, and friends.

Micha l sha ll smile on you . H ear you
'

Lean thus,
And brea the my brea th . I sha ll no t lose

o ne word

Of all your speech , one little wo rd , Aprile !
Aprile. No , no . Crown me ? I am no t

one o fyou
’
Tis he, the king, yo u seek . I am no t one.

P aracelrm . Thy spirit, at least , Aprile !
Let me lo ve !
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And so u l to so ul—a ll cares, fi r- looking fears,
Vague apprehensions, all vain fi ncies bred
Byyo ur long absence, should be cast away,
Forgo tten in this glad unhoped renewal

Oh , omit no t aught
Which witnes es yo ur own and Micha l’s own
Affection spare no t tha t Only fo rget
The ho no urs and the glories and wha t no t ,
It pleases you to tell pro fusely o u t .
Festus . N ay, even your ho nours, in a sense,
I waive

The wo ndro us P aracelsus , life
’
s dispenser,

Fate
’
s commissary, id o l o f the scho o ls

And co urts , sha ll be no more than Aureo le

still ,

Still Aureo le and myfriend aswhen we parted
Some twen ty years ago , and I restrained
As best I could the promptings o fmy spirit
Which secretly ad vanced yo u, fiom the firs t ,

To the pre eminent rank which, since, your
own

Adventurous ardour, nobly triumphing,

P aracelm . Yes, yes . And .Michal’s

Still wears tha t quiet and peculiar light
Like the dim circlet floa ting round a pearl P
Festus . Just so .

P am el a-m . And yet her calm sweet

countenance,

Though saintly, was no t sad ; for she wo uld

Alone. D o es she still sing alone, bird like,
Not dreamingyo u are near? H ercaro ls dropt
In flakes through tha t o ld leafy bower built

Th e sunny wa ll at t rzburg, from her lattice
Among the trees above, while I , unseen,
Sat conning some rare scro ll from Tritheim’

5

Much wond eringno tes so simple could divert
Mymind from study. Thosewere happydays.

Respect a ll such as singwhen all alo ne !

Festus. Scarcely alone : her children , you

P ame la ” . Ah , those children quite

Unsettle the pure picture in mymind
A girl, she was so perfect , so d istinct
N o change, no change ! N o t but this added

grace

May blend and harmonize with its compeers ,
And Michal may become hermo therho od
But

’
tis a change, and I detest all change,

And most a change in aught I lo ved lo ng
since.

So , Micha l—yo u have said she thinks ofme
Festus . 0 very proud will Micha l be o fyo u
Imagine how we sa t , longwinter-nights ,
Scheming and wo ndering, shaping yo ur pre

sumed

Adventure, o r devising its reward

Shuttingout fearwith all the strength ofhope.

Fo r it was strange how, even when most
secure

In our domestic peace, a certain dim

And flittingshade co uld sadden all , it seemed

A restlessness o f heart, a silent yearning,
A sense of somethingwanting, incomplete
No t to be put in wo rds, perhaps avo ided
Bymute consent—but , said o r unsaid , felt

To point to one so lo ved and so long lost .

And then the hopes rose and shut ou t the

fears

H ow you would laugh should I recount them
now

I still predicted your return at last

W ith gifts beyond the greatest o f them all,

Al l Tritheim’
s wondrous troop ; did one o f

Attain renown by any chance, I smiled ,
As well aware o f who would pro ve his peer.

Micha l was sure some woman, long ere this,
As beautiful as yo u were sage, had lo ved
P aracelsm . Far- seeing, truly, to discern

so much

In the fantastic pro jects and day-dreams

Of a raw restless boy
Oh , no the sunrise

W ell warranted our faith in this full no on

Can I fo rget the anxio us vo ice which said

Festus, have thoughts like these ere shaped
themselves

In o ther brains than mine ? have their

possesso rs
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Existed in likecircumsta nce?were theyweak
As I, o r ever constan t from the firs t,
D a pisingyo uth

’
s allurements and rejecting

As Spider-films the shackles I endure ?
Is there hOpe fo r me —a nd I answered
gravely

As an acknowledged elder, calmer, wiser,
More gifted morta l . 0 you must remember,
Fo r all yo ur glo rio us

G lo rious ? ay, this hair,
Thes e hands—nay, touch them, they are

mine ! R ecall

W ith all the said recallings, times when thus
To lay them by your own ne

’
er turned you

As now. Most glo rious , are they no t ?

Somethingmust be subtracted from success

So wide, no d o ubt. H ewould be scrupu lo us,
truly,

Wh o sho uld o bject such drawbacks . Still,
still, Aureo le,

To lo o k wel l to it : yo u must no t be sto len

From the enjoyment o f yourwell -wo n meed .

P um a/m . My friend you seek my

You will best gain your point , by talking, no t
Ofme, but of yo urself.

H ave I no t said
All to uchingMichal and my children Sure

Yo u know, by this, full well how Aennchen
looks

Gravely, while o ne disparts her thick brown

And Aureo le
’
s glee when some stray gannet

Amid the birch - trees by the lake. Sma ll hope
H ave I tha t he will hono ur (the wild imp )
H is namesake. Sigh no t

’
tis to o much to ask

That all we lo ve should reach the same
proud fa te.

But you are very kind to humo urme
By showing interest in my quiet life ;
You , who o f o ld could never tame yo urself
To tranquil pleasures, must a t heart de

P ARACELSUS

Just so , allowing I am passing sage,
It seems to me much worthier argumen t
W hy pansies,

l
eyes tha t laugh , bear beauty’s

Farm . Speak when ?

my class ?

1 Citrinula (flammu la ) herba P aracelso mul
tum familiar-is.

- DORN .

P aracd rm . Festus, strange secrets are let

o ut by dea th
W ho blabs so oft the fo llies o f this wo rld

And I am death’s familiar, as you know.

I helped a man to die, some fewweeks since.
W arped even from his go -cart to o ne end

The living on princes’ smiles, reflected from
A mighty herd o f favourites. N0 ma n trick

H e left untried , and truly well - nigh wo rmed
All tra ces o fGo d

’
s finger o ut o f him

Then died , grown o ld . And just an h our

befo re,
H aving lain longwith blank and soulless eyes,
H e sat up suddenly, and with natural vo ice
Said that in spite o f thick airand closed d oo rs
God to ld him it was June and he knew well,
W ithout such telling, harebells grew in June

From vio lets, eyes that d ream (your
Michal’s choice)

Than all foo ls find to wonder at in me
Or in my fo rtunes. And be very sure
I say this fio m no prurient restlessness ,

No self- complacency, itching to turn,
Vary and view its pleasure from all po in ts ,
And , in this instance, willing o therme
May be at pains, demonstra te to itself
The realness o f the very joy it tastes.
W ha t sho uld delight me like the news o f

W hose memories were a so lace to me o ft ,
As mountain -ba ths to wild fowls in their

flight
Ofter than yo u had wasted thought o n me
H ad yo u been wise, and rightly valued bliss.
But there’s no tamingno r repres singhearts
God knows I need such —So , you heard me
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There was no ise and crowd eno ugh. I saw

Surely you know I am engaged to fill

The chair here —that ’
tis part o f my proud

fi l e

To lecture to as many thick - skulled yo uths
As please, each day, to thro ng the thea tre,
To my great repu ta tio n, and no small
Danger o f Basil

’
s benches longunused

To en d : beneath such ho nour
I was there

I mingled with the throng : sha ll I avow
Sma ll care was mine to listen —too intent

On ga thering from themurmurs o f the crowd

Afull co rro bo ration o fmy ho pes !
What can I learn about your powers but

Know, care fo r nought beyond your actual

state,

Your actua l va lue ; yet they worship you ,
Those vario us natures whom you sway as one
But cre I go , be sure I sha ll attend

P erm ia n . Stap, o
’
Go d

’
s name : the

thing
’
s by no means yet

Sha ll I read this mo rning
’
s

—Ar la st in substance N ought so wo rth
the gaining

As an apt scho lar ! Thus then, with all due
P recisio n and emphasis—yo u , beside, are

clearly
Guiltles o f understandingmore, a whit ,
The subject than your sto o l—a llowed to be
A no ta ble ad vantage.

Surely, Aureo le,
You laugh at me I

Forsa k en I laugh H a , ha thank

l eharge you , if
’
t be so ! for I fo rget

Much, and what laughter should be like.

N o less ,

However, I fo rego tha t luxury
Since it alarms the friend who brings it back.
True, la ugh ter like my own must echo

strangely
To thinkingmen ; a smile were better far
So , makeme smile If the exulting lo ok
Youwere but now be smiling,

’
tis so long
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Since I have smiled Alas , such smiles are

Alone o f hearts like yours, or herdsmen’
s

so u ls

Of ancient time, whose eyes, calm as their

H encefo rth less sweetness in his own , co uld

move

Such earnest mo o d in yo u Fear no t , dear

friend ,
That I sha ll leave you , inward ly rep ining
Yo ur lo t was no t my own

And this fo r ever

Fo r ever gull who may, they will begu lled
They will no t loo k nor think ; ’

tis no thing

In them but surely be is no t of them
My Festus, d o you know, I reckoned , yo u
Though a ll beside were sand - blind—you , my

W o uld lo ok at me, once close, with piercing

Untroubled by the fa lse glare tha t confo unds
A weaker vision wou ld remain serene,

Though singular amid a gaping throng.

I feared you , or I had come, sure, long ere

To Einsied eln . W ell , error has no end ,

And R hasis is a sage, and Basil boasts
A tribe o fwits , and I am wise and blest

Saw in the stars mere garnishry of heaven ,
And in the earth a stage for altars only.

Never change, Festus : I say, never change
Festus. My Go d , if he be wretched after

a ll

P aracelm . W hen last we parted , Festus,
yo u declared ,

—D r Micha l, yes, her soft lips whispered
wo rd s

I have preserved . She to ld me she believed
I should succeed (meaning, tha t in the search
I then engaged in , I should meet succes s)
And yet bewretched now, she augured fa lse.

Farm . Thank heaven but you spoke
strangely : could I venture

To think bare apprehensio n lest your friend ,
D azzled by yo ur resplendent course, migh t
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P ast all dispu te ’
Tis vain to fret at it .

I have vowed long ago myworshippers
Shall owe to their own deep sagacity
All further information , good o r had .

Small risk indeed my reputa tion runs,
Unless perchance the glance now searching

Be fixed much longer ; fo r it seems to spell
D imly the characters a simplerman
Might read distinct enough. Old Eastern

Say, the fallen prince o fmo rning some sho rt

R emained unchanged in semblance ; nay, his

W as hued with triumph every spirit then
P raising, h is heart o n flame the while —a

W ell , Festus, what discoveryou , I pray

P um a/ms. Good : I d o well, most well
W hy strive to make men hear, feel , fret

themselves
W ith wha t is past theirpowerto comprehend
I shou ld no t strive now only, havingnursed
The faint surmise that o ne yet walked the

One, at least , no t the u tter foo l o f show,

N o t abso lu tely formed to be the dupe
Of shallow plausibilities alone :
One who , in youth , found wise enough to

The happiness his riper years appro ve,
W as yet so anxious fo r ano ther’s sake,
Tha t , ere his friend could rush upon a mad
And ruino us course, the converse o fhis own,
H is gentle spirit essayed , prejudged for him
The perilous path , fo resaw its destiny,
And warned the week o ne in such tender

Such accents—his who le heart in every

Tha t o ft theirmemory comforted tha t friend
W hen it by right should have increu ed

- H aving believed , I say, that this one man

PARACELSUS

I have no t been successful , and yet am

Most miserable ’
tis said at last ; nor yo u

Give credit , lest you force me to conced e

That common senseyet lives upon theworld
Festus. Yo u surely do no t mean to banter

Its progress. That was in those W un burg

Could never lose the light thus from the first

H is portion—how should I refuse to grieve
At even mygain if it disturb our o ld
R elation , if it makeme out mo re wise

Therefo re, o nce mo re reminding him h ow

well

H e pro phesied , I no te the single flaw
That spo ils his pro phet’s title. In p la in

wo rds ,

You were deceived , and thus were yo u d e

To cleanse your memo ry o f such matters

knew,

As h r as words of mine could make it clear,
That

’
twas my purpose to find joy o rgrief

$01e in th e fulfilment o fmy plan
Or plo t o rwha tsoe’er it was ; rejo icing
Alone as it proceeded prosperously,
Sorrowing then only when mischance

No t to pro lo ng a theme I tho roughly ha te,

I have pursued this plan with allmystrength
And havingfailed th erein most signa lly ,
Canno t o bject to ruin utter and drear

As all-excellingwould have been the prize
H ad fo rtunefavo ured me. I scarcehave righ t
To vex your frank go od spirit late so glad
In my supposed prosperity, I know,

And , were I lucky in a glu t o f friends ,
W ou ld well agree to let your error live,
Nay, strengthen it with fables of succes s .

Bu t mine is no co ndition to refuse

The tranm
'

ent so lace of so rare a go dsend ,

My so litary luxury, my o ne friend

Accordingly I venture to pu t ofl
'

The wearisome vest o f fi lseh ood gel lingme,
Secure when he is by. I layme hare,
P rone a t his mercy—but he is my fi'iend
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No t that he needs retain his aspect grave ;
That answers no t my purpose ; for

’
tis like,

Some sunny morning—Basil being drained
Of its wise po pulation, every corner
Of the amphithea tre crammed with learned

clerks,

H ere ( Eco lampadius, lo okingworlds ofwit ,
H ere Castellanus, as pro found as he,

Munsteru s here, Frobenius there, all squeened
And staring,

—that the zany o f the show,

Even P ara celsus, shall put off before them
H is trapp ings with a gracebu t seldomjudged
Expedient in such cases —the grim smile
That will go round Is it no t therefo re best

In a sma ll way? W here are the signs l seek,
The first - fruits and firir sample o f the sco rn
Due to a ll quacks ? W hy, this will never

d o !

nough t beside !

Were there a spark of truth in the confusion
Of these wild words, you would no t outrage

thus

Youryouth
’
s companion. I shal l ne’erregard

Thes ewanderings, bred o ffaintness and much

T rs no t thus you wou ld trust a trouble to me,

I have said it , dearest

Festus

For the manner,
’
tis ungracio us probably

Youmay have it to ld in bro ken so bs, o ne day,
And smlding tears, ere long . but I though t

To keep that off as long as possible.

Do you wo nder still

fiestas . N o ; it must o ft fall o ut

That one whose labour perfects any work,
Shall rise fiom it with eye so worn tha t he
Ofall men least can measure the extent

Ofwhat he has accomplished . H e alone

Who , nothing tasked , is no thingweary too ,
May clearly scan the litt le he efl

'

ects :

But we, the bystand ers , untouched by toil,

This worthy Festus
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Is one o f them, at last
’
Tis so with all l

First, they set down all progress as a dream
And next , when he whose quick discomfiture
W as counted o n, accomplishes some few
And doubtful steps in his career,—beho ld ,
They lo ok fo r every inch o fground to vanish

Beneath his tread , so sure they spy success !
Festus. Few d o ubtful steps when death

retires befo re
Your presence—when the noblest o f man

kind ,
Broken ih body or subdued in so ul ,

May through your skill renew their vigo ur,

The sha ttered frame to pristine stateliness ?
W henmen in racking pain may purchase

Of what d eligh ts them most, swo oning at

once

Into a sea o f bliss or rapt along
As in a flying sphere o f turbulent light ?
W hen we may lo ok to you as one o rdained

To flee the flesh from fell disease, as frees

Our Luther
’
s burning tongue the fettered

soul

P area lm . W hen and where, the devil ,

did yo u get

This no table news
Festus . Even from the common voice ;

From those whose envy, daring no t dispute
The wonders it decries, attributes them
To magic and such fo lly.

Fo lly W hy no t

To magic, pray ? You find a comfo rt d o ubt
less

In ho ld ing, Go d ne
’
er troubles him abo ut

Us or ourd o ings oncewewere judged worth
The d evil

’
s tempting I o ffend : forgive

me,
And rest content . Yo ur pro phecy o n the

who le
W as fair enough as pro phesyings go ;
At fault a little in detail , but quite
P recise eno ugh in themain ; and hereupon
I pay due homage : you guessed long ago

(The pro phet I should fail—and I have
failed .
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Festus . Yo u mean to tell me, then , the
hopes which fed

Yo ur yo u th have no t been realized as yet

Some obstacle has barred them hitherto ?
Or tha t their inna te

As I said but now,

You have a very decent prophet’s fame,
So you but shun details here. Little matter

W hether th o se hopes were mad ,—the aims

they so ught ,
Safe and secure from all ambitious fo o ls ;
Or whethermy weak wits are o vercome
By wha t a better spirit wou ld scorn : I fail.
And now methinks ’

twere best to change a
theme

I am a sad fo o l to have stumbled on.

I say confused ly wha t comes uppermost
But there are times when pa tience pro ves a t

fault,

As now : this mo rning’s strange encounter
you

Beside me once again you , whom I guessed
Alive, since hitherto (with Luther’s leave)
N o friend ha ve I among the saints at peace,
To judge by any go od their prayers effect .
I knew yo u wo uld have helped me—whyno t

he,

My strange competito r in enterprise,
Bo und fo r the same end by ano ther path,
Arrived , o r ill o r well , befo re the time,
At o ur disas trous jo urney’s d o ubtful close
H ow goes it with Aprile ? Ah , they miss
Yo ur lone sad sunny idleness of heaven ,

Our martyrs fo r the wo rld
’
s sake ; heaven

shuts fast
The poo rmad poet is howling by this time
Since yo u are my so le fi'iend then, here o r

there,
I co uld no t quite repress the varied feelings

Thismeetingwakens ; theyhavehad theirvent ,
And now forget them. D o the rear-mice still

H ang like a fretwork on the gate (orwha t
In my time was a ga te) fro nting the road
From Einsiedeln to Lachen

Trifle no t

Answerme, formy sake alone Yo u smiled

Just now, when I supposed some deed , nu

wo rthy 1 N apkin.

Yo urself, might blo t the else so bright resu lt
Yet ifyourmo tives have continued pure,
Your will unfal tering, and in spite o f th is ,
Yo u have experienced a defeat, why then
I say no t you wo uld cheerfully withdraw
From contest—mortal hearts are no t so

fashio ned

But surely yo u would ne
’
ertheles s withd raw.

Yo u so ught no t fame no rgain no r even lo v e,

N o end d istinct from knowledge,—I repea t
Yo ur very words : once sa tisfied that know

ledge

Is a mere d ream, you wo u ld anno unce as

much,
Yourself the first. But how is the ev ent ?

Yo u are defea ted—a nd I find you here
P aracebm . As though here d id no t

signify defea t

I spoke no t o fmy little labours here,
But o f the break -d own o fmygenera l aims
Fo r you , aware o f their extent and sco p e,

To lo ok on these sage lecturings, appro ved
Bybeard less bo ys, and bearded d o tard s wo rse,
As a fit co nsumma tion o f such aims,
Is worthy no tice. A pro fes so rship
At Basil Since yo u see so much in it ,
And think my life was reaso nably drained
Of life

’
s delights to renderme a ma tch

Fo r d uties ard uous as such post demand s ,
Be it far fromme to deny my power
To fill the petty circle lo tted o ut

Of infinite space, o r justify the host
Ofhonours thence accruing. So , take no tice,
This jewel dangling frommy neck preserves
The features o f a prince, my skill res tored
To plague his peo ple some few years to come
And all thro ugh a pure whim. H e had eased

the earth
Fo rme, but that the dro ll despairwhich seized
The vermin o f his ho useho ld , tickled me.

I came to see. H ere, drivelled the physician ,

W hose most infa llible no strum was at h u lt
Therequaked the astro loger, whose horosco pe
H ad promised him interminable years ;
H ere a mo nk fumbled at the sickman’

smouth
W ith some und o ubted relic—a sudary



https://www.forgottenbooks.com/join


44

H is stern lo rd , wills from the perplexingblows
That plague him every way ; but there, o f

co urse,

W here least he suffers, longest he remains
My case ; and for such reaso ns I plod on ,

Subd ued but no t convinced . I know as little

Why I deserve to fail, as why I hoped
Better things in my yo uth. I simply know
I am no master here, but trained and beaten
Into the path I tread and here I stay,
Until some firrther intima tio n reach me,
Like an o bedient drudge. Though I prefer
To view the who le thing as a task imposed
W hich , whether d ull o r pleasan t , must be

d one

Yet , I deny not , there is mad e provision
Of joys which tastes less jaded might affect ;
Nay, some which please me to o , for all my

pride_
P leasures tha t o ncewere pains : the iro n ring
Festeringabo ut a slave

’
s neck grows a t length

Into the flesh it ca ts. I ha te no longer

A host o f petty vile delights, undreamed o f

Or spurned befo re ; such now supply the place
Ofmy dead aims : as in the autumn woods
W here tall trees used to flourish , from their

roo ts

Springs up a fungo us bro od sickly and pale,
Chill mushrooms co loured like a corpse’

s

cheek.

Festus. If I interpret well yo ur word s, I
own

It troubles me but little tha t your aims,
Vast in their dawning and mo st likely grown
Extra vagantly since, have baffled you

'

.

P erchance I am glad ; yo u merit greater

praise ;
Because they are to o glo rious to be gained ,
You d o no t blind ly cling to them and die ;
You fell, bu t have no t sullenly refused
To rise, because an angel worsted you

In wrestling, though the world ho lds no t

your peer,
And tho ugh to o harsh and sudden is the

change

To yield co ntent as yet , still yo u pursue
The ungracious path as th ough

’
twere rosy

strewn.

P ARACELSUS

’
Tis well : and your reward , or so on o r la te,

W ill come from him whom no man serves in

P aracebm . Ah , very fine
I conceive

The very pausing from a ll firrther toil ,

W hich you find heinous , would become a seal
To the sincerity o f all my deeds.
To be consistent I should d ie at once ;

I calculated on no after- life ;

Yet (how crept in , how fostered , I kno w no t)
H ere am I with as passionate regret
Fo r youth and heal th and lo ve so vainly

For my part .

As if their preserva tion had been first

And fo remost in my thoughts ; and this

strange fi at

H umbled me wond ro usly, and had due fo rce
In rend eringme the less averse to fo llo w

A certain counsel, a mysterious warning
You will no t und erstand—but ’

twas a man

W ith aims no tmine and yet pursued likemine.

W ith the same fervour and no mo re su cces s ,
P erishing in my sight who summoned me

As I would shun the ghastly fa te I saw,

To servemy race at o nce to wait no lo nger

Tha t Go d should interfere in my behal f,
But to distrust myself, put pride away,
And give my gains, imperfect as they were,
To men. I have no t leisure to explain
H ow, since, a singular series o fevents

H as raised me to the sta tion yo u beho ld ,

W herein I seem to turn to mo st acco un t

Themere wreck o fthe past ,—perhaps receive
Some feebleglimmeringtoken that God views

And mayappro vemy penance : therefore here
Yo u find me, d o ingmost good o r least ha rm.

And if fo lks wondermuch and profit little
’
Tis no t my fault ; only, I sha ll rejoice
W henmypart in the farce is shuffled thro ugh.
And the curtain fa lls : Imust ho ld o ut till then.

Fer-tu . Till when, dearAureo le P
Till I

’m fairly thrust
Frommy proud eminence. Fo rtune is fickle
And even pro fessors fi ll should that arrive,
I see no sin in ceding to my bent .

You little fancy wha t rude shocks apprise us
W e sin ; God

’
s intima tio ns ra ther fail
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In d a meas than in energy :
’
twere wel l R edeem their fellows. Once the germ im

Did they bu t indicate the course to take planted ,
Like that to be fo rsaken. I would min Its growth, if slow, is sure

Be spared a further a mple. H ere I stand ,
And here I stay, be sure, till fo rced to flit .

Fa rm . Be you but firm on that head !
long ere then

All I exp ect will come to pass, I trust

The clo ud tha t wraps you will have disap

Meantirne, I see small chance o f such event
Th ey praise yo u here as one whose lo re,

Divulged , eclipses all the pos t can show,

But whose achievements , marvellous as they
he.

Are h int anticipa tions o f a glo ry
About to be revealed . W hen Basil

’
s crowds

Dismiss their teacher, I sha ll be content
That he depart .

P am zlrus . This favour at their hands
I look fo r earlier than yo ur view o f things

Would wa rrant. Of the crowd you saw to

d ay,
Remo ve the fu ll ha lf sheeramazement draws,
Mere novelty, nought else ; and next , the tribe
Whose inna te blackish dulness just perceives
That unless miracles (as seemmy wo rks)
Be wrough t in their behalf, their chance is

sligh t

To pnn l e the devil next , the numero us set

The reacher that o ppugns them, till he once

Have p lanted his own d octrine, when the

teacher

May reckon o n their rancour in his turn ;
Take, to o , the sprinkling o f sagacious knaves

Whose cunning runs no t co unter to the vogue

But seeks, by fla ttery and crafty nursing,
To forcemy system to a premature
Short - lived develo pment . W hyswell the list
Fa ch has his end to serve, and his best way
Ofserving it remove all these, remains
A scanning, a poo r d ozen at the best ,
Worthy to lo ok for sympathy and service,
And likely to draw profit frommy pains.
Fm .

’
Tis no encouraging picture : still

these few

God grant it so I

I would make some amends : but if I fail ,
The luckless rogues have this excuse to urge,
That much is in mymethod and mymanner,
My unco uth habits, my impatient spirit ,
W hich hinders o f reception and result

My d octrine : much to say, small skill to

speak
These o ld aims suffered no t a lo oking- off

Though fo r an instant ; therefo re, o nly when
I thus renounced them and reso lved to reap
Some present fruit—to teach mankind some

truth
So dearly purchased—o nly then I found
Such teachingwas an art requiring cares
And qualities peculiar to itself :
Tha t to possess was one thing—to display
Ano ther. W ith renown first in my thoughts,
Or po pu lar praise, I had so on discovered it

Onegrows but little apt to learn these things.

Festus . If it be so , which nowise I believe,
There needs no waitingfuller dispensa tion
To leave a labour o f so little use .

W hy no t throw up the irksome charge a t

once

Fam e/ms. A task, a task 1
But wherefore hide the who le

Extent o f degrada tio n, once engaged

In the co nfessing vein P D espite of all

My fine ta lk o f obed ience and repugnance,
D ocility and what no t , ’

tis yet to learn

Ifwhen the task shall really be performed ,

My inclinatio n free to choo se once more,
I sha ll d o aught but slightly modify
The nature o f the ha ted task I quit.
In plain words , I am spo iled my life still

tends

As first it tended I am broken and tra ined

To my o ld habits : they are part o fme.

I know, and none so well , my darling ends

Are proved impossible : no less , no less,
Even now wha t humours me, fond fo o l, as

when

Their faint gho sts sit with me and fla tterme

And send me back content to my dull ro und ?
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H ow can I change this so ul —this appara tus To enter once more on the life thus left ,

Co nstructed so lely fo r their purposes , Seek no t to hide that a ll this co nsciousness
80 well adapted to their every want, Of failure is assumed

To search o ut and d isco ver, pro veand perfect
This intricate machine whose mo st minute I to il , you listen ; I explain , perhaps
And meanest mo tions have theircharm to me

Tho ugh to no ne else—a n aptitude I seine, H ave yo u learnt no thing from to - day
’
s dis

An object I perceive, a use, a meaning,
A pro perty, a fitness, I explain
And I alone —how can I changemy so ul ?
And this wronged body, wo rt h less savewhen

Under tha t so ul’s dominion—used to care

For its bright master
’
s cares and quite subd ue

Its pro per cravings—no t to ail no r pine
So he but prosper—whither drag this poo r
Tried pa tient body ? God l how I essayed
To live like tha t mad poet , fo r a while,
To love alone ; and how I felt to o warped
And twisted and defo rmed W hat sho uld I

Even tho
’
released from drudgery, bu t return

Faint , as yo u see, and halting, blind and so re,

To my o ld life and die as I began ?
I canno t feed on beauty fo r the sake
Of beauty only, no r can drink in ba lm
From lovely objects fo r their lo veliness ;
My nature canno t lo se her first imprint
I still must hoard and heap and class a ll truths That mo cks him from the bed - foo t , and all

W ith o ne ulterio r purpo se : I must know
W o uld Go d transla teme to his throne, believe You thither turn at once o r he recoun ts

Tha t I should o nly listen to his wo rd The perilous jo urney he has late performed ,
To furthermy own aim Fo r o thermen, And you are puzz led much how that could be 1
Beau ty is prodiga lly strewn aro und , You find me here, half stupid and ha lf

And I were happy could I quench as they
This mad and thriveless longing, and con It makes no part o fmy deligh t to search

tent me Into these matters , much less und ergo
W ith beauty for itself alo ne a lu , Ano ther’s scrutiny ; but so it chances
I have ad dress ed a fro ck o fheavy mail Tha t I am led to trust my sta te to yo u

Yet may no t jo in the tro op o f sacred knights ;
And now the forest - creatures fly from me,
The grass

-banks coo l , the sunbeams warm
no mo re.

Best fo llow, dreaming that ere night arrive,
I sha ll o ’

ertake th e company and ride

Glitteringas they

W h at yo u wo uld say : ifyo u , in truth, design

man’
s sta te

W e feel awhile the flutteringpu lse, press so ft
The ho t brow, lo o k upon the languid eye,

And thence divine the rest. Must I lay bare
My heart , hideo us and beating, o r tear u p
My vitals fo r yourgame, ere yo u will d eem
Eno ugh made known ? Yo u 1 who are you ,

That is the crowning operation claimed
By th e arch-demonstrato r—heaven the hal l,
And earth the audience. Let Aprile and yo u
Secure go od places

’
twill be wort h the

while.

Festus . Are yo u mad , Aureo le ? W ha t

can I have said
To call fo r this ? I judged from your own

P ortra its“ . Oh , d o ubtless A sickwretch

They tho rough ly conveyed al l hidden here
H ere, loa thsome with despair and hate and

rage

Is there no fear, no shrinking and no shame

W ill yo u guess no thing? will you spare rne

no thing
Must I go deeper? Ay o r no ?
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Dear friend I had immo rtal feelings ; such shall never

P ara -

ch m . True : I am brutal Be who lly quenched : no , no
p u t o f it

Tu ph gue
’
ss

’

gn
—
yo u areno t a lamr-haunter, A melancho ly face, and certain

’
tis

H ow sho u ld you know ? W ell then, yo u There’s little cheer in al l this disma l wo rk .

think it strange But was it my desire to set abroach
I should pro fes to have firiled utterly, Such memories and fo rebodings I fo resaw
And yet prop o se an ultimate return W here they wo uld drive.

’
Twere better we

To courses vo id o f hope : and this, because
You know no t wha t tempta tion is, nor how
”
T
'

rs like to p lymen in the sickliest part .
You are to und erstand th at we who make
Sport for the gods , are hunted to the end
There is no t o ne sharp vo lley sho t at us,
Which

’
scaped with life, though hurt, we

Amigather by the wayside herbs and roo ts

To staunch ourwounds, secure from further

We are assailed to life
’
s extremest verge

It will be well indeed if I return,
Aharmless busy fo o l, to my o ld ways
I wou ld fo rget hints o f ano ther fate,
Significan t enough, which silent hours
Have lately scared me with .

Ano ther 1 and wha t ?
P arm hm . Afteral l, Festus, you saywell :

I am
Am n yet I need never humbleme.

I would have been—something, I know no t Mocking itself. Be brave, dear Aureo le
win t Since

But though I canno t soar, I do no t crawl. The rabbit has his shade to frigh ten him,

Th e are worse portions than this one o f The fawn a rustlingbo ugh ,mo rtals theircares,
And higherna tures yetwould slight and laugh

You mywell

Pm ehwr. And deeper degradati
Ifthemean stimu lants o f vulgar praise,
Ifvanity sho uld become the chosen food
Ofa sunk mind , should stifle even the wish

To find its early aspira tions true,
Should teach it to breathe fa lsehood like

An atmosphere o f craft and trick and lies Yo u ho ld
Should make it pro ud to emulate, surpass
Base natures in the practices which woke Ay and alas l

ltsmoa indignan t loathingonce N o , no !

Utter damna tio n is reserved for hell I admira tion, friend

N ews from Lucerne o r Zurich ; ask and tell

OfEgypt
’
s flaring sky or Spain

’
s cork-

gro ves .

Festus . I have though t : trust me, this

moo d will pass away
I know yo u and the lo fty spirit you hear,
And easily ravel out a clue to all .

These are the trials meet for such as yo u ,

N ormust you ho pe exemption : to be mo rta l

Is to be plied with trials manifo ld .

Lo ok round The obstacles which kep t the
rest

From your ambition, have been spurned by
Yo u ;

Their fears, their d oubts, the chains tha t
bind them all ,

W ere flax befo re your reso lute so ul, which
nought

Avails to awe save these delusio ns bred
From its own strength , its selfis ame strength

At trammels o f a weaker intellect ,
Measure yo ur mind ’s heigh t by the shade it

casts l

I know you .

P ow el l-us. And I know yo u , dearest

Festus I

And howyo u lo ve unworthily and how

All admiratio n renders blind .

Farms.
That admira tion blinds
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W hether it be that all lo ve renders wise

In its degree ; from love which blends with
love

H eart answering heart
—to lo vewhich spends

itself

In silent mad id o latry o f some
P re-eminent morta l, some grea t so ul of so uls,
W hich ne’erwill know how well it is ad o red .

I say, such lo ve is never blind but rather

Alive to every theminutest spo t
W hich mars its object , and which ha te (sup

po sed
So vigilant and searching) dreams no t o f.

Lo ve bro ods on such : wha t then W hen

first perceived
Is there no sweet strife to fo rget , to change,
To overflush those blemishes with all

The glow o fgeneral goo dness they disturb
—To make those very defects an end less

source

Of new affection grown from hopes and fears?
And , when a ll fiils, is there no gallant stand

Made even for much proved weak no

shrinking-back
Lest, since al l love assimilates the so ul
To wha t it loves, it should at length become
Almo st a riva l of its id o l ? Trust me,
If there be fiends who seek to work our hurt ,
To min and drag d own earth

’
s mightiest

spirits
Even at Go d

’

s fo o t,
’
twill be from such as

love,

Their zeal will ga ther most to serve their
cause ;

And least from those who hate, who most
5 3”

By co ntumely and scorn to blo t the light
W hich fo rces entrance even to their hearts
For thence will o ur defender tear the veil

And show within each heart , as in a shrine,
The giant image o f perfectio n , grown
In hate’s despite, whose calumnies were

spawned
In the untro ubled presence o f its eyes.

True admiration blinds no t nor am I
So blind . I call your sin exceptional
It springs from one whose life has passed the
bo unds

P ARACELSUS

P rescribed to life.

with God

I speak ofmen ; to common men like me

The weakness you revea l endears yo u mo re,
Like the far traces o f decay in suns.

I bid you have goo d cheer l
H a rlan I Op tima

Think o f a quiet mountain -cloistered priest

Instructing P aracelsus l yet
’
tis so .

Come, I will show you where mymerit lies.

’
Tis in the advance o f individual minds
Tha t the slow crowd sho uld gro und their

Compound that fau lt

Eventua lly to fo llow ; as the sea
W aits ages in its bed till some one wave

Ou t o f the multitudinous mass, extends
The empire of the who le, some feet perhaps ,
Over the strip o f sand which co uld confine

Its fellows so long time thencefo rth th e rest ,
Even to the meanest, hurry in at once,

And so much '

rs clear gained . I sha ll be glad
If all my labo urs, fiiling o f aught else,
Suffice to make such inroad and procure
A wider range fo r tho ught : nay, th ey d o

this

Fo r, wha tsoe
’
ermyno tions o f true knowledge

And a legitimate success, may be,
I am no t blind to my und oubted rank
W hen classed with o thers I precedemy age

And whoso wills is very free to mo unt
These labo urs as a pla tfo rm whence his own

May have a prosperous ou tset . Bu t, alas

My fo llowers—they are noisy as you heard
But , fo r intelligence, the best o f them
So clumsily wield the weapons I supply
And they exto l, that I begin to d oubt
W hether their own rude clubs and pebble

stones

W o uld no t do better service than my arms
Thus vilely swayed—if error wil l no t fi l l
So oner befo re the o ld awkward batterings
Than my more subtle warfire, no t ha lf

learned .

Festus. I would supply that art , then , o r

withho ld

New arms until you teach theirmystery.
P araceh ur. Content you ,

’
tis mywish I
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To the simplest training. D ay by day I seek
To wake the mo od , the spirit which alo ne
Can nu ke tho se arms o f any use to men.

Ofcourse they are fo rswaggeringforth at o nce
Graced with U lysses’ bow, Achilles

’

shield

Flash on us, a ll in armo ur, tho u Achilles
Make our hearts dance to thyreso undingstep
A pro per sigh t to scare the crows away 1

Ofcoming at yo ur point. Themarvellous art

At length established in the wo rld bids fair

Trust to Fro benius’ press the precious lo re
Obscured by uncouth manner, or unfit
For raw beginners ; let his types scent
A dea th less monument to after- time ;
Meanwhile wait confid ently and enjoy
The u ltimate effect : so oner o r la ter

You sha ll be al l - revealed .

The o ld du ll questio n

In a new fo rm ; no mo re. Thus : I po ssess
Two so rts o f knowledge ; one, vast ,

shad owy,
Hints o f the unbo unded aim I once pursued
The o ther co nsists o fmany secrets, caught
While bent o n nobler prize—perhaps a few
P lime principles which may-

co nd uct to much :
Thes e last I o ffer to my fo llowers here.

Now, bid me chronicle the first o f these,
My ancient study, and in effect you bid

Revert to the wild courses just abjured :

I must go find them sca ttered through the

Then, fbr the principles, they are so simple
(Beingchiefly o f the o verturning sort ) ,
That one time is as proper to pro pound them
As any other—to -mo rrow at my class ,
Or half a century hence embalmed in print .
For ifmankind intend to learn at all,
They must begin by giving faith to them
And acting on them : and I d o no t see

But that my lectures serve indifferent well
No doubt these dogmas fall no t to the earth
For all their no velty and rugged setting.

I think my class will no t forget the day
l let them know the gods of Israel ,
Aétius, Oribasius, Ga len , R hasis,
vor. 1 .

P aracelrus.
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And tha t remind sme, I heard

I remember. H ere
’
s a case,

Serapio n, Avicenna , Averro es ,
W ere blocks
Festus .

something
Abo ut yo ur waywardness : yo u burned their
bo oks ,

It seems, instead o f answering those sages.

P aracelsus. And who said tha t ?

Some I met yesternight
W ith ( Eco lampadius . As you know, the

PW POSQ

Of this sho rt stay a t Basil was to learn
H is pleasure to uching certain missives sent
For o ur Zuinglius and himself. ’

Twas he

Apprised me tha t the famo us teacher here
W as my o ld friend .

P a n za /rm . Ah , I fo rgo t : you went
Festus. FromZurichwith ad vices for theear

Of Luther, now at W ittenberg—(yo u know,

I make no d oubt , the differences o f late
W ith Caro lostad ius )— and returning so ught

now,

W ill teach yo u why I answer no t , but burn
The bo oks yo u mention. P ray, d oes Luther

dream

H is arguments co nvince by their own fo rce
The crowds tha t own his d octrine ? No

indeed

H is plain denia l o f established po ints
Ages had sanctified and men suppo sed
Could never be oppugned while ea rth

under

And heaven abo ve them—points which
chance o r time

Afl
'

ected no t—d id mo re than the array
Of argument which fo llowed . Bo ld ly deny
There ismuch brea th - stopping, hair- stifiening
Awhile then, amazed glances , mute awaiting
The thunderbo lt which d o es no t come and

next ,

R eproachfu l wo nder and inquiry tho se
W ho else had never stirred , are able now

To find the rest out fo r themselves, perhaps
To o utstrip him wh o set the who le at wo rk,
—As never will my wise class its instructo r

And yo u saw Luther ?
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’
Tis a wo ndrous so ul

P a ra celsm . True the so heavy chain

which ga lled mankind
Is sha ttered , and the noblest o f us all
Must bow to the deliverer—nay, the worker
Of our own project—we who lo ng befo re
H ad burst ourtrammels , but forgo t the crowd ,
W e sho uld have taugh t , still groaned benea th

their load
This he has d o ne and nobly. Speed that

may I

W hatever bemy chance o rmymischance,
W ha t benefits mankind must glad me to o ;
An d men seemmade, tho ugh no tas I believed ,
For somethingbetter than the times prod uce.

W itness these gangs o f peasants your new

ligh ts

From Suabia ha ve po ssessed , whom Miln

zer leads ,

And whom the duke, the landgrave and the

elector

Will calm in blo o d W ell, well
’
tis no t

my world
Festus. H ark
P aracelm .

’
Tis the melancho ly wind

astir

W ithin the trees the embers to o are grey
Mo rn must be near.

Festus. Best o pe the easement see,

The night , late strewn with clo uds and flying
stars,

Is blank and mo tio nless how peacefu l sleep
The tree- tops altogether Like an asp ,

The wind slips whispering from bo ugh to

bo ugh .

P um a/ms. Ay you would ga ze o n a wind

shaken tree
By the hour, nor count time lo st .

So yo u sha ll gaz e
Those happy times will come again .

P araa lsm . Go ne, gone,
Those pleasant times D oes no t themoaning

wind

Seem to bewail tha t we havegained suchgains
And bartered sleep fo r them

It is our trust

Tha t there is yet ano ther wo rld to mend
All erro r and mischance

And I have d one.

mo ved ;

Ano therwo rld 2

And whythisworld , this commo n world , to be
A make- shift , a mere fo il , how fair soever,
To some fine life to come Manmust be fed

W ith angels
’
foo d , fo rso o th and some few

traces

Of a diviner nature which lo ok out
Through his corporeal baseness , warrant

him

In a supreme co ntempt o f all provision
Fo rhis inferior tastes—some stragglingmarks

W hich constitute his essence, just as trq
As here and there a gem would constitute

The ro ck, their barren bed , one diamo nd .

But were it so—wereman allmind—he gains
A sta tion little enviable. From Go d

D own to the lowest spirit ministrant ,
Intelligence exists which casts ourmind
Into immea surable shad e. N o , no :

Lo ve, hope, fear, faith—thesemake humanity
These are its sign and no te and cln ra cter,

And these I have lost —gone, shut from me

Like a dead friend safe from unkind ness

mo re !

See, morn a t length . The heavy d a rkness
seems

D iluted , grey and clear without the stars ;
The shrubs bes tir and ro use themselves as if
Some snake, that weighed them d o wn all

night , let go
H is ho ld ; and from the East , fuller and

fuller,
D ay, like a mighty river, flowingin ;

But clouded , wintry, deso la te and co ld .

Yet see how that broad prickly star- shaped

H alf-d own in the crevice, spreads its wo o lly
leaves

All thick and glisteringwith diamond d ew .

And you depart for Einsiedeln this day,
And we have spent al l night in tal k like

this

Ifyou would have me better for yo ur lo ve,
R evert no mo re to these sad themes .

One favo ur.

I leave you , deeply
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Could yet deceive their toppingwits . You

heard
Bare truth and at mybiddingyou come here
To speed me on my enterprise, as once

Your lavish wishes sped me, my own fiiend
Festus. W ha t is your purpose, Aureo le

Oh , fo r purpose,
There is no lack o f preced ents in a case

Like mine at least , if no t precisely mine,
The case o fmen cast o ff by those they so ught
To benefit.
Festus . They real ly cast yo u o ff?

I o nly heard a vague tal e o f some priest ,
Cured by your skill, who wrangled at yo ur

claim,

Knowinghis life
’
s wo rth best ; and how the

judge
Thema tter was referred to , saw no cause

To interfere, nor yo u to hide your fu ll
Contempt o f him ; nor he, again, to smo ther
H is wra th thereat, which raised so fierce a

flame
That Basil so on was made no place fo r yo u .

P aracel su s. The afiair o f Liechtenfels ? the

shallowest fable,
The last and silliest o utrage

—mere pretence 2
I knew it , I fo reto ld it from the first,

H ow so on the stupid wonder yo u mistoo k
Fo rgenuine loyalty—a cheering promise
Ofbetter things to come—would pal l and pass;
And every word comes true. Saul is among
The prophets Just so long as I was pleased
To play o ff themere antics o fmy art ,
Fantas tic garnbo ls leading to no end ,

I go t huge praise : but o ne can ne
’
er keep

d own

Our fo o lish na ture
’
s weakness . There they

flocked ,
P o ordevils, jostling, swearingand perspiring,
Till the wa lls rang again ; and all forme 1

I had a kindness for them, which was right
But then I stopped no t till I tacked to that
A trust in them and a respect—a so rt

Of sympa thy fo r them I must needs begin
To teach them, no t amaze them, to impart
The spirit which sho u ld instigate the search

P ARACELSUS

disciple
P assed fo rmy dupe, but al l along, it seems,
Spied erro rwhere his neighbo urs marvelled

most

That fiery docto r who had hailed me friend ,
D id it because my by-paths, o nce p ro ved

wrong
And beaco ned properly, wo uld commend

Thego o d o ld ways o ursires jogged safely o
’

er,

Though no t their squeamish so ns ; the o ther
worthy

D isco vered divers verses o f St . Jo hn ,

W hich, read successively, refi'eshed the so ul,

But , muttered backwards, cured the go ut ,

the stone,

The co lic and what no t . Quid mules The

end

W as a clear class - ro om, and a quiet leer
Fromgravefo lk , and a so urreproachful glance
From those in chiefwho , cap in hand , insta lled
The new pro fesso r scarce a year before
And a vast flourish abo ut patient merit
Obscured awhile by flashy tricks, bu t sure
So oner o r la ter to emerge in splendour
Ofwhich the examplewas some lucklesswight
W hom my arriva l had discomfited ,

But now, it seems, the general v oice reca lled

To fill my chair and so efl
'

ace the stain

Basil had long incurred . I so ught no bet ter.
Only a quiet dismissa l frommy post ,
And from my heart I wished them better

suited

And better served . Go od night to Basil .

then
Bu t fast as I proposed to rid the tribe

Of truth,” just what you bademe I I spoke Ofmyobnoxious back , I could no t spare them
out . The pleasure o fa parting kick .

Forthw1th a mighty squadro n,
’

in disgust ,

Filed ofl
'

“
the sifted chafl

'

o f the sack , I

said ,
R ed o ublingmy endeavours to secure

The rest . W hen lo one man had tarried

so long
Only to ascertain if I supported
This tenet o fhis, o r that ; ano ther lo ved

To hear impartia lly befo re he judged ,
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Desp
'

se them as they merit
If I smile,

’

Tis with as very contempt as ever turned
Fla h into stone. This courteous recompense,
This grateful Festus, were your nature

fit

To be defiled , your eyes the eyes to ache
At gangrene

- blo tches, eating po ison-blains,
The ulcerous barky scurf o f leprosy
Which finds—a man, and leaves—a hideous

That canno t bu t be mended by hell fire,
- I would lay here to you the human heart
Which God cursed longago , and devilsmake

since

Their pet nest and their never
- tiring home.

Oh, sages ha ve discovered we are born

One stumbled , in his search, on any signs

Ofa nature in us fo rmed to ha te? To ha te ?
Ifthat be our true object which evokes
Our powers in fullest strength, be sure

’
tis

hate 1
Yet men have d oubted if the best and bravest
Of spirits ca n no urish him with ha te alo ne.

I had no t the mono po ly of fo o ls,
It seems, at Basil .

Farm . But yo ur plans, your plans
I have yet to learn your purpose, Aureo le
P a ria h -m . W hether to sink beneath such
ponderous shame,

To shrink up like a crushed snail, undergo

In silence and desist from further toil ,
And so subside into a monument

Ofone their censure blasted ? or to bow
Cheerfully as submissively, to lower
My o ld pretensions even as Basil dictates,

To drop into the rank herwits assign me
And live as they prescribe, and make that use
Of my po or knowledge which their rules

allow,

Proud to be patted now and then , and carefu l

H eap cassia , sanda l-buds and stripes
Of labdanum,

l
and aloe-bal ls,

Smeared with dull nard an Indian wipes
From out her hair : such ba lsam falls
D own sea - side mountain ped estals,

From tree- tops where tired winds are fain ,

Spent with the vast and howlingmain ,
To treasure half their island -

ga in.

And strew faint sweetness from some o ld

Egyptian
’
s fine wo rm-eaten shroud

W hich breaks to dust when once unro lled ;

Or shredded perfume, like a clo ud

From clo set long to quiet vowed ,
W ith mo thed and dropping arras hung,
Mo uldering her lute and bo oks among,
As when a queen , long dead , was young.

To treatise the true p osture for receiving
Mine, everywo rd I And on such pile shall die

The amplest benefit from their hoo is’ app li My lovely fancies, withmir perished things,
Themselves fi irand fo rgo tten ; yes , fo rgo tten ,

Orwhyabjure them ? So , Imade this rhyme
1 A fragrant gum.

When they shall condescend to tutor me
Then, onemay feel resentment like a flame

W ithin , and deckmlse systems in truth’sgarb,
And tangle and entwine mankind with error,
And give them darkness fo r a dower and

falsehood
Fo r a possession , ages : or o ne maymope
Into a shade through thinking, orelse drowse
Into a dreamless sleep and so die off.

But I,—now Festus shal l divine - but I
Ammerely setting out oncemore, embracing
Myearliest aims again 1 W ha t thinks henow
Festus. Your aims the aims —to Know

and where is fo und
The early trust

Nay, no t so fast ; I say,
The aims—no t the o ld means. You know

they made me
A laughing

- stock I was a foo l ; you know
The when and the how : hard ly those means

again l

N o t but they had their beauty ; who sh ould

know
Theirpassing beauty, if no t I Still , dreams

They were, so let them vanish , yet in beau ty
Ifthatmaybe. Stay thus they pass in so ng!
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That fitting dignity might be preserved
N o little pro ud was I though the list o fdrugs
Smacks o fmy o ld voca tion , and the verse

H alts like the best o f Luther’s psalms.
Festus .

Talk no t thus wild ly and mad ly. I am here
D id yo u know al l I have travelled far, ia

deed ,

To learn your wishes . Be yo urself again
For in this mo o d I recognize you less
Than in the horrible despondency
I witnessed last . You may account this, joy ;
But ra ther let me gaze o n tha t despair
Than hear these incoherent wo rds and see
Thisflushed cheek and intensely- sparklingeye.

P aracelsus. W hy, man , I was light - hearted
in my prime,

Iam light - hearted now whatwould you have?
Aprile was a poet , I make so ngs
’
Tis the very augury of success I want
W hy sho u ld I no t be joyous now as then

Festus . Joyous and how ? and wha t te

mains for joy
Yo u

‘

have declared the ends (which I am sick
Ofnaming) are impracticable.

Ay,
Pursued as I pursued them—the arch- fo o l

Listen : my plan will please you no t ,
’
tis like,

But you are little versed in the world
’
s ways.

This is my plan—(first drinking its go o d

luck)
I will accept al l helps ; al l I desp ised
So rashly a t the o utset, equa lly
W ith early impulses, late years have
quenched

I have tried each way singly : now for bo th
All helps I no one so rt shall exclude the rest .

I seek to know and to enjo y at o nce,
No t o ne without the o ther as before.

Suppose my labo ur should seem Go d
’
s own

cause

Once more, as first I dreamed ,
—it shall no t

bau lk me
Of the meanest earthliest sensualest delight
That maybe sna tched ; for every joyis gain ,
And gain is gain, however small . My so ul

Can die then , no r be taunted what was
gained

PARACELSUS

Nor, on the o therhand , shou ld pleasure fo llow
As though I had no t spurned her hitherto ,
Shall she o

’
ercloud my spirit’s rapt com

munio n

But, Aureo le, W ith the tumultuous past, the teemingfuture,

Glorious with visions o f a full success .

Fem“ . Success !

And wherefore no t

W hy no t prefer
R esu lts o btained in my best state o f being,

To those derived alo ne from seasons da rk
As the thoughts they bred ? W hen I was

best , my youth
Unwasted , seemed success no t surest to o

It is the nature o fdarkness to obscure.

I am a wanderer : I remember well
One journey, how I feared the track

missed ,
So long the city I desired to reach

Lay hid ; when sud denly its spires amr
Flashed through the circling clo uds yo u

may conceive

Mytransport . Soon thevapours closed again .

But I had seen the city, and o ne such glance

No darkness could obscure : no r shal l the

A few dull hours, a pes ing shame o r two ,

D estroy the vivid memo ries o f the past .
I will fight the battle out ; a little spent
P erhaps, but still an able combatant.
You lo ok at mygrey hairand fiirrowed brow
But I can turn even weakness to accoun t

Ofmany tricks I know,

’
tis no t the least

To push the ruins o fmy frame, whereo n

The fire o f vigour trembles scarce alive,
Into a heap, and send the flame alo ft .

W ha t shou ld I d o with age? So , sickness

lends

An aid ; it being, I fear, the source o fa l l
W e boast o f : mind is nothingbut disease,
And natural hea lth is ignorance.

I see
But onego od symptomin this no table scheme.

I feared yo ur sudden jo urney had in view

To wreak immed iate vengeance on your foes .

'
Tis no t so : I am glad .

And if I please
To spit o n them, to trample them, wha t then
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Provoke it. I wo uld spare their self
-conceit ,

But if they must pro voke me, canno t suffer
Forbearance o n my part , if I may keep
No quality in the shad e, must needs put fo rth
P ower to ma tch power, my strength against

And teach them their own game with their

Why, be it so and let them take their chance
I am above them like a god , there

’
s no

Hiding the fact : wha t id le scruples , then ,

Were tho se tha t ever bade me so ften it ,
Communicate it gently to the wo rld ,
lmtend o f provingmy supremacy,
Takingmy na tura l statio n 0

’
er their head ,

Then owning al l the glo ry was a man
’
s !

—And in my elevation man’
s wo u ld be.

But live and learn, tho ugh life
’
s sho rt , learn

ing, hard

And therefo re, though the wreck o f my pas t
self,

I fear, dear P utter, tha t yo ur lecture- ro om

Must wait awhile fo r its best o rnament ,
The peniten t empiric, who set up
For somebod y, but so on was taught his place
ow, bu t to o happy to be let confess
His erro r, snuff the ca nd les, and illustrate

(Fm exp en
'

am
'

a corp ora w
'

lz
'

)
Your medicine’s so undness in his person .

W ait ,

Fa rm. H ewho sneers thus , is a god
P an t

-

elm . Ay, ay, laugh at me I am

veryglad

You are no t gul led byall this swaggering you

Can see the roo t o f thema tter —how I strive
To put a go o d fi ce o n the o verthrow
I have experienced , and to bury and hide
Mydegrada tion in its length and bread th
How the mean mo tives I wo uld make you

think
Inst mingle as is due with no bler aims,
The appetites I

'mod est ly al low
May influence me as beingmo rta l still
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Snuff round and scratch against their crazy

Theseevil tho ughts aremonsters, and willflee.

P aracelsu s. May you be happy, Festus,
my own friend

Festus . Nay, further ; the delights you fain

I am just fit for that and no ught beside.

I to ld you once, I canno t now enjoy,
Unless I deemmy knowledge gains through

J
'

OY
Do goad me, drive me on, and fast supplant No rcan I know, but straightwarm tears revea l

Myyouth
’
s desires. You are no stupid dupe : My need o f linking also joy to knowledge

You find me ou t Yes, I had sent for you So , o n I drive, enjoying a ll I can ,

To palm these childish lies upo n you , Festus l
Laugh—yo u shall laugh at me 1

The past, then , Aureo le,
P ro ves no thing? Is our interchange o f love

Yet to begin ? H ave I to swear I mean
N o fla ttery in this speech or tha t For yo u ,
W ha te

’
er yo u say, there is no degrada tion

These low tho ughts are no inma tes o f your
mind ,

Orwherefore this diso rder? You are vexed

As much by the intrusion o f base views,

Familiar to your adversaries, as they
W ere troubled should your qua lities alight
Amid theirmurky so uls no t o therwise,

A stray wo lfwhich the winter forces d own
From our bleak hills, suffices to affright
A village in the vales—while fo resters
Sleep calm, though all night long the

The superseders o fyo ur nobler aims ,
Though ordinary and harmless stimulants,
W ill ne

’
er co ntent you .

P aracelsus . H ush I once despised them,

But tha t so on passes. lVe are high at first
In o ur demand , norwill aba te a jo t
Of to il

’
s strict va lue ; but time passes o ’er,

And humbler spirits accep t wha t we refuse
In short , when some such comfo rt is d o led o ut
As these delights, we canno t lo ng retain

Bitter contempt which urges us a t first

To hurl it back , but hug it to o ur breast
And thankfully retire. This life o fmine
Must be lived out and a grave thoroughly
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And knowing al l I can . I speak , o f co urse,
Co nfused ly ; this will better explain—feel

here
Quick beating, is it no t —a fire o f the heart
To work o ff some way, this as well as any.

So , Festus sees me fairly launched his ca lm

Compassionate lo ok might have disturbed
me once,

But now, far from rejecting, I invite
W hat bids me press the closer, laymyself
Open befo re him, and be soo thed with pity
I hope, if he command hope, and believe
As he directs me—satiatingmyself
W ith his enduringlo ve. And Festus quitsme
To give place to some cred ulous disciple
W h o ho lds tha t Go d is wise, but P aracelsus
H as his pecu liar merits I suck in
Tha t homage, chuckle o

’
er that admiratio n,

And then dismiss the fo o l for night is come,
And I betake myself to study again,
Till patient searchings after hidden lore
H al fwringsome bright truth from its priso n

my fram!

Trembles, my forehead
’

s veins swell o ut , my

Tingles for triumph . Slow and sure themom

Sha ll break o n my pent ro om and dwind ling
lamp

And furnace dead , and sca ttered earths and

o res ;

W hen ,witha failingheart and throbbingbrow,

I must review my captured tru th, sum up
Its va lue, trace wha t end s to what begins,
Its present powerwith its eventual bearings ,

La tent aflinities, the views it o pens,
And its full length in perfectingmy scheme.

I view it sternly circumscribed , cast d own
From the high placemy fond ho pes yielded it ,
P ro ved worthless—which, in getting, yet had

cost

Ano ther wrench to this fast - fa lling frame.

Then, quick, the cup to quaff, tha t chases
sorrow

I lapse back into yo uth, and ta ke again

My fluttering pulse fo r evidence that God
Means go o d to me, will make my cause his

own.

See I have cast o ff this remo rseless care

W hich clogged a spirit born to soar so free ,
And my dim chamber has become a tent ,
Festus is sitting by me, and his Micha l
W hy d o you start ? I say, she listening here ,

(Fo ryonder—W tirzburgthrough the o rchard
bough

Mo tio ns as though such ardent word s sh o u ld

find

N0 echo in a maiden’
s quiet so u l,

But her pure bosom heaves, her eyes fill fast
W ith tears , her sweet lips tremble a l l the

while

H a , ha

Farms . It seems, then , you expect to reap
No unreal joy from this your present co urse ,
But rather

P aracelsus. D eath To die I I owe tha t
much

To what , at least , I was . I should be sad

To live contented after such a fi ll,
To thrive and fa tten after such reverse

The who le plan is a makeshift, but will last
My time.

Festus . And yo u have never mused and

said ,

I had a noble purpose, and the strength
To compass it but I have stopped ha lf-way,
And wrongly given the first - fruits ofmy to il

To objects little wo rthy o f the gift.
W hy linger round them still ? why c lench

my fault

W hy seek fo r conso latio n in defea t ,
In vain endeavo urs to derive a beauty
From ugliness why seek to make themo st

Of what no power can change, nor strive

instead

W ith mighty effort to redeem the pas t
And , ga thering up the treasures thus ca st
d own ,

To ho ld a steadfast course till I arrive
At their fit destina tion and my own

Yo u have never pondered thus ?
H ave I , yo u ask .

Often at midnight , when most fancies come,
W ould some such airy pro ject visit me
But ever at the end orwill you hear
The same thing in a ta le, a parable
Yo u and I , wandering o ver the wo rld wid e,
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Chance to set fo o t upon a desert coast .

Just as we cry, N 0 human vo ice befo re
Broke the invetera te silence o f these ro cks
—Their querulous echo startles us ; we

What ra vaged structure still looks o
’

er the sea

Some characters remain, too W hileweread ,
The slu rp salt wind , impa tient for the last
Ofeven this reco rd , wistfully comes and goes,
Orsings wha t we reco ver, mocking it .
This is the record and my voice, the wind

’
s.

Over the sea o urga lleys went,

With cleaving prows in o rder brave
To a speedingwind and a boundingwave,

Fa ch bark built o u t o f a forest - tree
Left leafy and ro ugh as first it grew,

And nailed all over the gaping sides,
W ithin and witho ut , with black bull - hides,
Seethed in Eat and suppled in flame,
To bear the playful billows’game :
So , each go od ship was rude to see,

R ude and bare to the o utward view,

But each upbo re a sta tely tent
Where cedar pales in scented row

Kept ou t the flakes o f the dancingbrine,
And an awning dro o ped the mast below,

In fo ld o n fo ld o f the purple fine,
Tin t neither no ontide no r starshine

t

'
ormo o n light co ld which maketh mad ,
Might pierce the regal tenement .

When the sun dawned , oh , gay and glad

We set the sail and plied the oar

But when the night -wind blew like breath,
For joy of one day

’
s voyage mo re,

We sang together on the wide sea ,

Likemen at peace on a peacefu l shore ;
Each sail was loo sed to the wind so

Fa ch helm mad e sure by the twilight star,
And in a sleep as ca lm as dea th,
We, the voyagers from afi r,
Lay stretched along, each weary crew
In a circle ro und its wondro us tent

Whence gleamed so ft light and curled rich

And with light and perfume, music to o

ness past,

Festus. In truth
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So the stars wheeled round , and the dark

And a t morn we started beside themast,
And still each ship was sailing fast .

Nay, wait : a ll this in

N ow, o ne mo rn , land appeared—a speck
D im trembling betwixt sea and sky
Avoid it ,

”
cried o ur pilo t , check

The shout, restrain the eager eye !

But the heaving sea was black behind
Fo rmany a night and many a day,
And land , though but a ro ck, drew nigh

So , we broke the cedar pales away,
Let the purp le awning flap in the wind ,

And a sta tue bright was on every deck I
W e shouted , every man o f us,

And steered right into the harbo ur thus,
W ith pomp and pa n glo rious.

A hundred shapes o f lucid stone I

Al l day we built its shrine fo r each,
A shrine o f rock fo r every one,
No r paused till in the westering sun

W e sat together on the beach
To singbecause o ur task was d o ne.

W hen lo ! wha t shouts and merry songs
W ha t laughter all the d istance stirs !

A loaded raft with happy thro ngs
Ofgentle islanders !

Our isles are just at hand , they cried ,
Like cloud lets faint in even sleeping ;

Our temple-

ga tes are opened wide,
Our o live-

groves thick shade are

keeping
For these majestic forms —they cried .

Oh , then we awoke with sudden start

From our deep dream, and knew, to o

late,

H ow bare the rock , how deso late,
W hich had received o ur precio us freight
Yet we called o ut D epart
Ourgifts, once given, must here abide.

Our wo rk is d o ne ; we have no heart»
To mar o ur wo rk ,

”—we cried .
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On rugged sto nes strewn here and there, but

In o rder o nce : then fo llows—mark wha t
fo llows !

The sad rhyme o fthemenwho pro ud lyclung
To their first fau lt , and withered in their
pride.

”

Festus. Come back then, Aureo le ; as you
fear God , come I

This is foul sin come back R enounce the

P95 5

Forswear the future ; look for joy no mo re,
Bu t wait dea th

’
s summons amid ho ly sigh ts ,

And trust me fo r the event—peace, if no t joy.

R eturn with me to Einsied eln, dearAureo le

P aracelsu s . N 0 way, no way I it would no t

A spo tless child sleeps on thefloweringmoss
’
Tis well fo r him but when a sinful man ,

Envying such slumber, may desire to pu t
H is guilt away, shal l he return at once

To rest by lying there Our sires knewwell
(Spite o f the grave disco veries o f their sons)
The fitting course fo r such : dark cells, dim

lamps,
A stone flo or o nemaywrithe on like a wo rm :

N o mossy pillow blue with vio lets l
Festu s. I see no symptom o f these abso lu te

And tyrannous passions. Yo u are calmernow.

This verse-makingean purgeyo u well eno ugh
W ithout the terrible penance yo u describe.

You loveme still the lusts you fearwill never

Outrage yo ur friend . To Einsiedeln , once

mo re

Say but the word

P a racelsus . N o , no tho se lusts fo rbid ’Tis like enough .

They crouch, I know, coweringwith ha lf-shut The serviceable spirits are those, no d oubt ,
eye The East produces : lo , the master bids ,

Beside you ;
’
tis theirnature. Thrust yourself Theywake, raise terraces and garden -

gro unds

Between them and their prey ; let some foo l In one night
’
s space ; and , this d one, straigh t

style me
Or king or quack, it matters no t—then try Ano ther century

’
s sleep, to the grea t praise

Yo ur wisd om, urge them to fo rego their Ofhim that flamed themwise and beautifu l,
trea t ! Till a lamp’s rubbing, o r some chance akin ,

N o , no ; learn betterand lo ok deeper, Festus ! W ake them again. I am o f different mould .

Ifyo u knew how a devil sneers within me I would ha ve so o thed my lord , and slaved for

W hile yo u are ta lking now o f this, now tha t , him

As though we differed scarcely save in trifles And d o ne him service past my narro w bond

Festus. D o we so differ True, change

must pro ceed ,
W hetherfo rgo o d o rill keep fromme,which
D o no t confide all secrets : I was born
To hope, and you
P aracelsus . To trust : you know the fruits
Festus . Listen : I do believe, wha t you ca l l
trust

W as self-delusion at the best fo r, see !

So long as God wo uld kind ly pioneer
A pa th fo ryo u , and screen you from thewo rld ,

P rocure you full exemption from man
’
s lo t ,

Man
’
s common hopes and fears, on the mere
pretext

Ofyo ur engagement in his service—yield yo u
A limitles s licence, make you God , in fi ct ,

And turn yo ur slave
—
yo u were content to say

Most co urtly praises l W hat is it , at last ,
But selfishness with out example ? None

Could trace God
’
s will so plain as you , while

yours
R emained implied in it ; but now you h il ,
And we, who prate about that will , are fo o ls
In short , Go d

’
s service is established here

As he determines fit , and no t yo urway,

An d this you canno t broo k. Such disconten t
Is weak. R enounce al l creatureship at once
Aflirm an abso lute right to have and use
Yo ur energies ; as though the rivers sho u ld

say
W e u s h to the ocean ; what havewe to d o

W ith feeding streamlets, lingering in th e

vales ,

Sleepingin lazy poo ls ? Set up that p lea ,
Tha t will be bo ld at least !
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P aracelm . Stone dead —then you have Ano ther night, and still no sigh has stirred
laid her That fa llen disco loured mo uth, no pang relit

Among the flowers ere this. N ow, d o you Those fixed eyes, quenched by the decaying
know, bo dy,

I can reveal a secret which shall comfort Like to rch-flame choked in dust. W hile all
Even you . I have no julep, as men think, beside
To cheat the grave ; but a far better secret . W as breaking, to the last theyheld ou t bright ,
Know, then , yo u did no t ill to trust your lo ve As a strongho ld where life intrenched itself;
To the co ld earth : I have thought much o fit : But they are dead now—very blind and dead
Fo r I believe we d o no t who lly die. H e will drowse into death withou t a groan .

Nay, d o no t laugh ;

there is a rmson
For wha t I say : I think the so ul can never

Tas te dea th . I am, just now, as you may see,
Very unfit to pu t so strange a tho ught
In an intelligible dress o fwo rds
But take it as my trust , she is no t dead .

Festus. But no t on this acco unt alo ne ?

you surely,
—Aureo le, you have believed this all along Ano ther night , and yet no change

’
Tis

P aracrlmr. And Michal sleeps among the much

ro o ts and dews , Tha t I sho uld sit by him, and bathe his brow,

W hile I am mo ved at Basil, and full o f And chafe his hands ; ’
tis much : but he

schemes
For Nuremberg, and ho pingand despairing,
As though itmattered how the farce plays ou t ,
So it be quickly played . Away, away
H ave yo ur will, rabble while we fight the

P rize:

Tro o p you in safety to the snugback -seats

And leave a clear arena fo r the brave
Abo ut to perish for your spo rt —Beho ld

V .
—P ARACELSU S ATTAIN S .

SCENE.
— Sa lsbu rg a cell in fire H osp ital of

Fa sr u s, P A R AC E L S U S .

Festus . N o change The weary night is
well -nigh spent ,

The lamp burns low, and through the case

ment - bars
Grey mo rning glimmers feebly yet no Ay, here !

H ere is earth’s no blest , nobly garland ed

MyAureo le—my fo rgo tten , ruined Aureo le !
The days are gone, are gone H ow grand

thou wast
And now no t one o f those who struck thee

d own

P o o rgloriousspirit—concerns himeven to stay
And satisfy himself his little hand
Co u ld turn God

’
s image to a livid thing.

Know me, and lo o k on me, and speak to me

Once mo re—but only once 1 H is ho llow
cheek

Lo oked all night long as though a creeping
laugh

At his own sta te were just about to break
From the dying man : my brain swam, my

throat swelled ,

And yet I cou ld no t turn away. In tru th ,

They to ld me how, when first brough t here.
he seemed

R eso lved to live, to lose no faculty
Thus strivingto keepup hissha ttered strength .

Until they bo re him to this stifling cell

W hen straight his fea tures fell , an hourmade
white

The flushed h oe, and relaxed the quivering
limb,

Only the eye remained intense awhile
As though it recognized the tomb- like place.

And then he lay as here he lies.
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Her braves t champio n with his well -wo n

Her best achievement , her sublime amends

For countless genera tions fleeting fast

And fo llowed by no trace —the crea ture-

god

She instances when angels would dispute
The title o f her brood to rank with them.

Angels, this is o urangel ! Those bright forms
We clo the with purple, crown and ca ll to

thro nes,
Are human , but no t his ; those are but men
Whom o ther men press round and knee!

Those palaces are dwelt in by mankind ;
Higher pro vision is for him yo u seek
Amid our pomps and glo ries : see it here
Beho ld earth

’
s parago n N ow, raise thee,

God ! Tho u art lo ve I build my faith on
tha t .

Even as I wa tch beside thy to rtured child

Unconscious who se ho t tears fa ll fas t by him,

So do th thy right hand guide us thro ugh the
wo rld

Wherein we stumble. God wha t shall we
say

How has he sinned ? H ow else sho uld he
have d o ne

Surely he so ught thypraise—thypraise, fo rall
Hemight be busied by the task so much
As half fo rget awhile its pro per end .

Dost tho u well , Lo rd ? Thou canst no t bu t

prefer

That I sho uld range myself upon his side
How could he stop at every step to set
Thyglory fo rth H adst tho u but granted him
Slat es , thy hono ur wo uld have crowned

success ,

Ahalo round a star. Or, say he erred ,
Save him, dear God ; it will be like thee

In light and life Thou are no tmade like us
We should be wro th ih sueh a case ; but thou

Forgivest so , fo rgive these passiona te
thoughts

Which come unso ught and will no t pass
away
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I know thee, who hast kept my pa th, and

made

Light for me in the darkness, tempering
so rrow

So that it reached me like a so lemn joy ;
It were too strange that I sho uld d oubt thy

love.

But wha t am I ? Tho u madest him and

knowest
H ow he was fashio ned . I could never err

Tha t way the quiet place besid e thy feet ,
R eserved forme, was ever in my thoughts
But he—thou shouldst have favo ured him as

well 1

Ah ! he wakens ! Aureo le, I am here ! ’
tis

Festus !

I cast away all wishes save one wish
Let him but know me, o nly speak to me
H e mutters lo uder and lo uder ; any o ther
Than I , with brain less laden, co uld co llect

W hat he po urs fo rth. D ear Aureo le, do but

lo o k
Is it ta lking o r singing, this he utters fast ?
Misery tha t he should fix me with his eye,
Quick talking to some o ther all the while
If he wo uld husband this wild vehemence
W hich frustra tes its intent —I heard , I know
I heard my name amid those rapid words.
Oh , he will know me yet Could I divert

This current , lead it somehow gently back
Into the channels o f the past l—H is eye
Brigh ter than ever It must recognize me

I am Erasmus : I am here to pray
Tha t P aracelsus use his skill fo rme.

The scho o ls o f P aris and of P adua send

These questions fo r yo ur learning to reso lve.

W e are yo ur students, noble master : leave
This wretched cell , wha t business have you
here

Ourclass awaits yo u come to us oncemo re

(O agony the utmo st I can do

To uches him no t how else arrest his ear

I am commissio ned I sha ll craze like
him.

Betterbe mute and see wha t God sha ll send .

P a racelsus. Stay, stay with me
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I will ; I am come here
To stay with yo u—Festus, you lo ved o f o ld

Festus , yo u know, yo u must know !
Festus ! W here’s

Aprile, then H as he no t chanted so ftly
Themelodies I heard all nigh t i’ I could no t

Get to him fo r a co ld hand on my breast ,
But I mad e ou t his music well eno ugh,
0 well enough 1 If they have filled him full
W ith magica l music, as they freight a star

W ith light , and have remitted al l his sin ,

They will fo rgive me to o , I to o shall know

Festus. Festus, your Festus
Ask him ifAprile

Knows as he Lo ves—if I sha ll Lo ve and

Know

I try but that co ld hand , like lead—so co ld

Festus. My hand , see
Ah , the curse, Aprile,

W e get so near—ao very, very near !
’Tis an o ld tale j o ve strikes the Titans

down ,

No t when they set about their mo untain

But when ano therrockwould crown thewo rk .

And P haeton doubtless his firs t rad iant

Astonished mortals, tho ugh the gods were

And Jo ve prepared his thunder all o ld ta les !

Farm . And what are these to you 7

So cruelly, so well most like I never
Could tread a single pleasure underfo o t ,
But they were grinning by my side, were

chuckling
To seeme to il and drop away by flakes !
H ell - Spawn ! I am glad , most glad , that

thus I fail !
Your cunning has o

’
ersho t its aim. One

One month, perhaps, and I had served your

Bu t now,

W ho will believe ’
twas yo u tha t held me

P ARACELSUS

Listen : there
’
s shame and hissing and con

And none but laughs who names me, no ne

but spits
Measureless scorn upon me, me alone,
The quack, the cheat , the liar, -all o n me

And thus your fimous plan to sink mankind

One o ftheirrace had probed the inmost truth ,

H ad d one all man could d o , yet fi iled no

By the o thers ! W hat had you to d o , sage

H ere stand my riva ls ; Latin , Arab, Jew ,

Greek, join dead hands againstme : a ll I a lt
Is, that theworld enro l mynamewith theirs,
And even this poo r privilege, it seems,
They range themselves, prepared to disal low.

Only observe why, fiends may learn from

H ow they talk calmly o fmy throes, my fierce
Aspirings , terrible watchings , each

Its price o fblo od and brain how theydissect

And sneeringly d isparage the few truths

Go t at a life
’
scost ; they to o bangirrgthewhil

About my neck, their lies misleadingme
And their dead names browbeating me 3

Grey crew,

Your wise plan proves abortive.

despair
H a , ha ! why, they are boo ting the empiric,
The ignorant and incapable foo l who rushed

Madly upon a work beyond his wits ;
N or d oubt they but the simplest o f them

selves

Could bring thema tter to triumphant issue.

So , pick and chooseamongtbemall , accursed

Try now, persuade some o ther to slav e fo r

To ruin body and so ul to wo rk yo ur end s
No , no ; I am the first and last , I think .

Festus. D ear friend , who a re accursed ?

who has done

P aracelsus. W ha t have I d one Fiends
dare ask that ? o r yo u ,

Bravemen Oh , yo u can chime in bo ld ly,
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Yet steeped in fresh ma levo lence from hell ,
Is there a reason fo r yo ur ha te My truths

Have shaken a little the pa lm about each
prince

Just think , Aprile, all these leering d o tards
Were bent on no thing less than to be crowned

As we That yellow blear- eyed wretch in

To whom th e rest cringe low with feigned

Galen o f P ergamos and hell—nay speak
The tale, o ld man W e met there face to

l said the crown shou ld fa ll from thee. Once

mo re
Wemeet as in tha t ghastly vestibule
Look to my brow ! H ave I redeemed my

Fem . P eace, peace ; ah , see !
Oh, emptiness o f fame !

oh P ersic Zo roaster, lo rd o f stars
—Who mid these o ld renowns, dead lo ngago ,
Could make me overlook the livingworld
To gaze thro ugh glo om at where they sto od ,

indeed ,
But sta nd no lo nger W hat a warm light life

Alter the shade In truth , my delicatewitch ,
My serpent -

queen, you did but well to hide

The juggles I had else detected . Fire

May well run harmless o
’
er a breast like

yours !

The ca ve was no t so darkened by the smoke
But that yo ur white limbs daz z led me : oh ,

And ra nting as they twinkled , wild ly

I cared no t fo ryour passiona tegestures then,
But now I have forgo tten the charm o f

The foo lish knowledgewhich I came to seek,
While I remember that quaint dance and

thus

I am come back , no t for tho semummeries,
But to love you , and to kiss your little feet
Soft as an ermine’s winter coat !
Farm. A light

will struggle thro ugh these throngingwords
a t last.

As in the angry and tumultuous W est

A so ft star trembles through the drifting
clo uds.

These are the strivings o f a spirit which ha tes
So sad a vault sho uld co op it , and calls up
The past to stand between it and its fitte.

W ere he at Einsiedeln—o r Michal here

P aracelsu s. Cruel I seek her now—I
kneel—I shriek

I clasp her vesture—but she tildes, still fades
And she is gone ; sweet human love is go ne
’
Tis only when they spring to heaven that

angels

R eveal themselves to you they sit all day
Beside you , and lie d own a t nigh t by you
W ho careno t for theirpresence,muse o rsleep,
And all a t once they leave you , and yo u know

them

W e are so fo o led , so chea ted W hy, even

now

I am no t too secure against foul play
The shad ows deepen and thewalls contract

N o doubt some treachery is going on.

’
Tis very dusk . W here are we put , Aprile ?
H ave they left us in the lurch This murky

D ea th- trap, this slaughter
-house, is no t the

hall
In the go lden city Keep byme, Aprile
There is a hand groping amid the blackness
To catch us. H ave the spider-fingersgo t yo u ,

P oet H o ld on me for your life If once

They pull you l—H o ld
’
Tis but a dream—no more

I have you still the sun comes out again

Let us be happy : all will yet go well
Let us confer : is it no t like, Aprile,
Tha t spite o f trouble, this ordeal passed ,
The va lue o fmy labours ascertained ,
Just as some stream foams lo ng among the

rocks
But after glideth glassy to the sea ,
80, full content shall henceforth be my lo t

W hat think you , poet ? Louder ! Your clear
v oice

Vibrates to o like a harp- string. D o you ask

H ow could I still remain on earth , should Go d
Gran t me the grea t appro val which I seek



P AR ACELSUS

I , yo u , and G od can comprehend each o ther, Some profit frommy to ils. I doubt mybo dy
But men wo u ld murmur, and with cause W ill hard ly serve me thro ugh ; while I have

eno ugh

Fo r when they saw me, stainless o f all sin,
P reserved and sanctified by inward light ,
They wo uld complain tha t comfo rt , shut from

them,

I drank thus unespied tha t they live on,

N or taste the quiet o f a constant joy,
For ache and care and d oubt and weariness,
W hile Iamca lm helpbeingvo uchsafed to me,
And bid from them.

—’
Twere best consider

that
Yo u reason well, Aprile ; but at least
Letme know this , and die Is this too much?
I will learn this , ifGod so p lease, and die !

If thou shalt please, dear Go d , if thou shalt
please

W e are so weak , we know o ur mo tives least

In their co nfused beginning. If at first

I so ught but wherefore bare my heart
to thee ?

I know thymercy ; and a lready tho ughts
Flo ck fast abo ut my so ul to comfo rt it ,
And intima te I canno t who lly fi il ,
Fo r lo ve and praise wo uld clasp me willingly
Co u ld I reso lve to seek them. Tho u art goo d ,

And I sho uld be content . Yet—yet first show
I have d one wrong in daring R a ther give
The superna tural co nscio usness o f strength
W hich fed myyo uth Only one ho ur o ftha t
W ith thee to help—O wha t shou ld bar me

then

Lost, lost Thus things are ordered here
God

’
s crea tures,

And yet he takes no pride in us - none, none !

Truly there needs ano ther life to come

If this be all—(I must tell Festus tha t )
And o ther life await us no t—fo r one,
I say

’
tis a po o r cheat, a stupid bungle,

A wretched fi ilure. I , fo r one, pro test
Against it , and I hurl it back with scorn .

laboured
It has decayed ; and now tha t I demand
Its best assistance, it will crumble fi st
A sad thought , a sad fi te . H ow very full

Ofwo rmwo od
’
tis, that just at altar- service,

The rapt hymn risingwith the ro llingsmoke,
W hen glo ry dawns and all rs a t the best ,
The sacred fire may flicker and grow fi int

And die fo rwant of a wo od -piler’s help !
Thus fades the flaggingbo dy, and the so u l

Is pulled d own in the o verthrow. W ell,

well

Let men catch every word , let them lose

nought
Ofwha t I say somethingmay yet be d o ne.

They are ruins Trustmewho am one o fyo u !

All ruins , glorio us once, but lonely now.

It makes my heart sick to beho ld yo u cro uch

Beside your deso la te fi ne the arches dim,

The crumbling co lumns grand against the

mo o n ,
Co u ld I but rear them up o ncemo re—but that
May never be, so leave them Trust me,

friends,

W hysho uld yo u lingerherewhen I ha ve built
A far resplendent temple, all yo ur own P
Trust me, they are but ruins ! See, Aprile,
Men will no t heed Yet were I no t p repared
W ith better refuge fo r them, tongue o fmine

Sho uld ne’er reveal how blank their dwelling

I wo uld sit down in silence with the rest .

H a , what P yo u spit atme, yo u grin and shriek
Co ntempt into my ear—my ear which d rank

Go d
’
s accents o nce ? yo u curse me W hy
men, men ,

I am no t formed fo r it Tho se hideo us eyes

W ill be befo re me sleeping, waking, praying,
Theywill no t let me even d ie. Spare, spare

me,
Sinning o r no , fo rget tha t , o nly spare me

W ell , onward though a lo ne ! Small time The ho rrible scorn ! Yo u tho ught I could
remains, suppo rt it.

And much to d o : I must have fruit , must reap But now yo u see what silly fragile creature
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Co v ers thus. I am no t go o d no rbad enough,
Not Christ no rCain , yet even Cain was saved

From H a te like this . Letme bu t to tterback !
Perhaps I sha ll elude tho se jeers which creep
Into my very brain , and shut these scorched
Eyelids and keep those mocking fices o ut .

Listen, Aprile ! I am very calm
Be not deceived , there is no passion here
Where the blood leaps like an imprisoned

I am calm : I will exterminate the race
Enough o f that

’
tis said and it shall be.

And now be merry : safe and so und am I
Who broke thro ugh their best ranks to get

And such a havo c , such a rout , Aprile
Fer-fu r. H ave you no thought , no memory

Aureo le I am so wretched—mypureMicha l
Is gone, and you alone are left me now,

And ev en yo u fo rget me. Take my hand
Lean o n me thus. D o you no t know me,

Aureo le

P a racel su s . Festus , my own friend , yo u

As yo u say,
’
tis an awful enterprise ;

But you believe I shall go thro ugh with it
’

Tis like you , and I thank yo u . Thank him

Dear Micha l See how brigh t St . Saviour
’
s

Harries in the sunset all its figures quaint

Gay in the glancing light : yo u might con

A troo p o f yellow- vested white-haired Jews
Bound fo r their own land where red emption

Farm . N o t that blest time - no t our

yo u th
’
s time, dear Go d

P aracelsus . H a—stay true, I forget—all

is do ne since,
And he is come to judgeme. H ow he speaks,
Howcalm, howwell yes, it is true, all true

All quackery ; all deceit myself can laugh
The first at it , ifyou desire : but still W ith which thy deeds were born, would
Youknow the obstacleswhich taught metricks scorn as well

50 foreign to my nature—envy and hate, The sheet ofwindingsubterraneous fire

Blind oppositio n , brutal prejudice,
Bald ignorance—what wonder if I sunk
To humo urmen theway theymost appro ved
My chea ts were neverpa lmed o n such as you ,
D earFestus I will kneel ifyo u requireme,
Impart themeagre knowledge I po ssess,
Explain its bo unded na ture, and avow

My insufi ciency
—wha te’er you will

I give the fight up : let there be an end ,
A priva cy, an obscure nook fo rme.

I want to be forgo tten even by God .

But if tha t eanno t be, dear Festus, layme,
W hen I shall die, within some narrow grave,
N o t by itself—fo r that wo u ld be too proud
But where such graves are thickest ; let it lo ok
N owise distinguished from the hillocks round ,
So that the peasant a t his bro ther’s bed
May tread upon my own and know it no t ;
And we shall all be equa l at the last,
Or classed acco rding to life

’
s na tura l ranks,

Fathers, so ns, bro thers, friend s—no t rich ,
nor wise,

N orgifted layme thus, then say, “ H e lived

Too much ad vanced befo rehis bro thermen
They kept him still in front

’
twas for

their goo d
But yet a dangero us sta tion . It were strange

Tha t he sho uld tell Go d he had neverranked
W ith men : so , here at least he is a man .

”

Festus . That God shall take thee to his

breast, dear spirit ,
Unto his breast , be sure and here on earth

Sha ll splend o ur sit upo n thy name for ever.
Sun all the heaven is glad for thee : what

If lowermountains light their snowy phares
At thine efl

'

ulgence, yet acknowledge no t

The so urce o f dayP Their theft sha ll be

their ba le
For after- ages shall retrack thy beams,
And put aside the crowd o f busy o nes
And worship thee alo ne—the master-mind ,
The thinker, the explorer, the crea to r

Then, who should sneer at the convu lsive
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W hich , pent and writhing, sends no less a t last
H uge islands up amid the simmering sea.

Beho ld thymight in me tho u hast infused
Thy so ul in mine ; and I am grand as thou,
Seeing I comprehend thee—I so simple,
Thou so august . I recognize thee first ;
I saw thee rise, I wa tched thee early and la te,
And though no glance reveal tho u dost accept
My homage—thus no less I profl

'

er it,

And bid thee enter glorio usly thy rest .
P aracelsu s. Festus !

Fer-fur. I am fo r no ble Aureo le, God
I am upon his side, come weal o rwoe.

P ARACELSUS

W here the quick sandpipers flit
In and out the marl and grit

Tha t seems to breed them, brown as they
Nought disturbs its quiet way,
Save some lazy sto rk tha t springs ,
Trailing it with legs and wings,
W hom the shy for: from the hill
R ouses, creep he ne’er so still.

P aracelsus. My heart I they lo o se my
heart , those simple words ;

Its darkness passes, which no ught else cou ld

Likesome dark snake that forcemayno t expel,
H is po rtion shal l bemine. H e has d onewell . W hich glideth o ut to music sweet and low.

Iwould havesinned , had I been strongeno ugh, W hat were yo u d o ingwhen your vo ice broke
As he has sinned . R eward him o r I waive thro ugh
R eward If thou canst find no place for him, A chaos o f ugly images Yo u, indeed

H e shall be king elsewhere, and I will be
H is slave for ever. There are two o f us .

H ere, dearAureo le ever

by you
P a racelsus. Nay, speak on, o r I dream
again. Speak on

Some sto ry, anything—o nly your voice.

I shall dream else. Speak on ay, leaningso

Farm . Thus the Mayne glideth
W here my Lo ve abideth .

Sleep ’
s no so fter : it proceeds

On through lawns, on through meads,
On and on, whate’er befa ll,
Meandering and musical,
Though the niggard pasturage
Bears no t on its shaven ledge

Augh t but weeds and wavinggrasses

To view the river as it passes,
Save here and there a scanty patch
Of primroses to o faint to catch

A weary bee.

P aracelsu s. Mo re, more ; say on !

Festus. And scarce it pushes

Are you alone here

All alone yo u know me?

P am dm . An unexceptio nable vault

Go od brick and stone : the ba ts kept out,

the rats

Kept in : a snug nook : how sho uld I mis

Fertur. But wherefo re am I here
Ah , well remembered !

W hy, for a purpose - fo r a purpose, Festus !
’
Tis like me : here I trifle while time flee
And this occasion , lo st , will ne

’
er return.

Yo u are here to be instructed . I will tell
Go d

’
s message ; but I have so much to my,

I fear to leave ha lf o ut . All is co nfused

No d o ubt ; but doubtless you will learn in

H e would no t else have brought you here
no d oubt

I sha ll see clearer soon.

Tell me but this

You are no t in despair
I ? and fo r what ?

Its gentle way through stranglingrushes Farm . Alas, alas ! he knows no t, as I
W here the glossy kingfisher
Flu tters when no on -heats are near,

G lad the shelvingbanks to shun,

R ed and steaming in the sun,
W here the shrew-mouse with pa le throat
Burrows, and the speckled stoat ;

feared !

P aracelsus. W ha t is it you wo uld ask me

with that earnest

D ear searchingfice

H ow feel you, Aureo
le?
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N o t even your hand . So l there, I stand

once more

Speak from a co uch I never lectured thus.
My gown—the scarlet lined with fur ; now

put

The chain abou t my neck my signet
- ring

Is still upo n my hand , I think—even so ;

Last , my go o d swo rd ; ah , trusty Azo th,

Benea th thymaster’s gra sp for the last time i’
This co uch sha ll be my thro ne : I hid these

walls

Be consecrate, this wretched cell become
A shrine, forhere God speaks to men through

me.

N ow, Festus, I am ready to begin .

Festus . I am dumb with wonder.

P aracelsu s . Listen , therefore, Festus
Therewill be time enough, but none to spare.

I must content myselfwith telling o nly
Themost important po ints. You d o ubtless

feel

Tha t I am happy, Festus ; very happy.

Festus.

’
Tis no delusio n which uplifts him

thus for it

Then yo u are pard oned , Aureo le, a ll your sin ? I , P ara celsus : it was mine by right.
P aracelmr. Ay, pard oned yet why par

d o ned ? Might learn from its own mo tio ns tha t some
’
Tis God

’
s pra ise

That man is bo und to seek, and you
P a ra s/m .

W e have to live a lo ne to set forth well
Go d

’
s praise.

’
Tis true, I sinned much, as

I thought ,
And in effect need mercy, for I strove
To d o tha t very thing ; but , d o your best
Orworst , praise rises, and will rise fo r ever.

P ard o n from him, because o f praise denied
W ho ca lls me to himself to exa lt himself?
H e might laugh as I laugh I

Bu t all comes

To the same thing.

’
Tis fru itless formankind

To fret themselves with what concerns them
no t ;

They are no use that way : they should lie
d own

Co ntent as God has made them, nor go mad
In thriveless cares to better wha t is ill .

P aracebur. N o , no mistake me no t let

me no t wo rk
Mo re harm than I have wo rked l This is

my case

If I go joyous back to God , yet bring
No ofl

'

ering, if I render up my 5011!

W itho ut the fruits it was ordained to bear,
If I appear the better to lo ve Go d
Fo r sin, as one who has no claim on him,

Be no t deceived It may be surely thus
W ith me, while higher prizes still await
The mortal persevering to the end .

Beside I am no t all so va lueless :

I have been something, tho ugh too soo n I left

Fo llowing the instincts o f tha t happy time.

Festus. W hat happy time? For Go d
’
s sake,

fo rman
’
s sake,

W ha t time was lu ppy ? All I hope to know
Tha t answer will decide. W hat happy time?
P a racelsus . W hen but the time I v owed
myself to man

Fa rm . Great Go d , thy judgments are

mscrutable

Like this awaited it abo ut the world
Might seek somewhere in this blank life of

o urs

Fo r fit delights to stay its longing: vast
And , grapplingNature, so prevail o n her
To fill the crea ture full she dared thus frame
H ungry for joy and , bravely tyrannous,
Grow in demand , still cravingmoreand more,
And make each joy conceded pro ve a pledge
Of o ther joy to fo llow—ha ting no ugh t

Of its desires, still seizing fresh pretence
To turn the knowledge and the rapture

wrung
As an extreme, last bo on, from destiny,
Into o ccasion for new co vetings,

New strifes, new triumphs -d oubtless a

strong so ul,

Alone, unaided migh t attain to this,
So glorio us is our nature, so august
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Man
’
s inborn uninstructed impulses ,

H is naked spirit so majestica l l
But this was bom in me ; I was made so ;
Thusmuch time saved : the feverish appetites,
The tumul t o f unpro ved desire, the unaimed

Uncertain yeamings, aspira tio ns blind ,
D istrust , mistake, and all tha t ends m tears

Were saved me ; thus I entered on my co urse.

You may be sure I was no t all exempt
From huma n tro uble just so much o f doubt
As bad e me plant a surer fo o t upon
The sun - ro ad , kept my eye unruined

’mid

The fierce and flashing splend our, set my
heart

Trembling so much as warned me I stood

there
On sufferance—no t to id ly gaze, but cast
light on a darklingrace save for tha t d o ubt ,
I stood a t first where a ll aspire at last
To stand the secret o f the wo rld was mine.

I knew, I felt , (perception unexpressed ,
Uncomprehended by our narrow tho ught,
But somehow felt and known in every shift

And ch ange in the spirit - nay, in every pore
Of the bod y, even, —wha t God is , what we
m y

Wha t life is—how God tastes an infinite joy

From whom all being emanates, all power
P roceed s ; in whom is life for evermore,
Yet wh om existence in its lowest form

Includes ; where dwells enjoyment there is
he

With still a flying point o f bliss remo te,
A happ ines s in sto re afar, a sphere
Ofdista nt glory in fii ll view thus climbs
P leasure its heights fo r ever and for ever.
The cen tre- fire heaves undernea th the earth ,
And th e es rth changes like a human fi ce ;

Themo lten o re bursts up among the rocks,
Winds into the sto ne

’
s heart , outbranches

In hid den mines , spo ts barren river- bed s,
Crumbles into fine sand where sunbeams

ta sk

God joys therein. The wro th sea
’
s waves

are edged

With foam, white as the bitten lip o f hate,

W hen, in the so litary waste, strange groups
Of yo ung vo lcanos come up , cyclo ps - like,
Staring togetherwith their eyes o n flamc

Go d tastes a pleasure in their unco uth pride.

Then all is still earth is a wintry clod

Bu t spring-wind , like a dancing psaltress,
passes

Over its breast to waken it , rare verdure

Buds tenderly upon rough banks, between
The withered tree- ro o ts and the cracks o f

fro st ,

Like a smile strivingwith a wrinkled face ;
The grass grows bright , the boughs are

swo ln with blo oms
Like chrysalids impa tient for the air,
The shining d o rrs are busy, beetles run
Along the furrows, ants make their ad o ;
Abo ve, birds fly in merry flo cks , the lark
Soars up and up , shivering fo r very joy
Amr the o cean sleeps ; white fishing-

gulls

Flit where the strand is purple with its tribe
Of nested limpets ; savage creatures seek
Their loves in wo o d and plain—and Go d

renews

H is ancient rapture. Thus he dwells in all ,

From life
’
s minu te beginnings, up at last

To man—the consummation o f this scheme
Ofbeing, the completion o f this sphere
Of life : whose attributes had here and there
Been sea ttered o

’
er the visible wo rld before,

Askingto be combined , dim fiagments meant
To be united in some wondrous who le,
Imperfect qualities thro ughout creation,
Suggesting some one creature yet to make,
Some point where all those scattered rays

sho uld meet

Convergent in the faculties o fman.

P ower—neither put forth blindly, nor con

tro lled

Ca lmly by perfect knowledge ; to be used

At risk, inspired o rchecked by hope and fear
Knowledge

—no t intuition , but the slow

Uncertain fruit o f an enhancing toil,
Strengthened bylove: love—no t serenelypure,
But stro ngfromweakness , like a chance- sown

plan t
W hich , cast o n stubborn so il , puts forth
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And so fterstains , unknown in happier climes ;
Love which endures and d oubts and is o p
pressed

And cherished , sufferingmuch and much sus
fa ined ,

And blind , o ft- failing, yet believing lo ve,
A ha lf- enligh tened , o ften - chequered trust
H ints and previsions o fwhich facu lties,
Are strewn confirsedly everywhere abo ut
The inferior na tures, and al l lead up higher,
All shape o ut dimly the superio r ra ce,
The heir o f hopes too fair to turn o ut fa lse,

And man appears at las t . So far the seal

Is pu t on life one stage o f being complete,
One scheme wo und up : and from the grand

res ult

A supplementary reflux o f light ,
Illustrates al l the inferiorgrades, exp lains
Each back step in the circle. N o t alone

Fo r their possesso r dawn those qua lities,
But the new glo ry mixes with the heaven
And earth man, o nce descried , imprints fo r

ever

H is presence on all lifeless things . thewinds

Are henceforth vo ices, wailing o r a shout,
A querulous mutter or a quick gay laugh ,
Never a senseless gust now man is born .

The herded pines commune and have deep
tho ughts,

A secret they assemble to d iscuss
When the sun drops behind their trunkswhich

glare

Like gra tes o f hell : the peerless cup afloat
Of the lake- lily is an urn, some nymph
Swims bearinghigh above her head no bird
W histles unseen, but through the gaps above
Tha t let light in upon the glo omy woo ds,
A shape peeps from the breezy fo rest - to p ,

Archwith small puckered mo uth and mocking
eye.

Themom has enterprise, deep quiet d roo ps
W ith evening, triumph takes the sunset ho ur,
Vo luptuo us transmrt ripens with the co rn

Benea th a warm mo on like a happy face
—And this to fill us with regard forman.

W ith apprehension o f his passingwo rth,
D esire to wo rk his proper na ture out,

And ascertain his rank and fina l place,

P ARACELSUS

Fo r these things tend still upward , progress is
The law o f life, man is no t Man as yet .

N o r sha ll I deem his o bject served , his end
Atta ined , his genuine strength put fairly

forth ,
W hile o nly here and there a star dispels
The darkness, here and there a toweringmind
O

’
erlo oks its prostrate fellows when the host

Is o ut at o nce to the despair o f night,
W hen all mankind a like is perfected ,
Equal in full - blown powers—then, no t till

then,
I say, begins man

’
s general infancy.

Fo rwherefore make acco unt o f feverish starts
Of restless members o f a d o rmant who le,
Impatient nerves which quiverwhile the body
Slumbers as in a grave Oh long ago

The brow was twitched , th e tremul o us lids

astir,

The peacefu l mo uth disturbed ; half- uttered
speech

R umed the lip , and then the teeth were set,
Thebreath drawn sharp, the strongrigh t -hand

clenched stronger,

As it
,
wou ld pluck a lio n by the jaw ;

The glorio us creature laughed out even in

sleep
But when fu ll roused , each giant

- limb awake.
Each sinew strung, thegreat heart pulsingfirst,
H e shall start up and stand o n his own earth,
Then shal l his long triumphant march begin,
Thence sha ll his being date,—thus who lly

roused ,

Wha t he achieves shall be set down to him.

W hen a ll the race is perfected al ike
As man, tha t is ; a ll tended to mankind ,
And , man prod uced , a ll has its end thus far
But in completed man begins anew
A tendency to God . P rognosties to ld

Man
’
s near approach ; so in man’

s selfarise

August anticipations, symbo ls, types
Of a dim splend o ur ever on befo re
In that eterna l circle life pursues .

Fo rmen begin to pass their nature
’
s bound .

And find new ho pes and eares which fast
supplant

Their proper joys and griefs ; they grow too

great
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For narrow creeds o f right and wrong, which Ofmastery o ’
er the elemental wo rld

Rises with in them evermo re and more.

Such men are even now upon the earth ,
m amid the half- fo rmed creatures round

Who sho uld be sa ved by them and jo ined

Such was my ta sk, and I was bom to it

Free, as I said but now, fi
'
ommuch that chains

Spin
'

ta, h igh
- d owered but limited and vexed

Bya divid ed and delusive aim,

Ashadow mockinga rea lity
Whose truth avails no t who lly to disperse
The flittingmimic cal led up by itself,
And so remains perplexed and nigh put out

I, from the first , was never cheated thus ;
I never fi shio ned out a fancied goo d

Dis tinct from man’
s a service to be d one,

Aglo ry to be ministered unto

With powers pu t fo rth at man’
s expense,

From labouring in his behalf ; a strength
Denied tha t might avail him. I cared no t

Lest his success ran co unter to success

Elsewhere : fo r God is glorified in man,
And to man’

s glory vowed I so ul and limb.

Yet , constitu ted thus, and thus endowed ,
l failed I gazed o n power till I grew blind .

P ower ; I cou ld no t take my eyes fi'om that
That on ly, I thought, sho uld be preserved ,

At any risk, displayed , struck out a t once

The a
'

gu and no te and character o fman.

[saw no use in the past : only a scene

Ofdegra da tion , ugliness and tears,
The record o fd isgraces best forgo tten,
A sullen page in human chronicles

Fit to erase. I saw no cause why man
Shou ld no t stand all - sufi cient even now,

Orwhy his anna ls sho uld be forced to tell
That o nce th e tide o f light , abo ut to break
Upon the wo rld , was sea led within its spring:
Iwould havehad o neday, onemoment

’
sspace,

Change man
’
s condition, push each slumber

At once to full ma turity, then ro ll

Oblivio n o
’
er the work, and hide fromman

W ha t night had ushered mo rn . N o t so , dear

Of after-days, wilt thou reject the past
Bigwith deep warnings o f the proper tenure
By which thou hast the earth for thee the

Shall have distinct and tremblingbeauty, seen
Beside that past

’
s own shade when , in relief,

Its brightness shall stand o ut no ryet o n thee
Shall burst the future, as succes sive zones
Of severa l wonder open o n some spirit

But thou sha lt painfully attain to joy,
Wh ile hope and fear and love shall keep thee

All this was hid fromme : as one by one
My dreams grew dim, mywide aims circum

H ad spo tted my career fi'om its uprise ;
I saw Aprile—my Aprile there
And as the po o r melodious wretch d is

burthened
H is heart , and moaned his weaknes s in my

I learned my own deep erro r ; lo ve
’
s undo ing

Taught me the wo rth o f love in man’
s

And what proportio n lo ve should ho ld with
power

In his righ t constitutio n ; lo ve preceding
P ower, and with much power, always much

more love ;
Lo ve still to o straitened in his present means.

As actual good within my reach decreased ,

W hile obstacles sprung up this way and tha t
To keep me from efl

'

ectingha lf the sum,

Smal l as it pro ved ; as objects, mean within
The primal aggregate, seemed , even the least ,
Itself a ma tch formy co ncentred strength

W hat wo nder if I saw no way to shun
D es pair The power I sought for man,

seemed Go d ’s.

In this conjuncture, as I prayed to die,
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I learned this, and suppo sed the who le was
learned :

And thus, when men received with stupid
wonder

Myfirst revealings,wo u ld havewo rshipped me,
And I despised and loa thed their profl

'

ered

W hen, with awakened eyes, they to ok revenge
Fo r past credu lity in casting shame
On my real knowledge, and I ha ted them
It was no t strange I saw no go o d in man ,
To o verba lance a ll the wear and waste

Of faculties, displayed in vain , but bo rn
To pro sper in some better sphere : and why?

Inmy own heart lo ve had no t been mad ewise
To trace lo ve

’
s fain t beginnings in mankind ,

To know even ha te is bu t a mask o f love
’
s,

To see a go o d in evil, and a ho pe
In ill- success ; to sympathize, be pro ud
Of their ha lf- reaso ns, faint asp irings, dim
Struggles fo r truth, their po orest fallacies,
Their prejudice and fears and cares and

d oubts
All with a to uch o f nobleness, despite
Their erro r, upward tendingall tho ugh weak ,
Like plants in mineswhich never saw the sun ,

But dream ofhim, and guesswhere hemaybe,
And d o their best to climb and get to him.

All this I knew no t , and I failed . Let men

R egard me, and the poet dead long ago

Who lo ved to o rashly and shape fo rth a third
And better- tempered spirit, warned by bo th :
As from the o ver-rad iant star to o mad

To d rink the life- springs, beamless thence
itself

And the dark o rb which bo rders the abyss,
Ingulfed in icy nigh t, —migh t have its co urse
A tempera te and equidistant world .

Meanwhile, I have d one well, though no t

al l well .

As yet men eanno t d o without contempt
’
Tis for their goo d , and therefore fit awhile
Tha t they reject theweak, and sco rn the fa lse,
R a ther than praise the strongand true, in me
But after, they will know me. If I sto op
Into a dark tremend o us sea o f cloud ,
It is but for a time ; I press Go d ’

s lamp
Close to mybreast its splendour, so o n orla te,

'
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Festus . And this was P aracelsus

NOTE.

TH E liberties l have taken with my subject are
very trifling; and the rea dermay slip the fore

go ing scenes between the lea ves o f anymemo ir
o f P ara celsus he p leases , by way o f commea
tary. To pro ve th is , I sub

'

o in a po pular
account , transla ted from the iogra p hie U ni

versalle, P aris,
"

1 823 , wh ich I select , no t as

the best , certainly, bu t as being a t ha nd . and

sufficiently co ncise fo r my purpo se. I also

append a few n
’

o tes, in o rder to correct th ose

parts which d o no t bear ou t my own view of

the character o f P aracelsus ; and ha ve incor

p o ra ted with them a no tice o r two . illustra tive

o f the poem itself.
P AR ACELSUS (P hilip us Aureo las Theo

ph rastus Bomhastus ab ohenheirn ) was born
in 1493 a t Einsied eln , (1 ) a little town in the

eanto n o f Schwyz , some leagues d ista nt from
Zurich . H is father, who exercised the pro ies
sion o f med icine a t Villa ch in Carinth ia , m
nea rly rela ted to George Bombas t d e H o hen

heim, who beeame afterward Grand P rio r of

the Order o f Malta : co nsequently P ara celsus
co uld no t spring from the dregs o f the peo p le.
as Th omas Erastus, his swo rn enemy. pre
tends .

“ It appears tha t his elementary ed uca
tio n was much neglected , and tha t he spent

part o f h is you th in pursuing the life common
to the travelling litera ti o f the age ; th at is

to say. in wand ering from country to country.
pred icting the fu ture byastro lo an

ma ncy, evoking apparit ions. and
gy
practisingthe

I sha ll d isguise M . R enau ld in
'
s next sentence 1

litt le. H ic (Erastus ac. ) P a racelsum trimurn I

milite quod am, alii a sue exectum ferunt : co astal
imberbem illum, mu lierumque o sorem fu iss e.

"

A
standing H igh -D u tch jo ke in those days a t the ex

p
ense of a number of lea rned men, as may be seen

y referring to such rubbish a t Meland er
'
s

“

1090
seria ,

"

etc. In the p rints from his port rait by Tin
to ret to , pa inted an ea r before his dea th , P aracelsus
is ba rba tu lm , a t events . Bu t Erastus was never

witho u t a good rea son fo r his faith—a t . H elvetiurn
fuisse ( P ara celsum) vix cred o , vix enim ea regio talc
monstrum ed id erit.

"

(D e Medicina N ova . )

W ill pierce thegloom I sha ll emerge o ne day.

Yo u understand me ? I have said eno ugh ?

Farm . N ow die, dear Aureo le l

Festus , let my la nd

This hand , lie in your own , my own true

friend

Aprile H and in la nd with you , Aprile !
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difl
'

erent o pera tio ns o f magic and alchemy. in
which he ha d been initia ted whether by his
fa ther o r by various ecclesiastics , amo ng the

number o f whom he particularizes the Abbo t
Tritheim . (2) and many German bishops.

As P ara celsus d isp lays everywhere an

igna ance o f the rudiments o f the most o rd i

nary knowled ge , it is no t probable tha t he ever
studied serio usly in the scho o ls : be contented

himself with visiting the Universities o f Ger
many, France, and Ita ly ; and in spite of h is

beaming h imself to have been the ornament
of those institutio ns . there is no pro o f o f his
having legally acquired the title o f D octo r,
which he a sumes. It is only known tha t
applied h imself long, under the d irect io n o f

thew ithy Sigismond Fugger o f Schwatz ,
til : disco very o f the Magnum Opus.

P ara celsus travelled amo ng the mo untains
d Bohemia , in the East . and in Sweden ,

a der to insp ect the labo urs o f the miners . to
be initia ted in the mysteries of the o rienta l
adapts , and to observe the secrets o f na ture

and the famo us mountain o f loadsto ne. (3) H e

cases a lso to have visited S
'

n , P ortuga l .
P o land . and Tra nsy vania ; every

where communica ting freely, no t merely with
the physicians , bu t the o ld women , Charla tans

and conjurers o f these severa l lands . It is even
believed tha t he extended h is jo urneyings as

far as Egyp t and Tartary. and tha t he aecom

panied the son of the Khan o f the Tartars to

Constan tino le . for the pur se o f obtaining
the secret the tincture o f rismegistus from
a Greek wh o inhabited tha t espital.

The perio d o f his return to Germany is
unknown : it is only certain tha t a t abo ut

the age o f th irty
- three , many astonishing cures

which he wrough t on eminent perso nages p ro
cured h im such a celebrity , tha t he was ca lled
in 1 526, on the recommenda tio n of ( Eco lam

padius, (4) to fill a chair o f ph sic and surgery
at the University o f Basil. ere P aracelsus

began by burning publicly in the amphithea tre
the wo rks o f Avicenna and Ga len, assuring h is

audito rs that the latchets o f his sh oes were

more instructed than those two physicians ;
that a ll U niversities , a ll writers p ut together,
were less gifted than the hairs o f h is beard and

of the crown of his head ; and tha t , in a wo rd ,

hewas to beregard ed as the legitima temonarch
of med icine. Yo u sha ll fo llow me,

‘

cried he,

‘

yon, Avicenna , Galen , R hasis. Mo ntagnana .

Mesnes , you , gentlemen of P aris , Mon tpellier,
Germany, Co logne .

Vienna ,

’
and wh omsoever

Erastus. who rela tes this, here odd ly rema rks ,
“ mirum go o d non et Gammantos, Ind o s et A nglos
adjunxit . N o t so wond erfu l neither, if we believe
what ano ther ad versary

“
had heard somewhere,

"

system came of his pillaging

f See his wo rks asrz
'

m. I must give one speci
men —Somebo d ad been styling h im Lu ther
alter.

“
And w y no t ?

”

(he asks , as he well mi h t) .
Lu ther is abundan t ly leamed , therefore yo u a te

him and me ; bu t we are a t lea st a ma tch fo ryo u .

N am et con tra vos et ves tros universos p rincipes
Avicennam, Ga lenum, Aristo telem, etc . me aa tis
su ue munitum esse no vi. Ft vertex iste meus
ca vus ac d ep ilis mu lto p lura et sublimio ra no vit

ter vel Av icenna vel universes academic .

t si um d a te
, qu

i v iri sitis, qu id robo ris
habea tis ? qui a u tem srtis ? D octores et ma tri,
d icu los pectentes et fricantes p od icem.

”
rag.

ed .

3
‘2
80 migra to ry a life co u ld affo rd P aracelsus bu t

litt le leisure fo r app lica tion to bo oks , and acco rd ingly
he info rms us tha t fo r the space of ten years he never
0 ned a single vo lume, and tha t his who le med ica l

ll rary was no t com o f six sheets : in effect , the
inventory d rawn u

p
after h is d ea th sta tes tha t the

o nly books which e left were the Bible, the N ew
Tes tament , the Commentaries o f St . Jerome on the
Gospels

.

a p rinted vo lume on Medicme, and seven

manuscrip ts.
"

the R h ine and D anube no urish ; yo u wh o in
habit the isles o f the sea ; yo u , likewise, D a l
ma tians . Athenians ; tho u , Arab ; th o u , Greek ;
tho u , Jew : all sha ll fo llow me. a nd the mo n
arch sha ll be mine.

'
t

u t a t Basil it was speed ily perceived tha t
the new P ro fesso r was no bet ter than an

egregious quack. Searcely a year elapsed
before his lectures had fairly d riven away an

aud ience incapable o f comprehend ing their
empha tic jargo n. Tha t wh ich abo ve a ll con
tribu ted to su lly his reputa tio n was the d e

hanched life he led . Acco rd ingto the testimony
o fOpo rinus . who lived two yea rs in h is intimacy ,
P aracelsus searcely ever ascend ed the lecture

desk unless ha lf drunk , and o nly d icta ted to

his secretaries when in a sta te o f intoxica tion
if summoned to a ttend the sick , he ra rely pro
ceed ed th ither withou t previously drench ing
h imself with wine. H e was accustomed to

retire to bed witho u t ch anging his clo thes ;
sometimes he spent the night in p o t

- h o uses

and in the morning knew no

was abo u t ; and , nevertheless ,
up to the age o f twenty- five his only d rink h ad
been wa ter. (5)

" At length , fearfu l of being punished for

a serio us o utrage o n a magistra te, (0) he fled

from Basil towards the end o f the year 1 527 ,

and to o k ref e in Alsa tia , whither he eaused

Opo rinus to fo owwith his chemica l appara tus.
H e then entered once more upo n the career

o f ambula tory theo soph ist . $ Accordingly we
find him a t Co lmar in 1 528 ; at N uremberg in
1 529 ; a t St . Ga ll in 1 53 1 ; a t P feffers in 1 535 ;
and a t Augsburg in 1 536 : be next mad e some
stay in M oravia , where he still further com

p romised h is repu ta tio n by the loss o f many
d istingu ished pa tients, which compelled him
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to betake himself to Vienna ; from thence he
assed into H unga ry ; and in 1 538 was at

illach . where he ded ica ted his Chro nicle
'
to

the Sta tes o f Carinthia , in gra titude fo r the

many kind ns ses with which they had h ono ured
his fa ther. Fina lly. from M indelheim, which
he visited in 1 540 , P aracelsus o ceeded to

Sa lzburg, where he d ied in the ospital of St .
Ste

pl
hen (Sebastia n is meant ) , Sept . 24. 1 541 .

ere fo llows a criticism o n h is writ ings .

which I omit. )

(1 ) P a racelsus would seem to be a fanta stic

version o f Van H obart /rein Einsiedeln is the

La tinized Eremus , whence P aracelsus is some
times ca lled as in the correspo ndence o f

Era smus , Eremita ; Bombast , his propername ,

probably acquired , from the ch aracteristic

hraseo lo o f h is lectures , tha t unlucky sigui

ca tion w ich it has ever since retained .

(2) Then Bish o
p7
o f Spanheim, and resid ing

a t W ilrzburg in ranconia ; a town situa ted
in a y fertile co untry, whence its name,

H erbipo lis. H e was much visited there by
learned men , as may be seen byhis Episto lae
Familiares , H ag. 1 536 : amo ng o thers, by his

staunch friend Co rnelius Agrippa , to wh om
he d a tes thence, in 1 51 0 , a letter in answer to

the d ed ieato ry epist le prefixed to the trea tise

D e Occult. P h ilo so ph . which last co ntains the
fo llowing ominous a llusio n to Agrip pa

'
s so

jo urn : Q uum nuper tecurn , R . P . in crenobio
tuo apud H erbipo lim a liquarnd iu conver

sa tus, multa de chymicis, multa de magicis.
multa de caba listicis , casterisque quae ad huc in
o cculto delitescunt , arcanis scientiis atque arti
bus una co ntu lissemus ,

"

etc.

(3 ) Inexp lebilis illa avid itas na tura persern
tand isecreta et reco nd itarum su pellectile scien
tiarum animum locup letand i, uno eo d emque
loco d iu persistere no n pa tieba tur, sed Mercurii
instar, omnes terras , na tio nes et urbes perlus
trand iignicu los sup po neba t , u t cumviris na turae
scruta to ribus , chymicis pre sertim, ore tenus

conferret , et quae d iuturnis labo ribus no ctur

nisque vigiliis invenerant una vel altera com
muniea tio ne obtmeret . (Bitiskius in P ra fa t . )
P a tris auxilio primum, deinde p ropria in

dustria d o ctissimos viros in Germania .
Ital ia ,

Ga llia , H ispania , aliisque Euro pa regio nibus,
nactus est praycep tores ; quo rum liberali d o c
trina , et p o trssimum pro pn a inquisitio ne ut qui
esset ingenio acutissimo ac fere d ivino , tantum
pro fecit , u t mu lti testa ti sint , in universa ph ilo
so ph ia tam ard ua , tam areana et abd ita eruisse
morta lium neminem. (Melch . Ad am. in Vit.
Germ. Med ic. )
na turaeviscera sic penitus introrertt , metallonrm
stirp iumque vires et facultates tam incred ibili

4m.
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ingenu acumine exp loraverit ac perviderit , a d
mo rbo s omnes vel d espera tos et Opinione h omi
num insanabiles percurand um ; u t cum Th eo

p hrasto nata primum medicina taque
vid etur. (P etri R amiOra t . de Basilea . ) H is

passion for wandering is best described in h is
own words : Ecce ama to rem ad o lescen tern
d tfiicillirni itineris baud piget , ut venustam
sa ltem puellam vel fmminam asp icia t : qua nto
minus no billssimarum artium amo re laboris ac
cujuslihet taed ii pigshit etc. Defensio ns
Septem ad versus armulos suo s.

"

1 573. D ef.
D e peregrina tionibus et exilio .

’

(4) The readermay remember tha t it was in
co njunctio n with (Eco lampad ius , then D ivinity
P ro fesso r at Basil , tha t Zuinglius published in
1 528 an answer to Lu ther's Co nfessio n o f

Fa ith ; and that bo th pro ceed ed in compa ny
to the subsequent conference with Lu ther and
Melanch th o n a t Marpurg. Their letters fill a

vo lume. D . D . Jo hannis ( Eco lampa d ii
et uldrich iZuingliiEp isto larum lib. qua tu or.

Ba s. 1 536. It must be also observed tha t
Zuinglius began to preach in 1 516, and a t

Zurich in 1 519 , and that in 1 525 the Mass wa s
abo lished in the eantons.

lampad iuswere su posed to hemoreevan elieal
than those up to t at

glo rio us German . and our brave Bish o p Fisher
a ttacked them as the fou ler heresy Abou t
this time arose o ut o f Lu ther

'
s scho o l o ne

( Eco lampad ius , like a m
'

h ty and fierce
'

a nt ;

T he tenets o f (Eco

period maintained y the

who , as h is master ha go ne beyon the

Church , went beyo nd his master (or else it had
been impo ssible he could have been repu ted
th e better scho lar) , wh o denied th e rea l pre
sence ; h im, this worthy chamwon (the Bish o p )
sets

up
o n . and with five bo oks (like so man

smoc sto nes taken ou t o f the river tha t d

a lways run with livingwa ter) slays the P h ilis
tine ; which five bo oks were written in the year
o fo urLo rd 1 596, a twh ich timehehad go verned
the see o f R o chester twenty years.

"

(Life o f

Bish op Fisher, N ow, there is no d o ubt
o f the P ro testantism o f P aracelsus, Erasmus .

A
'

p pa , etc. , bu t the nonconformit o f P ara

cc us was a lways scanda lo us. Crasso
Elogj d

’

H uomini Letterati.
"

Ven. 1666)
informs us that his bo okswere excommunica ted
by the Church . Quensted t (de P a tr. D o ct . )
aflirms nec tantum novse med icine . verum
etiam nova; theo logian au tor est . Delrio , in

h is D isquisit . Magiear. , classes h im amo ng
tho se partim a theo s, partim h asreticos

"

( lib.

i. cap . Omnino tarnen mu lta theo logica
in ejusd em scrip tis plane a theismum o lent , ac

d unuscu le so nant in auribus vere Christiani.
P aracelsus qui in intima (D . Gabrielis Clauderi Schediasma d c Tinct .

U niv . N orimb. I sha ll only ad d o ne

more au thority Oporinus d icit se (P aracel
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Lava ter quo tes a passage from h is work D e

N a tura R erum, o n pra ctical P hysiognomy, in
which the definitio ns and axioms are precise
eno ugh : he a d d s , th o ugh an astro logica l en

thusiast , a man o f prod igio us genius.

"

See

H o lcro fl
’

s transla tio n , vo l . iii. p. 1 79 The

Eyes .

"

W hile o n the subject o f the writ ings
o f P aracelsus , I may explain a passage in the
third part of the P oem. H e was , as I have
sa id , unwilling to publish his works , bu t in
effect d id publish a vast number. Valentius

(in P ra fat . in P aramyr. ) d eclares
“

quo d ad
libro rum P aracelsi copiam a ttinet , aud io , a

Germanis pro pe trecentos recenseri.
"

O
fa cunditas ingenii ad d s he. appo sitely.

o f these were. however, spurious ; and
Bitisltius gives his go o d ed itio n (3 vo ls.

fo l. Gen. 1658 ) rejectis sup p o sitis so lo ip sius
nomine superbientibus quo rum ingens circum
fertur numerus. The rest were charissimum
et pretiosissimum au th o ris pignus . exto rsum
po t ins ab illo quam obtentum.

"

Jamminime
eo vo lente a tque jubente ha c ipsius scripta in
lucem prod isse vid entur ; quippe qua muro
inclusa ipso absente. servi cujusd am indicio ,

furto surrep ta a tque subla ta sunt ,
”

says Va len

tius. These have bea r the study o f a h o st o f
commentato rs , amo ngst whose labo urs aremo st
no table, P etri Severini, Id ea Med icina P h ilo
so phia . Bas. 1 571 ; Mic. Toxetis ,

" Ono

mastica. Arg. 1 574 : D omei, D iet. P arac.

Franc. 1 584 ; and P l P hilo st Compend ium
cum scho liis auctore Leo ne Suavio . P an

'

s.
‘

(This las t , a go o d bo ok. )

(6) A d isgracefu l afl
'

air. One Liech tenfels . a

canon,
havingbeen rescued in a lread y by the

Ia uda num
"

o f P aracelsus , refused the stipu

lated fee, and was suppo rted in h is mea nness
by the authorities , who se interference P aracel
sus wo uld no t bro ok. H is own libera litywas

allowed byhis bitter
-

est foes , who found a read y

so lutio n o f h is indifference to profit in th e afore
said sword -hand le and its guest . H is freed om
from the besetting sin o f a pro fessio n h e air

horred (as he curiously says somewhere.

qua so deinceps honorem d efera t pro

fessione ta li, qua a tam facinoro sis nebu lo nibus
chitur et administr'a tur7

”

)—is reco rded in his

epita h , which afiirms Bo na sua in pa u pe
res

drstrihuend a co llocandaque erogavit , M or

av it , or ord inaw
’

t—for accounts d ifl'er.
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SCENE I.—A H ousenear M irell a”. H AM P
DEN , H ou rs, the youngerVANE , R UD

rn n, a nss and many of the

H amm P arty LOUDON and other

Be you as still as D avid

Vane. I say, if he be here Fiennes. H ere
’
s R udyard not ashamed to

(And he is here l) waga tongue

77

H ollis. Fo r England
’
s sake let every man

be still

N o r speak of him, so much as say his name,
Til l P ymrejo in us l R udyard ! H enryVane !
One rash co nclusio n may decide our course
And with itEngland

’
s fa te—think— England ’s

fa te

H ampden , fo r England
’
s sake they sho uld be

still

Vane. You say so , H o llis P W ell, I must
be still.

It is indeed to o bitter that one man,
Any one man

’
s mere presence, should sus

pend
England

’
s combined endeavour little need

To name him

R udyard . Fo r you are his bro ther, H o llis 1

H ampden . Shame on yo u , R udyard time

to tell him tha t ,

W hen he fo rgets the Mo ther o f us all .
R udyard . D o I fo rget her

You talk idle hate
Against her foe : is tha t so strange a thing?
Is hatingW entwo rth all the help she needs ?
A P urita n . The P hilistine strode, cursing
as he went :

But D avid—five smoo th pebbles from th e

bro ok
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Stifi
'

with ten years’ disuse o f P arliaments
W hy, when the last sat, W entwo rt h sat with

us l

R udyard . Let
’
s hope fo rnews o f them now

he returns

H e tha t was safe in Ireland , as we thought
—Bu t I’ll abide P ym’

s coming.

N ow, by H eaven,

Then maybe co o l who can, silent who will

Some havea gift tha tway! W entwo rth is here,
H ere, and the King

’
s safe clo seted with him

Ere this. And when I think o n all tha t’s past
Since tha t man left us, how his single arm
R o lled the ad vancinggood o f England back
And set the woefu l past up m its place,
Exa lting D agon where the Ark sho uld be,
H ow tha t man has made firm the fickle King

(H ampd en, I will speak ou t —in aught he
feared

To venture o n before ; taugh t tyranny
H er disma l trade, the use o f all her too ls,

To p ly the sco urge yet screw the gagso close

Tha t stra ngled ago ny bleeds mu te to dea th ;
H ow he turns Ireland to a priva te stage

Fo r training infant villanies, new ways
Ofwringing treasure o ut o f tears and blood ,
Unheard Oppressio ns no urished in the dark

To try how much man
’
s na ture can endure

— Ifhe dies under it , what harm? if no t ,
W hy, o ne mo re trick is added to the rest

W o rt h a king
’
s knowing, and wha t Ireland

England may learn to hear —how all this
while

Tha t man has set himself to one dear task , The gro und no place fo r her. She glances

The bringingCharles to relish mo re and more ro und ,
P ower, powerwith out law, power and blood W entwo rth has dropped the hand , is go ne

too his way
—Can I be still ? On o ther service : wha t if she arise ?
H ampden . Fo r tha t you shou ld be still . N o the Kingbeckons , and beside him stand s

Vane. Oh H ampden , then and now The The same bad man o nce mo re, with the same

year he left us , smile
The P eo ple in full P arliament could wrest And the same gesture. N ow shall England

The Bill o f R ights from the reluctant King crouch ,
And now, he’ll find in an obscure small room 01 catch at us and rise

A steal thy gathering o fgreat
- hearted men The R enegade

That take up England
’
s cause : England is H aman Ahitho phel

here l H ampdm . Gentlemen of the No rth,

H ampa
'
en . And who des pairs o fEngland

Tha t d o I ,
IfW entwo rth comes to ru le her. I am sick
To think herwretched masters, H amilto n ,

Themuckwo rrn Co ttingto n, themaniac La u d ,
May yet be longed

- fo r back again . I say,

I d o despair.

Vane. And , R udyard , I’ll sa y th is

W hich all true men say afterme, no t lo u d
Bu t so lemnly and as you’

d say a prayer 2
ThisKing,who treads ourEngland und erfo o t ,
H as just so much itmaybe fear o r c ra ft ,
As bids him pause at each fresh o u trage ;

friends,
H e need s some sternerhand to grasp his o wn ,

Some vo ice to ask, W hy shrink Am I
no t by

N ow, o ne whom England lo ved fo r serv ing
her,

Found in his heart to say, I knowwhere best
The iro n heel shall bruise her, fo r she leans
Uponmewhen you trample.

” W itness, yo u !

So W entworth heartena l Charles, so England

fell .

But inasmuch as life is hard to take
From England

Many Voices. Go on, Vane
’
Tis well

said , Vane

Vane.
—W ho has no t so forgo tten R unny

mead

Voz
’

cer.

’
Tis well and bravely spoken ,

Vane Go o n

Vane.
—There are some little sigm o f la te
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It was no t thus the night your claims were H as England lost him W ill yo u let him

Andwe prono unced theLeagueand Co venant , Or pu t your crude surmises in his mouth
The cause o f Sco tland , England

’
s cause as Awaywith this l W ill yo u have P ymo rVane?

well

Vane there, sat mo tionless the who le night
Meanwhile

Let Loud o n read the P arliament’s report
FromEdinburgh : our last hOpe, asVane says,

Be just and pa tient , Vane Is in the stand it makes. Loud o n l

Vane. M ind how you counsel pa tience, N o , no

Lo ud o n you Silent I can be : no t indifferent I
Have still a P arliamen t, and this yourLeague H amp dm . Then each keep silence, pray
To back it yo u are free in Sco tland still ing God to spare
Whilewe are bro thers, hope’s fo rEngland yet . H is anger, cast no t England quite away
But know you wherefo re W entworth comes In this her visita tion 1

Seven years lo ng
This last o f ho pes ? tha t he brings warwith The Midianite dro ve Israel into d ens

And eaves. Till God sent fo rth a mightyman,
Know you the man

’
s self? what he dares

W e know,

All know—’
tis no thingnew. Even Gideon l

And wha t’s new, then, 15m . W entworth
’
s come nor sickness,

In a lling for his life ? W hy, Pym himself
You must have heard ere W entworth The ravaged bo dy no r the ruined soul,

dropped o ur cause Mo re than thewinds and waves tha t beat his
H ewould see Pymfirst ; thereweremanymo re
Strongo n the peo ple

’
s side and friends o f his , Co uld keep him from the King. H e has no t

Eliot that’s dead , R udyard and H ampdenhere,
But for theseW entwo rth cared no t ; o nly, P ym W hiteha ll : they’ve hurried up a Co uncil there
H ewould see—P ym and he were swo rn ,

’
tis To lose no time and find him wo rk eno ugh.

W here’s Lo ud on ? yo urSco ts’ P arliament
To live and d ie together ; so , they met H o lds firm

At Greenwich . W entworth , yo u are sure, W e were abo ut to read repo rts.
The King

Spacious eno ugh, the devil
’
s argument H as just disso lved your P arliament.

Lost nothingo n his lips ; he
’
d have P ym own Great God l

A patrio t co uld no t play a purer part us, England ,

Than b llow in his track they two combined
Migh t put d own England . W ell , P ym heard

Oneglance—you know P ym
’
s eye

—o newo rd

You leave us, W entworth ! while your

“ I
’

ll not leave you .

H as he left W entworth ,

An oath -breaker ! Stand by
then

15m. The King
’
s to o sanguine ; d oubt

less W entworth
’
s here

But still some little fo rm might be kept up .

H ampden . N ow speak, Vane l R udyard ,
yo u had much to say

H ollis. The rumo ur’s fa lse, then
Ay, the Co urt gives o ut

H is own co ncerns have brought him back
I know
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Tis the King calls him. W entworth super N o villano us striking-d own

R udyard . N o , a calm vengeance let the

The tribe o f Co ttingtons and H amilto ns
W hose part is played ; there’s ta lk enough ,

Mercifu l talk, the King thinks : time is now
To turn the reco rd

’

s last and bloody leaf
W hich , chronicling a nation

’
s great despair,

Tells they were longrebellious , and their lo rd
Ind ulgent , till, all kind expedients tried ,
H e drew the sword o n them and reigned in

Laud
’
s laying his religio n on the Sco ts

W as the last gentle entry : the new page Judas D ouble- dyed
Sha ll run, the King thinks, W entworth A traitor ! Is it P ym, indeed

thrust it d own

At the swo rd
’
s po int . Vane neverknew tha t W entworth , lo ved tha t

A P urita n . I
’
ll d o your bidding, P ym,

England
’
s and God

’
s—o ne blow I

W e all say, friends, it is a good ly thing
To right that England . H eaven grows dark

Let
’
s snatch one moment ere the thunder fa ll,

To sayhow well the English spirit comes ou t
Beneath it l All have d one theirbest, indeed ,
From lion Elio t , tha t grand Englishman,
To the least here and who , the least one here,
W hen she is saved (fo rher redemption dawns
D imly, most dimly, but it dawns—it dawns)
W ho

’
d give at any price his hope away

Of beingnamed a longwith the Grea t Men

W ewould no t—no ,wewould no t give that up !
Kawpaw . And o ne name shall be dearer

Too true l Nevermore, never
W hen children , yet unborn, are taugh t that

W alked we together ! Most alone I went .
After their fathers

’ —taught what matchlefi I have had friends—all here are fis t my

b an . Saved England ? W hat if But I shall never quite forget that friend .

W entworth
’
s sho uld be still And yet it co u ld no t but be rea l in him

That name Yo u , Vane,—you , R udyard , have no right to

P ym H is death To W entwo rth : but can no onehorsewithme ?
Saves her I W e said it—there’s no waybeside ! H ampden , willW entworth dare shed English

I
’
ll do God

’
s bidding, P ym I They struck

Like wa ter

And sho ut for it. N o Feltons l

R udyard
England rejects a ll Feltons most o fal l

Since W entwo rth H ampden , say th e

OfEngland in her servants
—but I’ll th ink

You know me, all o f you . Then, I believ e ,
Spite of the past , W entworth rejo ins yo u ,

W as used to stro llwith him, arm locked in arm
Along the streets to see the peo ple pass,
And read in every island -co untenance

Fresh argument fo rGod against the King,
Never sat d own, say, in the very house
W here Elio t

’
s brow grew broad with noble

thoughts,
(You

’
ve joined us, H ampden—H o llis, you as

well, )
And then left talkingo verGracchus’death
Vane. To frame, we know it well , the

choicest clause
In the P etition o fR ight : heflamed such clause
Onemonth befo re he took at the King

'
s hand

H is Northern P residency, which that Bill
Denounced .

15m.
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b ar. W ill he turn Sco tland to a hunting Shall we break 03 the tacties which succeed

In d rawing o ut our fo rmidablest foe,
To please the King, now tha t he knows the Let bickeringand disunion take their place ?

Or co unt his presence as our conquest’s proo f,
The P eo ple o r the King? and tha t King, And keep the o ld arms a t their stead y play ?

Charles ! P roceed to England
’
s work ! Fiennes , read

H a yden . P ym, all hereknowyo u you’ll
Fin n s. Ship -money is refiised o r fiercely

On any baseles s dream. But say one deed

OfW entwo rth
’
s since he left us

W here W entworth
’
s influence

There he comes,
And they shou t for him W entworth

’
s at

The King embracinghim, now, as we speak,
And he, to be his match in courtesies,

And yet if
’
tis a dream, no more,

ThatW entwo rth chose theirside, and brought

To lo ve it as tho ugh Laud had loved it first ,

And theQueen alter —tha t he led theircause
Ca lm to success, and kept it spo tless through ,
So that our very eyes co uld look upon
The travail o f o ur souls, and close content

Which mnetions it , had taken o ff no grace

Frorn its serene regard . Only a dream l
Scrum II . White/call .

W
By obvious means, and keep tradition up

Lady CAR LISLE and “ N ORTH

Offree assemblages, else obso lete, Wentwortlz. And the King
In this poor chamber : norwithout efi

'
ect W entworth , lean

H as friend met friend to co unsel and confirm,
o n me l Sit then

As, listening to the bea ts of England
’
s heart , I

’
ll tell yo u all this horrible fatigue

W espoke itswants to Sco tland
’
s prompt reply

By these her delega tes . R emains alone Wmtwoml . N o or, Lucy, just yo ur
That word grow deed , as with God

’
s help it

I’ll no t sit til l I
’
ve cleared this up with him

ButWith thedevil
’
shindrance,who d oubts too ? After tha t , rest. The King

Looked we or no tha t tyranny should turn Confides in you.

Herengines o f oppression to their use It worM . W hy or, why now i—They
whereof, suppose the worst be W entworth have kind throa ts, the knaves !

Sho ut fo rme—they
VOL. I.

I , in England
’
s name,

D eclareherwork, thisway, at end Till now,

Up to this moment, peaceful strife was best .
W eEnglish had free leave to think ; till now,

W e had a shad ow o f 3 . P arliament
In Sco tland . But all

’
s changed : they change

They try brute-force for law, they, first of

true hearts with Vane l

Vane. Till we crush W entworth for her,

there’s no act

Serves England

Veal-es. Vane for England

P ym sho uld be

Something to England . I seek W entwo rth ,
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Or leave them o ut and go straight to the

so o n

Yet we to ok measures to keep o ff the crowd The charge

D id they sho u t fo r you Lady Carl zkle. Oh , there
’
s no c

Wentwortlr. W herefo re should they no t ? no precise charge

D oes theKingtake suchmeasures fo rhimself? Only they sneer, make ligh t o f—o nemay say,
Beside, there’s such a dearth o fmalcontents, Nibble at wha t yo u d o

Lacy Carlrltle. I said but few dared carp

Wentworth . At me ? at us, I hope ! The

King and I
H e

’
s surely no t dispo sed to let me hear

The &me away from him o f these la te deeds

In Ireland I am yet his instrument
Be it fo rwell or ill ? H e trusts me, too l

Lady Carh
'

d e. TheKing, dearW entworth ,

purposes, I said ,
To grant you , in the face o fall the Court

Wentam'th . All theCourt 1 Evermo re the

Co urt abo ut us I
Savile and H o lland , H amilto n and Vane

Abo ut us,
—then the Kingwill grant me

wha t
That be for o nce put these aside and say
Tell me yo ur who le mind , W entwo rth l

Yo u professed
Yo u would be calm.

Wentworth . Lucy, and I am calm l

H ow else sha ll I d o a ll I come to do ,
Broken, as yo u may see, body and mind ,
H ow shall I serve the King? Time wastes

meanwhile,
Yo u have no t to ld meha lf. H is fo o tstep N o .

Quick , then, befo re Imeet him,
—I am calm

W hy d oes the King distrust me ?

H e d oes no t

Distrust you .

Wea twm lc. Lucy, you can helpme ; you
H ave even seemed to care fo rme : o ne wo rd l

Is it the Queen
Lady Carbide. N0, no t the Queen : the

Tell Savile that

Tha t po iso ns the Queen
’
s ear, Savile and You may know—(ay, yo u do—the crea tures

H o lland . here
Wentworth . I know, I know o ld Vane, Never forget l) that in my earliest life

too , he
’
s o ne to o ? I was no t much that I am now ! The

Go ou—and he
’
s made Secreta ry. W ell ? King

I know l bu t , Lucy,
I recko ned on you from the first —Go o n

—W as sure co uld I once see this gentle friend
W hen I arrived , she’d throw an ho ur awa y
To help her what am 1 ?

La dy Carlzlrle. You tho ugh t o fme,
D earW entworth

Wentworth . Bu t go o n l The party here !
Lady Carib/e. They d o no t think yo ur
Irish go vernment

Of tha t surpassing value

Wentworth The one thing
Of va lue The o ne service that the cro wn

May count on 1 All that keeps these very
Vanes

In power, to vex me- no t tha t they d o vex,

Only it might vex some to hear tha t service

D ecried , the so le suppo rt that’s left th e King!
Lady Carlr

'

rle. So the Archbisho p says.
Ah well , perhaps

The o nly hand held up in my defence

May be o ld Laud
’
s 1 These H o llands then ,

these Saviles
N ibble They nibble —that’s the verywo rd
Lady Carlirle. Yo ur profit in theCustoms,
Bristo l says,

Exceeds thedue propo rtion : while the tax
Wentwortlc. Eno ugh l

’
tis too unworthy,

I am no t

So pa tient as I tho ught . W ha t’s Pym abo u t ?
Lady Carlz

'

rle. Pym

Wentworlb. P ym and the P eo p le.

Oh , the Factio n !

Extinct—o f no acco unt : there
’
ll never be

Ano ther P arliament.
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Ah , W entworth , one thing fo r acquaintance
’

sake,
Just to decide a question ; have you , now,

Felt your o ld self since you forsoo k us ?
Sir l

Eryn . Spare me the gesture yo u mis

apprehend .

Think no t I mean the ad vantage is with me.

I was abo ut to say that , formy part ,
I never quite held up my head since then
W as quitemyselfsince then fo rfirst , you see,

I lost a ll credit after that event
W ith those who reco llect h ow sure I was
W entworth wou ld outdo Elio t on o ur side.

Fo rgiveme : Savile, o ld Vane, H o lland here,
Eschew plain - speaking :

’
tis a trick I keep.

Wen tworth H ow, when, where, Savile,
Vane, and H o lland speak ,

P lain ly o r o therwise, wo uld havemy sco rn ,

All o fmy scom , sir

1bm. D id no t my po o r tho ugh ts
Claim somewha t ?
Wentwortlz. Keep your thoughts
believe the King

Mistrusts me for theirprattle, all these Vanes
And Saviles I make yo ur mind up , 0

’
God

’
s

love,

That I am discontented with the King

STRAFFOR D ACT !

15m. My friend ,

W hy should I leave you
To tell R udyard this ,

And H ampden this I
Pym. W hose faces once were bright

Atmyapproach, now sad with d o ubt and fear,
Because I hope in you—yes, W entwo rth , yo u
W ho nevermean to ruin England

—
yo u

W ho shake o ff, with God ’
s help, an o bscene

dream
In this Ezekiel chamber, where it crept
Upon you first , and wake, yo urself, yo ur true
And pro per self, o urLmder, England

’

sChief,
And H ampden

’
s friend l

This is the pro udest day
Come, W entworth l D o no t even see th e

The ro ugh o ld room will seem itself again
Pym. W hy, yo u may be : I sho uld be, W e

’
ll bo th go in together : you

’
ve no t seen

that I know,

W ere I like you .

PVentwortlr. Like me ?
I care no t much

Fo r titles : o ur friend Elio t died no lo rd ,

H ampden
’
s no lord , and Savile is a lo rd ;

But yo u care, since you so ld yo ur so ul fo r one.

I can’
t think , therefore, yo ur soul’s purchaser

D id well to laugh yo u to such utter scorn
W hen yo u twice prayed so humbly fo r its

price,
The thirty silver pieces I sho uld say,

The Earldom you expected , still expect ,
And may. Your letters were the movingest l
Conso le yourself : I’ve borne him prayers
just now

From Sco tland no t to be opp ressed by Laud ,
W o rdsmovingin theirway: he

’
ll pay,be sure,

As much attentio n as to those you sent .

H ampden so long come and there’

s

Fiennes yo u’
ll have

To know yo ungVane. This is the pro udes t
day

PVentworr/i. Fa lse, sir l W ho showed
them you ? Suppo se it so ,

The Kingdid verywell nay, I was gla d
W h en it was shown me : I refused , the first

Jo hn P ym, yo u were my friend
—fo rbear me

o nce

H m. Oh , W entworth, ancient bro ther o f

my so ul,
Tha t all should come to this

[Tile KING enters. W aN
'
r
'wo arrr

let: fa ll P YM
’
S ba nd .

Clea rler. Arrived , my lord
- This gentle

man , we know
W as yo ur o ld friend .

The Sco ts shall be info rmed

W ha t we determine for their happiness.

[P YM gm ou t .

You have made haSte, my lo rd .

Sir, I am come
Cba rler. To see an o ld familiar—nay, tis

well

Aid uswith his experience this Sco ts’League
And Covenant Spreads to o far, and we have

pro o fs
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Tin t they intrigue with France : theFaction Charles . They have intrigued with France ;
tha t’s clear to Laud .

Whereo f yo ur friend there is the head and Went-worth . H as Laud suggested any way

to meet

Abets them,
—as he bo asted , very like.

Went‘rvorlh . Sir, trust me but fo r this H e
’
d no t decide so far

Until you joined us.

Cha r la . W ha t can you mean
Wen tworth . That yo u should trust me,

Oh—no t fo rmy sake but
’
tis sad , so sad

That fo r distrustingme, yo u sufi
'

er—you
W hom I wou ld die to serve : sir, d o yo u

That I would die to serve you ?

But rise, W entwo rth
Wen twofl h . W hat sha ll convince yo u ?

W hat d oes Savile d o

To pro ve'him Ah , one can
’
t tear o ut

o ne
’
s heart

And sh ow it , how sincere a thing it is

Cha rles. H ave I no t trusted yo u
Say aught but tha t

There is my comfo rt, mark yo u all will be So styles it ,—tuto rs Sco tland : all theirp lans
So different when yo u trust me—as yo u shall Suppo se no P arliament : in cal ling o ne

It ha s no t been yo ur fault , - I was away, You takethembysurprise. P rod ucethe pro ofi

SIisto o k, maligned , how was the King to OfSco tland
’
s treaso n ; then bid England help :

Even P ym will no t refuse.

l amh ere, now—h emeans to trustme, now You wo uld begin
All will go o n so well W ith Ireland ?

Be sure I d o Wentworth . Take no care fo r that : that’s
I
’
ve heard tha t I sho uld trust you : as yo u

Your friend , the Countess, to ld me Charles. You shall rule me. Yo u were

Be to ld no thing about me —yo u’
re no t to ld R eturn a t once : but take this ere yo u go

Your right -hand serves yo u , o r your children N ow, d o I trust you Yo u’
re an Earl : my

Cha rles. You lo ve me, W entworth : rise OfFriends : yes, while You hearme no t !

I can speak now. Wentworth . Say it all o
’
eragain

—but o nce
I have no right to hide the tru th.

’
Tis I

Can save you o nly I . Sir, wha t must be The first was fo r the music : once again

Cha rla . Since Laud
’
s assured (the Cha rler. Strafl

'

ord , my friend , there may
have been repo rts,

Vain rumours. H enceforth to uchingStraffo rd

Westward/1 . That is , he
’
ll have a war : To touch the app le o fmy sight whygaze

what’s done is d one So earnestly

Most co nsiderate

H e
’
s certain they intrigue with France, these
Sco ts

The P eo ple would be with us.
P ym should know.

Wen tworth . The P eo ple for us—were the
P eo ple fo r us

Sir, a great thought comes to reward your
trust

Summon 9. P arliament in Ireland first,
Then, here.

Cfia rler. In truth

Wentwortlz. That saves us 1 that pu ts 05
Thewar, gives time to right theirgrievances
To talk with P ym. I know the Factio n,
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Wentworth . I am grown yo ung again ,

And foo lish . W hat was it we Spoke o f?
Cha rles. Ireland ,

The P arliament ,
Wentworth . I maygo when I will

—N ow
Charles. Are yo u tired so soo n o f us

Wen tworth . MyKing
But you will no t so utterly abhor
A P arliament I

’
d serve you anyway.

Charles. You said just now this was the

Wentworth . Sir, I will serve yo u .

Strafi
'

o rd , spare yo urself
You are so sick , they tell me.

’
Tis my soul

Tha t
’
s well and prospers now.

This P arliament

W e
’
ll summo n it, the English o ne—I’ll
care

For everything. You shall no t need them
much .

Wentworth . I shall be with you .

Cha rles. Ere they assemble ?
Wentworth . I will come, or else

D eposit this infirm humanity
I
’

the dust. My who le heart stays with yo u ,
myKing [As W aN

'
rwo a'm gm: out ,
the QUEEN enters.

Cha rles. That man must loveme.

Is it o ver then

W hy, he looks yellower than ever l W ell,

At least we sha ll no t hear eternally
Of service—services : he

’
s paid at least .

All yet performed in Ireland .

Queen . I had though t
ACT II .

N o thing beyond was ever to be d one. SCENE I .
- (As in Act I . Scene I . )

The war, Charles—will he raise supplies
enough

The same P arty enters.

Cha rles . W e
’
ve hit on an expedient ; he R udyard . Twelve subsidies !

tha t is , Oh , R udyard , do no t laugh

I have advised we have decided on At least

The cal ling
—in Ireland—o f a P arliament . R udyard . True Stra lfo rd mlled the

Queen . 0 truly ! Yo u agree to tha t ? Is P arliament

that
’
Tis he should laugh I

The first fruit o f his counsel ? But I guessed
As much .

Cha rles . This is too idle, H a rriet te

I should know best . H e will strain ev ery

nerve,

And once a preced ent established
Queen . N o tice

H ow sure he is of a lo ng term o f favour !

H e
’ll see the next , and the next after tha t

No end to P arliaments !

W ell, it is d o ne.

H e talks it smo o thly, d oubtless. If, indeed ,

The Commo ns here
Queen . H ere you will summo n them

H ere W o uld I were in France again to see
A King
Charles. But , H enriette

Queen . Oh , the Sco ts see clear

W hy should they hear your rule
But listen , sweet

Queen . LetW entworth listen—you co nfid e
in him

Charles. I d o no t, lo ve—I d o no t so

confide

The P arliament sha ll never trouble us

Nay, hearme I have schemes, such
schemes : we’ll buy

The leaders o ff : without that , W entworth
’
s

counsel

H ad ne
’
er prevailed o nme. P erhaps I ca ll it

To have excuse fo r breakingit fo r ever,
And whose will then the blame be See yo u

no t

Come, dearest —look, the little fi iry, now,

That canno t reach my shoulder ! Deares t ,

come
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W e, England , are no party to our shame :
Our day will come Congratula te with
me

Vane. Pym, Strafford called this P arlia

ment, you say,

But we
’
ll no t have o ur P arliaments like those

In Ireland , P ym
Let him stand fo rth , your

friend

One d oubtfu l act hides far too many sins ;
It can be stretched no more, and , to mymind ,
Begins to drop h'om those it co vered .

Good

Let him avow himself N o fitter time
W e wait thus long fo r you .

R udyard . P erhaps, to o long !
Since no thing but the madness o f the

Court ,

In thus unmasking its designs at o nce,
H assaved us frombetrayingEngland . Stay
This P arliament is Strafi

'

o rd
’
s : let us vo te

Our list o fgrievances to o black by far
To suffer talk o f subsidies : o r best ,
Tha t ship-mo ney

’
s disposed o f longago

By England : any vo te tha t’s broad enough :
And then let Strafi'o rd , fo r the lo ve o f it,
Suppo rt his P arliament
Vane. And vo te as well

N o war to bewithSco tland H earyo u , P ym?
W e

’
ll vo te, no war N o part no r lo t in it

Fo r England !

M any Voices. Vo te, no war ! Stop the

new levies !

N o Bishops’ war ! At once ! W hen next

we meet

P ym. Much mo re when next we meet
Friends, which o fyou

Sincefirst the co urse o fStrafi
'

o rd was in d oubt ,
H as fa llen the most away in soul fi-

omme ?
Vane. I sat apart , even nowunderGod ’

seye,

P o ndering the words tha t should denounce

yo u, P ym,

In presence of us all , as one at league

W ith England
’
s enemy.

You are a good

And ga llant spirit , H enry. Take my hand

STRAFFOR D ACT I !

And sayyou pardo n me fo r all the pain
Till now Strafi

'

ord is who lly o urs.

Scam: IL Wh iteha ll .

C H A R L E S and ST R AFFOR D .

Charles. Strafl
'

ord

Is it a dream? mypapers ,
here

Thus, as I left them, all the plans you fo und
So happ y— (loo k the track yo u pressed my
hand

For po inting ou t )—and in this very room,

Over these very plans, yo u tell me, sir,
W ith the same face, too—tellme just o ne thing
That ruins them H ow

’
s this W hat may

this mean ?
Sir, who has d one this ?

Strafl
'

ord , who but I ?

Yo u bade me put the rest away : indeed
Yo u are alo ne.

15m . Mo st sure forCharles disso lves the

P arliament

W hile I Speak here.

—And I must speak, fi'iends, now
Strafi

'

ord is ours. The King detects th e

change,
Casts Strafi

'

ord off for ever, and resumes

H is ancient pa th : no P arliament fo r us ,
N o Strafford fo r the King

Come, all o f yo u ,

To bid the Kingfarewell, predict success
To his Sco ts

’
expedition, and receive

Strafi
'

ord , ourcomrade now. Thenext will be

Indeed a P arliament

Vane. Forgive me, P ym

Voices. This looks like truth . Strafi
'

o rd

can have, indeed ,
N o cho ice.

5 0m. Friends, fo llowme H e
’
s with

the King.

Come, H ampden , and come, R udyard , and
come, Vane

This is no sullen day for England , sirs

Strafi
'

ord shall tell you

Voices. To W hitehall then Come
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.$lmj orrl . Alone, and like to be
N0 fa r, when some unworthy scheme grows

ripe,
Of tho se, wh o hatched it, leavingme to loose
The mischief o n the wo rld ! Laud ha tches

m :

Falk to his prayers , and leaves the rest to me,
And I

’m a lo ne.

Char les. At least , you knew as much
Wh en first you undertook the war.

My liege.
W as th is theway? I said , sinceLaud wou ld lap
A litt le blo od , ’

twere best to hurry over
The lo a thsome business, no t to be who le

mo nths

At slaughter—o ne blow, only one, then, peace,

I
’
d lead an Irish army to the W est ,

While in the South an English but you

lo o k
As tho ugh yo u had no t to ld me fifty times
”
I
‘

m a bra ve plan ! My army is all raised ,
l am prepared to join it

H earme, Stra fl
'

ord

Sanf ord . W hen , for some little thing,
my who le design

Is set aside—(where is the wretched paper?)
I am to lead—(ay, here it is)—to lead
The English army why? N orthumberland
That I appointed , chooses to be sick
is frigh tened : and , meanwhile, who answers

in

The Irish P arliament o r army, either?
Is this my plan

So disrespectfiil , sir

Straj
'
ora
'
. My liege, d o no t believe it I

am yours,
Yours ever : ’

tis too la te to think about
To the death, yo urs. Elsewhere, this unto

ward step
Shall pass formine ; the wo rld shall think it

But here ! But here I am so seldom here,
Seldomwith yo u , myKing ! I, so on to rush
Alone upon a giant in the dark !

Charles. My Strafi
'

o rd !

the passes o f the Tyne !

STRAFFOR D

I
’
ve und one you , Strafi

'

ord

S traj
'

ord . My liege

But answerme

H ave they O surely no t refused us ha lf?
H alf the twelve subsidies ? W e never lo oked
Fo r a ll o f them. H owmany d o they give
Charles. You have no t heard

But , sir, you see—see all I say is true
My plan was sure to prosper, so , no eause

To ask the P arliament for help ; whereas
W e need them fiightfully.

Charles. Need the P arliament
Straj

'

ord . Now, fo r God
’
s sake, sir, no t

o ne errormo re
W e can affo rd no error ; we draw, now,

Upon our last resource : the P arliament
Must help us
Charles .

Straj
'

ord .

N ay
—why despond , sir,

’
tis no t come to

that !
I have no t hurt you Sir, what have I said
To hurt yo u ? I unsay it D on

’
t despond

Sir, d o yo u turn fi
'
omme?

My friend o f friends !

Straf ord . W e
’
ll make a shift. Leave me

the P arliament !
H elp they us ne’er so little and I’ll make
Sufiicient o ut o fit . W e

’
ll speak them fair.

They’re sitting, that
’
s one great thing ; tha t

Their sanction to us ; that
’
s much : d on’

t

despo nd
W hy, let themkeep theirmoney, a t thewo rst
The repu tation o f the P eo ple’s help
Is all we want : we

’
ll make shift '

yet

Goo d Strafi
'

ord !

Strafi rd . But meantime, let the sum he

ne
’
er so small

They o ffer, we
’
ll accept it : any sum

For the lo ok o f it : the least grant tells the

Sco ts

The P arliament is ours—their staunch ally
Turned o urs : that to ld , there’s ha lf the blow

to strike
W hat will the grant be ? W hat d oes Glan

ville think
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S traferd . (W ha t has he d one - H eard H is head is mine D on
’
t st0p me there

wha t
But speak a t o nce, sir, this grows terrible I

[The KING continuing silent .

Yo u ha ve disso lved them — I’ll no t leave

Cha rles.

’
Twas o ld Vane

’
s ill judged

vehemence.

Old Vane ?

Cha rles . H e to ld them, just about to vo te

the hal f,
Tha t no thing sho rt o f a ll twelve subsid ies
W o uld serve our turn , o r be accepted .

Slraf ord .

Vane W ho , sir, promised me, that very

O God , to have it go ne, quite go ne fromme,
The o ne last ho pe—I tha t despair, my ho pe
That I should reach his heart o ne day, and

cure

All bitterness one day, be proud again
And yo ung again , care fo r the sunshine too ,

And never think o fElio t anymore,
God , and to to il for this, go far for this,
Get nearer, and still nearer, reach this heart
And find Vane there

[Suddenly taking up a paper, and con

N o rthumberland is sick :
W ell , then , I take the army W ilmo t lead s
The horse, and he, with Conway, must secure
The passes o f the Tyne Ormond supplies
Myplace in Ireland . H ere, we

’
ll try theCity :

If they refirse a loan—d ebase the co in

And seize the bullion we
’
ve no o ther

cho ice.

H erbert
And this while I am here with you

And there are hosts such, hosts likeVane I go ,
And , I once go ne, they

’
ll clo se aro und you ,

srr,

W h en the least pique, pettiest mistrust , is sure
To ruin me—a nd yo u a longwith me
D o you see tha t ? And yo u alongwith me
—Sir, yo u’

ll no t ever listen to these men,
And I away, fighting yo ur battle ? Sir,
If they—iiShe—chargeme, no matter how

Sayyou, At any time when he returns

You know
My head is yours, but never sto p me there
Charles. Too shameful, Strafl

'

ord ! Yo u

ad vised the war,

I ! I ! that was never sp oken

P YM , H AMP D EN , VANE, etc. , enlcr.

[D ropping on h is knee ] Thus fi voured with
yo ur gracious co untenance

Wh a t sha ll a rebel League avail against

Yo ur servant , u tterly and ever yours
So , gentlemen , the King

'
s no t even left

The privilege o f biddingme farewell
W ho haste to save the P eo ple—tha t you style
Yo ur P eople—from the mercies o f the Sco ts

And France their friend

And

Slraf ord .

with
Till it was entered on That loa the the war
Tha t say it is the maddest, wickedest
D o yo u know, sir, I think within my heart ,
Tha t you wo u ld say I d id ad vise the war ;

And if, thro ugh your own weakness, o r

what’s wo rse,
These Sco ts, with God to help them, driv e

me back,
Yo u will no t step between the raging P eo p le

And me, to say
I knew it l from the first

I knew it Neverwas so co ld a heart
R emember tha t I said it—that I never
Believed you for a moment

- And , yo u lo ved me

Yo u tho ught yo ur perfidy pro foundly hid
Because I co uld no t share the whisperings
W ith Vane, with Savile Wh a t , the fi ce

was masked
I had the heart to see, sir Face o f flesh ,
But heart o f stone—o f smoo th co ld fi-igh tfu l

sto ne

Ay, ca ll them Sha ll I call for you The

Sco ts

Goaded to mad ness ? Or theEnglish—P ym
Sha ll I ca ll P ym, your subject ? Oh , yo u think
I
’
ll leave them in the da rk abo ut it all ?
They sha ll no t know you ? H ampden, P ym

shall no t
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In yo ur co ntempt . Yo u’

ll vanquish P ym ? From Ireland , I had but to show myself
Old Vane And Charleswo uld spurn Vane, Savile , an d

Can vanquish yo u . AndVaneyo u think to fly? the rest

R ush o n the Sco ts D o no bly ! Vane
’
s You , child , to ask me this

slight sneer (If he ha ve se t

Sha ll test success, adjust the praise, suggest H is heart abidingly o n Charles
The faint resul t Vane

’
s sneer shal l reach yo u

there. I shal l no t see you anymo re.

—Yo u d o no t listen Yes, Lu cy .

Oh ,—I give tha t up There’s o ne man here I have to meet .
There’s fa te in it I give al l here quite up .

Care no t wha t o ld Vane d oes o r H o lland d oes W hat way to save him from the King
Against me

’
Tis so id le to withstand

In no case tell me wha t they d o Tha t lent from its own sto re the charmed d is
But , Strafi

'

o rd

Strafi rd . I want a little strife, beside ; real

This petty palace-warfare d oes me harm
I sha ll feel better, fairly o u t o f it .
La dy Carlisle. W hy d o yo u smile ?

I go t to fear them, child

I cou ld have torn his throa t a t first, o ld Vane’s,
As he leered at me on his stealthy way
To theQueen

’
s closet . Lord , one loses heart

I o ften found it o n my lips to say
D o no t traduce me to her I”

But the King
Straf ord . The King stood there, ’

tis no t

so lo ng ago ,
—There and the whisper, Lucy, Be my

Offriends !
”—MyKing ! Iwould have

D ied fo r him ?

Straf ord . Swo rn him true, Lucy : I can die

Lady Carbid e. But go no t, Strafi
'

o rd But

yo u must renounce
This project o n theSco ts D ie, wherefo re die?
Charles never lo ved yo u .

And he never will .

H e
’
s no t o f those who care the mo re formen

That they’re unfo rtunate.

Then wherefo re die
For such a master

Yo u that to ld me first
H ow good he was

—when I must leave true
friends

To find a truer friend —that drew me here

Wh ich clo thes the King—he shall beh o ld my
so ul

Strafl
'

o rd , - I shall speak bes t ifyo u’
ll no t ga z e

Upo n me : I ha d never thought , indeed ,

To speak, but yo u would perish too , so su re !

Co u ld you but know wha t ’
tis to hear, my

friend ,

One image stamrred within you , turningbla nk
The else imperia l brilliance of yo urmind ,

A weakness, but most precious, —like a flaw

I’the diamo nd , which should shape forth some
sweet face

Yet to create, and meanwhile treasured th ere

Lest na ture lose hergracio us thought fo rev er
Straford . W hen cou ld it be? no ! Yet

was it the day
W e waited in the anteroom, till H o lland

Sho u ld leave the presence- chamber
W ha t

—Th a t I
D escribed to you my love fo rCharles

(Ah , n o

One must no t lure him from a love like tha t
Oh , let him lo ve theKing and die

’
Tis p ast .

I shall no t serve him worse fo r tha t o ne

brief
And passio nate hope, silent fo r ever now 2)
And yo u are rea lly bound fo r Sco tland then ?

I wish you well you must be very sure
Of the King

’
s faith , fo r Pym and al l his crew

W ill no t be id le— settingVane aside

S traj om
’

. If P ym is busy,—yo u maywrite
o f Pym.
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Lacy Ca r/isle. W hat need , since there’s And shal l theKingwant Strafl
'

ord a t his need ?

yo u r King to take yo ur part ?
He may end ure Vane

’
s counsel ; but fo r

Think yo u he
’
ll sufi

'

er P ym to

Child , your hair
Is glosm

'

er than the Queen
’
s !

Is that to ask

A curl o f me

Stmfi rd . Sco tland— the weary way
Lady Carbide. Stay, let me fasten it.

—A rival
’
s, Strafi

'

ord ?

Straf ord [showing the George]. H e hung
it th ere twine yours around it , child

Lady Car l isle. N o—no—ano ther time—I
trifle so

And there
’
s a masque on foo t .

The Co urt

Is dull ; d o something to enliven us

In Sco tland we expect it a t your hands .

Straj
'

ord . I sha ll no t fail in Sco tland .

Farewell .

P rosper— if
You

’

ll think o fme sometimes

H ow think o fhim
And no t of you o fyou , the lingering streak
(Ago lden o ne) in my goo d fortune

’
s eve.

Lady Carlz
'

sle. Strafl
'

o rd W ell, when
the eve has its last streak

The night has its first star. [Shegoes ou t .
Tha t vo ice o f hers

You
’
d think she had a heart sometimes

Is soft too .

Only Go d can save him now.

BeThou abou t his bed , abo ut his pa th
His path ! W here

’
s England

’
s path ? D iverg

And no t to jo in again the track my fo o t
Must fo llow—whither? All tha t fo rlorn way
Among the tombs Far—far— till

What , they d o
Then join again , these pa ths ? For, huge in

the dusk,
Thu e’s—P ym to face

W hy firen, I have a foe
To close with , and a fight to fight a t last
Worthymy soul W ha t, d o they heard the

Am I no t here ?

Curse no thing to -night
one name

They’ll curse in a ll tho se streets to -night .
W hose fault ?

D id I make kings set up , the first , a man
To represent the multitude, receive
All love in right o f them— supplant them so ,

Until yo u lo ve the man and no t the king
The man with the mild voice and mo urnful

eyes
W hich send me fo rth.

- To breast the bloo dy sea
Tha t sweeps befo re me with o ne star for

guide.

Night has its first, supreme, fo rsaken star.

Only

ACT III .

SCENE I . Opposite W stmr
’

mter H a ll .

Sir H EN RY VAN E, Lo rd SAV ILE, Lo rd

H OLLAN D and others of the Court .

Sir E Vane. The Commo ns thrust you
o ut

N o t in the market - place,
P ressed on by the ro ugh artisans, so pro ud
To catch a glance from W entworth They

lie d own

H ungry yet smile W hy, it must end some
day

Is lie no t watching fo r o ur sake ?
there

But in W hiteha ll, the whited sepulchre,
The

And what kept you
From sharing their civility ?
Sir Iz

'
. Vane. Kept me

Fresh news from Sco tland , sir wo rse than
the last ,

If tha t maybe. All
’
s up with Strafl

'

o rd there
N o thingto bar themad Sco tsmarchinghither
Next Lo rd

’
s- day morning. Tha t detained

me, sir

W ell now, befo re they thrust you out,
-

go

o u ,
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Their Speaker—d id the fellow Lentha l say Vane. Elio t
’
s o ld method

All we set d own fo r him P rithee, Vane, a truce
N o t a word missed . To Elio t and his times, and the grea t D u ke ,

Ere he began, we entered , Savile, I And how to manage P arliaments
’
Twas yo u

And Bristo l and some mo re, with hope to Advised the Queen to summon th is wh y,

breed

A who lesome awe in the new P arliament .

But such a gang o fgraceless rufiians, Vane,
As glared at us

So many ?
N o t a bench

W ithout its complement o f burly knaves
Yo urhopeful so namo ngthem : H ampden leant

Upo n his shoulder—think o f that
I
’d think

On Lenthal
’
s speech, if I co uld get at it .

Urged he, I ask, how gra tefu l they sho uld Messenger . The Queen, my lo rds sh e

prove sends me fo llow me
Forthis unlocked - forsummons fromtheKing? At o nce

’
tis very urgent she requires

H olland . Just as we d rilled him. Yo ur co unsel somethingperilo us and strange
Vane. Tha t the Sco ts will march Occasions her command .

On Lo nd on ?

H olland . All , and made so much o f it ,
A d o zen subsidies at least seemed sure

To fo llow, when
W ell

H olland .

’
Tis a strange thing, now

I
’
ve a vague memo ry o f a so rt o f so und ,

A vo ice, a kind o f vast unnatural vo ice

P ym, sir, was speaking ! Savile, helpme o ut : W ill o verrnatch the best o f you and , think ,

A Messenger en ters.

W ha t was it all ? The Queen !
Sav ile. Something abo ut a matter Vane. Come on , then : und ersta nd , I

N o , work for England .

” loa the
H olla nd . England

’
s great revenge Stradord as much as any—but his use

H e talked o f. To keep 08'P ym, to screen a friend or two ,

Sav ile. H ow shou ld I get used to P ym I wo uld we had reserved him yet awhile.

More than yo urselves ?
H owever that be,

’
Twas somethingwith which we had nought SCENE II . W

'
hs
'

tehal l .

Fo r strangers and
’
twas Eng

The QUEEN and Lad y CAR L ISLE.

land
’
s wo rk Queen . It canno t be.

(All this while lo oking us straight in the fi ce) It is so .

In o therwo rds, o ur presencemight be spared . Queen . W hy, the H o use

80, in the twinkling o f an eye, befo re H ave hardly met .
I settled to mymind what ugly brute Lady Carlisle. They met for that .
W as likest P ym just then , they yelled us o ut , Queen . N o , no !

Locked the d oors afier us, and here are we. Meet to impeach Lo rd Strafl'o rd ? ’
Tis a jest.

(To d o him justice) would no t hear of it .
Vane. Say rather, yo u have d o ne the best
o f turns

To Strafi
'

ord : he
’
s a t Yo rk , we a ll know wh y .

I would you had no t set the Sco ts on S trafl
'

o rd

Till Strafl
'

o rd put d own Pym fo r us, my lo rd
Savile. W as it I altered Strafl

'

ord
’
s p la ns

did I

W e fo llow, fiiend 3

N ow, Vane — your P arliament will p lague
us all

Vane. N o Strafl
'

o rd here beside
Savile. Ifyou dare hin t

I had a hand in his betrayal , sir
H olland . N ay, find a fitter time fo rquarrels
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Be who lly ruled by him W ha t’s the result ? [To LadyCAR LISLEJ W hy, Lucy, wh a t
’
s

TheN orth that was to rise, Ireland to help, in agita tion now,

W ha t came o f it In mypo ormind , a fright That all this mutteringand shrugging, see ,
Is no prodigio us punishment . Begins at me ? They d o no t speak !

A fiigh t ?

P ymwill fail worse than Strafl
'

o rd ifhe thinks Fo rwe are proud o fyou
— happy and pro u d

To frighten him. [To the QUEEN ] Yo u To have you with us, Strafl
'

ord ! Yo u were

will no t save him then ?

Savile. W hen something like a charge is At D urham : you did well there ! H ad yo u

W ill best knowhow to savehim : and
’
tisclear, Been stayed , you might have we sa id ,

W hile Straffo rd sufi
'

ers no thingby thema tter, even now,

The King may reap advantage this in Our hope’s in you
Vane [to Lady CAR LISLE]. The Qu een

N o dinningyou with ship-money complaints ! wo uld speak with you .

Queen [to Lady CAR LISLE] . Ifwe disso lve Straf ord . W ill o ne o f you , his serva n ts

them, who will pay the army
P ro tect us from the inso lent Sco ts To signify my presence to the King

In truth, Savile. An urgent ma tter?

I knowno t, madam. Strafl
'

ord
’
s fa teconcerns N o ne that touches yo u ,

Me little : you desired to learn wha t course Lo rd Savile 1 Say. it were some treachero us
W o uld save him : I obey you . Sly pitiful intriguingwith the Scots

You would go free, at least (They h a lf
There can

’
t be fairerground for taking full

R evenge revengeful)— thanhe’ll My purpose 1) Mad am, shall I see the King?
have The service I would render, much concerns

Against his o ld friend P ym.

W hy, he shall claim Queen . But his Majesty, my lord ,
May no t be here, may

And Stratford , who is he Its impo rtance, th en,
To

’
scape unscathed amid the accidents Must plead excuse fo r th is withd rawa l .

Tha t harass a ll beside ? I , fo rmy part ,
Should lo ok fo r something of discomfiture
H ad the King trusted me so thoroughly

H e
’
ll keep at Yo rk

All will blow o ver : he
’
ll return no worse,

H umbled a little, thankfirl for a place
Under as go od a man. Oh , we

’
ll dispense

W ith seeing Strafl
'

o rd for a mo nth o r two

STRAFFOR D enters.

Queen . You here
Straj brd . TheKingsends fo rme,madam.

Sir,

An urgent matter tha t

And for the grief it gives Lo rd Savile here .

Queen [who has been conversingmilkVAN E
and H OLLAND ]. The King will see

you , sir

[To Lady CAR LISLEJ Mark me

P ym’
s worst

Is done by now : he has impeached the Ea rl ,
Or found theEarl to o strongfo r him, by no w.

Let us no t seem instructed W e sho uld wo rk
N o good to Strafl

'

ord , but defo rm o urselves

W ith shame in thewo rld ’s eye. [To STRAF
l H is Majesty

H as much to saywith yo u .

Time fleeting, to o !

[To Lady CAR LISLE J N o means o f getting
them away ? And She
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What d o es she whisper D oes she know La dy Carlisle. (Is be mad Dear

What do es she think o fit Get them away ! You were no t wont to lo ok so happy
Queen [to Lad y CAR LISLE]. H e comes
to ba fl e P ym—he thinks the danger I tried obedience tho roughly. I to o k

Par05 tell him no wo rd o f it a time The King
’
s wild plan o f co urse, ere I could

Forhelp will come ; we
’

llno t bewantingthen.

Keep him in p lay, Lucy—you , self- possessed My army, Co nway ruined it I drew

And ca lm ! [To STRAFFOR D ] To Spare The wrecks together, raised a ll heaven and

yo ur lord ship some delay
Iwill myself acquaint the King. [T0 Lad y And wo u ld have fought the Sco ts : the King
Cm rsm ] Beware at once

[7k QUEEN , VANE, H OLLAND ,
Mad e truce with them. Then, Lucy, then,

and SAV ILE go out.
God put it in mymind to lo ve, serve, die

Tell me, Strafi
'

ord Fo rCharla , bu t never to obey himmore I
W hile he endured their inso lence at R ipon

Thismoment’s thegrea t moment o f all time, I fell on them at D urham. But you ’
ll tell

The King I waited All the an tero om

Is filled with my adherents.
Sit bade me hide it fiom yo u.

W ha t daring act is this yo u hint ?
The whole 0

’
the scheme ? N o , no

144; Carlirle. (Ah , hewou ld learn ifthey ’Tis here, no t daring ifyou knew all here !

Cmnive at P ym
’
s proced ure Co uld theybut

Have once apprised the King ! But there
’
s Full pro o f, see, ample proo f—d oes theQueen

For filseho o d , now. ) Strafl
'

o rd , the who le I have such damning proof? Bedford and

Bro oke, W arwick, Savile (did you no tice

Lady Ca t
-lick . H ard ly disco untenanced .

Slmj ord . And the King—say, the King Thesimper that I spo ilt Saye,Mandeville

consents as well So ld to the Sco ts, body and so ul, by Pym
Lady Ga le

'

s/e. The King
’
s no t yet in Lady Carbide. Great heaven

firmed , but will no t dare From Savile

and his lords, to P ym
Stu fat i . W hat need to wait him, then ? And his losels, crushed l—P ym shall no

He
’

lls nctio n it ! Istayed , child , tellhim, long! ward the blow
It vexed me to the so ul—this waiting here. No r Savile creep aside fiom it The Crew

Youknowhim, there
’
sno countingo n theKing. And the Cabal—I crush them

And yo u go

Straffo rd ,—and now you go

Rejoice at the King
’
s ho llowness -Abo ut no work

I knew In the background , I promise yo u I go
Theywould be glad o f it ,—all over once, Straight to the H ouse o fLo rds to claim these
[knewtheywould beglad : but he

’d contrive,
TheQueen and he, to mar, by helpingit, Mainwaring
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She’ll return, ’
Tis worth while, Lucy, having foes like mine

The Queen—some little project o f her own Just fo r the bliss o f crushing them. To d ay
N o time to lose the King takes fright Is worth the living fo r.

Lady Carlirle. P ym’
s strong, remember
Very strong, as fits

The Faction
’
s head with no ofl

'

ence to be well

H ampd I co uld no t but be well on such a. day l

Vane, R udyard and my lo vingH o llis : one And , this day ended ,
’
tis o f slight import

And a ll they lodge within the Tower to - night H ow long the ravaged frame subjects the so ul
In just equality . Bryan Mainwaring In Strafl

'

ord .

[Many of ea Adherents enter. La dy Carbide. No ble Strafi'o rd !
The P eers deba te just now (a lucky chance) No farewell

On the Sco ts
’
war my visit

’
s o pportune I

’
ll see you anon , to -mo rrow—the firs t thing.

W hen all is o ver, Bryan, yo u proceed —IfShe should come to stay me
To Ireland : these dispatches, mark me,

Are fo r the D eputy, and these fo rOrmond
W e want the army here—my army, raised
At such a co st , that should have d one such

And was inactive all the time no matter,
W e

’
ll find a use for it . W illis or, no

Yo u , fiieud , make haste to York bear this,
at o nce

Or,—better stay fo r fo rm’
s sake, see yo ursel ’

The news yo u carry. You remain with me
To execu te the P arliament

’
s command ,

Mainwaring H elp to seize these lesser

knaves,
Take care there’s no escaping at backd o o rs :
I
’
ll no t have o ne escape, mind me—no t o ne

I seem revengeful , Lucy D id yo u know
W ha t these men dare
Lady Ca rlisle. It is so much they dare
Strqford . I pro ved that lo ng ago ; my
turn is now.

Keep sharp watch , Goring, on the citizens

Observe who harbo urs any o f the bro od III . - The Afl a fim 4
That scramble ofl

'

be sure they smart for it
Our co fl

'

ers are but lean .

And you , child , to o ,

Shal l have yo ur task deliver this to Land .

Laud will no t be the slowest in my praise :
Tho rough

” he’ll cry —Fo o lish , to be so he struck Maxwell : Maxwell so ught
To stay the Earl he struck him and p assed

Adherents cy
'

STRAFFOR D , etc.

This life is gay and glowing, after all

Only my heart that swells : it has been thus
Ere now : go , Strafl

’
o rd

To -nigh t, then , let it be.

I must see H im : yo u , the next after H im.

I
’
ll tell yo u how P ym lo o ked . Fo llow me,

friends

You , gent lemen, shal l see a fight this ho ur

To ta lk o f all yo ur lives. Close a lterme
My friend o f friends

[Srw ro an and ate mega 03d .

Lady Carlisle. TheKing—ever th eKing
N o though t o f o ne beside, whose little wo rd
Unveils theKing to him—o newo rd fromme,

W hich yet I d o no t breathe
Ah , have I spared

Strafl
'

o rd a pang, and shall l seek reward

Beyond that memo ry Surely to o , someway
H e is the better fo rmy love. N o , no

H e would no t lo ok so joyo us—I’ll believe
H is very eye wo uld never sparkle thus,
H ad I no t ’

prayed fo rhim this long, longwhile.
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The P uritan . H ow ha th the o ppressor W h en the King lays your head beneath my

The Lord hath broken the staff o fthewicked ! It will no t pay fo r tha t . Go , a ll o fyo u 1

The sceptre o f the rulers, he who smo te

The peo ple in wra th with a continual stroke,
Tha t ruled the nations in his anger

—he
Is persecu ted and none hind ereth

Maxwell . I dare, my lord , to diso bey

Sh af ord . This gentle Maxwell —D o no t

touch him, Bryan

[T/ze door: open, and STRAFFORD issue: [To the P resbyterians ] W hichever cur o f

cries fi om ro ll /lin qf Vo id the Escapes his fellow’
s fa te. No ne saves his life

H o use

Strqford . Impeach me P ym I never

struck , I think ,
The felon o n tha t ca lm insultingmouth

claimed me God !

W as it a word , only a wo rd th a t held
The outrageo us blo od back on my heart

W hich beats Some o ne wo rd Traito r,

did he say,

Bending tha t eye, brimful o f bitter fire,
Upon me
M axwell . In the Commons’ name, their

D emands Lo rd Strafl
'

ord
’
s swo rd .

Maxwel l. The Commons bid me ask your
lo rdship’s sword .

Stanf ord . Let us go forth : fo llow me,

gentlemen

D raw your swords to o : out any d own tha t

On the King
’
s service ! Maxwell , clear the

[Tlze P resbyterians p repare

S traf ord . I stay : the King himself sha ll
see me here.

Your tablets, fellow

[Crierfrom air/l in of S'rua t-
‘

ro an t

I tread a gewgaw underfo o t ,

And cast a memory from me. One stro ke,

now I

R enewa l m
’

e: of S'rnam lm

[To MAINW AEINGJ Give tha t to theKing England I see thy arm in this and yield .

Yes, Maxwell , fo r the next half-ho ur, let be P ray yo u now— P ym awaits me—pu y you
Nay, you shall take my sword

[MAXW ELL advance: to take it .

Or, no—no t that

Their blo od , perhaps, may wipe out all thus

All up to tha t—no t tha t W h
'

y, friend , you

now

open wide. H AMP D EN and a

STR AFFORD kneels, Me scene

makehaste l
Stab me 1 I have no t time to tell yo u why.

You then , myBryan ! Mainwaring, yo u then 1
Is it because I Spoke so hastily
At Allerton P The King had vexed me.

[To Me P resbyterians. ]
—N o t even yo u i

’ If I live o ver this,

The King is sure to have your heads, yo u
know I

But what if I can’
t live this minute through ?

P ym, who is there with his pursuing smile !
[Louderme: qf STRAFFORD

The King ! I tro ubled him, stoo d in th e

Of his nego tia tions, was the o ne

Great obstacle to peace, the Enemy
Of Sco tland and he sent fo rme, fromYo rk ,
My safety guaranteed —having prepared
A P arliament—I see l And at W hiteha ll

TheQueen was whisperingwith Vane - I see

The trap l
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Queen. Acquaint yo ur inso lent crew,

ACT IV .

This day the curtain shal l be dashed aside
It served a purpo se.

Scans L M ite/ta l l .

77a c , the QUEEN , H OLLIS, Lad y
CAR L ISLE. (Va ns , H OLLAND , Sae a ,

Lao? Carlisle. Answer them, H o llis, for

his mke 1 One word I N obly —will he no t
Cl a 'lee. [To H OLLISJ You stand , silent

Ofother time . W hat wo nd er after a ll ?

Just so , I dreamed my P eople loved me
I must oppo se them

It is yourself tha t you deceive, no t me.

’

ou
’
ll quit me comforted , yourmind made up

That, since yo u
’
ve talked thus much and

grieved thus much ,
All you can d o fo r Strafio rd has been d one. But it were no brigh t moment save fo r that.
Queen . If you kill Strafl

'

o rd—(come, we Strafl
'

o rd , your prime support , the so le ro o f

H ollis. I may withdraw, sir

H ear them o ut

Tis the last chance forStrafl'o rd 1 H ear them

H ollie. If we kill Strafl
'

ord - o u the

OfStrafl
'

ord
’
s trial W e

P ym, mygo od H o llis

Fy
'
n , I shou ld say 1

Ah , true—sir, pardon me I
You witness o ur proceedings every day
But the screened ga llery, I might have

Admits o f such a partial glimpse a t us,
Pymtakes up all the ro om, shuts o ut theview.

8611, on my honour, sir, the rest o f the place
Is no t unoccupied . The Commons sit
—That’s England ; Ireland sends, and

after o ne,
Their repres enta tives the P eers tha t judge P ym’

s charges back a blind mo th - eaten law I

Are easily distinguished o ne remarks - H e
’
ll break from it at last : and whom to

The P eople here and there : but the close thank
Themouse that gnawed the lion

’
s net fo r him

Must hide so much Go t a good friend ,—but he, the o thermouse,

Think I This very day?
Ere Strafford rises to defend himself?
Charles. I will defend him, sir I—sanction
the past

This day it everwas my purpose. R age

At me, no t Strafl
'

o rd I

Lady Carlz
'

rle.

D o nobly
H ollie. Sir, yo u will d o ho nestly ;

And , fo r tha t deed , I to o wou ld be a king.

Ckarles. Only, to d o this now I deaf

(in yo ur style)
To subjects’ prayers,

now

It seems theirwill the trial sho uld proceed ,
So palpably theirwill I

Which props this quakingH o use o f P rivilege,

(Floods come, winds bea t, and see—the
treacherous sand

D o ubtless, if themere putting forth an arm

Could save him, you’d save Strafi
'

ord .

And they dare
Consummate calmly this grea t wrong N o

hope
This inefi

'

aceable wrong ! N o pity then P
H oll is N o plague in store for perfidy
Farewell

You called me, sir To Lad y CAR LISLEJ
you , lady, bade me come

To save the Earl I came, thank God fo r it,
To learn h ow far such perfidy can go

Yo u , sir, concert with me o n savinghim
W ho have just ruined Strafl

'

o rd I

I —a nd how
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That lo oked o n while the lion freed him

self

Fared he so well , d oes any fable say P
Cka rles. W hat can you mean P

Pym never

co uld have pro ved
Str a rd

’
s design o f bringing up the tro ops

To fo rce this kingd om to obed ience : Vane
Your servant, no t our friend , has proved it.

H ollis. This day. D id Vane deliver up
or no

Those no tes which, furnished by his son to

P ym,

Seal Strafl
'

ord
’
s fa te P

Sir, as I live, I know
N o thing that Vane has d one W hat treason

next P

I wash my hands o f it . Vane, Spa k the
truth

Ask Vane himself
I will no t speak to Vane,

W ho Speak to P ym and H ampden every day.

Queen . Speak to Vane
’
s master then

W ha t gain to him

W ere Strafi
'

ord
’
s death P
H a ? Strafi

'

o rd canno t turn

As yo u , sir, sit there—bid yo u forth, demand
If every ha teful act were no t set d own

In his commission P—whether you contrived

Or no , th at all the vio lence sho uld seem
H is wo rk, the gentle ways—yo ur own,—his

part ,
To counteract the King

’
s kind immlsee

W hile but yo u know what he could

say ! And then
H e might prod uce,—mark, sir —a certain

charge

To set the King
’
s expres s command aside,

If need were, and be blameles s. H e might

—W h o bade him break
the P arliament ,

Find some pretence for settingup sword - law

Queen . R etire I

Clear-lee. Once mo re, wha teverVane
dared d o ,

But consider

N ay, fear no t me but

speak to him : my heart
Must never beat so , then And if l tell

I know no t : he is rash, a fo o l—I kn ow
N o thing o fVane I

W ell— I believe you. Sir,
Believe me, in return, that
[Turning to Lady CAR LISLE. ] Gentle lad y,
The few wo rds I would say, the stones might

hear
So oner than these,—I rather speak to yo u ,
You , with the heart I The question , trust

me, takes
Ano ther shape, to - day : no t, if the King
OrEngland shall succumb —bu t ,who shal l p ay
The fo rfeit, Strafi

'

o rd o r his master. Sir,
You lo ved me o nce : think o n my warning

now !

Cha rles. On yo u and o n yo ur warning
bo th I—Carlisle !

That paper l

Queen .

There, signed—will that content yo u P D o

no t speak I
You have betrayed me, Vane I See I any da y,
Acco rding to the teno r o f tha t paper,
H e bids yo ur bro ther bring the army up ,
Strafl

'

ord shal l head it and take fu ll revenge.

SeekStrafl
'

ord I Let himhave the same, befo re
H e rises to defend himself !

Queen . In truth P

Tha t your shrewd H o llis should have wo rked

Like this ! Yo u , la te reluctant

Say, Carlisle,
Your bro ther P ercy brings the army up ,
Falls o n the P arliament— (I

’
ll think o fyo u ,

My H o llis I) say, we plo tted long—
’
tismine,

The scheme ismine, remember! Say, I cursed
Vane

’
s fo lly in yo ur hearing I If the Earl

D o es rise to d o us shame, the fault shall lie
W ith you , Carlisle I
La dy Carlzsle.

still

Tha t’s a bright moment , sir, yo u throw away.

Tear d own the veil and save him I

Go , Carlisle
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and Spectator. W ho ’s the veiled woman

tha t he ta lks with P
Ma ny Spectators. H ush

The Earl I the Earl I

[Enter STRAFFOR D , Su mmer , a nd

otlcer Secretaries, H OLLIS, Lady
CAR L ISLE, MAXW ELL, BAL

W ell , we“ ;
FOUR , etc. STRAFFOR D converse:

It had no t been record ed in that u se,
wit/i Lady CAR L ISLE. I baffled you .

H ol lis. So near the end ! Be pa tient {To Lady CAR I-ism ] Nar, child . why 100k

R eturn I 5° grieved P

Strcgfibrd [to his Secretaries]. H ere—any All
’
s gained without the King ! Yo u saw

where—o r,
’
tis freshest here I

To spend o ne
’
sApril here, theblossom-month : W hat Shal l I d o when they acquit me, think

Set it d own here I you ,

[Tiny a rrange a table, papers, etc. But tranquilly resume my task as tho ugh
So , P ym can quail, can cower N o thing had intervened since I propo sed

Because I glance at him, yet more
’
s to d o ? To ca ll tha t traito r to acco unt I Such tricks,

W ha t’s to be answered , SlingsbyP Let us end ! Trust me, shall no t be played a second

[To Lady CAR LISLEJ Child , I refiise his

ofl
'

er ; wha tsoe
’
er N o t even against Laud , with his grey hair

It be I To o la te Tell me no word o f him I Yo urgo od work, H o llis P eace I T o make
’
Tis something, H o llis, I assure yo u tha t amends,
To stand , sick as you are, some eighteen days You , Lucy, sha ll be here when I impeach
Fighting for life and fame against a pack Pym and his fellows.

Of very curs, tha t lie thro ugh thick and thin , W herefore no t pro test

Eat flesh and bread by who lesal e, and can
’
t Against our who le proceed ing, long ago P

say W hy feel indignant now P W hy sta nd this

Strafi
'

ord if it would takemy life I
Be moved I Enduring pa tiently ?

Glance at the paper !
Strafi rd . Already at my heels !

P ym’
s faulting bloodhounds scent the track

P eace, child I N ow, Slingsby I
[Messengers from LANE and ot/ier of

Sru rro an
’
s Counsel with in tire

H a ll arecomingand goingdu ring

Q rafi rd [setting br
’

mself to write and d ie
tate]. I Shall bea t you , H o llis I

D o you know tha t ? In spite o f St. John’
s

tricks,
In spite of P ym—your P ymwho shrank from

me

Elio t would have contrived it o therwise.

[To a Messenger. ] In truth ? This slip, tell
Lane, contains as much

AS I can ca ll to mind abo ut the matter.

Elio t would have disdained
[Cal lz

'

ngafterMeMessenger. ] And R ad clifl
'

e,

say,
The o nly person who co u ld answer P ym,

Is safe in prison, just for tha t.

Child , I
’
ll tell yo u

Yo u, and no t P ym—you , the slight graceful

girl

Tall for a flowering lily, and no t H o llis

W hy I sto o d patient I I was foo l eno ugh
To see the will o fEngland in P ym

’

s will

To fear, myself had wronged her, and to

wait

H er judgment : when, beho ld , in place o f

it

[To a Messengerwfio wkirp am ] Tell Lane to
answer no such questio n I Law,

I grapple with their law I I
’m here to try

My actio ns by their standard , no t my own !
Their law allowed that levy : what’s the rest
To P ym, or Lane, any but God and me ?
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La dyCarlr
'

sle. TheKing
’
s so weak I Secure

this chance I ’Twas Vane,

Neverforget , who furnished P ymtheno tes

Strafi
'
ord . Fit ,—very fit, those precious

To close the Tria l worthily I I feared
Some spice o fno blenes s might linger yet
And spoil the character o f all the pest .

Vane eesed me and ill go back and

my
Asmuch—to P ym, to England ! Fo llowme !

I have a word to say ! There, my d efence
Is done I

Stay ! why be proud P W hy care

My gladnes s, my surprise P—Nay, no t sur

prise I
Wherefore insist upon the little pride

The pain ? Child , say the triumph is my

When Pym grew pale, and trembled ,
'

and

One image was befo reme : could I fail P
Child , care no t for the past , so indistinct ,
Obscure—there’s no thing to forgive in it
’
Tis so fo rgo tten ! From this day begins
A new life, founded on a new belief

H ollis. In Charles P R a ther believe in
P ym !

And here he comes in proo fI Appeal to
P ym !

Strafi ra'. To P ymP I would
say no th ing I

I would no t lo ok upon P ym
’
s face again.

Lady Carlisle. Stay, let me have to think
I pressed your hand l

Enter H AMP D EN and VANE.

Verse. 0 H ampden, save the great mis

Plead Strafi
'

ord
’
s cause with P ym I I have

remarked
He mo ved no muscle when we all de

sh in ed

turned

Those kind calm eyes upo n you .

[Enter P YM , the So licito r- Genera !

ST . JOH N , tile Managers of tire

Trial , FmNN as, R UD YAR D , etc.

H orrible !
Till now all hearts were with you : I with

draw

For one. To o ho rrible I But wemistake
Your purp ose, P ym yo u canno t sna tch away
The last spar from the drowningman.

H e talks
W ith St . John of it—see, how quietly !
[Tb oMer P resbyterians . ] Yo u

’
ll join us ?

Strafl
'

o rd may deserve the worst
But this new course ismonstrous. Vane, take
heart I

This Bill o f his Attainder shall no t have

One true man’
s hand to it.

Vane. Consider, P ym I
Confront yourBill, yo urown Bill wha t is it P
You canno t catch the Earl on any charge,
N o man will say the law has ho ld of him

On any charge and therefo re you reso lve

To take the general sense on his d esert ,
AS though no law existed , and wemet
To found one. Yo u refer to P arliament

To speak its thought upon the abortive mass
Of half-bo rne- o ut assertions, dubious hints
H ereafter to be cleared , distortions—ay,
And wild inventions . Every man is saved
The task o ffixing any single charge
On Strafi

'

ord : he has but to see in him
The enemy o f England .

15m. A right scruple I
I have heard some called England

’
s enemy

W ith less consideration.

P ity me I
Indeed you mad eme think I was yo ur friend I
I who havemurd ered Strafl

'

ord , how remo ve

That memory from me P
15m. I abso lve yo u , Vane.

Take you no care for aught that yo u have
d o ne I

Vane. John H ampden, no t this Bill !

R eject this Bill !
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H e staggers through the o rdeal let him go ,
Strew no fresh fire before him I P lead fo r

W hen Strafl'ord spoke, your eyes were thick
with tears !

H ampden . England Speaks louder
are we, to play

The generous pard oner at her exp ense,
Magnanimously waive ad vantages,
And , if he conquer us, applaud his skill P
Vane. H e was your friend .

I have heard tha t befo re.

H ampden . Shame be his, who turns
The opportunity of serving her

She trusts him with , to his own mean

W ho wo uld loo k nobly frank at her expense !
Fiennes. I never thought it could have
come to this.

1501 . But I have made myself familiar,
Fiennes,

W ith this one thought—have walked , and

sa t, and slept ,
This thought befo re me. I have d one such

Being the chosen man that sho uld destro y
The traito r. You have taken up this thought
To play with , for a gentle stimulant,
To give a dignity to id ler life
By the dim prospect o f emprise to come,
But ever with the so ftening, sure belief,
That all would end some strange way right

Fiennes . H ad wemade o ut someweigh tier

That these are petty charges : can we come
To the rea l charge at all P There he is safe

In tyranny
’
S strongho ld . Apostasy

Is no t a crime, treachery no t a crime
The check burns, the blo od tingles, when

The words, but where
’
s the power to take

revenge

Upon them? W emustmake occasio n serve,
The o versigh t shall pay fo r the main
Tha t mocks us.

STRAFFOR D ACT IV

5 m. By this, we ro ll the clouds away
Of preced ent and custom, and at once

Bid the great beacon- light Go d sets in all ,

The conscience o f each bosom, shine upo n

Theguilt o fStrafl
'

ord : each man layhis hand

Upo n his breast , and judge I
I only see

Stratl
'

ord , nor pass his co rpse fo r all beyo nd I

wou ld join us, now he finds

W hat theKingco unts reward I The pard o n ,

Should be yo ur own . Yourself should beer

The Bill o f his Attainder. P ray forme

SCENE III . Wkr
'

teball .

m KING .

himself
Thus irresistibly, -withho lding aught

W e have d o ne

Less gallantly by Stratl
'

ord . W ell, the fu ture

Must recompense the past .

I unders tand yo u , Str a rd , now I

Carlisle
’
s mad scheme—he’ll sanction it, I

The pard on o f the Commons.

Meet him Strefl
'

ord

H avewe to meet oncemo re, then P Be it so I
And yet

—the prophecy seemed half fulfilled
W hen , at the Tria l, as he gazed , my yo u th ,

Our friendship, divers thoughts came back
at o nce

And left me, for a time
’
Tis very sad !

To -mo rrow we discuss the points o f law
W ith Lane—to -morrowP

N o t before to -mo rrow

So , time enough I I knew yo u would relent I

M . The next day, H u elrig, yo u in tro
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After this trial, al o ne, as man to man
I might say something, warn you , pray yo u ,

save

Mark me, KingCharles, save — yo u I

But God must d o it. Yet I warn you , sir
(W ith Strafl

'

ord
’
s fi ded eyes yet full on me)

As yo u wo uld have no deeperquestion mo ved
H ow long the Many must endure the

One,
Assureme, sir, if England give assent
To Strafl

'

ord
’
s d ea th , you wil l no t interfere

Or

Cbarles. God fo rsakes me. I am in a net

And canno t mo ve. Let all be as you say !

Enter Lady CAR LISLE.

Lady Carbid e. H e lo ves you lo oking
beautiful with joy

Because you sen tme he would spareyou all
The pain I he never dreamed yo u wou ld

forsake
Yo ur servant in the evil day—nay, see

Your scheme returned ! Tha t genero us

heart o f his !
H e need s it no t—o r, needing it, disdains

A course tha t might endanger you—yo u , sir,
W hom Strafl

'

ord from his inmo st so ul

[Seeing P YMJ W ell met

No fear for Strafl
'

ord ! Al l that’s true and

brave
On your own side shall help us : we are now

Stro nger than ever.

H a—what, sir, is this ?
All is no t well 1 W ha t parchment have you

there P

Sir, much is saved us bo th.
Lady Carla

'

s/e. This Bill Your lip
W hitens—you co u ld no t read o ne line to me

Yo ur voice would fa lter so 1
13m. No recreant yet 1

The great word went from England to my
so u l,

And I arose. The end is very near.

La d) ! Carlitle. I am to save him All

have shrunk beside ;
’Tis only I am left . H eaven willmake stro ng
The hand now as the heart . Then let bo th

die

STRAFFOR D ACT ?

ACT V .

Scans I. b
'

teba l l .

H OL L I S, La d y CA R L I S L E .

H alb
'

s. Tell the King then !

with me
C ome in

N o t so 2

H emust no t hear till it succeeds.
Su cceed P

N o dream was half so vain—you
’
d rescue

Straffo rd

And outwit P ym ! I canno t tellyou lady,
The block pursues me, and the hideo us show.

To -day is it to -dayP And all th e while
H e

’
s sure of the King

’
s pard on. Think , I

have

To tell this man he is to die.

May rend his hair, -for me I

The King
I
’
ll no t see

Lady Carlisle. Only, if I succeed , re

member— Charles
H as saved him. H ewou ld hard ly va lue life

Unless his gift. My staunch friend s wait.

Go in

You must go in to Charles

And al l beside

Left Strafl
'

ord longago . TheKinghas signed

The warrant fo r his dea th ! the Queen am

sick
Of the eterna l subject . For the Co urt ,
The Tria l was amusing in its way,
Only to o much o f it : the Earl withdrew
In tima But you, fragile, al o ne, so yo ung
Amid rude mercenaries—you devise
A plan to save him 1 Even though itmils,
Wha t shall reward you ?

Lady Carbide. I may go , yo u think,
To France with him ? And you reward me,

friend ,
W ho lived with Strad

'

ord even from his yo uth
Before he set his heart o n state-M rs

And they bent d own that noble brow o fhis.

I have learned somewha t o f his latter life,
And all the future I sha ll know : but , H o llis,

I ought to make his yo uth my own as well .

Tell me,— when he is saved !
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My gentle friend ,
He sho uld know a ll and love you , but

’
tis

vain

Lady Carb
'

rle. Lo ve ? no—too la te now

Let him lo ve the King
’
Tis the King

’
s scheme I have yo ur word ,

remember
We’ll keep the o ld delusion up . But , quick !

Quick ! Each o f us has wo rk to do , be W hy no t in Ireland ?
side ! N o !

Go to the King ! I hope—H o llis—I hope l Too many dreams l—Tha t so ng’s fo rVenice,
Say no thing o f my scheme ! H ush, while

we speak
Think where he is ! Now for my ga llant

Hollis . W here he is ? Ca llingwildly upon

Gee-sing his fate, pacing the prison -flo o r.

Let the King tell him ! I
’
ll no t look on

Strafl
'

ord .

Oh , I know why Anne, d o

you lo ve the King?

But I
’
ll see Venice formyself one day.

SCENE H ' Tile T
Straf ord . See many lands, boy—England

STRAFFORD :r
'

th
'

ngwit/l bi: Children . last o f all

fl ey ring. That way yo u
’
ll love her best .

0 bell
’
andare

You sought to ruin her then ?
P er bart a in man , Ah ,— they say that .
Verso 1a sera

D i P n
’

mavera I

William. The boat’s in the broad mo on
light all this while

I suppose theymust have

Verso Ia :era

D i P rima l/era I

And the boa t shoots from undernea th the

moon
Into the shad owy distance ; only still
You hear the dipping oar

Verso Ia :era ,

And hint, and fainter, and then all
’
s quite

Music and light and al l, like a lost star.

Anne. But you should sleep, fi ther : you
were to sleep.

Strqfibrd . I d o sleep, Anne ; o r if no t

you must know
There’s such a thing as

Yo u’
re too tired to sleep ?

Straf ord . It will come by- and -by and all

day long,

In tha t o ld quiet ho use I to ld yo u o f

W e sleep safe there
Amu .

You know how Venice lo oks upon themap
Isles tha t the mainland hard ly can let go ?
W illiam. Yo u’

vebeen to Venice, father P

I was young, then.

W illiam. A city with no King tha t’s
why I like

Even a so ng tha t comes from Venice.

Strafi rd .

words to say,

As you to sing.

Anne. But theymake so ngs beside
Last night I heard one, in the street beneath,
That cal led you Oh , the names !

D o n
’
t mind her, father

They soon left o ff when I cried out to them.

Straf of d . W e
‘

shall so so on be out o f it ,

’
Tis no t worth while : who heeds a fo o lish

songP

Wilbam. W hy, no t the King.

Straj
‘brd . W ell : it has been the fate

Of better and yet ,
—wherefore no t feel sure

That Time, who in the twilight comes to

mend

All the fantastic day
’
s caprice, consign
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To the lowgro und o ncemo rethe ignobleTerm,

And raise the Genius o n his orb again,

That Time will d o me right ?
Amie. (Sha ll we sing, W illiam ?

H e d oes no t look thus when we sing. )
Straf ord . Fo r Ireland ,

Somethingis d o ne : to o little, but eno ugh
To show what might have been.

(I have no heart
To sing now Anne, how very sad he looks
Oh , I so ha te the King fo r al l he says !)
Straf ord . Fo rso ok them W hat , the

common songs will run

Tha t I fo rso o k the P eople P N o thingmoreP
Ay, Fame, the busy scribe, will pause, no

d oubt ,
Turning a deaf ear to her thousand slaves

N oisy to be enro lled ,—will register Nay, you must hear me,
The curious glosses, subtle no tices,
Ingenio us clearings- up onemin would see

Beside tha t plain inscriptio n o f The N ame
The P atrio t P ym, o r the Aposta te Strafi

'

o rd

Enter H OLLIS and an Attendant .

Straf ord . N o ,—H o llis ? in go od time !
W h o is he P

Tha t must be present. Father
Straf ord . A scamper o ’

er thebreezy wo lds
They W ill no t let me see po o r Laud alo ne. Sets a ll to q igh ts.
H ow po litic They’d use me by degrees Yo u canno t sure fo rget
TO SOlItllde 3 and , just as you came in, A priso nq oo f is o

’
er yo u , Stmfl

'

ord
I was so licitous wha t life to lead N o ,

W hen Strafl
'

ord
’
s no t so much as Constable W hy, no . I would no t touch on that, the

In theKing
’
s service.

”
Is there anymeans first .

To keep o neselfawake P W ha t would yo u do I lefi you that . W ell, H o llis ? Say at o nce,
After this bustle, H o llis, in my place P The King can find no time to set me free
H alli}. Straffo rd A mask at Theobald ’s ? 1

Observe, no t but tha t H o ld : no such affair
P ym and yo u D etains him.

W ill find me news enough—news I shall hear Straf ord . True : what needs so grea t a

Under a quince- tree by a fish - pond side ma tterP
At W entworth . Garrard must be re-engaged The Queen

’
s lip may be so re. W ell : when

My newsman . Or, a better project now he pleases,
W hat if when all

’
s consumma ted , and the

1 A house near Cheshunt in H ens.

R eign, and the Senate
’
s work goes swim

“finely,

W ha t if I venture up , some day, unseen,
To saunter thro ugh the Town , no tice how

P ym,

Yo ur Tribune, likes W hiteha ll, drop quietly
Into a tavern, hear a point discussed ,

As, whether Strafl
'

ord
’
s name were John o r

James
And be myself appealed to—I, who sha ll

Myself have near fo rgo tten

I would spea k
Straf ord . Then you shall speak ,

—no t

now. I want just now,

To hear the so und o fmy own tongue. This
place

Is fu ll o f ghosts .

$ raf ord . Oh , read ily ! Only, o ne ra re

thingmore

The minister W h o will ad vise the King,
Turn his Sejanus, R ichelieu and wha t no t,
And yet have health—children, for aught I

know

My patient pair o f traitors ! Ah ,—but,
W illiam

D oes no t his cheek grow thin ?
’
Tis yo u loo k thin,
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Yo u’ll no t believe her, even shou ld the Queen
Think they take after o ne they rarely saw.

I had intended tha t my son sho uld live
A stranger to thesema tters but yo u are

So utterly deprived o f friends 1 H e to o

Must serve you
—will yo u no t be go od to

himP

Or, stay, sir, d o no t promise—d o not swear

You , H o llis—d o the best you can forme

I
’
venot a soul to trust to : W andesford

’
s d ead ,

And you’
ve go t R adclifl

'

e safe, Laud
’
s turn

I
’
ve found sma ll time of la te fo rmy aflFairs ,
But I trust any ofyou , Pym himself
N o one cou ld hurt them : there’s an infi nt ,

These ted ious cares ! Your Majesty could

Nay
—pard on me, myKing I had fo rgo tten

Yo ur ed ucation, tria ls, much tempta tion,
Some weakness : there escaped a peevish

All
’
s between yo u and me wha t has theworld

To d o with it ? Farewell

Enter BALFOUR .

The P arliament —go to them : I grant all
D emands. Theirsittings sha ll be permanent
Tell them to keep theirmoney if they will
I
’
ll come to them for every coat I wear
And every crust I eat : only I choose
To pard on Strafl

'

ord . As the Queen sha ll

—You neverheard the P eoplebowl forblood ,

Thewalls can hard ly keep theirmurmurs out :

Balfou r. There are some hundred thou

sand o f the crowd .

Cbarks. Comewith me, Strafl
'

ord Yo u’
ll

world o f this !

I charge you , as a dyingman, forget

STRAFFOR D AC
'
I
‘

V

You gazed upon this agony ci one
Of oue . . o r if . why you may say,

Ba lfo ur,

The Kingwas sorry :
’
tis no shame in h im

Yes, you may say he even wept , Ba lfou r,
And that I walked the ligh ter to the blo ck
Because o f it. I shall walk lightly, sir !
Earth fad es, heaven breaks o n me : I sha ll

stand next

W henman the first , last time, has leave to lay
H is who le heart bare befo re its Maker, leave
To clear up the long error o f a life

W ith al l mo rtality about me, Charles,
Thesuddenwreck, the dregs ofvio lentd ea th
What if, despite the opening angel -song,

Through me ! Bear witness, no one co uld

My d ea th l

now

Lead on ! ere he awake—best ,

The crowd began to murmurP They
’
ll be

To o la te for sermon at St. Antho lin
’
s l

N ow But tread softly—children are a t play
In the next ro om. P recede ! I fo llow

Enter Indy Ca au su r, wit/i m ay

Fo llow me, Strafl
'

ord , and be saved ! The

[73 tile KING . ] W ell—as yo u o rdered , they

The convoy [seeingMo KING’
S sta te ]

[To STRAFFORD J You know a ll, then !

It looked best tha t theKing should save you,
-Charles

Alone ;
’
tis a shame tha t you should owe

Or no , no t shame !
feel shame

At being saved by me ?
All true

Strafl
'

ord , you
’
ll not

o h Strafiurd ,
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She saves yo u ! all her deed ! this lady’s
deed !

And is the boa t in readiness ? Yo u , friend ,
Are Billingsley, no doubt. Speak to her,

Seehowshe trembles, waiting fo ryour voice !
Theworld

’
s to learn its bravest story yet.

To sit benea th the vines and ta lk o f home.

W ord . Yo u lo ve me, child P Ah ,
Strafi

'
ord can be loved

Aswell as Vane I could escape, theu P
H aste

Advance the torches, Bryan !

I will die.
They call me pro ud : but England had no

right,
When she enco untered me—her strength to

To find the ch osen fo e a craven . Girl,
I fought her to the utterance, I fell ,
l amher’s now, and I will die. Beside,
The lookers- o u Elio t is al l abo ut
Thisplace,with hismost uncomplainingbrow.

Lady Carlisle. Strafl
'

o rd

I think ifyou
could know h ow much

I loveyou , you would be repaid , my friend
Lady Carlisle. Then , fo rmy sake
Sanf ord . Even for your sweet sake,

Hollis. ForMeir sake
To bequeath a stain ?

Leaveme Girl, humo urme and let me d ie
Lady Carbide. Bid him escape wake,
King Bid him escape !

Straflbrd . True, I will go D ie, and for

sake the KingP
I
'
ll not draw back from the las t service.

And , alter all,
what is disgrace to meP

Let us come, child That it sho uld end this

way !
Lead then ! but I feel stra ngely : it was no t
To end this way.

l ad] Carbide. Lean—lean o n me
VOL. I.

Oh , had he trusted me—his fi'iend o f friends
Lady Carlisle. I can suppo rt him, H o llis

N o t this way
This ga te—I dreamed o f it , this very ga te.

La dy Carlisle. It Opens on the river : our

go od boat
Is moo red below, our friends are there.

Straj
'

ord . The same
Only with some omino us and dark,
Fata l, inevitable.

Lady Carlisle. Strafi
'

ord Strafi
'

ord l

Straj brd . N o t by this ga te I feel wha t
will be there

I dreamed o f it , I tell yo u : touch it no t

La dy Carlisle. To save the King,—Straf
ford , to save the King !

[As STRAFFOR D opens the door, P YM

is discovered wit/l H AMP D EN ,

Vans , etc. STRAFFORD fa ll :
bark P YM follows slowly and

13m . H ave I d onewell? Speak, England !
W ho se so le sake

I still have laboured fo r, with disregard
To my own heart ,—fo r whom my youth was

made

Barren , mymanhood waste, to o ffer up
H er sacrifice—this fiiend , this W entwo rth

here
W ho wa lked in youth with me, loved me, it

may be,
And whom, fo rhis forsakingEngland

’
s cause,

I hun ted by all means (trusting tha t she
W o uld sanctify a ll means) even to the block
W hich waits fo rhim. And sayingthis, I feel
N o bitterer pang than first I felt , the hour
I swo re tha t W entwo rth might leave us, but I
W o uld never leave him I d o leave himnow.

I render up my charge (be witness , God
To England who imposed it . I have d one
H er bidding—poorly, wrongly,—it maybe,
W ith ill effects—fo r I am weak, a man
Still , I have d onemy best , my human best ,
No t fa ltering fo r a moment . It is done.

And this said , if I say yes, I will say
I never lo ved but o ne man— D avid no t

Mo reJo na than Even thus, I love himnow

H
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And look fo rmy chief po rtion in tha t wo rld Let me but gasp o u t, in o ne wo rd o f fire ,

W heregrea t hearts led astrayare turned again, H ow thou wilt plague him, satiating hell

W hat P England tha t yo u help, become(So on it may be, and , certes, will be so on :

Mymission o ver, I shal l no t live long, )
Ay, here I know I ta lk— I dare and must,
Of England , and hergreat reward , as a ll

I look fo r there but in my inmo st heart ,
Believe, I think o f stealing quite away
To wa lk once mo re with W entworth—my

youth’s friend
P urged from all erro r, glo rio usly renewed ,
And Elio t sha ll no t blame us . Then in

deed

This is no meeting, W entwo rth Tears in

crease

To o ho t . A thin mist—is it blo od P—enwraps
The face I lo ved o nce. Th en, themeetingbe !

Straj brd . I have lo ved England too

we
’
ll meet then, P ym.

As well die now Yo uth is the only time
To think and to decid e o n a great co urse

through yo u
A green and putrefying charnel, left

Our children

Manhoo d with action fo llows ; but ’
tis dreary,

To have to alter our who le life in age

The time past, the strength gone As well

die now.

W hen we meet, P ym, I
’
d be set right—no t

now

Best die. Then if there’s any fault , fault too
D ies, smo thered up . P o o rgrey o ld littleLaud
Maydreamhis dream o ut, o fa perfect Church,
In someblind co rner. And there’

s no one left.

I trust the Kingnow who lly to you , P ym
And yet , I know no t : I shall no t be there
Friends fail—ifhe have any. And he

’
s weak ,

And loves the Queen , and Oh , my fa te

is no thing
N o thing But no t tha t awful head—no t tha t !
17m. If England shall declare such will
to me

Strafi rd . Pym, you help England ! I ,
that am to die,

W hat I must see !
’
tis here—all here ! My

Go d ,

some o f us have child ren ,

Somewho , without tha t , still must ever wear
A darkened brow, an o ver- serious lo ok ,

And never pro perly be young ! N o wo rd P

W hat if I curse yo u P Send a stro ng curse

fo rth
Clo thed from my heart, lapped ro und with
ho rro r till

She’s fit with herwhite face to walk the w o rld

Scaring kind na turss from yo ur cause and

yo u

Then to sit d own with you at the bo a rd - h ead ,

The ga thering fo r prayer O speak , but

speak
Creep up , and quietly fo llow each o ne

home,
Yo u , you , yo u , be a nestling care fo r ea ch

To sleepwith ,
—hard lymoaningin his dreams,

She gnaws so quietly,— till, lo he sta rts ,

Gets 05 with ha lf a heart eaten awa y
Oh , sha ll yo u

’
scape with less if she

’

s my
child P

Yo u will no t say a wo rd—to me—to H im P

Pym. If England shall declare such will

to me

Straf ord . N o , no t fo r England now , n o t

fo r H eaven now,

See, P ym, fo r my sake, mine who kn ee l t o
you

There, I will thank you for the d ea th , my
fiiend

This is themeeting : let me love yo u w el l 2

13m. England
— I am thine own D o s t

th o u exact

That service P I obey thee to the end .

Straf ord . 0 God , I shall die first—I sh a l l
die first
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And shaming her ;
’
tis no t fo r fi te to cho o se Lo , the past is hurled

Silence o r so ngbeeause she can refuse up
- thrust, out - staggering on the

R eal eyes to glisten more, rea l hearts to ache
Less o ft, real brows turn smo o ther fo r o ur

I have experienced something o f her spite ;
Bu t there’s a realm wherein she has no right
And I have many lovers . Say, but few

Friends fa te acco rds me ? H ere they are :

now view

The ho st I muster Many a lighted face
Foul with no vestige o f the grave

’
s disgra ce

W ha t else sho uld tempt them back to taste

Except to see how their successo rs fare P
Myaudience and they sit , each gho stly man From all Vero na cared fo r the so ft sky.

Striving to lo ok as living as he can, But , ga thering in its ancient market - place ,
Bro ther by brea thing bro ther ; thou art set , Talked gro up with restless group ; and no t a

Clear-witted critic, by but I
’
ll no t fret

A wondrous so ul o f them, no r move death’s But wrath made livid , for among th em were

W ho lo ves no t to unlo ck them. Friends I
To feast him. Fearhad longsince taken roo t

The living in go od earnest—ye elect In every breast, and now these crushed its

Chiefly for lo ve—suppo se no t I reject
Judicio us praise, who contrary shal l peep,
Some fit o ccasion, fo rth, fo r fear ye sleep,
To glean your bland appro vals. Then ,

Verona ! sta y—thou , spirit, come no t near

N ow—no t this time desert thy clo udy place
To scare me, thus employed , with tha t pure

I need no t fear this audience, I make free
W ith them, bu t then this is no place for thee
The thund er- phrase o f the Athenian, l grown
Up o u t o fmemo ries o fMaratho n,
W ould echo like his own sword

’
s griding

Braying a P ersian shield ,— the silver speech
Of Sidney’s self, the starry pa ladin,
Turn intense as a trumpet so unding i
The knights to tilt ,—wert thou to hear

W hat heart
H ave I to play my puppets , hearmy part
Befo re these wo rthies P

In twain

wo rld .

Subsiding in to shape, a darkness rears
Its ou tline, kind les at the core, appears
Verona .

’Tis six
’

hundred years and mo r
Since an event. The Seco nd Friedrich wo re
The purple, and the Third H o no rius filled

The ho ly chair. That autumn evewas stilled
A last remains o f sunset d imly burned
O

’
er the far forests , like a torch - flame turned

By thewind back upon its bearer
’
s h and

In one long flare o f crimson as a brand ,

The woo ds beneath lay black . A sing!

The ripe hate, like a wine : to no te the way
It worked while each grew drunk Men

grave and grey
Sto od , with shut eyelids , rocking to and fro ,

Letting the silent luxury trickle slow
About the ho llows where a heart sho uld be
But the yo unggulped with a delirio us gl
Some fo retaste o f theirfirst debauch in blo o d
At the fierce news : for, be it understo o d ,
Envoys apprised Vero na tha t her prince
Co unt R ichard o fSaint Bonifiice, jo ined since

A year with Azzo , Este’s Lo rd , to thrust
Taurello Sal inguerra , prime in trust
W ith Ecelin R omano , from his seat

Ferrara ,—o ver zea lo us in the feat

And stumbling on a peril unaware,
W as captive, trammelled in his pro per snare,
They phrase it, taken by his own intrigu e .

Immed iate succo ur from the Lombard Leagu
Of fifteen cities tha t afi'ect the P o pe,
Fo rAu o , therefore, and his fellow- hope
Of the Guelf cause, a glory o vercast
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Prone is the purp le pavis ; 1 Este makes
Mirth for the devil when he undertakes
To play the Ecelin as if it co st

Merely yo ur pushing-by to gain a post
Likehis The patro n tells ye, o nce fo r all ,
There he so und reasons that preferment fal l
On our belo v

D uke 0
’
the R ood , why no t ?

”

Shouted an Estjan , grudge ye such a lo t ? Old Salinguerra back again—I say,
The hill -cat boasts some cunning o f her Old Salinguerra in the town o nce mo re

own, Upro o ting, o verturning, flame before,
Some stealthy trick to better beasts un Blo o d fetlock -high beneath him. Az zo fled

known , W h o
’
scaped the carnage fo llowed ; then

That quick with prey eno ugh her hunger the dead

blunts, W ere pushed aside from Salingu

And feeds her fa t while gaunt the lio n throne,
hunts. H e ru led once mo re Ferrara , all alone,
Taurello , quo th an envoy, as in wane Till Am , stunned awhile, revived , wou ld

Dwelt at Ferrara . Like an osprey fain po unce
To fly bu t fo rced the earth his co uch to Co upled with Bo niface, like lynx and o unce,
make On the gorged bird . The burghers ground

Far inland , til l his friend the tempest wake, their teeth
Waits he the Kaiser’s coming ; and as yet To see tro o p after troo p encamp beneath
That fast fiiend sleeps , and he to o sleeps I’ the standing co rn thick o

’
er the scanty

but let patch

Only the billow freshen, and he snufl
'

s It took so many patient months to sna tch
The aro used hurricane ere it enroughs Out o fthemarsh ; whilejustwithin theirwalls
The sea it means to cross because o f him. Men fed onmen . At length Taurello calls
Sinketh the breeze P H is ho pe- sick eye A parley ‘let the Count wind up thewar !

’

grows dim R ichard , light -hearted as a plunging star,

Creep clo ser o n the creature Every day Agrees to enter fo r the kindest end s
Strengthens the P ontifl

'

Ecelin , they say, Ferra ta , flanked with fifty chosen fiiends,
Does now a t Oliero , with dry lips N o horse-boy more, fo r fear your timid
Telling upon his perished finger- tips so rt

H owma ny ancesto rs are to dep ose Shou ld fly Ferrara at the bare repo rt .
Ere he be Satan

’
s Viceroy when the d o ze Quietly thro ugh the town theyrod e, jog-jog;

Dep osits him in hell. So , Guelfs rebuilt Ten, twenty , thirty,—curse the catal ogue

Theirho uses no t a dro p o fblo od was spilt Ofburnt Guelfho uses Strange, Taurello

When Cino Bo cchimpane chanced to meet shows

Buccio Virtii—G o d ’
s wafer, and the street N o t the least sign o f life —whereat arose

Is narrow Tutti Santi, think, a - swarm A genera l growl H ow P W ith his

With Ghibellins, and yet he to ok no harm victo rs by P
This could no t last . Off Salinguerra went I and my Veronese P My tro o ps and I ?
To P ad ua, P o desta, with pure intent ,’ R eceive us, was your wo rd ? ’ So jogged
Said he, mypresence , judged the single her they o n,
To permanent tranquillity, may jar N or laughed their host too Openly : once

gone

1 Sh ield . Into the trap

N o longer
—so his back is fairly turned ?

The pair o fgo od ly palaces are burned ,
Thegardens ravaged , and ourGuelfs laugh,
drunk

A week with joy. The next , their laughter
sunk

In sobs o f bloo d , fo r they found , some
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Six hundred years ago
Such the time’s aspect and peculiar woe
(Yourselves may spell it yet in chronicles,

Albeit the wo rm, our busy bro ther, drills
H is sprawlingpath thro ugh letters anciently
Made fine and large to suit some abbo t’s

eye)
When the new H o henstaufi

'

en dro pped the

mask ,
Flung John o f Et ienne

’
s favour from his

casque,
Forswore crusading, had no mind to leave

Saint P eter
’
s proxy leisure to retrieve

Losses to Otho and to Barbaro ss,

Ormake the Alps less easy to recross ;
And , thus co nfirming P ope H o norius

’
fear,

W as excommunica te tha t very year.

The triple- bearded Teuto n come to life

Groaned the Grea t League ; and , arming fo r

the strife,

W ide Lombardy, on tiptoe to begin ,
To ok up , as it was Guelf o r Ghibellin,
Its cry : wha t cryP

The Empero r to come

H is crowd of feudatories, a ll and some,
Tha t leapt down with a crash o f swo rds,

spears, shields,
One fighter on his fellow, to o ur fields,

Scattered anon, to ok sta tio n here and there,
And carried it , till now, with little care

Canno t but cry for him ; how else rebut
Us longer

—cliffs , an earthquake sufl
'

ered

jut
In the mid - sea , each d omineering crest

W hich nought save such ano ther thro e can

wrest

From o ut (conceive) a certain chokeweed
grown

Since o
’
er the waters, twine and tangle thrown

Too thick, too fast accumula ting round ,
To o sure to o ver- rio t and confound

Ere long each brilliant islet with itself,
Unless a second sho ck save sh oal and shelf,
W hirlingthe sea -d rift wide alas, the bruised
And sullen wreck Sunligh t to be d iffused

For that — sunlight,
’
nea th which , a scum a t

first ,

The million fibres o f our ch okeweed nurst
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D ispread themselves, mantling the tro ubled
main,

And , sha ttered by those ro cks, took ho ld
again ,

So kindly blazed it—that same blame to brood
O

’

er every cluster o f the multitud e
Still hazarding new clasps, ties, filaments ,
An emulo us exchange o f pulses , vents
Of na ture into na ture ; till some growth

Unfancied yet, exuberan tly clo the
A surface so lid now, continuous, o ne

The P o pe, fo r us the P eo ple, who begun
The P eo ple, carries o n the P eo ple thus ,
To keep that Kaiser o ffand dwell with us .

See yo u P

Or say, Two P rinciples tha t live
Each fitly by its R epresenta tive.

H ill - ca t —who called him so P—th e grace
fullest

Adventurer, the ambiguo us stranger-guest

Of Lombardy (sleek but tha t ruffling fur,
Tho se tal ons to their sheath 1) whose velvet

purr
Soo thes jea lous neighbo urs when a Saxon

sco ut

—Arpo or Vo land , is it —o ne with o ut

A co untry o r a name, presumes to co uch

Beside their noblest ; until men avo uch

Tha t , o f all H o uses in the Trevisan,

Conrad descries no fitter, rear o r van ,

Than Ecelo They laughed as they enro lled

Tha t name a t Milan on the page o f go ld ,
Godego

’
s lo rd ,— R amon , Maro stica ,

Cartiglion, Bassano , Lo ria ,
And every sheep- co te on the Suabian

’
s fief3

No laugh ter when his son, the Lombard
Chief

”

Forso o th, as Barbarossa’
s path was bent

To Ita ly alo ng the Vale o fTrent ,
W elcomed him at R o ncaglia Sa d ness

now

The hamlets nested on the Tyro l’s brow,

The Aso lan and Euganean hills,
The R hetian and the Julian, sadness fills

Them al l, fo r Ecelin vouchsafes to stay
Among and care abo ut them ; day by d ay
Choosing this pinnacle, the o ther spo t,
A castle building to defend a co t ,
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Fo r he—for he,
Ga te-vein o f this hearts’ blood o f Lombardy,
(If I sho uld falter now) —fo r he is thine l
Sordello , thy fo rerunner, Florentine

A herald - star I know thou d idst abso rb
R elentless into the consummate orb

Tha t scared it from its right to ro ll al ong
A sempiterna l path with dance and song
Fulfilling its a llo tted period ,
Serenest o f the progeny ofGod
W h o yet resigns it no t 1 H is darlingstoops
W ith no quenched lights, desponds with no

blank tro ops
Of disenfranchised brilliances, for, blent
Utterly with thee, its shy element
Like thine upbumeth pro spero us and clear.

Still , what if I approach the august sphere
Named now with o nly one name, disentwine

That under- current so ft and argentine

From its fierce ma te in the majestic mass
Leavened as the sea whose firewasmixt with

glass

In John’
s transcendent vision - launch o nce

more

That lustre ? D ante, pacer o f the sho re
Wh ereglutted hell d isgorgeth filthiest glo om,

Unbitten by its whirring sulphur- spume
Or whence the grieved and obscure waters

slope
Into a darkness quieted by hOpe ;
P lucker o f amaranths grown benea th God

’
s

eye

In gracious twilights where his cho sen lie,

I wo uld d o this If I should fa lter now
In Mantua territory half is slough,

H alf pine- tree forest ; maples, scarlet oaks
Breed o

’
erthe river- bed s even Mincio chokes

W ith sand the summer through : but
’
tis

morass
In winter up to Mantua walls. There was,
Some thirty years befo re this evening’s co il,
One spo t reclaimed from the surro unding

spo il,
Go ito just a castle built amid
A few lowmo untains ; firs and lat ches hid

Their main defiles, and rings o f vineyard
bound

The res t . Some captured creature in a po und ,
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W hose artless wonder quite preclud es dis

tress,

Secure beside in its own loveliness,
So peered with airy head , below, abo ve,
The castle at its to ils, the lapwings lo ve
To glean amonga t grape- time. P ass within .

A maze o f co rrid o rs co ntrived fo r sin ,

D usk winding- stairs , d im galleries go t p ast ,
Yo u gain the inmo st chambers, gain a t las t

A maple-panelled ro om tha t haze wh ich

Floating abo u t the panel, if there gleams

A sunbeam o ver it, will turn to go ld

And in light -

graven characters unfo ld

The Arab’s wisd om everywhere ; what sha de
Marred them a moment, those slim p illa rs

made,
Cut like a company of palms to pro p
The roo f, each kissing to p entwined with to p,
Leaning togeth er ; in them er

’
s mind

Some kno t o f bacchanals, flushed cheek com

bined

W ith straining forehead , sho ulders purp led ,
hair

D iffused between , who in a goat
- skin bea r

A vintage ; graceful sister-palms ! Bu t quick
To the main wonder, now. A vau lt, see ;

thick
Black shade abo ut the ceiling, though fine slits
Across the bu ttress suffer light by fits
Upon a marvel in the midst . N ay, sto o p
A dullish grey- streaked cumbro us fo n t , a

group
R ound it, -each side o f it , where’

er o ne

sees,

Upho lds it shrinkingCaryatides
Of just - tinged marble like Eve

’
s lilied flesh

Benea th hermaker’s fingerwhen the fresh
First pulse o f life sho t brightening the snow.

The font
’
s edge burthens every sho ulder, so

They muse upo n the ground , eyelids ha lf

closed

Some, with meek arms behind their la cks
dispo sed ,

Some, crossed abo ve their bosoms , some, to
veil

Their eyes , some, propping chin and cheek
8° Pa l
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Some, hanging slack an utter helpless length
Dead as a buried vestal who sewho le strength
Goes when the gra te above shuts heavily.

So dwell these no iseless girls, patient to see,

Like priestesses because o f sin impure
Penanced fo r ever, who resigned endure,

Having tha t o nce drunk sweetness to the

And every eve, So rdello ’
s visit begs

Pardo n for them constant as eve he came

To sit beside each in her turn, the same
As one o f them, a certa in space and awe

Made a great indistinctness till he saw

Sunset slant cheerful through the buttress
chinks,

Go ld seven times globed surely ourmaiden

And a smile stirs her as if one faint grain

Her load were lightened , one shade less the
stain

Obscured her forehead , yet one mo re bead
slipt

From06 the ro sary whereby the crypt
Keeps count o f the co ntritions o f its charge ?

Then with a step more light , a heart mo re
large,

Hemay depart , leave her and every one
To linger out the p enance in mute sto ne.

Ah , but So rdello
’
Tis the ta le I mean

To tell you .

In this castlemay be seen,

On the hill - tops, o r underneath the vines,
Oreastward by the mound o ffirs and pines
That shuts o ut Mantua , still in loneliness ,
A slender boy in a loose page

’
s dress,

Sordello d o bu t lo o k on him awhile
Watching(

’
tis au tumn ) with an earnest smile

The noisy flock o f thievish birds a t wo rk
Amongthe yellowingvineyards see him lurk
(
’
Tis winter with its sullenest o f storms)
Beside that arras length o f bro idered forms,
On tipto e, liftingin bo th hands a light
Which makes yo u warrio r

’
s visage flutter

bright
~ Ecelo , disma l father o f th e bro od ,
And Ecelin, clo se to the girl he wooed ,
Alv is , and their Child , with a ll his wives
FromAgnes to the Tuscan tha t survives,

1 21

Lady o f the castle, Adelaide. H is face
- Lo ok, now he turns away Yo urselves

shall trace
(The delica te no stril swervingwide and fine,
A sharp and restless lip , so well combine
W ith tha t calm brow) a so u l fit to receive

D elight at every sense yo u can believe
So rdello fo remo st in the rega l class

N a ture has broad ly severed fi'om hermass
Ofmen, and framed fo rpleasure, as she frames
Some happy land s, tha t have luxurious names,
Fo r loo se fertility a fo o tfa ll there
Suffices to upturn to th e warm air

H alf-germinating spices ; mere decay
P rod uces richer life and day by day
New po llen on the lily- petal grows,
And still more labyrinthine buds the ro se.

Yo u recognise at o nce the finer dress

Of flesh tha t amply lets in lo veliness
At eye and ear, while ro und the rest is furled

(As though she wo uld no t trust them with
her wo rld )

A veil that sh ows a sky no t near so blue,
And lets but ha lf the sun lo ok fervid through .

H ow can such lo ve —like souls o n each fu ll
fra ught

D iscovery broo ding, blind at first to aught
Beyond its beauty, till exceeding lo ve
Becomes an achingweight ; and , to remove

A curse tha t haunts such na tures—to pre

elude

Theirfindingo ut themselves canwo rk no go od
To wha t they lo ve no rmake it very blest
By their endeavo ur, —they are fain invest
The lifeless thingwith life from theirown so ul ,
Availingit to purpose, to contro l,

To dwell distinct and have pecu liar joy
And separa te interests tha t may employ
Tha t beauty fitly, fo r its proper sake.

N or res t they here fresh births o f beauty
wake

Fres h homage, every grade o f lo ve is past ,
W ith every mode o f lo veliness : then cast

Inferior id o ls o ff their borrowed crown

Befo re a comingglo ry. Up and d own

R uns arrowy fire, while earthly forms com

bine

To throb the secret forth a touch divine
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And the scal ed eyebal l owns the mystic rod
Visibly thro ugh his garden walketh God .

So fare they . N ow revert . One character

D eno tes them thro ugh the progress and th e

A need to blend with each external charm,

Bury themselves, the who le heart wide and

warm,

In something no t themselves ; they would

To what they worship—stronger and mo re

strong
Thus prodiga lly fed—which gathers shape
And feature, so on imprisons past escape
The vo tary h'amed to lo ve and to submit
N or ask, as passionate he kneels to it,
W hence grew the ido l

’
s empery. 80 runs

A legend ; light had birth ere mo o ns and

suns,

Flowing through space a river and alo ne,

Till chao s burst and blank the spheres were
strown

H ither and thither, founderingand blind
W hen into each o f them rushed light—to

find

Itself no place, fo iled o f its radiant chance.

Let such forego their just inheritance
For there

’
s a class tha t eagerly looks, to o ,

On beauty, but , unlike the gentler crew,

P roclaims each new revealment bo rn a twin

W ith a distinctest consciousness within,
R eferring still the quality, now first

R evealed , to their own soul its instinct

nursed

In silence, now remembered better, shown
More thoroughly, but no t the less their own
A dream come true ; the specia l exercise
Ofany Special function tha t implies
The being fair, o r good , o rwise, or stro ng,
D o rmant within their nature all along
W hosemu lt ? So , homage, o ther souls direct
W ithout , turns inward . H ow sho uld this

Thee, soul ? they murmur ; wherefore

strength he quelled
Because, its trivial accidents withheld ,

Organs aremissed tha t clogthewo rld , inert ,
W anting a will, to quicken and exert ,
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sphere
Contain it ,—to disp lay completely here
The mastery ano ther life should learn,
Thrusting in time eternity

'
s concern ,

So tha t Sordello

F001, who spied the mark
Of leprosy upon him,

vio let -dark
Already as he loiters Bo rn just now,

W ith the new century, beside the glow
And emorescence o u t o f barbarism ;

W itness 9. Greek or two from th e abysm

That stray through Flo rence- town with

Calming the chisel of that P isan pair
IfN ico lo should carve a Christus yet

W hile a t Siena is Guid one set ,
Fo rehead on hand ; a painful birth must be
Matured ere Saint Eufemia ’

s sacristy

Like thine—existence canno t satia te,
Canno t surprise ? Laugh thou at envio us

fate,
W ho , from earth

’
s simplest combina tion

stampt

W ith individuality
—uncramp t

By livingitsmint elemental life,
D ost soar to heaven

’
s complexest essence,

nfe

W ith grandeurs, una tl
'

ro nted to the las t ,

Equa l to being all 1
”

In tru th Tho u has t

Life, then—wilt cha llenge life fo rus ourra ce

Is vindica ted so , obta ins its place
In thy ascent, the first o f us ; whom we

May fo llow, to the meanest, fina lly,
W ith o urmore bounded wills

Ah , but to find

A certain mo od enervate such a mind ,
Co unsel it slumber in the so litud e
Thus reached nor, sto oping, task for
kind ’

s go od

Its na ture just as life and time accord
—Too narrow an arena to reward

Emprize—the world
’
s occasion wo rth less

since

No t abso lutely fitted to evince
“ Its mastery 1” Or ifyet worse befi ll,
And a desire possess it to put a ll
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To climbwith clinkingstep the no rthern stair

Up to the so lita ry chambers where
So rd ello never came. Thus thra ll reached

H e o
’
er- fes to oning every interval ,

As the ad venturo us spider, making light
Of distance, sho o ts her threads from depth to

height,
From barbican to ba ttlement so flung
Fantasies fo rth and in their centre swung
Our architect ,—the breezy mo rning fresh
Abo ve, and merry,—a ll his wavingmesh
Laughing with lucid dew- drops rainbow

edged .

This world o f ours by tacit pact is pledged
To laying such a spangled fabric low
W hether by gradua l brush o r ga llant blow.

But its abundan twill was bau lked here : d o ubt
R ose tardily in one so fenced about

From most that nurtures judgment,
—care

and pain
Judgment , tha t dull expedient we are fain ,

Less favo ured , to ad o pt betimes and force
S tead us, diverted from our na tural course

Of jo ys—c o ntrive some yet amid the dearth ,
Vary and render them, it may be, worth
Most we forego . Suppose So rdello hence
Selfish eno ugh, witho ut a mo ra l sense
H owever feeble ; what info rmed the boy
Others desired a portio n in his joy
Or say a ruthful chance broke woof and

warp
A heron’

s nest beat d own by March winds
sharp,

A fawn breathless beneath the precipice,
A bird with unso iled breast and unfilmed

eyes
W arm in the brake—could these und o the

trance

Lapping Sordello N o t a circumstance
That makes fo r yo u , friend Naddo 1 Ea t

fem - seed 1

And peer beside us and repo rt indeed
If (your word ) genius dawned with thro es

and stings

And the who le fiery ca ta logue, while springs ,

1 Mad e the ea ter invisible.

Special o fi ce ! N o ugh t

W ell then , be someh ow

Summers, and winters quietly came and

went .

Time put a t length tha t period to content ,

By right the world should have impo sed
bereft

Of its goo d oflices, Sord ello , left

To study his companio ns, managed rip
Their fringe 06, learn the true rela tionship,
Co re with its crust , their na ture with h is

own

Amid his wild -wo o d sights he lived alone.

As if the poppy felt with him Though h e
P artook the po ppy’3 red efi

'

ro ntery
Till Autumn spo iled their fleering quite with

rain ,

And , turbanless , a coarse brown rattl ing
crane

Lay bare. Tha t
’
s gone : yet whyrenounce,

fo r that ,
H is disenchanted tributaries—fiat

P erhaps , but scarce so utterly forlorn,
Their simme presence might no t well be

borne
W hose parley was a tra nsp o rt once : reca ll
The po ppys gifts, it flaunts you , after a ll ,
A po ppy —why dis trust the evidence
Ofeach so o n sa tisfied and hea lthy sense
The new-bom judgment answered , litt le

bo o ts
Beh o ld ing o ther creatures’ attribu tes
And having none I

”
o r, say that it sufi ced ,

Yet, co uld o ne but possess, o neself,” (en
ticed

Judgment ) some

beside
Serves you

justified
Fo r this ignoble wish to circumscribe
And co ncentra te, rather than swell , th e

tribe
Ofactua l p leasurs : what , now, fromwith

o ut

Effects it - pro ves, despite a lurkingd oubt ,
Mere sympa thy sufiieient , tro uble sp red

That , tasting joys by proxy thus, you fared
The better for the Thusmuch cra ved
his so ul .

Alas, from the beginning lo ve is who le
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And true ; if sure o fnought beside, mo st sure
Ofits own truth a t least ; no rmay end ure

A crowd to see its face, tha t canno t know

Ofmeans to worthily be ministrant
To what it worships, d o but fan the mo re
Its flame, exa lt the ido l far befo re
Itself as it wo uld have it ever be.

—W hile they live each his life, boast each
Souls like So rd ello , on the contrary,
Coerced and put to shame, retaining wil l,
Care litt le, ta ke mysterio us comfo rt still,
But look fo rth tremblingly to ascertain

Ifothers judge their claims no t urged in vain ,

And sayfor them their stifled tho ughts a loud .

So , they must ever live before a crowd

N add o tells yo u .

A crowd , now From these women just

That archer- tro o p ? Fo rth glided—no t alone

Each painted warrio r, every girl o f sto ne,
NorAd elaid e (bent d ouble o ’

er a scro ll ,
Onemaiden a t her knees, tha t eve, his soul Allow that fo reign recognitions stamp
Shook as he stumbled th rough the arras

’
d The current value, and his crowd sha ll vamp
H im counterfeits enough and so their print

On them, fo r,
’mid quaint ro bes and weird Be on the piece, ’

tis go ld , attests the mint,
And goo d ,

” pronounce they whom his ne
Started the meagre Tuscan up ,

—her eyes,
Themaid en

’
s, a lso , bluerwith surprise)

—But the entire o ut -world wha tever, scraps
And snatchs , song and story, dreams

Conceited the wo rld
’
s o ffices, and he

Had hitherto transferred to flower o r tree,
No t counted a befitting heritage
Each, ofits own right, singly to engage

Some man , no o ther, —such now dared to

Alone. Strength , wisd om, grace on every

Soon disengaged
.

themselves, and he dis

A sort ofhuman life : a t least, was turned
A stream o f lifelike figures thro ugh his brain.

Lord, liegeman, va lvasso r
1
and suzerain ,

Ere he could cho ose, surro unded him a

stuff

To work his pleasure on ; there, sure enough
But as fo r gaz ing, wha t shall fix tha t gaze ?
Are they to sirnp ly testify the ways
H e who convoked them sends his soul alo ng
W ith the clo ud

’
s thunder or a d o ve

’
s bro od

P eculiar d ower o f bliss, stand each alone
In some one po int where something dearest

lo ved

Is easiest gained
—far worthier to be pro ved

Than aught he envies in the fo rest -wigh ts l

N 0 simple and self- evident delights,
But mixed desires o f unimagined range,

Contrasts or combinations, new and strange,

Irksome perhaps, yet plainly recognized
By this, the sudden co mpany—lo ves prized
By those who are to prize his own amount

Of loves . Once care because such make

Is made to : if their casua l print co nceal
This arbitrary goo d o f theirs o ’

erglo ss

W ha t he has lived witho ut, no r felt the lo ss
Qua lities strange, unga inly, wearisome,
—W ha t matter? So must speech expand

the dumb
P art - sigh , part - smilewith which So rdello , late
W hom no po orwo o d land - sights could satia te,
Betakes himself to study hungrily
Just wha t the puppets his crude phantasy
Suppo ses no tablest , popes, kings, priests,

May please to promulga te fo r appetites
Accepting a ll th eir artificial j oys
No t as he views them, but as he emplo ys
Each shape to estima te the o ther’s stock
Of a ttributes, whereo n—a marsha lled flock
Of authorized enjoyments—he may spend
H imself, be men, now, as he used to blend
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W ith tree and flower—naymo re entirely, else Sha ll have prepared in turn real men whose
"
l
‘

were mo ckery : for instance, H ow excels names

My life tha t chieftain’
s (who apprised Sta rtle, rea l places o feno rmous fimes,

the you th Este abroad and Ecelin at home
Ecelin, here, becomes this mo nth, in truth , To wo rship him,

—Mantua , Vero na, R ome

Imperia l Vicar ?) Turns he in his tent
'

To witness it. W h o grudges time so sp en t

R emissly ? Be it so—my head is bent R ather test qualities to heart’s content
D elicio usly amid my girls to sleep. Summo n them, thrice selected , near and a :
W hat if he stalks the Trentine- pass Yo n Compress the starriest into one star,

steep And grasp the who le a t once i
I climbed an ho ur ago with little to il The pagean t thinned
W e are alike there. But can I , to o , foil Accordingly ; from rank to rank, like wind
The Guelf

’
s paid stabber, carelessly afford H is spirit passed to winnow and divide ;

Saint Mark’s a spectacle, the sleight o
’
the Back fell the simpler phantasms ; every sid e

swo rd The strong clave to the wise ; with eith er

Bafiiing the treason in a moment ? H ere classed

N o rescue P oppy he is none, but peer The beauteo us ; so , till two or three amass ed

To Ecelin, assuredly : his hand ,
Fashio ned no o therwise, should wield a brand Themselves eventually, -

graces loo sed ,

W ith Ecelin
’
s success—try, now 1 H e so on Strengths lavished ,—all to heighten up One

W as sa tisfied , returned as to the moo n Shape
From earth ; left each abortive boy

’
s- a ttempt W hose po tency no creature should escape.

Fo r feats , from failure happily exempt, Can it be Fried rich o f the bowmen’
s ta lk

In fancy at his beck . One day I will Surely that grape- juice, bubbling at the stal k ,
Accomplish it 1 Are they no t o lder still Is some grey scorchingSaracenic wine
—N o t grown - up men and women

’
Tis The Kaiser quafi

'

s with the Mir-amo lineL

beside
Only a dream ; and though I must abide
W ith dreams now, I may find a thoro ugh

vent

For all myself, acquire an instrument
For acting what these peo ple act my

so ul

H unting a body o ut maygain its who le
D esire some day l

”
H ow else express

chagrin

And resigna tio n, show the hope stea l in

W ith which he let sink fi'om an achingwrist

The ro ugh-hewn ash -bow ? Straight , a go ld

Into the Syrian air, struck Malek d own
Superbly l Crosses to the breach God

’
s

Town

Is gained him back 2” W hy bend rough

ash - bows more
Thus lives he : if no t careless as before,

Comforted : for one may anticipate,
R ehearse the future, be prepared when firte 1 Emira l u am enim, P rince o ftheFaithfixl.

chapped ,
Orfilberts russet - sheathed and velvet - capped ,

Are dates plucked from the bo ugh Jo hn
Brienne sent

To keep in mind his sluggish armament

OfCanaan —Friedrich’s, all the pomp a nd
fierce

D emeanour But harsh so unds and sigh ts

transpierce

So rarely the serene cloud where he dwells
W hose looks enjo in , whose lightest wo rd s

are spells
On the obdurate ! Tha t right arm indeed
H as thunder for its slave ; but where

’
s the

need

Of thunder if the stricken multitude
H earkens, arrested in its angriest mo od ,
W hile songs go up exulting, then dispread ,
D ispart, disperse, lingering overhead
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Turn with so frank a triumph , fo r she meets
Apo llo ’

s gaze in the pine glooms . BOOK TH E SECOND .

Time fleets

Tha t’s worst ! Because the pre- appo inted age TH E woods were long austere with snow : at

Approaches. Fate is tardy with the stage
And crowd she promised . Lean he grows

and pale,
Though restlessly at rest . H ard ly avail
Fancies to so o the him. Time steals, yet

H e tarries here l The earnest smile is gone.

H ow long this might continue matters no t ;
—Fo r ever, possibly ; since to the spo t
None come : our lingeringTaurello quits
Mantua at las t , and light our lady flits
Back to her place disburthened o f a care.

Strange
—to be co nstant here if he is there

Is it distrust Ob, never for they bo th
Go ad Ecelin alike, R omano ’s growth
Is daily manifest , with Au o dumb
And R ichard wavering : let but Friedrich

come,
Find ma tter for theminstrelsy

’
s repo rt 0

’
eryon dampmound and its exhausted grass,

—Lured from the Isle and its youngKaiser
’
s Under that brake where srmdawn feeds the

co urt sta lks
To sing us a Messina morning up , Ofwithered fern with go ld , into those wa lks
And , d ouble rillet o f a drinking cup , Of pine and take her Buoyantly he went .
Sparkle alo ng to ease the land o f dro uth, Again his stooping forehead was besprent
N orthward to P rovence that, and thus far W ith dew-d ropsfiom the skirtingferns. Then

so uth

The o ther W ha t a method to apprise
Neighbo urs o f births, espousals, obsequies,
W hich in their very to ngue the Tro ubad o ur
R eco rds ! and his perfo rmance makes a

to ur,

Fo r Trouveres bear themiracle abou t,
Explain its cunning to the vu lgar rout,
Until the Fo rrnidable H ouse is famed
Over the co untry—as Taurello aimed ,
W ho introd uced , a lthough the rest ad opt ,
The no velty. Such games, her absence

stopped ,
Begin afresh now Adelaide, recluse

N o longer, in the ligh t of day pursues
H er plans at Mantua : whence an accident

W hich, breaking o n Sordello
’
s mixed co ntent

Opened , like any flash tha t cures the blind ,
The veritable business ofmankind .

P ink leaflets budded o n the beech, and fist
Larches, sca ttered through pine tree so litudes,
Brightened , as in the slumbrous heart 0’

the

woods

Our buried year, a witch, grew yo ungagain
To placid incanta tions, and tha t stain
Aboutwere from her cauldron, green smoke

blent
W ith those black pines —so Eglamo rgave

vent

To a chance fancy. W hence a just rebuke
From his companio n ; bro ther Naddo shook
The so lemnest ofbrows Beware,

”
h e said ,

Of settingup co nceits in nature
’
s stead !

”

Fo rth wandered ourSordello . N ough t so sure

As tha t to -day
’
s ad venture will secure

Opened the great mo rass , sho t every sid e
W ith fh shing water through and thro ugh

a - shine,
Thick - steaming, all - alive. W hose shape

divine,

Quivered i
’
the farthest rainbow vap o ur,

glanced

Athwart the flying hero ns ? H e ad vanced ,

Bu t warily ; though Mincio leaped no mo re,
Each fo o t -fal l burst up in the marish - flo o r

A diamond jet : and if he stopped to pick
R ose- lichen, ormo lest the leeches quick,
And circling blood -wo rms, minnow, newt or

loach ,
A sudd en pond would silently encroach
This way and tha t. On P alma passed . The

verge

Of a newwo od was gained . Shewill emerge



SOR D ELLO rag

Flushed , now, and panting,
—crowds to see,

She loves him—Boniface to hear, to gro an,
To leave his suit One screen o f pine- trees

Manna , this time ! Under the walls—a

Round a pavilio n. H ow he stood

Upon Sord ello
—born to be ad o red ,

Bythis and this. Yet something seemed to

And tingle in his blood a sleigh t
—a trick

And much wou ld be explained . It went for

The best o f theirendowments were ill bo ught

“a t this day
’
s roving led to P alma

’
s feet

Was no t so vain—list ! Theword , “ P alma !

Aside, and die, So rdello ; this is real ,

Dividing ! She is there ; and presently
Hewill be there—the properYou , at length
In your own cherished dres s o f grace and

ltm a sh owyman ad vanced ; but though
Aglad cry welcomed him, then every sound
Sank and the crowd disp osed themselves

This is no t he,
” Sordello felt ; while,

For the best Troubad our ofBoniface

Holh ed the Jongleurs, Eglamor, l whose

Obsequious Nadd o strung themaster
’
s lute

W ith the new lute-string, Elys,
”
named to

H is plague, who spied a sw ab ’
neath the

tongue,

And found
’
twas Apis’ flank his hasty prong

Insulted . But the peo ple - but the cries,

The crowdinground , and profl
'

eringthe prize

H e answered something, anything ; and she

Unbound a scarf and laid it heavily
Upon him, herneck’s warmth and all . Again
Moved the arrested magic in his brain

The song : he stealthily at watch, the while,
Biting his lip to keep d own a grea t smile

Ofpride : then up he struck. So rd ello
’
s brain

Swam fo r he knew a sometime deed again ;

So , could supply each foo lish gap and chasm
Theminstrel left in his enthusiasm,

Mistaking its true versio n—was the tale
No t o fApo llo Only, wha t avail
Luringher d own, tha t Elys an he pleased ,
If th e man dared no fiirther? H as he ceased

And , lo , the peo ple’s frank applause ha lf

Sord ello was beside him, had begun
(Spite of indignant twitchings from his friend

TheTrouvere) the true laywith the true end ,
Taking the o ther

’
s names and time and place

For his. On flew th e song, a giddy race,
After the flying story ; wo rd made leap
Out word , rhyme—rhyme ; the lay could

barely keep
P ace with the action visibly rushing past
Bo th ended . Back fell Nad do more aghast
Than some Egyptian from the harassed bull
That wheeled abrupt and , bellowing, fronted

seemed to shrink
Into a sleepy cloud , just at whose brink
One sight withheld him. There satAdelaid e,
Silent ; but at her knees the very maid
Of the No rth Chamber, her red lips as rich,
The same purefleecyhair; oneweft ofwhich ,
Go lden and grea t, quite touched his check

as o
’
er

She lean t, speaking some six words and no



x3c SORD ELLO

N oiss grew, and a ligh t that turned to glare, Of fancies ; as some fi llingcone ba rs sofi

And grea ter glare, until the intense flare The eye along the fir
- tree- spire, a lofi

Engulfed him, shut the who le scene from his To a dove
’
s nest. Then, howdivine the cause

And when he woke ’
twas many a furlong

thence,

At home ; the sun shining his ruddy wo nt ;
The customary bird s’- chirp ; but his front

H is neck W hose go rgeous vesture heaps
the ground

A prize H e turned , and peeringly on him
Brooded the women - faces , kind and dim,

R eady to tal k The Jongleurs in a troo p
H ad brought him back, Naddo and

Squarcialupe

And Tagliafer ; how strange a childh oo d

spent
In taking, well for him, so brave a bent
Since Eglamo r, they heard , was dead

with spite,
And P alma chose him for herminstrel.

Light

So rdello rose—to think, now ; hitherto
H e had perceived . Sure, a discovery grew
Out o f it all Best live from first to last

The transport o ’eragain . A week he passed ,
Sucking the sweet out o f each circumstance,
Fromthebard ’

soutbreak to the luscious trance
Bo unding his own achievement . Strange

A man

R ecounted an ad venture, but began
Imperfectly ; his own task was to fill
The frame-work up , singwellwha t he sungill,
Supply the necessary po ints, set lo o se
As many incidents o f little use
—More imbecile the o ther, no t to see

Their relative imp orta nce clear as he
But, fo r a special pleasure in the act
Of singing

—had he ever turned , in h o t ,
From Elys, to sing Elys —from each fit

Of rapture to contrive a song o f it ?

True, this sna tch or the o ther seemed to wind

Into a treasure, helped himself to find
A beauty in himself ; fo r, see, be scared
By means of that mere sna tch , to many a

D elight from. H ave they Enrica—slow,

Frommen , if they had mucias to o ? D id fiite

D ecree they found a beauty separa te
In the poorsna tch itself TakeElys, there,

H er head that
’
s sharp and perfect like

a pear,
So close and smo o th are laid the kw fine

lo cks
Co loured like honey oozed fi'om to pmost

rocks
Sun - blanched the livelong summer —if
they heard

“ Just those two rhymes, assented at myword .
And loved themas I lo ve themwho have run
These fingers through those ga le locks, let
the sun

Into the white coo l skin—who first could

clutch,
Then praise—I need smust bea go d to such.
Orwhat if some, abo ve themselves , and yet
Benea th me, like their Eglarnor, h a ve set
An impress o n our gifi ? So , men believe
And wo rship what they know n o t, nor

No t at their beck, which indistinct lyglance
Until, by song, each floa tingpart he linked
To each , and all grow palpable, d

'

n tinct

H e pondered this.

Meanwhile, so unds low and drear

Sto le on him, and a noise o f foo tstep s, na r

And nearer, while the underwood wa s pushed

Aside, the la t ches grazed , the dead leaves

crushed

At the approach of men. The wind seemed
laid ;

Only, the trees shrunk slightly and a shade

Came o ’
er the skyaltho ugh

’
twasmidd ay yet

You saw each ha lf-shut downcast floweret

Flutter a R oman bride, when they
’d

dispm
H er unbound tresses with the Sabine dart .
H o lding that famous rape in memory stil l,
Felt creep into her curls the iron chill ,
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But, to a man—so quickly runs report ’
Twas a sunrise o f blossoming and May.

Could d o no less than leave him, and esco rt Beneath a flowering laurel thicket lay
H is riva l. That eve, then, bred many a Sordello ; each new sprinkle ofwhite stars

So low, who sto o d so lofly this Springmo rn ?
At length he said , Best sleep now with my

And by to
-morrow I devise some plain

Exped ient So , he slept , norwoke again .

They found as much, those friends, when
they returned

O
’
erflowingwith themarvels they had learned

About So rd ello ’
s parad ise, his ro ves

Among the hills and va les and plains and

W herein, no d oubt , this laywas roughly cast, Admonished , no such fo rtune cou ld be his,
P o lished by slow d egrees, completed last All was quite false and sure to fi de one

To Eglamo r
’
s discomfiture and dea th.

Such form the chanters now, and , o ut o f The clo selier drew he round him his array
Of brilliance to expel the truth . Bu t when

They lay the beaten man in his abo de,
N ad d o reciting that same luckless od e,
D o leful to hear. So rdello cou ld explore W hile aught o f that o ld life, superbly dres ed

Bymeans o f it, however, one step more D own to its meanest incident, rema ined

In joy ; and , mastering the round at length , A mystery . alas, they soon explained
Learnt how to live in weakness as in strength, Away Apo llo l and the ta le amounts
W henfromhis co vert fo rth hestood , addressed To this . when at Vicenza bo th her co unts

Eglamo r, bade the tender ferns invest, Banished the Vivaresi kith and kin,
P rimz val pines o ’

ercano py his couch , Those Ma ltraversi hung on Ecelin ,

And , most o f all , his famH shall I avouch R eviled him as he fio llowed ; he for spite

Eglamo rheard it, dead though hemight look , Must fire their quarter, though that self- same
And laughed as from his brow So rdello to ok
The crown, and laid o n the hard

’
s breast ,

It was a crown, now, fit for poet’s head
—Co ntinue. N o r the prayer quite fruitless
fell.

A plant theyhave, yieldinga three- leaved bell
W hich whitens at the heart ere no on, and ails
Till evening ; eveninggives it to her gales

To clear away with such forgo tten things
As are an eyeso re to the mom : this brings Unlucky P rata , all to pieces spurned
H im to theirmind , and bears his very name.

So much fo r Eglamor. My own month Taurello
’
s entire househo ld , flesh and fel l.

came 3 Missing the sweeter prey
—such courage

.

well

Migh t claimreward . The orphan, ever since,
1 S t. Bruno

'
s lily, theAnthea-in nit Liliastmm. So rdello , had been nurtured by hiswince

D ug up at Baim, when the so uth wind shed

The ripest, made him happier ; filleted
And ro bed the same, only a lute beside
Lay on the turf. Before him far and wide

The country stretched : Go ito slep t behind

—The castle and its covert , which confined
H imwith his ho pes and fears ; so faia of o ld

To leave the sto ry ofhis birth unto ld .

At intervals, spite the fantastic glow
Of his Apo llo - life, a certain low

Among the flames youngEcelin was born
OfAdelaide, there to o , and barely to rn
From the roused po pulace hard on the rear,

By a poo r archerwhen his chieftain
’
s fear

Grew high ; into the thick Elcorte leap t ,
Saved her, and died ; no creature left excep t

H is child to thank. And when the full escape
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The past at every po int was understood )
—Migh t harbour easily when times were

When Arz o schemed for P alma , to retrieve
That pledge o fAgnes Este

- 4 0th to leave

Mantua unguard ed with a vigilant eye,
While there Taurello bo de ambiguously
Hewho could have no mo tive now to mail

Forhis own fo rtunes since their u tter spo il
As it were worth while yet (went the report )
To disengage himself from her. In sho rt ,

Apollo vanished a mean youth , just named
His lady

’
s minstrel, was to be proclaimed

- H ow shall I phrase it —Monarch o f the

W orld l

For, on the day when that array was firrled
Forever, and in place o f one a slave

To longings , wild indeed , but longings save

ln dreams as wild , suppressed—o ne daring

Assume the mastery such dreams allo t,
Until a magical equipment , strength ,
Grace, wisd om, decked him to o ,

—he cho se

at length,
Contentwith unpro ved wits and failingframe,
In virtue o f his simple will, to claim
‘

lhat mastery, no less—to d o his best
Withmeans so limited , and let the rest

Sordello cou ld in his own sight remain
One of th emany, one with hopes and cares

And interests nowise distinct from theirs,
Only peculiar in a thriveless store

Never again for him and for the crowd

Acommon law was challenged and allowed

Ifcalmly reasoned o f, howe’er denied
Bya mad impu lse no thing justified
Short ofApo llo

’
s presence. The divorce

ls clear : why needs So rdello square his

Compete with him than tree and flower be

Himself, inactive, yet is greater fi r
lhan srch as act , each stooping to his star,

r33

Acquiringthence his function he has gained

R emains itself a blank, cast into shade,

Encumbers little, if it canno t aid .

So , range, free soul l—who , by self

The last drop o f all beauty d ost express
The grace o f seeinggrace, a quintess ence
For thee : while fo r the world , that can

W onder on men who , th emselves, wonder

A shift to love at second - hand , and take
For id o ls those who d o but id o lize,

Themselves,—the world tha t co unts men

W ho , themselves, court strength , wisd om,

-it shall bow

Surely in unexampled worship now,

(D earmonarch , I beseech,

To strength or beauty, mo ulded to express
Each the idea tha t rules him since no les s

H e comprehends tha t function, but can still

Embrace the o thers, take o fmight his fill
W ith Richard as o fgrace with P alma. , mrx
Their qualities, or for a moment fix
On one ; abiding free meantime, uncrammd
By any partia l organ, never stamped
Strong, and to strength turning all energies

W ise, and restricted to becomingwise
That is, he lo ves no t , nor possesses One
Idea tha t, star- like o ver, lures him on

To its exclusive purpose. Fortunate

This flesh o fmine ne’er strove to emulate
A so ul so various—to ok no casual mould

Of the first fancy and , contracted , co ld ,
Clogged her forever

—soul averse to change
As flesh : whereas flesh leaves soul free

Is here : discovering this, disco ver to o
W hat our poorworld has possibly to d o
W ith it I As pigmy na tures as you please
So much the better for yo u take yo ur ease,
Look on , and laugh ; style yourself God

alone

Strangle some day with a cross o live- sto ne
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Al l that is right enough : but whywant us Or serpent hiss it, rustling through the rift,
To know tha t yo u yo urself know thus and H owever loud , however low—a ll lift

thus The groaningmonster, stricken to the heart.

The world shall bow to me conceivinga ll Lo ye, thewo rld
’
s concernment, for its p rt ,

Man
’
s life, who see its blisses, gra t and And this, for his, will hard ly interfere

Its businesses in bloo d and blase this year

Afi r—no t tastingany ; no machine

To exercise my utmost will is mine Till he shall step upon the p la tform right !

Be mine mere consciousness ! Let men And , now thus much is settled , cast in rough ,

P ro ved feasible, be counselled ! th ough t

W hat I could d o , a mastery believe,
Asserted and established to the thro ng Slumber, Sord ello ! any daywill serve
By their selected evidence of so ng W ere it a less digested plan ! how swerve

W hich now shall pro ve, whate’er th ey are, To -mo rrow Meanwhile eat these sun -dried

To be, I am—whose words, no t actions And wa tch the soaring hawk there ! Life

W h o change no standards o fperfectio n, vex
W ith no strange fo rms created to perplex,
But just perform theirbiddingand no more, H is truchmanNaddo ’

smissive six timesmore.

At their own satiating
- point give o

’
er,

W hile each shall love in me the lo ve that

H is so ul to power’s perfectio n.

no t deeds,

Mankind no o ther organ he would lo ok
For no t ano ther channel to dispense
H is own vo lition by, receivemen’

s sense

Of its supremacy—would live content,
Obstructed else, with merely verse for vent .
N or should , for instance, strength an o utlet A sore annoyance ;

’
twas the song

’
s efiea

H e cared for, sca rce the song itself : reflect !

And , striving, be admired : norgrace bespeak In the past life, what might be singing
’
s use .

j ust to deligh t his D elians, whose pro fuse
N o rwisd om, poured fo rth, change unseemly

mo ods

But he would give and take on so ng
’
s o ne

Like some huge throbbing stone that , po ised Forgranted or take neither ! I am lo th
a - joint, To say the rh as at last were Eglamor

’

Sounds, to aflect on its basaltic bed ,
Must sue in just one accent ; tempes ts shed Go pine ; themaster certes meant to wast

N o efl
‘

ort , cautio usly had probed the taste
That key by any little noise be set H e

’
d please anon : true hard , in short ,

The far benighted hunter’s ha lloo pitch
On tha t , the hungry curlew chance to scritcli

W hen he reached Mantua, but his firm

arrived

Befo re him friends applauded , fo esconnived .
And Nadd o looked an angel, and the rest

Angels, and al l these angels wo uld be blest

Supremely by a so ng—the thrice-renowned

Go ito -manufi cture. Then he found
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An action with its actors, quite fo rsook
H imself to live in each , returned anon

W ith the result—a creature, and , by one
And o ne, proceeded leisurely to equip
Its limbs in harness ofhis workmanship
Accomplished ! Listen, Mantuans !

” Fond

P iece after piece that armour broke away,
Because percep tionswho le, like that he so ught
To clo the, reject so pure a work o f though t
As language : though t may take percep tio n

’
s

But hard ly cc -exist in any case,

Being its mere presentment—o f thewho le
By parts, the simul taneous and the so le

The crowd
'

perception painfully it tacks
Thought to thought, which Sord ello , needing

H as rent percep tion into : it
’
s to clutch

D es troy : as hard , then, to obtain a Muse

As to become Apo llo . For the rest,
E

’
en if some wondrous vehicle expressed

Thewho le dream, what h pertinence in me
So to express it, who myself can be
The dream ! no r, on the o ther band , are

I sing to , over- likely to suppose
A higher than the highes t l present

N ow, which they praisealready be content

Bo th parties , rather—theywith theo ld verse,
And I with the o ld praise—far go , fare

A few adheringrivets loosed , upsprings
The angel, sparkles off his mail, which rings

W hirled from each delicatest limb it warps ;
So might Apo llo from the sudden corpse
Of H yacinth 1 have cast his luckles s quoits.
H e set to celebrating the exploits
OfMontfort o’er the Mountaineers.

The world
’
s revenge : theirpleasure, now his

Accidentally killed byApo llo whilst p laying
quo its . and changed into the flower.

SOR D ELLO

Merely,—wha t was it ?

The Mantuans, sfter all , that he shou ld csre

(Why blink the truth ?) was no t he forced to

OfNed do
’
s litter, make them pas fo r peers

W ith the bright band of o ld Goito years,
As erst he toiled firs flower or tree ? W hy.

Sat P alma ! Adelaide’s funereal hair

A filiry dust up on that multitude,
Although he feigned to take them by them

Sublimed their faint applause. In sho rt , he

H imself still fo o tinga delusive round ,
Remo te as ever from the self-d isplay

A use he found no t ?

W eeks , months, years went by.
And lo , Sordello vanished u tterly,
Sundered in twain ; each spectral part at strife

W ith each ; one jarred against another life :

No t to p lay the

Somuch as learn our lesson in yom schoo l !
"

R eplied theworld . H ebund that , every time
H e gained app lause by any ballad rhyme,
H is auditory recognised no jo t
As he intended , and , mistakingno t
H im for his meanest hero , ne

’
erwas d unce

Sufficient to believe him—all, at once.

H is will conceive it caringfo r h is will !
—Mantuans, themain of them, admiringstill
H ow a mere singer, ugly, stunted , weak,
H ad Montfort at completely (so to spa k)
H is fingers

’
ends ; while past the praise- tide

To Montfort, cither
’
s alu re distinctly kept

The truemeed for truemerit t—his aba tes
Into a sort hemost repudiates,
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The P oet thwartinghopelessly the Man W hich looked the easier efl
'

ort—to pursue
Who , fo o led no longer, free in fincy ran This course, still leap o ’

er pa ltry joys, yearn
Here, there : let slip no opportunities
As pitiful , fo rso o th , beside the prize

Ofself- revea lment , and compel the age
His confl ant fi ith (the P oet -half

’
s to wit Know him—or else, forswearing bard - craft,

No joy and a ll joy kept th e hunger keen From out his lethargy and nobly shake
Ofl

'

timid habits of denial , mix
From the Man- portion—no t to be put 06 W ith men, enjoy likemen. Ere he could fix

With self-reflecting: by th e P oet
’
s scheme, On aught , in rushed the Mantuans ; much

Though ne
’
er so brigh t . W ho sauntered

forth in dream, Fo r his perplexity ! Thus unprepared ,
Dres ed any how, norwaited mystic frames,
Immeasurable gifts, astounding claims,
But just his sorry self —who yet might be
Sorrier for augh t he m reality
Achieved , so pinioned Man’

s the P oet-part ,
Fond ling, in turn of fancy, verse , the Art

Potent , by its asu
'

stance, to amaze

Each sort of nature that the nature
’
s prince

Accosted it . Language, themakeshift , grew

Into a bravest of expedients , too ;

Quiver and bow away, the lyre alone Only obliged to ask himself, W hat was,

Samoad . W hile, out of dream, his day
’
s A speedy answer fo llowed ; but, alas,

To tune a crazy tenzo n ‘
or sirvent L

So hampered himtheMan-

part , thrust to judge A tangle of conclusions must be stripped
Between the hard and the bard s audience, At any risk ere, trim to pattern clipped ,

They matched rare specimens the Mantuan

Aminute’s to il that miss ed its due reward

But the complete Sordel lo , Man and Bard , R egaled himwith , each talker fromhis stock
John

’
s cloud -

girt angel , this foo t on the land , Of so rted - o
’
er Opinions, every stage,

That on the sea , with , o pen in his hand , Juicy in youth or desiccate with age,
Abitter-w eed ing of a book

—was gone. Fruits like the fig- tree
’
s, ra the- ripe, ro tten

Then , if internal struggles to be one,

Sweet -sour, all tastes to take a practicewhich

Referred, ne
’
er so obliquely, to the rea l H e too had no t impossibly attained ,

[w adingMantuans l ever with some call

To action while he pondered , once for all , (For, at conjecture how might words ap

To o thers, playingtherewhat happened here,
before the Co urt o f Lo ve.

0 The co lour of a dead leaf.

In deed s, the dull conventions ofhis day
P rescribed the like o fhim : why no t be glad
’
Tis settled P alma’s minstrel, go od or bad ,

Submits to this and that established rule

Let Vidal change, o r any o ther fo o l,
H is murrey-co loured ro be for filam0t ,‘
And cro p his hair to o skin-d eep, is it no t,
Such vigour? Then, a sorrow to the heart ,
H is talk 1 W hatever to pics they might start
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And o ccupied abroad by what he spurned
At home,

’
twas slipped , the occasion he re

Than pursed eyelids o f a river-ho rse
To seize he

’
d strike that lyre adro itly Sunning himself 0

’
the slime when whirrs

W ould but a twenty- cubit plectre 1 reach that is. H e migh t compete with

A clever hand , consumma te instrument,
But—but

Observe a pompio n‘
- twine afloat ;

Fo r no thing, else. The question Nad d o P luck me one cup from o ff the castle-mo a t !

Along with cup yo u raise leaf, stalk and

H ad just a lifetime moderately tasked
To answer, Nad d o

’
s fashion. Mo re disgust

At minute’
s no tice or as go od it failed

To mo ve a t a ll The end was, he retailed

Some ready-mad e o pinion, put to use

This quip, that maxim, ventured reproduce
Gestures and tones—a t any fo lly caught
Serving to finish with , no r to o much so ugh t
If fa lse or true

’
twas sp oken ; praise and To sing us out ,

’ quo th he,
‘
a mere

romance

H e
’
d fain do better than the best , enh ance

—Meantime awards to meantime acts : his The subjects’ rarity. work 131051013 3 ou t
Therewith .

’
Now, yo u’

re a hard , a hard

Unequal to the compassing a who le,
Saw, in a tenth part, less and leg to strive And no philosOpher ; why introduce

Abo ut. And as fo rmen in turn con Cro tchets like these? fine, surely, but a c use
In poetry—which still must be, to strike,

W ho could to take eternal interest

In them, so hate the worst, so lo ve the best 1
Though, in pursuance o f his passive plan,
H e hailed , decried , the properway. W as yo ur first poetry? NO trickswere tried

In that, no hollow thrills, afi
'

ected thro es !

So figured he ; and how as P oet ? Verse The man,
’
said WC,

‘
tells his own i075

Came only no t to a stand - still . The worse,
That his po or piece o fdaily wo rk to d o W e

’
ll trust him ’

W ould you have your

W as—no t sink under any riva ls who songs endure ?

Build on the human heart —why, to be
Yoursis one so rt o fheart—but Imean theirs,

Turned , from Bocafo li
’
s stark -naked psalms,

To P la ta’s so nnets spo ilt by toyingwith ,
As kno ps that stud some almug

’to the pith TO bflild 00 1 Central m , mo th er Of

1 An instrument for twanging the strings o f
That

’
s fa ther Of M Y: 8° M m lf that

3 Sanda l-wood .

The entire surfitce o f the po o l to bo o t .
So could I p luck a cup , put in one song
A single sight , did no t myhand , to o strong.
Twitch in the least the roo t -strings o f the

who le.

H ow should externals satisfy my so ul
W hy that

’
s precise the error Squarcia lupe

(H amrded Nad do ) finds ;
‘
the man ca n

’
t
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Beside, Monk H ilary is on his knees
N ow, swo rn to kneel and pray till God sha ll

Exact a punishment formany things
You know, and some you never knew
which brings

To memory, Azzo ’s sister Beatrix
And R ichard

’
s Giglia aremyAlberic

’
s

And Ecelin
’
s betro thed theCo unt himself

Must get my P alma : Ghibellin and Guelf

Mean to embrace each o ther.

”
So began

Taurello—o h the Tuscan
’
s death , away

W ith Friedrich sworn to sail fi'omNaples’bay
Next month fo r Syria . Never thunder- clap
Ou t o fVesuvius

’
throat , like this mishap

Startled him. That accursed Vicenza ! I
Absent , and she selects this time to die

H o , fellows, for Vicenza H alf a sco re

Ofho rses rid den dead , he stoo d before
R omano in his reekingspurs : to o la te
Bonifi ce urged me, Este could no t wait,

”

Th e chiefia in stammered let me die in

Forget me W as it I who craved increase
Of rule D o you and Friedrich plo t your

Against the Father : as yo u fo und me first

So leave me now. Forgive me P alma ,

Is at Go ito still. R etain tha t lure;
Only be pacified

W ith such a piece o fnews : on every tongue,
H ow Ecelin

’
s great servant, congeed 06,

H ad do ne a longday
’
s service, so , might do d

'

The green and yellow, and reco ver breath
At Mantua , whither,—since R etrude

’
s death,

(The girlish slip o f a Sicilian bride
From Otho ’s house, he carried to res ide

At Mantua till the Ferrarese should pile
A structure worthy her imperial style,
The gardens raise, the sta tues there enshrine,
She never lived to see)—although his line

W as ancient in her archives and she took
A pride in him , tha t city, nor forso ok
H er child when he forsook himself and spent
A prowess on R omano surely meant

SOR D ELLO

To so und the great man
’
s welcome

test ,

R emember l Strojavacca looks asquint ,

Yourpinions havereceived o f latea sh o ck
Outsoar them, cobswan o f the silver flo ck

Singwell !
”
A signal wonder, song

‘
s no

Taurello on his progress, praised the mien
For dignity no crosses could afl

'

ect

Such was a. joy, and might no t he detect

Its utmost : wherefo re fret Verses may

Orkeep away ! And thus hewandered , d umb

Till evening, when he paused , thoro ugh ly
spent,

On a blind hill - top down thegorge he went ,
Yieldinghimselfup as to an emlrace.

The mo o n came out ; like features of a h o e,
A querulous fraternity o f pines,

Also came out , made gradually up
The picture ; ’

tvms Goito’s mounta in-cup
And castle. H ehad dro pped thro ugh onedefilc

Ifwho lly satisfied (to trust reports)
W ith Ecelin. So , forward in a trice

W ere shows to greet him. Take a fi iend
’

s

advice,
”

Quo th Nad d o to Sordello , nor be rash

Because your rivals (no thing can abash

Some fo lks) demur that we p oncunced

Fast theminutes flit
Ano ther day, Sordello finds, will bring
Th e so ldier, and he canno t choo se bu t sing
So , a last shifi, quits Mantua—slow, a lo ne

Out of that aching brain, a very stone,

Song must be struck. W hat occupies tha t

front

Just how hewasmore awkward than his wont
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I shall he kingagain l as he withdrew

The envied scarf ; into the font he threw

Himwho l ly.

’
TwasApo llo now they lapped , H is crown .

Next day, no poet ! W here
To wear his soul away in d iscontent, fore asked

Taurello , when the dance o f Jongleurs,
Swelled ; he expand ed to himselfagain,

As devils, ended ; don
’
t a songcome next

The master o f the pageant lo oked perplexed
Till Nadd o

’
s whisper came to his relief.

H is H ighness knew what poets were in

—Sufi'ered remain just as it sprung, to so o the

Well in her chilly green -

glazed minaret ,

Its parent tree. Come home, Sordello ! So on
Was be low mu ttering, beneath themoon,
Ofsorrow saved , of quiet evermore,
Since fi'om the purpose, hemaintained before,
Only ma lted wailing and ho t tears.

Ah , the slim castle l dwindled of late years,
But more mysterio us ; gone to ruin—trails

BOOK TH E TH IR D .

The nigh t 3 3 ; torch in hand , he must explo re AND the font took them : let our laurels lie

Themaple chamber did I say, its flo o r Braid moonfern now with mystic trifo ly
Was made o f intersectingcedar beams
Worn now with gaps so large, there blew Sordello to itself ! A dream is o ’er,

And the suspended life begins anew ;
Ofairquite fi

'
om the dungeon ; lay your ear

Close and
’
tis like, one after one, you hear That cheek’s distortion 1 Nature

’
s strict

In theblind darknesswater drop . Thenests

And no oks retain their long ranged vesture

Emptyand smelling of the iris ro o t

Herwasted wits . P alma was gone that day,

The Body, the Machine forAcn
'

ngW ill,
Had been a t the commencement pro ved unfit

Mankind—no fitter : was theW ill Itself
In finlt ?

H is forehead pressed the mo onlit shelf

Then,min
'

ngit , he tho ugh t, with a longsmile, 1 A fine clo th .

H ad no t the tetchy race prescriptive righ t
To peevishness, caprice ? o r, call it spite,
Onemust receive their na ture in its length
And bread th , expect theweaknesswith the

strength I
”

—So phrasing, till , his stock ofphrases spent ,
Th eeasy-na tured so ldier smiled assent,
Settled his portly person, smoo thed his chin,
And nodded that the bull -bait might begin.

P uttingaside the past , shall so on efi
'

ace

Its print as wen—fi ctitious humours grown

Over the true—loves, hatreds no t his own
And turn him pure as some fo rgo tten vest

W oven o f painted byssus, l silkiest
TuftingtheT

‘

yrrhenewhelk
’
spearl

- sheeted lip,

Left welterwhere a trireme let it slip
I’ the sea, and vexed a satrap ; so the stain

O
’
the world forsakes Sordello , with its pain ,

Its pleasure : how the tinct lo oseningescapes ,
Cloud after cloud 1 Mantua

’
s firmiliar shapes

D ie, bit and fou l die, fading as they flit ,
Men, women, and the pathos and the wit ,



142 SOR DELLO

W ise speech and foo lish , deeds to smileo rsigh
Over a sweet and so litary year

The last face glances thro ugh the eglantines, W asted ; or simply no tice change in him
The last voicemurmurs,

’
twixt the bloss omed H ow eyes, once with explo ring brigh t , grew

OfMen, of tha t machine supplied by thought
To compass self- perceptio n with , he so ught W as caused , to o , by a sort o fconsciousness
By fo rcinghalf himself—an insane pulse
Of a go d

’
s blood , on clay it could convulse, That d own ; he slep t , but was aware he slep t ,

Never transmute on human sights and So , frustra ted : as who brainsick mad e pa ct
Erst with the overhangingcataract

To watch the o therlmlfwith ; irksome bo unds To deafen him, yet still distinguished p lain

It ebbs fi'om to its source, a fountain seal ed H isownblood ’smeamred clickingat his hrain .

Than part revealed : Sordello well or ill

Is finished : then what further use o fW ill ,
P o int in the prime idea no t realized ,

N o less, and pampered with enough of each

To need become all natures, yet retain

The law ofmy own nature—to remain
Myself, yet yearn as if that chestnut ,

Should yearn for this first larch -bloom crisp
and pink,

March wo unds along the fretted pine- tree

W hen, stoppinghis benevo lent emp loy,
W ill and the means to show will, great

and small,
Ma teria l, spiritua l, - abjure them all The earth

’
s remonstrance fo llowed .

’
T

‘

was

Save any so distinct , they may be left
To amuse, no t tempt become ! and , thus Gone ofa sudden. Mincio , in its place,

Laughed , a broad water, in nea t morning
’
s

“

Just as l first was fashioned would l be !
N or, moon, is it Apo llo now, but me And , where themists broke up immense and
Thou visitest to comfort and befi'iend l
Swim tho u into myheart , and there an end , I

’
the steadywind , burned like a spilth o fligh t

Since I possess thee l—nay, thus shut mine

And herewas nature, bound by the samebars
And know, quite know, by this heart

’
s fall Of fa te with him

“ N o ! yo uth oncegone is gone

W hen thou dost bury thee in clouds, and Deeds, let escape, are never to be d o ne.

Leaf-fall and grass- string for the year ;
Out- standest wherefore practise upon
To make tha t plainer to myself? Oh forfeit I una lterably thus

N o wind that cared trouble the tacit wo od s
H esauntered homecomplacently, theirmo o d s
According, his and muire

’
s. Every sp ark

OfMantua life was tro dden out ; so das
-k

The embers, that the Trouhadour, wh o sung
H undred s ofsongs, forgo t, its trick his to ngue,
Its craft his brain , how eitherbrought to p ass

Singingat all ; that facultymigh t class

W ith any ofApo llo
’
s now. Theyear

Began to find its early promise sere
As well . Thus beauty vanishes ; thus sto ne

Outlingers flesh nature
’
s and hisyouth go ne,

They left the world to you , and wished yo u
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Twere H appiness to make it onewith me Never again ! To be deposed , immured

W hereas I must , ere I begin to Be, Clandestinely—still petted , still assured
Include a world , in flesh , I comprehend
In spirit now ; and this do ne,what ’s to blend Fleetingmeanwhile !

’
Tis noontide : wrea k

Somehow mywill upon it, rather ! Slake

Owns all already ; yet can turn it—still
Less—Native, sincemyMeans to correspond
W ith W ill are so unworthy, ’

twas my

To tread the very joys that tantalize Faint rudiments o f the fi ll flower unbo rn

Most now, into a grave, never to rise.

I die then ! W ill the rest agree to die Of the bulb dormant in themummy
’
s gra sp

Next Age or no Shall its Sordel lo try Taurello sent

Clue after clue, and catch at last the clue Taurello P P alms sen t

I miss —that’s underneath my finger too , YourTro uvere,” (Nadd o inter-posing lea n t
Twice, thrice a day, perhaps, - some yearn Over the lost bard

’
s shoulder) -

“
and ,believ e,

ing traced You canno t mo re reluctantly receive
Deeper, some petty consequence embraced “ Than I prono unce hermes sage : we dep art
Closer ! W hyfled I Man tua , then -com Together. W hat avail a poet’s heart

So muchmyW illwas fettered , yet remained
Content within a tether half the range Sufi ce him. News 7 W hy, where yo ur

I could assign it
—able to exchange

My ignorance (I felt) fo r knowledge, and
Idle because I could thus understand

Could e
’
en have penetrated to its core

Ourmortal mystery, yet—foo l—forbore,
P referred elaborating in the dark
My casual stuff, by any wretched spark
Born ofmypredeces sors, though one stroke
Of mine had brought the flame forth !

My minstrel
’
s- trade, was to beho ld man

A week since at Verona . and theywant

My own concernwas just to bringmymind You d oubtless to contrive the marriage
Beho ld , just extricate, formy acquist ,
Each object sufl

'

ered stifle in the mist Ere Richard storms Ferrara . Then was

W hich hazard , cus tom, blindness interpose to ld

Betwixt things and myself.
”

The ta lefromthebeginning—how,made bo ld
By Salinguerra

’
s absence, Guelfs had burned

The level wind carried abo ve the firs And pillaged till he unawares returned
Clouds, the irrevocable travellers, To take revenge : how Am and his fiiend

P ushed thus into a drowsy copse, O’
the siege was nigh , and how the Co unt ,

Arms twineaboutmyneck, each eyelid drops
Under a humid finger ; while there fleets, From further care, would with his marriage
Outside the screen, a pageant time repeats

On its mud -banks smoke rises after smoke

I
’
the valley, like a spout ofhell new-bro ke.

Oh , theworld
’
s tidings I small yourthanks,

I guess,

For them. The father ofour P atroness,
H as played Taurel lo an astounding trick ,

P arts between Ecelin and Alberic
H is weal th and goes into a convent : bo th

W ed Guelfs theCount and P alm pligh ted
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lnargurate a new and better rule, Till in burst o ne of P a lma’
s retinue :

N ow, Lady ! ” gasped he. Then arose the

And leaned into Verona
’
s air, dead - still.

How yo u may clo the in a po etic vest A balco ny lay black beneath until
“ use doings, at Verona ? Your response Out,

’mid a gush o ftorchfire, grey-haired men
To P alma. ! W herefore jest Depart at Came on it and harangued the peo ple : then

Sea like tha t people surging to and fro

Agood reso lve ! In truth , I hard ly hoped Shouted , H ale forth the eunu ch—trumpets,
So promp t an acquiescence. H ave you

A flourish R un it in the ancient grooves

Out wbdom in the wilds here —thoughts Back fi'om the bell H ammer—tha t whom
beho ves

Over poetical for poetry. May hear the League is up ! P eal—learn
Pearl-white, you poets liken P alma

’
s neck

And yet what spo ils an orient like some Verona means no t first o f towns break tryst
To -morrow with the League !

”

Of genuine white, turning its own white

You take me ? Curse the cicala Is any beacon set a -

glimmer ?
One more day,

One eve—appears Verona Many a group, Theairwith sho uts that o verpowered the clang
(You mind ) instructed of the osprey’s swoo p Of the incessant carroch , even : H aste

Ou lynxand ounce, wasgathering
—Christen The candle

’
s at the ga teway l ere it waste,

Each so ldierstand besid e it, armed to march
Sure to receive, whate

’
er the end was, from W ith Tiso Sampier thro ugh the eastern

The evening
’
s purpose cheer or detriment,

Since Friedrich only waited some event Ferrara
’
s succoured , P alma

Like this, of Ghibellina establishing

Of Lombardy, he’d glad descend there,

His barons from the burghers, and restore

The rule o fCharlemagne, broken o f yore

I’ the palace, each by each ,
Sordello u t and P ahna : little speech

At first in that dim closet , face with face

(Des pite the tumult in themarket - place)
Exchangingquick low laughters nowwould

Word upon word to meet a sudden flush ,

But for themost part their two histories Delaying, till its advent , heart and mind
Ran best thro

’
the lo cked fingers and linked Their life. H ow dared I let expand the

And so the nigh t flew on with its alarms W ithinme, tillsomeout -soul,whoseresource

Once again

They sat together some strange thingm train

To say, so difficult was P a lma
’
s place

In taking, with a coy fastidious grace

Like the bird ’
s flutter ere it fix and feed .

But when she felt she held her friend indeed

Safe, she threw back hercurls, began implant
H er lessons ; telling o f anotherwant
C o ito

’
s quiet nourished than his own

P a lms—to serve him—to be served , alone

Importing; Agnes
’milk so neutra lized

The blood o f Ecelin . Nor be surprised
If, while So rdello fain had captive led
Nature, in dream was P a lma subjected
To some ou t - sou l, which dawned no t though
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Of life, its every fitness , every flaw,

Must One determinewhose co rporeal shape
W ould be no o ther than the prime escape
And revela tio n to me o f a W ill

Orb- like o ’ershrouded and inscrutable
Above, save at the point which , I should

Shone that myself, my powers, might o ver

So far, so much ; as now it signified

W hich earthly shape it henceforth chosemy
guide.

W hose morta l lip selected to declare

Its oracles, what flesh lygarb would wear
—'
Ibe first o f intimations, whom to lo ve ;

The next , how love him. Seemed that orb,

The castle-covert and the mountain-close,

Slow in appearing—if beneath it rose
Cravings, aversio ns,—d id our green pre

cinct

Take pride in me, at unawares distinct
W ith this or that endowment,—bow, re

At once, such jetting power shrank to the

W as I to have a chance touch spo ilme, leave
My spirit thence unfitted to receive

The consummating spell
—that spell so

Moreover ! W aits he no t the waiting

H is almond -blossoms must be honey- ripe
By this ; to welcome him, flesh runnels

The thawed ravines ; because o fhim, the

W alks like a herald .

H im now

And chief, that earnest April morn
Of R ichard

’
s Love-court , was it time, so

I sha ll surely find

And white my cheek, so id ly my blood

Sitting that morn beside the Lady
’
s feet

And sayingas she prompted ; till outburst
One fi ce h'omall the faces. No t then first

SOR DELLO

I knew it ; where inmaple chamberglooms,
Crowned with what sanguine-heart pome

Advanced it ever Men
’
s acknowledg

Sanctioned my own :
’
twas taken, P a lma

’
s

D umb

Sat she still scheming. Ecelin would come

Gaunt , scared ,
‘Cesano bafl es me,

’
he

’
d

Better I fought it out, my father
’
s way !

Strangle Ferrara in its drowning fla ts ,
And you and your Taurello yond er

R omano’s business there An ho ur’s

As heartened from those overmeaningeyes,
W ound up to persevere

—his enterprise
Marked out anew, its exigent ofwit

Apportioned ,—she at liberty to sit

And schemeagainst thenext emergence, I
To covet her Taurello -sprite, made fly

shoot o pe,

Or straight assuage theirblindingeagerness
In blank smoo th snow. W hat semblance

“ To any o fmy plans formakingyou
Mine and R omano ’

s Break the first wal l

“ Tread o
’
er the ruins o f the Chief, supplant

H is sons beside, still, vainest were the

And the insuperable Tuscan, here,
Stayme I But onewild eve that In d y died

“ In her lone chamber : only I beside :

At P ed ua , Ecelin away in ire
W ith Alberic. She held me thus—a clutch

To make our spirits as our bo dies touch
And so began flinging the past up, heap
Ofuncouth treasure fromtheirsunless sleeps
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N o ; his heart prompted Ecelo , Confront Until, the Kaiser excommunicate,
Este, inspect yourself. W hat’s nature No thing remains,

’
Taurello said , but

D iscard three-parts your nature, and ad opt
‘Therest as an advantage 1

’
Old strength

Theman who first grew P odestaamong
The Vicentines, no less than, while there

H is palace up in P adua like a threat ,
Their noblest spied a grace, unno ticed yet

In Conrad
’
s crew. Thus far the object

gained ,

R omano was established—has remained
For are you no t Italian , tru ly peers
W ith Este Arse better so o thes our ears
Than Albert

’

s or is this lion
’
s- crine

From over-mounts (this yellow hair of

mine)
So weak a graft on Agnes Este

’
s stock

Some rash pro ced ure : P alma was the link,
As Agnes

’
child , between us, and they

And now

What glory may engird Sordello
’
s brow

(Thuswent he on with somethingo famo ck) Thro ugh this A month since at Oliero

W herefore recoil, then , fi
'
om the very fate

Co nced ed yo u , refuse to imitate

Yourmodel farther Este long since left

Beingmere Este : as a blad e its heft,
Este required the P ope to further him
And yo u , theKaiser—whom yo ur father

’
s

Foregoes or, better, never shall forego
If P alma dare pursue what Ecelo
Commenced , but Roslin desists from just
As Ad elaide of Susa could intrust

H er d onative,—her P iedmont given the

P ope,
H er Alpine- pass fo r him to shut o r o pe
’
Twixt France and Ita ly,—to the superb

0
’
the H ouse ?

’
Through me Taurello ’

s

My fa ther
’
s answerwill byme return.

Matilda
’
s perfecting,—so , lest aught curb Beho ld For him,

’
he writes , no mo re

OurAdelaide
’
s great counter project for

Givingher Trentine to the Emperor
W ith passage here from Germany,—shall

Take it ,—my slender plodding ta lent ,

—Urged me Taurello with his half- smile
H e

As P atron o f the scattered family
Conveyed me to his Mantua , kept in bruit
Az zo

’
s alliances and Richard

’
s suit

W ith strife th an, for his children , with

From losing P alms judge ifwe advance,
Your fa ther’s metho d , your inheritan ce
The day I was betro thed to Bonifi ce
At P adua by Taurello ’

5 self, to ok place
The outrage o f the Ferrarese : again,

“ The day I so ught Verona with the train
Agreed for,

—by Taurello
’
s po licy

Convicting Richard of the fault, since we

W ere present to man] or to confirm,

R ichard , whose patience lu d outstayed its

All that was Ecelin into a monk
But how cou ld Salinguerra so forget

H is liege o f thirtyyears as grudge even yet

One effort to recover him? H e sen t

Forthwith the tidings o f this last event
To Ecelin—declared that he, despite
The recent fo lly, recognised his righ t
To o rder Salinguerra : Should he wring
Its uttermost advantage o ut, o r fling
This chance away Orwere his so ns now

Of Friedrich . Old engagements ou t he

blo ts
Foraye Taurello shall no more subserve,
N or Ecelin impose.

’
Lest this W e

Taurello at this juncture, slack his grip
Of R ichard , suffer the occasion slip ,
I, in his sons

’
defi ult (who , matingwith

Este, forsake R omano as the frith
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Its maiara for tha t firmland , sea makes

Against) I stand , R omano , - in their stead
As ume the sta tion they desert , and give
Still, as the Kaiser

’
s representa tive,

Ofthe League
’
s
'

issue, we, in somegayweed
Likeyours , disguised together, mayprecede
The arbitra tors to Ferrara : reach

Him, let Taurello
’
s noble accents teach

The Kaiser’s cause yo ur own !
And P alma’s fled .

Though no aflirmative disturbs the head ,
Adying lamp-flame sinks and rises o ’er,
Like the aligh ted planet P o llux wore,

Gate-vein o f this heart
’
s blo od of Lombardy,

Ofsouls and bodies, and so conquerfi te
Though he sho uld live—a centre o f disgust

Even—apart , core of the outward crust

I bringSordello to the rapturo us
Exclaim at the crowd

’
s cry, because

Of life was quite accomplished ; and he

Not only that a so ul , whate
’
er its might ,

ls insufficient to its own deligh t ,

Bymeans o f such to body forth its W ill
And, after, ins ufficient to apprise

'
lh e H id by the R evea led—but that , - the

Will , he bade abdica te, which wo uld no t vo id O
’
er the lagune, being at Venice.

The th rone, might sit there, sud
'

erheenjoyed N o te,

Mankind , a varied and divine array In just such songs as Eglamor (say) wro te

Incapable of homage, the first way, W ith heart and soul and strength , for he

Nor fit to rend er incidenta lly believed
Tribute contrived at , taken by the by, H imself achieving all to be achieved

In joys. If thus with warrant to rescind

The ignominious exile ofmankind

W hose proper service, ascertained intact
As yet , (to be by him themselves made act ,
No t wa tch So rdello acting each of them)
W as to secure—if the true diadem
Seemed imminent while our Sordello drank
The wisdom o f that go lden P alma ,—thank
Vero na

’
s Lady in her citadel

Fo unded by Gau lish Brennus, legends tell
And truly when she lefi: him, the sun reared

A head like the first clamberer’s wh o peered
A - to p the Capito l , his face on flame

W ith triumph , triumphing till Manlius came.

No r slight too muchmyrhymes—that spring,

Dispart , disperse, lingering o verhead
Like an escape of angels I R ather say,
My transcendental pla tan ! 1 mo untinggay
(An archimage so co urts a novice-queen)
W ith tremulous silvered trunk, whence

branches sheen
Laugh out, thick - fo liaged next , a

-shiver so on

W ith co loured buds, then glowing like the

Onemild flame,—last a pause, a burst , and all
H er ivo ry limbs are smo thered by a fa ll,

Bloom-flind ers and fmit - sparkles and leaf

dust,

Ending the weird work prosecuted just
Fo r her amusement he decrepit, stark,
D oses ; her uncontro lled delight maymark

Yet no t so , surely never so
Only, as good my so ul were suffered go

O
’
er the lagune : forth fare thee, put aside

Entrance thy synod , as a go d mayglide

Out o f the world he fills, and leave it mute

Fo rmyriad ages as we men compute,
R eturning into it without a break
0

’
the consciousness They sleep, and I



rso

By singer
—ia such songs you find alone

Completeness, judge the songand singer o ne,
And either purpose answered , his in it
Or its in him : while from true wo rks (to wit

Never be more than dreamed ) escapes there
still

Some proof, the singer
’
s proper lifewas ’

neath

The life his song exhibits , this a sheath
To that ; a passion and a knowledge far

Tra nscending thes e, majestic as they are,

Smouldered ; his laywas but an episode
In the bard

’
s life : which evidence you owed

To some slight weariness, some looking- o ff

In “ Charlemagne, (his poem, dreamed divine

In every po int except one silly line
About the restifi

'

daughters)—what may lurk
In that ? My life commenced before this

work ,
(So I interpret the significance
Of the bard ’

s start aside and lo ok askance)
My life continues after : on I fi re

W ith no more stapping, possibly, no care

To no te the undercurrent, thewhyand how,

W here, when, 0
’
the deeper life, as thus

just now.

But , silent, shall I cease to live Alas

For you I who sigh, W hen shall it come
to pass
W e read that sto ry H ow will he com

press
The future gains, his life

’
s true business,

Into the better lay which—that one flout ,
H owe

’

er inopp ortune it he, lets o ut
Engrosses him already, though pro femed
To med ita te with us eternal rest,
And partnership in all his life has fo und ?

’
Tis but a sailor's promise, weather-bound
Strike sail, slip cable, here the bark be
moored

For once, the awning stretched , the po les

Noo ntide above ; except the wave’s crisp
dash ,

Or buzz of co libri,‘or tortoise’ splash,

1 H umming-birds .

SOR D ELLO

Eastward your voyage, be informed what fi le
Intends, if triumph or decline await

The tempter of the everlastingsteppe.

I muse this o n a ruined palace-step
At Venice : why should I break 03 , nor sit

Longer upon my step, exhaust the fit
England gave birth to Wh o ’s ad orable

Alack l—be queen to me That Bassanese

Busied amonghersmokingfruit -boats ? These
P erhaps from our delicious Aso lo

In the dead black Giudecca proves sea oweed

D rifting has sucked d own three, four, a ll

indeed

Themargin
’
s silent : out with every spoil

Mad e in our tracking, coil by mighty co il ,
This serpent o f a river to his head

“ I
’
the midst ! Admire each treasure, as

we spread
The bank, to help us tell our histo ry
Aright : give ear, endeavour to descry
The gro ves of giant rushes, how they grew

Like demons’ endlong tresses we sailed

through,
What mountains yawned , forests to give us

vent

Opened , each do leful side, yet on we went
Till may that beetle (shake your cap )

attest

The springing o f a land -wind from the

W est l
”

—W herefore ? Ah yes, you fro lic it to

day !

To -morrow, and , the pageant mo ved away

No t prettier, hind June lilies into sheaves

To deck the bridge- d de chapel . dro pp ing
leaves

So iled by their own lo ose go ld
-meal ? Ah ,

beneath
The coo l arch stoops she, brownest cheek !

H erwreath

Endures a month—a half-month—if I make
A queen of her, continue for her sake

So rdello
’
s story ? Nay, that P aduan girl
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Forth as she
’d plant it on a pedestal,

Now, i
’
the silent city, seems to fall

Toward me—no wreath, o nly a lip’s unrest
To quiet, surcharged eyelids to be press ed
D ry o f their tears upon my bo som. Strange

Such sad chance shou ld produce in thee such
change,

My love I W arped souls and bod ies yet

God spoke
Ofrigh t -hand , fo o t and eye

—selects o ur yoke,
So rdello , as your poetship may find
So , sleep upo n my shoulder, child , no rmind
Their fo o lish talk ; we’ll manage reinstate
Your o ld worth ; ask mo reover, when they

prate

Ofevilmen past hope, D on
’
t each contrive,

D espite the evil you abuse, to live
Keeping, each losel, through a maze o f lies,
H is own conceit of truth to which he hies

By obscure windings, tortuous, if you will ,
But to himself no t inaccessible ;
H e sees truth, and his lies are fo r the crowd
W ho canno t see somefancied right allowed
H is vilest wrong, empowered the losel

One pleasure from a multitude o f such
D enied him. Then assert , All men

appu r

To think all better than themselves, by here
Trusting a crowd theywrong ; but really,

”

say,

All men think all men stupid er than they,
Since, save themselves, no o ther compre
hend s

The complicated scheme to make amends
—Evil, the scheme by which , thro

’
Igno

rance,

Good labours to exist .

wince,
Merely to find the sickness yo u die thro ugh,
And nought beside but if one can

’
t eschew

One
’
s portio n in the common lot , at least

One can avo id an ignorance increased

Tenfo ld by dea ling out hint after hint
H ownoughtwere like d ispensingwithout stint
The water o f life—ao easy to dispense
Beside, when one has probed the centre

whence

A slight ad

SOR DELLO

Meantime, just medita temymad rigal
O

’
the mugwort that conceals a dewdro p
safe 1

”

W hat , dullard ? weand yo u in smo therycln fe.

Babes, ba ldheads, stumbled thus fi r into Zin
The H o rrid ,

1
gettingneither out nor in ,

A hungry sun above us, sands that hung
Our throats ,—each dromed ary 10113 a to ngue.
Each camel churns a sick and fro thy chap,
And yo u ,

’
twixt ta les o f P o tiphar

’
s mish p ,

And so nnets o n the earliest ass that sp o ke,
—R emark, you wonder any one need s choke

we watch con

Isaiah xiii. ar. an.

3 W a ters o f Meribah . tha t is . o f S trife See
Exodus xvii. 7.

W hile awkwardly enough your Moses smites
Therock, though he fo rego his P romised Land
Thereby, have Satan claim his carcas , and

Figure as Meta physic P oet . . ,ah

Mark ye the dim first oozings ? Meribah l’

Then,quafi ngat thefountmycouragega ined ,
R ecall—no t tha t I promp t ye—wh o
plained
P resumptuous l” interrupts one. You ,
no t I

’
Tis bro ther, marvel at and magnify
Such ofi ce : omes ,” quo tln can we get

To the beginning o f the ofi ce yet ?
What do we here simply experiment
Each on the o ther

’
s power and its intent

When elsewhere tasked ,—if this o fmine were
trucked

Fo r yours to either
’
s go od ,

struct ,

In short , an engine : with a finished one,

W hat it can do , is all, - nought, how
’
tis d o ne.

But this of ours yet in probation, dusk
Akernel o fstrangewheelwork through its husk
Grows into shape byquarters and by h ives :

Remark this too th ’
s spring, wonderwha t that

valve’s

Fall bod es, presume each ficulty’s device,
Make o ut each o thermore or lea precise
The scope of thewho le engine

’
s to be pro ved :

W e die : which means to say, the who le
’
s

removed ,
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Dismounted wheel by wheel, this complex
gm,

To be set up anew elsewhere, begin
A task indeed , bu t with a clearer clime
Than thema rk lodgment o fourbuilding- time.

And then , I grant yo u, it behaves fo rget
How

’
tis do ne—a ll that must amuse us yet

So long: and , whileyou turn upon your heel,
Pray that I be no t busy slitting steel

Or shredding brass, camped on some virgin

Under a cluster offlesh stars, before
Imme a tithe o

’
the wheels I trust to d o !

So occup
'

ed , then, are we : hitherto ,
At present , and a weary while to come,
Thecmcc o f ourselves,—norblind no r dumb,
And seeing somewha t o f man’

s state—has
been ,

For thewo rst o fus, to say they so have seen ;
For the better, wha t it was they saw ; the

Impart the gift o f seeing to the rest
" So that I glance,

”
says such an one,

“

,around

And there
’
3 no face but I can read profo und

Disclosures in ; this stands fo rho pe, that
fear,

And fo r a speech , a deed in proo f, look
here !

Sto op , else the strings o f blossom, where
the nu ts

O’
erarch , will blind thee ! Said I no t ?

She shuts

Both eyes this time, so close the hazels

Thus, priso ned in the P iombi, I repea t

Events one rove occasioned , o
’

er and o
’
er,

P utting
’
twixt me and madness evermore

Thy sweet shape, Zanae Therefo re

sto op
That

’
s truth

(Adjudge you ) the incarcerated youth
W ould say tha t l

’

Youth ? P lara the hard Set d own

That P lara sp ent his yo uth in a grim town

Whose cramped ill - featured streets hudd led

The minster fo r pro tection, never o ut

Lust triumphs and is gay, Lo ve
’
s triumphed

o
’
er

And sad bu t Lucio
’
s sad . I said befo re,

Love
’
s sad , no t Lucio ; onewho lo vesmaybe

As gay his lo ve has leave to hope, as he
D owncast tha t lusts

’
desire escapes the

’
Tis o f the mood itself I speak, what tinge
D etermines it, else co lo urless , -o rmirth ,
Ormelancho ly, as from heaven or earth.

Ay, that
’
s the varia tion

’
s gist

Ofits black belfry’s shadeand its bells’roar.

The brighter shone the suburb,—al l the
more

Ugly and abso lute tha t shade
’
s repro o f

Of any chance escape o f joy,—some ro o f,
Taller than they, allowed the rest detect ,
Before the so le permitted laugh (suspect
W ho could ,

’
twas meant for laughter, tha t

ploughed cheek’s
R epulsive gleam when the sun stopped
both peaks

Of the cleft belfry like a fiery wedge,
Then sank , a huge flame on its socket edge,
W ith leavings on the grey glass oriel -pane
Ghastly some minutes mo re. N0 fear o f

Theminsterminded that ! in heaps the dust

Layeverywhere. This town , theminster
'
s

trust ,

H eld P lara ; who , its denizen, bade hail
In twice twelve sonnets, Tempe’s dewy
vale.

Exact the town , the minster and the

street

As all mirth aiu nphs, sadness means

Indeed P
Thus fi r advanced in safety then, proceed !
And having seen to o wha t I saw, be bo ld
And next encounterwha t I d o beh o ld
(That

’
s sure) but bid you take on trust

Attack

The use and purpose o f such sights ! Alack,
No t so unwisely d oes the crowd dispense
On Salinguerras praise in preference
To the Sordellos : men o f action, these

W ho , seeing just as little as you please.
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Yet turn that little to account ,
—engage

W ith , d o no t gaze at,
- carry on, a stage,

SORDELLO

H ad I a flawless ruby fit to wring
Tears o fits co lour from that painted king 1

Thewo rk 0’
thewo rld , no tmerelymakereport W ho lost it , I .

would , for that smile which

The work existed ere their day In sho rt ,

W hen at some future no - time a brave band
Sees , usingwhat it sees, then shake myhand
In heaven, mybro ther ! Meanwhilewhere

’
s

Ofkeeping the Makers- see on the alert ,

At whose defection morta ls stare aghast

As though heaven
’
s bounteo us wind ows were

Incontinent ? W hereas all you , beneath ,
Should scowl at , bruise their lips and break

W ho p ly the pullies, fo r neglectingyo u

And therefore have I moulded , made anew

A Man, and give him to be turned and tried ,

Be angry with or pleased at . On your side,

H ave ye times, places, actors o fyour own
Try them upon So rdello when full -grown ,

And then ah then ! If H ercules first

H is foo t in Egypt o nly to bemarched
A sacrifice for Jove with pomp to suit ,

W hat chance have I ? The demigod wasmute

Till, at the al tar, where time out o fmind

Such guests became obla tions, chaplets

H is forehead long enough, and he began
Slaying the slayers, nor escaped a man .

Take no t affront , mygentle aud ience whom

No H ercu les shall make his hecatomb,
Believe, no r from his brows your chaplet

rend

That
’
s your kind sumage, yours , my pa tron

W hose great verse blames unintermittent o n

You who , P lates and Salamis being scant ,

P ut up with E tna fo r a stimulant

And d id well, I acknowledged , as he lo omed
Over the midland see last month , presumed

At eve, while towards him tilting clo ud lets

Like P ersian ships at Sa lamis. Friend , wear

A crest proud as desert while I declare

To hear the burthen they impose on it
Cling when they would discard it crav ing

W hat seems a fiend perchance may pro ve

To my heart , flingit in the sea , conten t ,
W earingyour verse in place, an amulet

So vereign against all passion, wearand fi t

My English Eyebrigh t , if you are no t glad

That , as I stopped my task awhile, the sad

D ishevelled form, wherein I put mankind

To come at times and keep mypact in mind ,

R enewed me,—hear no crickets in the h edge .

No r let a glowworm spo t the river’s edge
At home, and may the summer showers gush
W itho ut a warning from themissel thru sh

So , to our business, now—the fi te o f such

As find our common nature—overmuch

To leap from the allo tted world , at lengt h

They d o leap, —flounder on without a term,

Each a go d
’
s germ, d o omed to remain a germ

In unexpanded infancy, unless
But that

’
s the story—d ull enough , confess

Theremight be fitter subjects to allure

Still, neithermisconceive my portraiture

P onder a sto ry ancient pens transmit ,
Then say ifyou condemn me or acquit .
John the Beloved , banished Antioch

For P a tmos, bade co llectively his flo ck
Farewell , but set apart the closingeve
To comfort those his exilemost would griev e ,

H e knew : a touching spectacle, that h o use
In mo tion to receive him Xanthus’ spo use
You missed , made panther’s meat a mo nth

since but

Xanthus himself(his nephew ’
twas, they shu t

’
Twixt boards and sawed asunder) P o lytn rp ,

So ft Charicle, next year no whee! could warp
To swear by Cas ar

’
s fortune, with the rest

W ere ranged : thro
’whom the grey discip le
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And profit fo r the future : how else teach Choke- full —found out just now to Gino
’
s

Fo o ls
’
tis no t safe to straywithin claw’

sreach

Ere Sa linguerra
’
s final gasp be blown P

Those mere convulsive scratches find the

bone.

W ho bade him blo ody the spent osprey’s
nare i‘

The carrochs 9 hal ted in the public square.

P ennons o f every blaz on once a - daunt ,
Men pra ttled , freelier than the crested gaunt

W hite ostrich with a horse- shoe in her beak

Ecelin bo ld ly o ut : so , Ecelin

Needed his wife to swallow half the sin Seats himself o n the tank’s edge—will begin
And sickens byhimself : the devil

’
swhelp, To hum, so , ra , Cam/or Ecelin

H e styles his son, dwind les away, no help A silence hegetswarmer, clinks to ch ime ,

Fromconserves, yourfine triple- curded fro th Now bo th feet plough the gro und , dee per

Ofvirgin
’
s blo od , yourVeniceviper-bro th

Eh ? Jubilate P eace no littlewo rd At last , 34 , re and up with a fierce kick

You utter here that’s no t distinct ly heard Comes his own mo ther’s flee caugh t by the
Up at Oliero : he was absent sick
W hen we besieged Bassano—who , i

’
the Grey hair about his spur !

Wh ich means, they lift
0’

the work, perceived the progress Azzo The covering, Sa linguerra made a Shift
mad e, To stretch upon the truth as well avo id

Like Ecelin, through his witch Adelaide
She managed it so well that, night by
night

At their bed -foo t sto o d up a so ldier
-sprite,

First fresh , paleby-and -bywitho ut a wo und ,
And , when it came with eyes filmed as in

They knew the place was taken .

Ominous
That Ghibellins should get what cautelous

Old R ed beard so ugh t from Azso
’
s sire to

wrench

Vainly ; Saint Geo rge contrived his town

a trench

O’
themarshes, an impermeable bar.

R unning
’
twixt trunk and trunk to smo o th

- YoungEcelin is meant the tutelar one ledge

Of P adua , ra ther ; veins embrace upon Ofshade,wereshrubs inserted , “ I
'
Dd o o f,

H is hand like Brenta and Bacchiglion .

” W hich smo thered up that variance. Sca le
W hat now The founts l God

’
s bread ,

the l'00f

touch no t a plank 1 Of so lid tops, and o
’
er the slope you slid e

A crawlinghell o f carrion—every tank DOW“ t° grassy level and wid e,
H ere and there do tted with a tree, but trees

1 Nostril. Cars of sta te. Of rarer leaf, each fo reigner at ease,

The same who gave Taurello up fo r lost ,
And , makingno account o ffortune

’
s freaks,

R efused to budge from P adua then , bu t

sneaks
Back nowwith Co ncore ’fi ith ! they d rag
Their carroch to San Vita le, plant th e flag
On his own palace, so adroitly razed

H e knew it no t ; a so rt o fGuelf fo lk ga z ed
And laughed apart ; Cino disliked theirair
Must pluck up spirit, show he do es n o t

Our dro ppingAutumn morningclears ap ace ,

And poor Ferrara pu ts a so ftened fine
On hermisfortunes. Let us scale this ta l l
H uge foursquare line ofred brick garden -wa ll

Bastio ned within by trees of every so rt
On three sides, slender, spreading, lo ng and

sho rt

Eachgrewas it contrived , the poplar ra in p ed ,

The fig- tree reared itself,—but sta rk and

cramped ,
Made fo o ls o f, like tamed lions : whence , o n



SOR DELLO r57

Set by itself and in the centre spreads, —Let coil about his knees for pride in him.

Borne upon three uneasy leopards’ heads , W e reach the farthest terrace, and the grim
A laver, broad and shallow, one bright spirt San P ietro P alace stops us.

Ofwater bubbles in . The walls begirt

Your path alo ng a wo ndro us avenue

Thosewalls abut on, heaped o fgleamy stone,
With aloes leering everywhere, grey-

grown

From many a Moo rish summer : how they

Out o f the fissures ! likelier to bind
The building than those rusted cramps which

Already in the eating sunshine. Stop,
You fleeting shapes abo ve there ! Ah , the

Orelse desp air of the who le country-side !

Arange o f statues, swarmingo
’
erwith wasps,

bod, go ddeas, woman , man, the Greek

Like th o se Mas sina marbles Constance took
Deligh t in, o r Taurello

’
s self conveyed

Are up and d oing, not abashed , a troop
Able to righ t themselves—who seeyo u, stoop
Theirarm o

’
theinstant afteryou l Unplucked

By this o r tha t , yo u pass ; for they conduct

To terrace raised on terrace, and , between,
Crea tures of brightermould and bravermien
Than any yet , the cho icest o f the Isle
No doubt . H ere, left a sullen breathing

Forbis last figh t , and ,wipingtreacherousblood
Out of the eyelids just held o pe benea th

Stu died his strengths amid the buzz and stir

Of the d usk hideo us amphitheatre W ith his own will, efl
'

ect a happiness
By theirs, -supp ly a body to his so u l

To wind the day
’s diversion up , dispa tch Thence, and become eventual ly who le

Thepertinacious Gau l : while, limbs oneheap, W ith them as he had hoped to be without
The Slave, no breath in her ro und mouth , Mad e thes e the mankind he once ra ved

Dart after d art forth , as her hero ’
s car Because a few o f themwere no table,

Shou ld all he figured worthy no te P As well

Such the sta te

Of Salinguerra
’
s plan to emulate

Sicilian marvels, that his girlish wife
R etrude still might lead her ancient life
In her new home : whereat enlarged so much
Neighbours upon the no vel princely touch
H e took, - who here imprisons Boniface.

H eremust the Envoys come to sue forgrace
And here, emerging from the labyrinth
Below, Sordello mused besid e the plinth

Verona for the cornfields (a po o r theft
From the mo rass) where Este

’
s camp

made ;
TheEnvoys’march , the Lega te

’
s cavalcade

All had been seen by him, but scarce as

when
Eager for cause to stand alo o f frommen

At every point save the fantastic tie

Acknowledged in his boyish sophistry,
H e made account o f such . A crowd ,—he

To task the who le o f it each part’s intent
Co ncerned him therefore : and , the mo re he

Fried ,

The less became Sord ello satisfied

W ith his own figure at the moment . 8ot
H erespite from his task D escried he augh t

N o vel in the anticipated sight
Of al l these livers upon all delight ?

This phalanx, as o fmyriad points combined ,
W hereby he still had imaged the mankind
H is yo uth was passed in dreams o f rivalling,

H is age
—in plans to prove a t least such thing

H ad been so dreamed ,
—which now he must
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Expect to find Taurello
’
s triple line

Of trees a single and prodigious pine.
R eal pines rose here and there ; but, close

Thrust into and mixed up with pines, a

Of shrubs, he saw,
—a nameless commo n so rt

O
’
erpast in dreams, left out o f the report

R ecko n tha t morning
’
s pro per chiefs—how

And yet the peo ple grew, the peo ple grew,

Grew ever, as if themany there indeed ,
More left behind and most who should

succeed ,

Simply in virtue o f theirmouths and eyes ,

P etty enjoyments and huge miseries,

Those chiefs : he o verlooked no t Mainard ’
s

Nor Concoreczi
’
s station, but instead

Of sto pping there, each dwind led to be head
Of infinite and absent Tyro lese
Or P aduans startlingall themore, that these

Yet do ubtless on the who le (like Eglamo r)
Smiling ; fo r if a wealthy man decays
And out o f store o frobesmust wear, all days,
One tattered suit, alike in sun and shade,

Fit for a feast -nigh t
’
s flourish and no more

N or o therwise po orMisery fiom her store
Of looks is fain upga ther, keep unfurled
For common wear as she goes through the

Meant for a feast-nigh t
’
s service merely.

Crowd upon crowd rose on Sordello thus ,

(Crowds no way interfering to discuss,
Much less dispute, life’s joys with one em

Old memories returned with new cfiect

And the new body, ere he could suspect ,

The new self seemed imp tient to be used

By him, but utterly ano therway
Than that anticipa ted : strange to say,

They were too much below him, mo re in

Than he, the ad junct than the principa l .

Such as he now distinguished every side,
As his own wan t which might be satisfied ,

And , after that, think o f rare qualities

It fo llowed naturally, through no claim

On their part, which made virtue o f the aim
At serving them, on his, - that , past retrieve,
H e felt now in their to ils, theirs—no r co u ld

Theirpo orexperiences ? H is hand that sho ck
In envying them,

—o r, if they augh t enjoyed , W as twice to be deplored . The Lega te,
W here lingered something indefinable

In every look and tone, the mirth as well
As woe, tha t fixed at once his estimate
Of the result, their good orbad es ta te}

'
With eyes, like fi'esh -blown thrush -eggs o n

a thread ,

Faint- blue and loosely floatingin his head .

And stamp, and use - a few, howe
’
er august ,

If all the rest were grovelling in the d ust

N o : first a migh ty equilibrium, sure,

Should he establish , privilege procure
For all , the few had long posses sed ! H e

An error, an exceedingerro rmelt

W hile he was occupied with Mantuan chan ts ,

Beh oved him think o f men, and take th eir

W onder how, in the eagerness to rule,

Impress his will on mankind , he (the foo l 2)
H ad never even entertained the though t

That this his last arrangement migh t be

fraugh t

W ith incidenta l go od to them as well ,

And that mankind ’s delight would help to

swell

H is own . So , ifhe sighed , as formerly
Because the merry time o f life must fleet ,
’
Twas deeplier now,

—for could the crowds
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Again : I too have chestnut hair ; my kin

H ate Am and stand up fo r Ecelin.

H ere, minstrel, drive had though ts away I
Sing 1 Take

My glo ve for guerdo n And fo r tha t

H e turned A song o f Eglamor
’
s I

scarce named ,
Wh en, Our Sordello

’
s rather I —a ll ex

claimed ;
Is no t So rdello famousest fo r rhyme

H e had been happy to deny, this time,
P rofess as hereto fore the aching head

SOR D ELLO

d own

And failingheart ,
—suspect that in his stead H is last sound troops ranged—care observed

Some true Apo llo had the charge of them,

W as champio n to reward o r to condemn,
So his into lerable risk migh t shift
Or share itself ; but Nadd o

’
s precious gift

Ofgifts, he owned , becertain ! At the close
“ I made tha t, said he to a yo uth who

As ifto hear
’
twas P alma through the band

Conducted him in silence by her hand .

Back now for Sa linguerra . Tito o fTrent

Gave place to P alm and her friend , who

went

In turn at Montelungo
’
s visit : one

After the o therwere they come and gone,
These spokesmen for theKaiserand the P o pe,
This incarna tio n o f the P eople’s hope,
So rdello ,—a ll the say o feach was said ;

And Salinguerra sa t,
—himself instead

Of these to ta lk with , lingered musingyet .
’
Twas a drear vast presence-chamber ro ughly

set

In o rder fo r themo rning
’
s use ; full fi ce,

The Kaiser’s ominous sign
-mark had first

place,
The crowned grimtw

'

y
-necked eagle, coarsely

blacked
W ith ochre o n the naked wall ; nor lacked
R omano ’s green and yellow either side

But the new token Tito bro ught had tried
The Lega te

’
s pa tience—nay, if P alma knew

W hat Salinguerra almo st meant to do

Until the sight o f her resto red his lip
A certain ha lf- smile, threemonths

’
chiefl'a in

ship

to post
H is best o f themaimed so ldiers innermo st
So much was plain enough , but someh ow

No : that this minstrel was R omano
’
s last

Servant—himself the first ! Cou ld he

The who le l that minstrel’s thirty years
just Spent

In d oingnought, their no tablest event

This morning
’
s journey hither, as I to ld

W ho yet was lean, outwom and really o ld ,

H is eye befo re themagisterial gaze
And Sa linguerra with his fears and ho pes
Of sixty years, his Emperors and P opes,
Cares and contrivances, yet , you wo u ld say,
Twas a you th no nchalantly lo oked away
Through the embrasure northward o

’
er the

sick

H ad banished ! Afterward , the Legate fo und

No change in him, no r asked wha t badge he
wound

And unwound carelessly. Now a t the Ch ief

Silent as when our couple left, who se brief
Encounterwrought so o pp ortune efl

'

ect

In thoughts he summoned no t, nor would

reject ,
Though time

’
twas now ifever, to p o se—fix

On any sort o fending : wiles and tricks

Exhausted , judge ! his charge, the crazy town,

H im no t before. And now with this strange

luck

OfTito
’
s news, rewardinghis address

80 well, what thought he o f —ho w the

success

W ith Friedrich
’

s rescript there, would either

hush
Old Ecelin

’
s scruples, bring the manly flush

To his young son
’
s white cheek, or, last,

exempt
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And gracefu l turned the head o n the broad

Encased in pliant steel, his constant vest ,
Whence split the sun o f? in a spray o f fire
Acro ss the ro om ; and , lo osened of its tire

Of steel , that head let breathe the comely

a crown

Endmled them, so frayed the basnet where

A sharp white line d ivided clean the hair ;
Glossy abo ve, glossy below, it swept
Curling and fine about a brow thus kept
Ca lm, la id coat upon coat, marble and sound
Th

'

s wa s the mystic mark the Tuscan fo und , And yo ungTaurello wed Linguetta ,—wea lth
And sway to a so le grasp. Each treats by

stealth

No lion more ; two vivid eyes, enchased Already : when the Guelfs, the R avennese
In ho llows filled with many a shad eand streak Arrive, assault the P ietro quarter, seize
Settlingfiom thebo ld noseand bearded cheek . Linguetta , and aregone Men

’
s first d ismay

The after indignation, Bo niface,

A lip supremely perfect else—unwarmed , This R ichard
’
s fa ther. Learn the full dis

Unwid ened , les s o rmore ; indifferent

Whetheron treeso rmenhis tho ugh tswerebent, Averted , ere you blame us Guelfs, who rate

Th ough ts rarely, after all, in trim and train Your Salinguerra , yo ur so le po tenta te
As new a perio d was fulfilled again Tha t might have been ,

’mongst Estc
’
s

Ofsuch , a series made his life, commessed
In each , one story serving fo r the rest Ay, An n

’
s—who , no t privy to , abho rs

H ow his life-streams ro lling arrived at las t Out step but wewere zealous.

”
Azzo then

At the barrier, whence, were it once o verpast , To d o with Straight a meetingofo ld men
They wo uld emerge, a river to the end , Old Salinguerra dead , his heir a boy,
Gathered themselves up , paused , bade fi te

Took the leap, hung a minute at the height,

Had gained him an occasion, That abo ve,

Beside his rescript, a new badge by way
Ofba ldric ; while,—ano ther thingtha tmarred

What past life did those flying thoughts

As his, few names in Mantua half so o ld

But at Ferrara , where his sires enro lled

It latterly, the Adelardi Spared
N o pains to riva l them bo th factions shared
Ferrara , so tha t, co unted out ,

’
twould yield

A prod uct very like the city’s shield ,
H a lfblack and white, or Ghibellin and Guelf

As after Salinguerra styled himself
And Este who , till Marchesal la died ,

(Last o f the Adelardi) - never tried

H is fortune there : with Marchesa lla ’
s child

W o uld pass,—could Blacks and W hites be

The Lombard Eagle o f the azure sphere
W ith Ita ly to build in, fix him here,
Settle the city’s troubles m a trice ?

Fo rprivatewrong, let public go od sufi ce
In fine, yo ungSa linguerra’s staunchest friends
Talked o fthe townsmenmakinghim amends,
Gave him a goshawk, and afi rmed therewas
R are spo rt , onemo rning, o ver thegreen grass
Amile o rso . H e sauntered through the plain,
W as restless , fell to thinking, turned again

In time fo rAz zo ’
s entry with the bride

Count Bo niface rode smirking at their side
She brings himha lfFerrara ,

”
whispers flew,

And all Ancona ! If the stripling knew
Anon the striplingwas in Sicily

W hereH einrich ruled inright o fConstance he
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W as gracio us no r his guest incapable
Each understo od the o ther. So it fell ,

One Spring, when Az zo , tho roughly at ease,
H ad near fo rgo tten by what precise degrees
H e crept at first to such a d owny seat ,
The Co unt trudged o ver in a special hea t
To bid him o f God

’
s lo ve dislodge from each

Of Sa linguerra
’
s pa laces, —a breach

Might yawn else, no t so readily to shut,

Fo r who was just arrived at Mantua bu t

The yo ungster, swo rd o n thighand tuft onchin,
W ith tokens fo r Celano , Ecelin ,
P istore, and the like Next news,—no whit

D o any o fFerrara
’
s d omes befit

H is wife o f H einrich’s very blo o d : a band
Of fo reigners ass emble, understand
Garden-constructing, level and surround ,

Build up and bury in. A last news crowned

The consterna tion : since his infant
’
s birth,

H e o nly waits they end his wondrous girth
Of trees that link San P ietro with Toma,
To visit Mantua . W hen the P odesta
Ecelin, at Vicenza , called his friend

Taurello thither, wha t could be their end
But to restore the Ghibellins

’
late H ead ,

The Kaiser helping
‘

H ewith most to dread
From vengeance and reprisal , Au o , there
W ith Bo niface beforehand , as aware

Bo th plo tters : but the Guelfi in triumph

Too hastily. The burning and the flight ,
And how Taurello , o ccupied tha t night
W ith Ecelin, lost wife and son, I to ld
—N o t how he bore theblow, retained his ho ld ,
Go t friends safe through , left enemies thewo rst

But afterward men heard no t constantly
Of Salinguerra

’
s H ouse so sure to be !

Though Azzo simply gained by the event
A shifting o f his plagues - the first, content

To fal l behind the second and estrange

So far his nature, suffer such a change

Tha t in R omano so ught he wife and child ,

And fo r R omano ’s sake seemed reconciled

To losingindividua l life, which shrunk
As the o ther prospered mortised in his

SOR D ELLO

-Asked H einrich , somewhat o f the tardies t
To comprehend . N o r P hilip acquiesced
At once in the arrangement ; reasoned , plied
H is friend with o ffers of ano ther brid e,
A statelier function—fruitlessly : ’

twa s p lain

Taurello thro ugh someweakms smust remain
Obscure. And Otho , free to judge o f bo th

- Ecelin the unready, harsh and lo th ,
And this more plausible and facile W igh t

On thewrongman thus, quo th he, wits

By outsides Carelessly, meanwhile, his

Suffered its many turns o fpeace and strife

In this as much beside, that, unconcerned
W hat qualifies were natural o r earned ,

H e took them, singularly well the same
Speaking the Greek

’
s own language, just be

YourGreek eludesyou , leave the least o fflaws
In contractswith him while, sinceArab lo re

And master it I
’
Tis d one, and now deter

Who may theTuscan, onceJove trined forher,

Like a dwarf palmwhich wanto n Arabs fo il
Of bearing its own pro per wine and o il ,

Bygraftinginto it the stranger
- vine,

W hich sucks its heart out, slyand serpentine,
Till forth o ne vine-palm feathers to th e ro o t,

And red drops moisten the insipid fruit.
Once Adelaide set on,—the subtle ma te
Of the weak so ldier, urged to emulate

The Church’s valiant women deed fo r deed ,
And paragon her namesake, win themeed

O
’
the great Ma tilda ,

—soon they o verbore
The rest ofLombardy,—no t as befo re
By an instinctive truculence, but patched
The Kaiser’s stra tegy until it matched
The P ontifi

’
s, so ught o ld ends by novel means.

Only, why is it Salinguerra screens
H imself behind R omano —him we bade
Enjoy o ur shine i

’
the front, no t seek the
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A liegeman
’
s challenge, straight he to o was God

’
s own now P D ro p the d ormitorybar,

calmed

As if his ha te cou ld bear to lie embalmed ,
Enfo ld the scanty grey serge scapular

1

Twice o
’
er the cow! to mufflememories out !

Bricked up , themoo dy P haraoh, and survive So But the midnigh t whisper turns a

All intermed ia te crumblings , to arrive

At eart h’s catastro phe —’twas Este’s crash
N o t Aaro

’
s he demanded , so , no rash

P roced ure ! Este
’
s true antagonist

R ose out o fEcelin all voices whist ,

shout ,
Eyes wink , mouths open, pu lses circulate

In the stone wa lls : the past , the world

you hate

Is with you , ambush , o pen field—o r see

Al l eyes were sharpened , wits predicted . H e The surging flame—we fireViccon —glee !
’
Twas, leaned in the embrasure absently,
Amused with his own effo rts, now, to trace

W ith his steel - shea thed forefinger Fried rich
’
s

face

I’ the d ust : but as the trees waved sere, his

smile

D eepened , and wo rd s expressed its thought
erewhile.

Ay, fairly ho used at last, my o ld com

peer
That we should stick together, all the year
I kept Vicenza —H ow o ld Boniface,

Old Am caught us in its market - place,
H e by tha t pillar, I a t this,—caught each
In mid swing, more than fury o fhis speech ,
Egging the rabble on to disavow

Allegiance to theirMarquis—Bacchus, how
They boasted ! Ecelin must turn their

N o r, if released , will Sa linguerra grudge

P aying arrears o f tribu te due long since
Bacchus ! My man could promise then ,

norwince :

The bones-and -muscles ! Sound of wind

and limb,
Spoke he the set excuse I framed fo r him
And now he sits me, slavering and mute,
Intent o n chafing each starved purple foo t
Benumbed past aching with the altar

slab
W ill no vein throb there when some monk

shall blab
Spitefully to the circle o f bald scalps,
Friedrich

’
s afi rmed to be our side the

Alps
Eh , bro ther Lactance, bro ther Anaclet

Sworn to abjure the world , its fume and

fret,

Fo llow, let P ilio and Bernard o chaffe !
Bring up the Mantuans— through San

’
twas my

Ah , the mad people waken ? Ah , they
writhe

And reach us ? If they block the gate?

N o tithe
Can pass

— keep back, you Basa nese !

The edge,

Use the edge
—shear, thrust , hew, melt

d own the wedge,

Let out the black o f those black up turned
eyes

H ell—are they sprinkling fire too i' The

blo od fries
And hisses on yourbrassgloves as th ey tear
Those upturned moes chokingwith d espair.

Brave l Slid der through the rockinggate !

H ow now P

You six had charge o f her?
’
And then

the vow

Comes, and the foam spirts, hair’s p lucked ,
till o ne shriek

“

(I hearit ) and you fling—you canno t speak
Your go ld - flowered basnet to a man who

haled
TheAdelaide he dared scarce view unveiled

This mo rn, naked across the fire how

crown

The archer tha t exhausted lays yo u d own
Your infant , smilingat the flame, and dies?
W hile one, while urine

Bacchus ! I think there lies
Mo re than o ne corpse there (and he

paced the room)
—Ano ther cinder somewhere
do om

l A loose sleeveless vestment .
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Besid e, my d o om IfAdelaide is dead ,

I live the same, this Am lives instead

Of that to me, and we pul l, any how,

Este into a heap : thema tter’s now
At the true juncture slippingus so oft .

Ay, H einrich died and Otho , please you ,
do fl

'

ed

His crown at such a juncture !
ho lds

OurFried rich
’
s purpose, ifthis chain enfo lds

The neck o f . who but this sameEcelin

That must recoil when the best days begin !
Recoil that

’
s nought if the recoiler

leaves

His name fo r me to figh t with , no one

Still, if

But he must interfere, forso o th , unlock
H

'

s Cloister to becomemy stumbling-blo ck
Just as o f o ld ! Ay, ay, there

’
tis again

The land
’
s inevitable H ead—explain

The reverences tha t subject us ! Count

These Ecelins now ! N o t to say as fo unt ,

Originatingpowero fthought ,—fromtwelve
Tha t dro p 1’ the trenches they joined hands
to delve,

Six sha ll surpass him, but

must twine

Somehow with something Ecelin
’
s a fine

Clear name ’
Twere simpler, doubtless,

why men

At once : our clo istered friend
’
s capacity

Was o f a so rt ! I had to sharemyself

In fifty po rtions, like an o
’
ertasked elf

That
’
s forced illume in fifty points the vast

Rare vapour he’s environed by. At last

My strengths, though so rely frittered , e
’
en

converge

yet to urge

The man be crowned !
“ That aloe, an he durst ,

Just such a bloated

no , Bacchus, they have

Would climb

I no ted in Mes ina
’
s castle-court

The day I came, when H einrich asked in

If I would pledgemyfaith to win him back
His righ t in Lombardy : for, oncebid pack

Marauders,
’
he co ntinued , in my stead

You rule, Taurello and upon this head
Laid the silk glo ve o fCo nstance—I see her
Too , mantled head to fo o t in miniver,
R etrude fo llowing !

I am abso lved
From further toil : the empery devo lved
On me,

’
twas Tito

’
s word : I have to lay

Fo r o ncemy plan, pursue myplan myway,
P rompt nobod y, and render an account

Taurello to Taurello N ay, I mo unt
To Fried rich : he conceives the po st I kept ,
—W ho did true service, able o r inept,
W ho ’

s wo rthy guerd on, Ecelin or I .
Me guerdoned , counsel fo llows : would he

vre

W ith the P ope really Azzo , Boniface

Compose a right
- arm H ohensta ufl

'

en
’
s race

Must break ere govern Lombardy. I point
H ow easy ’

twere to twist , o nce out o fjo int,
The so cket from the bone myAz zo

’
s stare

Meanwhile for I , this idle strap to wear,
Sha ll—fret myself abundantly, what end
To serve P There’s left me twenty years
to Spend
H owbetterthanmyo ld way? H ad I one

W ho laboured to o ’erthrowmywork—a son

H atchingwith Am superb treachery,
To ro o t my pines up and then po iso n me,
Suppo se—’

twereworthwhile fru stra te that

Ano ther life’s ordained me : the wo rld
’
s

tide

R o lls, and what hope o f parting from the

press
Ofwaves, a single wave though weariness
Gently lifted aside, laid upon sho re ?

My lifemust be lived out in foam and roar,
N o question. Fifty years the province held
Taurello ; troubles raised , and troubles
quelled ,

H e in the midst—who leaves this quaint
stone place,

These trees a year or two , then no t a trace

Of him ! H ow obtain ho ld , fetter men’
s

tongues

Like this po or minstrel with the fo o lish

songs
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To which, despite our bustle, he is linked
—Flowers o ne may teaze, that nevergrow

extinct .

Ay, tha t patch , surely, green as ever, where
I set H er Mo o rish lentisk , by the stair,
To o verawe the aloes ; and we trod

Those flowers, how ca ll yo u such —into
the so d

A stately foreigner—a wo rld of pain
To make it thrive, arrest rough winds—all

It would decline ; these would no t be

And now, where is it where can you avo id
The flowers ? I frighten children twenty

Longer
—which way, too , Ecelin appears

To thwart me, fo r his son
’
s beso tted youth

Gives promise o f the proper tiger- too th
They feel it a t Vicenza ! Fate, fa te, fa te,

My fine Taurello Go yo u , promulga te
Friedrich’s decree, and here ’

s shall aggran

YoungEcelin—yourP refect
’
s badge a prize

Too precious, certainly .

H ow now ? Compete
W ith my o ld comrade ? shuffle from their

H is children ? P altry dealing D on
’
t I

know
Ecelin now, I think, and years ago
W ha t

’
s changed

—the weakness ? did no t I
compo und

For that , and undertake to keep himsound

D espite it ? H ere
’
s Taurello hankering

After a boy’s preferment— this plaything
To carry, Bacchus And he laughed .

R emark
W hy schemes wherein co ld - blo o ded men

P rosper, when yo ur enthusiastic sort
Fail : while these last areeverstoppingshort
(So much they should—so little they can do
The careless tribe see no thing to pursue
If they desist meantime their scheme suc

Th oughts were caprices in the course o f

SOR D ELLO

To cure his nostril with , and festered lip s ,

Methodic with Taurello ; so , he turned ,

Enough amused by fancies fairly earned
OfEste

’
s horror- struck submitted neck,

And R ichard , thecowed bmggargat hisbeck,
To his own petty but immediate d oubt
If he co u ld pacify the League with out
Conced ingR ichard ; just to this was bro ught
That interval o f vain d iscursive though t

As , sha ll I say, some Ethiop, pas t pursuit
Of all enslavers, dips a shackled fo o t
Burnt to the blo o d , into the drowsy bla ck

'

Enormouswatercoursewhich guides him back
Tc his own tribe again, where he is king ;
And laughs because he guesses, numbering
The yellower po ison-wattles on the po uch
Of the first lizard wrested from its co uch

Under the slime (whose skin, the while, he

Tha t he has reached its boundary, at las t
May brea the ;—thinks o

’
er enchantments o !

the South

So vereign to plagueh is enemies, theirmo uth ,

Eyes , nails, and hair ; but, these ench an t

ments tried

In fancy, pu ts them so berly aside
Fo r truth , projects a coo l returnwith friend s ,
The likeliho od o fwinningmere amend s

Ere long; thinks that , takes comfort sil ently,
Then, from the river’s brink, his wro ngs

and he,

H uggingrevenge close to theirhearts, areso on

Off- striding for the Mountains of th e M o o n .

Midnight thewa tchernodded on his spea r,
Since clo uds dispersing left a passage clear

Fo r anymeagre and disco loured mo o n

To venture forth ; and such was peeringsoo
Abo ve the harassed city—her close lanes
Closer, no t half so taperingher fanes,
As tho ugh she shrunk into herself to keep
W ha t little lifewas saved , more safely. H ea p
Byheap thewatch -firesmo uldered , and besid e
The blackest spoke So rdello and replied
P a lma with none to listen .

’
Tis yo ur cause

W hat makes a Ghibellin ? There sh ould

be laws
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Grea t act . R ome, dead , forgo tten, lived at H ow could he doubt onemoment R ome’s

W ithin that brain, though to a vulgar priest
And a vile stranger,

—two no t worth a slave

Of R ome
’
s, P ope John, KingOtho ,—fo rtune Of the Capito l, o fCastle Angelo

New structures, that inordinately glow,

Therule there so , Crescentius, haplydressed Subdued , brough t back to harmony,mad e ripe
In white, mlled R oman Consul fo r a jest ,
Takingthepeo ple at theirword , forth stepped
As upon Brutus’ heel, nor ever kept That hoped to leave Old temples in the lurch ,
R omewaiting,—stood erect ,and fromhisbrain Corrected by the Theatre forlorn
Gave R ome out on its ancient place again,
Ay, bade proceed with Brutus

’ R ome, Kings

Themselves mere citizens o f, and , beguiled
Into great though ts thereby, would cho o se

Out o f a lapfu ll, spoil their diadem
—The Sena te’s cypherwas so hard to scratch
H e flashes like a phanal , all men catch
The flame, R ome

’
s just accomplished ! when

Otho ,withJohn, theConsul
’
sstephad spurned ,

And H ugo Lo rd of Este, to redress Finish the dream grown from the archer
’
s

Thewrongs o feach . Crescentius in the stress

Of adverse fortune bent . They crucified
Their Consul in the Forum 3 and abide BOOK TH E FIFTH .

E
’
ersince such slaves atR ome, tha t I— (for I

W as o nce a brown - sleeve bro ther, merrily Is it them e Sord ello in the dusk

Appointed )—I had option to keep wife As at the dawn —merely a perished h usk
Or keep brown sleeves, and managed in Now, that arose a power fit to build

Up R ome again The proud conception
Lo se bo th . A song o f R ome ! ”

And R ome, indeed , 80 so on ? Ay, watch that latest dream of

R obed a t Go ito in fantastic weed ,
The Mo ther-City o fhis Mantuan days, —A Rome indebted to no P ala tine

Looked an esta blished point o f light whence D ro p arch by arch , Sordello ! Art possessed
Of thywish now, rewarded for thy quest

Tra versed the world ; for, all the clustered To -day amongFerrara
’
s squalid sons

M e o fmen, seemed bent on being R omes Meet fo r the ShiningCity ? Soo th to say,

In their degree ; the question was, h ow each
Shouldmost resembleR ome, clean out ofreach . Afier a fashion This companion slips
N o r, o f the Two , did either princip le On the smoo th causey, t’o ther blinkard trips
Struggleto change,but to possess R ome, -still At his moo ned sandal . Leave to lead the

Guelf R ome orGhibellin R ome. brawls
Let R ome advance ! H ere i

’
the a tria ?” No , hiend l H e

R ome, as she struck Sordello ’
s ignorance

Lay and o
’
ershad owed it . These hin ts com

bined ,
R ome typifies the scheme to put mankind
Oncemore in full possessio n of their righ ts.
“ Let us have R ome again l Onme it lights
“ To build up R ome—onme, thefirst a nd last :
For such a future was end ured the p ast !

”

And thus, in thegrey twilight, fo rth he Sprung
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On augh t but a stihadiurn 1 what his Took each , nor to o fit ,- to o ne task,

Who p uts the lustral vu e to such an use ? No leaping o
’
er the petty to the prime,

Oh, hud d le up the day
’
s disasters March , W hen just the substituting osier lithe

Ye runaga tes , and dro p tho u, arch by arch , For brittle bulrush , sound wo od for so ft

To furtherloam- and - roughcast -worka stage
Studymere shelter, now, fo r him, and him, Exacts an architect , exacts an age

Nay, even the worst,—just house them No tables o f the Mauritanian tree

Sufices throw out earth A loo ph o le Tha t way was R ome built. Better (say
you ) merge

They ask to feel the sun shine, see the grass At o nce all workmen in the demim'gey
Grow, hear the lurks sing? D ead art thou , All epochs in a lifetime, every task

In one I
”
So should the sudden city bask

And I am d ead But here’s our son excels I’ the day—while those we
’
d feast there,

Of keeping fresh - chalked gowns h'om speck
His dream into a d oo r- post , just escapa
Th e mystery o f hinges. Lie we bo th Distinguish no t rare peacock from vile swan ,
Perdue ano ther age. The go od ly growth NorMareo tic juice fiom Cu cuban.

Ofbrick and stone ! Our building-

pelt was Enough o f R ome ! Twas happy to

k it that descendant
’
s garb suits well eno ugh

Wha t
’
s time to us ? At last, a city rears

Last age, an aqueduct was counted work,
But now they tire the artificer upon

- Careful , Jove’s fiwe be duly fulgurant,

This R ome and ours—resemblance what,

mt scurvy dumb- show and this pagean t

These R o rnans and our rahble ? Use thy

The work marched : step by step ,
—a work

A kind of glass (vo lcanic).

Me o f that credit : for the rest, her spite
Is an o ld sto ry—serves my fo lly right
By addingyet ano ther to the dull
List o f abortio ns—things pro ved beautiful
Could they be d one, Sord ello canno t d o .

”

H e sat upon the terrace, plucked and threw
The powdery aloe- cusps away, saw shift

R ome’s walls, and dro p arch after arch , and

Mist - like afir those pillars o f a ll stripe,
Mounds o f all majesty. Thou archetype,
Last ofmy dreams and lo veliest, depart I

”

And then a low voicewound into his heart
Sordello (low as some o ld P ythoness

Conceding to a Lydian King
’
s distress

The cause o f his long error—o nemistake
Of her past oracle) Sordello , wake !
“ God has conceded two sigh ts to a man

One, of men’
s who le work, time’s com

pleted plan,
The o ther, o f the minute’s work, man

’
s
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Save hope o f tha t supreme step which, An apparition i
’
themidst The ro u t

W as checked , a breathles s ringwas fo rmed
Earliest, was meant still to remain untried

Only to give you heart to take your own That sudden flower : get ro und at any risk

Step, and there stay, leaving the rest alone ? The go ld
-rough po intel, silver-blan

’

ng disk

W here is the vanity ? W hy co unt as one 0
’
the lily l Swords across it 1 R eign thy

The first step, with the last step ? W ha t is

Except R ome’s aery magnificence, —The very child o f o ver-joymrmess,
That last step you’

d ta ke first —an evidence

Yo u were Go d : be man now ! Let those
glances fa ll 1 Of Strength comes o f that forehead con fi

The basis, the beginning step of all , dent ,

W hich proves yo u just a man—is tha t gone Those widened eyes expecting heart
’
s

P ity to disconcert one versed as you A calm as o ut o f just -queued noise n or

In fi te
’
s il l - na ture I but its full extent

Eludes Sordello , even : the veil rent, For d o ubt, the ample check in gracio us

R ead the black writing
—that co llective

Outstrips th e individual . W h o began H e wills, how should he d oubt then

The acknowledged grea tnesses Ay, your
own art W as it So rdello pried into the work

Sha ll serveus put the poet
’
smimes apart So far accomplished , and discovered lurk

Close with the poet’s self, and lo , a dim A company amid the o ther clans,
Yet to o plain form divides itself from him Only distinct in priests fo r castellans
Aleamo ’

s so ng enmeshes the lulled Isle,
W o ven into the echoes left erewhile Its rule, their interest its interest,

ByNina , o ne so ft web o f song : no more

Turning his name, then, fiower-e o
’
er

and o
’

er I

An elder poet in the younger
’
s place

N ina
’
s the strength, butAlcamo

’
s thegrace

You get no who le and perfect P oet—still
New N inas, Aleamos, till time

’
s mid - nigh t

Shrouds a ll—o rbettersay, the shuttinglight
Of a forgo tten yesterday. D issect

Every ideal wo rkman—4to reject
In favo ur of your fearful igno rance Blo ts heaven—that help was prema turely
The thousand phanta sms eager to advance,

And point you but to those within your Aside, perchance l—but airclears , nought
’
s

W ere you the first who brought (in Of the true outline. Thus much being
modern speech )

The Multitude to be materia lized The o therwas a scafi
'

o ld . See him stand

Tha t loose eternal unrest—who devised Buttressed upon his mattock, H ildebrand

W rapt in itself, no energy to spend
In making ad versaries o r allies}
Dived you into its capabilities
And d ared create, ou t of that sect , a son

Should turn a multitude, a lready who le,
Into its body Speak plainer l Is’t so sure

God
’
s church lives by a King

’
s investiture

Lo ok to last step I A staggering—a sho ck

W hat’s mere sand is demo lished , while the
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Ortwo , o fKnowledge, part by Strength and W ith their ignoble rhymes on R ichard , how
P o lt - foo t ,

’
sangthey, was in a pitfa ll now ,

’

ByKnowledge 1 Then, indeed , perchance Cheering each o ther from the engine

So rdello on his race—would time divu lge That cripp led spawlingidio t who recounts

Such secrets ! Ifo ne step’s awry, onebulge H ow, lopped o f limbs, he lay, stu pid as

Calls fo r correction by a step we tho ught stone,

Go t o ver lo ng since, why, till tha t is “ Till thepains crep t fi
'
omo ut himone byo ne,

wro ught, And wriggles ro und the archers o n his

N o progress l And the scafl
'

o ld in its turn head

Becomes, its service o
’
er, a thingto spum . To earn amo rsel o f theirchestnut tr ead ,

Meanwhile, ifyour half- d o zen years o f life And Cino , always in the self- same p lace

In store dispose yo u to forego the strife, W eeping beside that o therwretch
’
s ease,

W h o takes exceptio n Only bear in mind Eyepits to ear, one gangrene since he

Ferrara
’
s reached , Goito ’

s left behind
As you then were, as half yourself, des ist l The engine in his coat o f raw sheep

’
s hide

—The warrior-part ofyo u may, an it list, A d ouble watch in the noon sun ; and see

Findingreal fau lchions difi cu lt to poise, Lucchino , beauty, with the favo urs free,
Fling them afar and taste the cream o f Trim hacqueton,1 sprucebeard and scented

joys hair,
Bywielding such

'

rn fancy, - what rs bard Cammigningit for the first time—cu t there
Ofyo u may spum the vehicle tha t marred In two already, boy enough to craw l

Elys so much , and in free fancy glut Fo r la tter o rpine round the so uthern wal l,
H is sense, yet write no verses—you have Toma, where R ichard

’
s kept , beca use that

but whore
To please yourself for law, and o nce could Marfisa , the fo o l never saw before,
please Sickened forflowers thiswearisomest siege

W ha t o nce appeared yo urself, by dreaming And Tisc
’
a wife—men liked their pretty

these liege,
Ra ther than do ing these, in days gone by. Cared fo r her least o fwhims once, -Berta ,

But all is changed the moment you d escry wed

Mankind as half yourself, - then, fi ncy
’
s A twelvemonth gone, and , now poo rTiso

’
s

trad e dead ,
Ends once and always : howmayhalfevad e D eliveringhersel} o fhis first child
The o therhalf ? men are found half o fyo u . On tha t chance heap o fwet filth , reco nciled
Out o f a thousand helps , just one o r two To fifiy gasers l

”
- (H ere a wind below

Can be accomplished pres ently : but flinch
From these (as from the faulchion, raised an From the pine barrier) W hat if, now the

inch , scene

Elys, described a couplet) and make proo f D raws to a cl ose, yourselfhave rea lly been

Of fancy,—then , while o ne half lo lls alo of —You , plucking purples
'

m Goito ’
s moss

I’ the vines, completing R ome to the tip Like edges o f a trabea ’ (no t to cro ss

top Your consul -humour) or dry aloe- shafts

See if, for that, your o ther halfwill stop Fo r fasces, a t Ferrara—he, fa te wa tts,
A tear, begin a smile l The rabble’s woes, This very age, herwho le inheritance
Ludicrous in their patience as they chose Of opportunities Yet you advance
To sit about their town and quietly

l A quilted jar:ket . ’A purple top .
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Upon the last Since talkingis yo ur trade,
There

'
s Sa linguerra left yo u to persuade

Fail ! then

N o—no—which la test chance
secure !

heaped up and cried Sordello :
“
thismadesure,

The past were yet red eemable ; its wo rk
Was—he]p the Guelfs, whom I, howe’er
it irk,

Th e help I
”

haulm
Out ofhis d o ublet , paused , proceeded ca lm
To the app o inted presence. The large head
Turned o n its socket And your spokes
man ,

”
said

The large v o ice, is Elcorte
’
s happy sprout ?

Few such —( so finishinga speech no doubt
Addressed to P a lma , silent a t his side)
—My so ber councils have diversified .

Elcorte
’
s son good : fo rward as you may,

Our h dy
’
s minstrel with so much to say !

”

The hea
'

ta ting sunset floa ted back ,
Rosily traversed in the wonted track
The chamber, from the lat tice o

’
er the girth

Ofpines, to the huge eagle blacked in earth

0pposite,—o u tlined sudden , spur to crest,

H e shook the fo o lish aloe

Palma’s co ntour ;
’
twas day lo oped back

nigh t
’
s pan

Sordello had a chance left spite of all .

And much he made of the convincing

Meant to compensa te for the past and reach
Through his you th

’
s daybreak o f unprofit,

To his no on
’
3 labour, so proceed till night

Leisurely ! The great argument to bind

Taurello with the Guelf Cause, bo dy and

mind ,

—Came the consumma te rheto ric to tha t ?
ct mo st So rdello

’
s argument dropped flat

Through hisaccustomed fault o fbreakrngyoke,
Disjoininghimwho felt fromhimwho spoke.

Was’t no t a touching incident—ao prompt
Arendering the wo rld its just accompt ,
Once pro ved its debto r? W ho ’d suppose,

before

This pro o f, that he, Goito
’
s go d o fyo re,

773

At d uty’s instance could demean himself
So memorably, dwind le to a Guelf
Be sure, in such delicious flattery steeped ,
H is inmo st selfa t the out -po rtion peeped ,
Thus o ccupied ; then sto le a glance at those

Appealed to , curious if her co lour rose
Or his lip moved , while he discreetly urged
The need o f Lombardy becoming purged
At so o nes t o f her baro ns ; the poo r part
Abandoned thus, missing the blood at heart
And spirit in brain , unsm onably o ff

Elsewhere ! But, though his speech was

wo rthy scofl',
Go od -humoured Sa linguerra, fimed for tact
And tongue, who , carel of his phrase,

ne
’
er lacked

The righ t phrase, and harangued H ono rius
dumb

At his accessio n ,
- lo oked as all fell plumb

To purpose and himself found interest
In every point his new instructo r pres ed

—Left playingwith the rescript
’
s white wax

Then a flish o f bitter truth
So fantasies could break and fritter yo uth

R emember and forget, be sad , rejo ice
As saved a trouble ; he might , at his cho ice,
One way or o ther, idle life ou t , drop
No few smo o th verses by the way

—for prop,

To scrutinize Sordello head and heel.

H emeans to yield assent sure ? N o , alas I

All he rep lied was , W ha t, it comes to pass
“ Tha t poesy, soo ner than po lities,
Makes fade young hair? To think such

speech cou ld fix

Taurello I

Lost will to wo rk, lost power to even express
The need o fworking ! Earth was turned a

grave

N0 more o ccasions now, though he sh ould

crave

Just one, in righ t o f superhuman toil,
To do what was und one, repair such spo il ,

Alterthepast—no thingwould givethechance !
No t that he was to die ; he saw askance
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A thyrsus, these sad peo ple, all the same,
Sho u ld pick up , and set store by,

— far from

blame,
P lant o

’
er his hearse, convinced his better

Survived him. R a ther tear men o u t the

O
’
the truth ! —So rdello muttered , and

H is propositions fo r the Mul titude.

Bu t Sa linguerra , who at this attack
H ad th rown great breast and rufiiing co rslet

To hear the better, smilingly resumed
H is task ; benea th, the ca rroch’s warning

H emust decide with Tito ; co urteously
H e turned then , even seeming to agree

W ith his admo nisher Assist the P o pe,
Extend Guelf d omination, fill the sco pe
O

’
the Church , thus based on All, by All ,

Change Secu lar to Evangelieal
Echo ing his very sentence : all seemed lo st ,
W hen suddenly he lo oked up , laughingly

a lmo st ,
To P a lma This opinion of your friend ’

s

Fo r instance, wo uld it answer P alma’
s

ends ?

Best , were it no t , turn Guelf, submit our
Strengt

(H ere he drew out his baldric to its length )
To the P ope’s Knowledge

—let our

W ide to the walls throw o pe our ga tes,
equip

Azzo with wha t I ho ld here ! W ho ’ll

To a trite censure o f the minstrel tribe

W ith common sense : at Mantua I h ad h om e

This chanted , better than theirmo st fo rlo rn
Of bull - baits, —that

’
s indisputable

Spear-head s for ba ttle, burr-heads fo r the A meal, munched millet grains and let tu

joust
—W hen Constance, fo r his co uplets , would Together in his stomach rattle lo ose ;
promo te

Alcamo , from a parti-co loured coa t ,

To ho ldingher lo rd
’
s stirrup in the wars.

You find them perfect next day to pro duce

1 One of the automa ta sent by H arourm l
N o t tha t I see where couplet -making jars R aschid to Charlemagne.

Bra v e

W hom vanity nigh slew, contempt sh a ll sa v e 3
Ali

’
s at an end a Troubad o ur supp o se

Mankind will class him with their fi'iend s o r

foes

A puny uncouth ailing vassa ! think
Thewo rld and himbo und in some specia l link ?
Abrupt the visio nary tether burst.
W ha t were rewarded here, o r what amerced

Ifa po o r drudge, so licito us to dream
D eservingly, go t tangled by his theme

So far as to co nceit the knack orgift
Orwha tsoe’er it be, o f verse, might lift
The globe, a lever like the hand and he a d

Of Men o fAction ,

”
as the Jongleurs said ,

The Grea t Men ,
” in the peo ple’s dia lect ?

And no t a moment did this sco rn afl
'

ec t

So rdello : scorn the poet ? They, fo r o nce,
Asking

“ wha t was,” obtm
'

ned a firll res p o nse.

Bid Nad d o think a t Mantua—he had bu t
To lo ok into his promptuary, put
Finger on a set thought in a set speech
But was So rdello fitted th us fo r each

Co njecture ? N owise ; sincewithin his so u l.

P erception brooded unexprcmed and wh o le .

A healthy spirit like a healthy frame

Craves aliment in plenty—a ll the same,
Changes, assimilates its aliment.
P erceived So rdello , on a tru th inb a t

Than figs o r o lives in a sated maw.

’
Tis Knowledge, whither such perceptio ns

tend ;

They lose themselves in that , means to an end ,
The many o ld pro ducing some o ne new,

A last unlike the first . If lies are true,

The Caliph ’
s wheel -work man ’

o f brass re
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Bird , beast , for beast and bird , o r pro ve Themselves on somewhat ; but one mind

earth bore
One veritable man orwoman more ? Step after step, by just ascent sublirncd .

Means to an end , such proo fs are : what the
“ Thought is the soul o f act , and , stage by

end stage,

Let es sence, wha tsoe’er it be, extend Soul is from body still to dismgage
Never contract . Already you include As tending to a freedomwhich rejects
The multitude then let the multitude Such help and inco rpo real ly afl

'

ects

Include yourself ; and the result were new The wo rld , prod ucing deeds bu t no t by

Themselves before, the multitude turn yo u . deeds,
This were to live and mo ve and have, m Swaying, in o thers, frames itselfexceeds,
them, Assigning them the simpler tasks it used

Your being, and secure a diadem To patiently perfo rm till So ng pro d uced
Yo u should transmit (because no cycle Acts , by thoughts only, for themind : divest

yearns Mind o f e
’
en Thought, and , lo , Go d

’
s un

Beyond itself, but o n itself returns) expressed
W hen, the full sphere in wane, the wo rld W ill draws above us ! All then is to win

o
’
erlaid Save that. H owmuch fo rme, then who -

e

Long since with yo u , shall have in turn

obeyed
Some orb still prouder, some displayer, still
Mo re po tent than the last, o fhuman will,
And somenewkingdepose the o ld . Ofsuch

Am I—whom pride o f this ela tes to o much
Safe, rather say,

’mid tro ops o fpeers again ;
I, with myword s, hailed bro thero fthe train
D eeds o nce sufi ced : fo r, let theworld ro ll

back,
W h o fails, thro ugh deed s howe

’
er diverse,

My purpose still, my task ? A teeming
crust

Air, fiamc, earth , wave at co nflict I Then ,

needs must

Emerge some Calm embodied , these refer

The brawl to—yellow-bearded Jupiter
No Saturn ; some existence like a pact
And pro test against Chaos, some firstmet
I’thefaint o ftime. Mydeep o f life, I know,

Is unavailing e
’
en to poorly show”

(Fo r here the Chief immeasurably yawned )
“ D eeds in their d ue gradation till

Songdawned Thus marshalled in the masque l Myself,
The firllest effluence of the fines t mind , the while,
All in d egree, no way diverse in kind As one o fyou , am witness, shrink or smile
Fromminds about it , minds which , more o r At my own showing Next age

-wlrat
’
s

less, to d o

Lofty or low, mo ve seeking to impress The men and women sta tioned hitherto

My wo rk ? About me, ficcs ! and they
flock,

The earnest firces. W ha t sha ll l unlock

Bysong? beho ld meprompt , whate
’
erit be,

To minister : howmuch can morta ls see

OfLife ? No mo re than so ? I take the usk
And marshal you Life

’
s elemental masque,

Show Men, o n evil o r on goo d lay stress,

This light, this shade make prominent,
suppress

All o rd inary hues that so fteningblend
Such na tures with the level. App rehend
W hich sinner is, which saint, if I allo t
H ell , P urgatory, H eaven, a blaze o r blo t,
To thoseyo u do ubt concerning I enwomb

Some wretched Friedrich with his red -ho t

tomb ;
Some dubious spirit , Lombard Agilulph
W ith the black chasteningriver I engu lph
Some unapproached Ma tilda I enshrine
W ith languors o f the planet o f decline
These, h il to recognise, to arbitrate
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Will I unsta tio n , go od and bad , co nd uct

Each na ture to its farthest, o r obstruct
At so onest , in the world ligh t, thwarted ,

A limp id purity to rainbow flakes,
Or sha d ow, massed , freezes to glo om

H ow such , with fit ass istance to unfo ld ,

Or obsta cles to crush them, disengage

Their forms, lo ve, hate, h0pe, fear, peace

In presence o f yo u all Myself, implied
Superio r now, as, by the pla tfo rm’

s side,

I bade them do and sufl
'

er,
—would last

con tent

Th e wo rld no—tha t’s too far ! I

A few, my masque contented , and to these

Offer unveil the last o fmysteries
Man’

s inmost life sha ll have yet freer

Oncemo re I cast external th ings away,
And na tures composite, so decompose

W hy, he writes Sordello !

H ow I rose,
And how have you ad vanced since ever

mo re

Yourselv es effect wha t I was fain befo re
Bflect , wha t I supp lied yo urselves suggest ,
What I leave bare yo urselves can now ia

vest.

H owwe a ttain to ta lk as bro thers talk,
In half-wo rds, ml! things by ha lf-names ,
no ba lk

Takes in account the wo rk o fYesterday
Has no t the world a P ast now, its adept
Consults ere he dispense with or accept
New aids a single touch mo re may en

hance,
’
Atouch less turn to insignificance

Those structures
’
symmetry the past has

strewed

Theworld with , once so here. Leave the

Eltplicit details
’
tis but bro ther’s speech

We need , speech where an accent
’
s change

VOL. I.

The o ther’5 so ul—no speech to understand

By fo rmer audience need was then to

Expatiate hard ly were we bro thers !

N o r I lament my smal l remo ve from yo u ,
N o rreconstruct wha t stands already. Ends

Accomplished turn to means my art

intend s

New structure from the ancient : u they

The Spo ils o f every clime a t Venice, ranged
The horned and sno uted Libyan god ,

As in his desert , by some simple bright
Clay cinerary pitcher—Thebes as R ome,
Ath ens as Byzant rifled , till their D ome
From earth’s reputed consumma tions razed

A seal, the all - transmutingTriad blazed
Above. Ah , whose that fo rtune ? Ne

’
er

theless

E
’
en he must sto o p co ntented to express

N o tithe o fwha t’s to say
—the vehicle

N ever suflicient : but his work is still
Fo r faces like the faces tha t select
The single service I am bound effect,

Tha t bid me cast aside such fincies, bow
Taurello to the Guelf cause, disa llow

The Kaiser’s coming
—which with heart ,

so ul, strength ,

I labour for, this eve, who feel at length
My past career’s o utrageo us vanity,
And would , as its amends, die, even die

N ow I first estima te the boo n o f life,

If death might win compliance—sure, this

Is right for once—the P eople my support .
My po o r So rdello wha t may we extort

By this, I wo nder P alma’
s lighted eyes

Turned to Taurello who , long past surprise,
Began, You lo ve him—wha t yo u’

d say at

large

Let me say briefly. First, your fa ther’s
charge

To me, his friend , peruse I guessed indeed
You were no stranger to the course decreed

H e bids me leave his children to the saints
As for a certain project, he acquaint

'

s

M
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The P ope with tha t, and ofl
'

ers him the best
Of yo ur po sses sions to permit the rest
Go peaceably—to Ecelin , a stripe
Of so il the cursed Vicentines will gripe,
—To Alberic, a patch the Trevisan
Clutches already ; extricate, who can,

SOR DELLO

As by yo ur pale friend—Bacchus ! The

least help
W ould lick thehind ’s awn to a lion’

swhelp

H is neck is broad enough—a ready tongue
Beside : too writhled—but , themain thing,

Treville, Villarazzi, P uiss o lo , I could why, look ye !
Lo ria and Ca rtiglione

-a ll must go , And the badge was thrown
And with them go my hopes .

’
Tis lost, Across Sordello

’
s neck “ This badge alone

Makes you R omano ’
s H ead becomes

This eve, o ur crisis, and some pains it cost superb
P rocuring ; thirty years—a s go od I’d spent On your here neck, which would , on mine,
Like our admonisher ! But each his bent
P ursues : no question, onemight live absurd
Ones elf this while, by deed as he by wo rd
P ersisting to obtrude an influence where
’
Tis made account o f, much as nay,

W ith twice the fortune, youngster - I sub

mit ,
H appy to para llel my waste o fwit
W ith the renowned So rdello

’
s you decide

A co urse forme. R omano may abide
R omano ,—Bacchus Afterall, what dearth
OfEcelins and Alberics on earth

Say there
’
s a prize in prospect ,must disgrace

Betide competito rs, unless they style
Themselves R omano ? W ere it worth my One canno t slacken pace so near the goal,

Sufl
'

ermy Arm to escape heart -who le

To trymy own luck Bu t an obscure place This time ! For you there
’
s P alma to

Suits me—there wants a yo uth to bustle,

And attitudinize—some figh t, more talk,
Most flauntingbadges—how, I might make

Since Friedrich
’
s very purposes lie here

H ere, pity they are like to lie Fo rme,
W ith station fixed unceremoniously
Longsince, smal l use contesting ; I ambut
The liegeman—yo u are born thelieges : shut
Tha t gentlemouth now ! or resume yourkin
In your sweet self ; were P alma Ecelin

For me to work with I Could tha t neck

This bauble fo r a cumbrous garniture,
She should o r might one bear it fo r
her Stay

I have no t been so flattered many a day
W hen Ecelin had birth . Their conw

The pauldron, said Taurello . A mad act,
N or even dreamed about before—ln fi st,

N o twhen his spo rtivearmro se forthenonce

But he had da llied o vermuch , this once,
W ith power : the thing was d one, and he,

The thingwas d one, proceeded to declare
(So like a naturemade to serve, excel

In serving, o nly feel by service well !)
—Thathewould makeSo rdello that and more.
“ As go od a scheme as any. W ha t

’
s to pore

At inmyflee?
”
he asked po nderirstead

“ This piece of news ; you are R omano
’
s

Forme, one crowning tro uble ere I house
Like my camp er.

”

On which ensued a strange

And so lemn visita tion ; there came change

O
’
erevery one o f them ; each lo oked on each
Up in themidst a truth grew, without Speech
And when the giddiness sank and the bare
Subsided , they were sitting, no amaze,
So rdello with the baldric o n, his sire
Silent , though his proportions seemed aspire
Momently ; and , interpreting the thrill,
Night at its ebb, —P alma was fo und there still
R elating somewhat Adelaide confessed

A year ago , while dying on her breast,
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H imself, reserved o n purpo se, had no t

Old , no t to o o ld—
’
twas best theykept alo ne

Till now, and never id ly met till now
—Then, in the same brea th, to ld So rd ello

All intimations of this eve’s event

W erelies, fo rFried richmust ad vance to Trent,
Thence to Vero na , then to R ome, there stop,
Tumble the Church d own , institute a - to p
The Alps a P refecture o f Lombardy

Tha t’s now no pro phesying W hil t

Ano n, with a new mo narch o f the clime,
Na tive o f Gesi, passing his yo uth

’
s prime

At Naples. Tito bids my cho ice d ecide

On whom

Embrace him, madman l P alma cried ,
W h o through the laugh saw sweat - dro ps

burst apace,
And his lips blanching : he did no t embrace
So rdello , but he laid So rdello

’
s hand

On his own eyes, mo uth , forehead .

Understand ,

W ith instinct at my heart ; I else had

swerved ,

W hile now—look round ! My cunninghas

Need o f the swo rd now 1 Tha t wo u ld so on

This while So rdello was becoming flushed Aught wrong at present ; to the swo rd ia

Out o fhiswhiteness thoughts rushed , fancies
rushed

H e pressed his hand upon his head and signed
Bo th should fo rbear him. Nay, the best

’
s

behind
Taurello laughed—no t quite with the same

The truth is, thus we scatter, ay, like
chaff

These Guelfs, a despicable mo nk reco ils
From : nor expect a fickle Kaiser spoils
Our triumph l—Fried rich ? Think you ,

I intend

Fried rich sha ll reap the fruits o f blood I
spend

And brain I waste Think you , the peo ple

Their hands a t my o ut - hewing this wild gap
Fo r any Fried rich to fill up ?

’
Tis mine

Tha t’s yours : I tell you , towards some

H ave I wo rked blind ly, yes, and id ly, yes ,
And for ano th er, yes

—but worked no less

Samminia to—that’s a centra l place
Secures us Flo rence, boy,

- ia P isa
’
s u se.

By land as she by sea ; with P isa o urs ,

And Florence, and P isto ia , one devo urs

The land at leisure ! G lo rio usly dispersed
Brescia , observe, Milan, P iacenm first

Tha t flanked us (ah , you know no t in the

On these we pile, as keystone o f o ur arch ,

R omagna and Bo logna , who se first span
Co vered the Trentine and the Va lsugan ;

So fia
’
s Egna by Bo lgiano

’
s sure

So he pro ceeded : half o f all this , pure
D elusion, d o ubtless, nor the rest to o true,

But wha t was und one he felt sure to d o ,
As ringby ring he wrung ofl

'

, flung away
The pauldron - rings to give his swo rd -arm

So rd ello
’
s whiteness, undersize :

’
twas plain

H e hardly rendered right to h is own brain
Like a brave hound , men educate to pride
H imself on speed o r scent nor augh t bes

'

de,

As though he could no t, gift by gift, match

men

P alma had listened patiently : but when
’
Twas time exp ostu late, attempt withdraw
Taurello from his child , she, witho u t awe

To ok o ff his iron arms from, o ne by o ne,

So rd ello
’
s shrinking sho ulders , and , that

d o ne,
Mad e him avert his visage and relieve

So rdello (you might see his co rs let heave
The while) who , loose, rose—tried to speak.

They left him in the ch amber. Allwas blank.
And even reeling d own the narrow stair

Taurello kept up , as though unaware

P alma was by to guide him, the o ld device

- Something o f Milan how we muster
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The To rriani
’
s strength there ; all alo ng

Our own Visconti cowed them - thus the

9008
Continued even while she bade h im sto op,
Thrid somehow, by some glimpse o f arrow

lo o p,
The turnings to the gal lery below,

Where he sto pped short as P alma let himgo .

When he had sat in silence long enough

Splintering the stone bench , braving a rebufi
'

She stopped the truncheon ; only to com

One o f So rd ello
’
s poems, a pretence

Forspeaking, some po orrhyme o f Elys’hair
And head tha t

’
s sharp and perfect like a

pear,
So smo o th and close are laid the few fine

lo cks

Stained like pa le honey oo zed from topmo st
rocks

Sun - blanched the livelongsummer — from

his wo rst

Performance, the Go ito , as his first

And that a t end , conceiving from the brow
And openmou th no silence would serve now,

Went on to say the who le world lo ved tha t

And , for that matter, thought his face, tho
’

wan ,

Eclipsed the Count
’
s—he sucking in each

As ifan angel spoke. The fo o lish praise
Ended , he drew her on his mailed knees ,
mad e

H erface a frameworkwith his hands, a shad e,
A crown , an aureo le : there must she remain
(H er little mou th compressed with smiling

As in his gloves she felt her um twitch)
To get the best loo k at , in fittest niche
Dispose his saint . Tha t do ne, he kissed her

brow,

la uded her father fo r his treason now,

He to ld her, o nly, how cou ld one suspect
The wit in him P—whose clansman , re

collect ,
Was ever Sa linguerra

—she, the same,
Romano and his lady- so , might claim

To know all, as she sho uld —and thus
beg“ I)

Schemes with a vengeance, schemes on

schemes, no t o ne

Fit to be to ld tha t fo o lish boy, he said ,
But o nly let Sord ello P alma wed ,
—Then I”

’
Twas a dim longnarrow place at best

Midway a so le gra te showed the fiery W est ,

As shows its co rpse the wo rld
’
s end some

sp lit tomb

A glo om, a rift o f fire, ano ther glo om,

Faced P alma—but a t length Taurello set

H er free ; the grating held o ne ragged jet
Of fierce go ld fire : he lifted her within
The ho llow underneath—how else begin
Fate

’
s seco nd marvello us cycle, else renew

The ages than with P alma plain in view

Then paced the passage, hands clenched , head
erect ,

P ursuing his discourse ; a grand unchecked
Mono tony mad e o ut from his quick ta lk
And the recurring no ises o f his walk
—Somewhat to o much like the o

’
ercharged

assent

Of two reso lved fiiends in one danger blent,
W h o heart en each the o ther against heart
Boasting there’s nought to care fo r, when,

apart

The boas ter, all’s to care fo r. H e, beside
Some shape no t visible, in power and pride
Approached , o ut o fthe dark , ginglinglynear,
Nearer, passed clo se in thebroad light , his ear
Crimso n, eyebal ls suffused , temples full

fraught,
Just a sna tch o f the rapid speech you caught,
And o n he strod e into the oppo site dark,
Till piesently the harsh heel

’
s turn , a spark

I’ the stone, and whirl o f some loose em

bossed thong
That crashed against the angle aye so long
After the last , punctual to an amount

Of mailed grea t paces you could no t but

co unt ,

P repared you fo r the pacing back again.

And by the sna tches yo u might ascertain
That, Friedrich

’
s P refecture surmounted , left

By this alone in Ita ly, they cleft
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Asunder, crushed together, at command

Of no ne, were free to break up H ildebrand ,
R ebuild , he and So rdello , Charlemagne
But garnished , Strength with Knowledge,

ifwe deign

Accept that compromise and sto o p to give
R ome law, th e Caesar

’
s R epresenta tive.

”

Eno ugh, that the il lirnitable flood
Of triumphs afler triumphs, understo o d
In its faint reflux (yo u sha ll bear) sufi ced

Yo ung Ecelin fo r appanage, enticed
H im on till , these longquiet in their graves,
H e found

’
twas lo o ked fo r tha t a who le life’

s

Should somehow be made goo d ; so , weak
and wo rn ,

Must stagger up a t Milan, o ne grey mo rn
Of the to - come, and fight his la test fight.
Bu t , Salinguerra

’
s pro phecy a t height

H e vo luble with a raised arm and stiff,
A blaring vo ice, a blazing eye, as if

H e had o ur very Ita ly to keep
Or cast away, o rgather in a heap
To garriso n the better—ay, his word

W as, run the cucumber into a go urd ,
D rive Trent upo n Apulia —a t their pitch

Wh o spied the co ntinents and islands which
Grew mulberry leaves and sickles , in the

(Strange tha t three such confessions so shou ld

To P a lma , D ante spoke with in the clear
Amo ro us silence o f the Swo o ning

- sphere,
Ca nizza , as he cal led her Never ask

Of P alma mo re ! She sa t , knowing her task
W as done, the labo ur o f it,—for, success
Co ncerned no t P a lma , passio n’

s vo taress. )
Triumph a t height , and thus Sord ello

crowned

Abo ve the passage suddenly a so und

Sto ps speech, sto ps walk : back shrinks
Taurello , bids

W ith large invo luntary asking lids,
P a lma interpret . ’

Tis his own fo o t - stamp
Yo ur hand I H is summons 1 N ay, this

Befits no t l
”
Out they two reeled diz zily.

Visco nti
’

s strong at Milan ,

”
resumed he,

SOR D ELLO

In the o ld , somewhat insignificant way

(W as P a lma wo nt , years afterward , to say)
As though the Spirit

’

s flight, sustained thus fir,
D ro pped at tha t very instant.

P alma , Taurello ; Eglamo r ano n,
Ecelin ,—o nly Nadd o ’

s nevergo ne l

— Ia bours, this mo o nrise, what the Master

Is Squarcialupo speckled - puru lent ,
I
’
d say, bu t when was P ro vidence p ut o ut ?
H e carries somehow handily abo ut
H is spite no r fouls himself I Go ito

’
s

Stand like a cheat detected—stark ro ugh

The mo o n breaks thro ugh, a grey mean sa le

The vault where, this eve
’
s Maiden , tho u

Like some freshmartyr, eyes fixed—wh o can

tell ?

As H eaven , now all
’
s a t end , did no t so well,

Spite o f the faith and victory, to leav e
Its virgin quite to death in the lo ne eve.

W hile the persistinghermit -bee ha ! wait

N 0 longer : these in compass, fo rwa rd firte l

BOOK T H E SIXTH .

TH E thought o f Eglamor
’
s least like a

tho ught,
And yet a false o ne, was,

“ Man sh rinks to
nought

Ifma tched with symbo ls o f immensity
Must quail , fo rsoo th, before a quiet sky
Or sea , too little for their quietude

And , truly, somewhat in So rdello ’
s moo d

Co nfirmed its speciousnes , while eve slow

D own the near terrace to the farther bank,

And o nly one spo t left from o ut the night
Glimmered upon the river opposite
A bread th o fwa tery ha ven like a bay,
A sky

- like space o fwa ter, my fo r ray,
And star fo r star, o ne richness where they

mixed

As this and tha t wing o f an angel, fixed ,
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Somehow eludes us ever, still might be The bucklerwielded handsomely as now !
And is no t I Crave we gems N o penury But view yo ur escort , bear in mind y
Of theirma teria l round us P liant earth vow,

And plastic dame—what balks the mage his Count the pa le tracts o f sand to pas ere

birth
—j acinth in balls o r lodesto ne by the blo ck P
Flinders enrich the strand , veins swell the

N ought mo re ! Seek creatures ? Life
’
s i

’

the tempest , tho ught
Clo thes the keen hill- tap , mid - day woo ds

W ith fervo urs human fo rms arewell enough l
But we had hoped , enco uraged by the stufi

'

P rofuse at na ture
’
s pleasure, men beyond The picturesque achievements by and by

Thes e actua l men —and thus are o ver- fo nd Next life

In arguing, from Goo d—the Best, from fo rce Ay, rally, mock, O P eo p le, urge
D ivided—fo rce combined , an ocean

’
s course Your claims —fo r thus he ventured , to the

From this o ur sea whose mere intestine pants verge,

Might seem at times sufficient to o ur wants . P ush a vain mummery which percha nce dis
Externa l power ! Ifnone be adequa te,

And he stand forth o rdained (a pro uder fa te) Ofhis fast- slippingreso lution thrust
H imselfa law to his own sphere ? R emo ve Likewise : acco rd ingly the Crowd—4115 yet
“ All incompleteness l” for that law, tha t love? H e had unco nsciously contrived forget
Nay, if all o ther laws be feints , —truth veiled I’ thewho le, to dwell o ’

the po ints
H elpfully to weak vision tha t had failed
To grasp aught but its Specia l want,—fo r lure,
Embod ied ? Stro nger visio n could endure

The unbo died want : no part—the who le o f

The P eo ple were himself ; nor, by the ruth
At their co ndition, was he less impelled
To a lter the d iscrepancy beheld ,
Than if, from the so und who le, a sickly part
Subtracted were transformed , d ecked o ut

with art ,
Then pa lmed o n him as alien woe —theGuelf
To succour, proud that he fo rso ok himself.
All is himself ; all service, therefore, ra tes
Alike, no r serving o ne part , immo la tes
The rest : but all in time ! “ Tha t lance o f

Makes havoc so on with Malek and his

Mo ors ,

That buckler’s lined with many a giant
’
s

Ere lo ng, o ur champion, be the lance up

And , ifyou ho pe we struggle thro ugh the

fla t,

P ut lance and buckler by ! Next half

month lacks
Mere sturdy exercise o fmace and axe

To cleave this d isma l brake o f prickly- pear
W hich brist ling ho lds Cydippe by the hair,
Lames barefo o t Agathon : this felled , we

’

ll

The signa l ho n ors easier tln n engage

W ith a dim vulgar vast unobvious grief
N o t to be fincied o ff, norgained relief

In brilliant fits, cured by a Iu ppy quirk,
But by d im vulgar vast unobvious wo rk
T0 correspond this Crowd then, forth

they sto od .

And now content thy strongervisio n, bro od
On thy barewant uncovered , turf by turf.

Study the corpse- face thro ’
the taint -wo rms

scurf

D own sank the P eople’s Then uprose

their N ow.

These sad o nes render service to 1 And how

P iteo usly little must tha t service pro ve
H ad surely pro ved in any case ! fo r, more

Each o ther obstacle away, let yo uth
Become aware it had surprised a truth
’
Twere service to impart—can truth beseized .

Sett led forthwith , and , of themptive eased .

Its captor find fresh prey, since this alit
So lu ppily, no guesture luring it,
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The earnest of a flock to fo llow ? Vain,

Most vain ! a life to spend ere this he chain

To the p o o r crowd
’
s complacence : ere the

crowd

Prono unce it cap tured , he descries a clo ud

Its kin o f twice the plume which he, in turn ,

Ifhe sha ll live as many lives, may learn
How to secure : no t else. Then Mantua

called

Back to his mind how certain bards were

thra lled
—Buds blasted , but o f brea th mo re like
perfume

Tim: Nadd o
’
s staring nosegay

’
s carrion

Some insane ro se that bumt hcart out in

sweets ,

Aspend th rifi in the spring, no summergreets
Some D ularete, d runk with truths and wine,
Grown bes tia l , dreaming how become divine.

Yet to surmo unt this o bstacle, commence
With the commencement , merits crowning l

H ence

Must truth be casual truth, elicited
In sparks so mean , at intervals dispread
So rarely, tha t

’
tis like at no o ne time

Ofthe world
’
s sto ry has no t truth, the prime

Of truth, the very truth which, lo osed , had
hurled

The world
’
s course right , been real ly in the

—Con tent the while with some mean spark

Ofsome chance-blow, the so lita ry hint
Of buried fire, which , rip earth’s breast,

would stream

Sky
-ward

Sordello
’
s miserable gleam

Was looked (hrat themoment : hewould dash
This badge, and a ll it brough t, to earth,

abash
Taurello thus , perhaps persuade him wrest
TheKaiser from his purpose,—would a ttest

His own belief, in any case. Before

He dashes it however, think once more
For, were that little, truly service ? Ay,

I’ the end , no d oubt bu t meantime ?
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Its ultima te effect, bu t many flaws
Ofvision blur each intervening cause.

W ere the day’s fraction clear as the life
’
s

sum

Of service, Now as filled as teems To - come
W ith evidence o fgoo d—nor to o minu te
A share to vie with evil I N o dispute,
’
Twere fitliest mainta in the Guelfs in ru le

That makes yo ur life
’
s wo rk : but you

have to schoo l
Yo ur day’s work o n these natures circum

stanced

Thus vario usly, which yet, as each
ad vanced

Or might impede the Guelf rule, must be
mo ved

N ow, fo r the Then’
s sake,—hating what

you loved ,

Lo ving o ld hatreds Nor if one man bo re
Brand upon temples while his fellow wore
The aureo le, wo uld it task you to decide
But , portio ned duly out , the fixture vied
Neverwith the unparcelled present Smite

Or spare so much o n warrant all so slight ?
The present’s complete sympa thies to break,
Aversio ns bear with, for a fu ture’s sake
So feeble Tito ruined through one speck,
The Lega te saved by his so le lightish fleck ?
This were wo rk, true, but wo rk perfo rmed

at co st

Of o ther wo rk aught gained here, else

wh ere lost .

Fo r a new segment spo il an o rb ha lf-d o ne ?
R ise with the P eople o ne step, and sink

one ?

W ere it but one step, less than thewho leface
Of things, yo ur no vel duty bids erase l
H arms to abo lish W hat , the prophet

saith ,
The minstrel singeth vainly then Old

Old courage, o nly born because o f harms,
W ere no t , from highest to the lowest,

charms ?
Flame may persist ; bu t is no t glare as

staunch

W here the salt marshes stagna te, crystal s

branch ;
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Blo od dries to crimmn ; Evil
’
s beautified

In every shape. Thrust Beauty then aside

And banish Evil W herefo re ? After all ,

Is Evil a result less na tural

Than Good ? For o verlo ok the seasons
’

W ith tree and fiower, -the hideo us animal

(Ofwhich who seeks shall find a grinning

Fo r his so lution, and endure the vaunt

Of na ture
’
s angel, as a child tha t knows

H imself befo o led , unable to pro pose
Aught better than the fo o ling) - and bu t

For men , fo r the mere P eo ple then and

In these, co uld yo u but see tha t Good and

Claimed yo u alike ! W hence ro se their

claim but still

From Ill , as fiu it o f Ill W ha t else could

You theirs but So rrow Any free from it
W ere also hm flo o ryo u W hose happiness
Could be distinguished in this morning

’
s

Ofmiseries —the fo o l’s who pass ed a gibe
On thee,’ jeered he, ‘

so wedded to thy

Tho u carriest green and yellow tokens in
Thy very fi ce tha t thou art Ghibellin

Much ho ld on yo u tha t foo l o btained

Yet higher—and upo n men’
s own account

Must Evil stay : fo r, what is joy -to heave
Up o neobstructionmo re, and commo n leave
W ha t was pecu liar, by such act destroy
Itself ; a partia l death is every joy ;
The sensible escape, enfranchisement
Of a Sphere’s essence o nce the vexed

The cramped—a t large, the growingcircle
—round ,

All
’
s to begin again—some no vel bound

To break , some new enlargement to entrea t
The sphere though larger is no t mo re

SOR DELLO

Now fo rMankind ’s experience who alone

Might style the unobstructed world his

W hom palled Go ito with its perfect things?
So rdello

’
s self : whereas Mankind

Sa lvatio n by each hindrance interp osed .

They climb ; life’s view is no t at o nce d
'

n

To crea tures caught up , on the summit left,
H eaven plain above them, yet o f wings

bereft
But lower laid , as at the mounmin’

s bo t .
“ So , range on range, the gird ling finest:

who scale
“ H eight after height , and piercemists, veil

“ H eartened with each discovery ; in their

tha t W ho le,
Co uld they revert, enjoy past gains ? The

“ Of time you judge so meagre to embrace

The W ho le, to quite exhaust it no ught
were gained

But leave to lo ok- no t leave to do Be

So o n sates the looker—lo ok Abo ve, and

Yet manage from that verymuck educe
Go ld ; then subject , no r scruple, to your

Tempts ere a tithe o fLife be tasted . Live

First , and die soon enough , Sord ello !

Give

Body and spirit the first right they claim,

And pasture so ul on a vo luptuous shame
That you , a pageant - city’s denizen,
Are neither vilely lodged midst Lombard
men

Can fo rce joy o ut o f sorrow, sea n to
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My soul diversely : these consigned anew

To nought by dea th, wha t marvel if she

A second and superber spectacle
Befo reme W hatmay serve fo r sun, wha t

W anderamoo n abo veme? W ha t elsewind
Abo ut me like the pleasures left behind ,
An d how shall some new flesh tha t is no t

Cling to me ? W ha t’s new laughter?
So o thes the fresh

Sleep like sleep ? Fate
’
s exhaustless fo r

my sake
Inbravereso urce butwhetherbids she slake
My thirst a t this first rivu let , o r co unt

N o draught worth lip save from some ro cky
fo unt

Abo ve i’ the clo ud s, while here she’s pro

Of pure loquacio us pearl, the so ft treeitent

Guards, with its face o f reate and sedge,

The silverglobules and go ld - sparklinggrail
At bo ttom Oh ,

’
twere to o absurd to slight

Fo r the hereafter the to - day
’
s d elight

Quench thirst at this, then seek next we! !
spring : wear

H ome- lilies ere strange lo tus in my hair

H ere is theCrowd , whom I with freest heart
Ofl

'

er to serve, co ntented fo rmy part
To give life up in service,—o nly grant
Tha t I d o serve ; if o therwise, whywant
Aught furthero fme Ifmen canno t cho o se
But set aside life, why sh o uld I refuse
The gift ? I take it—I, fo r o ne, engage
Never to fa lter through my pilgrimage
N o r end it howling tha t the stock or sto ne
W ere enviable, truly : I , fo r o ne,
W ill praise the wo rld , yo u style mere ante

To palace—be it so ! sha ll I assume
—My fo o t the court ly gait , my tongue the

Mymo uth the smirk , befo re the d o o rs flyo pe

SOR D ELLO

P ages to dice with, waiting-

girls unlace

The plackets 1 o f, pert claimants help dis
place,

H eart - heavy suito rs get a rank fo r, - laugh

At yo n sleek parasite, break his own staff
’
Cro ss Beetle-brows the Usher’3 sho ulder,

Of flesh, fo rso o th, from space to space pro

Mid flying synods o f wo rlds N o : in

Show Titan still , recumbent o ’
er his targc

So lid with stars—the Centaur a t his game,
Made tremulously o ut in hoary flame
Life Yet the very cup who se extreme

D regs, even , I wo uld qu it, was d ashed ,
at fu ll,

Aside so o ft the death I fly, revea led
So o ft a better life this life co ncea led ,

And which sage, champion, martyr, th ro ugh

H ave hunted fearlessly—the ho rrid bath ,

The crippling- iro ns and the fiery chair.

One moment ? W ha t ? with guarders row
’
Twas well fo r them ; let mebecome aware

on row,

Gay swarms o f varletry tha t come and go ,

Admitted to the presence by and by,
Should tho ught o f having lo st thes e make
me grieve

Among new joys I reach, fo r jo ys I leave?
Co o l citrine- crysta ls, fierce pe pus

- sto ne,
’

Are flo o r-wo rk there Bu t d o I let a lo ne
Tha t black -eyed peasant in the ves tibule

Once and fo r ever —Floo r-wo rk No

such fo o l !
R a ther,wereheaven to fo resta ll eart h, I

’

d say

I
, is it , mus t be blest ? Then , my own way
Bless me ! Give firmerarmand fleeter fo o t ,

I
’
ll thank yo u : but to no mad wings trans

mute

These limbs o f mine—our greensward was

so so ft

N o r camp I o n the thunder-clo ud alo ft

W e feel the bliss distinct lier, having th us
Engines subservient, no t mixed up with us.

Bettermo ve pa lpably thro ugh heaven no r,
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M they, and I relinquish life, to o Let W ith circumstance, next change beho ld s
Wha t mas ters life d isclose itself Fo rget

Vain o rd inances, I have o ne appeal Quite o th erwise—with Go od and Ill distinct ,
I feel, am what I feel, know what I feel Joys, so rrows, tending to a like result

So much is truth to me. W hat Is, then ? Co ntrived to render easy, difficu lt,
Since This o r the o ther course o f wha t new

One object , viewed diversely, may evince

Beauty and ugliness
—this way attract, In place o f flesh may stop their flight beyond

That way repel,—whygloz e upon the fact Its new sphere, as tha t course d oes harm o r

Whymust a single o f the sides be right ?
What bid scho ose this and leavetheo pposite
Where’s abstract R ight for me - in yo uth

W ith R ight still pres ent, still to be pursued ,
Thro

’
a ll th e interchange o f circles, rife

Each with its pro per law and mode o f life,

Each to be dwelt at ease in where, to

Abso lute with theKaiser, o r o bey
Implicit with his serf o ffluttering heart ,
Or, like a sudden tho ught o fGod

’
s, to start

Up , Bru tus in the presence, then go shout
Tha t some sho uld pick the unstrungjewels

Each, well
And , as in moments when the past

Gave partia lly enfi'anchisement , he cast

Himself quite through mere secondary sta tes
Ofhis so ul

’
s essence, little loves and hates,

Into themid d eep yearnings overlaid
By thes e ; as who should pierce hill, plain,

And on into the very nucleus probe
That first determined there exist a globe.

As that were easiest , ha lf theglobe disso lved ,
So seemed So rdello

’
s closing

- tru th ev o lved
By his fles h - ha lf’s break -up the sudden

Ofhis expanding so ul showed Ill and W ell,
Sorrow and Joy, Beauty and Ugliness,
Virtue and Vice, the Larger and the Less,
All qua lities , in fine, reco rd ed here,
Might be but modes o f Time and this o ne

sphere,
Urgent o n these, but no t o f fo rce to bind
Eternity, as Time—as Ma tter—Mind ,
IfMind , Eternity, sho u ld cho o se assert

Their attributes within a Life : thus girt

To its arrangements . Once this understoo d ,
As suddenly he felt himself alo ne,
Quite o ut o f Time and this wo rld all was

known .

W ha t mad e the secret o fhis past despair?
—Most imminent when he seemed most

aware

Of his own self- sufi ciency : mademad

By craving to expand the power he had ,
And no t new. power to be expanded —just
This made it So ul o n Ma tter being thrust ,
Joy comes when so much So ul is wreaked in

On Ma tter let the So u l
’
s attempt sublime

Matter beyo nd the scheme and so prevent
Bymo re or less tha t deed ’

s accomplishment ,
And So rrow fo llows : So rrow how avo id

Let the employermatch the thing employed ,
Fit to the finite his infinity,
And thus proceed for ever, in degree
Changed bu t in kind the same, still limited

To the appo inted circumstance and dead

To all beyond . A sphere is but a sphere
Small, Grea t, are merely terms we handy
here

Since to the spirit’s abso luteness a ll
Are like. N ow, o f the present spherewe call
Life, are co nditions ; take but this among
Many ; the bo dy was to be so lo ng
Yo u thful , no longer but, since no contro l

Tied to tha t body’s purp o ses his so ul,
She cho se to und erstand the bo dy’s trade
Mo re than the body’s self—had fain conveyed
H er bound less to the bo dy’s bounded lo t .
H ence, the so ul permanent , the bo dy no t,
Searcely its minute fo r enjoyinghere,
The so ul must needs instruct her weak

compeer,
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R un o
’
er its capabilities and wring

A joy thence, she held worth experiencing
W hich, far from half discovered even,

—lo ,
The minute gone, the body’s power let go
Appo rtioned to that joy

’
3 acquirement

Morning o
’
er earth , he yearned fo r all it

From the vo lcano
’
s vapour-flag, winds hoist

Black o ’
er the spread of sca,—d own to the

moist

D ale
’
s silken barley- spikes sullied with rain,

Swayed earthwards, heavily to rise again

The Sma ll, a sphere as perfect as the Grea t
To the soul

’
s abso luteness. Meditate

To o lo ng on such a mo rning
’
s cluster- ch o rd

And the who lemusic it was framed affo rd ,

The chord ’
s migh t half disco vered , wha t

One string, his finger, was found palsy- struck.

And then no marvel if the spirit , shown
A saddest sight—the body lost alo ne
Through her oflicious pro fl

'

ered help, deprived
Of this and tha t enjoyment Fate contrived ,
Virtue, Go od , Beauty, each allowed slip

hence,
Vain -

glo riously were fain, fo r recompense,
To stem the ruin even yet, pro tract
The body’s term, supply the power it lacked
From her infinity, compel it learn
These qualities were only Time’s concern,
And body may, with spirit helping, barred
Advance the same, vanquished o btain

R eap joy where so rrow was intended grow,

OfW rong make R ight, and turn Ill Go od

below.

And the result is, the poor body soon
Sinks under wha t was meant a wondro us

Leaving its bright accomplice all aghas t .

So much was plain then, proper in the

To be complete for, satisfy the who le
Series o f spheres—Eternity, his soul

Single spherb Tim& But does o ur know

SOR D ELLO

N o farther? Is the clo ud o f hindrance broke
But by the failing o f the fles hly yo ke,
Its lo ves and hates, as now when dea th lets

So rdello , self-sufficient as before,

Though during the mere space tha t shall

’
Twixt his enthra lment in newbo nds perhaps?
Must life be ever just escaped , which sho uld
H ave been enjoyed P—nay, might hav e been

and would ,
Each purpose o rdered right

—the so u l
’
s no

Beyond the body
’
s purpose under it.

Like yonderbread th o fwatery heaven , a hay,

And tha t sky- space o fwa ter, ray fo r ray
And star for star, one richness where they

As this and that wing o f an engel , fixed ,
Tumultuary splend ours fo lded in

Exciting discontent, o r surelier quell
The body if, aspiring, it rebel ?
But how so order life Still brutalize
The soul, the sad wo rld

’
s way, with mumed

To all that was before, al l tha t shall be
After this sphere—all and each qua lity
Save some so le and immutable Grea t , Good
And Beauteo us whither fi te has lo o sed its

And flowers e
’
en to the Mu ltitude - a nd

D ecides he save o r no One word to end !

Ah my Sordello , I this once befi'iend
And speak for yo u . Of a P ower abo ve you

W hich , utterly incomprehensible,

To fo llow Nevermay some soul see All
—The Great Befo re and After, and the Small
N ow, yet he saved by this the simplest lore,
And take the single co urse prescribed befo re,
As the king-bird with ages on his plumes

Tra vels to die in his ancestra l glo oms

But where descry the Lo ve tha t shal l select
Tha t course ? H ere is a so ul whom, to affect ,

N a ture has plied with all her ma ns , from
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Oncemiled the Kaiser’s purposes we lost Tha t suited . News received of this acquist,

Egna las t year, and who takes Egna
’
s po st Friedrich did come to Lombardy who

Opens the Lombard ga te if Fried rich
kno ck

H imself espo used the Lady o f the R ock
In pure necessity, and , so destro yed
H is slender last o f chances, quite mad e void

Old prophecy, and spite o f al l the schemes
Overt and covert , yo uth’s deeds, age

’
s

W as sucked into R omano . And so hushed
H e up this evening

’
s wo rk that , when ’

twas

Somehow against by a blind chronicle
W hich, chroniclingwha tever woe befell
Ferrara , no ted this the o bscure woe
Of Sa linguerra

’
s so le son Giacomo

D eceased , fatuo us and d o ting, ere his sire,

The townsfo lk rubbed their eyes, co uld but
admire

W hich o f So fia’
s five was meant.

The chaps Known byeach neighbour, and allowed fo r, let
Of earth’

s dead ho pe were tardy to co llapse,
Oblitera ted no t the beautiful
D istinctive fea tures at a crash : but dull
And duller thes e, next year, as Guelfs with

d rew

Each to his strongho ld . Then (securely to o
Ecelin a t Cammse slept ; clo se by,
W h o likes may see him in So lagna lie,
W ith cushioned head and glo ved hand to

deno te

The cavalier he was)—then his heart smo te
YoungEcelin at last long since adult .

And , save Vicenz a
’
s business , what resu lt

In blo od and blaze P (80 hard to intercept
So rd ello till his plain withdrawa l Stepped
Then its new lo rd o n Lombardy. I’the nick
Of time when Ecelin and Alberic
Closed with Tant allo , come precisely ne
Tha t in Verona ha lf the so uls refuse
Allegiance to the Marquis and the Count
H avemst them from a throne they bid him

mount,
Their P odesta, thro ’ his ancestral worth .

Ecelin flew there, and the town hencefo rth
W as who lly his—Taurello sinkingback
From temporary station to a track

Keep his inco rrigible ways, no r fret
Men who would miss their boyhoo d

’
s bug

The ostrich, suffer our bald o sprey fla p
A battered pinion l ”—was the wo rd . In

One flap to o much and Venice
’
s marine

W as med dled with no o verlo o king that !
She captured him in his Ferrara , fat
And florid at a banquet , more by fra ud
Than fo rce, to speak the truth there’s

slender laud

Ascribed yo u for assistingeigh ty years
To pu ll his dea th on such a man ; fa te sh

The life- cord prompt enough whose last fine

Taurello then ? Ano ther year : they to ok
Vicenza , left the Marquis scarce a no o k
Fo r refuge, and , when hundreds two o r three
OfGuelfs conspired to call themselves The

Free,
”

OpposingAlberic,—vile M esa,

(W itho ut So rdello l)—Ecelin at u se

A little Salinguerra lo oked with so ft
Blue eyes up , asked his sire the pro p er age
To get appointed his pro ud uncle’s p age.

More yes rs pass ed , and that sire had

dwindled down

To a mere showy turbulent so ldier, grown
Better through age, his parts still in rep u te,

Subtle—how else —but hard ly so astu te

As his contemporaneous fiiends pro fessed

You fritter : so , presidinghis board -head ,

The o ld smile, yo ur assurance all went well

W ith Fried rich (as if he were like to tell
In rushed (a plan contrived before) ourfriends,
Mad esome pretence at fighting, some amend s
For the shame d o ne his eighty years—( apart
The principle, none fo und it in his heart
To be much angry with Taurello )—gained
Their gal leys with the prize, and what t e
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—Set him, as
’
twere, d own gently—free to go

Hisgait, inspect our square, pretend observe
The swallows so aring their eternal curve
’
Twixt Theodore and Mark, if citizens
Gathered importunately, fives and tens,
To point their children the Magnifico ,
All but a monarch once in firm- land , go

Hisgait among themnow it to ok, indeed ,
Fully this Ecelin to supersed e
Thurman,

”
remarked theseniors. Singular !

Sardello’s inability to bar
Rivals thewage, tha t evening, mainly brought
About by his strange disbelief that aught
Wasever to be d o ne,—this thrust the Twain
UnderTaurello

’
s tutelage,

-whom, brain
And heart and hand , he fo rthwith in o ne rod

Who loves the wo rld—and thus allowed the

thin

Greywizened dwarfish devil Ecelin,
Andmessy-muscled big-boned Alberic
(Mereman, a la s !) to put his problem quick

To do
, there

’
s plenty to be d o ne, o r ill

Orgood. Ano inted , then, to rend and rip
Kings of the gag and flesh -ho o k, screw and

They plagued the world a to uch o f H ilde

(50hrfrom obso lete I) made Lombards band
Together, cross theircoatsas fo rChrist’scause,
And savingMilan win the world

’
s applause.

Ecelin perished : and I think grass grew

Neverm plea san t ss in Valley R h
37San Zenon where Alberic in turn
5" his exasp erated captors burn
Seven children and their mo ther ; then, re

galed

5o h , tied on to a wild horse, was trailed
To da th thro ugh raunce and bu mble- bush.

I take
God’s pu t and testify that

’mid the brake
Wild o’er his castle on the pleasant kno ll,
You hear its one tower left, a belfi

-

y, to ll

Tbea rthquake spared it last year, layingflat
The modern church beneath ,—no harm in

that 1

VOL r.

R ustles the lizard and the cushats chirre

Above the ravage : there, at deep o fday
A week since, heard I the o ld Canon say
H e saw with his own eyes a barrow burst
And Alberic’s huge skeleton unhearsed

Only five years ago . H e added , June’s
The mo nth fo r carding o ff o ur first cocoo ns

The silkwo rms fibricate -a d ouble news,
Norheno rI could tell the worthier. Cho o se

And Nadd o gone, al l
’
sgone ; no t Eglamo r !

Believe, I knew the face I waited fo r,

A guest my spirit o f the go lden courts 1

Oh strange to see h ow, despite ill- reports,
D isuse, somewear o fyears, that face retained
Its joyous lo ok o f lo ve I Suns waxed and

waned ,
And still my spirit held an upward flight ,
Spiral on spiral , gyres of life and ligh t

More and moregorgeo us—everthat face there

Thelast admitted crossed , too ,withsomecare
As perfect triumph were no t sure for all ,
But , on a few, enduring damp must fi ll ,
—A transient struggle, haply a painful sense
Of the inferior nature

’
s clinging

—whence
Slight starting tears easily wiped away,
Fine jealo usies so on stifled in the play
Ofirrepressible admiration- no t

Aspiring, all considered , to their lo t
W ho ever, just as they prepare ascend
Spiral on spiral, wish thee well, impend
Thy frank delight at their exclusive track,
Tha t upturned fervid face and hair put back 1
Is there no mo re to sayP H e o f the

rhymes
Many a tale, of this retrea t betimes,
W as born So rd ello die at once formen

The Chroniclers o fMantua tired their pen

Tellinghow Sordello P rim
-

e Vise-anti saved

Mantua , and elsewhere no ta bly behaved
W ho th us, by fo rtune ordering events,

P assed with posterity, to all intents,
For just the god he never could become.

As Knigh t , Bard , Gallant, men were never

dumb
In praise o f him while what he should have

been,
Co uld be, and was no t—theone step to o mean

N
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For him to take—we sufl
'

er a t this day
Because o f : Ecelin had pushed away
Its chance ere D ante could arrive and take
That step Sordello spurned , fo r the wo rld ’s

H e did much—but So rdello’s chance was

gone.

Thus, had So rdello dared that step alo ne,
Apo llo had been compassed :

’
twas a fit

H e wished sho uld go to him, no t he to it
—As one content to merely be suppo sed
Singingorfighting elsewhere, while he dosed

R eally at home—o ne who was chiefly glad
To have achieved the few real deeds he had ,
Because tha t wayassured they wereno t wo rth
D o ing, so spared from d oing them hence

fo rth

A tree tha t co vets fruitage and yet tastes

Never itself, itsel£ H ad he embraced
Their cause then, men had plucked H es

And , praisingthat , just thrown him in to bo o t
All he was anxious to appear, but sca rce
So licito us to be. A so rry farce
Such life is, after all I Canno t I say
H e lived fo r some one better thing this

Lo , on a heathy brown and nameless hill
By sparklingAso lo , in mist and chill ,
Morning just up , higher and higher runs
A child barefo o t and ro sy. See I the sun

’
s

On the square castle’s inner- co urt
’
s low wa ll

Like the chine o f some extinct animal

SOR DELLO

H alfturned to earth and flowers and throagb

the base

some slender patches of grey

Are to be o verleaped ) that boy has crossed
The who le hill- side o f dew and powder- fro st

Matting the balm and mountain camomile.

Up and up go es he, singing all the while
Some unintelligible wo rds to beat
The lark, God ’

s po et , swo oning at h is feet ,

So wo rsted is he a t the few fine lo cks
Stained like pale honey o o zed from to p

Sun- blanched the livelong summer,

tha t
’
s left

Of the Goito lay l And thus bereft ,
Sleep and forget , Sordello I In effect

H e sleeps, the feverish poet—I suspect
N o t utterly companionless ; but, friend s ,
W ake up ! The gh ost

’
s gone, and the sto ry

ends

I
’
d fain hope, sweetly ; seeing, peri o rgho ul.
That spirits are conjectured flair o r fo u l ,

Evil o rgoo d , judicious authors think,
Accordingas they vanish in a stink
Orin a perfume. Friends, befi

'
ank ye snufi

Civet , I warrant . R eally Like eno ugh
Merely the savo ur

’
s rareness any no se

May ravage with impunity a rose
R ifle a musk -

pod and
’
twill ache like yo urs !

I
’
d tell you that same pungency ensures
An after-

gust , bu t that were overbo ld .

W ho wo uld has heard Sord ello
’
s sto ry to ld .
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Thy fitful sunshine-minutes, coming, going,
As if earth turned from work in gamesome

mood

All sha ll bemine ! But thou must treat me

no t

As prosperous ones are treated , tho se who live
At hand here, and enjoy the higher lo t ,
In readiness to take what thou wilt give,
And free to let alone wha t tho u refusest ;

For, D ay, my ho liday, if tho u il l -usest
Me, who am only P ippa ,—o ld -year’s so rrow,

Cast o ff last night , will comeagain to -mo rrow:

W hereas , if thou prove gentle, I shall borrow
Suflicient strength o f thee fo r new-year’s

All o thermen and women that this earth

Belongs to , who all days alike possess,
Make general plenty cure particular dearth ,
Get mo re joy one way, if ano ther, less :

Tho u art my single day, Go d lends to leaven

W ha t were all earth else, with a feel of H erday tha t lightens the next twelvemonth
’

s

heaven

So le light that helps me through the year,
thy sun

’
s I

Try now ! Take Aso lo
’
s Four H appiest

Ones

And let thymorning rain on tha t superb
Great haugh ty Ottima ; can rain disturb
H er Seba ld

’
s homage P All thewhile thyrain

Beats fiercest o n her shrub-house wind ow

pane,

H e will but press the closer, breathe more

Against her cheek how sho uld She mind

the storm P W hoever it was quenched fire first , ho ped to
And , morningpast , ifmid -day shed a gloom

O
’
er Jules and P hene,—what care bride and Morse! aftermorsel flee

groom As merrily, as giddily
Save fo r their dear selves P

’
Tis their Meantime, what lights my sunbeam o n,

marriage-d ay W here settles bydegrees the radiant crirmleP
And while they leave church and go home o h , is it surely blown , mymartagon P

theirway, New-blown and ruddy as St. Agnes
’
nipple,

H and clawing 113 114, within each breast P lump as the desh -bunch on some Turk

would be bird ’
s po ll 1

Sunbeams and pleasant weatherspite o f thee. Be sure if corals, branching
’
neath the ripple

Then, for ano ther trial , obscure thy eve Of ocean, bud there—fairies wa tch unro ll
W ith mist , - wil l Luigi and his mother

grieve A lily with purple flower:

The lady and her child , unmatched , for

so o th,
She in her age, as Luigi in his youth ,
Fortruecontent P The cheerful town , warm,

close

And safe, the sooner that thou art mo rose,
R eceives them. And yet once again , out

break
In sto rm at nigh t on Monsigno r, they make
Such stir about , —whom they exp ect from

R ome

To visit Aso lo , his bro thers’ home,
And say here masses pro per to release

A soul from pain, - what sto rm d ares hurt
his peace ?

Calm would he pray, with his own th o ughts

to ward

Thy thunder 05 , no rwant the angels
’

guard .

Bu t P ippa—just one such mischance wo uld

At wearisome silk -winding, coil o n coil

And here I let time slip for nough t
Aha , yo u foo lhard y sunbeam, caugh t

W ith a Single splash fi'ommy swer l
Yo u that wou ld mock the best pursuer,
W as my basin o ver- deep P
One Splash o fwater ruins you asleep ,

And up , up , fleet yo ur brilliant bits
W heeling and co unterwheeling,

R eeling, broken beyo nd healing
N ow grow together on the ceiling
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Such turban -flowers ; I say,

Thick red flame through that green

I am queen o f thee, floweret
And each fleshy blossom

Than leaves that embower it ,
Orshells that un bosom)
—From weevil and chafer

laugh thro ugh mypane then so licit thebee

Gflae him, be sure ; and , in midst o f thyglee, Blacker than all except the black eyelash
Love thy queen , worship me 1

- Worship whom else Fo r am I no t , this

Whate
’
er I please 7 W ha t shall I please to

Myma n , no on , eve and night
—how spend

To -morrow I must be P ippa who winds silk ,
Thewho le year round , to earn just bread and

But, this o ne day, I have leave to go ,
And play ou t my fancy

’
s fullest games ;

lmay fincy all day
—and it shall be so

That I taste o f the pleasures, am called by

Ofthe H appiest Four in ourAso lo

See ! Up the hill-side yonder, through the

Someoneshall loveme, as thewo rld calls lo ve
l amno les than Ottima , take warning !

—N o t envy, sure —fo r ifyou gaveme
And other house fo r shrubs, all glass in front, Leave to take or to refuse,
Arcmins ; where Seba ld steals, as he iswont , In earnest , do you think I

’
d cho ose

To court me, while o ld Luca yet reposes Tha t so rt o fnew lo ve to enslave me ?
And therebre, till the shrub-house d oor un Mine sho uld have lapped me ro und from the

closes,

As little fear of losing it as winning
Lovers grow co ld , men learn to hate their

About me—Ottima , I mean—o f late,
Too bo ld , to o confident she

’
ll still face d own And o nly parents’ love can last o ur lives.

At eve the Son and Mo ther, gentle pair,
Howwe ta lk in the little town below Commune inside o ur turret : what prevents
But lo ve, love, love—there’s better love,

Of lizards through the winter
- time is stirred

This fo o lish lo ve m only day
’
s first ofl

'

er ;

I cho ose my next love to defy the scofl
'

er

For d o no t o ur Bride and Bridegroom sally
Out o f P ossagno church at noon 7

Their ho use lo oks o verOreana valley
W hy should no t I be the bride as so on
As Ottima ? Fo r I saw, beside,
Arrive last night that little bride
Saw, ifyo u call it seeingher, one flash

Of the pa le snow-pure cheek and black bright

—So strict was she, the veil

Sho u ld cover close h er pale

P ure cheeks—a bride to lo ok at and scarce

to uch,
Scarce touch , remember, Jules ! For are

Used to be tended , flower- like, every feature,
As if one

’
s breath would fray the lily of a

A so ft and easy life these ladies lead
W hiteness in us were wonderful indeed .

Oh , save that brow its virgin dimness,
Keep that foo t its lady primness,
Let th ose ankles never swerve
From their exquisite reserve,

Yet have to trip along the streets likeme,
All but naked to the knee
H ow will she evergrant her Jules a bliss
So sta rtling as her real first infant kiss ?

Oh , no—no t envy, this !
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W ith each to each imparting sweet intents D own the grass pa th grey with dew,

Fo r this new-year, as bro odingbird to bird Under the pine-wo od , blind with boughs,
(Fo r I observe o f late, the eveningwa lk W here the swa llow never flew

Of Luigi and his mo ther, a lways ends N o r yet cicala dared caro use

Inside o urmined turret, where they ta lk , N o , dared earouse [She enters the street.
Calmer than lo vers, yet mo re kind than

—Let me be cared abo ut, kept o ut o f harm,

And schemed fo r, safe in lo veas with a charm ;
L—MOR N ING

Let me be Luigi ! Ir nly knc

W ha t was mymo ther
’
s face—my fa ther, to o

Nay, ifyo u come to tha t, best lo ve o f a ll
Is Go d

’
s ; then why no t have Go d’s love

Myself as, in the palace by the D ome,
Monsignor who to - night will bless the

home
t is dead bro ther ; and God bless in turn
Tha t heart which beats, those eyes which

W ith lo ve for all men I, to -night at least, But this blo od -red beam thro ugh the shutter
’
s

W o uld be tha t ho ly and belo ved priest .

N ow wait —e ven I already seem to share

In God
’
s lo ve : what d oes N ew-year’s hymn

declare

W hat o thermeaningd o these verses bea r?

A ll service ranks the same with God .

Theslide- bo lt ca tches. W ell areyou contentOur earth , each on ly as God m ll r

Can work—God s p uppets, best a nd worst ,
Ormust I find you something else to

Kiss and be friends, my Seba ld ! Is t full

S ay not a sm ll event W hy sma l l 7

Costs it mo rep a in tha t this . ye ca ll

A “

grea t event ,
"

shou ld come to p ass.

Of deed s which make up life, one deed

And more o f it, and more o f it - o h yes

And envy none—beingjust as great, no d o ubt,
Useful to men, and dear to God , as they !
A pretty thing to care about
So mightily, this single ho liday ! Nature, ano ther o utside. I lo oked up
But let the sun shinc ! W herefo re repine ? R ough white wood shutters, rusty iron bars.

-W ith thee to lead me, 0 D ay ofmine, Silent as dea th, blind in a flood of light.

Scans .

house. Luca
’
s wife, Or r

-m a , a nd her

paramour, the German SEBALD .

Seba ld [sings].

Let thematch ing lid s winh I
D ay

’

s a - l la sewith eyes , think I
D eep into the night , d rinh I

Ottinra . Night Such maybe yo ur R hine

—W em.ll such light, themoming : let us see !
Mind how yo u gro pe yo ur way, tho ugh !

H ow these ta ll
Naked geraniums struggle P ush the lattice

Behind that frame l—Nay, d o I bid you
Seba ld ,

It shakes the dust d own o n me ! W hy, of

Oh , d o n
’
t speak then

Ay, thus it used to he.

Ever your ho use was, I remember, shut
Till mid -day ; I observed that , as I stro lled
On mo rnings through the vale here ; country

girls

W ere no isy, washing garments in the bro ok,
H inds dro ve the slowwhite oxen up the hills

But no , yo ur house was mute, wo uld ope no
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To show I lo ve you—yes, still lo ve yo u Just as he is ? Let him lie there until

The angels takc him ! H e is turned by this

In spite o f Luca and what
’
s come to him 05 from his face beside, as you will see.

- Sure signwe had him ever in o ur tho ugh ts ,
White sneering o ld reproachful face and all

We
’
ll even quarrel, lo ve, at times, as if Three, four—fo urgreyhairs ! Is it so yousnid

W e still could lose each o ther, were no t tied A plait o f hair should wave acrossmyneck?

By this : conceive yo u P

Lo ve Seba ld . Ottima , I wou ld give yo ur neck.
N o t tied so sure.

Because tho ugh I was wrough t upon, have
Tha t this were undone ! Killing ! Kill the

H is inso lence back into him—em I
So surely yo urs P—therefo re fo rever yours P 80 Lum lives again l—ay, lives to sputter

Ottima . Lo ve, to be wise, (one co unsel His fulsome do tage on yo u—yes, and feign
pays ano ther) Surprise that I return at eve to sup ,

Sho uld we have—months ago , when first we
lo ved ,

Fo r instance that Maymorningwe two sto le

Under the green ascent o f sycamo res
If we had come upon a thing like that N o , I

’
ll finish. Do

Suddenly
A th ing

—there again I fear to speak the bare truth o nce forall l

a thing All we have ta lked o f, is, a t bo ttom, fine

Ottima . Then, Venus
’ body, had we come To sufl

'

er ; there’s a recompense in guilt ;
Onemust be venturous and fortunate :

My husband Luca Gaddi
’
s murdered corpse W hat is one young for, else P In age we

’
ll

W ithin there, at his couch foo t, covered

O
’
er the wild reckles s wicked days flown

W ould you have pored upon It P Why persist
In poringnow up

o
n it ? Fo r

’
tis here Still, we have lived : the vicewas in its place.

As much as there '

in the deserted ho use But to have eaten Luca
’
s bread , have worn

You canno t rid your eyes o f it . Fo rme, H is clo thes, have felt his money swell my

N ow he is dead I hate himworse : I hate
Dare you stay here P I would go back and

W hy, I was starvingwhen l used to call

H is two dead hands, and say, I hate yo u And teach you music, starving while y
ou

plucked me
Lum, than These flowers to smell

Ofl
'

, ofl take your

Tis the ho t evening
—o fl

'

oh , morningis it ?

Ottima . There
’
s one thingmust be d one ;

Come in and help to carry. W e may sleep
Anywhere in the who le wide ho use to -night .

H egaveme

Life, no thing less : what if he did rep oad
l

My perfidy, and threaten, and d o more

H ad he no right ? W hat was to wonder“ ?

H e sat by us at table quietly :
W hy must you lean across till our d ied "

touched P

Could hed o less thanmake pretenceto sttik
"
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’

Tis no t the crime’
s sake—I’d commit ten

Greater, to have this crimewiped o ut , und one
And you

—O how feel yo u P Feel yo u forme P
Ottima W ell then, I lo ve you better now
than ever,

And ba t (lo ok at mewhile I speak to you )
Rs t h r the crime ; no r d o I grieve, in truth,
This mask, this simula ted igno rance,

Falls ofl
'

our crim” this naked crime of o urs

Ottima . Buried in woods we lay, you te

Swift ran the searching tempes t overhead

As if God ’s mess enger thro
’
the close wood

Mayno t now be lo oked o ver : lo ok it down ! P lunged and replunged his weapon at a ven

Gra t ? let it be great ; but thejoys it brought ,
Pq they o r no its price ? Come : they o r it ! Feeling fo rguilty thee and me : then broke
Speak no t I The past , would you give up The thunder like a who le sea o verhead

Sumas it is, pleasure and crime together?

Give up that no on I owned my lo ve fo ryo u ?
Thegarden

’
s silence : even the single bee

—W hile I stretched myself

To hands, mymouth to your ho t mouth , and

And where he hid you only could surmise All my locks loose, and covered you with

Bysome mmpanula chalice set a -swing.

Who stammered Yes, I love you P
”

Beck ; put in back your ficewith bo th my

Lest you should grow to o full ofnae
—yourface

So seemed athirst fo rmywho le so ul and body
Ottima . And when I ventured to receive

Made you stml hither in themornings

I used to lo ok up
’
neath the shrub-househere,

To a yellow hare ?

Ah—my sign was, the sun
Inflamed the sere side o fyou ches tnut- tree

Atmywet bo o ts : I had to stride thro
’

grass

Sd eld . The July nigh t P
The day o f it to o , Sebald !

Whenheaven
’
s pillars seemed o ’erbowed with

Its black-blue cano py suffered descend
Ch ican usbo th , to weigh down each to each ,

You , Sebald , the same yo u
Slower, Ottima

Seba ld . Less vehemently ! Lo ve me
Fo rgive me Take no t words, mere words,

to heart

Yo ur breath is worse than wine
slow, speak slow

D o no t lean on me

Breathe

Sebald , as we lay,
R isingand falling only with our pants,
W ho said , Let death come now !

’Tis

R igh t to be punished ! Nought completes
such bliss

But woe W ho said that ?

H ow did we ever rise P

W as
’
t that we slept ? Why did it end P

Taper into a po int the rufiled ends

Ofmy lo ose locks
’
twixt bo th yo urhumid lips.

My hair is fallen now : kno t it again !

Seba ld . I kiss you now, dearOttima , now

Thisway? W ill you forgiveme—beoncemore
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Ottima . Bind it thrice abo ut my brow Sebald .
—Tha t round grea t full - o rbed h oe.

Crown me your queen; your spirit
’
s arbitress, where no t an angle

Magnificent in sin. Say that Broke the delicio us ind o lence—ell broken !
I crown yo u Ottima . To me—no t o fme ! Ungrateful,

My grea t white queen, my spirit
’
s arbitress, perjured cheat

A coward to o : but ingrate
’
s wo rse than all.

[Front without is heard the voice
Leave me ! Betray me ! I can see your

And a
’

ay
’
s a t the inom ; MyGod !

M orn ing
'
s a t seven

The hill - side
’
s dew-pea rled

'

I

rh

sh
set

ai
n

t?
Ob

i
e fault-1

3
55110

1
1

23
“

“t
h

at;
The la rh

'
s on thewing

0“ V3 nown ere

God
'
s in his heawn

Ottima . You hate me then P You hateme

[P IP P A passes .

Sebald . Go d
’
s in his heaven ! D o yo u hear

tha t ? W ho spoke ?
Yo u , yo u spoke

Oh—tha t little ragged girl
She must have rested o n the step we give

But this one ho liday the who le year ro und .

Did you ever see o ur silk -mills—theirinside ?
There are ten silk -mills now belong to you .

She stoops to pick my d o uble heartsease

I, having do ne my deed , pay to o its price !
She d oes no t hear (a ll yo u o ut lo uder I hate, hate—curse you Go d

’
s in his heaven!

—Me !
Me ! no , no , Sebald , no t yourself

—kill
shoulders

Mine is the who le crime. D o but killme

Sebald . W ipe ofl’

tha t paint
Yo urself—then—presently—first hear me

Seba ld . My God , and she is emptied o f it

now 1 I always meant to kil l myself—wait, you !
Outright now —howmiraculously gone Lean on my breast—no t as a breast ; don

’
t

All o f the grace
—had she no t strange grace

The more because yo u lean on me. ml
’

W hy, the blank cheek hangs listless as it likes
N o purpose ho lds the features up together, H eart

’
s Sebald There, there, both deaths

Only the clo ven brow and puckered chin

Sebald . My brain is drowned now—stit
Tha t seemed to have a sort o f life in it, drowned : a ll I feel

D ro ps, a dead web ! Is is, at swift -recurring intervals,

Speak to me—no t ofme A hurry-d own within me, as o fwaters

She wo uld succeed in her absurd attempt.
And fascinate by sinning, show herself
Superior—guilt from its excess superior
To inno cence That little pees nt

’
s voice

H as righted all again. Tho ugh I be lost.
I know which is the better, never fa r,

Of vice o r virtue, purity o r lust ,
Nature or trick I see what I have done,
Entirely now Oh I am pro ud to feel
Such torments—let the wo rld take credit
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out o f his mo uth, somebody !)
lose the bloom o fhis yo uth ?
d mmm. N o thingwo rth keeping is ever

lo st in this wo rld : look at a blossom—it
draps presently, having d one its service and

lasted its time ; but fruits succeed , and where
would be theblossom’

splace cou ld it continue
As well afi rm tha t your eye is no longer in

yo ur body, because its earliest fi vo urite,

W ill Jules

is lost to the so ul when its first object , wha t
ever happened first to satisfy it, is superseded
in due course. Keep but ever looking,

whetherwith the body
’
s eye or the mind ’

s,

and you will soon find something to lo ok
on H as a man d o ne wondering at women?
—there fo llow men, dead and alive, to

wonder at. H as he done wondering at

men - there
’
s God to wonder at : and the

ficulty o fwondermay be, at the same time,

so fi t as concerns its no vel one. Thus

rrt Student . P ut Schramm’
s pipe into his

mo uth again ! There, you see ! W ell , this

Jules a wretched fiibble—o h , I wa tched

first reso lved ly past great wo rks by the dozen
without vouchsafing an eye : all at once he

stops full at the P rid e-firnd u lla—c anno t pass
that o ld acquaintance without a nod o f en

couragement In yo ur new place, beauty?

Munich—I see you !
”
Next he posts him

self deliberately befo re the unfinished P ieta
‘

for half an hour without mov ing, till up he

—I say, into—the group ; by which gesture
yo u are informed that precisely the so le point
hebad no t fullymastered in Cano va

’
s practice

was a certain method o f using the drill
'

in the

wise, has hemastered at length l Go od -bye,

longer needs deta in his successor Jules, the
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Irt Student . W hy, on that matter he could

never be supercilious enough . H ow should

we be o ther (he said ) than the po or devils

cherish ? H e was no t to wallow in that

mire, a t least : he would wait, and lo ve on!)

with the t aua
'

u lta . N ow, I happened
to hear o fa youngGreek—real Greek girl a!
Malamo cco ; a true Islander, d o you see.

with Alciphron
’
s hair like sea -moss

Schramm knows —white and quiet as an

—a daughter o f Natalia , so she swears—that
hagNata lia , who helps us to models at three

hero ine o f our jest. So first, Jules received

a scented letter—somebody had seen be

no thing to it : a pro found admirer bade him
persevere—wo uld make herself known to him
ere long. (P ao lina , my little friend of the.

Feu iee, transcribes divinely. ) And in due

trees : and fancy us over these lettersJ 'G
three times a day, to receive and deep-ich !

I concocted the main of it : relations were in

would he wed her on trust, and only speak
to her when they were ind isso lubly united?
St—st—H ere they come

lo ve, speak softly, speak within yourselves !

std Student . Lo ok at the bridegroom!

H alf his hair in storm and half in a lmr

patted d own o ver the left temple—lik“ .

fro thy cup one blows on to co o l it : and the

tain hints o f her peculiar charms—the pale
checks, the black hair—whatever, in short.

had struck us in our Mahmo cco model : w

retained her name, too—P hene, which is.
by interpreta tion, sea -eagle. N ow, think 04

Jules finding himself distinguished from the

herd o f us by such a creature ! In hin d ?
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and M t . No t a rich vest like yo urs,
Hannibal Scra tchy l—rich , that your face
my the better set it 081
6th Student. And the bride ! Yes, sure

herin her clo thes ? H ow magnificently pale
M id . She d oes no t also take it for

earnest , I ho pe ?
a t Stud ent . Oh , Natalia

’
s concern, that

is ! W e settle with Natalia.

evidently let out no word . The only thing
E vill she equally remember the rest of her

vhch are to break the secret to Jules ?
Gsuh

'

eh. H ow he gases on her l P ity

pity !

w Stxdeut . They go in now, silence !

You three,—not nearer the window, mind ,
th n that p omegranate : just where the little
girhwho a fewminutes ago pamed us singing,
Ba sted !

Scu m—Over Oreana . 7h houseof JULBs,

she it silent , on whc
‘

eh JULES begin:

Do not die, P hene l I am yours now, you

Art- mine now ; let fi te reach me how she

lfyou
’ll no t die : so , neverdie ! Sit here

Mywork - room’
s single seat. I over- lean

This length o f hair and lustrous front ; they

Likean entire fiowerupward : eyes, lips, last

Pulh downmyfieeupon you . Nay, look ever
Thismeway till I change, growyou—I could

You by me,
And l by you ; this is your hand in mine,
And side by side we a t : all

’
s true. Thank

O my life to come !

3 05

My Tydeus must be carved that
’
s there in

Yet how be carved , with you about the ro om?

This room- full of rough block -work seemed

W ithout you ! Shall I everwork again,

My hand transfers its lineaments to stone ?

W ill my mere find ers live near you, their

The live truth , passingand repassingme,

See, all yo ur letters ! W as
’
t no t well con

Their hid ing
- place is P syche

’
s robe ; she

Your letters next her skin : which drops o ut
foremost

Ah ,—this that swam down like a first moon

Theirmelancho lysurvey, sweet and slow,

Of all my room ho lds ; to return and rest

And this were the onemoment o f surprise
And sorrow while she took her station,

O
’
er what she sees, finds good , and must

you o f;

Let yo ur first wo rd to me rejoice them, to o

This minion, a Co luthus, writ in red

R ead this line no , shame—H omer’s be

the Greek
First breathed me from the lips o fmy Greek

girl

This Odyssey in m eblack vivid type
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To mark great places with due gratitude ;
H e sa id , and on Au tz

'

nou r d irected To see, throughout all na ture, varied stuff

A bitter :ha a flowerblo ts out the For better na ture’s birth by means o f art
W ith me, each substance tended to one fi rm

Again upon yo ur search My statues, then Of beauty- to the human archetype.

- Ah , d o no t mind that—better tha t will On every side occurred suggestive germs
Of that—the tree, the flower—o r take the

W hencastinbronze—anAlmaignKaiser, tha t ,
Swart -

green and go ld , with truncheo n based Some rosy shape, continuing the peach ,
o n hip . Curved beewise o ’

er its bo ugh as rosy limbs .
This , rather, turn to W ha t , unrecognized D epending, nes tled in the leaves ; and just

From a cleft rose- peach the who le D ryad

As I imagined you .—H ipp°1ym.

Naked upon her bright Numidian horse.

R ecall you this then ? “ Carve in bo ld t e

So yo u commanded carve, against I come,
A Greek , in Athens, as our fashion was,

W ho rises
’
neath the lifted myrt le-branch .

P raise those who slew H ipparchus cry
the guests , Mo re pliable than jelly—as it were

W hile o
’
er thy head the singer

’
s myrt le Some clear primordial creature dug from

depths
As erst above o ur champion stand up , In the earth’s heart, where itself breeds itself,
all t

See, I have laboured to express your tho ught.
Quite round , a clustero fmere hands and arms,
(Thrust in all senses, a ll ways, from a ll sides,

Only co nsentingat the branch
’
3 end

They strain toward ) serves fo r frame to a so le

The P raiser
'
s, in the centre : who with eyes

Sightles s, so hand they back to light inside
H is brain where visionary fo rms throng up , By the swift implement sent home at o nce,
Sings, minding no t tha t palpita ting arch Flushes and glowings rad iate and ho ver
Ofhands and arms, nor the quick drip o fwine Abo ut its track
From the drenched leaves o

’
erhead , no r P hene what—why is this ?

That whitening check , those still dila ting
Vio let and parsley crowns to trample on
Sings, pausing as the patron -

ghosts appro ve, Ah , you will die
—I knew that you wo uld die !

D evo u tly their unconquerable hymn .

But you must say a well ” to that—say
P am“ Aegean , 0” h " M w

well

Because yo u ga ze
—cm I fantastic, sweet N ow the end

’
s coming ; to be sure, it must

Gaze likemyvery life’s- stuff, marble—marbly H ave ended sometime Tush , why need 1

Even to the silence ! W hy, befo re I found

H ow I divined their capabilities !
From the so ft - rinded smo o theningfissile chalk
Tha t yields your o utline to the air

’
s embrace,

H alf- so ftened by a halo ’
s pearly glo om

D own to the crisp imperious steel, so sure
To cut its one confid ed thought cla n o u t

Of all the wo rld . But marble -

’
nea t h my

wo rked
R efine it o ff to air, you may,—cond ense it

D own to the diamond —is no t meta l there,
W hen o

’
er the sud den speck my chisel trips ?

—No t flesh , as flake ofl
'

flake I scale, approach ,
Lay bare those bluish veins o f blood asleep ?
Lurks flame in no strangewindingswhere, sur
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Ash this, sny J u les. and he answered

By thy brid e
—how the pa inter Lumych e

above.

N ot a painter
’
s lip shou ld tell I )

Lutwyche 1 W ho else But all of them, no
And here, said he,

d oubtJules probably will
ask,

eyes
H ated me : they at Vemce—presentlyy

i
n

g
-

e,

Lo ver—you are,
Their turn, however Yo u I shall no tmeet

My peerless bride,—then d o you tell
If I M ed , saying this would wake me.

indeed

W 1 W I
W ha t’s here, thego ld—wecannot meet again ,

m so
me explanation ! t

Cond der ! and the money was but mean t
For two years’ travel, which is over now ,—And I am to go on, W ithout a word
All chance or ho pe or care orneed o f it.

S o . 1 M W e in Low and ”a”,

This—and what comes from sellingthese, my
Fm simp le tha t [ was af la te.
Once. when I lau d , I wou ld en lace

Brea st , eyelid s, ha nds , feet ,form and face

t er l loved . in one esnhrace Together, so the produce keep yo u safe
443 if ”m 10“ I cou ld 10“ ifl m ly 1 Out o fNata lia

’
s clutchs ! Ifby chance

”m 1 M W . 1 W ”
(Fo r all

’
s chance here) I should survive the

My sword . and wifewith thefi rst lunge

Alyfae
'
s who le life out lihe a sponge

As if hy mere ha te I cou ld ha te intensebrI
Bu t now I an wiser. hnawbetter thefashion
H ow pa ssion sechs a id front its opposite

And books and medals, except let them

At Venice, roo t out all fifteen of them,

is wide.

And if I see ca use to love snore. ha te snore
Than ewr snan loved , eon

- ha ted define
And sech in the Va lley of Low ,

The nest , or the nooh in H a te
’

s Grove,
W heremy sou l snay surely reach

Theessence, nought less, g
“
each ,

Give her hut a lea rt m ux b low ase l

H ow—can this am establish her Chow are,

The H a te4 a ll H ates , the Low

q a ll Lo ves. in the Va lley or Grow ,

Ij nd tha n the very wa rders

W hen I lovemost , Love is dig it ised
In H a te a nd when H a te is surprised
In Low , then I ha te ntost : ash

H ow Low smiles through H a te’s iron

casgue.

H a te grins through Love
'
s m eshraided

wash ,

And how. hav ingha ted thee.

I sought long and pa infu lly
To reach thy heart , norprich

The shin hu t p ierce to the quich

There a lready . to etema lb'repm u e ?

H ist I
”

- sa id Kate the Queen
Bu t Oh I —cried themaiden . bind ing

Tis only am tha t caro l s u nseen
,

Crumblingyourhm d stheir n a sa l
"

)

Is she wrmged F—To the rm ue Q
'
her

Merebran ea rfi to cleaue. a sea to fart
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(
“ Nay, list I —bade Ka te the Queen
And still cried the ma iden , bind ing her

Tis on ly a page tha t caro ls unseen ,

Fittingyour hawhs theirjesses I

[P IP P A p asses.

W lnt name was that the littlegirl sangfo rth ?
Kate? The Gomaro , do ubtless, who t e In Art : the only thing is, to make sure

That one does like it—which takes pains to
Thecrown o fCyprus to be lady here know.

At Asolo , where still hermemory stays, Scatter all this, my P hene this an d

And peamnts singhow once a certain page
Fined fo r the grace o f her so fin abo ve W ho , wha t is Lutwyche, what Ns talin

’
s

His power o f doing go od to ,
“ Ka te the

What the who le world except our lo ve—my
She never co uld be wronged , be poo r, he

Own P hene ? But I to ld you , did I no t,
Need him to help her 1 Ere nigh t we travel for yo ur land—some isle

W ith the son
’
s silence o n it ? Stand aside

To see our lady above all need o f us ; I d o bu t break these paltrymodels up
Yet so we lo o k ere wewill lo ve ; no t I, To begin Art afresh . Meet Lutwyche, I

But the wo rld loo ks so . Ifwhoever loves

Must be, in some so rt , god orworshipper, Some unsuspected isle in the far seas !
The blessing o r the blest one, queen orpage, Like a god go ing thro ugh his wo rld , there
Whysho uld we always cho ose the page

’
s part ?

Here is a woman with utter need o fme, One mo untain fo r a moment in the dusk,
find myself queen here, it seems 1 W ho le bro therhoods o f cedars on its brow

H ow stra nge And yo u are ever by me while I gaze
Look at the woman here with the new soul, —Are in my arms as now—as now -as now I

Likemy own P syche—fresh upon her lips Some unsuspected isle in the far seas !
Some unsuspected isle in far- ofl

'

seas 1

Waitingmy wo rd to enter and make bright,
Orflutter 05 and leave all blank as first.
This bo dy had no so ul before, but slept 7

'
t fl“ W : ”M74 P l P l’A £3 ” 5538

from Orcana to the Tu rret. Two or

From taint o rfo ulwith stain, aso utward things three qf the Austrian P olice loitering

Fastener! their image on its passiveness with BLUFR OCKS, an English wgabond ,

Now, it wil l wake, feel, live—o r die again 1

Shall to produce form o ut of unsha stufl
'

BeArt—and further, to evoke a so

l
til
d

So , tha t 15 yo ur P ‘P P“ : the
little girl who passed us singing W ell ,From fo rm be no thing? This new so ul B
your Bishop’s Intendant’s money shall be

hones tly earned —now, d on
’
t make me that

NOW , to kill Lutwyche, what would that 40 ? 1 H emaketh his sun to rise o n the evil and

on the good , and sendeth rain on the just and
Awretched dauber, men will ho o t to death
VOL . I.

W ithoutme, from their ho o ting. Oh , to hear
Go d

’
s voice plain as I heard it first, befo re

They broke in with their laughter I heard
them

H encefo rt h , no t Go d .

To Ancona—Greece—some isle
I wanted silence only ; there is clay
Everywhere. One may do whate

’
er o ne
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sour fi ce because I bring the Bishop
’
s name

into the business ; we know he can have

no th ing to d o with such ho rro rs : we know
that he is a saint and all that a bisho p should

be, who is a grea t man beside. Oh were

but m ry wom a W t , Ewryfly a g
'rig,

tu ne a ;n In fact, I have abjured a ll

religions ; but the last I inclined to , was the

Armenian : fo r I have travelled , d o you see,

and a t Koenigsberg, P russia Impro per (so
styled because there’s a sort o f bleak hungry
sun there) , you might remark o ver a vener

able house po rch, a certain Chaldee inscrip
tion ; and brief as it is, a mere glance a t it

used abso lutely to change the moo d o fevery

vowels, you d ogs,
—fo llowmy stick

’
s end in

the mud Celarent , D ar
-ii, Ferio I ) and one

morning presented myself, Spelling-bo ok in
hand , a , b, c,

- I picked it out letter by
letter, and what was the purpo rt o f this

miraculous posy ? Some cherished legend

o f the past , you
’
ll say H ow Moses hocus

thee up and go to Tarshish ,
”—o r, H ow the

angel meeting Balaa fn, Straight his ass re

turned a salaarn.

”
In no wise Shacha

Stolen Goods ! So , ta lk to me of the

religion o f a bishOp ! I have renounced all

bishops save Bishop Beveridge—mean to live

and firefl y, H ellward bound in Charon
’

s

never an obolus (Though thanks to you ,
o r this Intendant through you, o r this Bishop
through his Intendant- I possess a burning

1st P oliceman . There is the girl, then ; go

pointed o ut to us Signo r Luigi and his

mo ther. [To the rest . ] I have been uotie

shutter unclosed sincemorning !

2nd P oliceman . Old Luca Gaddi
’
s, that

owns the silk -mills here : he d oses by the

hour, wakes up , sighs deeply, says he should
like to be P rince Metternich , and then doses

Never mo lest such a househo ld , theymean

Blup hocks. Only, canno t yo u tell me

something o f this little P ippa , I must have
to d o with One could make somethingof

that name. P ippa—that is, sho rt fo rFelippa

head and a ripe musk-melon wo uld no t be

dear at half a m neiger l Leave this fool

ing, and lo ok out ; the afterno o n
’
s o ver or

nearly so .

3rd P oliceman . Where in this pas5port o!
Signor Luigi d oes our P rincipal

to wa tch him so narrowly ? There 7 What
'

s

there beside a simple signature 2 (That

English fo o l
’
s busy watching. )

and P o liceman . Flourish all ro und Put

all possible obstacles in his way oblong
do t at the end—“ D etain him till further

advices reach you scratch a t bo ttom
“ Send him back on pretence of some in

fo rmality ih the above ink- spirt o n right
:

hand side (which is the case here) Arrest

him at once. W hy and wherefore, I don
’
t

concern myself, but my instructions amount

to this : if Signor Luigi leaves home tuo -night

forVienna—well and go od , the passport de
posed with us for our visa is reallyforhis ov

n

use, they have misinformed the Office, and

hemeans well bu t let him stay o ver to
-nigbt

- there has been the pretence we as pect.

theaccounts o fhis correspond ingand ho lding
intelligence with th e Carbonari are coma :
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H ow should one in your state e
’
er bring to W ould little stead me, o therwise emp loyed ,

Wha t wo uld require a co o l head , a co ld heart ,
And a calm hand ? You never will escape.

The dying is best part o fit. To o much
H ave I enjoyed these fiftee n years o fmine,
To leave myself excuse fo r longer life
W as no t life pressed d own, running o

’
erwith

Tha t I might finish with it ere my fellows
W h o , Sparelier feasted , make a longer stay ?
I was put a t the board -head , helped to a ll

At first I rise up happy and content.

God must be glad one loves his world so

much .

I can give news o f earth to all the dead

W ho ask me z—last year’s sunsets, and grea t

W hich had a right to come first and see ebb
The crimso n wave that drifts the sun away
Those crescentmoonswith no tched and burn

Tha t strengthened into sharp fire, and there
stoo d ,

Impatient o f the azure—a nd tha t day
In March , a do uble rainbow stopped the

May
’
s warm slow yellow mo onlit summer

Go ne are they, but I have them in my soul
M other. (H e will no t go

Yo u smile a t me
’
Tis true,

Vo luptuo usnes s, gro tesqueness, ghastliness,
Environ my d evo tedness as quaintly
As ro und abo ut some antique altar wreathe
The rose festoons, goats

’
horns , and oxen

’
5

Mother. See now you reach the city, you
must cross

H is thresho ld—how
Oh , that

’
s ifwe conspired !

Then would come pains in plenty, as you

But guess no t how the qualities most fit
Fo r such an o ffice, qualities I have,

Yet prove o frarest merit only here.

W ill serve, but no one ever will consid er

In search of a distorted ash —I find
The wry spoilt branch a na tural p erfec t bow.

Fancy the thrice sage, thrice precau tio ned

Arrivingat the pa lace on my errand
N o , no ! I have a handsome dres p a cked

White satin here, to set o ffmy black h a ir
In I sha ll march—for you maywatc h yo ur

Behind thick wa lls, make fi'iends th ere to

More than one man spo ils everything.

Only, no clumsy knife to fumble for.
Take the great ga te and walk no t sau nter)

it a ll

Inside the turret here a hundred times .

D on
’
t ask the way o f whom yo u meet,

But where they cluster thickliest is the d o or

Ofdoors ; they
’ll let you pass—they’ll never

Each to the o ther, he knows no t the fi vo urite,

now.

W alk ia—straight up to him ; you have no

Be prompt, how should he scream Then,

Ita ly, Ita ly, my Ita ly !
You’re free, you’

re free ! Oh mo ther, I could

They go t about me—Andrea h'om his exile.
P ier from his dungeon, Gualtier from his

Marker. W ell, you shall go . Yet seems

The easies t virtue for a selfish man
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To acquire he lo ves himself—and next , the In June : remember,
Yourselfappointed that mo nth forhercoming.

If he must love beyond , but nough t Luigi. W as tha t low no ise the echo

As a short -sigh ted man sees nought midway She must be grown—with her blue eyes up

As if life were o ne long and sweet surprise
To my least wish , and running o

’
er with In June she comes.

W e were to see together
I could no t cal l you cruel or unkind . The Titian at Treviso . There, again

qf P IP P A, singing
b u

’

gi. N ow d o yo u tryme, o rmake sport
ofme

How first the Austrians go t these pro

And the king
’
s loehs curled ,

(If that is all, I
’ll satisfy you so o n)

—Never by conques t but by cunning, fo r As the milk-white sp ace
'
twixt horn and

Of some sacrificia l bu ll

(Sure, he
’
s

For he wasgot to a sla y mood ,

The tell - ta le cuckoo : spring’s his confidant ,
And he lets ou t her April purposes
Or better go at once to modern time,

Agewith its ba ne. so suregone by,

(Thegod s so loved hirn while he d reamed )

finmn’
t restate thematter; tha t

’
smyboast Lu igi. N O need that so rt Of king ShOtl ld

Others could reason it out to you , and pro ve
Things they have mad e me feel .

W hygo to -night ?
Mom’

s fo r ad venture. Jupiter is now
Amorning- sta r. I canno t hear you , Luigi
Luigi. I am the bright and moming

And ,
“
to a rch an one I give themorning- star.

The gilt of the morning- star ! H ave I Go d ’
s

And sometimes clung abou t h isfiret ,
W ith bleed ing lip a nd burning eheeh ,

A woma n . bitterest wrong to yeah

Of one with su llen th iehset brows

And sometimesfrom thep rison- house

Chiara will lo ve to see

That j upiter an evening
- star next June

Luigi. True, mo ther. W ell for thosewho

Great noontides, thund er- storms, all glaring

W ho through some ehinh had pushed and

That triumph at the heels o fJune the god
h idinghis revel through our leafy W OYId On knees and elbows, belly and breast ,

Ye , Chiara will be here.

Awrong the roehs h is d o was
84m h is pa lace, in the sun ,

H e sa t to see h ispeop lepass,
And j udge them every one

They ha led hirn many a va lley- thig
'

Ca ugh t in the sheep -pens, robber-ch ief
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H ewas by thc verygod , I ? This sunset

Who ever in the darkness strode

Backward a nd forward beep ingwa tch

O
’
er his bra zen bowl s, such rogues to ca tch 1

w" ?
‘
T
”" To giveme the same treat hegave last week

The hrngyudged , sitting in the sun .

F 1
'

me on his knee with fig 1ers,

Luigi. That king should still judge sitting Lampmys and red Bregw e-wine. and m m

the sunm

.

The while some fo lly abo ut how well I fare.
H ” W W I? " 0” I”? “ d ”13mg Let sit and eat my supper quietly :

é
w

fi
d

b

am; tit
—6
12
: " o

f?
“

Sincehad he no t himselfbeen latethismorning
is r e 3 s o srm t eyes he .

W e the very blue had turned to white.

Deta

i
n

oi
d at never mind where, M

Eh , baggage, had I no t
H ow she can lie !W ith forhy tongue and eyes onflame.

W m 014 hingm ”h ide? azm ) . 3rd mI. Lo ok thereb by the nails 1

Bu t when he saw the sweepy ha ir
Girt with a crown of berries rare
PVhich thegod wil l ha rd lygive tbwear

In the a lta r-sm he by thep ine- torch lights,
At his wond rousforest rites ,
Seeing this, he d id no t da re

Approach tha t th resho ld in the sun ,

Assa u lt the o ld hing smiling there.

[P IP P A p asses .

Lu igi. And such grace have they, now

that the world ends ! And all ht lie the co o l 1 ts. in
The Pytho n at the city, o n the throne,

mg ong nigh

And brave men, Go d wou ld crown fo r slay And have newmilk to drink, app les to eat,

W ith plaits here, clo se about the throat, all

Lurk in bye-corners lest they fi ll his prey.
Are crowns yet to be won in this la te time,
W hich weakness makesme hesita te to reach
’
Tis Go d

’
s voice calls : how co u ld I stay ?

Talh by the way, while P IP P A is passing

They’ve rubbed the chalk -mark o ut , how tall
you were,

Twisted your starling’s neck , broken his cage,
1st Girl . There goes a swallow to Venice Made a dung- hill o f yourgarden—the stout seafi rer !

Seeing th ose birds fly, makes one wish fo r Mygarden since I left them well—perhaps !
I would hav e d one so so I ho pe they have !

Let us el l wish ; you wish first ! A hg
-tree curled mrt o f our co ttagewall :

grd Girl . D ipping them into wine to write
bad words with

On the bright table how he laughed I

My tum.

Spring
’
s comeand summer’s coming. Iwould

A long loose gown, d own to the feet and

ah , I should say,
This is away in the fields—miles !

Say at once

You’
d be at home : she’d always be at home !

Now comes the story o f the fi rm among
The cherry o rchards, and how April snowed
W hite blossoms on her as she ran. Why,
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wea ther : but I am a Sicilian, you know,

and shiver in your Julys here. To be sure,

when
’
twas full summer at Mamina , as we

priests used to cross in procession the great

square o n Assumption D ay, you migh t see
o ur thickest yellow tapers twist sudd enly in
two , each like a falling star, or sink d own o n

themselves in a go re o f wax. But go , my
friends , but go ! [To the Intendant . ] N o t

yo u , Ugo ! [The others leave the afart

M . ] I have longwanted to conversewith
you, Ugo .

Intendant . Uguccio

Monsignor.

’

guccio Stefani,man ! o f
Asco li, Fermo and Fossombruno -what I
d o need instructing about , are these acco unts
o f yo ur administration o f my po o r bro ther

’
s

affairs. Ugh ! I shall never get through a

third part o f your acco unts : take some of

these dainties before we attempt it, however.

Are yo u bashful to that d egree Fo rme, a

crust and water suflice.

Intendant . D o you choo se this especial
night to question me
M onsignor. This night, Ugo . You have

managed my la te bro ther
’
s affairs since the

death o f our elder bro ther : fourteen years
and a month , a ll but three days . On the

Third o f D ecember, I find him
Intendant . If you have so intimate an

acquaintance with your bro ther’s affairs you
will be tender o f turning so far back : they
will hard ly bear lookinginto , so far back.
Monsignor. Ay, ay, ugh , ugh ,

- no thing
but disappo intments here below I remark
a considerable payment mad e to yo urself o n
this Third of D ecember. Talk of disappoint
ments ! There was a young fellow here,
Ju les, a foreign sculptor I did my utmost to

ad vance, that the Church might be a gainer
by us bo th : he was going o n ho pefully
enough , and o f a sudden be no tifies to me

some marvellous change that has happened
in his no tions o f Art . H ere

’
s his letter,

H e never had a clearly conceived Ideal
within his brain till to - day. Yet since his

hand cou ld manage a chisel, he has practised
expressingo thermen

’
s Ideals and -in thevery

P IP P A PASSES

perfection he has attained to , he foresees an

ultimate failure : his unconscious hand will

pursue its pres cribed course of o ld years,
and will reproducewith a fi ta l expermemthe
ancient types, let the no vel one appear never
so palpably to his spirit. There is but one

method o f escape confiding the virgin type

to as chaste a hand , he will turn painter
instead o f sculptor, and point , no t carve, its

characteristics,”—strike out , I dare say, a

scho o l like Co rreggio : how think you, Ugo ?
Intendant . Is Co rreggio a painter
M onsignor. Fo o lish Jules l and yet , after

all, why foo lish H e may—pro bably will
fail egregio usly ; but if there sh ould arise at

new painter, will it no t be in some suchway,
by a poet now, o r a musician (spirits who
have

.
conceived and perfected an Idea ! throug'i

some o ther channel), transferring it to this.
and escaping our conventio nal road s bypurr
ignorance of them ; eh , Ugo ? If you have

no appetite, talk a t least , Ugo !
Intendant . Sir, I can submit no lo nger to

this course o f yours. First , yo u select tlr

group o fwhich I formed one—next you this

it grad ually,—a lways retainingme with your

smile,—and so d o yo u pro ceed till you have
fairly go t me a lone with you between for:
sto ne walls. And now then Let this

farce, this chatter end now what is it you
want with me

Intenda nt . From the instant you arrived .

I felt your smile o n me as you questioned me
abo ut this and the o therarticlein tho se papers
—why your bro ther should have given me
this villa , thatM ere—and your nod at the

end men t,
—what

Monsignor. P ossibly that I wished for no
lo ud talk here. If onceyou setme coughing.
Ugo

Intendant . I have yourbro ther’s hand and
seal to

'

all I possess : now ask me what fo r !

what service I did him—ask me l

Monsignor. I wo uld better no t : I should
rip up o ld disgraces, let o utmypo o r bro ther

’
s

weaknesses. By the way, Mafl
'

eo of Forli

(which, I fo rgo t to o bserve. isyo urtrue name),
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was the interd ict ever taken o ff you , fo r rob

bingthat church at Cesena

Intendant . N o , nor needs be : forwhen I
murdered your bro ther’s friend , P asquale, for

Monsignor. Ah , he employed you in that

business, did he W ell, I must let yo u keep,

theworld sho uld find out my relations were
ofso indifferent a stamp Mafl

'

eo , my family
'

s the o ldest in Messina , and century after

haven : my owa fi ther rest his so ul !
—l have, I know, a chapel to support that
imayres t : my dear two dead bro thers were,
—what you know to lerably well ; I , the

yumgest , might have rivalled them in vice,
ifnot in wea lth but from my boyhood I
came out fi om among them, and so am no t

partaker of their plagues. My glory springs
fromanother so urce ; or if from this, by co n
trast only,—fo r I, the bishop, am the brother

ofyour employers, Ugo . I h ope to repair
some o f theirwrong, however ; so far as my
brother‘s il l -go tten treasure reverts to me, I
can stop the consequences of his crime : and
not one soldo shall escape me. Mafl

'

eo , the

sword we quiet men spurn away, you shrewd

knaves pick up and commit murders with ;
what opp ortunities the virtuous fo rego , the

Villainous seize. Because, to pleasure myself
apart from o ther consid erations, my fo od

would be millet - cake, my dress sackclo th ,
and my couch straw,

—um I therefore to let
you, the M ag o f the earth , seduce the

poor and igno rant by appropria ting a pomp
thesewill be sure to think lessens the shomi
nations so unaccountably and exclusively
associated with it ? Must I let villas and

alert go to you , a murderer and thief, that

youmaybeget bymeans o f them o thermur
derers and thieves No—ifmy cough would

Intendant . W hat am I to expect ? You

Monsignor.
—Must punish yo u , Mafl

'

eo .

l mnnd afiord to cast away a chance. I

an

only a month or two o f life to do it in . H ow

should I dare to say
Intmdant . Fo rgive us o ur trespasses

M onsignor. My friend , it is because I avow
myself a very worm, sinful beyond measure,
tha t I reject a line o f conduct you wo uld

applaud perhaps. Sha ll I proceed , as it

were, a -pardoning—I —who have no symp
tom o f reason to assume that augh t less than
my strenuousest effo rts will keep myself o ut
o f mortal sin, much less keep o thers o ut.

No : I do trespass , but will no t double tha t
by allowingyou to trespass .

Intenda nt . And suppose the villas are no t
your bro ther’3 to give, no r yo urs to take ?
Oh , you are hasty enough just now !
Monsignor. I , 2

—N0
3 l
—ay, can yo u read

the substance o f a letter, N
0
3, I have re

ceived from R ome ? It is precisely on the

ground there mentioned , o f the suspicion I
have tha t a certain child o f my late elder

esta tes, was murd ered in infancy by yo u ,
Mail

'

eo , at the instiga tion o fmy late yo unger
bro ther—that the P ontifi' enjoins on me no t
merely the bringing tha t Mafl

'

eo to condign

punishment , bu t the taking all pains, as

guardian o f the infant
’
s heritage for the

Church, to reco ver it parcel by parcel, how
soever, whensoever, and whereso ever. W hile
yo u are nowgnawing those fingers, the po lice
are engaged in sca lingup yo ur papers, Mafl

'

eo ,

and the mere raising my voice brings my
people from the next room to dispose o f your
self. But I want you to confess quietly, and
save me raisingmy vo ice. W hy, man , d o I
no t know the o ld story ? The heir between
the succeeding heir, and this heir’s rufi anly
instrument , and their complot’s effect, and

the life o ffearand bribes and ominous smiling
silence? D id you thro ttle orstabmybro ther

’
s

infant Come now l
Intendant . So o ld a sto ry, and tell it no

better W hen did such an instrument ever
prod uce such an effect ? Either the child

smiles in his face o r, mo st likely, he is no t

fo o l enough to pu t himself in the employer
’
s
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power so tho ro ughly : the child is always
ready to pro duce—as yo u say

—howsoever,
wheresoever, and whensoever.

Intenda nt . Strike me Ah , so migh t a

at least , though the ga llows await me to

mo rrow fo rwha t a life did I lead I Carlo

o f Cesena reminds me o f his connivance,

every time I payhis annuity ; which happens
commonly thrice a year. If I remonstra te,
he will confess all to the good bisho p

Mofmlgnor. I see through the trick, caitifl
'

I wo uld yo u sp oke truth fo r once. All shall

be sifted , however—seven times sifted .

Intendan t . And how my absurd riches

encumbered me I dared no t lay claim to

abo ve ha lf my possessions. Let me but
once unbo som myself, glorify H eaven , and

Sir, you are no bruta l dastard ly idio t like
yo ur bro ther I frightened to death let us

understand one ano ther. Sir, I will make

at hand ; no t the stupid obvious kind of

killing; d o not speak—know no thing o f her

nor of me ! I see her every day—saw her

this mo rning : o f course there is to be no

killing; bu t at R ome the courtesans perish
off every three years, and I can entice

her thither—have indeed begun o perations
already. There

’
s a certain lusty blue-eyed

florid - complexioned English knave, I and the
P o lice employ occasionally. Yo u assent , I
perceive—no , that’s not it—assent I d o no t

say
—but you will let me convert my present

havings and ho ldings into cash , and give me
time to cross the Alps ? ’

Tis but a litt le

black- eyed pretty singing Felippa , gay silk
windinggirl. I have kept her out o f harm’

s

way up to this present for I always intended
to make your life a plague to yo u with her.

’
Tis as well settled once and for ever. Some

women I have procured will pass Blupho cks,
my handsome scoundrel, o ff for somebody ;
and o nce P ippa entangled l

—
yo u co nceive

Through her singing? Is it a bargain ?

P IP PA PASSES

[From «may: a ha rd m wit :

Bu t [ M m nea r made ou t the sun ,

And counkdm r stars. “ a m and one.

Lik tile/ing” : 4 1 3) ba nd

N ay , [ M all s-ru ndo wn “

N o mgfa su
'

lia rfm mig“ arm-loot n a

[P IP P A passer.

Mon signor [:fin
'

ngfnr up} My im p le

one and all—a ll—within there ! Gag this

villain—tie him hand and fo o t ! H e dares

I know no t half he dares—but remo ve
him—quick ! M ira -

eremoi, D omino ! Quick,

Scans —P rpm’
s c/lamoer again. She

The bee with his comb,
The mouse at her dray,
The grub in his tomb,

But the fire-fly and hedge- shrew and lob

H ow fare they ?
H a , ha , thanks for your counsel, my

Feast upon lampreys, quan
'

Breganae

The summer o f life so easy to spend ,
And care for to mo rrow so so o n put away !
But winter hastens at summer’s end ,
And fire-fly, hedge- shrew, lob-worm, pray,
H ow fare they?
N o bid dingme then to what did Zanne

orn e a : true- to) : and ,

Flowers and p cm W ag
'
rwa tbmi sfi t !

Tbm w a ougu abow a e. W h in e,

My ch ildhood had not lea rned to b low

For, wha t are tie (f 65rd :
—Ay , and d w in—bu tmod s, ourw rds .

Only so smelt morew t 7
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Monks and nuns, in a cloister’s mo od s, And bo rder Ottima ’
s cloak’s hem.

Adjourn to the oak-stump pantry Ah me, and my impo rtant part with them,

[Afl or size bas begu n to undress herself. This mo rning
’
s hymn half promised when I

N ow, one thing I should like to really ro se I

know : True in some sense o r o ther, I suppose.

H ow near I evermight approach al l these [As sh lies down.

I o nly fancied being, this lo ngday : God blessme ! I can pray no more to - night.
—Approach, I mean, so as to to uch them, so N o d o ubt , some way or o ther, hymns say
As to in someway mo ve them right .

ifyou please,
D o good or evil to them some slight way. A ll ,m mug, a , mm ” in God
Fo r instance, if I wind
Silk to -mo rrow, my silk may bind Arewe More is no la st nor/in t.



KING V ICTOR AND KING CHAR LES ;
A TRAGED Y.

1842 .

[VictorAmadeus IL , originally D uke o f Savoy, obtained the title of King o f Sard inia
in 1720. H e was a powerful and self-willed man, and a sagacio us sovereign . Saddened
by the death of his eldes t and favourite so n, and o f his daughter, the Queen o f Spain,
hebegan to med ita te abdica tio n in favo ur o f his so n Charles . In 1728 , after the death o f
first wife, and upon his c with a seco nd , he carried o ut his design and withdrew

with his lady to his castle at C bery, where they bo th so on began to repent their
conduct and to be sick o f ennui. In 173 1 King Charles was to ld tha t his father was o n
hisway to Turin to take 11 his o ld as k

'

but when fa ther and so n met , the fo rmer
repudia ted the no tion, an alleged ea lth as e so le gro und o f his return to the ca ita l .
KingCharles placed the castle ofMoncaglier a t his fa ther’s dispo sal, where, however,
Victor resumed his intrigues, and at last demanded tha t his deed o f resignation shoul
bedelivered up to be cancelled . KingCharles felt the positio n very keenly, and vacillated
agood dea l ; but finally he concurred in the o pinion o f his Co uncil that there was no thing
for it but to pu t the o ld king under arrest, which was d one under the directio n o f the
Marquis D

’
Ormea . KingVictor died shortly afterwards, namely, in October 17

NOTE. wha t a
plp
ears co rrect in Vo ltaire and plausible

in Con orcet ) mo re true to perso n and thing
3 5 I know, this T edy {5 the first than any it has hitherto been my fo rtune to

artistic consequence o f what o lta ire termed meet with, no d oubt
22

, word will be taken ,“
a terrible event witho ut co nso uences d

'

d eadil R . B.

and al though it pro fesses to be histo rical:I
an my evr ence spar as r y

have taken mo re pains to arrive at the history Low “

than most readers would thank me for par
tit ularin

'

ng: since acquainted , as I will hope KING VICTOR AND KING CH AR LES .

them to be, with the chief circumstances o f
Victor’s remarkable Euro pean career nor P ER SON S .

quite
'

Grant o f the sad and sufPfiSing 59m V ic
'
ro a Au ans us.fi rst Kingq ard inia .

I ama ut to reproduce (a to lerable account

ofwhich is to be found , fo rinstance, in Abbé
CH AR LES EMMANUEL , Ins son , P n ncc of

Roman’s R éa
'

t o r even the filth o f Lo rd

Orrery
’
s Letter

’

s from Italy)—I canno t ex gf
’LYXENA o of cu rl“

pact them to be versed , nor desirous o f be ORMEA ”m u

00111n so . in all the detail o f the memo irs. Scam —TieCouncil Cbamoero/R iw lil ’a lacc.
correspondence, 3 3 d rela tio ns Of the time. nea r Turin , communica ting wit}: a H a ll
From these only ma be obtained a know a t the back, an Ap artment to the left . and
ledge of the fie an audacio us temper, un “ 0M” to the " it“ of the stage.
scrupulous se ess, profound dissimulation ,

and singula r fertility in resources, of Victor
Tum, 17304 73“

—the extreme and painful sensibility, pro
longed immaturity ref powers, earnes t good FIRST YEAR , r73o .

—KING V ICTOR .

purpose and vacil la tingW il l of Charles
—the

noble and right woman
’
s manliness o f his P AR T 1.

Wife—and the ill-considered rascality and sub CH AR LES, P OLYXENA.

t better- ad vised rectitude o fD
’
Ormea .

I say, therefore, that I canno t but Cbarlcs . Yo u think so W ell, I do no t .

believe my statement (combining as it d oes My beloved ,
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All must clear up ; we sha ll be happy yet
This canno t last fo r ever—o h , may change

To -day or any day yet fast to mine,
—Maychange? Ah yes H is dead check on my check, his arm s ill

P olyxcna . Endure it , then.

N o d o ubt, a life
Like this drags o n, now betterand nowwo rse.

My fa thermay may take to lo vingme ;
And he may take D

’
o rmea clo ser yet

To co unsel him —may even cast 05 her
—Tha t had Sebastian ; bu t he also may

Or no , P o lyxena , my only friend ,
H e may no t fo rce you fromme ?

Now, fo rce me

From yo u
- me, clo se by yo u as if there

No Sebastians, no D
’
Ormeas on o ur path

At R ivo li o r Turin, still at hand , \Vith such an o ne, while lord ly P hilip rode

Arch - co unsellor, prime confidant By him their Turin thro ugh But he was

me

Charles . Because I felt as sure, as I feel sure And must put up with
—me ! ’

Twas sad

W e clasp hands now, o f beinghappy o nce. enough
Youngwas I, quite neglected , nor concerned To learn my fu ture po rtion and submit .
By the wo rld

’
s busines s tha t engrossed so And then the wear and worry, blame on

My fa ther and my bro ther : if I peered
From out my privacy, - amid the crash
And blaze o f nations, domineered those two .

’
Twas war, peace—France our foe, now

England , friend

In lo ve with Spain—at feud with Austria !
W ell

I wondered , laughed a moment’s laugh fo r

In the chiva lro us co uple, then let dro p
My curtain I am o ut o f it

,

” I said
W hen
P olyxena . You have to ld me, Charles.

W hen suddenly, - a Warm March day, just

Just so much sunshine as the co ttage child
Basks in delighted , while the co ttager Since I had yo u at length

Takes Off his bonnet , as he ceases work ,

To catch the mo re o f it—and it must fi l l Ofmonarch, minister, and mistress , Charles.
H eavily o n mybro ther ! H ad you seen

P hilip—the lion - featured ! no t like me I then M no t like

Myneck,—they bademe rise, fo r I was heir

To the D uke,” they said , the righ t hand

o f the D uke
Till then he was my fi ther, no t the D uke.

So . . let mefinish . . thewho le intricate

W o rld
’
s- business theirdead boywasbo rn to , I

Must conquer, - ay, thebrilliant thinghewas,
I, o fa sudden must be : myfaults , my fo llies,
—Al l bitter truths were to ld me, all a t once,
To end the so oner. W hat I simp ly styled
Their o verlo okingme, had been co ntemr!

Fo r, spring-so unds in my ears , spring-smells

abo ut,
H ow could I but grow dizzy in their pent
Dimpalace-rooms at first Mymo ther

‘
s look

As they discussed my insignificance,
She and my father, and I sittingby,
I bore I knew how bra ve a son theymiss ed
P hilip had gaily run sta te-papers through,
WhileCharles was spellingat them painfully !
But Victorwas my Ether spite o f tha t .
D uke Victor’s entire life has been,” I said ,
Innumerable efforts to one end ;
And o n the po int now of that end

’
s success,

Our D ucal turning to a Kingly crown,
W here

’
s time to be reminded ’

tis his child

H e spurns ?” And so I sufi
'

ered—scamely
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H ead sunk on hand , devoured by slow In knowledge ! 80 ! (
’
Tis in his eye, be

—Then radiant , fo r a crown had all at o nce H is vo ice : he knows it, and his heart’s on

Seemed po ssible again I I can beho ld
H im, whose least whisper ties my spirit fist ,
In this sweet brow, nought could divert me

Save objects like Sebastian’
s shameless lip ,

Or wo rse, the clipped grey hair and dead

white fi ce

And dwind ling eye as if it ached with guile,
D

’
Ormea wears

KING’
S apartment D

’
ORMEA. Fresh heart . TheKing

’
swithin tba t chamber?

I said he wou ld divert
My kisses from yo ur brow paper lies, exclairns, as he glances at

H ere So , King Spain ! ”

Victo r P olyxena [asidetoCH AR Lss]. Tarryawhil
Spoke truth fo r once : and who

’
s ordained , what ails the minister

D
’

0mm . Madam, I d o no t o ften tro uble

To make tha t memo rable Bo th in call,

As he declared . W et e
’
t better gnash the The P rince loathes, and yo u scorn rue—let

teeth that pass !

Or laugh outright now But since it touches him and yo u , no t me,
Cha rles [to P OLYXENA]. W hat’s his visit Bid the P rince listen

P olyxena [to Cann es]. Surely yo u will
D ’
Om ea [aside]. I question if they even listen

speak to me.

P olyxena [to CH AR LES]. Face the man !

H e
’
ll suppose you fear him, else. Charles. D eceitful to the veryfingers

’
ends !

[Aloud ] The Marquis bears the King
’
s D ’ormea [who has approached tha n , over

command , no d oubt

D
’
Orrnea [aside]. P recisely - If I threat to ho ld ]. My project for the FieB ! As

W ell , this at least is punishment enough Sir, Imust give yo u light upon thosemm ure

Men used to promise punishmentwould come.
—For this is mine, and that I spied o f Spain,

Cha rles. D eliver the King
’
s message, Mine too !

Charles . R eleaseme ! D o you gloce onme

D ’
Om ar[aside]. W h o bearin theworld ’

s face (that is, th eworld

So anxio us fo r his fa te ? [Aloud ] A wo rd ,
my P rince, —Yourmeasures - W hen was no t a hateful

Before yo u see your father—just one word
Of counsel I D ’

Orma i’s impoa
'

tion La ve my robe !
Charles. Oh , yo ur co unsel certainly W hat post can I bestow, what gran t concede?

P o lyxena , the Marquis counsels us ! Or d o you take me fo r the King
Well , sir Be brief, however I

W hat ? You know No t yet forKing, - no t for, asyet , thankGod.
As much as I ?—preceded me, most like, Onewho in sha ll I saya year, a monthl

D el Bo rgo , Spava , fifty nobles more,
Are summoned thus

Is the P rinceused to know,

At any time, the pleasure o f the King,
Befo re his minister —P o lyxena,
Stay here till I concludemy task I feel

Your presence (smile no t ) through the walls,
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Ay
—shall bewretcheder than e

’
erwas slave Yo u see the King

’
s state in its length and

In his Sardinia .
—Euro pe’s spectacle bread th

And the wo rld
’
s bye

-wo rd ! W hat ? The You blame me now for keepingyo u alo o f

Prince aggrieved From co unsels and the fruit o f counsels ?

That I excluded him o ur counsels H ere

[Touching thep aper in CH AR LES
’
S ha nd . Till I explain this morning’s business !

Accept a metho d o f extortinggo ld

FromSavoy
’
snobles ,who must wringitsworth Sto op to my father, yes,—D

’
Ormea , n

In silver first from tillers o f the so il , —The King
’
s so n, no t to the King

’
s coun

Whose hind s again have to co ntribute brass sello r

Tomake up the amount there
’
s counsel, sir, I will d o something, but at least retain

My counsel, o ne year o ld ; and the fruit , The credit o fmy deed . [Aloud ] Then it is

Envoy
’
s become a mass o fmisery You now exp ressly come to tell me

.ltrl wrath, which o ne man has to meet

To tell You apprehend me
You

’

re no t the King ! Ano ther counsel, sir ! P erfectly.

Slain entertains a pro ject (here it lies) Further, D ’
o nnea , you have shown yo urself,

Which, guessed , makes Austria o ffer that Fo r the first time thes e many weeks and

months,
Thusmuch to bathe Spain ; he promises ; D isposed to d o my bidding
Thencomes Spain, breathles s lest she be fore From theheart l

Cha rles . Acquaint my fa ther, first , I wait
Her offer fo llows ; and he promises
Charles .

—P romises , sir, when he has just Next or, I
’
ll tell you at a fitter time.

Acquaint the King
To Austria

’
s ofl

'

er D
’
ormea [aside] . If I ’

scape Victo r yet
D

’

Ormea . Tha t
’
s a co unsel, P rince ! First , to prevent this stro ke at me : if no t ,

But past o ur foresight , Spain and Austria Then, to avengeit ! [To CH AR LESJ Gracio us

Tomake theirquarrel up between themselves
Without the intervention o f a friend )
Producebo th treaties, and both promises
Charles. H ow

P rince, a counsel I And

the fruit o f that ?

Both parties covenant afresh, to fa ll
Together on their friend , blo t ou t his name,
Abolish him from Euro pe. So , take no te,

Here
’

s Austria and here’s Spain to fight

And what sustains the King but Savoy here,
Amiserable peo ple mad with wrongs
You

’

re no t the King
P o lyxena , yo u said

All would clear up : all d o es clear up to me.

0 0mm . Clear up
’
Tis no such thing

to envy, then H ow Yo u fail to catch

VOL. I.

Cha rles. Go d , I forbore W hich more
ofl

'

end s, that man
Or that man’

s mas ter? Is it come to this ?

H ave they supposed (the sharpest insu lt yet )
I needed e

’
en his intervention N o

No—d ull am I , conceded ,—but so dull,
Scarcely 1 Their step decides me.

H ow decides

Charles. You would be freed D
’
Ormea’s

eye and hers
—Cou ld fly the court with me and live con

tent

So , this it is fo r which the knights assemble
The whispers and the closeting o f late,

The savageness and inso lence o f o ld ,
—Fo r this
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Theircleverplo t ? Imissed it , but co uld yo u
These last two mo nths o f care to inculca te
H ow dull I am,

—D ’

Ormea’
s present visit

To pro ve tha t, being du ll, I might be wo rse
W ere I a King—a s wretched as now dull

Yo u recognize in it no winding up
Of a long plo t ?
P olyxena . W hy sh ould there be a plo t ?
Charles. Thecrown

’
s secure now ; I should

shame the crown

An o ld complaint ; the point is, how to gain

My place fo r one, mo re fit in Victo r’s eyes,
H is mistress the Sebastian’

s child .

In truth ?
Cha rles. They dare no t quite dethro ne
Sardinia

’
s P rince :

But they may descant o n my dulness till
They stingme into even praying them
Grant leave to hidemyhead , resignmy sta te,
And end the co il . N o t see now In a wo rd ,

They’d haveme tender themmyselfmyrights
As o ne incapable —some cause fo r that ,
Since I delayed thus long to see their drift l
I shall apprise the Kinghe may resume K IN G V ICTOR .

My nghts this moment .

P ause I dare no t think P AR T 11.

So 111 o fVicto r.

Think no in o f him ,
Enter KingV ICTOR ,

'

ng the R egalia on

P olyxena .
—N o r think him, then, so shal

a w h o from “P afl M f H ! “ W

low as to suffer

H is purpose be divined thus easily .

And yet
—
yo u are the last o f a great line

There
’
s a great heritage at stake ; new days

Seemed to await this newest o f the rea lms
Of Euro pe z—Charles, yo u must withstand

Ah

Yo u dareno t then renounce the splend id Co urt
Foro newhomall thewo rld despises Speak !
P olyxena . Mygent le husband , speak Iwill , Outbreak enough
and truth. [Contemplating it ] To lose all, after all

W ere this as yo u believe, and I once sure This, glancing o
’
er my house for ages

Yo ur duty lay in so reno uncing rule, shaped ,
I could could ? Oh what happines it Brave meteo r, like the crown o fCyprus now.

were Jeru salem, Spain, England , every change
To live, myCharles, and die, alo newith you The braver,—and when I have clutched 8

Cha rles. I grieve I asked you . To the prize
presence, then My ancestry died wan with watchingfor,

By this, D ’

Orrnea acquaints the King
d o ubt ,

H e fears I am to o simple fo rmere hints,
And that no lesswill serve than Victor’smouth

Demo nstra ting in council wha t I am.

I have no t breathed , I think , these many
years

P olyxena . W hy, it may be —ii he desire
to wed

That woman, call legitimate her child .

Charles. Yo u see as much Oh , let his

will have way
Yo u’

ll no t repent co nfiding in me, lo ve ?
There’smany a brighterspo t in P iedmont , far,
Than R ivo li. I

’
ll seek him o r, suppose

Yo u hearfirst how I mean to speak mymind ?
—Lo ud ly and firmly bo th , this time, be sure !
I yet may see yo ur R hine- land , who ean tell ?

Once away, ever then away I breathe.

P o lyxena . And I too breathe.

Come, my P o lyxena !

Victor. B
’
Orrnea —for pa tience fails me,

treading thus
Among the obscure trains I have laid , —my
knigh ts

Safe in the ha ll here—in that antero om,

My so n,
- D

’
Ormea , where Of this, one

to uch [Laying down them e.

This fireball to thes e mute black co ld trains
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Think to escape the sea
’
s black tro ugh in

turn ?

Apply this : yo u have been myminister
— N ext me, abo ve me po ssibly — sad post,
H uge care, abundant lack o f peace o fmind

W h o wo uld desidera te the eminence ?

You gave your so u l to get it ; yo u
’
d yet give

Yo ur sou l to keep it , as I mean yo u sha ll ,

D
’
Ormea W ha t if thewave ebbed with me?

Whereas it cants yo u to ano ther crest

I toss yo u to my so n ; ride o ut yo ur ride
D ’Om oa . Ah , you so much despise me

Yo u , D
’
Ormea ?

N owise : and I
’
ll info rm yo u why. A king

Must in his time have many ministers,
And I

’
ve been rash eno ugh to part with mine

W hen I th o ught pro per. Ofthe tribe, no t o ne
Or wait , did P ianezze P—ah , just the

same

N o t o ne o fthem, ere his remo nstrance reached

The length o f yo urs, but has assured me

(commo nly
Standingmuch as you stand ,—o rnearer, say,

The d oo r to make h is exit o n his speech)
—I sho u ld repent o fwhat I d id . D

’
Ormea ,

Be candid , you approached it when I bade
yo u

P repare the sched ules But yo u stopped in
time,

Yo u have no t so assured me : how should I
D espise you then

Enter CH AR LES.

Victor [changing h is tone]. Are you in

structed ? D o

My o rder, po int by po int Abo ut it , sir
D

’
om ea . Yo u so despise me ! [Aside. ]
One last stay remains

The bo y’s d iscretion there.

[To CH AR LESJ Fo r your sake, P rince,
I pleaded , who lly in yo ur interest ,
To save you from this fa te The

Must I be to ld
The P rince was supplica ted for—by him
Victor [to D

’
OR MEA]. Apprise D el Bo rgo ,

Spava , and the rest,

Our so n attends them ; then return.

D
’
ormea . One wo

‘

rd

Charles [aside]. Amoment
’
s pause and they

would drive me hence,
I d o believe
D

’
Ormea [aside]. Let bu t the boy he firm

Victor. Yo u d iso bey
Charles [to D

’
OR MEA]. Yo u d o no t d isobey

Me, at least ? D id yo u promise tha t o r no ?
D

’
ormea . Sir, I am yo urs wha t wo uld
yo u Yo urs am I l

Cha rles. W hen I have sa id wha t I sha ll say,
’
tis like

Yo ur face will ne’er again disgust me. Go

Thro ughyo u , as thro ugh a breast o fglass , I see.

And fo r your co nduct , frommyyouth till now.

Take my contempt You might have spared
me much ,

Secured me somewha t , no r so harmed yo ur
self

That
’
s over now. Go , ne

’
er to come again !

D
’
Orr/tea . As so n , the fa ther—fi ther as

the son 1

My wits My wits l

Victor [sea ted ]. And yo u , wha t meant
yo u , pray,

Speaking thus to D
’
Ormea

Let us no t

W astewo rds upo n D ’
Ormea Those I spent

H ave ha lf unsettled wha t I came to say.

H is presence vexes to my very so ul .
Victor. One called to manage a kingdom,

Charles , needs heart
To bear up under worse annoyances

Than seems D ’
Ormea—to me, at least .

Ah , go od !

H e keeps me to the po int . Then be it so .

[Aloud ] Last night , sir, brought me certain

papers—these
To be repo rted o n ,

—
yourway o f la te.

Is it last night
’
s result that yo u demand ?

Victor. Fo r Go d
’
s sake, wha t has night

brought fo rth P ronounce

what
’

s yo urwo rd P—result

Sir, tha t had proved
Quite wo rthy o fyoursneer, no d oubt —a few

Lame tho ughts, regard fo r yo u alo ne could

wring,

Lame as they are, from brains likemine, bf}
lieve
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As
’
tis, sir, I am spared bo th to il and sneer.

W ell, sir? I suppo se
You hard ly burned them. N ow for yo ur

remit

Charles. I never should have d one grea t

But oh my fi ther, had you lo ved me

Victor. Lo ved [Asida ] H as D
’
Orrnea

played me fa lse, I wonder?
[Aloud ] W hy, Charles, 9. king

’
s love is

Mayoverloo k , perchance, your part in it .
Ourmonarchy is abso lutest now
inEurope, o rmy trouble

’
s thrown away.

I love, my mod e, that subjects each and all

Mayhave the power o f lo ving, all and each,
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I bo re it,—have insu lted me, borne to o
N ow you insu lt yo urself ; and I remember
W ha t I believed you , what you really are,
And canno t bear it . W hat My life has

Under your eye, to rmented as you know,

Yo ur who le sagacities, o ne after o ne,
At leisure brought to play onme—to pro veme
A foo l, I thought and I submitted now

Yo u’d pro ve wha twould yo u pro veme
This to me

I hard ly know you l
Knowme Oh indeed

Yo u d o no t W ait til l I complain next time

Ofmy simplicity — fo r here
’
s a sage

Knows the wo rld well , is no t to be deceived ,
Theirmode : I d o ubt no t,many havetheirso ns And his experience and his Macchiavels,
To trifle with , ta lk soft to , all day long :
I have tha t crown , this chair, D

’
Ormea ,

Charles.

’
Tis well I am a subject then , no t

Victor [aside] . D
’
Ormea has to ld himevery

[Aloud ] Ah a !
[apprehend you when all

’
s said , yo u take

Yourpriva te sta tion to be prised beyo nd

—D o and ever did

So take it ’
tis the method you pursue

These wo rds ! Let me

Your tho ughts . You penetrate wha t I sup

Secret. D ’
Ormea plies his trade betimes

I purpose to resign my crown to you .

Charles. To me

N ow,
—ia tha t chamber.

And time enough , Charles,

Confess with me, at fo ur- and - sixty years
Acrown’s a load . I covet quiet once
Before I die, and summoned you fo r tha t .

D
’
Ormeas , teach him—wha t —tha t I this

H ave envied him his crown H e has no t

I warrant,—has no t eaten , drunk, no r slep t ,
Fo r I was plo ttingwith my P rincess yo nder l
W h o knows what we might d o o rmight no t

Go now, be po litic, as to und the wo rld
Tha t sentry in the antechamber—nay,

The varlet who dispo sed this precious trap

Tha t was to takeme—ask them if they think
Theirown sonsenvy them theirpo sts l—Kn

wn .

Farewell !
’
Twere vain to h0pe to change this : I can

end it .

Victor. But yo u know me, it seems : so ,
learn in brief,

Mypleasure. This assembly is convened
Cha rles. Tell me, tha t woman put it in your
head

Yo u were no t so le contriver o f the scheme,
My fa ther !
Victor. N ow observe me, sir I jest

Seldom—o n these po ints, never. H ere, I say,
The knights assemble to see me co nced e,

And you accept, Sardinia ’
s crown .
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N o t tha t I ca se from beingyo urs, when sunk
Into obscurity : I’ll die fo r yo u ,
Bu t no t annoy yo u with my presence. Sir,

Farewell Farewell

Enter D
’
ORMEA.

D
’

Ormca [asidc] . H a , sure he
’
s changed

Means no t to fall into the cunning trap !
Then Victo r, I shall yet escape you , Victo r

tire head of CH AR LES]. D
’
Ormea , your

[To CH AR LEsJ My so n, obey me !
Charles,

Yo ur father, clearer- sighted than yourself,
D ecides itmust be so .

’
Faith , this loo ks real

My reaso ns after reason upon reason

After : but now, obey me Trust in me !

By this , yo u save Sardinia , yo u save me

W hy, the boy swoo ns [To D
’

ORMEA. ]
Come this side

D
’
Ormca [as CH AR LES tum from [rim to

V ICTOR ]. You persist P
Victor. Yes , I conceive thegesture

’

5mean

ing.

’
Faith ,

H e almo st seems to ha te yo u how is tha t ?
Be t e- assured , my Charles ! Is

’
t o ver now ?

Then, Marquis , tell the new Kingwhat re

To d o Amoment
’
swo rk. D el Bo rgo reads

The Act o fAbdieation o ut, you Sign it ,

Then I Sign after that , come back to me.

D
’

0m m. Sir, fo r the las t time, pause
Fiveminutes longer

I am yo ur so vereign, Marquis. H esitate

And I
’
ll so turn those minutes to account

Tha t Ay, you reco llect me ! [Aside ]
Co uld I bring

My foo lish mind to undergo the reading
Tha t Act ofAbd ication l

(A: CH ARLES mo tion: D
’
ORMEA

to p recede bim.

Thanks, dear Charles
[CHAR LES and D

’

ORMEA retire.

Victor. A no vel fea ture in the boy,
- indeed

Just wha t I feared he wanted most. Quite
right ,

This ea rnest tone yo ur truth , now, fo r effect !

It answers every purpose with tha t lo o k ,

That vo ice,— I hear him I began
treaty,”

(H e speaks to Spain ), no r ever dreamed o f

“ Yo u Show me ; this I frommy so u l regret
Bu t ifmy fa ther signed it , bid no t me

D ish o nourhim—who gaveme all , bes id e

And ,
“ True, says Spain , “ ’

twere ha rsh to

visit tha t
Upo n the P rince. Then oome th e no bles

I grieve at these exactions—I had cu t

This hand ofi
'

ere impo se them ; bu t sha ll l

Und o myfi ther’s deed ?
”—a nd they confer

D oubtless he was no party, after a l l

Give the P rince time

Ay, give us time, bu t time !

Only, hemust no t , when the dark day comes,

R efer our friends to me and frustra te a ll.

W e
’

ll have no child ’
s play, no despond ingfits ,

N o Charles at each cro ss turn entreating

Victo r

To takehis crown again . Guard against that !

Enter D
’

ORMEA .

Long live KingCharles

N o—Charles’s counsellor 3
W ell, is it o ver, Marquis ? D id I jest ?
D ’
Ormoa. “ KingCharles !

”
W hat then

may you be ?

A country gentleman tha t, cured o f bustle,
N ow bea ts a quick retreat towa rd Chambery.
W ould hunt and hawk and leaveyo u no isyfo lk
To drive your trad ewithout him. I

’

m Co unt

R emo nt

Count Tende—any litt le place
’
s Co un t

D ’Ormea . Then Victo r, Cap tain against

Ca tinat

At Stafi
'

arde, where the French bea t yo u and

D uke
At Turin, where you bea t the French ; King

late

Of Savoy, P iedmo nt , Montferra t, Sardinia,
—N ow, any little place

’
s Co unt
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Migh t pro ve your lo t fo r strength was shut

in you

N one guessed but I—strength which , un

tramelled o nce,

H ad little shamed your vaunted ancestry
P atience and self- devo tion, fortitude,

Simplicity and utter truthfulness
—All which, they sho ut to lo se

So , now my wo rk
Begins to save him from regret. Save

R egret
—the noble na ture H e

’
s no t made

Like these Italians : ’
tis a German sou l .

CH AR LES enter: crowned .

Oh , where’s the King
’
s heir? Gone —the

Crown P rince P Gone

W here’s Savoy P Gone l—Sardinia P Gone !
But Charles

Is left And when my R hine- land bowers
arrive,

If he lo oked almost handsome yester- twiligh t

As his grey eyes seemed widening into

Because I praised him, then how will he

loo k ?
Farewell , yo u stripped and whited mulberry

Bo und each to each by lazy ro pes o f vine !

Now I
’
ll teach you my language : I

’m no t

To speak Ita lian now, Charles P
[She sees the crown ] W hat is this ?

Answerme—who has d one this ? Answer !

I am King now.

P olyxena . Oh wo rst , worst , worst o fall

Tell me ! W hat, Victor? H e has made you

W hat’s he then ? W hat’s to fo llow this ?

Char/es. H ave I d o ne wrong? Yes, for

you were no t by
P olyxena . Tell me from first to last .

H ush—a new world

Brightens before me ; he is moved away
—The dark form tha t eclipsed it, he subsides
Into a shape supportingme like you,

And I, alone, tend upward , more and

Tend upward : I am grown Su din
'

n
’
s King.

P ob'xena . N ow stap : was no t this Vict o r,
D uke o f Savoy

At ten years o ld P

And the D uke Spent
Since then, just four-and -fifiy years in toil
To be—what ?

Thenwhyunkinghimself?

The only cause ?
Charles . Some new perplexities.

Altho ugh he canno t ?
H e ass ures me so .

how long?

Ah , it opens then
Befo re you , all yo u dreaded formerly P

Charles. So much to dare? The better;
-much to dread ?

The better. I
’
ll ad venture though alo ne.

Triumph or die, there’s Victor still to witness
W ho dies o r triumphs—eitherway, alone !

Or death .

To take, H eaven
’
s proxy, vows I tendered

H eaven

A moment since. I will deserve the crown !
P olyxena . Yo u will. [Aside ] N o doubt

it were a glorious thing

Think you I fear the perils I confront ?
H e

’
s praisingme before the people

’
s h oe

W here can the trap be?
H eart and so ul I pledge!

Myfa ther, co uld Iguard thecrownyougained ,
Transmit as I received it,—all good else
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Foranypeople, if a heart like his
Ruled over it . I would I saw the trap.

’
Tis hemust showme.

An old man’
s fo o lish love at last .

Iknowyou , and P o lyxena I know.

Here
’

s Charles—I am his guest now
—d oes

hebid me
Beseated ? And my light -haired blue-eyed

lis t no t fo rget the o ld man flu away
A! Chambery, who d oses while she reigns.
Polyxena . Most gra teful shal l we now be,

That hinders what yourself must need to say

’
Faith, no t much to say :

OnlyWhat shows itself, you once i
’
the point

Of sight. You’
re now the King . you’ll

Much you may Ofi have wondered at—the

Disa
'

mulation , wiliness I showed .

For what
’
s o ur post H ere

’
s Savoy and

here
’
s P iedmo nt,

Here
’
s Montferrat—a bread th here, a Space

To o
’
ersweep all these, what

’
s one weapon

l often think o f how they fought in Greece

(Or R ome, which was it ? You’
re the

scho lar, Charles
Youmade a fro nt o thrust P But if your shield

Wereno t adro itlyplanted , some shrewd knave

And hand le o f that shield were no t cast lo ose,
And you enabled to outstrip the
I’resh foes assa iled you , either

en then, odds
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W ere left in yo u to make its lo rd a speech.

Oh , yo u will see I

D espite the couple ! But I
’
ve surely earned

Exemptio n from these weary po litics,
—The privilege to prattle with my son
And daughter here, though Euro pe wait the

As so on you will be,
’
tis farewell we bid

Turn these few fleetingmoments to account
’
Tis just as though it were a death.

Indeed

Charles. Ay, call this parting—d ea th
The sacred er yourmemo ry becomes.
If I mismle Sardinia , how bring back
My fi ther?

Victor. I mean

this while]. Your father d oes no t mean
Yo u sho uld be ruling fo r yo ur fa ther

’
s sake :

It is yo ur peo plemust concern you who lly
Instead o f him. You mean this, air? (H e

Oh , I know

A tax or two : prepare yourself, in short ,
Fo r clamo ur on that score. Mark me you

N o jo t o f aught entrusted yo u

N o : straigh t on shall Igo ,
Truth helping ; win with it or die with it.
Victor. Faith Charles, you’

re no t made

Europe’
s figh ting-man

Thebarrier-

guarder, ifyou please. You clutch
H o ld and conso lidate, with envious Franoe

This side, with Austria that, the territory

My hand
Cha rles. That peo ple is now part o fme.

Victor. Abo ut the people I too k certain
measures

Some sho rt time since

well, you know
But little ofmymeasures These affect
The no bles ; we’ve resumed some grants,
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Yo u yield
Cha rles. MyEither, when I to o k the oa th ,

Altho ughmyeyemight strayin search o fyours,
I heard it, understo od it , promised Go d
W ha t yo u require. Till from this eminence
H e mo ve me, here I keep, no r shall co ncede
The meanest o fmy rights.
Victor [ankle]. The boy’s a fo o l

—Or rather, I’m a fo o l : for, wha t’s wrong
here P

To d ay the sweets o freigning let to -morrow

Be ready with its bitters.

Enter D
’
ORMEA.

There’s bomde
Somewha t to press upo n your no tice first.
Charles. Then why delay it for an instant,
sir

Tha t Spanish claim perchance ? And , now

you speak ,
—This mo rning, my opinio n was ma ture,
W hich, boy- like, I was bashful in prod ucing
To o ne I ne’er am like to fear in future
Mytho ught is formed upo n tha tSpanishclaim.

Victor. Betimes indeed . N o tnow,Charles

A ho st o f papers on it .

D ’Om ea [comingforward ]. H ere they are.

[To CH ARLES ] I, sir, wasministerand much

Of the la te monarch to say little, him

I served o n you I have, to say e
’
en less ,

N o claim. This case conta ins those papers
with them

I tender yo u my ofi ce.

There’s reaso n fo r it - many reaso ns : you
D istrust him, no rare so fi rwrongthere,

—but
H e

’
s mixed up in this ma tter—he

’
ll desire

To quit yo u , fo r o ccasions known to me
D o no t accept those reasons : have him stay
P olyxena [aside]. H is minister thrust o n us !
Cha rles [to D

’
ORMEA]. Sir, believe,

In justice to myself, you d o no t need

E
’
en this commending: howsoe

’
ermight seem

My feelings toward yo u , as a priva teman,
They quit me in the vast and untried field
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At least the dead , in my goo d daughtef

phrase,
Befo re the living ! H elp to ho use me mfe
Ere with D ’

Ormea yo u set the wo rld a -

gape
H ere is a paper—will yo u o verlo o k
W hat I pro pose reserving fo rmy needs P

I get as fi r from you as possible :

H ere
’
s what I recko n my expenditnre.

Charles [read ing]. A miserable fifty tho u

Victor. 0h, quite eno ugh for country

gentlemen !

—The Marchioness Sebastian

Of action . Though I shall myself (as late
In yo ur own hearing I engaged to do )
P reside o

’
ermy Sard inia , yet your help

Is necessary. Think the pas t fo rgo tten
And serve me now

D ’
Ormea . I d id no t o fl

'

er you

Myservice
—would that I could serveyou , sir

As fo r the Spanish ma tter

out

All that , yo urself !
Charles [still read ing]. Count Tende

—wha t means this ?
Victor. Me : you were but an infi nt when

I burst
Thro ugh the defile o fTende upo n France.
H ad o nly my al lies kept true to me I
N o matter. Tende

’
s, then, a name I take

Just as
.D

’
Ormea .

takes
The name o f Spigno .

H ow, sir?

Victor [to D
’

ORMEA]. Fo o l All that

W as formy own detailing. [To CHAR LES- l
That ano n

Charles [to D
’

ORMEA]. Explain wha t you
ha ve said , sir l

D ’Ormea . o I supposed
The marriage of the King to her I named,
P ro found ly kept a secret these few weeks,
W as no t to be o ne, now he

’
s Count .

P olyxena [aside]. W ith us

The minister—with him the unstress

Cha rles [to c ro a ].
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D
’
Orrnea . Exact ly ; that shows I had
nought to d o Tis last year’s step, the P rince’

W ith pacifying them. Our fo reign perils
Also exceed mymeans to stay : but here

t mas
’
Tis o therwise, and my pride

’
s piqued . Count

[En er OR A

Completes a full year’s absence : would you , Charles. N ow wish me joy, P o lyxena !
madam,

H ave the o ld monarch back, his mistress
There was too much cause fo r that !

H is measures back P I pray you , act upon But I ha ve fo und myself again . W hat news

My counsel, or they will be. At Turin ? o h , ifyo u but felt the lo ad

W hen I
’m free o f—free I said this yearwo uld end

Let
’
s think . Or it, o rme—but I am free, thank Go d

H ome-ma tters settled—Victor’s comingnow ; P o lyxena . H ow, Charles ?

Let fo reign ma tters settle
—Victor's here Yo u d o not

Unless I stop him as I will, this way. gues s ? The d ay I found
Sardinia

’
s hideous coil , at home, abro ad ,

If this sho uld pro ve a plo t ’
twixt you And how my fa therwas invo lved in it,

and Victo rP Of course, I vowed to res t and smile no more

You seek annoyances to give the pretext Until I cleared his name from obloquy.

Fo rwhat you say yo u fear. W e did the peo ple right
—’
twas much to gain

D Ormea .

I go for no thing. Only show King Charles
Tha t thus Co unt Tende purposes return ,
And style me his inviter, ifyou please 1
P obfxena . H alf o f your ta le is true ; mo st
like, the Count

Seeks to return : but why stay you with us ?
To aid in such emergencies .

Keep safe
Those papers or, to serve me, leave no

I thus have counselled W hen the Count

And the King abdicates,
’
twill stead me little

To have thus counselled .

D
’
Om ea . H e

’
s good , we knew long since

—wise, we discover
Firm, let us hope —but I’d havego ne to work
W ith him away . W ell

[CH AR LES without] . In the Council

Chamber?
D

’
Onnea. Ali

’
s lost Cha rles. W hat, in H eaven

’
s name, means

Charles H e
’
s changed H e knows that matters

But tha t took place here,was no cryingshame
All must be d o ne abroad ,—if I abroad
Appeased the justly- angered P owers, de

stroyed
The scandal , took d own Victor’s name at 13 5!
From a bad eminence, I then might breathe
And res t ! No moment was to lose. Beho ld
The proud result—a Treaty, Austria , Spain
Agree to

D Ormea [aside] . I shall merely stipulate
Fo r an experienced headsman.

Is compromised : the blo tted pest’s a blank :
Even D

’
o rmea escapes unquestio ned . See !

It reached me from Vienna ; I remained
At Evian to despatch the Co unt his news
’
Tis gone to Chambery a week ago
And here am I d o I des erve to feel
Your warm white arms around me ?
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Are sett led at Vienna N o t too late

Plainly, unless yo u po st this very ho ur
Someman yo u trust (say, me) to Chambery
And take precau tio ns I acquaint you with ,
Your father will return here.

Are yo u crazed ,
UOrmea ? H ere? Fo rwha t? Aswell return

To take his crown

H e will return fo r tha t .
Charles [to P OLYXENA]. You have no t

listened to this man P
H e spoke

About yo ur sa fety
—4 nd I listened .

[H e d isengages himselffrom her arms.

Charles [to D
’
ORMEA]. W hat

Apprised yo u of the Count
’

s intentio ns ?

D
’
Om ea . Me P

Hrs heart , sir ; you may no t be used to

read

Such evidence however therefo re read

[P ointing to P OLYXENA
’
S p apers.

Myevidence.

Charles [to P OLYXENA]. Oh , wo rthy this
ofyo u

And ofyo ur speech I never have fo rgo tten ,
Though I pro fessed forgetfu lness which
haunts me

As if I did no t know how false it was
Which made me toil unconscio usly thus long
That theremight be no least occasion left

For aught o f its prediction coming true
And now, when there is left no least occasio n
To instiga te my fa ther to such crime
When I might venture to fo rget (I hoped )
That speech and recognize P o lyxena
0h worthy, to revive, and tenfo ld wo rse,
That plague l D ’

Ormea at your ear, his

slanders
Still in your hand Silent ?

As the wronged are.

Charles. And you , D
’
Ormea , since when

have you presumed
TO Spy upon my fa ther ? I conceive
What that wise paper shows, and easily.

Sincewhen P
D’Onnea. Thewhen and where and how

belong
Tome. ’

Tis an d work, but I dea l in such .
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The servant o fyo ur cho ice, no t o f your need .

You nevergreatly needed me till now
Tha t you discard me. This is my arrest .

Again I tend er you my charge
—its duty

W ould bid me press yo u read tho se docu
ments .

H ere, sir [Of ering his badge of qfice.

Cha rles [tahing it]. The papers also D o

you think
I dare no t read them ?

R ead them, sir 1

Charles. They prove,
My fa ther, still a month within the year
Since he so so lemnly consigned it me,
Means to resume his crown ? They sha ll
prove tha t ,

Ormy best dungeon
Even say, Chembery l

’
Tis vacant , I surmise, by this.

You ofitimes serve yo urself I
’
d serve you

here
Usemakesme no t so squeamish. In a word ,

Since the first ho ur he went to Chambery,
Ofhis seven servants, five have I subomed .

Charles. Yo u ha te my father ?
D

’
ornten. Oh , just as you will l

[Lwhing a t P OLYXENA.

Aminute since, I loved him—ha te him, now I

W hat matter —ifyou ponderjust o ne thing
H as he that trea ty P—he is settingforward
Already. Are yourguards here ?

W ell fo ryou

They are no t [To P OLYXENA]. H im I
knew o f o ld , but yo u

To hear that pickthank , further his designs
[To D

’
OR MEA.

Guards —were they here, I’d bid them, for

yo ur trouble,
Arrest you .

D
’
Orntea . Guards you shal l no t want .

You prove
Your words or pay their forfeit , sir. Go

there
P o lyxena , o ne chance to rend the veil

Thickening and blackening
’
twixt us two I

D o say,

You’ll see the falseho od ofthecharges proved !
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D o say, a t least , yo u wish to see them pro ved
Fa lse charges—myheart

’
s lo ve o fo ther times

l ’o lyxena . Ah , Charles
Charles [to D

’
OR MEA]. P reced e me, sir

And I
’m a t length

A martyr fo r the truth N 0 end , they say,
Ofmiracles. My co nscio us inno cence l

[As they go ou t , enter
—by the midd le door,

a t wh ich hep auses—V ICTOR .

Victor. Sure I heard vo ices ? N 0 . W ell,

I d o best
To make at once fo r this, the heart 0

’
the

place.

The o ld ro om N o thingchanged So near

my sea t ,

D
’
Ormea P [P ushingaway the stool which

is by the KING
’
S cha ir.

I wan t that meeting o ver first ,

I know no t why. Tush, he, D ’
Ormea ,

slow

To hearten me, the supple knave ? That

burst
Of spite so eased him H e

’
ll info rmme

W ha t P
W hy come I hither All

’
s in rough : let

a ll

R emain rough . There’s full time to draw

back— nay,

There’s no ught to draw back from, as yet

whereas ,
If reaso n shou ld be, to arrest a course

Of erro r—reason goo d , to interpo se
And save, as I have saved so many times,
Our H ouse, admo nish my so n

’
s giddy youth ,

R elievehim o fa weight that pro ves toomuch
N ow is the time—o r now, o r never.

’
Faith,

This kind o f step is pitiful , no t due
To Charles, this stea ling back hither,

because
H e

’
s from his espital

But thus it is. The age o f crafty men
Is lo athsome yo uth co ntrives to carry 06

D issimula tio n we may intersperse
Extenua ting passages o f strength ,
Ard our, vivacity, and wit—may turn
E

’
en guile into a vo lunta ry gra ce

But one
’
s o ld age, when graces drop away

Oh Victo r Victo r

KING V ICTOR AND KING CH AR LES

H ad I decided o n this step, ere midnight
I
’
d take the crown .

N0 . Just this step to
Exhausts me. H ere am I arrived the rest

Must be d one fo rme. W o uld I co uld sit here

And let things right themselves , the masque
unmasque

Of the o ld King, crownless, grey hair and hot
blo o d ,

The yo ung King, crowned , but calm before
his time,

They say,
—the eager mistress with her

taunts ,

And the sad earnest wife who mo tions me

Away—ay, there she knelt to me E
’

en yet

I can return and sleep at Chambery
A dream out .

R ather shake it 06 at Turin.
KingVicto r Say : to Turin

—
yes, or no ?

’
Tis this relentlessno onday- ligh ted chamber,

Lighted like life but silent as the gra ve,
That disconcerts me. That’s the change

must strike.

N o silence last year ! Some o ne flungdoo rs

wide

(Those two great d o o rs which scrufinire me

now)
And out I went ’mid crowds of men—men

Men watching ifmy lip fell o r brow knit.
Men saw me safe forth , pu t me on my road

That makes themisery o f this return.

Oh had a ba ttle done it H ad I dropped .
H aling some ba ttle, three entire days o ld .
H ither and thither by the fo rehead—d ropped
In Spain, in Austria , best o f all , in Frante
Spurned o n its ho rns o runderneath its hooves;
W hen the spent mo nsterwen t upon its knees

And leaveguile the pure staple o f o ur lives
Ah , loa thsome

N o t so—o r why pause I P Turin

Is mine to have, were I so minded , fo r
The asking ; all the army

’
s mine I

’

ve

witnessed

Each priva tefight beneat hme ; all the Co urt
‘

s

Mine to o ; and , best o f all, D ’
Ormea ’

s still

D
’
o rmea and mine. There

’
s some grace
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Mycrown , were so dispo sed to plaguemyself,
W ha t wo uld be warrant fo r this bitterness P
I ga ve it—grant I wou ld resume it—well
(Ma rks. I sho uld say simply—leaving out

the why
And how—you made me swear to keep tha t

crown

And as yo u then intended
F001 1 W ha t way

Co uld I intend o r no t in tend As man ,

W ith a man’
s will, when I say I intend ,

I can intend up to a certain po int ,
N o farther. I intended to preserve
The crown o f Savoy and Sard inia who le
And if even ts arise demonstra ting
Theway, I

'
ho ped should guard it , rather like

To lo se it

Keep within yo ur sphere
and mine l

It is Go d
’
s pro vince we usurp on , else. was safe. Yet here I

H ere, blind fo ld through the maze o f things

we walk

By a slight clue of fi lse, true, right and
wrong ;

All else is mml and presumption . I
H ave swo rn to keep this kingd om : there’s

my truth.

Victor. Truth , boy, is here, within my
breast ; and in

Yo ur recognitio n o f it, truth is, too
And in the effect o f a ll this to rtuo us dea ling
W ith fa lsehoo d , used to carry out the truth ,
— In its success, this fa lseho od turns, again ,

Truth fo r the world . But yo u are right No !

these themes But no I But if, my Charles, yo ur—more
Are o ver- subtle. I shou ld rather say than o ld

In such a case, frankly,—it fails, my scheme : H a lf- fo o lish fa ther urged these arguments,
I ho ped to see yo u bring abo ut , yourself, And then confessed them fu tile, but mid
W hat I must bring abo ut . I interpose
On yo ur beha lf—with my so n

’
s go od in Tha t he fo rgo t his promise, fo und his strength

sight Fail him, had thought a t savage Chambery
To ho ld what he is nearly lettinggo , To o much o fbrilliant Turin, R ivo li here,
Co nfirm his title, add a grace perhaps . And Susa , and Veneria , and Supergr
There’s Sicily, fo r insta nce—granted me P ined fo r the pleasant places he had built
And taken back , some years since . till I give W hen he was fo rtuna te and young
That island with the rest , my work’s ha lf My fi thcr !

done. Victor. Stay yet l—and if he said he could

Fo rhis sake, therefo re, as o fthose herules no t die

Cka rlcs . Our sakes are one and that, you
could no t say,

Because my answer would present itself
Forthwith —a year has wro ught an age

'

s

change.

This pe0p1e’s no t the peo ple now, yo u once

Co uld benefit no r is my po licy
Your po licy .

Victor [wit/ran outbu rst]. I know it ! You
und o

All I have d o ne—my life o f to il and care 2

I left yo u this the abso lutest ru le
In Euro pe d o yo u think I sit and smile,
Bid yo u throw power to the po pulace
See my Sard inia , tha t has kept apart ,
Jo in in the mad and democra tic whirl

W hereto I see all Europe haste full tide P
England casts o ff her kings ; France mimics

England

This rea lm I hoped
ta lk,

W hen I can save it , no t by fo rce a lo ne,
But bidding plagues, which fo llow so ns like

you ,

Fasten upon my diso bedient
[R ecollcch

'

ng h imself ] Surely
I co uld say this

—ifminded so—my so n P
Cilarlcs. You cou ld no t . Bitterer curses

than yo ur curse
H ave I long since deno unced upo n myself
If I misused my power. In fear o f these

I entered o n those measures—will abide
By them so , I sho u ld say, Co unt Ta xde
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Deprived of ba ubles he had put aside,
Hedeemed , fo rever—o ftheCrown that binds D

’
Ormea P

Your brain up , who le, sound and impreg

Crmtingkingliness—the Sceptre to o ,
Whosemere wind , sho uld yo u wave it , back

would bea t
Invaders—and the go lden Ball which throbs
As ifyou grasped the pa lpitating heart
Indeed o

’
the realm, to mould as choose you

—If l must to tter up and d own the streets

llysires built, where myself have introd uced
And fostered laws and letters , sciences,

Say, Charles I seeyo u lettingme pretend
To live my fo rmer self once mo re—King

The venturo us yet po litic : they style me
Again, the Fa ther o f the P rince friends wink
Good - humo ured ly a t the delusio n yo u

So sedulously guard from all ro ugh truths
That else wo u ld break upo n my do tage
You I

’
ll no t

Whom now I see preventingmy o ld shame Fo rget it fo r the fixture, no r presume
l tell no t , po int by cruel po int, my ta le Next time to sligh t such media to rs l N ay
Foris’t no t in yo ur breast my brow is hid P H ad I first mo ved them bo th to interced e,
Isnotyour ha nd extended P Sayyou no t I might secure a chamber in Moncaglier

Ema D
’
OR MEA, lead ing in P OLYXENA.

_ W ho knows P

Yo u bid me this adieu
CHAR LES - lo V ICTOR ]. In this con W ith the o ld spirit ?
juncture even, he wo uld say

(Though with a moistened eye and quivering

The suppliant is my father. I must save
Agreat man from himself, no r see him fling
Hiswell -earned mme away : there must no t

Ruin so utter, a break - down ofwo rth
50 abso lute no enemy sha ll learn ,
He thrust his child

’
twixt danger and himself,

And, when tha t child somehow sto o d danger

Stoleback with serpent wiles to ruin Charles
‘ Botly, that’s much , - and so ul, tha t

’
s mo re

- and rea lm, the minister l
That’smost of a ll N o enemy sha ll say And give a loose to your insulting joy
VOL I.

.D
’
ormea . D o yo u repent, sir P

Victor [resuming Izimsdf].
This is well l

W orthily done, KingCharles, craftily d o ne
Judiciously yo u po st th ese, to o

’
erhear

The little yo ur impo rtunate father thrusts
H imself on yo u to say l

—Ah , they’ll correct
The amiable blind facility
Yo u show in answering his peevish suit .
W hat can he need to sue fo r? Thanks,

D
’
Ormea l

Yo u have fulfilled your ofiice but fo r you ,

The o ld Co unt might have drawn some few

mo re livres

To swell his income l H ad yo u, lady, missed
Themoment , a permission might be granted
To buttress up my ruino us o ld pile l
But yo u remember pro perly the list
Of wise precautio ns I to ok when I gave
N early as much away—to reap the fruits
I should have lo oked fo r l

Thanks, sir : degrade
So yo u remain yourself ! Adieu l

Adieu l

Charles- Charles !

Ad ieu l

[V ICTOR goes .

Cba rles. Yo u were mistaken, Marquis , as
yo u hear.

’
Twas fo r ano ther purpo se the Co unt came.

The Co unt des ires Moncaglier. Give the

o rder !

D
’

Ormea [leisurely]. Yo urministerhas lost
yo ur confidence,

Asserting late, for his own purposes,
Co unt Tende wo uld
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It irks me more thus stifled than expressed To -night,—there must alread y be, I feel,
Loo se it I So much that wo unds
D

’
Ormea . There

’
s none to lo ose, alas 1

—That I , perchance,
I never am to die a martyr. May utter also what , ano ther time,

Charles l W ould irk much - it maypro ve less irksome

That I frommysoul

K IN G C H AR LES.

Grieve at to -nigh t
’
s event : fo r yo u I grieve,

Tush , ano ther time fo rtalk!

D
’
ORMEA, seated ,fl ittingpapers be 1m:

My kingd om is m imminent danger ?

The Count communicate with France—its
This at the last efi

'

ects it : now, KingCharles

Or else KingVictor—tha t
’
s a ba lance : but H is grandson, will have Fleury

’
s aid for

now,

D
’
Ormea the arch - culprit, either turn Though fo r no o therwar.

0
’
the scale,—th at

’
s sure enough . A point

W hat forces can I muster presently P
Mymasters, moralists, whate

’
er yo ur style l [D

’
OR MEA deliversp apers rabid

W hen you disco verwhy I push myself
Into a pitfall you ’

d pass safely by,
Impart to me among the rest 1 N o matter. how is this ?
P rompt are the righteo us everwith their red e —Equips me d o uble the o ld complement
To us the wrongful ; lesson them this o nce I Of so ldiers P
Fo r safe amo ng the wicked are you set, D ’

Om ea . Sincehis land has been relieved
D

’

Ormea I W e lament life
’
s brevity, From d ouble imposts, this he manages :

Yet quarter e’en the threescore years and ten, But under the la te monarch
N o r stick to call the quarter round ly life.

”

D
’

Ormeawaswicked , say, some twenty years; Co unt Spava has omitted mentioning
A tree so lo ngwas stunted ; afterward , Wha t proxy is to head these tro o ps o fhis.
W ha t if it grew, continued growing, till D

’
Ormea . Count Spava means to head his

N o fell ow o f the fo rest equa lled it ?
’
Twas a stump then a stump it stillmust be Something to figh t for now Whereas.

"

W hile forward saplings , at the o utset checked ,
In virtue of that first spro ut keep their style Under the so vereign

’
s firther

Amid the forest’s green fraternity.

Thus I shoo t up to surely get lopped d own That all my peo ple lo ve me.

And bound up fo r the burning. N ow fo r it

m.

Enter Cna at ns and P OLYXENA with [To P OLYXEN" "m”03 A“
tinues to inspect Mepartn

D ’Ormea [rises]. Sir, in the due discharge Like Victor's may avail to keep a state ;

of this my cih oe H e terrifies men and they fall no t 06
Thisenforced summons o fyourselffromTurin , Good to restrain best , ifrestraint wereall
And the disclosure I am bound to make But, with the silent circle round him, ends
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So clo se rela ted to my fa ther too ,

D
’
Ormea . Oh , as for that, St . George,

P resident o f Chambery
’
s sena to rs ,

Is ha tching treaso n l still
[M ore troubled ] Sir, Count Gumiane

Is bro ther to your fa ther’s wife l W ha t
’

s

Arrest the wife herself?
You seem to think

A venia l crime this plo t againstme. W ell P
D

’
Ormea [who bar read tlce last paper].
W herefore am I thus ruined P W hy
no t take

My life a t once P This po o r formality
Is, let me say, unwo rthy yo u P revent it

Yo u , madam I have served yo u , am pre

For all disgraces : o nly, let disgrace
Be plain, be pro per—pro per for the world
To pass its judgment o n

’
twixt yo u and me

Take back yo ur warrant , I will no ne o f it

Ckarles. H ere is a man to ta lk o f fickle

nes s

H e stakes his life upo n my fa ther’s falsehoo d
I hid him
D ’Ormea . W ere he treblyN o t you l

Yo u d o no t bid me

Is
’
t no t written there ?

I tho ught so give
—I’ll set it right .

Is it there ?

Oh yes , and plain—arrest himnow—d raghere
Yo ur fa ther l And were all six times as plain,

D o yo u suppose I trust it ?
Just o ne wo rd

Yo u bring him, taken in the act o f flight ,
Or else your life is forfeit .

I bring him, and to -morrow P
H ere and now l

The who le thing is a lie, a ha teful lie,
As I believed and as my fa ther said .

I knew it from the first , but was compelled
To circumvent yo u and thegreat D

’
Ormea ,

Tha t bafl ed Alberoni and tricked Co scia ,
The miserable sower o f such disco rd
’
Twixt sire and son, is in the to ils a t last .

KING V ICTOR AN D KING CH AR LES

Oh I see yo u arrive—th is plan o fyours,
W eak as it is, to rments sufi cien tly
A sick o ld peevish man—wrings hastyspeech ,
An ill - co nsidered threat h'om him tha t

’

s

no ted

In lonely ho urs o f lassitude—e xamine
The day

-by
- day repo rt o f your paid spies

And back you come : a ll was no t ripe, you

And , as yo u hOpe,maykeep fiomripeningyet ,
But yo u were in here time ! Only, ’

twere

I never saw my lather—these o ld men
Are po tent in excuses : and meanwhile,
D

’
Ormea

’
s the man I canno t d o without

Ah , no questio n !
Yo u against me to o

Yo u’
d have me eat and d rink and sleep, live,

[To D
’
OR MEA. ] N ow sir, abo ut the work !

To save yo ur king and co untry Take the

warrant

D
’
Ormea . You hear the so vereign

’
s new

da te, Count P erugia ?

Obey me l As yo ur diligence, expect
R eward All fo llow to Moncaglier !

W ith this lie co iled about me, chokingme !
N o , no , D

’

Ormea l You venture life, you say,
Upon my fa ther

’
s perfidy : and I

H ave, o n the who le, no right to disregard
The chains o f testimo ny yo u thus wind
Abo ut me though I d o—d o from my soul
D iscredit them still I must autho rise
These measures, and I will. P erugia !

[M any Oflicers en ter. ] Count

Yo u and So lar, with a ll the fo rce yo u have.
Stand a t the Marquis’ o rd ers : wha t he bids,
Implicitly perfo rm 1 You are to bring
A traito r here ; the man that’s likest one
At present , fronts me ; you are a t his beck

Fo r a full hour he und ertakes to show
A fou ler than himself,—bu t , failing tha t,
R eturn with him, and , as my fi ther lives,
H e dies this night l The clemency yo u blame
So o ft , sha ll be revoked righ ts exercised ,



KING VICTOR AND KING CH AR LES 245

Charles [in great anguislr]. D
’

Ormea l

[D
’
OR MEA goes.

Hegoes, lit up with that appalling smile !

[To P Ov nNA, after a pau se.

These means
Ofourdefence—thesemeasures o fpreca utio n?
Charles. It must be the best way ; I shou ld
have else

Withered benea th his scorn .

W ha t would yo u say P
Ciarles. W hy, d o you think I mean to

keep the crown,

Polyxena . You then believe the story
Inspite ofal l

—that Victor comes ?

Iknow tha t he is coming—feel the strength
That has upheld me leave me at his coming l
Twasmine, and now he takes his own again.

Some kinds o f strength are well enough to
lave ;

But who
’
s to have that strength P Let my

[meant to keep it ; but I canno t—c anno t
Only, he shall no t tauntme—he, the first
See ifhe wo u ld no t be the first to taunt me
With having left his kingd om at a wo rd .

With letting it be co nquered witho ut stro ke,
With no—no—’

tis no worse than when
he left 1

I
'
vejust to bid him take it , and , tha t over,
We

’

ll fly away—fly, fo r I loa the this Turin ,
This Rivo li, a ll titles loathe, all state.

We
’

d bes t go to yo ur country—unless God
Send I die now l
Paj ama . Charles, hmrme I

And again
Shall you be my P o lyxena—you

’
ll take me

Out of this woe l Yes, d o speak , and keep
Speaking !

Iwould no t let you speak just now, for fear
You

’

d counselme against him : bu t ta lk, now,

AS We two used to ta lk in bles ed times
Bidme endure a ll his caprices ; take me
Fromthis mad post abo ve him l

I believe

—nay, while he kissed my

All yo ur reso urces , d own to the least guard ,
Are at D

’
Ormea

’
s beck. W ha t if, the while,

H e not in co ncert with your fa therP W e

Indeed were lo st. This lonely R ivo li
W here find a better place fo r them ?
Clia rles [pacing tire room]. And why

D oes Victo r come P To und o all tha t’s d one,
R esto re the past , prevent the future l Seat

H is mistress in your seat , and place in mine
Oh , my own peo ple, whom will you

find there,
To ask o f, to consult with, to care fo r,

To ho ld up with your hands ? W h om P One
that

’
s fa lse

False—from the head
’
s crown to the foo t

’
s

so le, fa lse I

The best is, tha t I knew it in my heart
From the beginning, and expected this,
And ha ted you , P o lyxena , because
Yo u saw thro ’

him, th ough I too saw thro’

him,

Saw tha t he meant this while he crowned

me, while
H e prayed fo rme,
brow,

I saw
P olyxena . But ifyo urmeasures takeeffect,

D
’

Ormea true to yo u P
Then wo rst o f all

I sha ll have lo o sed tha t callous wretch on him l
W ell may the woman taunt him with his

child
I, eatinghere his bread , clo thed in his clo thes ,
Sea ted upo n his seat , let slip D ’

Ormea

To o u trage him W e talk—perchance he
tears

My fa ther from his bed the o ld hands feel

Fo r o ne who is no t , but who should be there,
H e finds D

’

Ormea l D
’
Ormea to o finds him l

The crowded chamber when the lights go
out

Closed doo rs—the ho rrid scuflle in the dark
The accursed prompting o f the minute ! My

guard s l

To horse—and after, with me—and prevent l
P olyxena [seizing 1 q hand ]. KingCharles !
P ause here upon this strip o f time

Allo tted yo u o ut o f eternity
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Crowns are from Go d : you in his name ho ld
yours.

Yo ur life’s no least thing, were it fit your life
Should be abjured alongwith rule but now,

Keep bo th Yo ur duty is to live and rule

You , who would vulgarly lo ok fine enough
In the wo rld

’
s eye, deserting your so ul

’
s

charge,

Ay, yo u would havemen
’
s praise, this R ivo li

W o uld be illumined 1 W hile, as ’
tis, no d oubt,

Something o f stain will ever rest o n yo u

N0 o ne will rightly know why you refused

To abdicate the}all ta lk o f deed s yo u co uld

H ave do ne, no d o ubt , - nord o I much exp ect
Future achievement will blo t o ut the past ,
Envelo pe it in haze—nor shal l we two
Live happy anymo re.

’
Twill be, I feel,

Only in moments tha t the duty’s seen
As pa lpably as now : themo nths, the years
Ofpainful indistinctness are to come,
W hile dailymust we tread these pa lace-ro oms

P regnant with memo ries o f the past yo ur
eye

May turn to mine and find no comfo rt there,
Thro ugh fancies that beset me, as yo urself,
Of o ther courses, with far o ther issues,
W e might have taken this great night : such

bear
As I will bear ! W ha t ma tters happiness ?
D uty There

’
s man’

s o ne moment this is

[P utting Me crown on his fiend , and

Me scep tre in Iii: hand , Me p lace:
I n

’

m on Air seat a Iongpa use and

Enter D
’
ORMEA and V ICTOR , wild Guards.

Victo r. At last I speak bu t o nce—tha t
once, to yo u

’
Tis yo u I ask, no t these your varletry,
W h o

’
s King o f us ?

Assert I ponder in my so ul , I say
H ere to your face, amid your guard s ! I

cho ose
To take again the crown who se shad ow I

gave

. but I eannot

For still its po tency surro unds the weak
W hite locks their felon hands have discon

po sed .

Or I
’
ll no t ask who

’
s King, but simply, who

W ithho lds the crown I claim ? D eliver it

I have no friend in the wide wo rld nor

France

Nor England cares fo rme you see the sum

Ofwhat I can avail. D eliver it I

Cfia rles. Take it , my fa ther 1
And now my in turn ,

W as it d one well, my fa ther—sure no t well,

To tryme thus ! I might have seen much

cause

Fo r keeping it—to o easily seen cause !

But , from that moment, e’en mo re woefully
My life had pined away, than pine it will.
Already you have much to answer fo r.

My life to pine is no thing, —hcr sunk eyes
W ere happy once No do ubt, my people

think
I am their King still . .

strive 1

Take it 1
Victor [one hand on tke crown CHARLES

ofers, the other on Iii: neck]. So few

years give it quiet ly,
My son ! It will d ro p from me. See you

no t P
A crown

’
s unlike a sword to give away

That , let a stronghand to a weak hand give !
But crowns should slip from pa lsied brows to

heads

Youngas this head yetmine is weak enough.
E

’
en weaker than I knew. I seek fo rphrases

To vindicate my right .
’
Tis o f a piece

All is alike gone by with me - who beat
Once D

’
o rleans in his lines— his very lines !

To have been Eugene
’
s comrade, Louis

’

s

rival ,

And now

(Marla [p rd h ng Me crown on bine, to

Me rest]. The King speaks, yet none
kneels, I think

Victor . I am then King ! As I became a
King

D espite the na tions, kept myself a King,
80 I d ie King, with Kingsh ip dying too
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CAVAL IER TU N ES . H o ld by the right , you do uble yo urmight ;
So , o nward to N o ttingham, fresh fo r the

I . MAR CH ING ALONG . fight,

I CH OR US. M a renwe a long, fifly score

KENT ISH Sir Byng stood fo r his King, Gm t-kea rted gen tkm , sing
Bidding the cro p- head ed P arliament swing ing th is song I
And , pressing a tro op unable to sto op
And see the rogues flo urish and honest fo lk

dr°°P ’ II GIVE A R OUSE.

Mat ched them along, fifty
- score strong,

Great - hearted gentlemen , singing this song. 1 .

KingCharles, an d who
’
ll d o him right now?

King Charles , and who
’
s ripe fo r fight no “ ?

M fo rKingCharles P ym and such car13 5 Give a rouse : here’s, in hell’s desp ite now,

To the D evil that prompts ’
em their treaso n KingCharles !

o us parles
Cavaliers, up l Lips from the cup ,

H ands from the pasty, no r bite take no r sup
Till yo u’

re

CH ORUS. M arc/l ing a long, fifty score

I I
W ho gave me the goo ds that went since ?

W ho raised me the ho use that sa nk o nce ?

W ho helped me to go ld I Spent since P

s ,
W ho fo und me in wine you d rank o nce ?

Grea t- hea rited gentlenren , : iqg
CH OR US .

—King Gna rly , a nd wko
'
ll do

ing tkis song.

him n?“ now

King Gna rles, a nd wno
’

s ripe

I I I forj iglzt now f
Give a ro use kere

'
s, in k it

’

s

H ampden to hell, and his obsequies
’ knell desp ite now,

Serve H azelrig, Fiennes, and yo ung H arry King Cha rles I
as well

England , good cheer l R upert is near m .

Kentish and loyalists, keep we no t here To whom used my boy Geo rge qu a
'

else,
CH OR US. M arc/ting a long. fifty score By the o ld fo o l

’
s side that bego t h im ?

“'M J Fo r whom d id he cheer and laugh else,
Gf ea f'k a fl ed gefl m 'u ng W hile N o ll

’
s d amned tro o pers sho t him?

tit 7mg ‘3 song
G ra ms—King Clea r/es . and who

’

ll do

kiln right now f
K

“

CM
Then , God fo r King Charles ! P a and

mg rles
, a nd ”h“ "

1
“

his 53 31 13 Give a rouse Jam
’

s , in be”:
To the D evil that pricks on such pestilent

caries King Ch arles I
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III . BOOT AN D SAD D LE.

Boo t, sadd le, to horse, and away
Rescue mym tle befo re the ho t day
Brightens to blue from its silvery grey,
Cacava—Boot . sadd le, to horse, and away !

Ride Inst the suburbs, asleep as you
’
d say

Many
’
s the fiiend there, will listen and

P“ ?
‘

Go d
’
s luck to gallants that strike up the

lay

CHORUS. Boot , sadd le, to horse, and away/

Forty miles o ff, like a roebuck at bay,
Floats Castle Brancepeth the R o undheads’

Who laughs, Go od fellows ere this, by my
fiiy,

CHORUS. Bo at , sadd le, to t om , and away!

Who ? MywifeGertrude ; tha t , h onest and
gay,

la ughs when yo u talk o f surrendering,

Nay
“
I
’
vebetter counsello rs what counsel they ?
CHORUS. Boot , sad d le, to horse, and away!

"

TH E LOST LEAD ER .

JUST fora hand ful o f silver he left us,
Just for a riband to stick in his coa t
Found the one gift o fwhich fortune bereft us,
Lost all the o thers she lets us devo te

They, with the go ld to give, d o led him o ut

So much was theirs who so little allowed

249

—no t from his lyre ;
while he boas ts his

crouch whom the rest bade

begins let him never come

H ow al l o ur copper had go ne fo r his

service

R ags
—were they purple, his heart had

been proud
W e that had lo ved him so , fo llowed him,

ho noured him,

Lived in his mild and magnificent eye,
Learned his grea t language, caught his clear

accents,

Made him o ur pa ttern to live and to d ie

Shakespeare was o f us, Milton was fo r us,
Burns, Shelley, were with us, - they wa tch
from their graves

H e a lone breaks from the van and the free

men,
—H e alone sinks to the rearand the slaves !

W e shall march pro spering,—no t thro
’
his

presence ;
So ngs may inspirit us ,

D eeds will be d one,

quiescence,
Still bidding
aspire

Blo t o ut his name, then , reco rd one lo st so ul

mo re,
One task mo re declined , one mo re fo o t

pa th untrod ,
One mo re devils

’
- triumph and so rrow fo r

angels,

One wrongmo re to man, o ne mo re insu lt
to Go d

Life
’
s night begi
back to us

There would be d oubt, hesitation and

pain,
Forced praise o n o ur part—the glimmer o f

twiligh t,

Never glad confident morning again

Best fight o n well, fo rwe taught him— strike
ga llamly,

Menace o ur heart ere we master his own
Then let him receive the new knowledge and

wait us ,

P ard oned in heaven, the first by the

throne !
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H OW TH EY BR OUGH T TIIE GOOD
NEW S FR OM GH ENT TO AIX .

”

[16

I SP RANG to the stirrup, and Joris , and he
I gallo ped , D irck ga lloped , we galloped all

three
Go o d Speed cried the watch, as thegate
bo lts undrew ;

Speed echoed the wa ll to us ga lloping
through

Behind shut the postern, the lights sank to

And into the midnigh t we ga lloped abreast.

I I.
N o t a word to each o ther ; we kept the

great pace
Neck by neck, stride by stride, never

ing our place
I turned in my sad d le and made its girths

tight ,
Then shortened each stirrup, and set the

pique right,
R ebuckled the cheek- strap, chained slacker

the bit ,

N o rgallo ped less steadily R o land a whit.

’
Twas mo onset at starting but while we

d rew near

Lo keren , the cocks crew and twilight dawned
clear

At Boom, a great yellow star came out to see ;
AtD iifi

'

eld ,
’
twasmo rningas plain as co uld be

And from Mecheln church - steeple we heard
the ha lf- chime,

So , Jo ris broke silence with , Yet there is
time

Iv

At Aersho t , up leaped o f a sudden the sun,
And against him the cattle stoo d black every

one,

To stare thro ’
themist at us ga110ping past ,

And I saw my stout gallo per R o land a t last ,

D RAMATIC LYR ICS

W ith reso lute sho uld ers , each buttingaway
The haze, as some bluff river headland its

V .

And his low head and crest , just one slurp
ear bent back

Fo rmy vo ice, and the o ther pricked out on
his track

And o ne eye’s black intelligence—ever that
glance

O
’
er its white edge a t me, his own master,
askance

And the thick heavy spume- flakes which aye
and ano n

H is fierce lips shook upwards in ga110pingon

By H ass elt , D irck groaned ; and cried Jods.
Stay spur

Your R oo s ga110ped bravely, the fault
'
s

no t in her,

W e
’
ll remember at Aix —fo r one heard
the quick wheeze

Of her chest , saw the stretched neck and

staggeringknees,

And sunk tail, and horrible heave o ftheflank,
As d own on her haunches she shud dered and

VII .

So , we were left ga110ping, Joris and I ,
P ast Lo o z and past Tongres, no cloud in the

sky ;

The broad sun above laughed a pitiless laugh.
’
Neath our feet broke the brittle bright

stubble like chaff ;

Till o verbyD alhema d ome- spiresprangwhite,
And Ga llo p,” gasped Jo ris, fo rAix is in

sight I
”

H ow they’ll greet us l
”—and all in a

moment his man
R o lled neck and croup o ver, lay dead as a

stone ;

And there was my R o land to bear the who le
weight

Of the news which alone cou ld saveAir from
her fa te,
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Our laughing little flask , compelled
GAR D EN FAN CIES :

Thro ’
depth to dep thmo re bleak and shady ; I. T H E FLOW E R

’
S N AM ]!

As when, bo th arms beside her held ,
Feet straightened o ut, somegayFrench lady

Is caught up from life
’
s light and mo tion ,

And dropped into d ea th’s silent o cean

Up jumped Tokay o n our table,
Like a pygmy castle-warder,

D warfish to see, bu t sto u t and able,
Arms and accoutrements all in o rder ;

And fierce he lo oked N orth, then, wheeling
So uth,

Blew with his bugle a cha llenge to D routh ,
Co oked his flap

- ha t with the to sspo t - feather,
Twisted his thumb in his red mo ustache,
Jingled his huge brass spurs together,
Tightened his waist with its Bnda sash,
And then, with an impudence nought co uld

Shrugged his hump- sh oulder, to tell the

beho lder,
Fo r twenty such knaves he shou ld laugh,

but

th e ho lder

And so , with his swo rd -hilt ga llantly jutting,
And dexter-hand o n h is haunch abutting,

W ent the littleman , SirAusbruch, stru tting

This flower she stopped at, finger o n lip ,
H ere

’
s to Nelso n

’
s memory Sto o ped o ver, in d oubt , as settlingits Claim

’
Tis the seco nd time that I. at sea , Till she gaveme, with pride to make no slip.
R ight o ff Cape Trafa lgar here, Its so ft meandering Spanish name
H ave drunk it d eep in British Beer. W ha t a name W as it lo ve o r praise ?
Nelson fo r ever—any time Speech half- asleep o r so ng ha lf- awake P
Am I his to command in prose or rhyme I must learn Spanish, o ne o f these days,
Give me o fN elso n only a to uch, Only fo r tha t slow sweet name’

s sake.

And I save it , be it little ormuch
H ere

’
s one o ur Captain gives, and so

D own a t the word , by Geo rge, sha ll it go R o ses, if I live and d o well ,
H e says tha t at Greenwich they po int the I may bring her, o ne o f th ese days,
beho ld er To fix you fast with as fine a spell ,

To N elso n
’
s coa t , still with tar o n the Fit yo u each with his Spanish phrase :

sho u lder But d o no t d etain me now fo r she lingers

Fo rheused to leanwith oneshouldcrd igging, There, like sunshine o ver the gro und ,

Jigging, as it were, and zig
- zag

- zigging And ever I see her so ft white fingers
Up against the mizen - rigging Searching a lter the bud she found .

H ER E
’
S the gard en she wa lked across,

Arm in my arm, such a sho rt while since

H ark , now I push its wicket , the moss
H ind ers the hinges and makes themwince

She must have reached this shrub ere she

turned ,

As back with tha t murmur the wicket

swung
Fo r she laid the po o r snail , my chance foot

spurned ,
To feed and fo rget it the leaves among.

D own this side o f the gravel
-walk

She went while her robe’
s edge brushed

the box

And here she paused in her gra cious ta lk
To po int me a mo th o n the milk -white

phlox.

R o ses, ranged in valiant row,

I will never think tha t she passed you by !
She lo ves yo u noble ro ses, I know
But yonder, see, where the rock - plants lie 3



253

v . Fo r a lap o fmoss , like a fine pont - levis

Flower, yo u Spaniard , lo ok tha t yo u grow
In a cast le o f the Midd le Age,

no t ,
Jo ins to a lip o fgum, pure amber

Stay as you are and be lo ved fo r ever 3 W hen he
’
d be priva te, there might

Bud , if I kiss you
’
tis tha t yo u blow no t spend

0

Mind , the shut pink mo uth o pens never H o urs a lone 1“ his lady
’
s 0113 1“ t

Forwhile it pouts, her fingers wrestle, Into th‘s “ CW “ I dropped our fnend .

Twinkling the audacious leaves between ,
Till round they turn and d own they nestle
ls no t the dearmark still to be seen ?

V I

Where I find her no t , beau ties vanish
Whither I fo ll ow her, beauties flee
Is there no method to tell her in Span ish
June’s twice June since she brea thed it with
me P

Come, bud , show me the least o f her traces,
Treasure my lady

’
s lightest fo o tfa ll 1

—Ah , you mayflo ut and turn up your faces
Roses, yo u are no t so fair after a ll

l l. SIBRAND US SCH AFNABU R GEN SIS.

Plague take a ll yo ur pedants, say I
Hewho wro te wha t I ho ld in my hand ,
Centuries back was so go od as to die,

Lea ving this rubbish to cumber the land
This, that was a bo o k in its time,

0

Printed on paper and bo und in lea ther, H ere yo u have l l » dry “ 1 the suns

Last month in the white o f a rna tin- prime W ith all the binding all Of “ bliste
r,

Just when the birds sang all together. And grea t blue Spo ts where the mk has

run ,

And red dish streaks that wink and glister

Into the gard en I bro ught it to read , O
’
er the page so beautifully

o

yellow

And under the arbute and laurustine Oh , well have the dro ppings played their
Read it, so help me grace in my need , k S i

From title-page to clo sing line.

D id heguess how toadsto o lsgrow, this fellow?
Chapter on chapter did I co unt, H ere

’
s one stuck in his chapter Six

As a curio us traveller counts Stonehenge

Added up the mo rtal amount
V" :

And then proceed ed to my revenge.
H ow d id he like it when the live creatures

Tickled and toused and browsed him all

o ver,

Yonder’s a plum- tree with a crevice And wo rm, Slug, efi , with serio us fea tures ,
An owl would build in , were he but sage Came in, each one, fo r his right o f tro ver?

IV

Splash , went he, as under he ducked ,
—At the bo ttom, I knew, rain -d rippings

stagna te

Next , a handful o fblo ssoms I plucked
To bury him with, my bo o kshelf

’
s mag

na te ;

Then I went in -d oo rs, bro ught ou t a loaf,
H al f a cheese, and a bo ttle o fChablis ;

Lay on the grass and fo rgo t the oaf

Over a jo lly chapter o f R abelais .

V .

N ow, this morning, betwixt the moss
And gum tha t lo cked o ur friend in limbo ,

A spider had spun his web across,

And sat in th e midst with arms akimbo
So , I to ok pity, for learning

’
s sake,

And , dep rofu nd es, accent ibu s la tis,
Cantate ! quo th I , as I go t a rake
And up I fished his delectable treatise.
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—W hen the water-beetle with great blind
At the meal we sit together

Made o f her eggs the sta tely deposit ,
And the newt bo rrowed just so much o f the W ise ta lk o f the kind o fweather,

So rt of seaso n, time o f year :

As tiled in the to p o fhis blackwife
’
s closet ?

Vim W lta t’s the Latin namefor p arsley
All tha t life and firn and romping, W ha t’s the Greek name fo r Swine’

s Snout ?

All tha t friskingand twistingand co upling,
W hile slowly o ur poor friend ’

s leaves were

And Clasps were cracking and co vers

As ifyo u had carried so ur John Knox
To the play-ho use at P aris, Vienna o r

Munich ,
Fastened him into a fio nt - row box,

And danced 06
”

the ba llet with trousers

and tunic.

Come, o ld martyr ! W hat, torment enough
is it ?

Back to my ro om shall yo u take your sweet

Goo d -bye, mo ther- beetle ; husband -eft , suf

See thesnugniche I havemade o nmyshelf !
A.

’
s bo o k shall prop yo u up , B.

’
s shall co ver

H ere
’
s C. to be gravewith , o rD . to be gay, W hen he finishes refectio n ,

And with E. on each side, and F. right over Knife and fo rk he never lays
you , Cro ss -wise, to my reco llection,

D ry
-ro t a t ease till the Judgment -day As d o I, in Jesu’

s praise.

D rink' wa tered o ran e

SOLILOQUY OF TH E SP AN ISH In three

l

ri
g

ps the Arian frt
g
rstsi

l

e

p

;
CLOISTER . W hile he d ra ins his at o ne gu lp.

GR - R - R—there go , my heart
’
s abhorrence Oh , those melo ns ? If he

’

s able
W a ter yo ur damned flower-po ts, d o W e

’
re to have a feast so nice

If ha te killed men, Bro ther Lawrence, One goes to the Abbo t
’
s table,

Go d
’
s blood , wo uld no t mine kill yo u All o f us get each a slice.

What ? yo urmyrtle-bush wants trimming? H ow go on your flowers P N one d ouble

Oh , tha t ro se has prio r claims N o t o ne fruit - so rt can yo u spy ?

Needs its leaden vase filled brimming? Strange
—And I, to o , a t such tro uble,

H ell dry you up with its flames Keep them close- nipped on the sly

I I I .
W hew ! W e

’
ll have o ur pla tter burnished ,

Laid with care on our own shelf !
W ith a fire- new spoon we’re fumished ,
And a goblet fo r o urself,

R insed like something sacrificial

Ere
’
tis fit to touch o ur chaps

Marked with L. fo r o ur initia l

(H e-he There his lily snaps !)

Sa int , fo rso o th W hile brown D o lores
Squats outside the Co nvent bank

W ith Sanchicha , telling sto ries,

Steeping tresses in the tank,
Blue- black , lustrous, thick like ho rsehair?»
—C an’

t I see his dead eye glow,

Bright as
’
twere a Barbary co rsair’s ?

(Tha t is, if he
’
d let it show !)
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Fo ronly las tnight , as theywhispered , Ibrought I had a lo ver—shame avaunt

My own eyes to bear on her so , tha t I thought This poo rwrenched body, grim and ga unt ,

Co uld I keep them one ha lf minute fixed , W as kissed all o ver till it burned ,
she wou ld fall By lips the truest , lo ve e

’
er turned

Shrivelled ; she fell no t yet this d oes it all ! H is heart
’
s own tint : one night they kissed

My soul out in a burningmist .

N o t that I bid you spare her the pain Iv .

Let death he felt and the proo f remain So , next day when the accustomed train
Brand , burn up , bite into its grace Of things grew ro und my sense again,
H e is sure to remember her dying face 1 Tha t is a sin,

”
1 said and slow

W ith d owncast eyes to church I go ,
And pass to the co nfessio n - chair,

Is it d o ne ? Take my mask 06 ! N ay, be And tell the o ld mild fa ther there.

no t mo rose

It kills her, and this prevents seeingit clo se v .

The delica te d ro plet , mywho le fo rtune
’
s fee But when I falter Beltran’

s name
If it hurts her, beside, ean it ever hurt me ? H a ?

” quo th the fa ther ; u much I blame
The sin yet wherefo re id ly grievex11.

Now, take all my jewels, gorge go ld to yo ur fil

m-

I

l f

é
l

ifi
t -

t

—
“i

rmo

pzz?fmi
fill ,

You may kiss me, o ld man, o n mymo uth if
To lawfu l lo ve, almost d ivme

yo u will 1

But brush this d ust o f?me, lest horro rit brings
Ere I know it—next moment I dance at the

TH E CONFESSIONAL.

[su m ]

1 .

IT is a lie—their P riests , their P ope, Fo r. when he lies upo n thy breast .
Their Saints, their all they fearo rho pe Tho u mayst demand and be po ssessed
Are lies, and lies— there thro ugh my d o or Of all his plans , M id next day steal

And ceiling, there and wa lls and flo o r, To me, and all tho se plans reveal ,
There, lies, they lie—sha ll still be hurled Tha t I and every Pfifi t , to purge
Till spite o f them I reach the world I H is 50111, may fast and use the scourge.

Yo u think P riests just and ho ly men
Befo re they put me in this den
I was a human crea ture too ,

W ith flesh and blo od like o ne o fyo u ,

A girl tha t laughed in beauty
’
s pride

Like lilies in yourwo rld o utside.

V ] .

Fo r he is yo ung, and led astray,
This Beltran , and he schemes , men my,
To change the laws o f church and state

So , thine sha ll be an angel
’
s fa te,

W ho , ere the thunder breaks, sho u ld ro ll

Its clo ud away and save his so ul.

Tha t fa ther’s heard was long and white,
W ith lo ve and truth his brow seemed bright 3

I went back, all o n fire with joy,
And , tha t same evening, bad e the boy
Tell me, as lo vers sh o uld , heart -flee,
Something to pro ve his lo ve o fme.
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ix. All her so ul to , if she pleases,
He to ld me what he would no t tell And yet leave much as she found them

Forhope of heaven or fear o fhell But I
’m no t so , and she knew it

And I lay listeningin such prid e 1 W hen she fixed me, glancing round them.

And soon as he had lefi my side,
Tripper! to the church by morning- light
To save his sou l in his despite.

it .

[told the fi ther all his schemes,
Who were his comra des, wha t their dreams
“
And now make haste,” I said , “

to pray
The one sp o t from his so ul away
To -nigh t he comes, but no t the same
Will lo ok 1

”
At night he never came.

JKI.

Nornext nigh t on the after-mom,

l went forth with a strength new-bom.

The church was empty somethingdrew
Oh , we

’
re sunk enough here, God knows

Mysteps into the street ; I knew But no t quite so sunk that moments ,
It led me to the “ h um Sure tho

’
seldom, are denied us,

Where, lo , on high , the father
’
s fi ce !

Stand o ut plainly from its false ones ,

And apprise it if pursuing
Or the right way or the wrongway,

umstapled block Go d sink the rest ! To its triumph o r und oing

Thst head strapped back, that blind ing vest,

Those knotted hands and naked breast ,
Till near one busy hangman pressed , There are flashes struck frommidnights
And , on the neck thes e arms caressed There are fire- flames no o ndays kind le,

JKIII.

No part in aught they ho pe or fear !

No heaven with thn , no hell —and

W hereby swo llen ambitions dwind le,
W hile just this or tha t po or impu lse,
W hich fo r once had play unstified ,

3,333
,

3 33n m. so l. m i. m am.

Bnt shall bearGod and man my cry,
That away the rest have tn

Lies—lies, again—a nd still, they lie I

D o ubt you if, in some such moment ,

C R IST INA.

As she fixed me, she felt clearly,
Ages past the soul existed ,

1 H ere an age
’
tis restingmerely,

SHE Should never have lo oked at me And hence fleets again for ages,
If Shemeant I should no t love her ! W hile the true end , so le and single,

M m plenty . men, you call such , It sto ps here for is, this love
-way,

Imppose she may discover “ rith some other soul to mingle ?
VW) ! I. ll

W hat ? To fixme thus meant no thing?
But I ca n’

t tell (there
’

s my weakness)
What her look said —no vile cant, sure,

About need to strew the bleakness
Of some lone sho re with its pearl - seed .

Tha t the sea feels
”—no

“
strange yearn.

mg
That such souls have, most to lavish

W here there
’
s chance o f least returning.
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Else it loses what it lived for,
And eternally must lose it ;

Better ends may be in pro spect,
D eeper blisses (ifyo u choo se it),

But this life’s end and this love- bliss
H ave been lost here.

This she felt as, lo oking at me,
Mine and her so uls rushed together

Oh , observe Of co urse, next moment ,
The world

’
s ho no urs, in d erisio n,

Trampled out the light fo r ever

Never fear but there
’
s pro visio n

Of the devil
’
s to quench knowledge

Lest we walk the earth in rapture !
—Making those who catch God

’
s secret

Just so much more prize their capture

V I I I .

Such am I : the secret’s mine now
She has lost me, I have gained her ;

H er so ul
’
s mine : and thus, grown perfect ,

I shall pass my life
’
s remainder.

Bo th our powers, alo ne and blended
And then, come next life quickly
This wo rld

’
s use will have been ended .

TH E LOST M ISTR ESS.

ALL
’
s o ver, then : d oes truth so und bitter

As one at first believes ?
H ark, ’

tis the sparrows’ goo d -night twitter

And the leaf- buds on the vine are wo o lly,
I no ticed that , to -d ay ;

One daymo re bursts them o pen fully
—You know the red turns grey.

D o ubt you wheth er

To -mo rrow we meet the same then , dearest ?

May I take yo ur hand in mine ?
Mere friends arewe,—well , friends themerest

Keep much tha t I resign

Fo r each glance o f the eye so bright and

Your vo ice, when you wish the snowdmm

Though it stay in my so ul fo r ever

Yet I will but say wha t mere friend s my,

I will ho ld your hand but as long as a llmay,
Or so very litt le longer !

EARTH
’
S IMMOR TALIT IES.

FAME.

So , the year’s d one with
(Lovemefor ever ! )

Al l March begun with ,

May-wreaths that bound me
June needs must sever

Now snows fall round me,

QuenchingJune
’
s fever

SEE, as the prettiest graves will do in time,
Our poet’s wants the freshness o f its prime
Spite o f the sexto n

’
s browsingho rse, the sods

H ave struggled thro ugh its bindingosierro ds ;
H eadstone and half- sunk foo tstone lean awry,
W anting the brick-wo rk promised by-and -by;

H ow theminu tegrey lichens, plate o
’

erp late,

H ave so ftened d own the crisp
-cut

da te
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V I I I .
Meet, if tho u require it ,

wide,

La fis h and s
'

t Each was nought to each , must I he to ld ?my hands.
pm

W e were fellow mo rtals, no ught beside?

That shall be to -mo rrow

No t to -night
I must bury so rrow

—Must a little weep, Lo ve,

And so fal l asleep, Lo ve,
Lo ved by thee.

But the time will come,—a t last it will,

EVELYN H OP E.

W hen, Evelyn H ope, what meant (I shall

In the lower earth , in the years long still,

BEAUTIFUL Evelyn H ope 18 dead 1
W hy yo ur hairwas amber, I shall divine,Sit and watch by her side an ho ur.

That is her bo ok- shelf, this her bed ,

And “ mm°f ”“ m ’

She plucked tha t piece o fgeranium- dower,
And wha t you would d o with me, in fine,

Beginning to die to o , in the glass ;

Little has yet been changed I think
In the new life come in the o ld one s stand.

The shutters are shut, no light may pass
Save two long rays thro

’
the hinge

’
s chink .

Sixteen years o ld when she died 1

P erhaps she had scarcely heard my name
It was no t herW e to lo ve ; beside,
H er life had many a ho pe and aim,

D uties enough and little cares,

And now was quiet , now astir,

Till God
’
s hand becko ned unawares,

And the sweet white brow is all o f her.
I lo ved you , Evelyn , all the while.

" 1° My heart seemed full as it cou ld ho ld ?
Is it too late then, Evelyn H o pe There was place and to spare for the frank
W ha t , your soul was pure and true,

The go od stars met in yo ur ho ro sco pe, And the red young mo uth , and the hair
’
s

Mad e you o f spirit , fire and dew yo unggo ld .

No , indeed l for Go d above
Is grea t to grant, as mighty to make,

And creates the lo ve to reward the love

I claim you still, fo rmy own lo ve
’
s sake !

Delayed it may be fo rmore lives yet ,
Through worlds I shall traverse, not a

few :

Much is to learn , much to fo rget

Ere the time be come fo r takingyo u .

I have lived (I sha ll say) so much since then.
Given up myself so many times,

Gained me the gains o f various men ,

R ansacked the ages, spo iled the d imes ;
Yet one thing, o ne, in my soul

’
s full scope,

Either I missed o r itselfmissed me :

And I want and find you , Evelyn H ope !

W hat is the issue ? let us see l
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So , h ush ,—I will give yo u this leaf to keep Every vestige o f the city, guessed a lo ne,

See, I shut it inside the sweet co ld hand l Sto ck or stone
There , that is our secret : go to sleep l W here a multitude o f men breathed joy and
Yo u will wake, and remember, and under

Lust o f glo ry pricked their hearts up , dread
o f shame

And tha t glo ry and that shame alike, the

Wiim the quiet - co loured end o f evening Bough t and so ld .

N ow,
—the single little turret tha t remains

Tinkle homeward thro’ the twilight , stray o r o n the plains,
By th e ta per o verroo ted , by the gourd

Wasm site once o fa city great and gay, W hile the pa tching houseleek
’
s head OI

So they say) blossom winks
Ofour corm s ve ca

'

tal its rince

Kg; siae
pr p

Marks the basement whence a tower in

Held his court in, ga thered co uncils, wield ancient time

And a burning ring, all ro und , the chario ts

As they raced ,
Now,

- the country does no t even boast a tree, And the monarch “ d hrs rmnro ns “ d b"

As you see,

To distinguish slopes o fverdure, certain rills
Viewed the game?»

From the hills

Intersect and give a name to , (else they run
Into o ne) And I know, while thus the quiet -co loured

Where the domed and daring palace sho t its
Smiles to leave

Up like fires To their fo lding, a ll o urmany- tinklingfleece
O

’
er the hundred -

ga ted circuit o f a wa ll In such peace,
And the slopes and rills in undistinguished

Made ofmarble, men might march o n no rbe

Melt away
That a girl ,with eager eyes and yellow hair

W aits me there
In the turret whence the chario teers caught

And such plenty and perfection, see, o fgrass
Fo r the goal ,

Such a ca rpet as, this summer- time, o
’
er W hen the king lo oked , where she lo oks now,

breathless, dumb
Till I come.
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But he looked upon the city, every side,

All the mo untains to pped with temples, all
the glades

’

All the causeys, bridges, aqueducts,—and

then,
All the men

W hen I do come, she will speak no t, she

Either hand

On my shoulder, give her eyes the first

embrace
Ofmy face,

Ere we rush , ere we extinguish sigh t and

speech
Each on each .

In one year they sent a million figh ters fo rth

So uth and No rth ,

And th ey built theirgods a brazen pillar high
As the sky,

Yet reserved a tho usand chario ts in full

fo rce

Go ld , o f course.

Ob heart I oh bloo d that freezes, blo od that
burns I

Forwho le centuries o f fo lly, no ise and sin 1

Shut them in,
With their triumphs and their glories and

Lo ve is best.

A LOVER S’ QUAR REL.

I
On , what a dawn o fday I

H ow the March sun feels like May l

All is blue again
After last nigh t

’
s rain,

And the South dries the hawthorn -spray.
Only, my Lo ve

’
s away 1

I
’
d as lief that the blue were grey,

R unnels, which rillets swell,
Must be dancing d own the dell,

P aven smoo th as a hermit’s cell
Each with a tale to tell ,

Could my Lo ve but attend as well.

I I I .
D earest, three months ago !

W hen we lived blo cked -up with

snow,

In and in his wedge,
In, as far as the po int could go

No t to o ur ingle, though ,
W here we lovcd esch the o ther so !

III.

Laughs with so little cause 1
W e devised games o ut o f straws.

One ano ther’s fi ce

In the ash , as an artist draws ;
Free on each o ther

’
s flaws,

H ow we chattered llke two church dews !

17.

W hat’s in the Times ” —a . scold

At the Empero r deep and co ld 3
H e has taken a bride

That
’
s as fair as himsel f is bold

And she powders her hairwith go ld .

171.

Fancy the P ampas
’
shae n l

Miles and miles of go ld and green

And—to break now and then tbe

screen

Up a wild ho rse leaps betwcur !
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XV I I .

Foul be the world o r fair

More o r less, how can I care ?
’
Tis the wo rld the same

Formy praise or blame,
And endurance is easy there.

W rong in the o ne thing rare

Oh , it is hard to bear

XV I I I .

H ere
’
s the springback or close,

W hen the almond -blo ssom blows
W e shall have the word

In a mino r third

There is none but the cuckoo knows

H eaps of the guelder-rose !

I must bear with it, I suppose.

XIX.

Could but N ovember come,
W ere the no isy birds struck dumb

At the warning slash

Of his driver
’
s- lash

I wo u ld laugh like the valiant Thumb
Facing the castle glum

And the giant
’
s fee-fiw-fum I

Then, were the world well stripped
Of the gearwherein equipped

W e can stand apart ,
H eart dispense with heart

In the sun, with the flowers unnipped ,
Oh , the wo rld

’
s hangings ripped ,

We were bo th in a bare-walled cryp t !

XXI .

Each in the crypt would cry
But one freeces here I and why?

W hen a heart , as chill ,

At my own would thrill
Back to life, and its fires out -fly?

H eart, shall we live or d ie ?

The rest , settle by
-and -by l

xxu .

So , she
’
d efl

'

ace the score,

It is twelve o
’
clo ck

I shal l hear her knock
In the worst o fa sto rm

’
s uproar,

I shall pu ll her thro ugh the do or,
I shall have her fo r evermo re l

UP AT A V ILLA—DOW N IN

TH E CITY.

(AS msrmcursrrsn av AN ITALIAN
reaso n o r QUALITY. )

H AD I but plenty o f mo ney, mo ney enough

The house fo r me, no d oubt , were a house
in the city- square

Ah , such a life, such a life, as o ne leads at

the window there

Something to see, by Bacchus, something to
hear, at least 1

There, the who le day lo ng, o ne
’
s life is a

W hile up at a villa one Iim , I ma intain it,
no mo re than a beast .

W ell now, lo ok a t o ur villa ! stuck like the

ho rn o f a bull
Just o n a mo untain -edge as bare as the

creature
’
s skull,

Save a mere shago fa bush with hard lya leaf
to pull !

—I scratch my own, sometimes, to see if the

hair’s turned woo l.

But the city, oh the city
—the square with

the houses 1 W hy
They are stone- faced , whiteas a curd , there

’
s

something to take the eye I



UP AT A V ILLA— DOWN IN TH E CITY

Houses in fo ur straight lines, no t a single

You watch who cro sses and gossips,
saunters, who hurries by ;

Green blinds, as a matter o f course, to

What o f a villa ? Though winter be over in

’

Tis May perhaps ere the snow sha ll have
withered well o ff the heigh ts

You
’
ve the brown ploughed land befo re,
where the oxen steam and wheeze,

And the hills o ver- smoked behind by th e

is it better in May, I ask yo u ? You
’
ve

summer a ll at once
Ina day he leaps complete with a few strong

'

Mid the sharp sho rt emera ld whea t, scarce
risen three fingers well,

Thewild tulip, at end o f its tube, blows out
its great red bell

Like a thin clear bubble o f blood , fo r the

V II.

15 it ever ho t in the square There
’
s a

fountain to spout and splash
In the shade it sings and springs ; in the

shine such foam-bows flash
On the ho rses with curling fish - tails, that

prance and pad d le and pash
Round the lady atop in her conch—fifty

Though all that she wears is some weeds

round herwaist in a so rt o f sash .

V I I I .
All theyear long at the villa , no thing to see

Except yon cypress that points like death
’
s

265

Some think fireflies pretty, when they mix

Or thrid the stinking hemp till the sta lks o f

La te August o r early September, the stun

ningcicala is shrill,
And the bees keep their tiresomewhine ro und

the resinous firs on the hill.
Eno ugh o f the seaso ns,

—I spare you the

months o f the fever and chill .

Ere yo u o pen your eyes in the city, the

No so oner the bells leave o ff than the d ili

gence rattles in

You get the pick o f the news, and it costs

you never a pin.

H avingpreached us those six Lent - lectures
mo re unctuous than ever he preached .

N oon strikes,—here sweeps the pro cession
our Lady bo rne smiling and smart

W ith a pink gauze gown all spangles, and

seven swords stuck in her heart !

too t]: the fife

No keeping one
’
s haunches still : it

’
s the

greatest pleasure in life.

pills, lets blo od , draws teeth
Or the P ulcinello - trumpet breaks up the

market beneath .

At the post -cmcc such a scene- picture—the

new play, piping ho t
And a no tice how, o nly this morning, three

libera l thieves were sho t .
Above it, beho ld the Archbisho p’s most

fatherly o f rebukes,
And beneath , with his crown and his lio n,

some little new law o f the D uke’s
Or a sonnet with flowery marge, to the

R everend D on So - and -so

W ho is D ante, Bo ccaccio , P etrarca , Saint

Jerome and Cicero ,
And moreo ver,

”
( the sonnet goes rhym

ing. )
“
th e skirts o f Saint P aul has
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X.

Bu t bless you, it
’
s dear—it’s dear fowls,

wine, at d ouble the ra te.

They have clapped a new tax upon sa lt , and

wha t o il pays passing the ga te

D RAMATIC LYR ICS

Ay, because the sea
’
s the street there ; and

’
tis arched by what yo u call

Shylo ck’s bridge with ho uses on it,

where they kept the carnival
It

’
s a ho rro rto th ink o f. And so , the villa fo r I was never o ut o f England

- 488 as if I saw
me, no t the city

Beggars can scarcely be choo sers : but still

ah , the pity, the pity
Lo o k, two and two go the priests , then the

monks with cowls and sandals,

And the penitents dressed in white shirts ,

a -ho lding the yellow candles ;

One, he carries a flagup straigh t , and ano ther

a cross with handles,
And the D uke’s guard brings up the rear, fo r

the better preventio n o f scandals :

Bang
-whang-w/ra ng

'

goes the drum, turtle- te

tootle the fife.

Oh , a day in the city- square, there is no such

pleasure in life !

A TOCCATA l OF GALUP P I’S .

[Ga luppi was a famo us Ita lian com
the eighteenth century. H e was in

fi'om 174! to

OH Galuppi, Baldas aro , this is very sad to

find

I can hard lymisconceive yo u it wou ld pro ve

me deaf and blind
But altho ugh I take yourmeaning,

’
tis with

such a heavy mind

H ere yo u come with your o ld music, and

here
’
s all the good it brings.

W ha t, they lived o nce thus at Venice where

the merchants were the kings,

it all.

IV .

Did yo ung peo ple take their p lu sure when

the sea was warm in May
Balls and masks begun at midnight, burning

ever to mid -day,
W hen they mad e up fi-

esh ad ventures for the

mo rrow, do yo u say?

W as a lady such a lady, cheeks so round and

lips so red ,
Ou her neck the small fi ce buoyant , like s

bell-flower on its bed ,
O

’
cr the breast’s superb abundance where a

man might base his head ?

W ell, and it was graceful o f them—thefd
break talk o ff and afford

—She, to bite her mask’s black velvet—he,
to finger o n his swo rd ,

W hile yo u sat and played Tocca ta s, stately
at the clavichord ?

W hat ? Tho se lesser thirds so p laintive,
sixths diminished , sigh o n sigh ,

those so lutions Must we die ?

Tho se commiserating sevenths Lifemight
last ! we can but try ! ”

V I I I .
“ W ere you happy ? Yes . And are

you still as happy? Yes . And you ?
”

W here Saint Mark’s is, where the D oges Then,more ktsses ! -
“ D id 1 stop them,

used to wed the sea with rings ?

1 An overture—a tints/t p iece.

when a millio n seemed so few

H ark , the d ominant’s persistence till it must
be answered to
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And mark thro ugh the winter afterno ons ,
By a gift God gran ts me now and then,

In the mild decline o f th ose suns likemo o ns ,
W ho walked in Florence, besides hermen .

V

They might chirp and chaffer, come and go

Fo r pleasure o r profit, hermen alive

My business wu hard ly with them, I trow,

But with empty cells o f the human hive ;
—W ith the chapter- ro om, the clo ister- porch .

The church
’
s apsis, aisle o r nave, x.

Its crypt . one fingers alongwith a to rch » There stands the Master. Stud y, myfriends,
Its face set full fo r the sun to shave W hat a man

’
s wo rk comes to ! So he

v 1.

W herever a fresco peels and drops,
W herever an o u tline weakens and wanes

Till the latest life in the painting stops,
Stands One whom each fainter pulse- tick

One,wishfuleach scrap shou ld clutch th ebrick ,
Each tinge no t who lly escape the plaster,
A lion who dies o fan ass

’
s kick,

The wronged great so ul o f an ancient

Master. If you knew their work you wo u ld do !
" 1 your d o le.

”

Fo r o h , this world and the wrong it do es May I take upon me to instruct yo u
They are mfe in heaven with their backs W hen Greek Art ran and reached th e goal .

to it , Thus much had the wo rld to boast is

The Michaels and R afaels, you burn and buzz
R o und the wo rks o f, you o f the little wit The Truth o fMan, as byGo d first spoken.

D o theireyes contract to the earth’s o ld sco pe, W hich the actual generations garble,
N ow that they see Go d fiice to face, W as re- uttered , and Soul (which Limbs

And have all attained to be poets , I hope ? betoken)
’
Tis their ho liday now, in any case. And Limbs (Soul info rms) made new in

marble.
vm. 1m .

Much they reck of your praise and you So , you saw yourself as you wished yo u were,

But the wronged great so uls—can they be As yo u might have been , as yo u canno t be
quit Earth here, rebuked by Olympus them :

Ofa world where theirwo rk is a ll to d o , And grew content in your po or d egree
W here yo u style them, yo u o f the littlewit , W ith yo ur little power, by those sta tues

’

Old Master This and Early the Other, go dhead ,

No t dreamingthatOld and Newarefellows And yourlittlescope, bytheireyes
’
fullm y,

A younger succeeds to an elder bro ther, And your littlegrace, bytheirgracen hodied ,

De Vincis derive ingood time fi
'
om D ellos. And yourlittle date,bytheirforms that stay.

And here where your praise migh t yield
returns,

And a handsome wo rd o r two give help,
H ere, after your kind , the mastiffgirns
And the puppy pack o f poo d les yelp.

W ha t , no t a word for Stefino there,

Of brow o nce prominent and starry,

Ca lled Nature
’
s Ape and the world

’
s despair

For his peerless painting? (See Vasari. )

P erfo rms it, perfects it, makes amends
Fo r the to iling and mo iling, and then, ric

trams? I

H appier the thrifty blind -fo lk labo ur,
W ith upturned eyewhile the hand is busy,

No t sidling a glance at the co in of their

looking d ownward tha t makes one

dizzy.
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XII I .

269

XV I I.
YO“ would fain be kinglier, 53 7: than I am ’

Tis a life- long toil till our lump be leaven
Even so , you will no t sit like Theseus.

Youwo uld pro ve amo del ? TheSo n o fP riam
The better ! W ha t’s come to perfection

Has yet the advantage in arms’ and knees’ Things learned on earth , we shall practise

You
’
re wra th—can you slay your snake like

in heaven

You
’
re grieved

—Still N iche
’
s the grander ! Thyself sha lt afl'ord the example, Gio tto !

You live—there’s the R acers’fi n e to fo llow

You die—there’s the dyingAlexander.

XIV .

So, testing your weakness by their strength ,
Your meagre charms by their rounded

beauty,
Mmsured byArt in yourbread th and length ,
You learned— to submit is a morta l’s duty.
—When I my yo u

” ’
tis the common soul ,

The co llective, I mean : the race o fMan

That receives life in parts to live in a who le,
And grow here acco rding to Go d

’
s clear

You turned youreyes inward ly onefine day
And cried with a smrt—W hat ifwe so sma ll

Thyo ne wo rk, no t to decrease o r diminish ,
D one at a stroke, was just (was it no t

“ O

Thygreat Campanile is still to finish .

XVI I I

XIX.

On which I conclude, that the early painters,
To cries o f Greek Art and wha t mo re
wish you ?

Bem and grander thewhile than they ? R ep lied , To become now self-acquainters,

Are they perfect o f lineament, perfect o f

stature

In both, o f such lower types are we
Precisely because o four wid er nature ;
Fortime, theirs—ours, fo r eternity.

xv 1.

Tod ay
’
s brief passion limits their range ;

It seethes with themo rrow forus and mo re.

Theyare perfect—how else ? they sha ll never

Weare firulty
—whyno t we have time in

TheArtificer’s hand is no t m a ted
With us ; we are rough

-hewn, nowise

They stand for o ur copy, and , once invested
With all they can teach, we shall see them

MakenewhOpes shine through theflesh they
fray.
Newfears aggrandize therags and tatters

To bring the invisible full into play I
Let the visible go to the dogs

—wha t
matters

Isit truethatwearenow, and shallbehereafter,
Butwhatandwheredepend on life’sminute?

H ails heavenly cheer o r infernal laughter
Our first step out of the gulf o r in it ?

Sha ll Man, such step within his endeavour,
Man’

s face, have no mo re play and action

Than joy which is crystallized fo r ever,
Orgrief, an eterna l petrifi ctio n

Give these, I exhort yo u , their guerd on and

glo ry
Fo r daringso much , before theywell did it .

The first o f the new, in our race
’
s sto ry,

Beats the last o ftheo ld ;
’
tis no id le quidd it.

The wo rthies began a revo lution,

W hich if o n earth you intend to acknow
ledge,

W hy, ho nour themnow 1 (endsmyallocution)
N o rconfer yourdegreewhen the fo lk leave
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Thewo rks on thewallmust take theirchance;

haThere 5 a fimcysome lean to and o thers te
clime

New work fo r the soul m ano th er sta te,
Of a bucketful o f I l

’ quick - l
'

R epea t in la rgewhat theypractised in small ,
Thro ugh life after life in unlimited series ;

Only the sca le’s to be changed , that
’
s a ll .

XXII .

Yet I hard ly know. W hen a so ul has seen

Ey the means ov il that Go o d is best ,

And , thro ugh earth and its no ise, wha t is Such d oom, how a captive migh t be out

W hen o ur faith in the same has stood the W hy is it they never rememberme ?

W hy, the child grownman , you burn the rod ,
The uses o f labour are surely d o ne ;

There remaineth a rest fo r the people o f

And I have had troubles enough, fo r one.

XXII I .

But at any rate I have lo ved the season
OfArt

’
s spring-birth so dim and dewy

My sculpto r is Nico lo the P isan ,

My painter—who but Cimabue
N o r ever was man o f them all indeed ,

xxvu .

Could no t the gho st W ith the close red cap.

Co uld say that hemissed my critic -meed .

My P o llajo lo ,
7 the twice a craftsman,

Saveme a sample, give me the hapSo , now t m s cial
'

h
'

h h !o y pe grievance
— erg o

Of a muscular Christ that shows the

xxxv .

No Virgin by him the somewha t petty.
Theirghosts still stand , as I said befo re, Of finical touch and tem apera crumbly
W a tclnng each fresco flaked and

.

rasped , Co uld no t Alesso Baldo vinetti
Blocked up , knocked o ut, or whitewashed Contribute so much , I ask him humbly?

o
’
er

—No getting again what the church has The 300 Of

D ied 1 366. One of Gio tto
'
s pupils and

the bro nze ga tes o f

W hen they go at length , with such a shaking
Of heads o

’
er the o ld delusion, sad ly

Each master hiswaythrough the black streets

W here many a lost work breathes though

W hy don
’
t they beth ink them o f who has

merited ?

XXV I .
N o t that I expect the grea t Bigo rd i,
No rSandro to hearme, chiva lric, bellicose

No r thewronged Lippino and no t a word I

Say o f a scrap o fFraAngelico
’
s

But are you too fine, Tad deo Gaddi,

To grant me a taste o fyour into naco ,‘
Some Jerome that seeks the heaven with a

sad eye ?

No t a churlish saint, Lo renzo Mo naco ?
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And fine as the beak o f a young beccaccia By the many hund red years red - rusted ,

The Campanile, the D uomo ’
s fit a lly, R ough iron

- spiked , ripe fruit -o ’
ercrnsted ,

Shall so ar up in go ld full fifiy braccia , My sentinel to guard the sands

CompletingFlorence, as Flo rence Ita ly. To the water
’
s edge. Fo r, what expands

Befo re the house, but the great o paque
xxxvr. Blue bread th o f sea without a break

W hile, in the house, for ever crumbles
Shall I be alive tha t mo rning the scafl

'

o ld
Some 5 ent o f the fr 1wa lls,

Is broken away, and the long-pent fire,
From blisters where a sco rpio n s wls.

Like the go lden hope o f the wo rld , unbafiied 9“

1
A gir

'

l bare- fo o ted brings, and tumblesSP
"

“

g from its 81 l an

RF .

the sp ar
e
D own o n the

p
avement , gé en -fiesh melons.

W hile Go d and the P eo ple p lain fo r its
d th da k

'

mo tto ,
An says ere

’
3 news to y

—the ing
W as sho t at to uched in the liver-wingThence the new tnco lour flaps at the sky? G B

At least to foresee tha t glo ry o fGio tto
W ith his bo n arm in a sling

And Flo rence together, the first am I ]
-She hopes they have “OI caugh t m6

D E GUSTIBUS

Yo ur. ghost will wa lk, yo u lover o f trees ,
(If our lo ves remain )
In an English lane,

By a comfield - side a -flutterwith po ppies.

H ark, tho se two in the hazel co ppice
A boy and a girl, if the good firtes please,

Making love, say, H OME -TH OUGH TS, FR OM ABR OAD

The happier they
D raw yourself up from the light o f themo o n,
And let them pass, as they will to o soo n , On , to be in England

I .

W ith the bean- d owers
’ boon , N ow tha t April’s there,

And the blackbird ’
s tune, And whoeverwakes in England

And May, and June Sees, somemo rning, unaware,
Tha t the lowest boughs and the brushwoo d

sheaf

R ound th e elm- tree bo le are in tin leaf
W ha t 1 lo ve best m all the wo rld Y

Is a castle, precipice-encurled ,
W hil

t

t

im
tl

;i
chafiinch sings o n the o rchard

In a gash o f the wind -

grieved Apennine
Or lo o k forme, o ld fellow o fmine,

( If I get my head from o ut the mou th
0’

the grave, and lo ose my spirit’s hands,
And come again to the land o f lands)
In a sea - side ho use to the farther South ,

In England
—now

And after April , when May fo llows,
And the whitethroat builds, and all the

wallows
Where the baked cica la d ies o f drouth ,

s

And o ne sharp tree— ’
tis a cypress—stand s,

H a l

tesgf
re my blomomed pear- tree In the

l A W oo d cock. Leans to the field and scatters on the cl0m

Italy, my Ita ly
Queen Mary’3 saying serves fo rme

(W hen fo rtune’s malice
Lost her—Calais)

Open my heart and yo u will see
Graved inside of it , Italy.

”

Such lo ver's o ld are I and she

So it always was, so shall ever be !



SAUL

Blossoms and dewdrops—a t the bent spray’s Fo r o ut o f the black mid - tent
’
s silence, a

space o f three days,
That

’
s the wise thrush ; he sings each so ng N o t a so und hath escaped to thy servants ,

o f prayer no r o f praise,
best you sho uld think he never co uld t e To betoken tha t Saul and the Spirit have

Thefirst fine careless rapture And that , flint in his triumph , themonarch
And though the fields lo o k ro ugh with hoary sinks back upon life.

Allwill be gaywhen no ontide wakes anew
Thebuttermps, Qc little child ren

’
s d ower

- Farbrighter than thisgaudymelon - d ower

HOME-TH OUGH TS, FROM
TH E SEA.

Noam, nobly Cape Saint Vincent to the

Sunset ran, one glorio us blood -red , reeking

Blu
'

nh ’
rnid the burning water, full in face

In the dimmest North -east distance dawned

Gibraltar grand and gray ;
‘
Here and here did England help me 3 how
can I help England - say,

Whoso turns as I, this evening, turn to God

WhileJove’s planet rises yonder, silent o ver

SAUL.

SAID Abner, At last tho u art come l Ere

I tell, ere thou speak ,
Kiss my cheek, wish me well Then I
wished it , and did kiss his cheek.

And he, Since the King, 0 my friend , fo r

thycountenance sent,
Neither drunken nor eaten have we no r

Thou return with the joyful

Shall our lip with the honey be brigh t,
With the water be wet .

Yet nowmy heart leaps , O belo ved l God
’
s

child with his dew

On thygracio us go ld hair, and tho se lilies

still living and blue
Just broken to twine ro und thy harp

strings, as ifno wild hea t
W ere now raging to torture the desert

Then I, as was meet,
Knelt down to the God o f my fathers, and

ro se o n my feet ,
And ran o

’
er the sand burnt to powder. The

tent was unlo o ped ;
I pulled up the spear that obstructed , and

under I sto o ped ;
H ands and knees on the slippery grass -pa tch,

all withered and go ne,
Tha t extends to the second enclosure, I

gro ped myway on

Till I felt where the fo ldskirts fly o pen .

Then once mo re I prayed ,
And o pened the fo ldskirts and entered , and

was no t afi'aid

But spo ke, H ere is D avid , thy servant

And no vo ice replied .

At the first I saw no ught bu t the blackness ;
but so on I descried

A somethingmo re black than the blackness
—the vast, the upright

Main prop which sustains the pavilion : and

slow into sight
Grew a figureagainst it, gigantic and blackest

o f all.

Then a. sunbeam, that burst thro’ the t- t

roo f, showed Saul .
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H e stood as erect as that tent -pro p, bo th
arms stretched o ut wide

On the great cross-suppo rt in the centre, that
goes to each side ;

H e relaxed no t a muscle, but hung there as ,

And waitinghis change, the king- serpent all

Far away from his kind , in the pine, till

W ith the spring- time,—so agonized Saul,
drear and stark, blind and dumb.

Then I tuned my harm—to ok o ff the lilies

we twine round its chords next , she whomwe vaunt
Lest they snap ’

neath the stress of the no o n

tid e—those sunbeams like swords ! And then, the great march
And I first played the tune all o ur sheep

So docile they come to the pen-do o r till fo ld Nought can break ; who sha ll harm them.

our fiiends —Then, the chorus in toned
They are white and unto rn by the bushes, for As the Levites go up to the al tar in glory

lo , they have fed
W here the longgrasses stifle thewaterwithin But I stopped here : fo r here in the darkness

And now o ne after one seeks its lodging, as
vm.

Into eve and the blue fitr abo ve na,—so blue And 1 paused , held mybrea th in such silence.

—Then the tune, for which quails o n the and sparkles
’

gan dart

cornland will each leave his mate From the jewels that woke in his turban , “

the crickets ela te All its lord ly male-sapphires, and rubies

then, what has weigh t So the head : but the body still mo ved no t,

To set the quick jerboa l a -musingoutside his

There are none such as he for a wonder, half it unchecked ,

God made all the creatures and gave them

To give sign, we and they are his children,

Then I played the help
- tune o f our reapers,

theirwine-song, when hand
Grasps at hand , eye lights eye in goo d friend

ship, and great hearts expand
And grow o ne in the sense o f this wo rld

’

s

life.
—And then, the last song

W hen the d ead man is praised o n his jo umey
Bear, bear him along

W ith his few faults shut up like dead

flowerets l Are ba lm seeds no t here

To conso le us The land has no ne left

such as he on the bier.
Oh , would we migh t keep thee , my
bro ther -And then, the glad ch aunt
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At the King
’
s self left standing befo re me,

released and aware.

W ha t was gone, what remained All to

traverse,
’
twixt ho pe and despair

D eath was past, life no t come so hewaited .

H eld the brow, helped the eyes left to o

vacant forthwith to remand
To theirplace wha t new objects sho uld enter

’
twas Saul as befo re.

I loo ked up and dared gaze a t those eyes, nor
was hurt anymore

Than by slow pa llid sunsets in au tumn , ye

wa tch from the sho re,
And the prud eneethat keepswhat men strive

fo r.
”
And now these o ld tra ins

At their sad level gaze o
’
er the ocean—a sun

’
s o f vague thought came again ; I grew surer

slow decline so , once more the string
Over hills which, reso lved in stem silence, Of my ha rp made response to my spirit,

o
’
erlap and entwine

Base with base to knit strength mo re in

tensely : so , arm fo lded arm
O

’
er the chest who se slow heavings subsided .

W ha t spell o rwha t charm
(Fo r, awhile there was trouble within me)

wha t next sho uld I urge
To sustain himwhere so nghad resto red him ?

—Song filled to the verge
H is cup with the wine o f this life, pressing

all tha t it yields
Ofmere fruitage, the strength and the beauty

beyond , o n what fields ,
G lenn a vintage mo re po tent and perfect to

brighten the eye
And bring blo od to the lip , and commend

them the cup they put by ?
H e saith , It is goo d 3

”
still he drinks no t

he lets me praise life,
Gives assent , yet wou ld d ie fo r his own part .

Which had come long ago o n the pasture,
when ro und me the sheep

Fed in silence—abo ve, the one eaglewheeled
slow as in sleep

And I lay in my ho llow and mused on the

wo rld that might lie

XII I .

I bega n thou d ost well in rejectingmerr

’
Neath his ken, tho ugh I saw but the strip

’
twixt the hill and the sky

And I laughed Sincemydays are o rdained

to be passed with my flo cks,
Let me peo ple a t least , with my fi nd s ,

the plains and the rocks,
D ream the life I amnever to mixwith, and

image the show
Of mankind as they live in those fi shions
I hardly shall know I

Schemes o f life, its best rules and right

From the mere mo rta l life held in common

by man and by brute
In our flesh grows the branch o f this life.

in our so ul it bears fruit.
Thou hast marked the slow rise o f the tree.

- how its ste trembled first
Till it passed the kid ’s lip , the stag’s antler
then safely o utburst

The fan - branches all round and thou
mindest when these to o , in turn

Broke a -blo om and the pa lm- tree seemed

perfect : yet mo re m to learn ,

E
’
en thego o d that comes in with the pa lrn

fruit . Our dates sha ll we slight,
W hen theirjuicebrings a cure fo rallso rro w ?

or care fo r the plight
Of the pa lm

’
s self who se slow gro wth

produced them? No t so ! stem a nd

branch
Shall decay, no r be known in their p lace.

while the pa lm-wine shall staunch

Every wo und o fman’
s spirit in winter.

pour thee such wine.

Leave the flesh to the fa te it was fit fo r !

the spirit be thine l
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Bythe spirit, when age sha ll o
’
ercome thee,

Moreindeed , than at first when inconscious,
the life o fa boy.

Crush that life, and beho ld itswinerunning !

Dies, revives, goes to work in the wo rld

until e’en as the sun

Looking down o n the earth, though
clouds spo il him, though tw pests

efi ce,

Can find no thing his own deed pro duced

The resu lts o fhis past summer- prime, —so ,
each ray o f thywill,

long over, shall thrill

Thy who le peo ple, the countless, with
ardour, till they to o give fo rth

A like cheer to their sons, who in turn ,

fill the Sou th and the N orth

With the rad iance thy deed was the germ

But the license o f age has its limit ; thou

diest at last :

As the lio n when age d ims his eyeba ll, the
rose at her height

So with man—so his power and his beauty
ibrever take flight.

No ! Again a. long draught o f my so ul

v ine t Lo o k fo rth o ’
er the years I

Thou hast d o ne now with eyes fo r the

actual ; begin with them i s t

ls Saul dead ? In the depth o f the vale

A grey mountain o f marble heaped fo ur
square, till, built to the skies,

Let it mark where the grea t First

King slumbers : who se fame wou ld ye
know

Up abo ve see the ro ck’s naked face, where
the record sha ll go

Ingreat characters cut by the scribe,—Such
was Saul, so he did

“ With the sages d irecting the work, by the
po pulace ch id ,

For not half, they’ll affirm, is comprised

there ! W hich fi u lt to amend ,

In thegro vewith his kind grows the cedar,
whereon they sha ll spend

(See, in tablets ’
tis level before them) their

W ith the go ld o f the graver, Saul
’
s story,

—the statesman’
s great word

Side by side with the poet’s sweet

ment. The river’s a -wave

W ith smo o th paper~reeds grazingeach o ther

So the pen gives unborn genera tio ns their
due and their part

In thy being ! Then , firs t o f the mighty,
thank God tha t tho u art

XIV .

And beho ld while I sang but 0 Tho u
who didst grant me tha t day,

And before it no t seld om hu t granted thy
help to essay,

Carry on and complete an adventure,

shield and my swo rd

In that act where my soul was thy servant ,

thy word was my wo rd ,
Still be with me, who then at the summit o f

human endeavo ur

And scaling the highest , man
’
s tho ught co uld ,

gaz ed ho peless as ever
On the new stretch o f heaven abo veme—till ,

mighty to save,

Just one lift o f thyhand cleared that distance
—God ’s throne fi'om man’

s grave I

Let me tell out my tale to its end ing
—my

vo ice to my heart

W hich can scarce dare believe in wha t mar
vels last nigh t I to ok part ,

As this mo rning I ga ther the fragments, al one
with my sheep,

And still fear lest the terrible glo ry evanish
like sleep !

For I wake in the grey dewy co vert , while

H ebron 1 upheaves
The dawn struggling with night o n his

sho ulder, and Kidron retrieves

Slow the damage o f yesterday
’
s sunshine.

1 One o f the six cities o f R efuge.

2 A bro o k nea r Jerusa lem.
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I say th en,—my song back my head , with kind power
W hile I sang thus, assuring the monarch , and All my face back, intent to peruse it , asmen

evermore strong
Made a pro fl

'

er o f good to co nso le him—he Thus held he me there with his great eyes
slowly resumed

And oh , all my heart how it loved him ! but
where was the sign

H is black locks to theirwonted composure, I yearned Could I help thee, my father,

Of his turban, and see—the huge swea t that

his co untenance ba thes,
H e wipes ofl

'

with the ro be ; and he girds

now his loins as o fyore,
And feels slow for the armlets o f price, with

H e is Saul , ye remember in glo ry,—ere erro r

The broad brow from the daily communio n ; Then the truth came upon me. No harp
and still , though much spent

Be the life and the bearing tha t front yo u ,

the same, God did cho ose, XV"

To receive wha t a man maywaste, desecra te, I have gone the who le round o f creation

never quite lose.

So sank he along by the tent -prop till, stayed “ I, a work o f God
’
s hand fo r tha t purpose.

by the pile received in my brain
Of his armour and war- cloak and garments, And pronounced o n the rest o f his hand

he leaned there awhile, work—returned him again

And sa t o ut my singing, -o ne arm ro und the “ H is creation
’
3 appro va l or censure . I spoke

tent - pro p, to raise as I saw :

H is bent head , and the o ther hung slack I report, as a man may o f Go d
’
s work

till I to uched on the praise
I foresaw fi'om all men in all time, to the

“ Now I lay down the judgeship he lent me.
Each faculty tasked

And thus ended , the harp falling fo rward . To perceive him, has gained an abyss,
Then first I was ’

ware where a dewdrop was asked .

That he sat, as I say, with my head just H ave I knowledge confounded it shrivele

abo ve his vast knees
W hich were thrust o ut o n each side aro und

me, like oak- ro o ts which please blank, to the Infinite Care I
To encircle a lamb when it slumbers. I D o I task any fi culty highest, to imagr

lo oked up to know

If the best I could do had bro ught so lace I but open my eyes,
-and perfection , no

he spoke no t , bu t slow mo re and no less,
Lifted up the hand slack at his side, till he In the kind I imagined , full- fronts me, and

So ft and grave, but in mild settled will, o n In the star, in the sto ne, in the flesh , in the

my brow : thro ’my hair so ul and the clo d .

I would add , to tha t life o f the past , bo th
the future and this

I would give thee new life al together, sus

good a ages hence:
As thismoment, —had lo ve but thewarrant.
lo ve

’
s heart to dispense

XV I .
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Could I wrestle to raise him from so rrow, And the stars o f night beat with emo tion,

grow po or to enrich ,

To fill up his life, starve my own o ut, I
would—knowingwhich,

I know that my service is perfect. Oh ,
speak through me now

W ould I sufl
'

er fo r him tha t I lo ve So

wo uldst tho u—ao M on

So shall crown thee the to pmost ,
uttermost crown

And thy lo ve fill infinitude who lly, no r

lea ve up no r d own

One spo t fo r the creature to stand in l It

is by no breath,
Turn o f eye, wave o f hand , that salvation
joins issue with death

As thy Love is discovered almighty, a l

Thy power, that exists with and fo r it , o f

beingBelo ved
H e who did most, sha ll bear mo st ; the

strongest shall stand the mo st weak.

Tis the weakness in strength , that I cry
for ! my flesh , that I seek

In the Go dhead ! I seek and I find it . 0

Saul, it shall be

A Face like my face tha t receives thee a

Man like to me,
Tho u sha lt lo ve and be lo ved by, for ever

a H and like this hand
Sha ll throw o pen the ga tes o f new life to

thee See the Christ stand

XIX .

I know no t too well how I found my way
home in the night .

There were witnesses, cohorts abo ut me, to
left and to right ,

Angels, powers, the unuttered , unseen , the

alive, the aware

I repressed , I go t through them as hard ly,
as strugglingly there,

As a runner beset by the popu lace famished

Life o r death . The who le earth was

awakened , hell lo osed with her

crews ;

MY STAR .

to th e guy

Out in fire the strong pain ofpent knowledge
but I fainted no t,

Fo r the H and still impelled me at o nce and

supported , suppressed
All the tumult, and quenched it with quiet,

and ho ly behest ,
Till the rapture was shut in itself, and the

earth sank to rest .

Anon a t the dawn, all tha t tro uble had

withered from earth
N o t so much, but I saw it d ie ou t in the day

’

tender bi

of the hills

In the shuddering fores ts
’ held brea th in

the sudden wind - thrills ;
In the startled wild beasts that bore o ff, a d :

with eye sid ling still

Though averted with wonder and d read in

the birds stiff and chill

E
’
en the serpent that slid away silent,—hc
felt the new law.

The same stared in the white humid h oes

upturned by the flowers
The same wo rked in the heart o f the cedar

and moved the vine- bowers
And the little bro oks witnessing murmured .

persistent and low,

W ith theirobstina te, al l but hushed voices

E
’
en so , it is so !

ALL that I know
Of a certain star

Is, it can throw

(Like the angled spar)
N ow a dart o fred ,
Now a dart o fblue

Till my fi
'iends have said

They would Grin see, too .

tha t dartles the red and the blue
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Then it sto ps like a bird ; like a flower,
hangs furled

They must so lace themselves with the

Saturn abo ve it.

What matter to me if their star is a wo rld ?

I fo llow wherever I am led ,
Knowing so well the lead er’5 hand

Oh woman -country, wooed no t wed ,
Loved all themo re by earth

’
s male- land s,

Mine has Opened its so ul to me therefo re Laid to their hearts instead I
I love it.

BY TH E FIR E-SID E.

Howwell I know wha t I mean to d o
When the long dark autumn evenings

come

And where, my so ul , is thy pleasant hue
W ith the music o f all thy voices, dumb
In life

’
s N o vember to o

I I
I shall be found by the fire, supp ose,
O’
er a great wise bo ok as beseemeth age,

While the shut ters flap as the cross-wind

blows
And I turn the page, and I turn the page,
Not verse now,

o nly prose

Till the young ones whisper, finger on lip ,
There he is at it, deep in Greek

Now then, o r never, o ut we slip
To cut from the hazels by the creek

Amainmast fo r o ur ship !

IV .

l shall be at it indeed , my friends

Greek puts a lready on either side

Such a branch -work fo rth as so o n extends

To a vista o pening far and wide,
And I pass o ut where it ends.

V

The outs
'

de-h'ame, like your hazel - trees
But the inside-archway widens fast,
And a rarer so rt succeed s to these,
And we slape to Ita ly at last
And youth, by green degrees.

IX
D o es it feed the litt le lake below
Tha t speck o fwhite just o n its marge

Is P ella ; see, in

H ow sharp the
W hen Alp meets heaven in snow

X .

On our other sid e is the straight -up rock
And a pa th is kept ’

twixt the go rge and it

By boulder- stones where lichens mo ck
The marks o n a mo th , and small ferns fit

Their teeth to the po lished blo ck.

XI .
Oh the sense o f the yellowmountain - flowers,
And tho rny ba lls, each three in one,

The chestnuts throw o n o ur path in showers

Fo r the drop o f the wo od land fruit’s begun,
These early N o vember ho urs ,

Tha t crimson the creepe leaf across

Like a splash o f bloo d , intense, abrupt ,
O

’
er a shield else go ld from rim to bo ss ,
And lay it fo r show o n the fairy-cupped

Elf-need led ma t o fmoss,

VII .

Look at the nsedchapel again
H a lf-way up in the Alpine go rge

Is tha t a tower, I point yo u plain,
Or is it a mill, o r an iron - forge

Breaks so litude in vain
I

V III
0

A turn, and we stand in the heart o f things

The wo o ds are round us, heaped and dim

From slab to slab how it slips and springs,
The thread ofwater single and slim,

Through the ravage some torrent brings
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XIX.

By the ro se
-flesh mushrooms, undivulged N o t from the fimlt o f the build er, though ,

Last evening
—nay, in to

-day’s first dew Fo r a pent -ho use pro perly pro jects
Yo u sudden co ral nipp le bulged , W here three carved beams make a certain

W here a freaked fawn oco loured flaky crew show,

Of toad stoo ls peep indulged . D a ting
—
goo d thought o f o ur architect

’
s

’
Five, six, nine, he lets yo u know.

And yond er, at fo o t o f the frontingridge

Tha t takes the turn to a range beyond , And all day long a bird sings there,
Is the chapel reached by the o ne-arched And a stray sheep drinks a t the pond at

Wherethewateris sto p ped ina stagnant po nd The place is silent and aware

D anced over by the midge. It has had its scenes, its joys and crimes,
But that is its own affair.

The chapel and bridge are o f stone alike,

Blackish -

grey and mostly wet ; My perfect wife, my Leono r,
Cut hemp- sta lks steep in the narrow dyke. o h heart, my own , oh eyes, mine to o ,
See here again , how the lichens fret W hom else could I dare lo ok backward fo r,

And the ro o ts o f the ivy strike ! W ith whom beside sho uld I dare pursue
The path grey heads abho rP

P o or little place, where its one priest comes xxn .

On a festa -day, if he comes at all, For it leads to a crag
’
s sheeredgewith them

To the d o zen fo lk from their scattered homes, Youth , flowery al l the way, there stops
Gathered within tha t precinct small No t they ; age threatens and they contemn,

By the do zen ways o ne roams Till they reach the gu lf wherein youth

xvrx. One inch from life
’
s safe hem I

To drop from the charcoal- burners’ huts,
Orclimb from the hemp- dressers

’
low shed , xxm .

Leave the grange where the woodman sto res W ith me, youth led I will speak now,

No longer watch yo u as you sit

Or the wattled co te where the fowlers R eadingby fire
- ligh t, tha t great brow

And the Spirit - small hand proppingit ,
Theirgear on the rock’s bare juts. Mutely, my heart knows how

xvm . xxrv .

It has some pretension too , this front, W hen, if I th ink b ut deep enough ,
W ith its bit o f fresco ha lf-mo on-wise You arewont to answer, prompt as rhyme ;

Set o ver the porch , Art’s early wont And you, too , find witho ut rebufl
'

’
Tis John in the D esert , I surmise, R esponse your soul seeks many a time

But has bo rne the weather’s brunt P iercing its fine flesh - stuff.
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XXX! X. XLV .

Oh , the little more, and how much it is
And the litt le less, and wha t wo rlds away Set him a Space to weary and wear,

H ow a sound sha ll quicken content to blis , And pro ve which suited mo re yo ur plan,
Or a breath suspend the blo od ’

s best H is best of hope or his wo rst desp air,

And it'
l

t
v
iae proof f his !Ie a O

XLV I.
XL,

Butymrspared me tlria like the heart you are,

H ad she willed it , still had sto o d the screen
Ami filled my emp ty heart at a word

So sligh t so sure,
’
twixt my lo ve and

If two lives Join, there is o ft a scar,

her

I co uld fix her face with a guard between,
One near o ne is to o fat

And find her soul as when friends confer,
Friend s—lovers that might have been.

my “

A moment after, and hands unseen
W ere hanging the night around m fi st

Fo rmy heart had a touch o f the wo od land
Ba

lti
‘

f
'
e
e

and life

tl

ifvzz e

w

zixed a?last
W anting to sleep now over its best .

In Sim”of themorta l screen.

Shake the who le tree in the summer-prime, XLt .

But bring to the last leaf no such test l
The forests had d one it there they stoodH o ld the last fast I runs the rhyme.

W ecaught foramoment the powers at play
They had mingled us so , for once and good.

xu t .
Theirworkwas d one—wemigh t go o rstay.

Fo r a chance to make your little much, They relapsed to their ancient mood .

To gain a lo ver and lose a friend ,
Venture the tree and a myriad such, xu x.

W hen no thing you mar but the year can H ow the world is made for eaeh o f us !

mend H ow all we perceive and know in it
But a last leaf—fear to touch l Tends to some mome nt’s product thus,

XLI I I . By its fi
‘

llit, the thing it d o es l

Yet should it unfasten itselfand fall

Ed dying d own till it find your face
At some slight wind—best chance o f a ll
Be your heart henceforth its dwelling
place

L.

Be hate that fruit o r lo ve that fruit,
It forward s the general deed o fman,

And each o f the Many helps to recruit

The life o f the race by a genen l planYo u trembled to forestall l
E 1 livinghis own, to l

m v .

W orth how well, those dark grey eyes, I amnamed and known bythat moment
’
sfest ;

There took my statio n and degree
That a man should strive and agonize, So grew my own small life complete,
And taste a veriest hell on earth As na ture o btained her bag o fme

Fo r the hOpe o f such a prize l One bo rn to lo ve yo u, sweet
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LII

And to wa tch yo u sink by the fine- side now It wo uld no t be bemuse my eye grew dim
Back again , as yo u mutely sit Thou couldst no t find the love there, thanks
Musingby fire- light , tha t great brow to H im
And the Spirit - small hand propping it ,

H e gave us from his fire o ffires, and bade

R ememberwhence it sprang, nor be afraid

L111. W hile tha t burns o n, tho ugh all the rest

So, a rth has gained by o ne man the mo re,
And the gain o f earth must be hea ven’

s

And the who le is well worth thinking o
’
er

So , how thou wo u ldst be perfect , white and

WT! h
'

ch I t d

bx“ ;
mean 0 0

Outside as msxd e, so ul and so ul
’
s demesne

Alike, this bo dy given to show it by 1
Oh , three-parts thro ugh the wo rst o f life

’
s

abyss,
W ha t plaudits from the next world after this,ANY W IFE TO ANY H USBAND
Couldst thou repea t a stroke and gain the

Who art a ll truth, and who do st lo veme now
As th ine eyfi say, as thy voice breaks to

And is it no t the bitterer to think
That , disengage our hands and tho u wilt

Shouldst lo ve so truly, and co uldst lo vemestill
Awhole longlife th rough, had bu t lo ve itswill,

“ mush thy i°V° was lo ve m very deed

Would death that leads me from thee bro ok I know that nature i P ass
.

ii festive day,
Tho u dost no t throw its relic-flower away
N orbid its music’s lo itering echo speed .

Ihave bu t to be by thee, and thy hand
Will never let mine go , nor heart withstand
The hea ting o fmyheart to reach its place.

Thou let
’
st th e stranger

’
s glove he where It

Wha t shall 1 lo o k for thee and feel theego ne ? fell
,

When cry fo r the o ld comfo rt and find no ne ? If 0ld things remain o ld things all is well ,

Never, 1 know Thy soul is in thy face.

Fo r tho u art gra teful as becomes man best
And lu dst tho u only heard me play one tune,
Or viewed me from a wind ow, no t so so on

W ith thee would such things fade as with

Oh
, I sho uld fade —

’
tis willed so Migh t I the rest.

Gladly I wo uld , whatever beauty gave Viii'

Joyto thy sense, for that was precious too . I seem to see ! W e meet and part ; ’
tis brief;

It is not to be granted . But the so ul The bo ok I o pened keeps a fo lded leaf,
Whence the lo ve comes, all ravage leaves The very chair I sat o n, breaks the rank

That is a portrait o fme on the wall

Vainly the flesh fides ; soul makes all Three lines, myfi ce comes at so slight a ca ll
And for all this, one little ho ur to thank
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But now, because the ho ur through years was So must I see, fromwhere I sit and watch ,
My own self sell myself, my hand a ttach

Because o ur inmo st beings met and mixed , Its warrant to the very thefts from me
Because thou o ncehast lo ved me—wilt tho u Thy singleness o f soul that made me pro ud ,

Thy purity o fhu rt I lo ved aloud ,

Say to thy soul and W ho may list beside, Thyman
’
s- truth I was ho ld to bid Go d see !

Therefore she is immortally my bride 3
Chance canno t changemy lo ve, no r time

Lo ve so , then, if thou wilt Give a ll thou

So , wha t if in the dusk o f life tha t
’
s left, Away to the new faces—d isentranced ,

a tired traveller Ofmy sun bereft, (Say it and think it ) o bdura te no mo re

LOO“ from my path when, mimicking R e- issue looks and wo rds from the o ld mint ,
the same, P ass them afresh, no matter who se the

The fire-fly glimpses past me, come and print
I d th ha 1

W here was it til l the sunset ? where ano n
mage an sum p“ o n o nce ey “ 5

It will be a t the sunrise ! W ha t’s to
XVI .

Is it so helpful to thee ? Canst thou take
The mimic up , no r, fo r the true thing

’
s sake,

P ut gently by such effo rts a t a beam?
Is the remainder o f the way so long,
Th ou need

’
st the little so lace, tho u the strong?

W a tch out thy wa tch, let weak o nes d o ze

XVI I.

Ah , bu t the fresher faces Is it true,
” 0017, why should it be with stain at an

Thou
’
ltask,

“
someeyesarebeautiful and new?

W hymust 1'
’
twixt the leaves Of coronal,

Some hair,—how can one cho ose bu t

grasp such wealth ?
And if a man wo uld pres s his lips to lips
Fresh as the W ilding hedge- rose-cup there

W hyneed the o ther women know so much .
And talk together, Such the loo k and

The smile he used to love with, then as

The dew-drop o ut o f,must itbebystea lth ?
now 3

xvm .

xn l . Might I die last and show thee Should I
It canno t change the lo ve still kept fo r H er,

More than if such a picture I prefer Such hardship in the few years left behind ,
P assinga daywith, to a ro om

’
s bare side If free to take and light my lamp, and go

The painted fo rm takes no thingshe possessed ,
Yet, while the Titian

’
s Venus lies at rest , Seeing thy face on th ose four sides ofit

A man lo oks . Once mo re, what is there The better that they are so blank, I
to chide know

R e- coin thyselfand give it themto spend ,
It all comes to the same thing at the end ,

Since mine thou wast, mine art and mine

shalt be,
Faithful o r faithless, sealing up the sum

Or lavish o fmy treasure, thou must come
Back to the heart

’
s place here I keep for
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Ere the true bo som she bent on,
Meet for love

’
s rega l dalmatie.

l

Oh , what a fancy ecstatic
W as the po or heart’s, ere the wandererwent

I would I co uld ad opt yourwill,
See with yo ur eyes, and set my heart

Beating by yours, and drink my fill
At 1

’

your 3 springs, your part my part
Lo ve to be saved forit. profl

'

ered to , Spel lt on 3

No , 1mm upward . touch yo u close,
A SER ENAD E AT TH E V ILLA.

Ca tch your so ul’s warmth ,—I pluck the rose

And lo ve it more than tongue can Speak TH AT was 1, heard 13 1“ night ,
W hen there rose no mo on at all,Then the good minute goes.

N o r, to pierce the strained and tigh t

Tent o f heaven, a planet small
XL Life was dead and so was light.

Already how am I so far
Ou t of tha t minute ? Must I go

Still like the thistle-ball, no b” : N o t a twinkle from the fly,
Onward , whenever ligh t winds blow,

Fixed by no friendly star?

Just when I seemed about to learn 1
W here is the thread now ? Ofi

'

again !

The o ld trick Only I discern
Infinite passion, and the pain

Offinite hearts that yearn.

M ISCONCEP TIONS.

TH IS is a spray the Bird clung to ,
Making it blossom with pleasure,

Ere the high tree
- to p she sprung to ,

Fit fo r her nest and her treasure.

Oh , what a h ope beyond measure
W as the po or spray

’
s, which the flying feet

hung to ,

So to be singled out, built in , and sung to

This is a heart the Queen leant o n,
Thrilled in a minute erra tic,

No t a glimmer from the wo rm
W hen the crickets sto pped their cry,
W hen the owls forbore a term,

You heard music ; that was 1.

Earth turned in her sleep with pain,
Sultrily suspired for pro o f

Lightning
—where it broke the ro of,

Bloodlike, some few dro ps o f rain.

W hat they could mywords expressed ,
O my lo ve, my all , my one i

Singing helped the verses best ,
And when singing

’
s best was done,

To my lute I left the rest.

V

So wo re nigh t ; the East was gray,
Wh ite the broad - faced hemlo ck-flowers

There wo uld be ano ther day
Ere its first o fheavy hours

Found me, I had passed away.

1 A vestment used by ecclesiastics. and for

merly by sena tors and pu sons of high u nk.
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What became o fall the hopes, ONE WAY OF LOVE.

Words and song and lute as well ?

Say, this struck you W hen life grapes
Feebly for the path where fell ALL June I bo und the ro se in sheaves.
Light last on the evening slopes, N ow, rose by ro se, I strip the leaves

And strew them where P auline may

One friend in tha t path sha ll be, She will no t turn aside Alas

To secure my step fiom wro ng LCI them lie. Suppose they die ?
One to count night day fo rme, The chance was they might take her eye.

P atient thro ugh the watches long,
Servingmost with no ne to see.

H ow many a month I stro ve to suit

These stubborn fingers to the lute l
To - day I venture all I know.

So , the worst has yet a worse I h ill
When life ha lts ’

neath do uble load s, is“:
1

23i$3328 in?
Better the taskmaster’s curse

Than such music on the roads !
Suppose P auhne had bade me sing !

V I I I .

When no mo on succeeds the sun,
“
Nor can pierce themidnigh t

’
s tent

Anysta r, the smallest o ne,
“ While some drops, where ligh tning rent ,

Show the final sto rm begun

When the fire-fly hides its spo t,
“ When the garden

- vo ices fiiil

In the darkness thick and ho t,

Shall ano ther vo ice avail, ANOTH ER WAY OF LOVE‘

That shape be where these are no t ?

JUNE was no t o ver
Has some plague a longer lease, Though past the
Profi

'

ering its help uncouth
Can

’

t one even die in peace ?
As one shuts one

’
s eyes o n youth

Is that face the last one sees ?
”

XII .
Oh how dark your villawas,
Windows first and obdura te !
How thegarden grudged me grass
Where I sto od—the iro n ga te

Ground its teeth to let me pass !

My who le life long I learned to lo ve.

This ho ur my utmo st art I prove
And speak my passion—heaven o r hell ?
She will no t give me heaven ’

Tis

well l

Lo se who may—I still can say,

Tho se who win heaven, blest are they

W hen a. man I know
(But shall no t disco ver,
Since ears are d ull,

And time discloses)
Turned him and said with a man’

s true

air,

H alf sighing a smile in a yawn, as ’
twere,

If I tire o f your June, will she grea tly
care
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I I .
W ell, dear, ind o ors with you

True serene deadness

Tries a man’
s temper.

W ha t’s in the blossom
June wears o n her bo som ?

Can it clear scores with you

And in turn we make you ours, we say
Yo u a nd yo uth to o ,
Eyes and mouth to o ,

All the face composed o fflowers, we say.

v .

Sweetness and redness.

All
’
s o ur own , to make the most o f, Sweet

Sing and say fo r,Go , let me care fo r it greatly o r sligh tly ! W atch and pray fo r,If June mend her bower now,
your hand left

unsightly
By plucking the roses,

—my June will d o

Keep a secret o rgo bo ast o f, Sweet

In .

But fo r

g
a

g];
why, yo

:d
would no t, Sweet ,

And after, for pastime, we pray yo u ,

IfJune be refulgent
Pmd YO“ , brayed you

W ith flowers in completeness,
In a mortar—fo r you co u ld no t , Sweet

All peta ls, no prickles,
D elicio us as trickles

Ofwine poured at mass- time,
And choose One indulgent
To redness and sweetness

Or if, with experience o fman and o f spider,
June usemyJune- ligh tning, the stronginsect

So , we leave the sweet fi ce fond ly there
Be its beauty
Its so le duty

Let all hope o fgrace beyond , lie there !

V I I I .

And sto p the fresh film - wo rk ,—why, June
And W hile the face lies quiet there.

will consider. W ho shall wo nder
Tha t I ponder

A conclusion ? I will try it there.
A P R ETTY WOMAN .

IX .

1 . h ust f the 1 f
TH AT fawn - skin - dappled hair Ofhers ,

AS» w

sZoh
-

tmg:
e

lik-i2ll ?
on oregone

And the blue eye Thunder- striking
and dewy, Earth —th 11 l 3

And tha t infantine fresh air o f hers x
e m en,“ °°ked “hm fOf-go ne

I I .
x.

To think men canno t take yo u , Sweet, Why, W ith bea
utyfl

n
e
eds there money be.

And enfo ld yo u ,
Lo ve with liki

ng
?

Ay, and ho ld you ,
Crush the fly

-kmg

And so keep you what theymakeyou , Sweet !
1“ his gauze, because no honey -bee?

I I I .
You like us fo r a glance, you know May no t likingbe so simple- sweet,

Fo r a word
’
s sake If lo ve grew there

Or a swo rd
’
s sake,

’
Twould und o there

All
’
s thesame,wha te’er the chance,you know. All that breaks the cheek to dimples sweet ?
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As she brushed it
,

blo ssomed anew

Yo n lo o king
-

glass gleamed a t the wave o f

her feather.

the co rnice wrea th

Yet the day wears,
And d o o r succeed s d o o r ;

I try the fresh fo rtune
R ange the wide ho use from the wing to the

centre.

Still the same chance l she goes out as I
enter.

Spend my who le day in the quest,—wh o
cares ?

But
’
tis twilight, you see,

—with such suites

to explo re,
Such clo sets to search, such alco ves to impo r

tune

LIFE IN A LOVE.

ESCAP E me

Never

Belo ved

W hile I am I , and yo u are you ,

So long as the wo rld conta ins us bo th,
Me the lo ving and yo u the lo th,

W hile the o ne eludes, must the o ther pursue.

My life is a fau lt a t last , I fear
It seems to o much like a hate, indeed 1

Though I d o my best I shall scarce suc

caed

But wha t if I fail o fmy purpose here ?
It is bu t to keep the nerves at stra in,

;7 To dry one
’
s eyes and laugh a t a fa ll ,

(And , bamed , get up and begin
So the chace takes up one

’
s life, that’s a ll .

W hile, lo o k but o nce from yo ur farthest
bound

At me so deep in the d ust and dark,
N o soo ner the o ld ho pe go es to gro und
Than a new one, straight to the self- same
mark,

I shape me
Ever

R emoved l

D RAMATIC LYR ICS

IN TH R EE D AYS .

So , I shall see her in three days
And just one night, but nights are sho rt ,
Then two lo ng hours, and that is mo rn .

See h ow I come, unchanged , unwo rn

Feel , where my life broke 05 from thine,
H ow fresh the splinters keep and fine,
Only a touch and we combine

I I .
To o long, this time o f year, the days
But nights, at leas t the nigh ts are sho rt .
As night shows where her o ne mo o n is,
A band

’

s -bread th o f pure light and bliss,
So life

’

s night gives my lady birth
And my eyes ho ld her W ha t is wo rth
The rest o fheaven, the rest o f earth ?

O loaded curls , release yo ur sto re
Ofwa rmth and scent, as o nce befo re
The tingling hair did , lights and d arks
Outbreaking into fairy sparks,
W hen under curl and curl I pried
After the warmth and scent inside,
Thro ’ lights and darks how manifo ld
The dark inspired , the light co ntro lled
As early Art embrowns the go ld .

IV .

W ha tgreat fear, shou ld one say, Threedays
Tha t change thewo rld might change as wet .
Yo ur fo rtune and if joy delays,
Be happy tha t no wo rse befell

W ha t sma ll fear, if ano ther says,
Three days and o ne sho rt night beside
May throw no shad ow on yo ur ways
But years must teem with change untried .

W ith chance no t easily defied ,
W ith an end somewhere undes cried .

N o fear —o r if a fear be bo rn
This minute, it dies out in sco rn .

Fear? I shall see her in three days
And one night , now the nights are sho rt ,
Then just two hours, and tha t is morn.



IN A YEAR

IN A YEAR .

NEVER any mo re,
While I live,

Need I ho pe to see his face

As before.

Once his lo ve grown chill ,
Mine may striv

Bitterly we t e- embrace,
Single still .

Something done,
Vexed him was it touch of hand ,
Turn o f head

Strange 1 tha t very way

I as little understand

Love
’
s decay.

III.

When I sewed o r drew,

H ow he lo o ked as if I sung,

If I spo ke a wo rd ,

Up his check the co lo ur sprung,

Sittingbymy side,
At my feet,

So he breathed but air I breathed

I, to o , at lo ve
’
s brim

Touched the sweet

I wou ld die if dea th bequea thed
Sweet to him.

Speak , I lo ve thee best 1”

H e exclaimed

Let thy lo ve my own fo retell

Clasp my heart o n thin
N ow unblarned ,

Since upon thy so ul as well

H angeth mine

W as it wro ng to own,

Being truth ?
W hy sho uld a ll th e giving pro ve
H is alo ne

I had wea lth and ease,

Since my lo vergave me lo ve,

V I I I .

Tha t was all I meant,
—To be just ,

And the passio n I had raised ,
To co ntent .

Since he chose to change

Go ld fo r dust ,

If I ga ve him what he praised
W as it strange

W ou ld he lo ved me yet,
On and on,

W hile I fo und some way undreamed
— P aid my debt I

Gave mo re life and mo re,

Till, all gone,
H e should smile She never seemed

Mine before.

W ha t , she felt the while,
Must I think ?

Lo ve
’
s so different with us men

H e should smile

D ying formy sake
W hite and pink 1

Can
’
t we to uch these bubbles then

But they break
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D ear, the pangis brief, D ear rose. thy joyfs undimmed .
D o thy part , Thy cup is ruby-rimmed ,

H ave thy pleasure ! H ow perplexed Thy cup 8 heart nectar
- brimmed .

Grows belief 1
W ell, this co ld clay clod
W as man’

s heart :
Crumble it , and what comes next ?
Is it God

W OMEN AND ROSES.

I D R EAM o f a red - rose tree.

And which o f its ro ses three

Is the dearest rose to me ?

They circle their rose on my rose tree.

VII .

D ear rose witho ut a tho rn,
Thy bud

’
s the babe unborn

R ound and round , like a dance o f snow Fifi t streak Ofa new mo rn .

In a dazzling drift, u its guardians, go

Floating the women faded fo r ages, V 1"

Sculptured in sto ne, on the poet’s pages . W ings, lend wings for the co ld , th e clear !

Then fo llow women fresh and guy. W hat is far co nquers wha t is near.

Living and lovingand lo ved to -day. R oses will blo om no rwant beho ld ers ,
Last , in therear, flee themu ltitudeo fmaidens, Sprung from the dust where o ur flesh

Beauties yet unborn. And all, to one cadence,
They circle their rose o n my rose tree. W ha t sha ll arrive with the cycle

’
s change?

A no vel grace and a beauty strange.

I will make an Eve, be the artist that began

Dear ro se, thy term is reached , ha t h
‘

mind —Alas ' lik
Thy leaf hangs lo o se and bleached

S ”d her l s m e

Bess P 3 S5 ‘t ummpm hed
They circle their rose on my rose tree.

Stay then, sto o p, since I canno t climb, BEFOR E.

Yo u , great shapes o f the antique time I
H ow sha ll I fix yo u , fire yo u , fleece you ,

Break my heart at your feet to please you ?
Oh , to possess and be possess ed !
H earts that beat ’

neath each pallid breast
Once but o f love, the poesy, the passio n,
D rink but once and die - In vain, the same

They circle their rose on my rose tree.

D eep, as drops from a sta tue
’
s plinth

The bee sucked in by the hyacinth ,
So will I bury me while burning,
Quench like him a t a plunge my yearning,
Eyes in your eyes, lips o n your lips !
Fo ld me fist where the cincture slips,
P rison all my soul in eternities o f pleasure,
Gird le me fo r once ! But no the o ld

LET them fight it ou t, friend things have

go ne too far.

Go d must judge the co uple : leave them as

they are
—W h ichever one’s the guiltless, to his glory.

And whichever one the guilt
’
s with, to my

sto ry !
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H a, what avails dea th to erase

H is o ffence, my disgrace ? If this was evergranted , 1 wou ld rest

I would we were boys as Of Old My head beneath thine, while thy healing
In the field , by the fo ld :

H is ou trage. God
’
s pa tience. man’

s scorn Close-co vered bo th myeyes beside thybreast,
P ressingthe brain, which too much thought

I stand here now, he lies in his place Back to its proper size again, and smo o thing
Co ver the face 1 Disto rtion down till every nerve had so o thing,

And all lay quiet, happy and suppressed.

TH E GUAR D IAN -ANGEL.

A n e w“ AT FANO’ H owso onallwo rld lywro ngwmild berepaired !

I think how I sho uld view the earth and

D EAR and great Angel, wouldst thou o nly
And sea , when o nce again mybrow was hand
After th hea li with such d ifferen t es.

IIIIBI Cfilflki I) (i lul If “43: C?
’

forme

w en thou hast onemm m,

0 world , as God has made it ! All is beauty:

Let me sit all the day here, that when eve
And knowing this, is “ d lo ve is duty.

Shall find performed thy SM ministry, W hat furthermayIt sough t fo ro rd eclared ?

And timecome fo rdeparture, thou , suspending
Thyflight ,mayst see ano therchild fo rtending,
Ano ther still, to quiet and retrieve. Guercino drew this angel I saw teach

(Alfred , dear friend l)—that little child to

Then I shall feel thee step one step, no mo re, H o lding the little hands up , each to a sh

From where thou standest now, to where P ressed gently,—with his own head turned

—And suddenly my head is co vered o
’
er Over the earth where so much lay before him

W ith those wings, white above the child Of wo rk to d o , though heaven was opening
who prays

N ow on that tomb—and I shall feel thee And he was left at Fano by the beach.

Me, out o f all the world forme, discarding
Yon heaven thyhome, that waits and opes

I I I .
I would no t look up thither past thy head
Because the d oo r opes, like that child , I

For I should have thygracious face instead ,
Thou bird o f God And wilt tho u bend
me low

Likehim, and lay, like his, myhands together, VI"

And lift them up to pray, and gently tether And since he did no t work thus earnestly
Me, as thy lamb there, with thygarment

’
s At al l times, and has else endured some

V II.

W e were at Fano , and three times we went

To sit and see him in his chapel there,
And drink h is beauty to o ur soul

’
s content

—Myangel with me to o and since I a re

Fo r dear Guercino
’
s fame (to which in power

And glory comes this picture fo r a d ower,
Fraught with a pa thos so magnificent)
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I took one tho ugh t his picture struck fromme,
And spread it out, transla tingit to song.

Myloveishere. W hereareyou ,dearo ld friend ?

I I I .
H is clenched hand sha ll unclose at last,
I know, and let o ut all the beauty :

Howro lls theW airoa at yo urwo rld ’s a t end ? My poet ho lds the future fast ,
This is Anco na, yonder is the sea .

MEMORABILIA.

AH , did you o nce see Shelley plain,
And did he stop and Speak to yo u
And did you speak to him again ?

H ow strange it seems and new

But you were living before tha t ,
And also you are living alter ;
And thememo ry I started at

Mystartingmo ves your laughter.

I I I .
( crossed a mo o r with a name o f its own

And a certain use in the world no d oubt,
Yet a band

’
s- bread th o f it shines a lone

’Mid the blank miles round abo ut

For there I picked up on the beathe
And there I put insid e my breast
Amoulted fea ther, an eagle

-feather
Well, I fo rget the rest.

P OP ULAR ITY.

STAND still, true poet that you are l

I know yo u let me try and draw you .

Some night yo u
’
ll fail us : when afar

You rise, remember one man saw yo u ,

Knewyou, and named a star l

Mystar, Go d
’
s glow

-wo rm 1 W hy extend

That lo ving hand o f his which leads yo u
Yet locks you safe from end to end

Ofthis dark wo rld , unless he needs you ,
Just saves yo ur light to spend

Accepts the coming ages
’
duty,

Their present fo r this past.

That day, the earth
’
s feas t -master’s brow

Shal l clear, to Go d the cha lice raising
Others give best at first , but tho u
Fo rever set

’
st o ur table praising,

Keep
’
st the go o d wine till now l

”

Meantime, I
’
ll draw you as yo u stand ,

W ith few o r none to wa tch and wonder
I
’
ll say

—a fisher, on the sand

By Tyre the o ld , with ocean-plunder,
A netful, brought to land .

W ho has no t heard how Tynan shells
Enclosed the blue, tha t dye o f dyes

W hereo f o ne drop wo rked miracles,
And co lo ured like Astarte’s 1 eyes

R aw silk the merchant sells ?

VII .

And each bystander o f them all

Co u ld criticize, and quo te tra ditio n
H ow depths o f blue sublimed some pa ll
—To get which, pricked a king

’
s ambition 3

W orth sceptre, crown and ba ll.

V I I I .
Yet there

’
s the dye, in that ro ugh mesh,

The sea has only just o ’
erwhisp ered !

Live whelks, each lip’s beard drippingfresh,
As if they still the water’s lisp heard

Through foam the rock -weeds thresh .

Enough to furnish So lomo n
Such hangings fo r his cedar- house,

That, when go ld - ro bed he to ok the throne
In that abyss o fblue, the Spouse

Might swear his presence sho ne
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Most like the centre-spike o fgo ld
W hich burns deep in the blue- hell

’
s womb,

W ha t time, with ard o urs manifo ld ,
The bee goes singing to hergro om,

D runken and o verbo ld .

Mere conchs I no t fit fo rwarp o rwo o f !
Till cunning come to pound and squeeze

And clarify, —refine to pro o f
The liquo r filtered by degrees ,

While the wo rld stands alo of.

And there’s the extract , flasked and fine,

And priced and saleable at last

And H obbs, N obbs, Stokes and N okes com

To paint the future from the past,

P ut blue into their line.

XI I I .

H obbs hints blue,—straigh t he turt le eats

Nohba prints blue, —c laret crowns his cup
N okes o utdarss Stokes in azure feats,

Bo th go rge. W ho fished the murex 1 up ?
W ha t porridge had John Keats

MASTER H UGUES OF SAXE
GOTH A.

[An imaginary composer. ]

H IST, but a wo rd , fair and so ft !

Fo rth and be judged , Master H ugues 1

Answer the question I’ve put yo u so o ft

D RAMATIC LYR ICS

I , the po o r o rganist here,
H ugues, the composer o f no te,

D ead tho ugh, and d o newith, thismany a yent
Let

’
s have a co lloquy, something to quo te,

Make the wo rld prick up its ear l

See, the church empties space
Fast they extinguish the lights.

H allo there, sacristan 1 Fiveminutes
’

grace !

H ere
’
s a crank ped a l wants setting to rights,

Baulks one o f ho ld ing the base.

See, our huge house o f the so unds,

H ushing its hundreds at once,
Bids the last loiterer back to his bo unds
—0 you may challenge them, no t at

Get the church - saints on their ro unds !

(Saints go their rounds, who shall d o ubt ?
—March, with the moo n to admire,

Up nave, d own chancel, turn transept about.
Supervise all betwixt pavement and spire.

P ut ra ts and mice to the ro ut

Aloys and Jurien and Just
Order things back to their place,

H ave a sharp eye lest the cand lesticks rust ,

R ub the church -plate, darn the sacrament

Clear the desk - velvet o fdust . )

W hat do yo u mean by your mountainous H ere
’
s yo ur bo ok, yo unger fo lks shelve !

fugues ?
’

See, we
’
re alone in the lo ft ,

1 M o lluscs from which the famous Tyrian
purp le d ye was obtained .

3 A fugue is a short melo dy.

P layed I no t o ff-hand and runningly,
Just now, yo ur masterpiece, hard number

twelve

H ere
’
swha t should strike, could onehandle

H elp the axe, give it a helve l
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XIX.

W ha t with affirming, denying,
H o lding, rispo sting,

l
subjo ining,

All
’
s like . it

’
s like . . for an instance

I
’m trying

There l See our roo f, its gilt mo ulding
and gro ining

Under those spider-webs lying

So your fugue broadens and thickens,
Greatens and deepens and lengthens,

Till we exclaim But where’s music, the
d ickens
Blo t ye the go ld , while your spider-web

strengthens
—Blacked to the stoutest o f tickens

XXI .
I fo rman’

s effo rt am zealous

P ro ve me such censure unfounded

Seems it surprising a lo vergrows jea lous
H opes ’

twas fo r something, his organ
- pipes

sounded ,

Tiring three boys at the bellows

XXI I .
Is it yo urmo ra l of Life ?
Such a web, simple and subtle,

W eave we on earth here in impo tent strife,
Backward and fo rward each throwing his

shuttle,

D eath ending all with a knife ?

XXI I I .
Over our heads truth and na ture

Stil l o ur life
’
s zig

mgs and d odges,
Ins and o uts, weaving a new legisla ture

God
’
s go ld just shining its last where tha t

lodges,

P alled benea th man’
s usurpa ture.

XXIV .

So we o
’
ershroud stars and roses,

Cherub and tro phy and garland

A quick return in fencing.

9 A closely woven fabric.

D R AMATIC LYR ICS

N o things grow somethingwhich quietly closes
H eaven

’
s earnest eye no t a glimpse o f the

far land

Gets through o ur comments and glaze s.

XXV .

Ah bu t traditio ns, inventions,

(Say we and make up a visage)
So many men with such vario us intentio ns,

D own the past ages, must knowmo re than

Leave we the web its d imensions !

XXV I .
W ho thinks H ugues wro te fo r the deaf,
P ro ved a mere mo untain in labour

Better submit ; try again what’s the clef?
’
Faith ,

’
tis no trifle fo r pipe and fo r tabor

Four flats, the minor in F.

XXV II .
Friend , yo ur fugue taxes the finger
Learningit o nce, who would lose it

Yet a ll the while a misgivingwill linger,
Truth ’

sgo ld en o
’
erusalthoughwerefuseit

Nature, thro ’ cobwebs we stringher.

xxvn r.

H ugues ! I advise an d pa ra

(Co unterpo int glares like a Go rgon )
Bid One, Two , Three, Fo ur, Five, clear the

arena

Saythewo rd ,straight Iunst o pthefull -organ,

XXIX .

W hile tn the roo f, if I
’m righ t there,

Lo yo u , the wick tn the so cket !
H allo , yo u sacristan, show us a ligh t there !

D own it dips , gone like a rocket .
W ha t, yo u want , d o yo u , to come unawares,

Sweeping the church up fo r first mo rning
prayers,

And find a poo r devil has ended his cares
At the foo t o fyour ro tten - t unged rat -riddled

stairs

D o I carry the moo n in my pocket
3 Giovanni P . dc P a lertn na , celebrated

musician (r524



THE R ETUR N OF THE D R USES ;

[The D ruses still exist on Mount Lebano n , and entertain opinions said to have been
first romulga ted a t the beginni o f the eleventh century b an tian ca liph wh o
styl himself H akeem Biamra lla tha t is , H e who judges by the o er o f Go d . See

Ho lland
’
s Sto ries from Browning,

” p. t 7z . l

TH E RETURN OF TH E D R USES . Of H akeem, as the Khalif vanished erst

In wha t seemed dea th to uninstructed eyes,

P ER SON S .
On red Moka ttam’

s verge
—o ur Fo under

’
s

flesh,

T,” P am'

a rclt
’

s N unci0 .

As he resumes o ur Founder’s function .

D th
T». R epublic

'
s Admiral .

3 “

Lo ys D E D R v , Knigh t N ovice.

Sweep to the Christian P refect that enslaved
ln itia ted Dm er—D JABAL , KH ALIL ,ANAEL ,

5° 10118 “ 3 sad D
r
use exiles the sea !

MAAN I , Ka rtsno ox, R a o nra , Avo o s ,
A] “ Mo st JOY be thme, 0 Mo ther

and otlm'
r. mo unt Thy broo d

Uninitz
‘

a ted D rum . R eturns to thee, no o utcasts as we left ,
P rgfed r Gua rd . N und o

’

r A ttend an ts. Ad But thus—bu t thus Behind , our P refect
’
8

come ;

Turn , r4
Befo re, a presence like the mo rning— thine,
Abso lute D jaba l la te,—Go d H akeem now

PLACE—An Islet of the Sou thern Sporader, 'Tha t day breaks !
colonized 0 D rums of Lebanon , and ga r

h

rironed by m Knigh ts- H osp ita l” : of
0“ th e“ “ "t”d’sgu‘”

Senna —A H a ll in Me P refect ? P a lace.

ACT I .

Enterma lt/ribKa rtsrro o x, R acmn,Avo o s

and atner initiated D ruses, eat /i as Ice

enters fa rting ofi
'
a robe Mat concea l: bis

distinctive black vest and wink tu rban
W h o shout

R ag/rib. W ho seize, a first - fruits, ha

Karslwok. Themoo n is carried o ffinpurple Spo il o f the spo iler Brave

fire : [They begin to tea r down , and to d isp ute
Daybreaks a t last ! Break glo ry, with the
day, H Old I

On Djaba l
’
s dread incarna te mystery —Mine, I say

Now ready to resume its pristine shape And mine shall it co ntinue !

30 !

at last !

As from o ur fo rms this hateful garbwe strip,
Lo se every to ngue its glazing accent to o ,
D iscard each limb the ignoble gesture Cry,
’
Tis the D ruse Nation, warders on o urMo unt

Of thewo rld
’
s secret, since the birth o f time,

—N o kindred slips, no o ffsets from thy sto ck ,
N o spawn o fChristians are we, P refect , we
W ho rise
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Carving the spice- tree
’
s heart in scro ll-wo rk

Take anything beside Lo , spire o n spire, there
Curl serpentwise wrea thed co lumns to the to p Onward in D jaba l

’
s name 1

0
’
the ro o f, and hide themselvesmysterio usly

Amang the twinkling lights and darks tha t A: 156 tumult r: a t fia gfil , enter KR AU L.

haunt

Yon co rnice 1 W here the huge veil, they Khalil . W as it fo r this,
suspend D jabal hath summo ned yo u D eserveyou thus

Befo re the P refect
’
s chamber o f delight , A portion in to - day’s event ? W ha t, here

Floa ts wide, then fal ls again as if its slave, W hen most beho ves your feet fi ll so ft, yo ur
The scented air, to ok heart now, and anon

Lo st heart to buoy its bread ths o fgo rgeo usness
Abo ve theglo om they dro o p in—a ll the po rch
Is jewelled o

’
er with frostwork chara ctery ;

And , see, yo n eight -po int cross o f white
flame, winking

H oar- silvery like some fresh -broke marble
stone :

R aze out the R hodian cross there, so tho u
leav

’
st me

Ayoob. H a
, wouldst tho u , d og

fox H elp ! H earken, Khal il
—Three hand - bread ths o fgo ld fringe, my son

was set

To twist , the night he died l
N ay, hear the knave

And I co uld witnees my o ne daughter bo rne,
A week since, to the P refect

’
s couch, yet fo ld

These arms, be mute, lest word o f mine

sho uld mar

Our Master
’
s wo rk, delay the P refect here

A day, prevent his sailinghence fo r R hod es
H ow know I else —H earme denied my right
By such a kna ve To -day

R ag/lib Each ravagefo rhim

self

Bo o ty enough 1 On, D ruses l Be there fo und R ebel you
?

Blo od and a heap behind us ; with us, D jaba l Must I , the d elegate o fD jabal , draw
Turned H akeem and before us, Lebanon l H is wrath o n yo u , the day o f o ur R eturn P

Yields the po rch Spare no t ! There his
minio ns d ragged fringe l H o unds Imust the earth

Thy daughter, Karsho ok, to the P refect
’
s Vomit her plagues o n us thro

’
thee —and

co uch l thee ?

Ayoo b l Thy so n , to so o the the P refect
’
s P lague me no t , Kha lil, fo r their fi ult !

pride, 0h , shank !

Bent o
’
er tha t task, the death - swea t on his Th us breaks to - day on yo u, the mystic tribe

brow, W ho , flying the appro ach o fOsman, bo re

eyes
Sink low,

yo ur tongues lie still, -a t D jaba l
’

s

side,

Close in his very hearing, who , perchance,
Assumes e

’
en now God H akeem’

s d readed

shape,
D ispute yo u fo r these gaud s ?
AM . H ow say’st tho u , Kha lil ?

D oubtless our Master prompts thee Take

the fringe,

Old Karsho ok l I supposed it was a d ay
M il . Fo r pillage

Never spoke
A boy so like a so ng

-bird ; we avouch thee

P rettiest o f all o ur Master
’
s instrumen ts

Except thybright twin - sister; tho u an d Ansel

Challengehis prime regard bu t wemaycrave

(Such no things as we be) a portio n to o
OfD jabal

’
s favour ; in himwe believed ,

H is bound ourselves, him mo o n by mo on

obeyed ,
Kept silence till this daybreak—so , may claim

R eward : who grudges me my claim ?

Ayoob.

Is no t as yesterday
R ag/lib.
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N ow, Kha lil , wert th ou checked as tho u
asp irest ,

Fo rbid den such o r such an ho nour,—say,
W o u ld silence serve so amply ?

I co vet honours W ell, no r id ly th inks.
H onours ? I have demanded o f them all

The grea test .

Kari
-Izaak. I supposed so .

Judge, yo urselves
Turn , thus ’

tis in the a lco ve at the back
Ofyonderco lumned po rch,whoseentrancenow
The veil hides, tha t o ur P refect ho lds his sta te,
R eceives the N uncio , when the one, from

R hod es,
The o ther lands from Syria ; there they meet .
N ow, I have sued with earnest prayers

For wha t
Sha ll the Bride’s bro ther vainly sue

Tha t mine
Avenging in one blow a myriad wro ngs
—Might be the hand to slay the P refect there
D jabal reserves tha t oflice fo r himself.

Thus fi r, as yo ungest o fyou all , I speak
—Scarce more enlightened than yourselves ;

since, near

As I approach him, nearer as I trust
So on to approach o ur Master, he reveals

Only the Go d ’

s power, no t the glory yet .

TH E R ETUR N OF TH E D R USES

wo u ld flap

Tho u , Ayo o b, bring
Therefo re I reasoned with yo u : now, as The N uncio and his fo llowers hither ! Break

servant

To D jaba l, bearinghis autho rity,
H earmeappo intyo urseveral po sts l Till noo n
N o ne see him save myselfand Anael once

The deed achieved , o ur Kha lif, casting o f?

The embo died Awe’s tremend ous mystery,
The weakness of the flesh disguise, resumes
H is proper glory, ne

’
er to fade again.

Enter a D ruse.

TireD ruse. Our P refect landsfromR hodes
—without a sign

Tha t he suspects aught since he left o ur Isle ;
N o r in his train a single guard beyo nd
The few he sailed with hence : so ha ve we

learned

From Loys .

One ru le prescribed , ye wither in yo ur blo od,
D ie at your fault l

Enter a third D ruse.

7h D ruse. I sha ll see home, see home !
—Sha ll banquet m the sombre gro ves again !

H ail to thee, Khalil Venice lo oms afir ;
The argo sies o fVenice, like a cloud ,
Bear up from Cand ia in the distance l

Joy !
Summon o ur peo ple, R aghib ! Bid all forth !

Tell them the long-kept secret , o ld and

yo ung !
Set free the captive, let the trampled raise

Their faces from the dust, because at length
The cycle is complete, God H akeem’

s reign

Begins anew l Say, Venice fo r ourguard ,

Fo r ever

Ayoob. Loys, the Frank Knigh t, returned ?
724 D ruse. Lo ys, the boy, sto od on the

leading prow
Conspicuo us in his gay attire, and leapt
Into the surf the foremo st . Since day

-d awn

I kept watch to the N o rthward ; ta ke but no te
Ofmy poo r vigilance to D jaba l

P eace !

Thou , Karsho ok, with thy company, receive
The P refect as appo inted see, a ll keep
The wonted show o f servitud e : anno unce

H is entry here by the accustomed pea !

Of trumpets , then await the further pleasure
OfD jabal (Loys back, when D jabal sent
To R hod es tha t we might spare the single

Knight
W o rth sparing

E fl ier a second D ruse.

Tbe D ruse. I espied it first Say, I

First spied the Nuncio
’
s ga lley from the

So uth
Said

’
st thou a Cro ssed -keys’ flag
the mast ?

It nears apace One ga lley and no mo re.

IfD jaba l chance to ask who spied th e flag.
Fo rget no t, I it was I
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Ere night we steer fo r Syria ! H ear yo u , H o ld ! W ha t ,
Druses ?

Hearyou this crowningwitness to the claims

OfDjaba l ? Oh , I spoke o fhope and fear,

Reward and punishment , because he bade
Who has the right ; fo rme, wha t sho uld I say
But, mar no t th o se imperia l lineaments ,
No majesty o f a ll tha t rapt rega rd
Vexby the leas t omission Let him rise

Without a check from yo u
Let D jaba l rise

Euler Lava —TIM D ruses a re silent .

Lays. Wh o speaks o f D jaba l —fo r I seek
him, friend s

[Aside ] Tu D im !
’
Tis as our Isle broke

out in so ng
Forjoy, its P refect - incubus d raps Off
Tod ay

, and I succeed him in his rule
But no—they canno t dream o f their go o d

[Aloud ] P eace to yo u , D ruses ! I have

But first fo r D jaba l : where’s your ta ll

bewitcher,
With tha t sma llArab thin - lipped silver-mo uth? Forget yo u , I

’
ve

Khalil [aside to KAR SH OOK] . Loys, in

truth Yet D jaba l canno t err !
Kan /look [lo KH ALILJ. And who takes
charge o f Loys Tha t’s forgo tten ,

Despite thy wa riness W ill Lo ys stand
And see his comrades slaughtered ?

H ow they shrink
And whisper, with tho se rapid faces ! W ha t ?
The sight o fme in their oppresso rs

’

garb Sto ries, say you
—Ah ,

Strikes terro rto thesimple tribe God
’
s shame The quaint attire

On those tha t bring o ur Order111 repute !
But all

’
s a t end now ; better days begin

For these mild mo untaineers from o ver- sea

The timidest sha ll have in me no P refect

To cower a t thus [Aloe/1. 1 I asked fo r

Better

One lured him, ere he can suspect , inside
The corrido r

’
twere easy to despa tch

A youngster. [To LOYS. ] D jaba l passed
some minutes since

Thro
’yonder po rch , and

VOL. I.

him despatch
The only Christian o f them all we charge
N o tyranny upon W ho ,—noblest Knight
Of a ll tha t learned from time to time their

tra de

Of lust and cruelty amo ng us,
— heir

To Euro pe’
s pomp, a truest child o f pride,

Yet sto o d between the P refect and o urselves

From the beginning Lo ys, D jabal makes
Acco unt o f, and precisely sent to R hodes
Fo r safety ? I take charge o f him

[To Lora ] Sir Lays,
Loyr. There, cousins D o es Sir Lo ys
strike yo u dead

Klia lil [advancing]. D jaba l has interco urse
with few o r none

Till no o ntide : but, yo ur pleasure
Intercourse

W ith few o r no ne Kha lil , when
you spo ke

I saw no t yo ur smo o th face All hea lth
and hea lth

To Anacl 1 H ow fares Anacl Inter

W ith few o r no ne ?

been friend ly
W ith D jaba l long ere yo u o r any D ruse

—Eno ugh o f him a t R ennes, I think, benea th
The D uke my fa ther’s roo f l H e

’
d tell by

the ho ur,
W ith fixed white eyes beneath his swarthy
brow,

P lausiblest stories

Mydress fo r the last time

H ow sad I canno t make you understand ,

This ermine, o
’
er a shield , betokens me

Of Bretagne, ancientest o f provinces
And noblest ; and , wha t

’
s best and o ldest

there,

See, D reux
’

, our ho use’s blaz on, which the

Nuncio

Tacks to an H ospita ller’s vest to - day l

M a lil . The Nuncio we await ? What

brings you back
From R hodes, Sir Loys
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H ow yo u island
- tribe

Fo rget the wo rld
’
s awake while here yo u

drowse

W ha t brings me back ? W ha t should no t

bringme, rather
Our P a triarch’s Nuncio visits yo u to d ay
Is no t my year

’
s proba tion ou t ? I come

To take the knightly vows.

W ha t’s tha t yo u wear
Lays. This R hodian cro ss ? The cro ss

your P refect wo re.

Yo u sho uld have seen, as I saw, thefullChapter
R ise, to a man, while they transferred this cross
From tha t unwo rthy P refect’s neck to

My secret will escape me In a word ,
My year

’
s proba tion passed , a Knight ere eve

Am I ; bound , like the rest , to yield myweal th
To the common stock, to live in chastity,

(W e Knights espouse alone o urOrd er’s fame)
—Change this gay weed for the back white

And fight to d ea th against the Infidel
- N o t , therefo re, against yo u , yo u Christians

with
Such partial difference o nly as befits
The peacefu llest o ftribes . ButKha lil, prithee,
Is no t the Isle brighter than wont to -day?

Kha lil . Ah , the new sword l

Lays. See now ! Yo u hand le sword

As
’
twere a camel- staff. P u ll ! Tha t’s my
mo tto ,

Annea led P rofide, o n the blad e in blue.

Kha lil . N o curve in it ? Surely a blade
sho u ld curve.

Lays. Straight from the wrist ! Lo o se

it sho uld po ise itself
[Kha lil [wav ing with irrep ressible exu lta

tion the w ord ] . W e are a na tion , Loys ,
o f o ld fame

Amo ngthemountains ! Righ ts haveweto keep
W ith the swo rd too

[R emembering himself ] But I fo rget—yo u
bid me

Seek D jabal ?
Lays. W hat ! A sword

’
s sight scares

you no t ? At least to spend in the Isle and , mynews

(The P eo ple I will make o f him and them known

Oh let my P refect - sway begin a t once

BringD jaba l— say, indeed , tha t come hemust
Khalil . At no o n seek D jabal in the P re

feet
’
s Chamber,

And find [Aside. ] Nay,
’
tis thy cursed

race
’
s token,

Frank pride, no specia l inso lence o f thine !
[Aloud ] Tarry, and I will d o yo ur bid ding,

Lo ys l

[To the rest a side ] N ow, fo rth yo u I pro
ceed to D jaba l straight .

Leave this poo r boy, who knows no t what

he says

Oh will it no t ad d joy to even thy joy,
D jaba l, tha t I repo rt a ll friends were true ?

[KH ALILgoes, followed by the D ruses.

Lays. Tu D iese l H ow happy I sha ll

make these D ruses l
W as

’
t no t surpassingly contrived o fme

To get the long list o f their wro ngs by heart ,
Then take the first pretence fo r stea ling o ff

From these po or islanders , pres ent myself
Sud den at R hod es befo re the no ble Chapter,
And (as best proo f o f ard o ur in its cause
W hich ere to - night will have become , too .

mine)
Acquaint it with this plague- so re in its body.
This P refect and his villanous career?

Th e princely Syno d l All I dared request
W as his d ismissa l and they graciously
Consigned his very o ffice to myself
Myselfmay cure the Isle diseased

And well

Fo r them, they did so Since I never felt
H ow lone a lo t , tho

’ brilliant , I embrace,
Till now tha t, past retrieval, it is mine.
To live thus, and thus d ie Yet, as I leapt
On sho re, so home a feelinggreeted me

That I co uld ha lf believe in D jabal
’
s story,

H e used to tempt my fa therwith, at R emis
And me, too , since the sto ry bro ught me
here

Of some Co unt D reux and ances to r o fours

W h o , sick o fwandering from Bo uillon
’
swar.

Left his o ld name in Lebanon .
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The P refect , lead to Lebano n ? N o Kha lif,
But Sheikh o nce more Mere D jaba l

no t
”

E n tcr KH ALIL hastily.

—God H akeem
’
Tis to ld The who le D ruse natio n knows

thee, H akeem,

As we and mo thers lift o n high their babes
W h o seem aware, so glisten theirgrea t eyes,
Tho u hast no t failed us ; ancient brows are

Our elders could no t earlier die, it seems,
Than a t thy coming The D ruse heart is

thine
Take it my lo rd and theirs , be thou ad o red !

Dj abal [aside]. Ad o red —but I renounce

it utterly
Kh alil . Alread y are they instituting cho irs

And dances to the Kh a lif, as o f o ld
’Tis chronicled tho u had ’

st them.

I abjure it
’
Tis no t mine—no t fo rme

Why po ur they wine
Flavo ured like honey and bruised mountain

Orwear those strings o fsun - dried cedar- fruit ?

Oh , let me tell thee—Esaad , we supp osed

D o ting, is carried fo rth, eager to see

The last sun rise o n the Isle he can see now !

The shamed D rusewomen neverwept before :
They can look up when we reach home, they

Smell —sweet cane, saved in Lilith’s breast
thus lo ng

Sweet —it grows wild in Lebanon . And I
Alo ne d o no thing fo r thee

’
Tis my o ffice

Just to announce wha t well thou kh ow’
st

but thus
Tho u bidst me.

tend

The P refect , Nuncio and the Admiral

H ither by their three sea - pa ths no r forget

W ho were the trusty watchers — tho u fo rget ?
Likeme, who d o fo rget tha t Anael bade
Dj abal [aside]. Ay, Anael , Anael—is tha t
said a t last ?

Louder than all, tha t would be said , I knew

At this self- same moment

TH E R ETUR N OF TH E D R USES ACT I!

W ha t d oes abjuringmean, confessingmean,
To the peo ple ? Till tha t woman cro ssed my

On went I, so lely fo rmy peo ple
’
s mke

I saw her, and I then first saw myself,
And slackened pace if I shou ld pro ve

indeed

H akeem— withAnacl by !

D o ubtless o ne such wo rd out , and d ie.

[Alan a] Yo u a id

speak with thee,
Befo re tho u change, discard this D jaba l

’

sshapt

Sheknows, fo rH akeem’
s shapeshe is to know.

Something to say tha t will no t from hermind !
I know no t wha t Let him but come

Dj abal [ha lf apart]. My ra tion—all my
D ruses—how fare they ?

Tho se I must save, and suffer thus to save,

H o ld they their posts ? W ait th ey then

Khalif to o ?

Kha lil . All a t the signal pant to flock

Tha t bannero fa brow

Co nfess them this and after, fo r reward ,
Be chased with howlings to herfeet perchance!
— H ave the po o r outraged D ruses, deaf and

blind ,
P reced e me there, foresta ll my sto ry there,
Tell it in mo cks and jeers

I lose myself
W ho needs a H akeem to direct him now ?

I need the veriest child—why no t this child ?

[Tm -mug abruptly to KH ALIL

Yo u are a D ruse too , Khalil ; you were

Ah , he is rapt
D are I at such a moment break o n him

Even to d o my sister
’
s bidd ing Yes

The eyes are D jaba l
’
s and no t H akeem’

s yet ,

Tho ugh bu t till I have spoken this , perchance.

Dj abal [aside]. To yearn to tell her, and

yet have no o ne

Grea t heart’s word tha t will tell her ! I could
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Like Anael with o ur mysteries : if she
Could vow,

so nourished , to lo ve o nly one
Who sho uld avenge the D ruses ,

whence pro

Yoursilence? W hereforemad e you no essay,
Who thus implicitly can execute

Mybidding? W ha t have I d one, yo u co uld

no t ?

Who
, knowingmo re than Anacl the prostra
tio n

Ofour o nce lo fty tribe, the daily life
Ofthis detested

D o es he come, you say,
This P refect All

’
s in readiness ?

The swo rd ,

The sacred ro be, the Khalif’s mystic tiar,
la id up so lo ng, are al l disposed beside
The P refect

’
s chamber.

—W hydid yo u despair?
Kha lil . I know our na tion

’
s sta te ? To o

surely know,

its thou who speak
’
st to pro veme W rongs

Should wake revenge : but when I so ught
the wro nged

And spo ke, The P refect stabbed yo ur so n
—a rise

Yo ur daughter, while yo u starve, ea ts

In his pavilio n— then arise —my speech
Fell id ly : ’

twas, Be silent , o r worse fa re

Endure till time
’
s slow cycle pro ve com

Enter ANAEL , and MAAN I wbo u arm tmg

plete
to array ker in the ancient dress of tire

Who mayst thou be that ta kest on thee to o fme“

Into this peril—art thou H akeem ? N o

Only a missio n like thymission renders

All these o bed ient a t a brea th, subd ues
Their priva te passio ns, brings their wil ls to

one.

Dj aba l . Yo u think so ?
Even now—when

they have witnessed
Thymiracles—had I no t threatened a ll Lo vely : nay, tha t hangs
With H akeem’

s vengeance, they wo uld mar
the wo rk ,

And couch ere this , each with his specia l prize,
Safe in his dwelling, leaving o urmain hope

To perish. N o W hen these have kissed
thy feet

At Lebanon , the past purged o ff, the present
Clear,—fo r the fiiture, even H akeem’

smissio n

May end , and I perchance, o r any yo uth ,
Shall rule them thus renewed — I tutor thee

Dj abal . And wisely. (H e is Anael
’
s

bro ther, pure
As Anael

’
s self. ) Go say, I come to her.

H aste I will fo llow yo u . [KH AL IL gees.
Oh , no t co nfess

To these, th e blinded multitude—confess,

Before at least the fortune o fmy deed

H alf- autho rize its means Only to her
Let me confess my

'

fault, who in my path
Curled up like incense from a Mage

-king’s
tomb

W hen he would have the wayfarer descend
Thro ugh the earth’s rift and bearhid treasure

forth
H ow sho uld child

’
s- carelessness pro ve man

ho od
’
s W e

Till nowtha t I ,whose lo ne yo uth hurried past,
Letting each joy

’
scape fo r the D ruses

’
sake,

At length reco ver in one D ruse all joy?
W ere her brow brighter, her eyes richer, still
W ould I confess. On thegu lf

’
s verge I pause.

H ow cou ld I slay the P refect , thus and thus
Anacl , be mine to guard me, no t destroy

[Goea

Anael . Those saffron vestures o fthe tabret
girls

Comes D jaba l , think yo u
Maam

'

. D oubtless D jaba l comes.
Anael . D o st tho u snow- swathe thee king
lier, Lebanon ,

Than in my dreams —Nay al l the tresses o f?

My fo rehead Lo ok I lo vely so ? H e says
That I am lo vely.
Maam

’

.

Awry.
Ancel. Yo u tell me h ow a khandjar hangs ?

The sharp side, thus, a long the heart , see,

marks
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Themaiden o f our class . Are yo u content

Fo r D jaba l as fo rme ?
Maam

'

. Content, my child .

Ancel. Oh mo ther, tell me more o f him

H e comes

Even now— tell more, fill up my soul with
him 1

M a xi. And did I no t yes, surely
tell you all ?

Anael . W hat will be changed in D jaba l
when the Change

Arrives ? W hich fea ture N o t his eyes
M aam

’

.

’
Tis writ

Our H akeem’

s eyes ro lled fire and clo ve the

dark
Superbly.
Anael . N o t his eyes ! H is vo ice perhaps

Yet tha t
’
s no change ; for a grave current

—Grand ly beneath the surface ever lived ,
That , sca ttering, broke as in live silver spray
W hile ah , the bliss he wo uld dis

co urse to me

In tha t enfo rced still fashion, wo rd o n wo rd
’
Tis the o ld current which must swell thro ’

that ,
For wha t least tone, Maani, co uld I lose ?
’
Tis surely no t his vo ice will change

—If H akeem
Only sto od by I If D jabal , somehow, passed
Out o f the ra diance as from out a robe ;
P ossessed , but was no t it

H e lived with you

W ell—and tha t morningD jabal saw me first
And heard me vow never to wed but o ne

W h o saved my P eo ple—o n that day pro

ceed

Maam
'

. Once more, then : from the time
o f his return

In secret , changed so since he left the Isle
That I, who screened ourEmir’s last o f sons ,
This D jaba l, from the P refect

’
s massacre

—W h o bade him ne
’
er fo rget the child he

was ,
— W h o dreamed so lo ng the yo uth he might

become
I knew no t in the man that child ; the man
W ho spoke a lo ne o f hope to save o ur tribe,

Anael . And they have changed And

obstacles d id sink,
And furtherances rose And round his form

P layed fire, and music bea t her angel wings !
My peo ple, let me mo re rejo ice, oh mo re
Fo ryo u than fo rmyself D id I but watch
Afar the pageant , feel ourKha lif pass,
One o f the throng, how proud were I—tho

’

ne
’
er

Singled by D jaba l
’
s glance But to he

H is own from al l, the most his own o fall,

To be exalted with him, side by side,
Lead theexultingD ruses, meet ah , how

W o rthily meet the maidens who await

Ever benea th the ced ars—how deserve
This honour, in their eyes ? So bright

they
Who safl

'

ron - vested so und the tabret there,
The girls who throng there in my dream!

One hour

And all is o ver : how shal l I d o aught
Tha t may deserve next hour’s exa lting?

H ow [Suddenbv to Mu st.

Mo ther, I am no t wo rthy him I I read it
Still in his eyes H e stand s as if to tellme

I am no t , yet fo rbears. W hy else revert

H ow he had gone from land to land to mve

Our tribe—a llieswere sure, no rfo es to dread .

And much he mused , days, nights, alone he

mused

But never till tha t daywhen, pa le and worn
As by a perseveringwoe, he cried
Is there no t o ne D ruse left me ? —and I

showed

The way to Khalil
’
s and yo ur hiding-place

From the abho rred eye o f the P refect here,

So that he saw yo u , heard yo u speak—till
then,

Never did he anno unce (how the moon

seemed
To ope and shut, the while, abo ve us bo th
H is mission was the miss io n promised us ;

The cycle had revo lved ; all things renewing,

H e was lo st H akeem clo thed in flesh to lead

H is children home anon , now veiled to work

Great purposes : the D ruse now would
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En! er KH AN ,“
Khalil I canno t part with from my side
My o nly help in this emergency

Lo ys greets thee There’s Anael
Dj aba l . Lo ys ? To d rag me back ? It

canno t be

Anael [aside]. Loys l Ah , d o ubt may no t

be stifled so

Kira lil . Can I have erred tha t tho u so

I to ld thee no t in the glad pres o f tidings

Of higher impo rt , Lo ys is returned
Befo re the P refect, with, if po ssible,
Twice the light - hearted ness o f o ld . As

On some inaugura tion he expects,
To - day, the wo rld

’
s fa te hung !

-And asks fo rme ?
Khal il . Tho u knowest all things. Thee
in chief he greets,

But every D ruse o f us is to be happy
At his arriva l , he declares : were Loys
Tho u , Master, he could have no wider so ul

To take us in with. H ow I lo ve tha t Lo ys
Dj aba l [aside]. Shame winds me with her
tether ro und and ro und .

Kha lil, alongwith me while Anael waits
Anael [aside]. Lo ys ? I take the tria l git Till I return once mo re—and but o ncemore.

is meet ,
The little I can d o , be d one tha t faith,
All I can o ffer, want no perfecting
W hich my own act may compass. Ay, this

ACT III .

All maygo well, nor tha t ignoble d oubt
ANAEL and LOYS'

Be chased by o ther aid than mine. Advance

Close to my fear, weigh Lo ys with my Lo rd ,
The mo rtal with the mo re than mo rta l gifts
Dj a éal [aside]. Befo re, there were so few

deceived and now

There’s d o ubtless no t o ne least D ruse in the

But, having learned my superhuman claims,
And ca llingme his Khalif-God , will clash Are here—I o nly feel you here
Thewho le truth o u t from Lo ys at first word !
W hile Lo ys, fo r his part , will ho ld me up , Lays. But o nce again, whom could you

W ith a Frank’s unimaginable sco rn lo ve ? I da re,
Of such impo sture, to my peo ple

’
s eyes Alas, say no thing o fmyself, who am

Cou ld I bu t keep him lo nger yet awhile A Knight now, fo r when Knighthood we
From them, amuse him here until I plan
H ow he and I at once may leave the Isle ! Lo ve we abjure : so , speak on safely speak.

P lease yo u ?

Anacl—none but she 2

[To ANAEL ] I pass some minutes in the

chamber there,
Ere I see Loys : yo u shall speak with him
Until I join yo u . Kha lil fo llows me.

Ancel [aside]. As I divined : he bids me
save myself,

Offers me a proba tio n— I accept .
Let me see Lo ys
Lays D jabal
Anael [aside].

The smoo th Frank triflerwith o ur peo ple's
wro ngs,

The self- complacent boy- inquirer, loud
On this and tha t inflicted tyranny,
—Aught serving to parade an igno rance

Of how wrong feels, inflicted Let me close

W ith wha t I viewed at distance : let myself
P ro be this delusion to the core I

Anael . H ere leave me H ere I wait
ano ther. ’

Twas

Fo r no mad pro testa tio n o f a love

Like this you say po ssess es yo u , I came.

Lays. Lo ve ? h ow pro test a lo ve I dare no t
feel ?

Mad wo rds may d o ubtless have escaped
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las t I speak , and betraymy faith And yet

To say your breathing passes thro ugh me,
changes

Myblo od to spirit , and my spirit to yo u ,
As H eaven the sacrificer

’
s wine to it

This is no t to pro test my lo ve Yo u said

You cauld lo ve o ne

One o nly W e are bent
To earth—who raises up my tribe, I lo ve
The P refect bows us—who removes him we

Have ancient rights—who gives them back
to us,

I love. Fo rbearme Let my hand go

lays . H im

You could lo ve only? W here is D jaba l ? Stay !
[Aside ] Yet wherefo re stay W ho d oes this

but myself
Had I app rised her tha t I come to do
Just this, what mo re cou ld she acknowledge

N0,

She sees into my heart
’
s co re W ha t is it

Feeds eithercheekwith red , asj unesome rose ?
Whyturns she from me Ah foo l, o ver fo nd

To dream I co uld cal l up
W ha t never d ream

Yet feigned
’
Tis lo ve Oh Anael speak to

me

Djabal Anael , no t befo re the vows
Anael . Seek D jaba l by the P refect

’
s Irrevo cably fix me

chamber Let me fly
At no on [Shep aces Me room. The P refect , o r I lo se myself fo r ever
Lays [asid e]. And am I no t the P refect now? [Goes.

Is it my fa te to be the only one
Able to win her lo ve, the only one
Unable to accept her lo ve The past
Breaks up beneath my fo o ting came I here
This mo rn as to a slave, to set her free

And takeherthanks, and then spend daybyday
Content bes ide her in the Isle W hat wo rks

n me now ? H er eye has

broken

I left the Isle, fo r her espoused the cause

Ofthe D ruses, a ll fo rher I tho ught , till now,

To live witho ut

Anael . Yes, I am ca lm now just o ne way

Enter D JABAL.

Dj aba l [to llimself ]. N o moment is to waste
then ’

tis reso lved .

—As I must live To - d ay IfKha lil may be trusted to lead back
Ordains me Knight , fo rbids me never My D ruses, and if Loys can be lured

shall Out o f the Isle—if I procure his silence.

Fo rbid me to pro fess myself, heart , arm,

Thy so ldier

Anael. D jaba l you demanded , comes.
Lays [aside] . W ha t wo u ldst tho u , Lo ys ?
See him N o ught beside

Is wanting I have felt his vo ice a spell

From first to last . H e brought me here,
made known

The D ruses to me, drove me hence to seek
R edress fo r them and sha ll I meet him now,

W hen no ught is wanting but a wo rd o f his,

To—what — induce me to spurn ho pe, faith,
pride,

H ono ur away,—to cast my lo t among
H is tribe, become a pro verb in men’

smo uths ,
Breakingmy high pact o f companio nship
W ith those who gracio usly bestowed o n me

The very o ppo rtunities I turn
Against them Let me no t see D jabal now
Anael . The P refect a lso comes.

H im let me see,

N o t D jaba l H im, degraded at a wo rd ,

To so o the me,— to attest belief in me
And after, D jabal Yes , ere I return
To her, th e Nuncio

’
s vow sha ll have destroyed

This heart’s rebellion , and co erced this will

Fo r ever.

One, to attest my faith in him : fo r, see,

I were quite lo st else Lo ys, D jaba l , stand
On either side - two men I ba lance lo oks
And wo rds , give D jaba l a man

’
s preference,

N o mo re. In D jaba l , H akeem is abso rbed
And fo r a lo ve like this, the God wh o saves

My race, selectsme fo r his bride ? One way
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Or promise never to return a t least ,

All
’

s o ver. Even now my bark awaits
I reach the next wild islet and the next ,

And lo se myself benea th th e sun fo r ever.

And now, to Anael

Anael . D jabal , I am thine
Dj aba l . Mine ? D jaba l

’
s —As ifH akeem

had no t been ?
Anael . N o t D jabal

’
s Say first, d o yo u

read my tho ught ?
W hyneed I speak, ifyo u can read my th ought ?
Dj aba l . I d o no t, I have said a tho usand

times.

Anael . (My secret
’
s safe, I sha ll surprise

him yet
D jaba l, I knew yo ur secret from the first

D jaba l,when first I sawyo u (byo urporch
Yo u leant , and pressed the tinklingveil away,
And o ne fringe fell behind your neck— I see !)

I knew yo u were no t human, fo r I said
This dim secluded housewhere the sea beats
Is heaven to me—my peo ple

’
s huts are hell

To them this august fo rm will fo llow me,
Mix with the waves his vo icewill,—I have
him

And they, the P refect 1 Oh , my happiness
R ounds to the firll whether I cho ose o rno
H is eyes met mine, he was about to speak,
H is handgrewdamp—surelyhemeant to say
H e let me lo ve him in tha t moment’s bliss
I sha ll fo rget my peo ple pine fo r home
They pass and they repasswith pa llid eyes
I vowed at o nce a certain vow this v ow

N o t to embrace yo u till my tribe was saved .

Embrace me
Dj abal [apart] . And she loved me ! N ought
remained

But tha t Nay, Anael, is the P refect dead ?

Anael . Ah , yo u reproach me ! True, his

dea th crowns all,

I know—o r should know : and I would do
much,

Believe but, death
known d ea th,

W o uld never d o om the P refect, were dea th
fearful

As we repo rt
D ea th —a fire curls within us

Oh , you , who have

TH E R ETUR N OF TH E D R USES ACT III

Enter KH AL IL, brea thlessly.

M a lil . H e
’
s here ! The P refect ! Twen ty

guards.
N o mo re : no sign he dreams o f danger. Al l

Awaits thee only. Ayo ob, Karsho ok, keep
Their posts—wait but the deed ’

s accomplish

ment

To jo in us with thy D ruses to a man.

Still ho lds his course the Nuncio—near and

near

The fleet from Cand ia steering.

D j aba l [aside].
—Or won ?

Xka lil . And I have laid the sacred robe,

All is lost !

From the fo o t
’
s pa lm, and fills up to the brain,

Up , o ut , then sha tters the who le bubble- shell
Of flesh, perchance

D ea th —witness , I wo u ld die,
W ha te’er death be, would venture now to

d ie

For Kha lil , fo r Maani—wha t fo r thee
Nay but embrace me, D jaba l, in assurance

My vow will no t be broken , for I must
D o something to a ttest my faith in you ,

Be worthy you
Dj aba l [avo id ing leer]. I come fo r tha t— to

say

Such an occasion is at han d ’
tis like

I leave yo u—that we part, myAmok—part
Fo r ever

Anael . W e part ? Just so ! I have suc

cumbed ,

I am, he thinks, unwo rthy—and no ught less
W ill serve tha nsuch appro val o fmy faith .

Then , we part no t R emains th ere no way
sho rt

Of tha t Oh no t tha t

D eath —
yet a hurt bird

D ied in my hands ; its eyes filmed—“ Nay,

it sleeps,
I said , will wake to -mo rrow well

dead .

Dj aba l. I stand here and time fleets.

Anacl— I come

To bid a last farewell to you perhaps
W e nevermeet again. Bu t, ere the P refect
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Lo ys , a ruefu l sight, confess, to see

The grey discarded P refect Ieave his post ,
W ith tears i’ the eye So , yo u are P refect

now

Yo u depose me—yo u succeed me H a , ha !

Lays. And dare you laugh, whom laughter
less becomes

Than yesterday’s forced meekness we be

held
P refect . - W henyo u so eloquentlyplead ed ,
Lo ys,

Formy d ismissa l from the po st Ah , meek
W ith cause enough, co nsult the Nuncio else I

And wish him the like meekness : fo r so

staunch
Aservant o ftheChurch can scarcehavebo ught
H is share in the Isle, and paid fo r it, hard

Yo u’
vemysuccesso r to co nd o lewith, N uncio

I sha ll be safe by then i
’

the ga lley, Lo ys l
Lays. Yo u make as yo u wo uld tell me you

To leave your scene o f

Trade in the dear D ruses ?

Blo o d and sweat traffic Spare wha t yester
day

W e heard enough o f D ro ve I in the Isle
A profitable game Learn wit , my so n ,

W h ichyou’
ll need sho rtly 1 D id it neverbreed

Suspicio n in yo u , all was no t pure profit ,
W hen I, the insatia te and so fo rth

was bent
On having a partaker in my rule ?
W hy d id I yield this N uncio ha lf the gain,
If no t tha t I might a lso shift—what o n him?
H alf o f the peril, Loya l
Lays.

H ark yo u
I
’
d love yo u ifyou

’
d let me—this fo r reaso n,

Yo u save my life a t price o f well, say

P eril

At least , o f yo urs . I came a long time since

To the Isle our H ospita llers bad e me tame
These savage wizards, and reward myself
Lays . The Knights who so repud ia te yo ur

P refect . Lo ys, the Knights we d oubt less
understo od

TH E R ETUR N OF TH E D R USES ACT I II

Each o ther ; as fo r trusting to reward

From any friend beside myself no , no !

I clutched mine o n the sp o t, when it was

sweet,

And I had taste fo r it. I felt tbese wimrds

Alive—was sure they were no t o n me, o nly
W hen I was o n them : but with age comes

caution :

And stinging pleasures please less and sting
mo re.

Year by year, fear by fear The girls were

brighter
Than ever (

’
faith, there’s yet o ne Anacl left ,

I set my heart upon—Oh , prithee, let
Tha t brave new swo rd lie still l) —These joys

lo oked brighter,
But silenter the town , to o , as I passed .

W ith this alco ve’s delicio us memo ries
Began to mingle visions o fgaunt fathers,
Quick eyed sons, fugitives from the mine,

th e oar,

Steal ing to ca tch me. Brief, when I began
To quake with fear—( I think I hear the

Chapter
So licited to let me leave, now all

W o rth staying fo r was ga ined and gone
—I

say,

Just when, fo r the remainder o fmy life ,
All method s o fescape seemed lo st—tha t then
Up sho uld a yo ungho t - headed Lo ys spring.
Talk very long and lo ud ,—ia fine, compel
The Knights to break their who le

'
arrange

ment , have me
H ome fo r pure shame—from this safeh o ld o f

mine

W here but ten tho usand D ruses seek my life,
To my wild place o f banishment , San Gines
ByMurcia , where my three fat mano rs lying,

Are all I have to guard me,—tha t such fortune
Sho u ld fa ll to me, I hard ly co uld expect .

Therefo re I say, I
’
d lo ve you .

Lays. Can it be

I play into your hands then Oh no , no !

The Venerable Chapter, the Great Ord er
Sunk o

’
the sudden into fiends o f the pit ?

But I will back—will yet unveil you
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W hen we next meet, this fo lly may have
To whom perhaps Sir Ga leas, who in passed
Chapter W e

’
ll ho pe. H a , ha !

Shook his white head thrice and some

do zen times
My hand next morning sho ok, fo r value

paid !
To tha t Ita lian saint, Sir Co simo

indignant at my wringing year by year
Atho usand bemnts from the co ra l - divers,

Asyou recounted felt th e saint aggrieved

Well might he—I a llowed for his ha lf- share
Merely one hundred . To Sir

See yo u dare

Inculpa te the who le Order ; yet sh ould I ,
Ayouth, a so le voice, have the power to

change
Their evil way, had they been firm in it ?

Answerme

P refect . Oh , the so n ofBretagne
’
s D uke, ACT IV

And tha t so n
’

s wea lth , the fa ther’s influence,
too ,

And the yo ungarm,
we

’
ll even say, myLo ys,

- The fear o f lo sing o r diverting these
Into ano ther channel, by gainsaying
Anovice to o abrupt ly, co u ld no t influence

TheOrder You might jo in , fo r aught they
cared ,

Their red - cro ss riva ls o f the Temple W ell ,

I thank you fo rmy part , a t a ll events .

Stay here till they withd raw yo u 1 Yo u
’
ll

inhabit
Mypa lace—sleep, perchance, in the alco ve

Whither I go to meet our ho ly friend .

Good ! and now d isbelieve me ifyo u can,

This is the first time fo r lo ng years I enter
Thus [lifts tire arms] witho ut feeling just as

if I lifted
The lid up o fmy tomb.

La rs. They share his crime !
God

’
s punishment will o vertake yo u yet .

P rdeet . Thank yo u it d oes no t P ardo n

this last flash [Footstep s in tire a lcove ]
Ibear a so ber visage presently
With the d isinterested Nuncio here If the Swo rd serve, let the Tiar lie So ,
His purchase-mo ney safe a t Murcia , too feet

Let me repea t—fo r the first time, no draught Clogged with the blo o d o f twenty years can
Coming as from a sepu lchre sal utes me. fall

Lays. Assureme but he
’
s go ne !

H e could no t lie. Then wha t have I escaped ,
I
,
who had so nigh given up happiness

Fo r ever, to be linked with him and them
Oh , Oppo rtunest o f disco veries ! I
Their Knight ? I utterly reno unce them all

H ark W ha t, he meets by this the N uncio ?

Yes,

Thesamehymnagroan - like laughter Quick
To D jaba l I am one o f them at last,

These simple-hearted D ruses—Anael’s tribe
D jaba l She’s mine at last. D jabal , I say

Enter D JABAL.

Dj aba l . Let me but slay the P refect .

The end now

To -morrow will be time eno ugh to pry
Into the means I to o k suflice, they served ,
Ignoble as they were, to hurl revenge
True to its object .

[Seeing the robe, etc. d isp osed .

Mine sho uld never so

H ave hurried to accomplishment Thee,
D jaba l ,

Far o thermo o d befitted Calm the R obe
Should clo the this d oom’

s awarder

[Tailing the robe. ] Sha ll I dare
Assume my nation

’
s R obe I am a t least

A D ruse again , chill Euro pe’
s po licy

D rops from me I d are take the R obe.

W hy no t

The Tiar? I ru le the D ruses, and what mo re
Betokens it than rule yet

—
yet

[Lays down the tia r.

H e comes !
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Thus lightly R o und me, a ll ye ghosts
H e

’
ll lift

W hich arm to push the arras wide —o rbo th ?
Stab from the neck d own to the heart— there

Near he comes— nearer— the next foo tstep
Now [As he dashes a side the arras,

ANAEL is discovered .

H a ! Anael ! Nay, my Anacl, can it be ?

H eard yo u the trumpet ? Imust slayhimhere,
And here yo u ruin a ll. W hy speak you no t ?

Anacl, the P refect comes [ANAEL screams ]
So slow to feel

’
Tis no t a sigh t fo r yo u to lo ok upo n
A moment’s wo rk—but such work I Til l

YO“

I must be idleh idle, I risk all
[P ointing to her ha ir.

Those locks are well, and yo u are beauteo us
thus,

Bu t with the dagger
’
tis, I have to d o

Anael . W ith mine
Blo o d—Anael ?

D jaba l, ’
tis thy deed

It must be I had ho ped to claim it mine

Be wo rthy thee— bu t I must needs co nfess
’
Twas no t I , but thyself no t I have

Speak to me
Dj aba l . Oh , my punishment
Anael . Speak to me

W hile I can speak ! to uch me, despite the

blo o d !
W hen the command passed from thy so ul to

mine,
I went , fire leadingme, muttering o f thee,
And the approaching exa lta tio n, make

One sacrifice I said , -and he sa t there,
Bade me approach and , as I did approach,
Thy fire with music burst into my bra in.

’
Twas bu t a moment’s wo rk , tho u saidst

perchance
It may have been so W ell, it is thy d eed .

Dj aba l . It is my deed .

H is blo o d a ll this
- this ! and

And mo re Sustain me, D jaba l W ait no t

—now

ACT W

N o H akeem,

Let flash thyglo ry Change thyself and me !
It must be Ere the D ruses flo ck to us !

At least confirm me D jabal, blo o d gushed
forth

H e was our tyrant
—bu t I lo oked he’d fall

P rone as asleep—why else is dea th called

sleep
Sleep ? H e bent o

’
er his breast ! ’

Tis sin,

I know,

P unish me, D jaba l, bu t wilt thou let h im ?
Be it tho u tha t p unish est , no t he—wh o creeps
On his red breast—is here ! ’

Tis the small

groan

Of a child— no worse Bestow the new life,

then
To o swift it canno t be, to o strange, surpass

ing [Fo llowing him a s he retreats .

N ow ! Change us bo th ! Change me and

change tho u
D j aba l [sinks on his knees]. Thus !

Beho ld my change l Yo u have d o ne no bly.

I
Anael . Can H akeemkneel ?
Dj aba l.

and scarce D jabal
I have dealt fi lsely, and this woe is come.

N o—hearme ere sco rn blast me Once and

ever,

The deed is mine. Oh think upo n the past
Anael [to herself]. D id I strike once, o r

twice, o rmany times ?
Dj aba l . I came to lead my tribe where,
ba thed in glo oms,

D o th Bahumid the R enova to r sleep
Anael, I saw my tribe : I said , “ W ith out

A miracle this canno t be — I said

Be there a miracle l ”—fo r I saw yo u.

Ancel . H is head lies so u th the po rtal .
—W eighed with this

The general go o d , how co uld I choose my
own P

W h a t ma tter was my purity o f so ul ?
Litt le by little I engaged myself
H eaven wo uld accept me fo r its instrument,
I ho ped : I said H eaven had accepted me.

Anael . Is it this bloo d breeds dreams in
me W ho said

You wereno t H akeem? And yourmiracles
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'
r iv

’Tis come on me at la st ! H is bloo d on

her

W ha t memories will fo llow tha t H er eye,

H er fierce distorted lip and plo ughed black
brow

Ah , fo o l H as Euro pe then so poo rly tamed
The Syrian blo o d from o ut thee Tho u ,

presume
To wo rk in this fo ul earth bymeans no t fo ul ?
Scheme, as fo r heaven, - but , on the earth,

be glad

If a least ray like heaven
’
s be left thee

Thus
I sha ll be ca lm— in readiness —no way

[A no ise withou t .

This sho u ld be Kha lil and my D ruses .

Venice is come then ! Thus I grasp thee,
swo rd

D ruses,
’
tis H akeem saves yo u ! In ! Beho ld

Yo ur P refect

Enter Lo vs. D JABAL h ides the hhandj a r
in h is rahe.

Lays . Oh , well fo und , D jabal —but no

time fo r wo rd s.

You know who waits there ?
[P ainting to the a lcove.

W ell —and tha t ’
tis there

H e meets the N uncio ? W ell ? N ow, a

surprise
H e there

Enter one of the N UNCIO
’
S Guardsfi rm:

Dj abal . I know
Lays. is now no mo rtal

’
s lo rd , Gua rd . Oh ho rrible Sir Loys H ere is

Is abso lutely powerless—call him, dead Loys
H e is no longer P refect

—
yo u are P refect And here [Others enterfrom the elm: r.

Oh , shrink no t I d o no thing in the dark, [P ointing to D JABAL ] Secure him, bind him
N o thing unwo rthy Breton blo od , believe — this is he [They su rround DJABAL.
I understo o d a t once yo ur urgency Lays. Madmen—wha t is’t yo u d o ? Stand
That I sho u ld leave this isle fo rR hodes ; I felt from my friend ,
W ha t you were loa th to speak—yo ur need o f And tell me

help. Gua rd . Tho u canst have no part in this
I have fu lfilled the task , tha t earnestness Surely no part ! But slay him no t ! The

Imposed on me : have, face to h oe, con N uncio

fro nted Commanded , slay him no t

The P refect in fu ll Chapter, charged on him Lays. Speak
The enormities o f his long rule he sto o d The P refect

Mute, ofl
'

ered no defence, no crime denied . Lies murdered there by him tho u dost em
Ou which, I spoke o fyou , and o fyo ur tribe, brace.

Yo ur faith so like o ur own , and a ll yo u urged

Of o ld to me : I spo ke, to o , o f yo urgo o dnes s,
Yo ur pa tience—brief, I ho ld hencefo rth the

Isle
In charge, am nominally lo rd ,—but yo u ,
Yo u are asso cia ted in my rule

Are the tru e P refect ! Ay, such h ith had
they

In my assurance o f yo ur loyalty
(Fo rwh o insults an imbecile o ld man ?)
Tha t we assume the P refecture this ho ur.

Yo u gaze at me? H eargreaterwo nders yet

I cast d own all the fi bric I have built.
These Knights , I was prepared to W OIShtp

but

Of tha t ano ther time wha t’s now to say,

Is—I sha ll never be a Knight Oh , D jabal,
H ere first I throw a ll prejud ice aside,
And ca ll yo u bro ther ! I am D ruse like you
Mywea lth , my friends, my power, arewho lly
yo urs,

Your people’s, which is now my peo ple : fo r
There is a maiden o fyo ur tribe, I love
She lo ves me - Kha lil

’
s sister

Dj abal . Anacl

Lays. Start you
?

Seems wha t I say, unknight ly ? Thus it
chanced

W hen first I came, a no vice, to the isle
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Lays. ByD jaba l ? Miserable fo o ls ! H ow Arepartnerswith thee W hy, I saw bu t now
Kha lil,myfriend : he spo kewithme - no wo rd

[A Guard lefts D JABAL
’
S robe QLABAL Of this and Anael—whom I lo ve, and who

fi ings down the hha ndf
'

ar. Lo ves me - she spoke no wo rd of this.
Lays [q ter a p ause]. Thou hast received

some insult worse than a ll,
Some outrage no t to be endured

Slain him upon tha t pro vo ca tion.

No pro vomtion !
’
Tis a long dev ised

He is their Kh a lif—’

tis on tha t pretence
Theirmighty Khalif who died lo ngago ,
And now comes back to life and ligh t again
All is just now revea led , I know no t how,

Byone o f his confederates—who , struck Sha ll laugh there W ha t, we D ruses wait
With horro r a t this murder, first apprised
The Nuncio . As

’
twas said , we find this

Here where we take him.

Dj ahal [aside]. W ho broke faithwith me?
Lays [to D JABAL]. H ear

’
st thou ? Speak

Till thou speak , I keep o ff these,
Or die with thee. D eny this sto ry Tho u
AKln lif, an imposto r? Tho u , my friend , And she reta ins her

Who se tale was o f an inofl
'

ensive tribe,
With bu t thou know’

st—o u tha t ta le’s
truth I pledged

My faith before the Chapter : wha t art th ou ?
Dj abal. Lo ys, I am as tho u hast heard .

No more concealment ! As these tell thee, a ll
Was long since planned . Our D ruses are

To crush . this handful : the Venetians land

Even now in our beha lf. Lo ys, we part .
Thou , servingmuch , wouldst fain ha ve served

memo re ;
It might no t be. I thank thee. As thou

We are a separated tribe : farewell I never thought there was in thee a virtue

Lays. Oh where will truth be found now ? Tha t co uld attach itself to wha t tho u
Canst tho u so deemest

Belie the Druses D o they share thy crime ? A race below thine own . I wronged thee,
Those thou p ofessest of our Breton stock,
VOL I.

Anael, who lo ves thee ? Khalil, fast thy
friend

W e, ofl
'

sets froma wanderingCo unt o fD reux?

N o : o lder than the o ldest, princelier
Than Euro pe’s princeliest race, o ur tribe

eno ugh
Fo r thine, tha t o n o ur simple faith we found
Amonarchy to shame yo ur mo narchies
At their own trick and secret o f success.

The child o f this o ur tribe sha ll laugh upo n
The pa lace- step o f him who se life ere night
Is fo rfeit, as tha t child shall know, and

The kind interpo sitio n o f a boy
—Can only save o urselves if tho u conced e
—Kha lil admire thee H e is myright - hand ,
My delegate

—Anael accept thy lo ve ?
She is my bride
Lays. Thy bride ? She one o f them ?
Dj abal . My bride

glo rious eyes
She, with those eyes, has shared this mis

creant
’
s guilt

Ah—who bu t she d irected me to find
D jabal within the P refect’s chamber Kha lil
Bade me seek D jabal there, to o . All is

tru th.
W ha t spo ke the P refect wo rse o f them than

this
Did the Church ill to institute long sinc

P erpetual warfare with such serpentry ?
And I—have I desired to shift my part,
Evad e my share in her design

’
Tis well .

Dj abal . Lo ys, I wronged thee—but un
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But tha t is o ver : all is o ver now,

Save the pro tectio n I ensure against
My peo ple

’
s anger. By their Kha lif

’
s side,

Thou art secure and mayst depart so ,

come !

Lays. Thy side I take pro tectio n at thy
hand

Guards. Fly with him ! F ly, Sir Loys !
’
Tis to o true

And only by h is side tho u mayst escape.

The who le tribe is in fu ll revo lt they flock
Abo ut the palace—will be here—o n thee
And there are twenty o f us, we the Guards
0

’
theNuncio , to withstand them Evenwe

H ad stayed to meet o ur dea th in igno rance,
But tha t one D ruse, a single faithfu l D ruse,
Made known the ho rro r to the N uncio . Fly !

The N uncio stands aghast . At least let us

Escape thy wra th, 0 H akeem ! W e are Come with me and dispro ve him—be thou

nought tried
In thy tribe’s

.

persecu tion ! [To LOYS. ] By him, nor seek appeal ! P romise me this
Keep by h im ! Or 1 will d o Go d

’

s o ffice. W ha t, sha lt that:
They hail him H akeem, their dead P rince BM o i

'm at thy lu ck, yet truth
retur
n
ed W ant even an executio ner? Co nsen t,

H e is their God , they shout, and a t his beck Or I will strike—look in mym ywill !
Are life 3 0d death ! Dj aba l . Give me again my khandjar, i!
Lays [sp ringing at the hhandiar D JABAL thou darast 1
had thrown down , seireshimhy thethroat]. Let bu t o ne D ruse accuse me, and I plunge

Thus by his side am I ! This home. A D ruse betrayme ? Let ttsgo E
Thus I resumemyknighthood and its warfare, [44mg ] W ho has betrayed me ?
Thus end thee, miscreant , in thy pride o f

H earest thou I hear
Thus art tho u caugh t . W itho ut , thy dupes NO plainer than long years ago I heard

may gluster That shout—but in no dream now. They
Friends and thee, foes avoid thee,—thou art return

H akeem, W ilt thou be leader with me, Lays ? W ell.
H ow say they - God art thou but also here
Is the least, yo ungest, meanest the Church

H er servant , and his single arm avails ACT V

To aid heras she lists. I rise, and tho u
Art crushed . H o rdes o f thy D ruses flock

witho ut tumultuo usly , and speahrng together .

H ere thou hast me, who represent the Cross, H ere flo ck we, obeyingthe summons. Lo .

H onour and Faith, ’

gainst H ell, Mahound H akeem hath appeared , and the P refect is
and thee. dead , and we return to Lebanon ! Mymanu

D ie [D JABAL rema in: mim ] Imploremy
mercy, H akeem, tha t my scorn

Mayhelpme Nay, I canno t p ly thy trade 3
I am no D ruse, no stabber and thine eye,

Thy form, are too much as they were—my
friend

H ad such. Speak ! Beg fo r mercy at my
foo t [D JABAL still silent .

H eaven co uld no t ask so much o f me—not ,

sure,

So much . I canno t kill him so .

[After a p a c e ] Tho u art

Strong in thy cause, then
—d o st outbn ve us,

then.

H eardst tho u that one o f thine accomplices ,

Thy very peo ple, has accused thee ? Meet

H is charge Thou hast no t even slain the

As thy own vile creed warrants. Meet that
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H ow by his spells the demo ns were allured W ith life ; and what shou ld mo ve me but
To seizeyo u : no t tha t these be aught save lies the truth ?

And mere illusio ns . Is this clear7 I say, Art tho u the only fo nd o ne o f thy tribe ?

By measures such as these, he would have
’
Tis I interpret for thy tribe.

led yo u
Oh , this

Into a monstro us ruin : fo llow ye
IS the N 1111010 1 D ruses hear

Say, shall ye perish fo r his sake, my so ns ? Endure ye “115 ? Unworthy to partake
D ruses. H ark ye

Theglo ry H akeemgains yo u ! W hile I speak,

N uncio .
—Be o f one privilege amerced ? The ships tOllCh land 3 who makes {01

N o Infinite the P a triarch’s mercies are Lebanon 7
No ! W ith the P a triarch’s licence, still I They plant the wmged ho n to these ha lls

bid N uncio [aside]. If it be true Venice?

Tearhim to pieces who misled yo u 1 H aste 011 , never true

D ruses . The o ld man’
s beard shakes, and Yet Venice W O11“ 5° glad ly thwart

his eyes are white fire ! After a ll , I know
no thing o f D jaba l beyond wha t Karshook SO fain get fo o ting here, stand 01058 b)

’

says ; he knows but what Khalil says, wh o R hOd CS !

knows just wha t D jaba l says himself. N ow,
0h : to be d uped this “ Y

the litt le Copht P rophet, I saw a t Cairo in

myyo uth , began by promisingeach bystand er
three fu ll measures o fwhea t

E nter KH AL IL and the initiated D R USES .

Kh a lil. Venice and her deliverance are at

Theirfleet stands thro ugh the harbo ur. H a th
he slain

The P refect yet ? Is D jaha l
’
s change come

yet

Mmd o [to Attendants]. W ha t’s this o f

Venice ? W ho
’
s this boy

[Attendants whit
-

pen ] One Khalil ? H e
’
d earn the P a triarch’s guerd o n by

D jaba l
’
s accomplice, Loys cal led , bu t now, stab ?

The only D ruse, save D jaba l
’
s self, to fear BringD jaba l forth a t once !

[To the D rawn ] I canno t hear ye with

Is it so Ye wo uld have my troo ps assist ?
D o th he abet him in his so rceries ?

D own with the chea t, guards , as my children
bid ! [They sp ring at KH AL IL ; as

he beats them had ,

Stay N0 mo re bloodshed Spare deluded
youth !

W hom seek
’
st thou ( I will teach him)

whom, my ch ild

Thou know
’
st no t wha t these know, wha t

these declare.

I am an o ld man as tho u seest—have do ne

Ere he a ppear
And lead yo u glorio usly, repent , I say !
N am-ia [aside] . N o r any way to stretch

the arch -wizard stark
Ere the Venetians come Cut o ff th e head .

The trunk were easily stilled . [To the

D ruses. ] H e Bringhim fiorth !

Since so yo u needs will have it , I assent.

You’
d judge him, say you, o n the spot

confo und

The so rcerer in his very circle W h ere’s

Our short black -bearded sa llow friend who

The P atriarch drives a trade in o il and silk,

And we
’
re the P atriarch

’
s children—true

men, we !

W here is the glory Show us all the glory 3
Kha l il. You dare no t so insu lt him !

W hat, no t see

(I tell thee, Nuncio , these are uninstructedt
Untrusted : they knowno thingo fo urKhalif! )
—No t see tha t ifhe lets a doubt arise
’
Tis but to give yourselves the chance of

seeming
To have some influence in your own Return !
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Without the a ll-convincingglo ry—ay,

And did ! Embrace the occasion, fi
'iends !

Win t wonder when his change takes place ?
But now

Foryourmkes, he should no t revea l himself.
No : could I ask and have, I would no t ask

The dm ge yet !

Enter D JABAL and Lo vs.

Spite o fall, reveal thyself
l had said , pard on them fo rme—forAnnel

H e tempts me too , the wily exo rcist
Ay, for thine own—they hurt no t thee ! Yet N o The renowned R epublic was and is

The P atriarch
’
s friend

’
tis no t fo r co urting

One thought swells in me and keeps d own all

This Nuncio couples shame with thee, has

lmposture thy who le course, all bitter things
Hasmid : he is but an o ld fretful man !
Hakeem—nay, Imustcall theeH akeemnow

Revea l thyself ! See ! W here is Anael ? See !
Lays [to D JABAL]. H ere are thy peo ple.

Keep thy wo rd to me
W . W ho o fmypeo plehath accusedme?

Afit deed , Lays, fo r thy first Knight
’
s day !

Mayit be augury o f thy after- life !

Ever pro ve truncheo n o f the Church as now [As the D ruses hesitate, his

Ah , well suggested W hy, we ho ld thewhile
Of the Isle here, I claim thee [turning to One who , his close confed era te till now,

DJABAL] as thos e bid me, Co nfesses Djabal at the last a cheat ,
Forfeit fo rmurder d one thy lawful prince, And every miracle a chea t . W ho throwsme
Thou conjurer that peep

’
st and mutterest l H is head ? Imake three ofl

'

ers, once I ofl
'

er,

Why sho u ld I ho ld thee from their hand s ?
(Spells , children

But hear how I dispose o f all his spells !)
Thou art a prophet —wou ldst entice thy Khalil . Thanks, H akeem. thanks Oh ,

Fromme?—thouwo rkss tmiracles? (Attend !
Let him bu t mo ve me with his spells !) I , D mses [to eaeh other]. H e can ! H e can !

o a Live fire'

lb
’

ahal . W hich how thou camest to be, [To the N UNCIO. ] I say he can, o ld man !

I my no t now,
Thou know’

st him no t .

Though I have a lso been a t Stamboul, Luke Live fire like tha t thou seest now in his eyes,

P ly thee with spells, forso o th W ha t need

o f spells ?
IfVenice, in herAdmiral

’
s perso n, sto o p

To ratify thy compact with her fo e,
The H osrn

'

ta llers, for this Isle—withdraw
H erwarrant o f the deed which reinstates
My peo ple in their freed om, tricked away
By him I slew,

—refiise to co nvoy us
To Lebano n and keep the Isle we leave
Then will be time to trywha t spells can d o !

D o st thou dispute the R epublic’s power
Lo ye

That I—tha t these implo re thy blo od o fme.

Lo ye, the subtle miscreant H a , so

subtle
Ye, D ruses, hear him. W ill ye be deceived ?

H ow he evad es me I W here
’

s the miracle
H e wo rks I hid him to the pro o f—fish up
Your ga lley- full o fbecants tha t he sank
Tha t were a miracle l One miracle !

Eno ugh of trifling, for it chafes my years.

I am the Nuncio , D ruses I stand fo rth
To save yo u from the good R epublic

’
s rage

W hen she shal l find her fleet was summoned
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P lays fawninground him. See The change
begins.

All the brow lightens as he lifts his arm.

Lo o k no t a t me ! It was no t I !
W ha t D ruse

Accused me, as he saith ? I bid each bone
Crumble within that D ruse ! N one, Loys ,

none

Of my own peo ple, as thou said
’
st , have

raised

A vo ice against me.

N uncio [aside]. Venice to come D eath
Dj ahai [continu ing]. Confess and go un

scathed , however false
Seest thou my D ruses, Luke ? I would sub

mit

To thy pure ma lice did one D ruse confess

H ow said I , Loys
N uncio [to his Attendants who whisper].
Ah , ye counsel so

[Alo ud ] Bring in the witness, then , who ,

first o f a ll,

D isclosed the treason ! Now I have thee,
wizard l

Ye hear that ? If one speaks, he bid s yo u

Jo int after joint : well then , o ne d oes speak
One,

Befo o led by D jabal, even as yourselves,
But who ha th vo luntarily pro posed
To expiate, by co nfessing thus, the fault
Of having trusted him.

[They bring in a veiled D ruse.

Lays. N ow,
D jaba l , now

N u ncio . Friend , D jaba l fro nts thee ! Make

a ring, so ns. Speak
Exp o se this D jabal—wha t he was,

how

Thewiles he used , the aims be cherished a ll,

Explicitly as la te ’

twas spoken to these
My servants : I abso lve and pard on thee.

Lays. Th ou hast the daggerready, D jabal ?
Speak,

R ecreant In the who le wo rld ? I give them thee ! l
D ruses. Stand back , foo l farther Sud would

denly My stro ng will might bestow rea l shape 00

Yo u sha ll see some huge serpent glide from them,

under That I might see, with my own eyes, thyfoo t

The empty vest , o r d own will thundercrash !
Back, Kha lil
Kha lil . I go back ? Thusgo l back !

[To ANAEL ] Unveil Nay, tho u shalt face

the Kha lif ! Thus
[H e tearsm y Ann a

’
sw il , Du nn .

fold s h is arms a nd bows his
- head ;

theD rusesfa ll back Lo vs spn
'

ngr

from the side4 D JABAL and the

N uncro .

Lays. Then she was true— she only of

them a ll

True to her eyes—may keep those glo rious
eyes ,

And now be mine, once again mine ! Oh.
Anael

D ared I think thee a partner in his crime
Tha t bloo d could so il that hand ? nay,

’
tis

mine—Anael,
- No t mine who o ffer thee before all

these
My heart , my swo rd , myname—so thou wilt

say
Tha t D jabal , who aflirms tho u art his bride,

Lies—say bu t that he lies !
Thou , Anael ?

Lays. Nay, D jaba l, nay, o ne chance for

meb the last

Tho u hast had every o ther tho u hast spoken
D ays, nights , wha t falseho od listed thee - let

me

Speak first now ; I will speak now
N uncio . Lays, pause !

Tho u art the D uke’s son , Bretagne’s choicest
stock,

Loys o f D reux, God ’
s sepulchre’s first sword

This wilt thou spit on , this degrade, this
trample

To earth
Lays [to ANAEL]. W ho had foreseen that
one day Lo ys

W o uld stake these gifts against some o ther
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Go no t witho ut her to the cedars, lord ! W ith the Venetians at yourgate, th e Nuncio
Or leave us bo th— I canno t go alo ne ! Thus—(see the hamed hypocrite !) and , best,
I have obeyed thee, if I dare so speak The P refect there !

H ath H akeem thus fo rgo t all D jaba l knew
Thou feelcst then my tea rs fall h o t and fast
Upo n thy hand , and yet thou speakest no t
Ere the Venetian trumpet sound—ere thou
Exa lt thyself, O H akeem save thou her

N uncio . And the accursed R epublic will

And find me in their to ils—d ead , very like,
Under their feet

W hat way—no t o ne way yet

To fo il them ? N one

W ha t ails the Kha lif? Ah ,
Tha t ghastly face I A way to foil them yet m o ne,

To the D ruses ] Lo o k to yo urKha lif, D ruses
Is that face

God H akeem’
s ? W here is triumph, —where

My people home wha te
’
er betide l

Said he o f exa lta tio n—hath he promised
So much to - day? W hy then, exa lt thyself ! This Kha lil fo rmy delegate ? To h im

Cast o ff tha t husk, thy form, set free thy so ul Bow as to me ? H e leads to Lebanon
In splendour N ow, bear witness ! here I Ye fo llow

stand D ruses. W e fo llow N ow exa lt thyself !
I cha llenge him exa lt himself, and I D j aba l [ra ises Lo vs]. Then to thee, Loys l
Become, fo r tha t , a D ruse like a ll o fyou H ow I wro nged thee, Loys l
The D ru ses . Exa lt thyself ! Exa lt thyself, Yet, wronged , no less tho u shal t have full

0 H akeem

Dj aba l [advances]. I can confess now a ll Fit for thy no ble self, revenge—and thus.
from first to last . Thou , loaded with such wrongs, the princely

There is no longer shame fo rme. I am soul,

The first swo rd o f Christ
’
s sepulchre—thou

the D ruses shou t , D JABAL
’
S eye

Guard Kha lil and my D ruses home again !

h im, a nd , as the o ld dream comes Justice, no less, Go d ’
s justice and no more,

hack, he is again confident and Fo r tho se I leave ! To seeking th is, devote
Some few days o ut o f thy Knigh t

’
s lr illiant

Am I no t H akeem ? And ye would have
And , this o btained them, leave their Lebanon.

But yesterday within thes e impure co urts My D ruses
’ blessing in thine ears— (they

Wh erenowyestand erect N o tgrand eno ugh—W hatmo re co u ld be conceded to suchbeasts Bless thee with blessing sure to have its

As all o fyou , so sunk and base as yo u , way)
Than amereman ? Aman amo ngsuch beasts —One cedar-blossom in thy duca l cap ,
W as miracle enough yet him you d o ubt, One thought o f Anael in thy beam—pet
H imyo u fo rsake, him fainwou ld you destroy

N o
, H akeem, ever thine !

N uncio . H e lies—and twice he lies—and
thrice he lies !

Exa lt thyself, Mahound Exal t thyself !
Dj abal . D ruses ! we sha ll hencefo rth he
far away

Out o fmeremorta l ken—a bo ve the cedars

But we shal l see ye go , hear ye return,

R epeopling the o ld so litudes, -through thee,
MyKha lil ! Thou art full o fme : I fill
Theefull—myhands thus fill thee ! Yestereve,
—Nay, but this mom, I deemed the igno rant

Of all to d o , requiringwo rd o fmine
To teach it : now, tho u hast al l gifts
W ith tru th and purity go o thergifts,
All gifts come clustering to that . Go ,
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One thought o f him who thus, to bid thee
speed ,

His last word to the living speaks ! This
done,

Resume thy course, and , first amidst the

InEurope, takemy heart alongwith thee !
Go bo ldly, go serenely, go augustly
What sha ll withstand thee then P

[H e bend s owr ANAEL ] And last to
thee !

Ah, did I d ream I was to have, this day,
Exalted thee ? A vain dream : hast thou

no t KH ALIL and Lo vs]. On to the Mo un

tain ! At the Mountain, D ruses ! [D ies

But press to thee, exa lt myself to thee
Thus I exalt myself, set free my soul

[H e stabs himself. As hefalls, sup
ported by Kma rt . and Laws, the

Venetians enter the AD MIR AL
ad vances.

Admiral . Go d and St . Mark fo rVenice !
P lant the Lion l

[At the clash of thep la nted standa rd ,

theD ruses sho ut and move tumul

tuously forward , LOYS drawing
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P ER SON S .

M ILD RED Taasna rr.

GUENDOLEN Tas su a u .

TH OROLD , Earl Tresham.

Aus'rm T sasrmu .

H ENRY, Earl Mertoun.

GERAR D . and other reta iners tf Lord

Tresham.

Tru e , r7

ACT I .

SCENE I .
—The in terior of a lodge in LOR D

TR ESH AM
’

S pa rk. M a ny R etainers

crowded at the window, supposed to

command a view of the entrance to his

ma nsion . GERAR D , the wa rrener, his

bach to a table on wh ich areflagons, etc.

t st R eta iner. Ay, d o push, friends, and

then you’
ll push d own me

W hat fo r D o es any hear a runner
’
s fo o t

Or a steed
’
s trample o r a coach -wheel’s

cry
Is the Earl come o r his least poursuivant
But there’s no breed ing in a man o fyo u

Save Gerard yonder : here’s a ha lf- place yet ,
Old Gerard

Gerard . Save yo ur co urtesies, my friend .

H ere is my place.

and R eta iner. N ow, Gerard , o u t with it I
Wha t makes you sullen, this o fall the days
I’ the year? To - day tha t youngrich bo untifixl
H andsome Earl Mertona , whom a lone they

match
W ith o ur Lo rd Tresham through the co untry

side,

’SCUTCHEON

Is cominghere in u tmost bravery
To ask ourmaster’s sister’s hand

W ha t then

2nd R eta iner. W hat then 7 W hy, yo u , she

speaks to , if she meets
Your wo rship, smiles on as you ho ld apart
The boughs to let her thro ugh her fo res t

wa lks,
Yo u , always fi v ourite for your no -deserts ,

You’
ve heard , these three days, how Earl

Mertoun sues

To lay his heart and house and broad land s
to o

At LadyMildred ’
s feet : and whilewe squeeze

Ourselves into a mouseho le lest we miss
One co ngee o f the least page in his train ,
You sit 0

’
one side there’s the Earl ,” say

1

W ha t then sayyo u l

3rd R eta iner. I
’
llwagerhe has let

Bo th swans he tamed fo r Lady Mildred swim

Over the fa lls and gain the river 1

Gerard . Ra lph,
Is no t to -morrow my inspecting-day
Fo r yo u and fo r your hawks ?
4MR eta iner. Let Gerard be !

H e
’
s coarse-

grained , like his carved black
cro ss -bow stock .

H a , lo ok now, while we squabble with him,

lo ok 1
W ell d one, now—is no t this beginning,
To purpose
rst R eta iner. Our retainers lo o k as fine

That’s comfort . Lo rd , how R ichard ho ld s
himself

W ith hiswhite stafl'l W ill no t a knavebehind
P rick him upright ?

R eta iner. H e
’
s o nly bowing, foo l !

The Earl
’
s man bent us lower by this much .
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Br o a d way, 3 0“ a n d a 7 th M o re

amo rn Oar-ma n R am iro ”an. Q ua in t Ol d Englis h armR o o m.

Two Be au tifu l New D ining R o o m s .

B a s t Fania D ’H o ta D in nnn to r every d ay from 6 to P . M.

uh : Music by Voor
’

eCi t rate! Oren“ . B . M . T IE R N EY . M a n a ger.

HE
‘

IR TO THE HOORAH

W e
’

re ready to clo the anymale

heir, from the time he
’

s tw o .

W e
’

ve go o d

R ICKEY, HIGH BALL OR FIZZ

quam nu s

la t h e S ta nd a rd .

P ure—d ry, fla vor unequa l led . I n “ only at

Flinn D istillery. P lymo uth , England.

l st R etainer. Ay, d o ptish , friends , and Over the fa lls and gain the river

then you’
ll push d own me

—W ha t for? D o es any hear a runner
’
s fo o t

Or a steed
’
s trample o r a coach -wheel’s

cry
Is the Earl come o r his least poursuivant
But there

’
s no breed ing in a man o fyo u

Save Gerard yo nder : here’s a ha lf- place yet ,
Old Gerard 1

Gerard . Save yo ur co urtesies, my friend .

H ere is myplace.

and R eta iner. N ow, Gerard , out with it 1
Wha t makes you sullen , this o f all the days

I’ the year? To -day tha t yo ungrich bo untiful
H andsome Earl Mertoun, whom a lone they

match

W ith o ur Lo rd Tresham through the co untry

Ralph,

Is no t to -mo rrowmy inspecting-day
Foryo u and for your hawks
4MR eta iner. Let Gerard be!

H e
’
s coarse-

grained , like his carved black
cross -bow stock.

H a , lo ok now, while we squabble with him.

lo ok
W ell d one, now—is no t this beginning, now,
To purpose ?
rrt R eta iner. Our retainers lo ok as fine

That’s comfort . Lo rd , how R ichard ho lds
himself

W ith his white stafl
'

l W ill no t a knavebehind
P rick him upright ?
4MR eta iner. H e

’
s only bowing, foo l !

The Earl
’

s man bent us lower by this much.
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trt R d a iner. Tha t’s comfo rt . H ere
’
s a

very cava lcade
3rd R etainer. I do n

’
t see wherefo re

R ichard , and his troo p
Of silk and silver varlets there, should find
Their perfumed selves so indispensable
On high days, ho lidays l W ou ld it so disgrace

Our fitmily, if I , fo r instance, stood
ln my right hand a cast o fSwed ish hawks,
A leash o fgreyho unds in my left?

—W ith H ugh
The logman for supporter, in his right
The bill hoo k, in his left the brushwood

shears 1

3rd R etainer. Out on you, crab ! W hat
next, what next ? The Earl !

rrt R etainer. OhW alter,gro om,o urhorses,

The Earl
’
s ? Alas, that first pair o f the six

They paw the ground—Ah W alter l and that
brute

Just o n his haunches by the wheel l

You , P hilip, are a specia l hand , I hear,
At soups and sauces what’s a horse to you ?
D

’

ye mark tha t beas t they’ve slid into the

midst

So cunningly —then , P hilip, mark this

No leg has he to stand on !

trt R eta iner. N o That’s comfo rt .

descends . W ell, Gerard , see

The Earl at lm t Come, there
’
s a pro per

man,
I ho pe ! W hy, R a lph, no fa lcon , P o le o r

Swede,
Has go t a starrier eye.

3rd R etainer. H is eyes are blue
But leavemy hawks a lo ne l
4th R eta iner. 80 young, and yet

So tall and shapely
5th Retainer. H ere

’
s Lo rd Tresham’

s

self !

There now—there’s what a no bleman should
be !

He
’
s o lder, graver, lo h ier, he

’
s mo re like

A H ouse
’

s head .

Gerard . Th at way
2nd R etainer. Just so .

Then my way
’
s here.

and R eta iner. But you’
d no t have a boy

—And wha t’s the Earl beside —possess to o
so o n

That sta teliness ?

l st R etainer. Out master takes his hand
R ichard and his white staffare on themo ve
Back fa ll o ur peo ple—(tsh — there’s Timo thy
Sure to get tangled in his ribbo n - ties,
And P eter’s cursed rosette

’
s a - corning o fl

'

—At last I see our lord
’

s hack and his

friend
’
s 3

And the who le beautiful bright company
Clo se ro und them—in they go [j umping

downfromMewindow-k nelt , and making

for Me table and itrj ngr. ]
Go od hea lth, lo ng life,

Great joy to our Lo rd Tresham and his

H ouse !

R etainer. My fa ther dro ve his fa ther
first to court ,

After his marriage-day—ay, d id he !

and R etainer . Go d bless

Lo rd Tresham, Lady Mildred , and the Earl
H ere, Gerard , reach yo ur beaker 1

D rink, my boys
D o n

’
t mind me—all

’
s no t right abo ut me

drink
and R eta iner [arriie]. H e

’
s vexed , now,

that he let the show escape l
[To GERAR D J R emember that the Earl

and R eta iner . Old Gerard

W ill d ie soon—mind , I said it H e was used

To care abo ut the pitifullest thing
That to uched the H ouse

’
s hono ur, no t an eye

Bu t his co uld see wherein : and on a cause

Of scarce a quarter this importance, Gerard
Fairly had fretted flesh and bone away
In cares tha t this was right , nor tha t was

wrong,

Such po int deco rous, and such square by

rule

H e knew such niceties, no hera ld mo re
And now—you see his humo ur : d ie he will l
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and R eta iner. God help h im ! W ho ’
s fo r Yo ur praise but praise less claimsmy

the great servanti
-hall

To hear wha t’s go ing on inside ? They’d Than the indulgent insight it implies
Ofwhat must needs be uppermost with one

Lo rd Tresham into the saloon. W ho comes, like me, with the bare leave to
ask.

I In weighed and measured unimpass
'

oued

Leave Frank alone for catching, a t the d o or, words,

Some hint of how the parleygoes insid e l

P rosperity to the great H o use o nce mo re H e must withdraw, content upon his cheek,
H ere

’
s the last drop

Irt R eta iner. H ave at yo u ! Boys, Fina ly, near bo ld ly, nearwith confidence
hurrah That gift, I have to thank you . Yes, Lord

Tresham,

I love your sister—as you’
d have o ne love

SCENE II . - A 54100" in Me M ansion . That lady o h more, more I love her!
W ealth

Enter Lo an Tnasna u , LOR D MERTOUN ,

AUST IN , and GUENDOLEN .

ram
m
wmwond d unks me’M " m

Tresham. I welcome you, Lord Mert oun , To ho ld or w t with , at your choiw -hrt

yet oncemore, grant

To this ancestra l ro o f o fmine. Your name My true self, me without a road o f land ,
—N o ble amo ng the noblest in itself, A piece o fgo ld , a m e o fyesterday,
Yet taking in yo ur perso n. fame avers, Grant me that lady, and you D ea th or

New price and lustre,—(as that gem you

wear, Guendo len [apart to AUSTIN ]. W hy, this
Transmitted from a hundred knightly breasts , is loving, Austin 1

Fresh chased and set and fixed by its last lo rd , H e
’
s so young!

Seems to re-kind le a t the core)—your name Guendolen . Yo ung o ld eno ugh , I think,

W ould win yo u welcome l to half surmise

Mertonn. Thanks ! H e never had obtained an entrance here,
—But ad d to tha t ,

The worthiness and grace and dignity
Of yo ur prop osal for uniting bo th
Our H ouses even closer than respect Guend olen. Mark him, Austin ; that

’
s true

Unites them now—add these, and yo u must

grant Ours must begin again.

One favourmore, nor that the least, - to think W e
’
ll sit, my lord

The welcome I should give
—’
tis given Everwith best desert goes difhdence.

My lord , I may speak plainly no r bemisoonceived .

My o nly bro ther, Austin : he
’
s the king

’
s.

Our cousin, In dy Guendo len—betro thed On this occasion, when a fi lcon
’
s eye

To Austin a ll are yours. W ere dull compared with mine to search a ll

Mertonn . I thank you—les s faults,
Fo r the exprw ed commendings which yo ur Is somewhat. Mildred ’

s hand is hers to give

seal, Or to refuse.

And only tha t, authenticates—fo rbids Mertonn. Bu t you , you grant my suit ?

My putting fromme to myheart I take I have your word if hers ?
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I sho uld have prayed the bro ther,
this speech,

Fo r H eaven
’
s sakeurge this o n her—put in

Fo rget no t , as yo u’
d save me, t

’
o ther

thing,
Then set d own what she says, and how she

loo ks,
And ifshe smiles, and (in an under brea th)
Only let her accept me, and d o yo u
And all theworld refuse me, ifyo u dare
Guendo len. Tha t way yo u

’
d take, friend

Austin ? W ha t a shame

I was yo ur cousin , tamely from the first

Yourbride, and all this fervo ur’s run to waste
D o yo u know you speak sensibly to - day
The Earl

’
s a fo o l .

Austin . H ere
’
s Tho ro ld . Tell him so

Trernam[return ing]. N ow, vo ices, vo ices !
’
S t the lady

’
s first !

H ow seems he —seems he no t

faith give fraud
The mercy- stro ke whenever they engage
D own with fraud , up with faith H ow

seems the Earl ?

A name a blamn ifyo u knew theirwo rth ,
As you will never ! come—the Earl ?
Guendo len . H e

’
s yo ung.

Tresham. W hat
’
s she ? an infant save in

come,

Yo ung ! Mildred is fo urteen, remark I And
yo u

Austin , h ow o ld is she ?

Gre nd o len . There
’
s tact fo ryo u

I meant that being youngwas go od excuse

If o ne sho u ld tax h im
W ell

A BLOT IN TH E
’
SCUTCH EON

-YOII at e 0 0

ACT !

To give a best of best

Ofme and my demerits .
”

Yo u are right !

H e sho uld have said what now I say for him.

Yo u go lden creature, will yo u help us all ?
H ere

’
s Austin means to vo uch formuch , but

you

what Austin o nly knows !
Come up ,

All three o f us she’
s in the library

No d o ubt , fo r the day’swearingfast . P recede
Guendo len. Austin , how we must
Tresna nr. Must wha t ? Must speak

truth ,
Malignant tongue 1 Detect o ne fault in him!

I cha llenge yo u l
Guend o len . W itchcrafi

’
s a fault in him,

Fo r yo u ’
re bewitched .

W hat
’
s urgent we o btain

Is, tha t she so on receive him—s ay, to

mo rrow

Next day at furthest.

Ne
’
er instruct me !

Come
—H e

’
s o ut o fyo urgo o d graces, since forsoo th ,

H e stood no t as he
’
d carry us by storm

W ith his perfections ! You’
re for the com

Manly assured becomingconfidence !
—Get her to say,

“
to -mo rrow,

”
and I

'
ll

—W ith lackingwit . I
’
ll give yo u black Urganda , to be spo iled

Trerbam. H e lacked wit ? W here might W ith petting “ d fl a il-m W ill you?

he lack wit, so please you ?
Guend o len . In standing straighter than

the steward
’
s ro d

And making you the tiresomest harangue,
Instead of slipping over to my side
And so ftly whispering in my ear,

‘Sweet

lady,
Yo ur cousin there will do me detriment
H e little dreams o f he

’
s abso rbed , I see,

Scans. III .—Mn .naan
’
s

Come

d umber.

MILD R ED and GUEN DOLEN.

Guend o len . N ow, Mildred , spare those

pains. I have no t left

Our ta lkers in the library, and climbed

Inmyo ld name and fame—be sure he
’
ll leave

My Mildred , when his best account ofme
Is ended , in fu ll confidence I wear
My grandsire

’
s periwig d own either cheek.

I
’m lost unless your gentleness vouch

safes

Tresliam.



scam; m A BLOT IN TH E
’
SCUTCH EON 335

The wearisome ascent to this yo ur bower
In company with yo u , - I have no t dared .

Nay, wo rked such prodigies as sparingyou
Lord Merto un

’
s ped igree befo re the flo o d ,

Which Thoro ld seemed in very act to tell
~ Or bringingAustin to pluck up tha t mo st
Firm-ro o ted heresy—your suitor

’
s eyes,

He would mainta in, were grey instead o f

blue
I think I bro ught him to co ntrition —W ell,

I have no t d o ne such things , (a ll to deserve
Aminute’s quiet co usin’

s ta lk with you , )
To be dismissed so co o lly.

Guend o len l

What have I d one ? wha t co uld suggest
Grendelen . There, there

Do I no t comprehend yo u’
d be a lone

To throw tho se testimonies in a heap,
Thoro ld

’
s enlargings, Austin

’
s brevities,

W ith that po o r silly heartless Guend o len’
s

Ill - timed misplaced attempted smartnesses W ho finds

And sift their sense o ut now, I come to A spo t in Mertoun ?

Guendo len . N o t yo ur bro ther therefo re,
Nearly awho le night

’
s labour. Ask and have ! No t the who le world .

Demand , be answered 1 Lack I ears and eyes ? I am weary, Guend o len.

Am I perplexed which side o f the ro ck - table Bearwith me !

The Conquero r d ined on when he landed
first,

Lord Merto un
’
s ancesto rwas hidden take

The bow - hand o r the arrow band
’
s grea t

meed

Mildred, the Earl has so ft blue eyes !
My bro ther

Did he yo u said that he received him

well

Guendo len . If I said only well I said
not much .

Oh, stay
—which bro ther?

MW . Tho ro ld ! who—who else ?

Guendo len . Thoro ld (a secret ) is too pro ud
by half,

Nay, hearme o ut—with us he’s even gentler
Than we are with our birds. Of this grea t

H ouse

The least retainer tha t e’er caught his glance
W ould die fo r him, rea l dying—no mere ta lk :

Oh no , kind !

[Going, Me tum : suddenly .

Mildred

And in the wo rld, the court , if men wo uld P erditio n ! all
’

s d isco vered ! Thoro ld finds

cite —Tha t theEarl’sgrea test o fa ll grandmo thers

The perfect spirit o f ho no ur, Th oro ld ’
s name

R ises o f its clear nature to their lips.
But he should take men’

s homage, trust in it,
And care no mo re abo ut what d rew it d own.

H e has desert , and tha t, acknowledgment ;
Is he content

M r7d rad . You wronghim, Guend o len.

Gucnd o lm . H e
’
s pro ud , co nfess ; so pro ud

with br o
’
er

The light of his interminable line,
An ancestry with men all pa ladins,
And women a ll

D earGuend o len,
’
tis late

W hen yo nder purple pane the climbingmo o n
P ierces, I know

’
tis midnight .

W ell, tha t Thoro ld
Sho uld rise up from such musings, and receive

One come audaciously to graft himself
Into this peerless sto ck, yet find no flaw,

No slightest spo t in such an o ne

But I wo uld res t.

Guendo len. Good night and rest to yo u

I said how gracefully his mantle lay
Beneath the rings o fhis light hair?

Brown ha ir.

Guend olen . Brown ? why, it is brown : how
could you know that

M ild red . H ow d id no t you
—Oh , Austin

’
twas, declared

H is hairwas light , no t brown—my head
and look,

The mo o n- beam purplingthe dark chamber
Sweet,

Go od nigh t !

Guendolen. Fo rgive me—sleep the so und

lier fo rme
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W as grander daughterstill—to tha t fair dame If you loved me no t ! And I who—(ah .for

W hose garter slipped d own at the famo us

dance W ho a n: mad to laymy sp iritprostra tepalpably

M ild red . Is she—can she be real ly go ne
at last [H e enters, appm ehes her seat ,

My heart I sha ll no t reach the window.

Needs
1 m en ter a t her ta l soon . as now her la ttice

Must I ha ve smned much , so to suffer. fakes me,
M

lifts them al l lamp wh ich if m And Jy noontide as by midnight make her n ine,

in the window, and p laces it by
[The Earl throwsW hit slowhd

There
My very heart sings, so I sing, Beloved !

Mildred and Merto un Mildred , with con M ild red . Sit, H enry—d o no t takemyhand !
sent Mertoun

Of a ll the wo rld and Tho ro ld , Merto un
’
s The meeting that appal led us bo th so much

Is ended .

To o la te
’
Tis sweet to think o f, sweeter

still Mertoun. H appiness
To hope for, tha t this blessed end so o thes up Such as the wo rld contains no t .

The curse o f the beginning ; but I know
It comes to o la te ’

twill sweetest be o f all

To dream my so ul away and d ie upon.

[A noise witho ut .

The vo ice l Oh why, why glided sin the

snake
Into the paradise H eaven meant us bo th

A low w ice sings .

? here's a woman lihe a dew- d rop , she
’

s so p urer

tha n the[am t

And her noble hea rt s the noblest . yes. and her

snrefo ith
'
s the surest

And her eyes a re da rk and h umid , lik the dep th

on dep th 4 lustre
H id i the ha rebel l , while her tm ses , sunnier

Gash in go ld en
- tin ted p lenty down her neeh

’

s

rose- insisted marble

bubbling the bird
'
s wa rble !

[Afigure wrapped in a mant le

afi ears at the window.

And this m an says, My days were snnless

a nd my nights weremoonless,
P arched the p leasa nt Ap ril herbage. and the

Iarh
'
s hea rt

'
s ou tbreah tasteless,

Our happiness wo uld , as you say, exceed

Thewho leworld ’
s best ofblisses : we—do we

Deserve that Utter to your soul, what

mine

Longsince, Beloved , has grown used to hear.
Like a death - knell, so much regarded once,

And so familiar now ; this will no t be !

Mertona . Oh , Mildred , have I met you!
bro ther

’
s face

Compelled myself—ii no t to speak untruth.

Yet to disguise, to shun, to put aside

The truth , as—wha t had e’er prevailed onme
Save yo u , to venture ? H ave I gained at last
Your bro ther, the one scarer o fyour dmm
Arid wakingthough ts

’
so le apprehension too?

D oes a new life, like a yo ung sunrise, break
On the strange unrest o f o ur night, confused

W ith rain and sto rmy flaw—and will you see

On each live spray, no vapour steamingup ,
And no expressless glory in the East ?
W hen l arn by you , to be ever by you,

Oh ,
Mildred Sin has surprised us, so will

punishment.
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R eso lved the treasure o f a first and las t

H eart
’
s lo ve sha ll have been bartered at its hopes,
wo rth , R eserves and confidences : mo rning

'
s over !

—Tha t now I think upon your purity Mertoun . H ow else should lo ve
’
s perfected

And utter igno rance o fguilt
—yo ur own noo ntide fo llow?

Or o ther’s guilt—the girlish undisguised All the dawn promised sha ll the day perform
D elight at a strange novel prize - (I ta lk Mild red . So may it be I but
A silly language, but interpret, you Yo u are cautions, Love?

If I , with fancy at its full, and reason

Scarce in its germ, enjoined you secrecy, Mert oun . Oh , trust me ! Then our find

Ifyo u had pity on my passion , pity meeting
’
s fixed

On my pro tested sickness o f the soul To -morrow night ?
To sit besideyou , hearyou breathe, and watch
Your eyelids and the eyes beneath—if you
Accorded gifts and knew no t they were H is fo o t is on the yew- tree bough ; the turf

R eceives him now themoonligh t as herum

If I grew mad at last with enterprise
And must beho ld my beauty in her bower Ah , o nce again he turns

—thanks, thanks, my
Or perish—{ I was ignorant o feven Lo ve

My own d d res—what then were you ?) if H e
’
s gone. Oh , I

’
ll believe himevery word !

so rrow I was so young, I lo ved him so , I had
Sin—ii the end came—must I now renounce No mother, Go d forgo t me, and I fell .

My reason, blind myself to light, any tru th Theremaybepard on yet : all
’

s d o ubt beyond
Is false and lie to Go d and my own so ul Surely the bitterness o f death is past .
Contempt were all o f this

Or, H enry, I’ll no t wro ngyo u—you believe
That I was ignorant . I scarce grieve o

’
er

ACT II .

The past . W e
’
ll lo ve on ; yo u will love me Sa L 71 : 5 3W

Mertorm . Oh , to love less what one has E flffl 'LOR D Txasmu r, 544717!
injured ’ D OW » Tresliam. This way 1 In, Gerard , quick !

W hose pinio n I have rashly hurt , my breast [ArGERAR D enters, M m
Shall my heart

’
s warmth no t nurse the into

strength ? Now speak or, wait

Flowet avecrushcd , shall I no t care forthee ? I
’
ll bid you speak directly. [Su b M

Bloom o
’

er my crest , my fight
-mark and Now repa t

device l Firmly and circumstantially the ta le
Mildred , I lo ve you and yo u loveme.

Be tha t your last word . I shall sleep to -night .
Mertoun . This is no t o ur last meeting?

One night more.

Mertoun . And then—think, then l
Then, no

sweet courtship -days,
N o dawning conscio usness o f love for us ,

No strange and palpitatingbirths o f sense

I did not listen, or the balf is gone

Away from me. H ow long have you lived

here
H ere inmyho use, your lithe: kep t ourwoods
Before you ?

Gerard .
—As his fi ther did , my lord .

I have been ea ting, sixty years almost,
Yo ur bread .

D er/lam. Yes, yes. Yo u everwere ofall
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The servan ts in my fa ther
’
s ho use, I know, Twenty times.

The trusted one. You’
ll speak the truth . And what brings yo u

Gemm'. I
’
ll speak Under the yew- trees ?

God
’
s truth. Night after night Gerard . The first night I left

Since when ? My range so far, to track the stranger stag
Tha t bro ke the pale, I saw the man .

Amonth—e ach midnigh t has somemanaccess

Tush , access

No wide wo rds like access to me I

H e runs

Along the wo odside, crosses to the So uth,
Taka the left tree that ends the avenue Yo u have
Treslmm. The last great yew

- tree

Gerard .

The main boughs like a platfo rm. Then

he

Quick !
Gerard . Climbs up , and , where they lessen
at the to p ,

- I canno t see distinct ly, but he throws,
I think—fo r this I do no t vo uch—a line

That reaches to the lady
’
s casement

“ W hich
He enters no t l Gerard , some wretched fo o l
Dares pry into my sister

’
s privacy l

Whensuch are yo ung, it seems a precio us thing
To have approached ,—to merely have ap
preached ,

Go t sight o f, the shade of her they set
Their frantic thoughts upo n . H e d oes no t

enter

Gerard

Gerard . There is a lamp tha t’s fu ll i’ th e

Under a red square in the painted glass
OfLady Mildred

’
s

Tram . Leave that name out ! W ell ?

That lamp
Gerard .

—Is moved at midnight higherup
To onepane

—a smalldark-bluepane ; hewaits

For that amo ng the bo ughs : at sight o f tha t,
I see him,

plain as I see you , my lord ,
Open the lady’s casement , enter there
Tram .

—And stay ?
Gerard . An hour, two ho urs.

And this you saw

Yet sent

N o cross -bow shaft through the marauder
Gerard . But

H e came, my lo rd , the first time he was seen ,
In a great mo onlight , light as any day,
From Lady Mildred ’

s chamber.
Treskow [after a pau se].

—W ho could have cause to do my sister

wrong
Gerard . Oh , my lo rd , only once—let me
this once

Speak what is o n my mind ! Since first I
no ted

Al l this , I
’
ve groaned as if a fiery net

P lucked me this wayand that—fire if I turned
To her, fire if I turned to you , and fire
If d own I flungmyself and stro ve to die.

The lady co uld no t have been seven years
o ld

W hen I was trusted to conduct her safe

Through the deer-herd to stroke the snow

white fiwn
I brought to ea t bread from her tiny hand
W ithin a mo nth. She ever had a smile
To greet me with—she if it co uld und o

What
’
s d one, to lo p each limb from o ff this

All tha t is foo lish talk , no t fit fo r you
I mean, I could no t speak and bringherhurt
Fo r H eaven

’
s compelling. But when I was

fixed

To ho ld my peace, each morsel ofyo ur fo od
Eaten benea th your ro o f, my birth - place

to o ,

Choked me. I wish I had grown mad in
d oubts

W hat it behaved me d o . This morn it

seemed

Either I must confess to you , o r dre

N ow it is d o ne, I seem the vilest worm

Tha t crawls , to have betrayed my lad y.



Let me go l

W hat man ? Yo ung? N o t a vulgar hind ?

What dress ?

Gerard . A slouched ha t and a large dark
foreign cloak

W raps his who le fo rm ; even his . face is

But I sh ould judge him young : no hind , be
sure l

Gerard . H e is ever armed : his sword

Benea th the cloak .

Gerard , —I will no t say
No Word , no brea th of this 1

Tlmnlts, thanks, my lord l
[Gaesu

Oh , thought
’
s absurd l—a s with some mon

strous fact

W hich, when ill tho ughts beset us, seems to
give

Merciful Go d that mad e the sun and stars,

The waters and the green delights o f earth,
The lie I I apprehend the monstro us fact
Yet know the maker o f all worlds is go od ,
And yield my reason up , inadequate
To reconcile what yet I d o beho ld
Blasting my sense

outside :

This is my library, and this the chair
My fi ther used to sit in carelessly
After his so ldier- fashion, while I sto o d
Between his knees to questio n him and here
Gerard ourgrey retainer,—as he says,
Fed with our fo od , from sire to son, an age,

H as to ld a story—I am to believe I
no , no l bo th ta les

are true,

H er pure cheek’s story and the forester
’
s !

W o uld she, or co uld she, err—much les s,

All guilts o f treachery, o f craft, o f

H eaven

Keep me within its hand l—I will sit here

A BLOT IN TH E
’
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There
’
s cheerful day

ACT "

Until tho ught settle and I see my course.

Avert , oh Go d , only this woe fromme
[Ar te sink: 1 q fiead bet‘ween d irarm

irbea rd at tj e door.

Lord Tresham ! [Sire knocks. ) Is Lord

Tresham there ?

[Taasrram harn
'

br m ay , pull:

down Me first M above h is

7mm . Come in l [Ste enters.

H a, Guendo len -

good mo rning.

Treskam. W hat should I saymore ?
Gaendo len . P leasant queflion l. more?

This more. D id I besiege poor Mildred
’

s

Last nigh t till close on morningwith
“
the

Earl,
”

The Earl —whose worth did I ameverate
Till I am very fnin to ho pe that Thoro ld.
W hat is all this ? You are no t well '

You laugh at me.

Guendo len . H as what I
’mfain to hope,

Arrived then D oes that huge tome show

some blo t
In the Ear

’
s

’
scutcheo n come no longer hack

Than Arthur
’
s time ?

M id as.

chamber
Gera rdo/en . Oh , late enough, I to ld you !
The main thing

To ask is, how I left her chamber, -mre,
Co ntent yourself, she’ll grant this paragon
Of Earls no such ungracious

Send her here !

W hen left you Mildred
’

s

Guendolen . Thoro ld ?

7mm .

her, Guend o len ,
—But mildly !
Guendolen . Mild ly ?

Ah , you guessed arigbt !

I am no t well : there is no hiding it.

But tell her I wou ld see her at her leisure
Tha t is, at o nce ! here in the library !
The passage in that o ld Italian book
W e hunted fo r so long is found , say, found
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This, Mildred , is it fo r
Or, no , I canno t go to it so so o n !

That
’
s one o fmany po ints my haste left o ut

Each day, each hour throws forth its silk

Between the being tied to you by birth,
And you , until those slender threads compose
A web tha t shrouds her daily life o f hopes
And fears and fancies , all her life, fromyo urs
So close yo u live and yet so far apart !

And must I rend this web, tear up , break
d own Become o f me ? I

’
ll hide yo ur shame and

The sweet and pa lpita tingmystery mine

Tha tmakes hersacred Yo u—foryo u Imean , From every eye ; the d ead must heave their
Shall I speak , sha ll I no t speak ?

Speak Und er the marble of our chapel-floor ;

Is there a sto ry men co uld—anyman

Could tell o f yo u, yo u would conceal from
me

I
’
ll never think there’s falsehoo d on that lip .

Say There is no such sto rymen could tell,
”

And I
’
ll believe yo u , tho ugh I disbelieve

The world—theworld o f bettermen than I ,
And women such as I suppose you. Speak
[After a pause ] N o t speak ? Explain then !

Clea r it up then Move

Some o f the miserable weigh t away
That presses lowerthan thegrave ! No t speak ?
Some o f the dead weight, Mildred Ah , if I
Could bring myself to plainly make their rest

charge Is understood as if
’
twere written down

Against you Must I , Mildred ? Silent still ? H is suit finds favo ur in yo ur eyes.
” Now

[After a pame. ] Is there a gal lant that has

wed

Your paramo ur abo ve o urmo ther’s tomb
Our mo ther canno t move from ’

neath your

fo o t.

W e to o will somehowwear this one day out

But with to -mo rrow hastens here—the Earl !
The yo uth witho ut suspicion flee can come

proceed such hearts

I have d espa tched last night at your com

A missive biddinghim present himself
To -morrow—here—thus much is said ; the

night by nigh t
Admittance to your chamber Last nigh t

’
s—d o dicta te that !

[Afler a pause ] Then , his name !
Till now, I only had a th ough t fo r you : if I will receive him as I said ?
But now,

—his name ! The Earl?

Thoro ld , do yo u devise

Fit expiation fo rmy guilt , if fit H o there !

There he !
’
Tis nought to say that I’ll Guend o len

GUENDOLEN and Ao srrn enter.

And , Austin , you are welcome, too ! Look

And bless you , - that my spirit yearns to
purge

H er stains ofi
'

in the fierce renewingfire
But d o no t plungeme into otherguilt
Oh , guilt enough I cannot tell his name.

there !

The woman there !

H ow? Mildred ?

Tram . Then judge yo urself ! H ow

should I act P ro no unce

M ildred . Oh , Tho ro ld , yo u must never

tempt me thus !
To die here in this chamber by that sword

W ould seem like punishment : so sho uld 1

glide,

Like an arch -cheat, into extremest blim !
’
Twere easily arranged fo rme : but yo u
W hat would become o fyo u
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Mildred o nce

Now the receiver night by night, when sleep
Blessa the inma tes of her fa ther’s ho use,
—I say, the so ft slywanton that receives
Herguilt

’
s accomplice ’

neath this roo fwhich
ho lds

You , Guend o len , yo u , Austin, and has held
Athousand Treshams—never one like her
No lighter o f the signal

- lamp her quick
Foul breath near quenches in ho t eagerness

O
’
the lattice, practised in the stea lthy tread ,

Into—wha t yo u thought Mildred
’
s, in a word

Guendo len . 0h , Mildred , loo k to me, at

least !

Thoro ld—she
’
s dead , I

’
d say, but tha t she

Rigid as stone and whiter l

Guendolen . To o much Yo u must proceed

Yes

Proceed ! All
’
s truth . Go from me !

All is tru th,
She tells you W ell, you know, or ought to
know,

All this I would fo rgive in her. I
’
d con

Eachprecept the harsh wo rld enjoina, I
’
d take

Ourancesto rs
’
stern verdicts one by one,

I
’
d bind myself befo re them to exact

hers,
The sight o f her, the hare least memory
OfMildred , my one sister, my heart

’
s pride

Above all prides, my all in a ll so long,
Would scatter every trace ofmy reso lve.

What were it silently to waste away
And see her waste away from this day fo rth,
Two scathed things with leisure to repent ,
And grow acquainted with the grave, and die
Tired out if no t at peace, and be forgo tten
It were no t so impossible to bear.
But this—that , fresh from last night

’
s pledge

renewed

Oflovewith the successful gallant there,

343

—
yo u

She ca lmly bids me help her to entice,
Inveigle an unco nscio us trustingyouth
W ho thinks her all tha t’s chaste and good

and pure,
—Invitas me to betray him who so fit

As ho no ur’s self to cover shame’s arch -deed ?
—That she

’
ll receive Lord Mertona—(her

own phrase)
This, who co u ld bear? W hy, you have heard

o f thieves ,

Stabbers, the earth
’
s disgrace, who yet have

laughed ,
Talk no t to me o f torture—I’ll betray
N o comrade I’ve pledged faith to !

”

have heard
Ofwretched women—a ll but Mildreds—tied
By wild illicit ties to losels vile

You’
d tempt the. to fo rsake ; and they’ll
reply

Go ld , friends, repute, I left for him, I find
In him, why should I leave him then fo r

go ld ,

R epute o r friends —and you have felt

R espond to such po or o utcasts o f the world

As to so many friends ; bad as yo u please,
You’

ve felt they were God ’
s men and women

still ,

So , no t to he disowned by yo u . But she

Tha t stands there, calmly gives her lover up
As means to wed the Earl tha t she may hide
Their intercourse the surelier : and , fo r this,
I curse her to her face befo re you a ll .

Shame hunt her from the earth Then
H eaven d o right

To bo th It hears me now—sha ll judge her
then l [ArM ILD R ED fa int: and fa llr,

TR ESH AM rush : ou t .

Austin . Stay, Tresham, we
’
ll accompany

you

Guendo len . W e

Wha t , and leave Mildred ? W e P W hy,

where
’
s my place

But by herside, and where yo urs but bymine
Mildred—o neword 1 Only look atme, then
Austin . N o , Guend o len ! I echo Thoro ld

’
s

vo ice.

She is unworthy to beho ld
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Guend o len . Us two ? N o , norha lf tha t—o fall he heard H e says,
Ifyo u spoke on reflection , and if I
Appro ved your speech - if you (to pu t the Austin .

My hand , dear Mildred !

At lowest ) yo u the so ld ier, bo und to make 1—1 was so young!
The king

’
s cause yo urs and figh t fo r it, and Beside, I lo ved him, Tho ro ld—and I had

throw N0 mo ther ; God fo rgo t me so , I fell .
R egard to o thers o f its right o rwrong, Guendolen . Mildred
—Ifwith a death -whitewoman you can help,
Let alo ne sister, let alone a Mildred , D id I dream
You left her—o r if I, her cousin, friend That I could pa lliatewhat is d o ne? All’s true.
This mo rning, playfellow but yesterday, N ow, punish me ! A woman takesmyhand ?
W ho said , o r though t at least a thousand Let go my hand ! Yo u d o no t know, I see.

I tho ugh t tha t Thoro ld to ld yo u .

I
’
d serve you if I co uld , should now face W ha t is this ?
ro und W here start you to

And say, Ah , that
’
s to only signify

I
’
d serveyou while you

’
re fit to serve yo ur

self

So lo ngas fifty eyes await the turn
Ofyo urs to forestall itsyet half- fo rmed wish ,
I
’
ll pro ffer my assistahce yo u’

ll no t need

W hen every tongue is praisingyo u , I
’
ll jo in

The praisers’chorus—when you’
re hemmed

W ith lives between you and detractio n

To be laid d own if a rude v oice, rash eye,
R o ugh hand sho uld vio la te the sacred ring
Their wo rship throws abou t yo u , then
indeed ,

W ho ’
ll stand up foryo u stout as I ? Ifso

W e said , and so we d id , - no t Mildred there
W ould be unworthy to beho ld us bo th,
But we sho uld be unwo rthy, bo th o f us,
To be beheld by—by—yourmeanest d og,
W hich, if tha t swo rd were broken in yourface If once I threwmy arms about yo ur neck
Befo re a crowd , that badge torn o ff your And sunk my head upon yourbreast , that I
breast , Should weep again .

And you cast ou t with ho o tingand contempt , Let go her hand now,
—W o uld push his way thro

’
all the hoo ters,

gain

Yo ur sid e, go o ffwith yo u and a ll your shame
To the next ditch you cho ose to die in

D o you lo ve me H ere
’
s Austin, Mildred ,

- here
’
s

Your bro ther says he d oes no t believe half

Oh , Austin , lo osen me !

Yo u heard the who le o f it—yo ur eyes were

wo rse,

In their surprise, than Tho ro ld
’
s ! Oh , unless

Yo u stay to execute his sentence, loo se

My hand H as Tho ro ld gone, and are you

here

o f yours will wait
Yo ur bidd ing ; be yo u silent , sleep ormuse !
Only, when yo u shal lwant yo urbiddingdone,
H ow can we d o it if we are no t by?

H ere
’
s Austin waiting patiently yourwill !

One spirit to command , and one to lo ve

And to believe in it and d o its best ,
P oo r as that is, to help it—why, the world
H as been won many a time, its length and

bread th ,
By just such a beginning

Austin

W ait fo rme. P ace the ga llery and think

On the world
’
s seemings and realities,

Until I call you . [Ausrmgu t.
M ild red . No—I canno t weep.

N0more tears fi'om this brain—no sleep
- no

tears !

O Guend o len, I lo ve you
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W ere no thing : all men hope, and see their
hopes

Frustra te, and grieve awhile, and ho pe anew.

But I to hOpe tha t from a line like o urs
N o ho rrid prodigy like this would spring,
W erejust as tho ugh I hoped tha t fromtheseo ld
Confed era tes against the so vereign day,
Children of o lder and yet o lder sires,
W hose living cora l berries dropped , as now

On me, o n many a baron’
s surcoa t once,

On many a beauty’swhimple—would pro ceed
N o po iso n - tree, to thrust, from hell its roo t,
H ither and thither its strange snaky
W hy came I here ? W ha tmust I do ? [A be”

st riker. ) A bell
Midnight and

’
tis at midnight

catch
—W oods, river, plains, I ca tch yourmeaning

now,

And I obeyyou ! H ist ! This tree will serve.

[H e retires behind one qf the trees.

After a p ause, enter MERTOUN

Mertoun . No t time

vo luptuo us beat
Of hope and fear, my heart

clock
I’ the chapel struck as I was pushing thro ugh
The ferns. And so I shall no more see rise

My lo ve- star ! Oh , no ma tter fo r the past
So much the mo re delicious ta sk to wa tch
Mildred revive to pluck o ut , thorn by tho rn,
All trace s o f the rough fo rbidden path
Myrash lo ve lured herto Each daymust see
Some fearofhers efi'aced , some hoperenewed
Then there will be surprises , unforeseen

Beat o ut thy last

I thought the

A BLOT IN TH E
’
SCUTCH EON ACT III

A branch from the white blossomed shrub

benea th
The casement there.

yo ur peace.

Tree/ram. Into themoonlight yonder, come
with me !

Out o f the shad ow

Take this, and ho ld

I am armed , fo o l ’

no—tin t wasmild

Mertoun . I do conjure Lord Tresham—ay,

Kissing his fo o t , if so I migh t prevail
Tha t he fo s his own sake forbear to ask

Myname ! As heaven
’
s above, his futureweal

Or woe depends upon my silence Vain !

I read yo ur white inexorable i ce.
Delights in store. I

’
ll no t regret the past . Knowme, Lo rd Tresham

[Th Iigfit isp laced above

in th eM 14p ane. Tm banr. Mert ona

And see, my signa l rises, Mildred
’
s star ! [After a pause ] D raw now !

I never saw it lo velier than now Mertoun. H earme

It rises for the last time. If it sets , Bu t speak first !
’
Tis tha t the re assuring sun may dawn . Tresham. No t one least word on you!

[As h p reparer to a reend tlie lart tree qf life !

Me avenue, Taasnau arrest: Iris arm. Be sure that I will strangle in your throat
Unhand me—peasant, by yourgrasp ! H ere

’
s The least word that info rms me how you live

go ld . And yet seem what you seem No doubt
’
Twas a mad freak o fmine. I said I’d pluck ’

twas you

Yes ,

Or no You’
ll come into the light , o r no ?

My hand is on yo ur throat—refuse

Mertoun .

W here have I heard

and slow.

I
’
ll come with you .

Tram You’re armed : that’s well.

Your name who are you

Mertoun . (Tresham -she is lost !)
7mm . Oh , silent ? D o you know, you

hear yourself

Exactly as, in curious dreams I’ve had
H ow felons, this wild earth is full o f, lo ok
W hen they’re detected , still yo ur kind has

looked
The bravo ho lds an assured countenance,
The thief is vo luble and plana'ble,
But silently the slave o f lust has cro uched

W hen I have fancied it befo re a man .
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Tsugh tMildred still to keep that face and sin .

Ifyou once taught me the unteachable,
Exp lained how yo u can live so , and so lie.

With Go d
’
s help I retain, despitemy sense,

The o ld belief—a life like yo urs is still
impossible. Now draw

Mertoun . N o t fo rmy sake,
Do I entreat a hearing—for your sake,
And mo st , for her sake !

H a ha , what shou ld I
Know ofyourways ? A miscreant like your

self,
How must o ne rouse his ire A blow

tha t
’
s pride

No doubt, to him ! One spurns him, does

o ne no t

Orsets the fo ot upon his mouth , o r spits
Into h

'

B fi ce ! Come ! W hich , o r all o f

these ?

Mertoun .

’
Twixt himand me and Mildred ,

H eaven be judge !
Can I avoid this ? H ave yourwill , my lord

[H e draws and , after a fewparser,falls.

Tram . Yo u are not hurt ?
Mewun . You’ll hw me now

But rise !

Merto un. Ah , Tresham, say I no t
“ you’

ll

hearme now

And what procures a man the right to speak

In his defence before his fellow man,
But—I supp ose—the thought tha t presently
Hemay have lea ve to speak before his Go d
His who le defence ?

Trerfia nr. N o t hurt It canno t be !

Youmade no effort to resist me. W here

My thrusts H urt where
Mertona . My lord

H ow yo unghe is
Mertoun . Lo rd Tresham, I amveryyoung,
and yet

Do let me speak, and d o believemy speech !
That when I die before you presently,
7mm . Can yon stay here till I retum
with help ?

Mertoun . Oh , stay byme ! W hen I was
less than boy

Uponmy ho nour, knewit no t ! Once known,
I co uld no t find what seemed . a better way
To righ t you than I too k : my life—yo u feel
H ow less than no thingwere the givingyou

The life you ’
ve taken But I thought my

m y
The better—o nly fo r your sake and hers
And as you have decided otherwise,
W o uld I had an infinity o f lives
To Offeryou ! Now say

—instruct me—think !
Can you , from the briefminutes I have left,
Eke out my reparation ? Oh think—think
Fo r I must wringa partia l—d are I say,
Forgiveness from you ere I die ?

Mertoun . W aitand po nder that greatword
Because, if yo u forgive me, I shall hope
To speak to you o f—Mildred !
Tm bam. Mertoun , haste

And anger have undone us.

’
Tis no t you

Should tell me for a no velty you
’
re young,

Tho ughtless, unable to reca ll the past.
Be bu t yo ur pardon ample as my own !
Merleux . Ah ,Tresham, that a sword -stroke
and a drop

Of blo od o r two , sho uld bring all this about !
W hy,

’
twas my very fear o fyo u , my love

Of you
—(what passion like a boy

’
s for one

Like you - that ruined me I dreamed o f

You , a ll accomplished , co urted everywhere,
The scho lar and the gentleman. I burned
To knit myself to you : but I was young,
And yo ur surpassingreputa tion kept me
So far aloo f ! Oh , wherefore all that love ?

W ith less of love, myglo rio us yesterday
Of praise and gentlest wo rds and kindest

looks,
H ad taken place perchance six months ago .

Even now, how happy we had been ! And

yet

I know the thought o f this escaped you ,
Tresham

Let me look up into yo ur fi ce ; I feel
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’
Tis changed abo ve me : yet my eyes are

glazed .

W here ? where

Ah , Mildred ! W ha t will
Mildred d o ?

Tresham, her life is bound up in the life

Tha t
’
s bleed ing fi st away I

’
ll live - must

There, if you’
ll only turn me I sha ll live

And save her ! Tresham—o h , had yo u but

H ad yo u bu t heard W ha t right was yo urs

The thoughtless fo ot upon her life and

mine,
And then say, as we perish H ad I thought ,
All had gone o therwise W e

’
ve sinned

and die

Neveryou sin, Lo rd Tresham foryo u’
ll d ie,

And God will judge you .

Yes, be satisfied I

And she sits there
W aitingfo rme Now, sayyo u this to her

Yo u , no t ano ther—say, I saw him die
As he breathed this , I lo ve her —you

d on
’
t know

W hat those three small words mean ! Say,
lo ving her

Lowers me d own the bloody slope to dea th
W ith memories I speak to her, no t you ,
W h o had no pity, will have no remorse,
P erchance intend her D ie a long with

D ear Mildred
’
tis so easy, and yo u

’
ll

’
scape

So much unkindness Can I lie at rest ,
W ith rude speech spoken to you , ruder

D one to yo u
—heartless men shall have my

heart ,
And I tied d own with gra ve-clo thes and the

Aware, perhaps, of every blow—o h Go d

Upo n those lips—yet of no power to tear
The felon stripe by stripe D ie, Mildred

ACT " I

us o ut .

Tf er/ram. H o , Gerard !

En ter Gam n, AUST IN and Gusnnou ts ,

Yo u see what
’
s d one.

I canno t bear ano ther vo ice.

me no t fiom her !
There stay you there !

you here

W ith Tho ro ld until Gerard comes with help
Then lead him to his chamber. I must go

Tresham. Guend o len , I hear each word
Yo u utter. D id you hear him bid me give
H is message? D id yo u hearmy promise? I,
And only I , see Mild red .

She will die.

Tram . Oh no , she will no t die ! 1

dare no t ho pe
She’ll die. W ha t gro und have you to think

she
’
ll die

W hy, Austin
’
s with yo u

There was no fight at all

H e let me slaughter him—the boy ! I
’
!

The body there to you and Gerard—thus !
Now hear him on beforeme.

Light all abo ut me, and I mo ve to it.
Tresham, did I no t tell yo u—d id you no t

Just promise to deliverwords o fmine
To Mildred

T” sham. I will bear thme wo rd s to her.

Mertoun . N ow ?

Tram . N ow. Lifi you the body.
and leave me

The head .

[ArMay km lu ff mind Manro vs .
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Foroncemo re reachingtherelinquished prize!
H ow id le thoughts are, some men’

s, dying
men’

s

Mildred ,
Mr

'

ldred . You ca llmekindlierbymyname

7mm . It weighs so much uponmymind
that I

This morning took an cmcc no t my own !
I might . o f course, I must be glad o r too ? W ell said

grieved , OfGuend o len I dared no t hope yo u
’
d die

Content or no t, at every little thing But she was sure of it.

That touches you . I may with a wrung Tell Guend o len

I lo ved her, and tell Austin
Even reprove you, Mildred I did mo re D es

-64m.

W ill yo u forgiveme? And me ?

Tho ro ld d o you mock ? Mild red. Ah , Thoro ld ! W as
’
t no t rashly

d one

fi es/lam. Forgive me, Mildred -are yo u

silent, Sweet

H enry Mertoun come to -night

Are yo u , too , silent ?

[D al
-H ugh }mantleaside, andpm

'

nfi ng
to hairscabbard , radia l ismy .

Ah , this speaks foryo u
You’

ve murdered H enry Mertoun ! N ow

proceed
W hat is it I must pard o n ? This and all ?

W ell, I d o pardon you—I think I d o .

Thoro ld , how very wretched you must be !
Tram . H e bademe tell you

But at the end , as he lo o ked up fo r life

Your utterance o f So much that you may Into your eyes—you struck him d own l

tell No ! No !

And will no t—how yo u murdered him H ad I but heard him—had I let him speak
but, no H alf the truth—lees—had I loo ked lo ngon

Yo u’
ll tell me that he lo ved me, nevermo re

Than bleeding out his life there : must 1 my I had desisted ! W hy, as he lay there,
Indeed ,

”
to tha t Enough I pardo n you . Themoon on his flushed check, I gathered all

Tres/lam. You canno t, Mildred fo r the The sto ry ere he to ld it : I saw thro ugh

harsh words, yes The troubled surface o fhis crime and yours

Of this last deed Ano ther’s judge : whose A depth of purity immovable,
do om H ad l but glanced , where all seemed turln

'

dest

I wait in do ubt , despo ndency and fear. H ad gleamed some inlet to the calmbeneath :
M ild red . Oh , true ! There

’
s nought fo rme I wo u ld no t glance my punishment

’
s st

to pardo n ! True ! hand .

Yo u loose my soul of al l its cares at once.

D eath makes me sure o fhim br ever ! You

Tell me his last wo rds ? H e shall tell me

them,

And take my answer—no t in words, but

readmg
H imself the heart I had to read him late,

hope
And lo ve of me—whom you lo ved to o , and

yet

Suffered to sit here waiting his approach

Whileyou were slayinghim? Oh , d oubtlessly
You let him speak his poo r co nfused boy

’
s

speech
—D o his po o r utmost to dimrm your wra th
And respite me l—you let him try to give

The sto ry o f our love and igno rance,
And the briefmadness and the longdespair
Yo u let him p lead all this, because yom
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There, Mildred , is the truth ! and you—say

You curseme?

Tram . Something d oes weigh down
Myneck beside herweight : thanks : I sho uld

fi ll

Mildred . As I dareapproach that H eaven But for you , Austin, I believe l—there, there,
Which has no t bad e a living thing despair,
Which needs no code to keep its grace n'om

stain

But bids the vilest worm tha t turns o n it

Desist and be forgiven,
—I—fo rgive no t ,

But blessyou , Tho ro ld , frommysoul o fsouls !

There ! D o no t think too much upon thepast !
Thecloud tha t

’
s brokewas all the same a cloud

While it sto o d up between my friend and yo u ;
You hurt him ’

neath its shadow : but is that

50 past retrieve I have his heart , you know
Imay dispose o f it : I give it you !

It loves you as mine loves ! Confirm me

H enry
Tm bam. I wish thee joy, Beloved I
am glad

Guendo len [wiMou t]. Mildred ! Tresham !

[Enteringwith AUST IN . ) Tho ro ld ,
I could desist no longer. Ah , she swoons !

That’s well.
Tram . Oh, better h r than tha t !

She
’
s dead !

Let me unlock her arms !
Tra j a n . She threw them thus

About my neck, and blessed me, and then

You
’
ll let them stay now, Guendo len !

And look to him ! W ha t ails you , Tho ro ld

As she, and whiter ! Austin quick—this

Austin . A bo th is oozing through his

Both lips, where they’re no t bitten through ,

Speak, dearest Thoro ld

’
Twill pass away so o n —ah ,—I had for

I am dying.

Guendolen . Thoro ld—Tho ro ld—whywas
this

Tresham. I said , just as I drank the po ison
06,

The earth would be no longer earth to me,
The life ou t of al l life was go ne fromme.

There are blind ways pro vided , the fo red one
H eart -weary player in this pageant -world

D rops out by, letting themain masque defile
By the conspicuous po rtal : I am thro ugh
Just through !
Guendo len . D on

’
t leave him, Austin

D eath is close.

Tm bam. Alread y Mildred ’
s face is peace

fuller.

I see yo u , Austin—feel yo u here’smy hand ,
P ut yours in it—you , Guend o len, yours to o
You ’

re lord and lady now—you
’
re Treshams

name

And fame are yours you ho ld our
’
scutcheon

up .

Austin, no blo t o n it You see how bloo d
Must wash one blo t away : the first blo t

came

And the first blood came. To the vain

world
’
s eye

Al l
’
s gules again no care to the vain world ,

From whence the red was drawn

N o blo t sha ll come !
7mm . I said tha t : yet it did come.

Shou ld it come,
Vengeance is Go d

’
s, no t man

’
s. R emember

Guendo len [letting fal l lb: p u lselesr arm].
Ah , Thoro ld , we can but remember
you
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Iv and vio let , wha t d o ye here
ith blo ssom and shoo t in the warm spring
wea ther.

H iding the arms o t
’

Monchenci and Vere ?

The soo ner, friend , o ne learns P rince Ber

Co no rraa o r RAvns'ra tN . D uchess o f Juliers tho ld
’
s pleasure,

and Cleves. The better fo r us all : howwrites the P rince?
SABYNE . ADOLF'fl” am fl f‘o Giveme ! I’ll read it fo r the common good.

G uraaar . GAucau ra , MAvrttor , C wo Gu l
'

fifl ’t . In time, sir, —but till l
'

”is

VAu mca . advoca te of Clever.

P R INCE Banm o nn , cla ima nt q/ tke D ucky .

Mammo n, his confida n t .

P u sa n—The P a lace a t J ulie's.

Tin s , 16

Ouro ld D uke just disclosed his child’s retreat.
Declared her true succession to his rule,

ACT I.

MOR N IN G .

SCENE.
—A corridor lead ing to tile

GAUCELME, Cw o nar , MAUFROY and other

Co urtiers , round GU IBER
’

I
‘

, wh it silently You’
re l ily such a novice as to need

readingafidpef : as temp : it at theM The lesso n you pretend
Gm

'

bert . Tha t this sho uld beherbirthday W hat lesson, sit ?

and the day That everybody, if he’d thrive at court,

W e all invested her, twd vemonths ago , Should , first and last o f all , look to himself?

jest, I think

As the la te D uke’s true heires s and our liege
And that this also must become the day
Oh , miserable lady
l et Ca rtier. Ay, indeed ?

and Courtier. W ell , Guibert
3rd Courtier. But yournews,

yw ’

W e conveyed her from Castle R avestein

That sleeps o ut trustfully its extreme age
On the Meuse

’ quiet hank, where she lived

queen
Over the water-buds,—to Juliers’ court
W ith joy and bustle. H ere again we staud

SirGaucelme’s buckle’s constant to his u p
To -day

’
s much such ano ther sunny day
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Tha t o ne, confessed her firther
’
s cousin

’
s

child ,
And , she away, indisputable heir,
Against o ur cho ice pro testingand the D uke

’
s,

Claimed Juliers —no r, as he preferred his

claim,

That first this, then ano ther po tentate,
Inclined to its a llowance —I o ryou ,
Or any o ne except the lady

’
s self?

Oh , it had been the direst cruelty
To break the business to her ! Things might

At all events, we
’
d see next masque at end ,

Next mummery o ver first : and so the edge

W as taken o ff sharp tidings as they came,
Till here’s the P rince upo r us, and there’

s she

—W rea thing her hair, a so ng between her
lips,

W ith just the faintest no tion possible
That some such claimant earns a liveliho od
Abo ut the world , by feigninggrievances
Few pay the sto ry o f, bu t grudge its price,
And fewer listen to , a second time.

Yo urmethod proves a failure ; now trymine l
And , since this must be carried

Guibert [ma rking the p aper from dim].
By yo ur leave

Yo ur zeal transports you !
’
Twill no t serve

the P rince

So much as yo u expect , thisvcourseyou
’
d take.

If she leaves quietly her palace,—well
But if she died upo n its thresho ld , -no

H e
’
d have the tro uble o f remo vingher.

Come, gentles, we
’
re all—what the devil

knows
Yo u , Gaucelme, wo n

’
t lose character, beside

Yo u broke yo ur fa ther
’
s heart superio rly

To ga ther his successio n—never blush
You’

re from my pro vince, and , be comforted ,

They tell o f it with wonder to this day.

Yo u can afi
'

o rd to let your ta lent sleep.

W e
’
ll take the verywo rst suppo sed , as true

There, the o ld D uke knew, when he hid his
child

Among the river- flowers at Ra vestein ,

W ith whom the right lay ! Ca ll the P rince

our D uke
There, she’s no D uchess, she’s no anything

Mo re than a youngmaid with thebluest eyes
And now, sirs, we

’
ll no t break this young

maid ’s heart

Co o lly as Ga ucelme co uld and wo uld ! No

haste
H is ta lent

’
s full - blown , o urs but in the bud

W e
’
ll no t ad vance to his perfection yet

W ill we, Sir Maufroy? See, I
’
ve ruined

Maufroy

Fo r ever as a courtier

Ten—twelve, Imake : a perilous droppingoti!
Guibert . P ooh—is it audience hour? The

vestibu le
Swarms to o , I wager, with the commo n sort

That want our privilege o f entry here.
Gau celm . Ad o lf [R e-enter ADOLF. )
W ho ’

s o utside ?

Guibert . Oh , yo ur looks sufi oe ‘
.

N obody waiting?
Maufi oy [looking tfif ougb té e M fflld j }

Scarce o ur number !
’
Sdetuh !

N o thing to beg for, to complain abo ut ?

It wan
’
t be l Ill news spreads, but no t so fist

As thus to frighten all the wo rld !

Lives out o f d o o rs, sir—no t with you andme

By presence- chamber po rches, state - room

stairs,

W hereverwarmth’s perpetual o utside
’
s free

To every wind from every compass-point,
And who mayget nipped needs be weather

wrse.

The P rince comes and the lad y’s P eoplego ;
The snow goose settles down, the swallows

flee

W hy sho uld they wait fo rwinter- time ?
’
Tis

D o n
’
t you feel somewha t chil ly

H ere
’
s a coil

And , co unt us , will yo u ? Count its residue.

This boasted co nvoy, this day last year
’

s

crowd

A birthd ay, to o , a gra tu lation day !
I
’m dumb : bid tha t keep silence
Maufroy and otlm'

r. Eh, Sir Guibert ?
H e

’
s right : that does say something: that

’

s
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Tha t
’
s their cra ft ?

And lastyear’s crowders- ro und and criers - fo rth

That strewed the garlands, o verarched the

Lighted the bo nfires, sang the loya l songs
Well

’

tis my comfo rt , you co uld never callme

The P eo ple’

s Friend The P eo ple keep
their wo rd

I keep my place : d o n
’
t doubt I’ll entertain

The P eop le when the P rince comes , and the

P eo ple
Are ta lked o f ! Then, their speeches—no

Found respite, no t a pen had ho liday
—For they wro te, too , as well as spoke,

Now see : we tax and tithe them, pill and
po ll,

They wince and fret eno ugh, bu t pay they
must

—We manage tha t,—so , pay with a goo d

grace

They might as well, it costs so little mo re.

But when we’ve d one with taxes, meet fo lk
next

Outside the to ll -boo th and the ra ting
-place,

In public—there they have us if they will ,
We

’

re at theirmercy after tha t, yo u see

Forone tax no t ten devils could exto rt

Overand abo ve necessity, a grace
This prompt disbosoming o f lo ve, to wit

Theirvine- leafwrappage o fo ur tribu tepenny,
And crowding attesta tion , all wo rks well.
Yet this precisely d o they thrust on us

Those cappings quick, these crook - and - cring
ings low,

Hand to the heart , and fo rehead to the knee,
With grin that shuts the eyes and opes the
mouth

50 tender they their love ; and , tendermade,
Go home to curse us, the first d o it we ask.

As if their so uls were any longer theirs
As if they had no t given ample warrant
To who sho u ld clap a co llar o n their neck ,
Rings In their nose, a goad to either flank ,
And take them for the brute they boast

themselves
ShY- ‘there

’
s a bustle at the ou ter d o o r

And somebody entreating tha t’s my
name

Ad o lf,— I hea rd my name
’
Twas probably

The suito r.

Guibert . Oh , there is o ne ?
W ith a suit

H e
’
d fiiin enfo rce in person

I no ticed he’d a brow.

Ado{fi So glancing, hegrows calmer, leans

awhile
Over the balustrade, adjusts his dress,

The goo d heart
And the grea t foo l ! Just o pe the mid

d o o r
’
s fo ld

Is tha t a lappet o f his cloak , I see ?
Add}: If it bear plenteous sign o f travel

ay,

The very cloak my comrades tore

W hy tore

Ado lf: H e seeks the D uchess’ presence in

Since daybreak, was he posted hereabo uts
Lest he should miss the moment .

W here’s he now

Ada{f. Go ne for a minute po ssibly, no t

mo re

They have ad o enough to thrust him back .

Gu ibert . Ay
—but my name, I caught

Oh , sir—he said
—W ha t was it —Yo u had known him fo r

merly,
And , he believed , would help h im d id yo u

guess

H ewaited now you promised him asmuch
The o ld plea ! ’

Faith , he
’
s back, - renews

the charge
[Speaking a t theM . ] So long as the man

parleys , peace o utside

N o r be to o ready with yo ur ha lberts, there
Gaucelme. My horse bespattered , as he

blo cked the path
A thin so urman , no t unlike somebody.

Add/Z H e ho lds a paper in his breast ,
whereon

H e glances when his cheeks flush and his

brow
At each repulse



356

And present ly turns ro und , quiet again ,

COLOMBE
’
S BIR TH D AY ACT !

Is Cleves fo rgo tten ? Then , remember me !

W ith some new pretext for admittance. Yo u promised me that you wo uld help me
Back o nce,

[To GU IBER T . }—Sir, he has seen you N ow Fo r o therpurpose will yo u keep yourword ?
cross halberts H a

P asca l is pro stra te—there lies Fabian to o

N o passage ! W hither wo uld the madman

press
Clo se the doo rs quick on me

Gu ibert . To o late H e
’
s here.

E fi ler, ba sil/y a nd wil l: d zkcomp osea
’

dress, VALENCE.

Va lence. Sir Guibert , will yo u help me
me, tha t come

Charged by yo ur townsmen , a ll who starve

a t Cleves ,

To represent their heights and depths o fwoe
Befo re o ur D uchess and obtain relief

Such errands barricad e such d o o rs, it seems
But no t a commo n hindrance d rives me back
On a ll the sad yet hopeful faces, lit
With hope fo r the first time, which sent me

fo rth.

Cleves, speak for me

women, speak
W ho fo llowed me—yo ur strongest

—many a
mile

Tha t I might go the fresher from theirranks,
—W ho sit—yo ur weakest—by the cityga tes,

To take me fuller o fwha t news I bring
As I return—fo r I must need s return
—Can I ’

Twere hard , no listener fo r their
wrongs,

To turn them back upon the o ld despair
H arder, Sir Guibert , than implo ring thus
So , I d o—any way you please—implo re
If yo u but how sho u ld you remember

Cleves

Yet they o fCleves remember you so well

Ay, comment o n each trait o fyou they keep,
Your wo rds and deeds caught up a t second

hand ,
P roud , I believe, at bo ttom o f their hearts ,
0

’
the very levity and recklessness

W hich only prove that you fo rget theirwrongs.
Cleves , the grand town , whose men and

women starve,

Cleves
’ men and

Gu ibert . And who may yo u be, friend ?

Va lence o fCleves.

Guibert . Valence o f no t the ad vocate

o fCleves,

I owed my who le esta te to , threeymrs back ?
Ay, well mayyo u keep silence W hy, my

lords ,

You
’
ve heard , I

’m sure,

three years,
I was so nearly ousted o fmy land

By some knave’

s pretext— (eh ? when you
refused me

Your ugly daughter, Clugnet -a .nd you’

ve

heard
H ow I reco vered it by miracle
— (W hen I refused her H ere

’
s the very

fi'iend ,
- Valence o fCleves, al l parties have to thank
N ay, Valence, this pro ced ure

’
s vile in you !

I
’m no mo re gra teful than a co urtier sho uld ,
But po litic am I—I bear a brain ,

Can cast abo ut a little, might require
Yo ur services a second time. I tried
To tempt yo u with advancement here to court

N0 —well , for curio sity at least
To view o ur lifehere No - o urD uchess.

then,
A pretty woman’

s wo rth some pains to sec,
N o r is she spo iled , I take it, if a crown

Complete the fo rehead pale and tres s

pure
Va lence. Our city trusted me its miseries,

And I am come.

Gu ibert .

come,
So may you be, for anything I know,

To beg the P ope’
s cross, o r Sir Clugnet

'
s

daughter,
And with an equal chance you get all three.

If it was ever worth your while to come,
W as no t the pro per way wo rth finding too

?

Va lence. Straight to the palace-portal, sir,
I came

Gu z
'

bert. —And said

h ow, P entecost

So much fo r taste ! But
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Adolf. H er Grace receives the co urt .

Gu sher: [aside]. N ow, ru rrum coro
'
a , quo th

the mass priest . D
ACT 11'

W hoever’5 my kind saint , d o let alone
NOON .

These pushings to and fro , and pu llings

P eaceably let me hang o
’
the devil

’
s arm

The d ownward pa th, ifyou can
’
t pluck me ofi'

Completely 1 Let me live quite his , oryours
[The Courtiers begin to range themselves, for the court 1

Sabyne.

’
Tis scarcely audience hour, 1

The D vcnsss and Samma .

Afterme, Valence So , o ur famo us Cleves think yo ur Grace
Lacks bread Yet d on

’
t we gallants buy May best consult yo ur own relief, no d oubt,

their lace And shun the crowd : but few can have
And dear eno ugh—it beggars me, I know,

To keep my very glo ves h'inged pro perly.

This, Valence, is our Grea t Sta te H al l yo u

cross ;

Yon grey urn
’
s veritable marcasite,

The P ope’
s gift and those sa lvers testify

The Empero r. P resently yo u’
ll set your

foo t

But yo u d on
’
t Speak , friend Valence l

I sha ll speak .

Gancelnze [arfl e to GU IBER T]. Guibert - it
were no such ungraceful thing

Ifyou and I , a t first , seemed ho rror- struck
W ith the bad news. Lo o k here, what yo u

sha ll d o .

Suppose yo u , first , clap hand to swo rd and cry
Yield strangers o ur a llegiance First I

’
ll

Besideyo urGrace —and so givemethecue

To

Gu ibert . —Clap yo ur hand to no te-bo o k
and jo t d own

That to rega le the P rince with ? I conceive. Yo ur Grace is ever
[To VALENCBJ D o , Valence, speak , o r I Our lad y o f dear R avestein ,

—but, for
sha ll ha lf suspect Ad o lf

You’
re plo tting to supp lant us, me the first , D uchess. But Yo u have not.

I’ the lady’s favo ur Is
’
t the grand harangue sure, changed in yo ur regard

Yo u mean to make, that thus engrosses And purp ose towards him
you Saéyne.

—Which o fher virtues you ’
ll apostro phize ? W ell then ? Well ?

Or is
’
t the fashion yo u aspire to start, Sabyne. H ow could we two be happy, and.

Of tha t close- curled , no t unbecominghair most like,
Orwhat else ponder yo u Leave Juliers , when—when but

’
tis

My townsmen
’
s wro ngs . audience- time

The D uchess. Let those no t yet arrived ,

then, keep away l
’
Twas me, this day last year at Ravestein,
You hurried . It has been full time, beside,
This half-ho ur. D o yo u hesitate

Sahyne. Fo rgive me !

TheD uchess. Stay, Sabyne ; let me hasten
to make sure

Of o ne true thanker : here with you begins
My audience, claim yo u first its privilege !
It is my birth

’
s event they celebra te

You need no t wish me mo re such happydayS.
But—asksomefavo ur H aveyou none to ask?

H asAd o lf none, then th is was fi rfiomleast

Ofmuch I waited fo r impatiently,
Assure yo urself It seemed so na tural

Yo ur gift, beside this bunch o f river-bells,
Should be the power and leave o f d oinggood
To yo u , and greater pleasure to myself.
Yo u ask my leave to -day to marry Ado lf?
The res t is my co ncern .
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The D uchess . W hen, if you left me, I And wo nder and obedience. I d id a ll

were left indeed They lo o ked fo r : why then cease to d o it

now ?

Yet this is to be calmly set aside,
—W hy sho uld we play thuswith each o ther,

Do I no t know, if courtiers prove remiss ,
Iffriends detain me, and get blame for it,
Thereis a cause ? Of last year

’
s fervid throng

Scarce one ha lf comes now.

Sahyne [wide]. One half? N o , alas !

The D uchess. So can the mere suspicion
of a cloud

Overmy fo rtunes, strike each loya l heart .
They

’
ve heard o f this P rince Bertho ld and ,

Some fo o lish arrogant pretence hemakes, Feared , lived and died like one o f yo u
—but

Maygrow mo re fo o lish and more arrogant ,
They please to apprehd I thank their

Sahyne [a side]. H ow much has she real ly

The D uchess. Surely, whoever’s absent,
Tristan waits ?

—Or at least R omuald , whom my fa ther

The same wo rds, the same faces ,— the

From no thing
—come, he

’
s faithful to me, same lo ve !

come I have been overfearful. These are few ;

(Sabyne, I sho uld but be the prouder—yes , But these, at least , stand firmly : these are

The fitter to compo rt myself aright)

ForXavier ha tes a parasite, I know I
[Sn vna goes our.

TheD ucherr. W ell, sunshine
’
severywhere,

and summer to o .

Next year ’
tis the o ld place again, perhaps

Thewater-breeze again, the birds again.

- It canno t be I It is to o late to be she—the vision this day last yearbrought,
What part had I, o r cho ice in all o f it ? W hen, fo r a go lden moment at our Cleves ,

Hither they brought me ; I had no t to think She tarried in her progress hither. Cleves

Nor care, concern myselfwith d o inggo o d Chose me to speak its welcome, and I spoke
Or ill, my task was just—to live,—to live, —N o t tha t she could have no ted the recluse

And ,answeringends therewasno need exp lain,
—Ungainly, o ld before his time—wh o gazed .

To renderJuliers happy—so they said . W ell, H eaven
’
s gifts are no t wasted , and tha t

Al l could no t have been falsehood somewas
Kept , and shall keepme to the end , her own

It canno t no r it shall no t be ! H is righ t

W ell then , he has the righ t, and I have no t,
—But wh o bad e all ofyo u surro und my life

And close its growth upwith yo ur dueal crown
W hich , plucked ofl

'

rudely, leaves me perish
ingP

I co uld have been like one o f yo u ,
—lo ved ,

W ould take tha t life away and give me this,
And I will keep this ! I will face yo u !

Come

Enter tire Co nsu mes and VALENCE.

The Coun’iers. Many such happymo rnings
to yo ur Grace 1

As many come as may ; and ifno mo re,
’
Tis tha t these few sumec—they d o suffice

W ha t succo ur may no t next year bringme
P lainly,

I feared to o so on. [To tire Co urtiers ] I
thank yo u , sirs : all thanks I

Valence [a sr
'

de, as the D UCH ESSpassesfi'
om
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She was abo ve it—but so wo u ld no t sink

My gaze to earth ! The P eo ple caught it,

Thencefo rward , mine ; but thus entirelymine,
W ho shall aflirm, h ad she no t raised my so ul

Ere she retired and left me—them ? She

turns

There
’
s a ll her wondrous face at once The

These wrongs o f theirs I have to plead
TheD uchess [to the Courtiers]. Nay, com

p liment eno ugh and kindness’ self
Should pause befo re it wish me mo re such

’
Twas fortuna te tha t thus , ere yo uth escaped ,
I ta sted life’s pure pleasure—o ne such, pure,
Is worth a tho usand , mixed—a nd youth’s fo r

Mine is received let my age pay for it.
Gaucelme. So , pay, and pleasure paid fo r,
thinks yo ur Grace,

Should never go togetherP
H ow, Sir Gaucelme ?

H urry one’s feast d own unenjoyingly
At the sna tched brea thing- intervals o fwo rk
As go o d yo u saved it till th e du ll d ay

’
s- end

W hen, stiff and sleepy, appetite is gone.

Ea t first , then wo rk upon the strength o ffo od
The D uchess. True : you enableme to risk
my future,

By givingme a past beyo nd recall .

I lived , a girl, o ne happy leisure year
Let me endeavour to be the D uchess now

And so ,
—wha t news, Sir Guibert , spoke

[As they ad vance a little, and

Gumaa'rM s

Valence [arrd e]. I feel her eyes on me.

Guibert [to VALENCE]. The D uchess, sir,
inclines to hear your suit .

Ad vance H e is from Cleves. —apparent now and thus
Valence [comingforward . Aside] . Their I thank you In tha t paper Give it me !

wrongs—their wrongs Valence. (There, Cleves In this ! (What
The D uchess. And you , sir, are from d id I promise, Cleves
Cleves ? H ow fresh in mind , Ourweavers, clo thiers, spinners are reduced

The hour o r two I passed at queenly Cleve
She entertained me bravely, bu t the best
Of hergood pageant seemed its standers -by

W ith insuppressive joy o n every fi ce
W ha t says my ancient famous happy Cleves ?
Valence. Take th e truth, lady—you are

made fo r truth
So thinkmy friends no rd o they less deserve
The havingyo u to take it , you sha ll think,

W henyo u know all—nay,whenyo u o nlyknow
H ow, on tha t day yo u reco llect a t Cleves ,

W hen the po or acquiescingmultitude
W ho thrust themselves with all their woes

Into unno ticed comers
,
tha t the few,

Theirmeans sufi ced to muster tra ppings for,
Might fill the fo regro und , o ccupy your sight
W ith joyous faces fit to bear away
And boast o f as a sample o f all Cleves
—H ow, when to dayligh t these crept out

oncemo re,
Clutching, unconscious, each his empty rags

W hence the scant coin, which had no t half

bo ught bread ,
Tha t morn he sho ok fo rth , counted piece by

And , well - ad visedly, on perfumes spent them
To burn, o rflowers to strew, befo re yourpath
H ow, when the go lden flood o fmusic and

bliss
Ebbed , as theirmo on retrea ted , and again

Left the sharp black -po int ro cks o fmiserybare
—Then I, their friend , had only to suggest

Saw she the horro r as she saw the pomp !
”

And as o ne man they cried H e speaks the

truth
Show her the ho rror Take from our own

mouths

Our wrongs and show them, she will set

them to o !
”

This they cried , lady ! I have brought the
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A speedier ruin—I shall no t deny, You simply have to understand theirwrongs,

And wrongs will vanish
—ao , still trades are

I though t togiveyou pleasure (who might say?)
By showing tha t your only subject found And swo rds lie rusting, and myselfstand here?
To carry the sad no tice, was the man There is a vision in the heart o f each
P recisely igno rant o f its co ntents ; Of justice, mercy, wisdom, tendemeas

A nameless, mere provincial advoca te Towrongand pain, and knowledge o fits
One whom ’

twas like yo u never saw befo re, And these embodied in a woman’
s form

N everwould see again . All has go newrong; Tha tbest transmits them, pureasfirst recd ved .

But Imeant right ,Go d knows, and you , I trust ! From God above her, to mankind below.

The D uchess . A nameless advoca te, this W ill you derive your rule from such a ground,

gentleman Or ra ther ho ld it by the suffrage, say,
- (I pardon you , Sir Guibert
Gu ibert [n

’

sr
'

rggto VALENCE]. Sir, and yo u ?

o f a load .

N ow, yo u have only me to reckon with.

The D uchess. One I ha ve never seen,

much less obliged ?
Valence. D are I speak, lad y ?

H eard yo u no t

I ru le no longer
Lad y, if your rule

W ere based alone on such a ground as these
[P ointing to the Co urtiers.

no te,

W hile Cleves but yields o ne subject o f this
A source of true dominion from yo ur sight .
The D uchess. Yo u hear them—no such I stand her lady till she waves me ofl

'

so urce is left Forhersake, a ll the P rince claims I withhold
H ear Cleves ! Laugh at each menace ; and , his powerdefy

W h ose haggard crafismen ro se to starve this

R eturn his miss ive with its due contempt !

Starvenow, andwill lied owna tnigh t to starve,
Sure of a like to -morrow—but as sure Guibert [picking it up ]. —W hich to the

Of a most unlike morrow- after- that, P rince I will deliver, lady,
Since end things must, end howsoe

’
er things (N o te itd own,Gaucelme)—with yourman ge

W ha t curbs the brute- fo rce instinct in its ho ur? The D uchess. I think the nfiice is a sub

W ha t makes—instead o f rising, all as o ne, ject
’
s, sir

And teaching fingers, so expert to wield —Either how style yo u him—my
Their to o l, the broadsword

’

s play or carbine’s
The Marsha l

’
s—fo r who knows but violence

—W ha t makes that there’s an easier help, May fo llow the delivery —Or, perhaps,
they think, My Chancellor

’
s—for lawmay be to urge

Foryou , whose name so few o f themcan spell , On its receipt —Or, evenmyChamberlain
’
s

W ho sefacescarce onein everyhundred saw, Fo r I may vio la te established fo rm I

fi om Cleves

H ow many are a t Cleves o f such a mind ?

Valence [from his paper]. W e, all the

manufacturers o fCleves

The D uchess. Or stay, sir—lest I seem too
covetous

Are you my subject ? such as yo u des cribe,
Am I to you , though to no o th erman ?

o rdained yo urAdvo cate at Cleves
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[To VALENCE. ] Sir,—fo r the ha lf- ho ur till That a t your age, when first I came to court ,

I was no t much abo ve a gentleman ;
Will you become all thes e to me
Valence [fa lling on h is hnee]. My liege —You are H ead - Lackey ?
The D uchess. Give me ! W ith yo ur omoe

[The Courtiersp resent their I have no t yet been graced , sir !
Other Courtiers [to CLUGNET]. Let him

[P utting them by . ) W ha teverwas their

They need new consecration . [R afi
'ing Excuse so much ! Men claimmyworship ever

VALENCE J Are you mine ?
Iwill be D uchess yet !

Our D uchess yet

Aglo rious lady I W orthy lo ve and dread
I
’

ll stand by her,
—And I, wha te’er betide

Gu ibert [to VALENCE]. W ell d on' well

d one, sir ! I care no t who know
You have d o ne nobly and I envy yo u
Tho

’ I am bu t unfairly used , I think
Forwhen o ne gets a place like this I ho ld ,
One gets to o the remark tha t its merewages,
The pay and the preferment, make o ur

Talk about zeal and faith apart from these,
We

’
re laughed at—much would zeal and faith
subsist

Withou t these also ! Yet , let these hesto pped ,
Ourwages disco ntinue,

—then , indeed ,
Our real and faith , (we hear on every side, )

Iwonder, fo rwha t zea l and faith in turn

Hard money purchased me my place N o ,

I
’

mright, sir
—but yourwrong is better still,

Ifi had time and skill to argue it.

Therefore, I say, I
’
ll serve you, how you P atents —D uties ?

please All tha t, mymasters, must begin again

Ifyou like, - figh t yo u , as you seem to wish One word composes the who le controversy
(The kind er o fme tha t, in so ber truth , W e

’
re simply now—the P rince’s !

I never dreamed I d id you any harm) Ay
—the P rince

’
s !

Gaucelrne.
—Or, kinder still, yo u

’

ll intro
Enter SABYNE.

duce, no do ubt ,
H

'

s merits to the P rince who ’
s just a t hand , SW Ad o lf ! Bid Oh , no time

And let no hint dro p he’s mad e Chancello r fo r ceremo ny 1
And Clmmberlain and H eaven knows wha t W here’swhom o ur lady cal ls hero nly subject?

She needs him. W ho is here the D uchess
’
s ?

Clugnet [to VALENCE]. Yo u stare, young Valence [startingfrom his reverie]. Most
sir, and threaten ! Let me say, gratefully I fo llow to her feet .

Enter AD OLF.

The P rince arrives.

Court iers. H a H ow

Ado lf: H e leaves his guard a stage behind
At Aix, and enters almo st by himself;
1st Counter. The P rince This foo lish

business puts a ll o u t .
and Courtier. Let Gaucelme speak first 1
3rd Com

'ticr. Better I began
Abo ut the sta te o fJuliers : sho uld one say
All

’
s prosperous and invitinghim?

—Or rather,
All

’
s prostrate and imploring him

Tha t
’
s best

W here’s the Cleves’ paper, by the way
4th Courtier [to VALENCE]. Sir—sir

If you’
ll but lend tha t paper—trust it me,

I
’
ll warrant

sth Courtier. So ft ly, sir—the Marshal ’s

du ty 1
Clugnet . H as no t the Chamberlain a hear
ing first

By virtue of his patent ?
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ACT III.

AFTER NOON .

SCENa . The Vestibu le.

Enter P a mca Baa'm ow and Mc mo n.

Bertho ld . A thrivinglittle burgh this Juliers

[H ay-apart ] Keep Juliers, and as go o d yo u

kept Co logne
Better tryAix, tho ugh
Melchior. P lease

’
t your H ighness speak

Bertho ld [as before]. Aix, Co logne, a k Faced the red o ubtables composing it,
fem—Milan —R ome 1 Fla ttered this, threatened tha t man, bribed

The Grave. the o ther,
MorewearyseemsyourH ighness, I remark , P leaded by writ and word and deed , your

Than sundry conquerors whose path I
’
ve

watched Conquered a foo ting inch by painful inch,
Through fire and bloo d to anyprize theygain . And , after longyears

’
struggle, pounced at last

I could well wish you, for yo ur proper sake, Onher fo rprize,—the right life had been lived .
H ad met some shade o f oppo sition here And justice d one to divers facu lties
—Fo und a blunt senescha l refuse unlock,
Or a scared usher lead yo ur steps astray. As you sto od victor, then ; whom now

Yo u must no t loo k fo r next achievement’s (your pard on
I am forced narrowly to search and see,

So easily : this will hurt your co nquering. So are you hid by helps—th is P ope, your
Bertho ld . My next ? Ay, as you say, my

next and next 1 Yo ur cousin, the o ther King ! You are 3

W ell, I am tired , tha t
’
s truth , and moody to o , mind ,

This quiet entrance-moming : listen why They, body : to o much o fmere legsnnda rms
Our little burgh , now, Juliers—’

tis indeed Obstructs the mind so ! Match these with

One link, however insignificant ,
Of the great chain by which I reachmyhope, Match mind with mind
—A link I must secure but o therwise,
Yo u’

d wo nder I esteem it worth my grasp. mind to ma tch?
Just see wha t life is, with its shifts and turns They showme legs -and -arms to co pewitha] !
It happens now—this very no ok—to be I

’
d subjugate this city—where

’
s its mind ?

A place that once no t a longwhile since, [The Co urtiers enter slowr

neither Melchior. Go t out o f sight when you came
W hen I lived an ambiguo us hanger- ou

Of fo reign courts, and bo re my cla ims abo ut, And in its stead , here greets yo u flesh -and

D iscarded by o ne kinsman, and the o th er blood
A poo rpries t merely, - then, I say, this place A smug (economy o f bo th, this first
Sho ne my ambition’

s object to be D uke [As CLUGNET hows 06m
Seemed then, wha t to be Empero rseems now. W ell d one, go ut , all considered

—Imaygo o

Myrightswerefarfrom judged as plain and sure

In tho se days as o f la te, I promise yo u
And

’
twasmyday- dream, LadyCo lombehere

Might e
’
en compo und the ma tter, pityme,

Be struck, say, with my chiva lry and grace
(I was a boy —bestow her hand a t length,
And makeme D uke, in her right if no t mine.
H ere am I, D uke confessed , at Juliers now.

H earken : ifever I be Empero r,
R emind me what I felt and said to - day !

Melchior. All this conso les a boo kish man
like me.

—And so will weariness clingto yo u. W rong.

W rong H ad yo u sought the lady
’
s court



https://www.forgottenbooks.com/join


366 COLOMBE
’

S BIRTH DAY aerm

W hat title’
s reserva tio n, appanage

’
To ma tch o ne

’
s mind with ? Co lombe ! Let

Allowance I heard all a t Treves, last us wait

week. I failed so , under tha t grey co nvent wall !
Gaucelme [to GU IBERT]. Give it him as She comes .

she gave it Gu ibert . The D uchess ! Strangers, range
Gu ibert . And why no t ?

[To Baarno nn . ) The lady crushed yo ur [As theD ucnass enter: in conversation

summo ns thus together, with VALENCE, Bsam ow and

And bade me, with the very grea test sco rn the Courtiersfirll ba t h a little.

So fair a frame could ho ld , info rm yo u
Sto p

Id io t
Gu ibert . —Inform you she denied your
claim,

D efied yo urself ! (I tread upon his heel,
The blustering ad vocate

Byheaven and earth
D are you jest , sir?
Gu ibert . D id they at Treves, last week
Bertho ld [starting up ]. W hy then, I lo ok
much bo lder than I knew,

And you pro ve better actors than I thought :
Since, as I live, I to ok you as you entered

Fo r just so many dearest friends o fmine,
Fled from the sinking to the rising power

- The sneaking
’
st crew, in sh o rt , I e

’
er de

W hereas, I am alone here fo r the moment,
W ith every so ld ier lefi behind a t Aix !

Silence ? That means the worst ? I though t
as much 1

W hat fo llows next then
Courtimr. Gracious P rince, he raves !

Gu ibert . H e asked the truth and why no t

get the truth ?

Berthold . Am I a prisoner? Speak, will
somebody

But why stand palteringwith imbeciles
Let me see her, or

H er, with o ut her leave,

Shall no o ne see : she
’
s D uchess yet

Courtier: [footstep s without , a: they are

Go od chance
She’s here—the Lady Co lombe’s self !

’
Tiswell

[Aside ] Army a handfu l thus against my

N o t ill d one, truly W ere no t this a mind

sagefully,
My heart : the right is Berth o ld

’
s and not

mine.

Valence. Grant tha t he has the right, dare
I mistrust

Your power to acquiesce so patiently
As yo u believe, in such a d ra m- like change
Of fortut ange abrupt , pro fo und , com

p lete

Bitter I may have felt it to confi o nt
The truth , and ascertain those na tures

’
value

I had so co unted on ; that was a pang
But I did bear it, and the wo rst is over.
Let the P rince take them

And takeJuliers too?
—Your peo ple without crosses , wands and

Only with hearts
The D uchess. There I feel guilty, sir!

I canno t give up what I never had :

For I ruled thes e, no t th em—these stood
between.

Shall I confess , sir? I have heard by stealth
Of Berth o ld from the first ; mo re news and

more :

Closer and closer swam the thund ercloud ,
But I was safely ho used with these, I knew.

At times when to the casement I would turn,
At a bird ’

s passage or a flower-Gail
’
s play,

I caught the storm
’
s red glimmes on itsedge

Yet I was sure some o neo f all thes e fi'iends
W o uld interpose : I fo llowed the bird ’

s flight

Or plucked the flower some one would

interpose l
Valence. N o t one thought o n the P eople

and Cleves there 1



ACT III

The D uchess. N ow, sad ly conscio us my
real sway was missed ,

Its shadow go es without so much regret

Else cou ld I no t again thus ca lmly bid you ,
Answer P rince Bertho ld 1

Then yo u acquiesce?
The D uchess. R emembero verwhomit was
I ru led

Guibert [stepp ing P rince Ber

tho ld , yonder, craves an aud ience, lady !
77reD uchess [to VALENCE]. I o nly have to
turn, and I sha ll face

Prince Bertho ld Oh , myvery heart is sick
It is the daugh ter o f a line of D ukes
This scomfu l inso lent ad venturer
Will bid d epart from my dead fa ther

’
s ha lls

I shall no t answer him—d ispute with him
But, as he bids, depart P revent it , sir

Sir—but a mere d ay’s respite l Urge fo rme
—Wha t I sha ll call to mind I sho uld have

urged

When time’s gone by
’
twill all be mine,

you urge

Aday
—an ho ur— tha t I myselfmay lay

My rule d own
’
Tis to o sudden—must no t

be

The wo rld
’
s to hear o f it

ever

Howwill it read , sir? H ow be sung about ?
Prevent it 1

Bertho ld [appmaching]. Yo ur fra nk ih
digna tion , lady,

Canno t escape me. Overbo ld I seem ;
Butsomewhat sh o uld be pard oned mysurprise
At this reception ,

—this defiance, ra ther.
And if, fo r their and yo ur sake, I rejo ice
Your virtues could inspire a trusty few
To make such ga llant stand in yo ur beha lf,
1 canno t but be sorry, fo r my own,
Your friends should fo rce me to retrace my

steps
Since I no longer am permitted speak
After the pleasant peaceful co urse prescribed
No les s by co urtesy than rela tionship
Which I remember, if yo u o nce forgo t.

But nevermust a ttack pass unrepelled .

Suffer tha t , thro ugh yo u , I demand o f these,
Who controverts my claim to Juliers ?

Once d one—for
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waves

The desert - bru te makes for the desert’s joy,
So turns our lady to her true reso urce,

P assing o
’
er ho llow fictions, wo rn - o ut typ es,

—And I am first her instinct fhstens on.

And prompt I say, as clear as heart can speak ,
The P eo plewill no t haveyou ; nor shall have !
It is no t merely I sha ll go bringCleves
And fight yo u to the last ,—though that d oes

much,
And men and children,

- ay, and women to o ,
Fighting for home, are rather to be feared

Than mercenaries fighting fo r their pay
But , say yo u bea t us, since such things have
been,

And , where this Juliers laughed , yo u set yo ur
fo o t

Upon a steaming bloo dy plash—what then

Yo u say, yo u d o no t speak to
Of your subjects

I ask, then : whom d o yo u accredit P W here
Sta nd those should answer
Va lence [ad vancing]. The lady is a lone.

Bertho ld . Alone, and thus ? So weak and

yet so bo ld
Valence. I said she was a lone

And weak,
I said .

Valence. W hen is man stronguntil he feels

alone

It was some lonely strength at first be sure,

Crea ted o rgans , such as those yo u seek,
Bywhich to give its varied purpo se shape
And , naming the selected ministra nts ,
To ok sword , and shield , and sceptre,—each,

a man

Tha t strength performed its work and passed
its way

You see our lady : there, the o ld shapes
stand

—A Marsha l , Chamberlain , and Chancellor
Be helped their way, into their death put
life

And find ad vantage
—so yo u counsel us.

But let strength feel alone, seek help itself,
And , as the inland - hatched sea - crea turehunts
The sea

’
s breast o ut,

—as , littered
’mid the
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Stand yo u the mo re o ur lo rd tha t there yo u
stand

Lo rd it o
’
er tro o ps who se fo rce you concen

trate,

A pillared flame whereto all ardours tend

Lo rd it
’mid priests whose schemes yo u

amplify,
A cloud of smoke ’

nea th which al l shad ows

bro od

But never, in this gentle spo t o f earth,
Can you become o ur Co lombe, our play
queen,

Fo r whom, to furnish lilies for her hair,
W e

’
d po ur our veins fo rth to enrich the so il .

—Ourconquero rP Yes —Ourdespo t Yes

-Our D uke
Know yo urself, know us

Bertho ld [who has been in though t]. Know
yo ur lad y, also l

[Very defl rentia llyJ—To whom I need s

must exculpa te myself
Fo r havingmade a rash demand , at least .
W herefo re to you , sir, wh o appear to be
H er chief ad viser, I submit my claims,

[Givingp ap ers .

But, this step taken, take no further step,
Until the D uchess shall prono unce their

wo rth .

H ere be o ur meeting- place ; at night , its
time

Till when I humbly take the lady’s leave 1
[H e withd raws. As the D UCH ESS

tu rns to VALENCE, the Co urtiers

interchange gla nces an d come

1st Courtier. So , this was their device
z ud Cou rtier. N o bad device

3rd Courtier. Yo u’
d say they lo ve each

o ther, Guibert’s friend
From Cleves , and she, the D uchess

— And mo reo ver,
Tha t all P rince Bertho ld comes fo r, is to help
Their lo ves !
sth Courtier. P ray, Guibert, what is next

to do ?

Gu ibert [ad vancing]. I laid my omco a t

the D uchess’ fo o t
Others . And I—a nd I—and I

ACT III

Gu ibert [ap art to VALENCE]. And now, sir,
I am simple knight again

Guibert , o f the great ancient ho use, as yet
That neverbo reaflront ;wha te’eryourbirth ,
As things stand now, I recognize yo urself
(Ifyo u

’
ll accept experience o f some da te)

As like to be the lead ingman 0
’

the time,
Therefo re as much abo ve me now, as I
Seemed above you this mo rning. Then, I

o ffered

To fight yo u will yo u be as genero us

And now fight me ?
Ask when my life ismine 2

Gu ibert . (
’
Tis hers now

Clugnet [ap art to VALENCE, as Gurasnr

turnsfrom h im].
'
o u

, sir, have

insulted me

Gro ssly,—will grant me, to o , the selfsame

fav our

Yo u’
ve granted him, just now, I make no

questio n
Valence. I promise yo u , as him, sir.

D o you so ?

H and somely said I ho ld yo u to it , sir.

You ’
ll get me reinstated in my o ffice

As yo u will Guibert
Yhe D uchess. I would be al one !

[They begin to retire slowly as

VALENCE it abou t to follow
Alone, sir—o nly with my heart : you stay !

Game/me. Yo u hear tha t Ah , light

breaks upo n me I Cleves

It was at Cleves someman harangued us all

W ithgreat cfl
'

ect ,
—so tho se who listened said .

My thoughts being busy elsewhere : was

this he ?

Guibert ,—yo ur strange, disinterested man 3
Your uncorrupted , if uncourt ly friend
The modest wo rth yo u mean to pa tro nize !
H e cares about no D uchesses , no t he

H is so le co ncern is with the wrongs of

Cleves

W ha t, Guibert ? W ha t, it breaks on you 8 !

last

Gu ibert . W o uld this ha ll’s floor were a

mine’s roo f I
’
d back

And in her very face
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ACT IV .

E V EN I N G .

SCENE .
-An Antedmmber.

Enter the Courtiers .

Manfroy . N ow, then, that we may speak
—how spring this mine ?

Gaucelme. Is Guibert ready fo r its match
H e coo ls

N o t so friend Valencewith the D uchess there
Stay, Valence ! Are no t you my better

self?
”

And her cheek mantled
W ell, she lo ves him, sir

And more,—since you will have it I grow
coo l,

She’s right : he
’
s wo rth it .

For his deed s to - day?

Guibert . W hat should I say beside?
N o t this

Fo rfriendship’s sake leave this fo rme to say
Tha t we’re the d upes of an egregio us chea t
This plain unpractised suito r, who found way
To the D uchess through the merest die’s

A year ago , had seen her and been seen, Ganeelme. Guibert, your ma tch , now,
to

Lo ved and been lo ved .

Impossible Enough !

I
’m with yo u selfishness is ba t again.

H ow sly and exquisite a trick, moreo ver, I thought o f turning ho nest—wha t a dream!
W as this which—taking no t their stand on Let

’
s wake now

Gaucelme. Selfish , friend , you never

Bo ld ly, for tha t had been endurable,
But worming on their way by craft, they ’

Twas but a series o f revenges taken
On yo ur unselfishness fo r prosperingill.

R esort to , rather,—and which you and we, But now that you
’
re grown wiser, what

’
5 our

Sheep- like, assist them in the playing- o ff l

The D uchess thus parad es him as preferred , Gu ibert . —W ait, I suppose, till Valence
N o t o n the honest ground o f preference, weds o ur lady,
Seeing first , likingmore, and there an end And then , ifwemust need s revenge a rr-selves
But as we all had started equa lly, Apprise the P rince.

And at the close o f a fair race he proved —The P rince, ere then

The only va liant , sage and loya l man .

H erself, too , with the pretty fits and starts, W ith thanks fo rplayinghismo ck part so well?

The careless, winning, candid igno rance

Ofwha t the P rincemight challenge o rforcg
She had a hero in reserve W hat risk
R an she This deferentia l easy P rince
W ho brings his claims for her to ra tify
—H e

’
s just her puppet fo r the nonce !

Yo u’
ll see,

Valence pro nounces, as is equitable,
Against him o fl

'

goes the confed erate

As equitably, Va lence takes her hand
Tbe Ckaneellor. Yo u run too fist : her

hand , no subject ta kes.
D o no t our archives ho ld her fa ther’s will ?
Tha t will pro vides against such accident ,

And gives next heir, P rince Bertho ld , the
reversio n

OfJu liers, which she fo rfeits , .
wed ding

Ganeelme. I know tha t , well as you,
—but

d o es the P rince ?

Knows Bertho ld , think you , tha t this plan,
he helps,

ForValence
’
s ennoblement ,—would end ,

If crowned with the success which seems its

due,

In makinghim the very thing he plays,
The actua l D uke o fJuliers All agree

That Co lombe’s title waived o r set aside,

H e is next heir.
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Tell the P rince now, sir Ay, this very nigh t,
Ere he accepts his d o le and goes his way,
Explain howsuch amarriagemakeshimD uke,
Then trust his gra titude fo r the surp rise !
Guibert . - Our lady wedd ing Valence all

the same

As if the penal ty were undisclosed ?
Good If she lo ves, she

’
ll no t disown her

love,

Throw Valence up . I wonder yo u see that .
Ganeelme. The shame o f it— the sudden

ness and shame !
'
ithin her, the inclining heart—witho ut ,

A terrible array o fwitnesses
And Val ence by, to keep her to herword ,
With Bertho ld ’s indigna tion o r disgust

We
’
ll try it

—N o t tha t we can venturemuch .

Herconfidencewe
’
ve lost fo rever Bertho ld’s

is all to gain .

Guibert . To -night , then, venture we
Yet - if lost confidence might be renewed

Ganeelme. N ever in noble na tures ! W ith
the base ones ,

Twist off the crab’s claw, wait a smarting
while,

And something grows and grows and gets

to be

Amimic o f the lost joint, just so like
As keeps in mind it never, never will
Replace its pred ecessor Crabs d o that
But lo p the lio n

’
s foo t—and

To the P rince

Gaucelme [asid e]. And come what will to
the lio n

’
s fo o t, I pay yo u ,

Mycat
’
s-

paw, as I long have yearned to pay.

[Aloud ] Fo o tsteps ! H imself ! ’
TisValence Enter P rince BER TH OLD .

breaks o n us,

Exulting tha t their scheme succeeds , W e
’
ll P ard o n . sir i I did no t lo ok for you
Till night , i

’
the H all nor have as yet

And perfect o urs ! Consu lt the archives, first declared

Then, fortified with knowledge, seek the H all ! My judgment to the lady’
Clugnet [to GAUCELME as they retire] .
You have no t smiled so since yo urfather

As they retire, enter VALENCE witfi p apers.

Valence. So must it be I have examined

W ith scarce a pa lpitating heart—so calm,

Keeping her image a lmo st who lly 05 ,
Setting upon myself determined watch ,
R epelling to the uttermo st his claims :
And the resu lt is—al l men wo uld pro nounce
And no t I , o nly, the resu lt to be
Berth o ld is heir ; she has no shade o f right

To the distinction which divided us,

Bu t, suffered to ru le first , I know no t why,

H er rule connived a t by those Kings and

P o pes,
To serve some devil

’
s - purpo se,—now

’
tis

gained ,
W hate

’
er it was, the rule expires as well .

—Valence, this rapture selfish can

it be ?

Eject it fromyourheart , herhome — It stays
Ah , the brave wo rld tha t Opens o n us bo th
—D o my po or townsmen so esteem it

Cleves,
I need no t yo ur pa le faces ! This, reward

For service d one to yo u To o ho rrible
I never served yo u

’
twas myself I served

N ay, served no t—ra ther saved from punish
ment

W hich, had I failed you then, would plague
me now.

My life con tinues yo urs , and yo ur life, mine.

But if, to take Go d ’
s gift , I swerve no step

Cleves If I breathe no prayerfo r it—if she,
[Footstep s witfiou t .

Co lombe, tha t comes now, freely gives her
self

W ill Cleves require, tha t, turningthus to her,

So I ho ped .

Valence. And yet I scarcely know why
tha t sho u ld check

The frank d isclosure o f it first to you

W ha t her right seems, and what, in co use

quence,

She will d ecide on.
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Tha t I need no t ask. Elsewhere o r here, the lad y need s must rule
Valence. Yo u need no t I have pro ved the Like the imperia l crown’

s great chrysoprase,
lad mind They talk o f—somewhat o ut ofkeepingthere,

And , justice being to d o , dare act fo r her. And yet no jewel fo r a meaner cap .

Bert/Ed d . D oubtless she has a very no ble
mind .

Valence. Oh , never fear bu t she
’
ll in each

Bear herself bravely She no whit depends
On circumstance as she ad orns a throne,
She had ad orned

A co ttage
—ia wha t book

H ave I read tha t , o f every queen tha t lived ?
A thro ne ! Yo u ha ve no t been instructed ,

To fo res tall my request
’
Tis granted , sir

My heart instructs me. I have scrutinized

Ah—c laims, you mean,

I come, before the hour appo inted me,
To pray you let those claims at present rest,
In favo ur of a new and stronger one.

Valence. Yo u shall no t need a stronger

o n the part
0

’
the lady, all yo u ofl

'

er I accept ,
Since one clear right suflices : yours is clear.

Bert/iola’. I o ffer hermy hand .

Yo ur hand ?
Bert/told . A D uke’s, yourself say ; and , at
no fi r time,

Something herewhispersme—an Empero r’s.

The lady’s mind is noble : which induced
This seizure o f o ccasion ere my clai Enough, sir yo u possess mymind , I think.
W ere—settled , let us amicably say This ismyclaim, the o thers beingwithdrawn»

And to this be it that , i
’
the H all to night,

(H e will fi l l d own Your lady’s answer comes ; till when, fare

and kiss it next well

Sir, this astonishment
’

s too flattering,

N o r must yo u ho ld your mistress
’
worth so earth stay as they were ; my heart

Bea ts as it bea t the truth remains the truth.

Enhance it , ra ther,—urgethatblo od isblo od W ha t fi l ls away, then, if no t faith in her?
The daughter o f the Burgraves, Landgraves, W as it my faith, tha t she co u ld estimate

Love
’
s va lue, and , such fi ith stillguidingme,

R emains theirdaughter I shalt scarcegain
say.

1 A variety of chalced ony.

Cry you mercy, friend !
W ill the ma tch also influence fo rtunes here?
A na tural so licitude eno ugh.
Be certain , no bad chance it pro ves foryou
H owever high you take your present stand ,
There

’
s prospect o f a higher stil l remove

For Juliers will no t be my resting
-place,

And , when I have to choo se a substitute
To rule the little burgh , I

’
ll think o fyou

W ho need no t give yo urma tes a character.

And yet I d oubt your fitness to supplant
Thegrey smo o th Chamberlain he

’
d hesitate

A d oubt his lady co uld demean herself
So low as to accept me. Co urage, sir !

I like yo urmethod better : feeling
’
s p lay

Is frankermuch, and fla tters me beside.

Bert/field . Say that too !
Lo ve has no grea t concernm- t , thinks the

wo rld ,

W ith a D uke’smarriage. H owgo precedents
In Jul iers’ story—h ow use Juliers’ D ukes ?
I see you have them here in go o d ly row ;
Yon must be Luitpo ld—ay, a sta lwart sire !

Say, I have been arrested suddenly
In my ambitio n

’
s course, its rocky course,

By this sweet flower : I fi in wo uld ga therit
And then proceed : so say and speed ily
—(N o r stand there like D uke Luitpo ld’s
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H e is a ll o f this. The D uchess. Yo u reaso n, then, and

The D uchess. Thanks, Bertho ld , fo r my d o ubt ?
fa ther’s sake 1 N o hand I lo ve, and know.

Degrades me. The D uchess. Yo u lo ve H ow strange !

Valence. Yo u accept the pro ffered hand ? I never cast a tho ught
The D uchess. That he sho uld lo ve me On tha t . Just see o ur selfishness You

Lo ved I d id no t say.

H ad tha t been—lo ve might so incline the So much my own I had no ground

P rince and yet ,

To the world
’

s good , the wo rld tha t
’
s a t his I never dreamed ano thermight divide

My powerwith you , much less exceed it .
I d o no t know, this moment , I sho uld dare
D esire tha t yo u refused the wo rld —and I am yo urs who lly.

Cleves The D uchess. Oh , no , no , not mine !

The sacrifice he asks.

’
Tis no t the same now, nevermo re can be.

N o t lo ve me, sir —Yo ur first lo ve, d o ubtless. W ell, what
’

s

go ne fromme
May no t deeds aflirm ? W hat have I lo st in you P

Valence. W ha t d oes he ? Yes, yes ,

very much he d oes
All the shame saved , he thinks , and so rrow

saved

Immitigable so rrow, so he thinks,
So rrow tha t’s deeper than we dream, p er

chance.

The D uchess . Is no t this love ?

So very much he d oes
Fo r lo ok, you can descend now gracefully :
All d o ubts are banished , tha t the wo rld might
have,

Orwo rst , the d o ubts yo urself, in after- time,
May ca ll up o fyour heart’s sincereness now. belief.
To such, reply, I co uld have kept my ru le The D uchess. Black eyes ? no matter !

Increased it to the u tmost o fmy dreams Co lombe, the wo rld leads
Yet I abjured it .

”
This, he d oes fo r Its life without yo u , whom your friends pm

yo u

It is munificentlymuch .

Still “ much !
But why is it no t love, sir? Answerme
Va lence. Beca use no t one o f Bertho ld ’

s

wo rds and loo ks
H ad go newith lo ve

’
s presentment o f a flower

To the belo ved because bo ld co nfidence,
Open superio rity, free pride
Lo ve owns no t, yet were all that Bertho ld

owned

Because where reason, even, finds no flaw,

Unerringly a lo ver’s instinct may.

N o loss there So , to Bertho ld back again
This o ffer o f his hand , he bids me make
Its obvio us magnitude is well to weigh.

The D uchess. She’s yes, she must

be very fair fo ryou
Va lence. I am a simple ad vo ca te o fCleves.
The D uchess. Yo u W ith the heart and
brain that so helped me,

I fancied them exclusively my own,

Yet find are subject to a stronger sway !
She must be tell me, is she very fiir?

The only woman see how true they spoke !
One lived this while, who neversawyo urface.

N or heard your voice—unless Is she

from Cleves
Va lence. Cleves knows her well.
The D uchess. Ah—just a fancy, now 3

W hen yo u po ured forth thewro ngs ofCleves,
—I said ,

—Thought, tha t is , afterward
You thought ofme

?

The D uchess. Of whom else ? Only such
great cause, I thought,
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Forsuch eflect : see wha t true lo ve can do

Cleves is his love. I almo st fea r to ask She lo ves yo u , then.

And will no t. This is id ling : to o ur Va lence. One flash o f hope burst ; then

Admit befo re the P rince, without reserve, And all
’
s at darkest now. Impossible

My claims misgrounded ; then may fo llow The D uchess . W e
’
ll try : yo u are—so to

better speak—my subject yet ?
When you po ured o ut Cleves

’
wrongs Valence. As ever—to the dea th.

impetuo usly, Obey me, then

All d one was d one fo r her Approach her, and
To humble me
The D uchess . She will be pro ud at least .

The D uchess. W hen yo u tell her.
Tha t will never be.

The D uchess. H ow are there sweeter

th ings yo u ho pe to tell ?
No

, sir Yo u co unselled me, —I counsel yo u
In the o ne po int I—any woman—can .

Your wo rth , the first thing ; let her own W ho saved hera t herneed : if she said this,

W ha t sho uld no t o ne I lo ve, say?
”

Say wha t you d id through her, and she

Oh , lady, yo u are fillingme with fire
The praises o f her beauty afterward The D uchess. Say this —no r think I hid
Will yo u

She I lo ve
Suspects no t such a lo ve in me.

Valence. The lady is above me and away .

No t only the brave fo rm, and the bright mind ,
And the grea t heart , combine to press me I canno t cho ose.

low Then , kneel to her
But all the world ca lls rank divides us. [VALENCE sinhs on his knee.

R ank
Now grant me pa tience H ere

’
s a man

declares

Oracularly in ano ther’s
Sees the true va lue and the fa lse, fo r them
Nay, bids them see it, and they straight d o

You ca lled my co urt
’
s lo ve wo rthless—so it

turned

I threw away as dross my heap o fwealth,
And here yo u stickle fo r a piece o r two

First—has she seen you

TheD uchess.

no ! first o f all

Get mo re assurance. Myinstructress, say,

W as great , descended from a line o f kings,
And even fair —(wait why I say this
fo lly)

She said , o f all men, no ne fo r eloquence,
Co urage, and (wha t cast even these to shade)
Theheart theysprungfrom,

—none deserved

One to uch o f all the awe and reverence

Nay, make her proud fo ro nce to heart
’
s co n

tent

Tha t a ll this weal th o f heart and so ul
’
s her

own

Think yo u are a ll o f this ,—and , thinking it,
(Obey

Valence.

I dream
Valence. H ave mercy Yo urs , unto the

dea th,
I have o beyed . D espise, and let me die 1
The D uchess. Alas, sir, is it to be ever

thus?
Even with you as with the wo rld I know
This mo rning

’
s service was no vu lgar deed

W ho se mo tive, once it dares avow itself,

Explains a ll d o ne and infinitely mo re,
So , takes the shelter o f a nobler cause.

Yo ur service named its true so urce,—loya lty
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The rest
’
s unsaid again. The D uchess bids D evo tio n, zeal, faith, lo ya lty—mere lo ve !

you , And , love in question, what may Bertho ld
’

s

R ise, sir I The P rince
’
swords were in deba te.

Va lence R ise ? Truth , as ever, I did ill to mistrust the wo rld so so on

lady, comes from you Already was this Bertho ld at my side.

I should rise—I who spo ke for Cleves, can The va lley- level has its hawks no d oubt
May no t the ro ck - to p have its eagles, too ?

For Man—yet tremble now, who stoo d firm let me see his rival then !

then.

I laughed—for
’
twas past tears—that Cleves

should starve

W ith all hearts bea ting loud the infamy,
And no tongue daring trust as much to
Yet here, where all hearts speak, sha ll I be

N I G H T
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Body and so ul,—this Valence and his gifts ! Melchior. And here you wait the matter
’
s

I was pro ud once I sawyou , and they sank , issue ?

So that each , magnified a tho usand times,
W ere no thing to you—but such no thingness , Melchior. I don’

t regret I shu t Amelias,
W o u ld a crown gild it , or a sceptre prop, then.

A treasure speed , a laurel-wreath enhance But tell me, on this grand disclo sure,—how
W ha t is my own desert ? But sho uld yo ur Behaved o ur spo kesman with the forehead ?

H ave there’s no language helps here
singled me,

Then—oh , tha t wild word then I —bejust

In genero sity its attribute 1
Lo ve, since yo u pleased to love ! All

’
s

Fo r trial o f the questio n kept so long
Judge yo u—Is lo ve or vanity the best ?
You , so lve it forthe wo rld

’
s sake—yo u , speak

W hat a ll wil l sho ut one day—yo u , vindicate
Our earth and be its angel 1 All is said .

Lady, I o ffer no thing—I am yo urs :
But, for the cause

’
sake, look onme and him,

And speak I
The D uchess. I have received the P rince

’
s

Say, I prepare my answer !
Takeme, Cleves

N o t ao—o r, ifso
The D uchess. Mo umful that no thing

’
s W hy no t confess a t o nce that I advise

what it ca lls itself l N o ne of o ur kingly cra ft and guild just now

Turned o ut no better than the fo rehead less
W as daz z led no t so very so o n, tha t’s all
Fo rmy part , this is scarce the has ty showy
Chiva lrous measure yo u give me cred it of.

P erhaps I had a fancy,—but ’
tis gone.

—Let her commence the unfriended innocent

And carry wrongs abo u t from co urt to court ?

No , truly l The least shake o f fo rtune’s sand.
—My uncle- P ope chokes in a coughingfit,

King
- co usin takes a fancy to blue eyes,

And wondrously her claims wo uld brighten
“ P

Forth comes a new gloss on the ancient law.

O
’
er- looked provisoes, o ’

er-pas t premises.
Fo llow in plenty . N o

’
tis the safe step.

The hour beneath the convent -wall is lost
Juliers and she, oncemine, are evermine.

Melchiar. W hich is to say, you, losing

heart already,
Elude the ad venture.
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W hile I career on all the wo rld for stage, Yo u will be Empress, o nce for all : withme
There need s at home my representa tive. The P ope dispu tes supremacy—you stand ,
The D uchess.

- Such, rather, wo uld some And none gainsays, the earth
’
s first woman.

warrio r-woman be

One d owered with lands and go ld , or rich in Or simple Lady o f R avestein again

friends Bertho ld . The ma tter
’
s no t in my arbitra

One like yourself.
Lady, I ammyself, N ow I have mad e my claims—which I

And have all these : I want wha t’s no tmyself,
N o r has all these. W hygive o ne hand two

swords

H ere
’
s one already : be a friend ’

s next gifi:

A silk glove, if you will— I have a sword .

The D uchess. Yo u lo ve me, then ?
Your lineage I revere,

H onour yo ur virtue, in your tru th believe,
D o homage to yo ur intellect, and bow
Befo re yo ur peerless beauty.

But, fo r lo ve

Bertho ld . A further lo ve I d o no t under

Our best co urse is to say these hideous truths, who can teach you

And see them, once said , grow endurable
Likewa ters shudderingfrom theircentra lbed ,
Black with the midnight bowels o f the earth ,
Tha t , o nce up

- spo uted by an earthquake
’
s

throe,
A portent and a terror—so on subside,
Freshen apace, take go ld and rainbow hues
In sunshine, sleep in shad ow, and at last

Grow common to the earth as hills or trees
Accepted by a ll things they came to scare.

The D uchess. Yo u canno t lo ve, then
Berthold .

—Charlemagne, perhaps
Are yo u no t o ver-curious in lo ve- lore

The D uchess. I have become so , very
recently.

It seems, then, I sha ll best deserve esteem, Gaucelme. Farewell, P rince ? when

R espect , and all your cand our promises, we break in at o ur risk
By putting on a calculatingmo od Glugnet . Almost upon court - licence tres

Asking the terms o fmy becoming yo urs ?
Berthold . Let me no t d o myself injustice, Gaucelme.

—To po int o ut how yourclaims
neither. are valid yet

Because I will no t co ndescend to fictions Yo u know no t , by the D uke her fi tber
’
swill.

Tha t promise what my so ul can ne
’
er acquit , The lad y, if she wed s benea th her rank,

It d oes no t fo llow tha t my guarded phrase Fo rfeits her D uchy in the next heir’s favour

May no t include farmo re o fwha t yo u seek, So
’
tis expressly stipula te. And if

Than wide professio n o f less scrupulo us men . It can be shown
’
tis her intent to wed

Cede o ne, cede all .

The D uchess. This claim then, you enforce?
Bertho ld . The world lo oks o n.

The D uchess. And when must I decide?
Bertho ld . W hen, lady H ave I said thus
much so promptly

For no thing
— P o ured out , with such pains,

at once

W ha t I might else have sufi
'
ered to o oce forth

D ro plet by dro plet in a lifetime long
Fo r aught less than as prompt an answer,

to o

Al l
’
s flairly to ld now

mo re

The D uchess . I d o no t see him.

I shall ne’er deceive.
This o ffer should be mad e befittingly
D id time allow the better setting fo rth
The goo d o f it, with what is no t so go od,

Ad vantage, and disparagement as well :
But as it is, the sum of bo th must serve.
I am already weary o f this p lace :

My thoughts are next stage o n to Rome.

D ecide

The Empire—o r,
—no t even Juliers now !

H ail to theEmpress—fi rewell to theD uchess !
[The Co urtiers, who have been drawing
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A subject, then yo urself, next heir, by right
Succeed to Juliers .

Bertho ld .

Gu ibert . Sir, there
’

s o ne Valence, the pal

fiery man
You saw and heard this morning—thought,

no d o ubt,
Was of co nsid erable standing here
I put it to yo ur penetra tion, P rince,
Ifaugh t save lo ve, the truest lo ve fo r her

Could make him serve the lady as he d id !
He

’

s simply a po o r ad vocate o fCleves
—Creeps here with difiicu lty, finds a place
With danger, gets in by a mira cle,
And fo r the first time meets the lady’s W
So runs the story : is tha t credible
For, first - no so o ner in , than he’s apprised
Fortunes have changed ; you are all -

powerfirl

The lad y as powerless : he stands first by her !
The D u chess [aside]. And d o such deeds
spring up from lo ve alo ne

Guio
’

ert . But here occurs the question,
does the lady

Love him again ? I say, how else can she

Can she fo rget h ow he stoo d singly fo rth
In her defence, dared o utrage all o f us,
Insult yo urself—fo rwha t , save lo ve’

s reward ?

The D uchess [aside]. And is lo ve then the
so le reward o f lo ve ?

Gu ibert . Bu t , lo ve him as she may and

must—yo u ask,

Means she to wed him? “ Yes, bo th na tures
answer

Bo th, in their pride, point o ut the so le result ;
Nought less wo u ld he accept no r she pro po se.

For each co njecture was she great eno ugh
- W ill be, fo r this .

Though, now tha t this
is known ,

P o licy, doubtless, urges she deny
TheD uchess.

—W ha t , sir, and wherefo re?
—since I am no t sure

That all is any o ther than you say
You take this Valence, ho ld him close to

me,
H imwith his actio ns : can I choose bu t look?
I am no t sure, lo ve trulier shows itself

379

Than in this man, yo u hate and wo uld

d egrade.
Yet , with yo ur wo rst aba tement , show me

e thus.

N or am I— (thus mad e loo k within myself,
Ere I had dared ) —now tha t the lo ok is

dared

Sure that I do no t love him

H ear yo u , P rince

Bertho ld . And wha t , sirs, please yo u , may
this prattle mean

Unless to pro ve with wha t a lacrity
Yo u give yo ur lady

’
s secrets to the world ?

H ow much indebted , fo r disco vering
Tha t qua lity, yo u make me, will be fo und
W hen there’

s a keeper fo rmy own to seek.

Cou rtiers. Our lady ? ”

She assured ly remains
The D uchess . Ah , P rince—and you too

can be generous ?

Yo u co u ld renounce yo ur power, if this

were so ,

And let me, as these phrase it , wed my lo ve
Yet keep my D uchy ? Yo u perhaps exceed

H im, even ,
in disinterestedness

Bertho ld . H ow, lady, sho uld all this affect
my purpo se ?

Your will and cho ice are still as ever, free.

Say, you have known a worthier than myself
In mind and heart , o fhappier fo rm and firec

Othersmust have theirbirthright : Ihavegifts,
To ba lance theirs, no t blo t them o ut o f sight .
Against a hundred alien qua lities,
I lay the prize I o ffer. I am no thing
W ed yo u the Empire ?

And my heart away ?
Bertho ld . W hen have I made pretension
to your heart

I give no ne. I shall keep your hono ur safe
W ith mine I trust yo u, as the sculpto r trusts
Yon marble woman with the marble rose,

Lo o se on her hand , she never will let an,
In graceful, slight , silent security.

You will be pro ud o fmy world -wide career,

And I content in yo u the fair and goo d .

W ha t were the use o f planting a few seeds

The thankless climate never would mature
Afi

'

ections a ll repelled by circumstance ?
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Enough : to these no credit I attach,
To wha t yo u own, find no thing to o bject . H er joy thereat ?
W rite simply on my requisition

’
s face I eanno t .

W ha t sha llcontentmyfriends—thatyou admit, No o ne am.

As Co lombe of R avestein , the claims therein , All draws to a conclusion , therefo re.

Or never need admit them, as mywife
And either way, all

’
s ended

Let all end

Bertho ld . The requisitio n

Guibert . —Valence ho lds, o f co urse
Bertho ld . D esire his presence

[ADOLFgoes out .
Courtiers [to each other]. Out it a ll comes

yet

H e
’
ll have his word against the bargain yet

H e
’
s no t theman to tamely acquiesce.

One passionate appeal—upbraiding even,

May turn the tide again. D espair no t yet
[They retire a little.

Bertho ld [to Mammo a ]. TheEmpire has
its o ld success, my friend

Melchior. Yo u’
ve had yo ur way : before

the spokesman speaks ,
Let me, bu t this once, work a problem o ut ,

And evermore be dumb The Empirewins
To better purpose have I read my bo oks

Enter VALENCE.

Melchior [to the Co urtiers]. Apart, my
masters

[To VALENCBJ Sir, one word with yo u
I am a poo r dependant of the P rince’

s

P itched o n to speak , as o f slight consequence.

You are no higher, I find : in o therwo rds,
W e two , as pro bably the wisest here,
Need no t ho ld d iplomatic ta lk like foo ls.

Suppose I speak , divesting the plain fact
Of al l their to rtuous phrases, fit for them
D o you reply so , and what tro uble saved !
The P rince, then—nu embroiled strange heap

o fnews

This moment reaches him—if true ormlse,
All dignity fo rbids he sho uld inquire
In person, o r by worthier deputy ;
Yet somehowmust inquire, lest slandercome
And so ,

’
tis I am pitched on . You have heard

H is offer to yo ur lady

So !

N o after- judgment—no first thoughtrevised

H er first and last decision —me, she leaves,
Takes him ; a simple heart is flung aside,

The ermine o ’
er a heart less breast embraced .

Oh H eaven, this mo ckery has been played
to o oft

Once, to surprise the angels—twice, thatfiends
R eco rding,mightbe pro ud theychoseno t so
Thrice, many thousand times, to teach the

wo rld

All men should pause, misdoubt their

strength, since men
Can have such chance yet fail so signally,
—But ever, ever th is farewell to H eaven,
W elcome to earth—this takingdea th forlife
Thisspurninglo ve and kneelingto theworld
Oh H eaven, it is too o ften and to o o ld !

Melchio r. W ell, on this po int, what but
an absurd rumo ur

Arises—these, its so urce—its subject , you !
Your faith and loya ltymisconstruing,
They say, yo ur service claims the lady’s hand !
Ofcourse, nor P rince nor lady can respond
Yet somethingmust be said for, were it true

Yo u made such claim, the P rincewould

W ell , sir,—would ?

his suit ,
But, very like, the lady migh t be forced
Accept your own. Oh , there are reasons

why !

But you’
ll excuse a t present al l save one,

I think so . W hatwewant is, yo urownwitness
For, o ragainst

—hergood , oryours : decide !
Va lence [aside]. it her go od if she

acco unts it so

[After a contest . ] Forwhat am I but hers, to
cho o se as she?

W h o knows howfar, beside, the light fromher
May reach , and dwell with, wha t she looks

upon
Melchior [to the P rince]. N ow to him, you 3
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Bertho ld [after a p a use]. Lady
,
well te

warded Sir, as well deserved

I co uld no t imitate—I hard ly envy
I d o admire yo u . All is fo r the best .
To o co stly a flower were this, I see it now,

To pluck and set upo n my barren helm
To wither—a ny garish plume will d o .

I
’
ll no t insult you and refuse yo ur D uchy
Yo u can so well affo rd to yield it me,
And I were left , witho ut it , sad ly lo rn .

As it is— fo rme—if tha t will fla tter yo u ,
A somewhat wearier life seems to remain

Than I tho ught po ssible where
’
faith ,

their life
Begins already ! They’re too o ccupied
To listen and few wo rds co ntent me best .
[Abrup tly to the Co urtiers ] I am yourD uke,

tho ugh W h o obey me here ?
The D uchess. Ad o lf and Sabyne fo llow

us

Gu ibert [startingfrom the Co urtiers].
—And I

D o I no t fo llow them, if I mayn
'

t yo u ?

Sha ll no t I get some little d uties up
At R avestein and emu la te the rest ?

God save yo u , Gaucelme !
’
TismyBirthday,

too

with me
Tha t is, with D ietrich the black Barna
bite

I sha ll leave o ver you
—will earn your

wages

Or D ietrich has fo rgo t to p ly his trade !
Meantime—go co pyme the preced ents
Of every insta llation , proper styles
And ped igrees o f all yo ur Ju liers

’
D ukes

W hile I prepare to plod on my o ld way,

And somewha t wearily, I must confess !
The D uchess [with a ligh t j oyous laugh as

she turns from them]. Come, Valence,

to o ur friends, God
’
s earth

Valence[as shefalls into his arms].
—And thee

'



D R AM AT I C R O M AN C E S .

184— 185

INCID ENT OF TH E FR ENCH CAMP .

I
You know, we French sto rmed R a tisbon
Amile or so away,

On a little mo und , Napo leo n
Stoo d o n our sto rming- day ;

With neck o ut - thrust , yo u fancy how,

Legs wide, arms locked behind ,
As if to balance the prone brow
Oppressive with its mind .

II.

Just as perhaps hemused My plans
“ Tha t soar, to earth may fall,
Let once my army - leader Lannes

W aver at yo nderwa ll,”

Out ’
twixt the ba ttery- smokes there flew

A rider, bo und on bound
Full -gallo ping ; nor brid le drew
Until he reached the mound .

Then 06 there flung in smilingjoy,
And held himself erect

By just his horse
’
s mane, a boy

Yo u hard ly cou ld suspect
(So tight he kept his lips compressed ,
Scarce any blo od came thro ugh )

You loo ked twice ere yo u saw his breast
W as al l but sho t in two .

IV

V

The chief
’
s eye flashed ; but presently

So ftened itself, as shea thes
A film the mo ther-eagle

’
s eye

W hen her bruised eaglet breathes ;
Yo u’

re wounded N ay,
”
the so ldier’s

pride
Touched to the quick, he said
I
’m killed , Sire ! ” And his chief beside
Smiling the boy fell dead .

TH E P AT R IOT .

AN OLD STOR Y.

1 .

IT was roses, ro ses, al l the way,
W ith myrt le mixed in my path likemad

The house-roo fs seemed to heave and sway,
The church - spires flamed , such flags they
had ,

A year ago on this very day.

The air broke into a mist with bells,
The o ld walls rocked with the crowd and

H ad I said , “ Go od fo lk, mere no ise repels
But give me your sun fi'om yonder
skies !”

W ell , cried he, Efllpeml
’

, by Go d ’s grace They had answered , And afterward , wha t

W e
’
ve go t you R a tisbo n

The Marshal’s in the market -place,
And yo u’

ll be there ano n
To see yo ur flag-bird flap his vans
Where I , to heart’s desire,

P erched him I
”
The chief

’
s eye flashed

Soared up again like fire.

else ?
”

I I I
Alack, it was I who leaped at the sun

To give it my loving friends to keep !
Nought man co uld do , have I left un

d one

And you see my harvest, wha t I reap
This very day, now a year is run .
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There’s nobody o n the house- tops now
Just a pa lsied few a t the wind ows set

Fo r the best o f the sight is, all allow,

At the Shambles’ Ga te—or, better yet ,
By the very seaflo ld ’

s foo t , I trow.

I go in the rain, and , mo re than need s,

A rope cu ts bo th my wrists behind
And I think , by the feel , my fo rehead bleed s,
For they fling, who ever has a mind ,

Stones a t me formy year’s misdeeds .

VI .

Thus I entered , and thus I go
In triumphs, peo ple have dropped d own
dead .

P aid by the wo rld , wha t d ost tho u owe

Me? —Go dmigh tquestion nowinstead ,
’Tis God sha ll repay : I am safer so .

MY LAST D UCH ESS.

man na .

TH AT
’
S my last D uchess painted on thewall,

Lo oking as if she were alive. I call
Tha tpieceawo nder, now: FraP and o lf’5 hands
W orked busily a. d ay, and there she stands .

W ill
’
t please yo u sit and lo ok a t her? I said

m P and o lf
” by design , fo r never read

Strangers like yo u that pictured countenance,

The depth and passio n o f its earnest glance,

But to myself they turned (since none puts by
The curtain I have drawn fo r you , but I )
And seemed as theywo uld askme, iftheydurst ,
H ow such a glance came there ; so , no t the

first

Are yo u to turn and ask thus . Sir,
’
twas no t

H erhusband ’

s presence o nly, called that spo t
Of joy into the D uchess’ cheek : perhaps
Fra P and o lf chanced to say H er mantle

laps
Overmy lad y’s wrist too much , or

“ P aint

Must never hope to repro duce the faint

H alf-flush that dies along her throat

such stuff
W as courtesy, she thought, and cause enough
For calling up tha t spo t o f joy. She had

Aheart—howshall I say?—to o so onmadeglad,

Too easily impressed ; she liked whate
’
er

Shelooked on, and her lookswent everywhere.
Sir,

’
twas a ll one My favour at her breast,

The d ro ppingof the daylight in the W est ,

The bo ugh o f cherries some ofi cious foo l

Broke in the o rchard fo r her, the whitemule
She rodewith ro und the terrace—all and each

W ould draw from her a like the approving
speech ,

Or blush, at least . She thanked men,
good but thanked

Somehow— I know no t how—as ifshe ranked

My gift o f a nine- hundred -years - o ld name

W ith anybody’s gift . W ho ’
d sto o p to blame

This so rt o f trifling? Even had you skill

In speech— (which I have no t ) - to make

your will
Quite clear to such an one, and say, Just this
Or that in yo u disgus ts me ; here youmiss,
Or there exceed the mark —a nd if she let

H erself be lesso ned so , no r plainly set
H erwits to yours, fo rso o th , and mad e exc ise.
—E’

en then would be some sto o ping; and I
choo se

Never to sto o p. Oh sir, she smiled , no doubt,

W hene’er I passed her ; but who Fus ed

withou t
Much the same smile ? This grew ; I gave

commands ;
Then all smiles stopped together. There

she stands

As if a live. W ill ’t please yo u rise ? We
'
ll

meet

The company below, then. I repeat ,
The Count yo urmaster’5 known munificence
Is ample warrant tha t no just pretence
Ofmine fo r d owry will be disa llowed ;
Though his fair daugh ter

’
s
'
self, as I avowed

At starting, is my object . N ay, we
’
ll go

Togetherd own , sir. N o ticeNeptune, though.
Taming a sea - ho rse, tho ught a rarity,
W hich Claus o f Innsbruck cast in bronze for

me I
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XII XV I I I .
Till ou t strode Gismond ; then I knew Then Gismond , kneeling to me, asked
Tha t I was saved . I nevermet

H is firce before, bu t, at first view,

I felt quite sure that God had set Could I repeat now, if I tasked
H imself to Sa tan ; who would spend
A minute’s mistrust on the end ? Dear even as yo u are. P ass the rest

Until I sank upon his breast .
XII I .

H e strode to Gauthier, in his throat

Gave him the lie, then struck his mouth Overmy head his arm he flung
W ith one back - handed blow tha t wro te Against the world ; and scarce I felt
Inbloo dmen’

sverdict there. N orth , South , H is sword (that dripped by me and swung)
Eas t , W est , I lo oked . The lie was dead , A little shifted in its belt
And damned , and truth stood up instead . For he began to say the while

xrv .

This glads me most, that I enjoyed
The heart o f the joy, with my content So

’mid the shoutingmultitude
In watclungGramond unalloyed W e two wa lked fo rth to nevermore
By any doubt of the event R eturn . My cousrns have pursued

g
od

c

t

h

oo

és
that

g
n

f

hlm—I “

f Their life, untro ubled
‘

as befo re
at m 0“ °f my Part 1 vexed them. Gauthier

’
s dwelling-place

God ligh ten ! May his soul find grace !

Did I no t watch him while he let
H is armourer just brace his greaves,

R ivet his hauberk, on the fret Our elder boy hasg
o t the clear

Thewhile ! H is foo t mymemory leaves Great brow ; th° when hrs W 3 M

N o least stamp ou t , nor how anon
Full eye shows scorn, It Gu rnond here?

H e pulled his ringinggauntlets o n .

And have you brought my tercel 1 back?

H owmany birds it struck since May.

And e
’
en before the trumpet’s sound

W as finished , prone lay the false knight,
P rone as his lie, upon the ground
Gismo nd flew at him, used no sleight

O
’
the sword , but Open -breasted drove,

TH E BOY AND TH E ANGEL

MOR N ING , evening, noon and night.
Cleaving till out the truth he clo ve. u P raise God 1

»
sangTheo crite.

xvu . Then to his poor trade he turned.
W hich done, he dragged him to my feet W hereby the daily meal was earned
And said H ere die, but end thy breath
In full confession, lest thou fleet H ard he laboured , long and well :
Frommy first, to Go d

’
s second death O

’
er his work the boy

’
s curls fell.

Say, hast thou lied ? ” And , 1 have lied

To God and her, he said , and died .
1 A male of the peregrine falcon.
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But ever, at each period
He stopped and sang,

Then back again his curls he threw,

And cheerful turned to wo rk anew.

P raise God !

Said Blaise, the listeningmonk, W ell done
“ I doubt no t thou art heard , my so n

As well as if thy vo ice to - day
Were praisingGod , the P ope

’
s great way.

This Easter D ay, the P o pe at R ome
Praises God from P eter

’
s d ome.

”

Said Theocrite, W ould Go d that I
“ Might praise him, tha t grea t way, and d ie !

”

Night passed , day shone,

With God a day end ures alway,
A thousand years are but a day.

God said in heaven, N or day nor night
“
Now brings the voice o fmy delight.

”

Then Gabriel , like a rainbow’
s birth ,

Spread his wings and sank to earth ;

Entered , in flesh, the empty cell ,

Lived there, and played the craftsman well

And morning, evening, noon and night ,
Praised Go d in place o fTheocrite.

And from a boy, to you th he grew
Theman pu t 06 the stript hue

Into the season o f decay

And ever o
’
er the trade be bent ,

And ever lived o n earth content .

(H e did God
’
s will to him, all one

lfon the earth or in the sun. )

God said ,
“ A praise is in mine ear ;

There is no d o ubt in it, no fear

So sing o ld worlds, and so

New worlds tha t fi'o rn my fo o tstoo l go .

Clearer loves so und o ther ways
I miss my litt le human praise.

”

Then forth sprangGabriel
’
s wings, o f? fell

The flesh disguise, remained the cell.

’
Twas Easter D ay : he flew to R ome,
And paused above Saint P eter’s d ome.

In the tiring
- ro om close by

The great outergallery,

W ith his ho ly vestments dight,
Sto od the new P ope, Theocrite

And a ll his past career
Came back upon him clear,

Since when, a boy, he plied his trad e,
Till on his life the sickness weighed

And in his cell , when d eath drew near,

An angel in a dream brought cheer

And rising from the sickness d rear
H e grew a priest , and now stood here.

To the East with praise he turned ,

And on his sight the angel burned .

I bore thee from thy craftsman
’
s cell

And set thee here ; I did no t well.

Vainly I left my angel - sphere,
Vain was thy dream o fmany a year.

Thy vo ice
’
s praise seemed weak ; it

dro pped
Crea tion

’
s cho rus stopped

Go ba ck and praise again

The early way, while I re
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W ith that weak vo ice o f o ur disdain
,

W ere it simply a friend to pursue
Take up crea tion

’
s pausing strain .

’Mid mymillion or two ,

W ho could payme in person o r pelf
Back to the cell and po o r employ W hat he owes me himself !
R esume the cra ftsman and the boy ! N o : I could no t but smile through mychafe

For the fellow lay safe
Theocn te grew o ld a t home

As his mates d o , the midge and the nit,
A new P ope dwelt in P eter’s d ome. —Through minuteness, to wit .

One vanished as the o ther d ied
They so ught God side by side.

INSTAN S TYRANNUS.

I .
01? the million o r two , more o r less,
I ru le and possess ,
One man, fo r some cause undefined ,

W as least to mymind .

I I
I struck him, he grovelled o f course

For, wha t was his fo rce
I pinned him to earth with myweight
And persistence o f ha te

And he lay, wou ld no tmoan, would no t curse,
As his lo t might be wo rse.

v r.

W ere the o bject lees mean , would he stand So , I so berly laid my last plan
At the swing o fmy hand To extinguish the man .

For obscurity helps him and blo ts R ound his creep o ho le, with never a break
The ho le where he squa ts.

”
Ran my fires for his sake ;

So , I set my five wits o n the stretch Over-head , d id my thunder combine
To inveigle the wretch . W ith my underground mine
All in vain Go ld and jewels I threw, Till I lo o ked frommy labour content
Still he co uched there perdue ; To enjoy the event .
I tempted his bloo d and his flesh,
H id in roses mymesh , V II

Choicest cates and the flago n
’
s best spilth W hen sudden how think ye, theand ?

Still he kept to his filth. D id I say without friend

Say rather, frommarge to bluemarge
Iv . The who le skygrew his targe

H ad he kith now o r kin, were access W ith the sun’
s self for visible boas,

To his heart , did I press W hile an Arm ran across

Just a so n or a mo ther to seize W hich the earth heaved beneath likea breast
N o such bo o ty as these. W here the wretch was safe prest

V

Then a humourmore great took its place
At the thought o f his face,
The droo p , the low cares o f themouth.
The trouble unco uth
’
Twixt the brows, all that air one is fiin
To put o u t o f its pain.

And ,
“
no !

” I admonished myself,
Is one mocked by an elf,

Is one baffled by toad or by rat ?

The gravamen
’
s in that

H ow the lion, who crouches to suit

H is back to my foo t,
W ould admire that I stand in debate !
But the small turns the great
If it vexes you ,

—that is the thing!
Toad o r rat vex the king?
Though I waste halfmy realm to unearth

Toad or rat ,
’
tis well wo rth
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xu l .

Steadfast and stil l the same W hile I—to the shape. I 100
On my object bent , Feel my so ul dila te

W hile the hands give vent N0? 8 W hit abate,
To my ardo ur and my aim And relax no t a gesture due,

And break into very flame As I see my belief come true.

XXI .

Then I reach, I must believe, Fo r, there ! have I drawn o rno

N o t her soul in vain , Life to that lip
Fo r to me again D o my fingers dip

It reaches, and past retrieve In a flame which again they throw
Is wo und in the toils I weave ; On the cheek tha t breaks a -glow?

XXII .
And must fo llow as I require, H a was the hair so first ?

As befits a thrall, W hat , unfilleted ,
Bringingflesh and all, Made alive, and spread

Essence and earth - attire, Thro ugh the void with a rich outburst,

To the so urce of the tractile fire Chestnut go ld - interspersed

xvr. xxm .

Till the ho use cal led hers , no t mine, Like the do o rs o f a casket - shrine,
W ith a growingweight See, o n either side,
Seems to suffocate H er two arms d ivide

If she break no t its leaden line Till the heart betwixt makes sign.
And escape from its close confine. Take me, fo r I am thine !

xv rr. xxxv .

Oll t Of d oo l'S into the night N ow_ _ now dm r IS hw d
On to the maze

Of the wild wood -ways, Nearer—M d 11t
N o t turning to left no r right Now and at ca ll the third
From the pa thway, blind with sight She enters without a wo rd .

XV I I I . xxv

Making thro
’
rain and wind On d o th she march and o n

O
’
et the bmken Shrubs, To the find ed shag’

Twixt the stems and stubs , It is, past escape,
W ith a Still, composed , strongmind , H erself now the d ream is done
Nor a care for the world behind And the shadow and she are one.

XIX. XXV I .
Swifter and Still mo re SW

'ifi , First I will pray, D o “ on

As the C
f
owd ing peace Tha t ownest the so ul ,

D o th to Joy increase Yet wilt grant contro l
In the wide blind eyes uplift To ano ther, no r d isallow
Thro ’

the darkness and the drift For a time, restrain me now !
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I admonish me while l may, Up and out o f his den the o ld monster.

No t to squanderguilt , They opened a ho le in the wire-work

At my hand its price one day ! And fled : o ne
’
s heart

’
s beating redoubled

What the price is, who can say? A pause, while the pit’s mo uth was troubled ,
The blackness and silence so utter,

By the firework
’
s slowsparklingand sputter

Then earth in a sudden contortio n
TH E GLOVE.

(m , im a m 1m it” )
Such a brute ! W ere 1 friend Clement

Hmo uo yawned o ne dayKingFrancis,
Distance all value enhances ! And whose faculties move in no sma ll mist
W hen a man’

s busy, why, leisure
Strikes him as wonderful pleasure I should study that brute to describe you
’
Faith , and at leisure once is he I

Straightway he wants to be busy. One
’
s who le blood grew curdling and creepy

H ere we’ve go t peace ; and aghast l
’m To see the black mane, vast and heapy,

Is there a resson in metre ?
Give us your speech, master P eter !

”

I who , ifmorta l dare say so ,
Ne

’
er am at loss with my Naso , The barrier, they reached and they rested
Sire,

” I replied , “ joys pro ve cloudlets On space that migh t stand himin best stead
Men are the merest Ixions Forwho knew, he thought, what the amaze
Here the Kingwhistled aloud , Let

’
s

—H eigho—go lo ok a t our lions The erup tion of clatter and blamemeant,
And if, in this minute ofwonder,

Ifyou talk fine to KingFrancis.

And so , to the courtyard proceeding.
Our company, Francis was leading,
Increased bynew fo llowers tenfo ld

Lords, ladies, like clouds which bedizen
At sunset thewestern horizon .

And Sir De Large pressed
’mid the foremost

W ith the dame he pro fessed to adoremoat.
0h, what a face ! Oneby fits eyed

H er, and the horrible pitside ; H 1; stands ! o th the King
’

we
For the penfo ld surrounded a ho llow

ow e qu

Which led where the eye scarce dared fo llow, crN ovice spurs elsewhere
And shelved to the chamber secluded

An?!20 can

,

a

v

g-23gz
n

fl a simg
Where

.

Bluebf
!“ 6’

.

the great lion, brooded .

W e exercise who lesome discretion
The Km: hailed his keeper» an M b

In keepingaloo f from his thresho ld ;
As glossy and black as a scamb,

l

Once ho ld you, th ose jaws want no fla b

l A beetle. ho ld ,

1.11b and , his shackles all shivered ,
The lion at last was delivered ?

Ay, that was the open sky o
’
erhead

And you saw by the flash on his forehead ,
By the hope in those eyes wide and steady,
H e was leagues in the desert alread y,
D riving the flocks up the mountain,
Or catlike couched hard by the fountain

To waylay the date-

ga theringnegreas :
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Their first wo u ld to o pleasantly purloin
The visitor

’
s brisket or surloin

But who ’
s he would prove so fo o l-hardy ?

N o t the best man o fMarignan , pardie

The sentence no soonerwas uttered ,

Than over the rails a glo ve fluttered ,
Fell close to the lion, and rested

Th e dame ’
twas, wh o flungit and jested

W ith life so , D e Lorge had been wo oing
Fo rmonths past ; he sat there pursuing
H is suit, weighing o ut with nonchalance
Fine speeches like go ld from a balance.

So und the trumpet , no true knight
’
s a tarrier

D e Lo rgemad e o ne leap at the barrier,
W alked straight to the glove,

—while the

Ne
’
ermo ved , kept his far- reaching eye on

The palm- tree-edged d ss ert
- sp ring

’
s sapphire,

And the musky o iled skin o f the M r,

P icked it up , and as calmly retreated ,
Leaped back where the lad y was seated ,
And full in the fl ea o f its owner

Flung the glove.

Your heart’s queen, yo u dethro ne her?
80 should I l ”—cried the King

’
twas

mere vanity,
N o t love, set tha t task to humanity

Lo rds and ladies alike turned with loathing
From such a proved wo lf in sheep’s clo thing.

N o t so , I ; for I caught an expression
In her brow’

s und isturbed self- possession
Amid the Co urt’s scofling and merriment ,
As if from no pleasing experiment
She rose, yet of pain no t much heed fu l
So long as the proce ss was needful,
As if she had tried in a crucible,
To what speeches like go ld were t e

And , finding the finest prove copper,
Felt the smoke in her fiace was but proper
To know wha t she had not to trust to ,

W as worth al l the ashes and dust too .

She went out ’mid bo o ting and laughter ;
Clement Maro t stayed ; I fo llowed after,

DRAMATIC ROMAN CES

And asked , as a grace, wha t it all meant ?
If she wished no t the rash deed ’

s recalment ?
For I —so I spoke—“

am a poet
H uman nature,

-behoves that I know it 2”

She to ld me, To o long had I heard
Of the deed proved alone by the wo rd

For my lo ve—what D e Lo rge would not

W ith my scorn what De Lorge could

But when the heart sud’ers a blow,

W ill the pain pass so so ou , d o you know?
"

I looked , as away she was sweeping.
And saw a youth eagerly keeping

And the endless descriptio ns o f death
H e wo uld bra ve when my lip formed
brea th,

I must reckon as braved , o r, o f course,
D o ubt his word—and mo reo ver, perforce,
For such gifts as no lad y could spurn,
Must offermy love in return.

W hen I lo o ked o n yo ur lion, it bro ught

All the dangers at once to my th ought,
Encountered by all sorts o fmen,
Befo re he was lodged in his den,

From the po or slave whose club or lnre

D ug the trap, set the snare o n the sands,
W ith no King and no Court to applaud ,

By no shame, should he shrink, o verawed ,
Yet to capture the creaturemade shift,
That his rude boys migh t laugh at the gifi.
—To the page who last leaped o

’
er the

fence

Of the pit, o n no grea ter pretence
Than to get back the bonnet he d ro pped ,
Lest his pay fo r a week should be stoppcd .

So , wiser I judged it to make
One trial what death formy sake

’

R eally meant, while the power was yet
mine,

Than to wait until time should define
Such a phrase no t so simply as 1,
W h o to ok it to mean just to die.

’

The blow a glo ve gives is but weak
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And feasted with lo ve’s perfect feast ,
To think I kill for her, at least ,
Body and so ul and peace and fame,
Alike youth’s end and manh ood’s aim,

—So is my spirit, as flesh with sin,
Filled fu ll, ea ten out and in

W ith the face o f her, the eyes of her,
The lips, the little chin , the stir
Of shad ow round hermou th ; and she
—I’ll tell you ,

- calmly would decree
That I sho uld roast at a slow fire,

If that would compass her desire
And make her o ne whom they invite
To the famous ba ll to -morrow night .

Theremay be heaven ; there must be hell
Meantime, there is our earth here—well 1

TH E ITALIAN IN ENGLAND .

TH AT second time they hunted me
From hill to plain, from sho re to sea ,

And Austria , bounding h r and wide

H er blood -ho unds thro
’
the country- side,

Breathed ho t and instant on my trace,
I made six days a hiding-place
Of tha t dry green o ld aqueduct
W here I and Charles, when bo ys, have

The fire-flies from the roo f abo ve,

—H ow long it seems since Charles was lost

Six days the so ldiers crossed and crossed

The country in my very sight
And when tha t peril ceased at night ,
The sky broke o ut in red dismay
W ith signal fires ; well, there I lay
Close co vered o

’
er in my recess,

Up to the neck in ferns and cress,
Thinking on Metternich o ur friend ,
And Charles

’
s miserable end ,

And much beside, two d ays ; the third ,
H unger o

’
ercameme when I heard

The peasants from the village go
To work among themaize ; you know,

W ith us in Lombardy, they bring
P rovisions packed on mules, a string

W ith little bells tha t cheer their task,
And casks, and boughs on every cask
To keep the sun’

s heat fi'om the wine

These I let pass in jinglingline,
And , close on them,

dear no isy n ew,

The peasants from the village, to o ;

Forat the very rearwould tro op
Theirwives and sisters in a gro up
To help, I knew. W hen these had passed ,
I threw myglove to strike the last,
Taking the chance : she did no t start,

Much less cry out , but sto oped apart ,
One instant rapid ly glanced round ,

And sawme beckon from the ground .

A wild bush grows and hides my crypt
She picked myglove up while she stripped
A branch 05, then rejoined the rest
W ith that ; myglove lay in her breast.
Then I drew breath ; they disappeared
It was for Italy I feared .

An hour, and she returned alone

Exactly wheremyglo ve was thrown.

Meanwhile camemany though ts onme
R ested the hopes o f Italy.
I had devised a certain ta le

W hich , when
’
twas to ld her, could not

fail

P ersuade a peasant o f its truth
I meant to ca ll a freak o f yo uth
This hiding, and give ho pes o f pay,
And no tempta tio n to betray.

But when I saw that woman’
s flee,

Its calm simplicity o fgrace,

Our Italy’s own a ttitude

In which she wa lked thus h r, and stood .

P lantingeach naked fo o t so firm,

To crush the snake and spare the worm
At first sight o fher eyes, I said ,
I am that man upon whose head
They fix the price, because I lu te
The Austrians o ver us : the State

W ill giveyo ugo ld—o h , go ld so much
Ifyou betray me to th eir clutch,
And be your dea th , fo raugh t I know,

If once they find you saved their the.

Now, you must bringme fo od and drink,
And also paper, pen and ink,
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And carry safe wha t I sha ll write My inmost heart I have a friend ?
To P adua , which you’

ll reach at night H owever, if I pleased to spend
Befo re the duomo shuts ; go in R eal wishes on myself—say, three

And wait till Tenebraebegin I know at least wha t o ne sho uld be.
W alk to the third confessiona l, I would grasp Metternich until
Between the pillar and the wall , I felt his red wet throa t distil
And kneelingwhisper, M on a em pam In blood thro

’
these two hands. And next,

Say it a second time, then cease ;
—N ormuch for that am I perplexed

And if the voice inside returns, Charles, perjured traitor, for his part,
Fro » : Christ and Freedom wfia t m Should die slow o f a broken heart

carm Under his new employers. Last

The cause of P eace —for answer, slip —Ah , there, what should I wish i' For

My letter where yo u placed your lip
Then come back happywe have d one
Ourmother service—I , the so n,
As yo u the daughter o f our land l

Three mornings more, she took her stand
In the same p lace, with the same eyes

I was no surer of sun- rise

Than o f her coming. W e conferred

Of her own prospects, and I heard
She h ad a lo ver—sto ut and ta ll ,
She said—then let her eyelids fa ll ,
H e could d o much - as if some d oubt

Entered her heart , - then, passing out ,
She could no t speak fo r o thers, who
H ad o ther th oughts ; herself she knew

And so she brough t me drink and fo od .

After fo ur days, the scouts pursued
Ano ther pa th ; at last arrived

The help my P ad uan fiiends contrived
To firrnish me : she brough t th e news.

Fo r the first time I could no t choose

But kiss her hand , and laymy own

Upon her head This firith was shown

To Italy, o urmo ther ; she
Uses my hand and blesses thee.

”

She fo llowed down to the sea -sho re ;

I left and never saw hermore.

H ow very longsince I have though t

Beside the good o f Ita ly,
For which I live and mean to die l
I neverwas in love ; and since

Charles mo ved fi lse, what shall now con So much for id le wishing—how
It steals the time I To business now.

D o I grow o ld and o ut o f strength .

If I reso lved to seek at length
My father

’
s house aga in , how scared

They al l would lo ok, and unprepared
My bro thers live in Austria

’
s pay

- Disowned me long ago , men say ;

And all my earlyma tes who used
To praise me ao—perhaps induced
More than o ne early step o fmine

Freedomgrows license, some suspect
H aste breeds delay,” and reco llect

They always said , such prema ture
Beginnings never could endure 1

So , with a sullen Ali
’
s for best,”

The land seems settling to its rest.
I think then , I sh o uld wish to stand

This eveningin that dear, lost land ,
Over the sea the thousand miles,
And know ifyet that woman smiles
W ith the calm smile some little firm

She lives in there, no doubt : what harm
If I sat on the door- side bench ,
And , while her spind le made a trench
Fantastically in the dust ,
Inquired ofall her fo rtunes—just
H er children’

s ages and their names ,
And what may be the husband

’
s aims

For each of them. I
’
d talk this out,

And sit there, for an hour about,
Then kiss her hand once mo re, and lay
Mine on her head , and go myway.
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TH E ENGLISH MAN IN ITALY.

P IANO D I som nro

W hile, busy beneath ,
Yo ur priest and his bro ther tugged at them.

The rain in their teeth.

Fo a ’

rb, Forth , my belo ved o ne, And o ut upon all the flat ho use- ro ofi
Sit here by my side, W here s lit la (117 i! 18 ;

On my knees put up bo th little feet The girls to okmmunder cover
I was sure, if I tried , N or use seemed in trying

I could make yo u laugh spite o f Sciro cco . To get out the boa ts and go fishing,
N ow, o pen yo ur eyes, For, under the cliff,

Let me keep yo u amused till he vamsh Fierce the black wa ter fro thed o
’

er theblind
In black fi'om the skies, ro ck .

W ith tellingmymemo ries o ver N o seeing our skid
'

As you tell yo ur bead s Arrive abo ut noo n from Amalfi ,

All the P lain saw me ga ther, I garland —Our fisher arrive,
—The flowers o r the weeds . And pitch d own his basket before us,

All trembling alive

Time for rain fo ryour longho t dryAutumn W ith pink and grey jellies, yo ur se a - fruit ;

H ad net -wo rked with brown You touch the strange lumps,
The white skin o f each gra pe on the bunches, And mouths gape there, eyes open,

Marked like a quail’s crown ,
Tho se crea tures you make such acco unt o f,

W hose heads ,—speckled white
Over brown like a great Spider

’
s back,

As I to ld you last night ,
Yo urmo ther bites o ff for her supper.

R ed - ripe as could be,
P omegranates were chapping and splitting

In halves on the tree
And betwixt the loose walls o f grea t flint

Or in the thick dust
On the pa th, or straight o ut o f the rock

side,
Wh erever co uld thrust

Some burnt sprig o f bo ld hardy rock- flower

Its yellow face up ,

For the prize were great butterflies fighting,
Some five for one cup .

So , I guessed , ere I go t up this mo rning,
W ha t change was in store,

By the quick rustle- d own of th e quail-nets
W hich wokeme before

I could open my shutter, mad e fast
W ith a bough and a sto ne,

And lo ok thro ’
the twisted dead vine- twigs,

In the va t, halfway up in o ur ho use-side,

Like blood the juice spins,
W le yourbro ther all bare- lea d is dancing

Till breathless he grins
Dead -bea ten in efi

'

ort on efl
'

ort

To keep the grapes under,
Since still when he seems al l bu t master,

In pours the fresh plunder
From girls who keep coming and go ing

And eyes shut against the rain
’
s driving;

Your girls tha t are o lder,

Of ho rns and o fhumps,
W hich only the fisher looks grave at ,

W hile ro und him like imps
Cling screaming the children as naked

And brown as his shrimps ;
H imself to o as bare to the midd le

—You see ro und his neck
The string and its brass co in suspended ,

Tha t saves him from wreck .

But to d ay no t a boa t reached Salerno ,
So back , to a man,

Came o ur friends, with whose help in
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W as aboveme, and round me th e mountains,
And under, the sea ,

And within me my heart to bearwitness
W ha t was and shal l be.

Oh , heaven and the terrible crysta l
N o rampart excludes

Yo ur eye from the life to be lived

In the blue so litudes.
Oh , those mo untains, their infinite move

ment 1

Still mo vingwith yo u
For, ever some new head and breast o f them

Thrusts into view Ah , see I The sun breaks o ’
er Calvano ;

To observe the intruder ; yo u see it H e strikes the grea t gloom
If quickly you turn And flutters it o

’
er the mount’s summit

And , befo re th ey escape you surprise them. In airy go ld fume.

They grudge yo u sho uld learn All is over. Lo ok out, see the gipsy,
H ow the so ft plains they lo o k on, lean o ver Our tinker and smith,

And lo ve (they pretend ) H as arrived , set up bellows and fo rge,
- Cower benea th them, the flat sea - pine And d own - squa tted forthwith

cro uches, To his hammering, under the wa ll there
The wild fruit - trees bend , One eye keeps aloo f

E
’
en the myrtle- leaves curl, shrink and shut The urchins that itch to be putting
All is silent and grave H is jews’- harps to pro o f,

’
Tis a sensual and timo ro us beauty, W hile the o ther, thro ’

locks o f curled wire,

H ow fair l but a slave. Is watching how sleek

So , I turned to the sea ; and there slumbered Shines the hog, come to share in the windfal l

As greenly as ever —Chew, abbo t’s own cheek I

Tho se isles of the siren, yourGalli All is o ver. W ake up and come o ut now,

N o ages can sever And down let us go ,
The Three, nor enable their sister And see the fine things go t in o rd er

To jo in th em,
—halfway At church for the show

On the voyage, she lo oked at U lysses Of the Sacrament, set forth this evening.

N o fi rther to -day, To -morrow’
s the Feast

Tho
’
the smal l one, just launched in thewave, Of the R osary’s Virgin , by no means
W atches breast - high and steady Of Virgins the least ,

From under th e rock, her bo ld sister As yo u’
ll hear in the o ff-hand discourse

Swum halfway already. W hich (all nature, no art )
Forth , sha ll we sail there together The D ominican bro ther, these three weeks,

And see from the sides W as gettingby heart.

Quite new rocks show theirfices, new haunts No t a pillar nor post but is disened
W here the siren abides ? W ith red and blue papers

Shall we sail ro und and round them, close over All the roo fwaves with ribbons, each altar
The ro cks, tho ’

unseen, A-blaze with long tapers ;
That ruffle the grey glassy water But the grea t masterp iece is the scaffo ld

To glorious green R igged glorious to ho ld

Then scramble from splinter to splinter, All the fidd lers and fifers and d rummers
R each land and explo re, And trumpeters bo ld ,

On the largest, the strange square black
turret

W ith never a d oor,

Just a lo o p to admit the quick limrds
Then , stand there and hear

The birds’ quiet singing, tha t tells us
W ha t life is, so clear ?

- The secret they sang to Ulysses
W hen, ages ago ,

H e heard and he knew this life’s secret
I hear and I know.
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Not afia id o fBellini nor Auber,
W ho , when the priest’s hoarse,

Will strike us up something tha t
’
s brisk

And then will the flaxen-wigged Image
Be carried in pomp

Thro
’
the plain, while in ga llant procession

The pries ts mean to stomp.

All ro und the glad church lie o ld bo ttles
W ith gunpowder sto pped ,

Which will be, when the Image re-enters,

R eligiously po pped
And at night from the crest ofCalvano

Grea t bonfires will hang,
On the p lain will the trumpets join chorus,

At all events , come—to the garden
As far as the wall

Seeme tap with a hoe on the plaster
Till out there shall fi ll

A scorpion with wide angry nippers !

Such trifles ! you say
Forth, in my England at home,

Men meet gravely to -day
And debate, if abo lishingCom- laws

—If ’
twere proper, Sciro cco should vanish

H e ”m .

In black from the skies 1 ’

P ast we glide, and past , and past
W hat

’
s that poor Agnese doing

W here they make the shutters fas t
IN A GONDOLA. Grey Zanobi’s just a—wo o ing

H e”has P ast we glide

I suit ! ) my heart up to thee, all my heart
In this my singing.

For the stars help me, and the sea bears part ;
The very night is clinging

Closer to Venice
’
streets to leave one space

Above me, whence thy face

Sin M r.

Say afterme, and try to say I

My very word s, as if each word The mo th’s kiss, first !
Came fromyou ofyo ur own accord , Kiss me as ifyou made believe
In your 0“ VON”, in your own way You were no t sure, this eve,

399

This woman’
s heart and soul and brain

Are mine as much as this go ld chain

She bids me wear which (say again)
I ch oose to make by cherishing
A precious thing, or cho ose to fling
Over the boa t - side, ringby ring.

”

And yet once mo re say no wo rd mo re
Since words are o nly words. Give o

’
er 1

Unless you ca ll me, all the same,
Familiarly by my pet name,
W hich if the Three should hear you ca ll,
And me rep ly to , would pro claim
At once our secret to them al l.

Ask o fme, too , command me, blameh
D o , break d own the partitio n-wa ll
’
Twixt us, the daylight world beho lds
Curtained in dusk and splendid fo lds 1
W ha t’s lefi but—all o fme to take
I am the Three

’
s : prevent them, slake

Your thirst l ’
Tis said , the Arab sage,

In practisingwith gems , can lo o se
Their subtle spirit in his cruce
And leave bu t ashes : so , sweet mage,
Leave themmy ashes when thy use
Sucks out my so ul, thy heritage

II .

P ast we glide, and past, and past
W hy’s the P ucci P alace flaring

Like a beacon to the blast ?
Guests by hundreds, no t o ne caring

If the dear ho st’s neck were wried :

P ast we glide l
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H ow my face, yourflower, had pursed
Its petals up ; so , here and there
You brush it, till I grow aware

The bee’s kiss, now
Kiss me as ifyo u entered gay
My heart at some noo nday,
A bud tha t dares no t disallow
The claim, so all is rendered up ,
And passively its Sha ttered cup Your perfect self, from ’

nea th your feet
Over your head to sleep I bow. To o

’
er your head , where, lo , theymeet

As if a million sword - blad es hurled
D efiance from yo u to the world l

W hat are we two R escue me thou , the only real l
I am a Jew,

And scare away this mad ideal
And carrythee, fartherthan friends can pursue, Tha t came, no rmo tions to depart
To a feast o f our tribe ; Thanks ! Now, stay ever as thou art !

W here they need thee to bribe
The devil that blasts them unless he imbibe
Thy Scatter the vision fo r ever ! And

As I am I , thou art thou W hat if the Three should catch at last

Thy seremder W hile there’
s cast

Gian pinions me, H imself has past
H is stylet thro

’my back ; I reel
And is it thoq eel ?

Say again, wha t we are ?

The sprite o f a star,

My plumes their full play
Till a ruddier ray
Than my pale one anno unce there is wither They trail me, these three god less knaves.

Sca tter the visio n fo rever ! And Nor stop till, where the co ld 8“ raves

As o f o ld , I am I, thou art th ou They sco op mine, ro ll me to its brink,
And on thy breast l sink !

Oh , which were best , to man o r rest ?

The land
’
s lap or the water’s bra st ? Dip your arm o

’
er the boat -side, elbow

To sleep on yellowmillet -sheaves ,
Or swim in lucid shallows just As I do : thus : were death so unlike sleep.
Eludingwater- lily leaves, Caugh t this way Death

’
s to fearIra n flame

An inch from D eath’s black fingers, thrust
Or po ison doubtless : but Ira n water

W hich life were best on Summer eves ?

Lie back ; co uld though t o f mine improve
you ?

From this shoulder let there spring
A wing; fiom this, ano ther wing:

W ings , no t legs and feet , sha ll mo ve you !
Snow-white must they spring, to blend
W ith your flesh , but I intend
They shall d eepen to the end ,
Broader, into burninggo ld ,
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Co ntrive yo ur Zorzi somehow meets
My Zanze If the ribbo n’

s black ,
The Three are wa tching : keep away !

Yourgo nd o la—let Zo rzi wreathe
Amesh o fwa ter-weed s about
Its prow, as ifbe unaware

H ad struck some quay o r bridge- foo t stair

Tha t I may throw a paper o ut
As you and he go underneath .

There’s Zanze’s vigilant taper ; safe are we.

Only one minute mo re to - night with me
R esume your past self o f a month ago !

Be yo u the bashful ga llant, I will be
The lady with the co lder breast than snow.

N ow howyou , as becomes, no r touch myhand In .

More than I touch yo urs when I step to land , H e was prouder than the devil
And say,

u A ”thanks, Siora H ow he must have cursed our revel

A d o t ti
And lips to lips Yet oncemore, erewe part ,

y an m y hermee “83 :

Clasp me and make me thine, as mine thou As up and d own he paced this Lo ndon,
art l [H e is surp rised , and stabbed .

W ith no wo rk d one but great works undone,
It was o rda ined to be so , sweet —and best

W here cc twenty knew I e.

Comesnow,
benea th thineeyes,upon thybreast .

sonkissme 1 Careno t fo rthe cowards 1 Care
blu !

Only to pu t aside thy beauteo us hair
Myblood will hurt z TheThree, 1 do no t sco rn

If

$12; tu lgs’T0 dea th, because they never lived : but I

H ave lived indeed , and so—(yet one mo re
finen ents. blurrs and blot

W A R I N G .

[Mr. Alfred D omett , C . M .G . , autho r
Rano lf and Amohia ,

”
full o fdescriptions

N ew Zea land scenery. ]

W H AT
’
S become o fW aring Meantime, how much I loved him,

Since he gave us all the slip, I find ou t now I
’
ve lost him.

Chose land - travel or seafaring, I who cared no t if I moved him,

Boo ts and chest or sta ff and scrip, W ho could so carelessly accost him,

R ather than pace up and down H encefo rth never shall get fi'ee
Any longer Lo ndon town ? Of his ghostly company.

W ho
’
d have guessed it from his lip

Or his brow’
s accustomed bearing,

On the night he thus took ship
Or sta rted landward P—little caring
For us , it seems, who supped together
(Friends o f his to o , I remember)
And walked home thro ’

themerry weather,
The snowiest in al l D ecember.

I left his arm that night myself
For wha t’s- his -name’s, the new pro se-poet
W ho wro te the bo ok there, on the shelf
H ow, fo rso o th, was I to know it
IfW aringmeant to glide away
Like a gho st a t break o f day
Never lo oked he half so gay

Certain first steps were achieved
Already which —(is that yo urmeaning?)
H ad well borne ou t whoe’er believed
Inmo re to come !” But who goes gleaning
H edgeside chance-

glades, while full
- shel ved

Stand co rnfields by him P ride, o
’
a wemhg

P ride al one, puts fo rth such claims
O

’
er the day’s distinguished names.
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H is eyes that just a little wink H er feverish sharp - too thed go ld
- crowned

As deep I go into themerit
Of this and tha t distinguished spirit Or as one feasts a creature rarely
H is cheeks’ raised co lour, soo n to sink , Captured here, unreconciled

And tremend ous (H eaven defend us Its pettish humours license, barely
Monstr’- inform’

- ingens
-horrend -o

Nay, my very wrist grows warm
With his draggingweight of arm.

E
’
en so , swimmingly appears,

Through o ne
’
s after- suppermusings,

Some lost lady o f o ld years

And go odness unrepaid as ever

The face, accustomed to refusings ,
We, puppies that we were Oh never

Surely, nice o f co nscience, scrupled
Beingaught like fil lse, forsoo th, to ?
Telling aught but honest truth to
What a sin , had we centupled
Its possesso r’s grace and sweetness !

N0 ! she heard in its completeness
Truth , fo r truth

’
s a weighty ma tter,

And truth , at issue, we can
’
t fla tter

Well,
’
tis d o ne with she

’
s exempt

From damningus thro
’
such a sa lly

And so she glides, as d own a va lley,
Taking up with her contempt ,
Past our reach ; and in , the flowers

Shut her unregarded hours.

Oh, could I have him back o nce more,
ThisW aring, but o ne half-daymo re
Back, with the quiet face o f yo re,
So hungry for acknowledgment
Likemine I

’
d fo o l him to his bent .

Feed , should not he, to heart
’
s content ?

As pours some pigeo n from themyrrhy lands
P lanned your great works, apart from

R apt by the whirlblirst to fierce Set
'

3 l
'

ttle w k achieved

I’dm s

l

hould zenfl ed W here breed the swallows, hermelod io us cry
I
’
d m ite such havo c o f the claims Amid their barbarous twitter
Ofthe day’s distinguished names In R ussia Never ! Spain were fitter !

To feast him with , as feasts an egress

The glo ry is departed
Travels W aringEast away ?
W ho , o fknowledge, by hearsay,
R epo rts a man upstarted
Somewhere as a god ,
H ordes grown Euro pean

-hearted ,
Millions of the wild mad e tame

On a sudden at his fame ?

In Vishnu - land wha t Ava tar?

Or who in Moscow, toward the Czar,

W ith the demurest o f foo tfalls

Over the Kremlin
’
s pavement bright

W ith serpentine and syenite,
l

Steps, with five o ther Genera ls
Tha t simultaneo usly ta ke snuff.
Fo r each to have pretext enough
And kerchiefwise unfo ld his sash

W hich , so ftness
’
self, is yet the stuff

To ho ld fast where a steel chain snaps,
And leave the grand white neck no gash ?
W aring in Moscow, to th ose rough

Co ld northern na tures born perhaps,
Like the lambwhite maiden dear
From the circle ofmute kings
Unable to repress the tear,
Each as his sceptre down he flings,
To Dian

’
s fane at Taurica ,

W here now a captive priestess, she a lway
Mingles her tendergrave H ellenic speech
W ith theirs, tuned to the hailstone bea ten
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Ay, most likely
’
tis in Spain

Tha t we and W aringmeet again

N ow, while he turns d own that co o l narrow

lane

Into the blackness, out o fgrave Madrid

All fire and shine, abrupt as when there
’
s slid

Its stifl
'

go ld blazing pall
From some black cofi n - lid .

Or, best o f al l,
I lo ve to think
The leaving us was just a feint ;
Back here to Lo ndo n did he slink,
And now works on without a wink
Of sleep, and we are on the brink
Of somethinggreat in fresco -paint
Some garret

’
s ceiling, walls and flo o r,

Up and d own and o
’
er and o

’
er

H e splashes, as none splashed before
Since great Caldara P o lido re.

1

Or Music means this land of ours

Some favo uryet , to pity won
By P urcell fi

'
om his R osy Bowers,

Give me my so - long promised so n,

Let W aringend wha t I begun !
”

Then d own he creeps and o ut he steals

Only when the night conceals
H is face ; in Kent

’
tis ch erry- time,

Or hops are picking : o r at prime
OfMarch be wanders as, too happy,
Years ago when he was yo ung,
Somemild eve when woods grew sappy
And the early mo ths had sprung
To life frommany a tremblingsheath
W o ven the warm boughs beneath
W hile sma ll birds said to themselves
W ha t should soon be actual song,
And younggnats, by tens and twelves,
Mad e as if they were the throng
Tha t crowd around and carry aloft
The sound they have nursed , so sweet and

Pm ,

Out o f a myriad no ises so ft,
Into a tone that can endure

Amid the noise o f a July noon
When all God

’
s crea tures crave their boon ,

All at once and all in tune,

ROMANCES

And get it , happy as W aring then,

H avingfirst within his ken

W ha t a man might do with men
And fir to o glad , in the even -

glow,
To mix with the world he meant to take

Into his hand , he told you , so
And out o f it. his wo rld to make,
To contract and to expand
As he shut o r oped his hand .

oh W aring, what
’
s to real ly be

IA clear stage and a crowd to see !

Some Garrick, say, out shall no t he
The heart o fH amlet’s mystery p luck ?
Or, where most unclean beasts are rifi ,

Some Junius—cm I right -sha ll tuck

H is sleeve, and forth with fl ying
-knife !

Some Cha tterton shall have the luck

Of calling R owley into life

Some o ne shall somehow run a muck
W ith this o ld wo rld forwant o f strife

Sound asleep . Contrive, contrive

To rouse us, W aring ! W ho
’
s alive ?

Ourmen scarce seem in earnest now.

D istinguished names —but ’
tis, somehow,

As if they played at being names
Still more distinguished , like the games
Of children . Turn our sp ort to earnest

W ith a visage of the sternest !

Bring the real times back , confessed
Still better than our very best !

I
W u aN l last sawW aring

(H ow a ll turned to him who spoke !
You saw W aring Truth o r jo ke?
In land - travel or sea -h ring

W e were sailingby Tries t

W here a day or two we harboured

A sunset was in the W est,

W hen, lo oking over the vessel
’
s side,

1 Surnamed da Cara vaggio . A pupil of
“ One o f our cornpany espied

R aphael. A sudden speck to larboard .
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II I I I .

A LIGH T WOMAN . And I did it , he thinks, as a very thief
Though I love her—tha t , he compre

hends
So far as our story approaches the end , One should master o ne’s passions, (love, in

W hich d o yo u pity the most o f us three
My friend , o r the mistress o fmy friend

Afi d be loyal to o ne
’
s fnend s 3

”

W ith her wanto n eyes, o rme ?

And she,— she lies in my hand as tame

As a pear la te basking over a wa ll ;

Just a to uch to try and o ff it came ;
’
Tis mine,—can I let it fall ?

My friend was already too go od to lo se,
And seemed in thewayo f impro vement yet,

When she crossed his pa th with her hunting

And o ver him drew her net .
W ith no mind to eat it , that

’
s the worst !

W ere it thrown in the road , would the case
111 .

assist ?
W hen I saw him tangled in her IOIIS, ’

TW SS quenching a d ozen blue- flies
’

thirst
A shame, said I , if she ad ds just him W hen I gave its sta lk a twist .

To her nine- and -ninety o ther spo ils,
The hundred th for a whim

And I ,—what I seem to my friend , you see

W ha t I so on shall seem to his lo ve, you
And before my friend be who lly hers,
H OW easy to pro ve to him, I said , W ha t I seem to myself, do you ask o fme?

An eagle
’
s the game her pride prefers ,

Though she snaps a t a wren instead

’
Tis an awkward thing to play with souls,

SO : I gave her eyes my OW? eyes to take, And ma tter enough to save o ne
’
s own

MYhand so ught hers as 1“ earnest need , Yet think o fmy friend , and the burningcoals
And ro und she turned fo rmy noble sake, H e played with for bits o f stone !
And gave me herself indeed .

) ( I I I .
One likes to show the tru th for the truth

The eagle am I, W ith my&me in the world , That the woman was ligh t ‘3 very true
The wren is he, with his maiden face. But suppose she says,

- Never mind that
Yo u look away and your lip rs curled
P atience, a moment

’
s space ! W ha t wrong have I do ne to you P

XIV .

Fo r see, my friend goes shaking and white W ell , any how, here the story stays,
H e eyes me as the basilisk So far at least as I understand

I have turned , it appears, his day to night , And , R obert Browning, you writer ofplays.
Eclipsinghis sun

’
s d isk . H ere

’
s a subject made to yo ur hand
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THE LAST R ID E TOGETH ER .

l sarn—Then, dearest , since ’
tis so ,

Since now at length my fa te I know,

Since no thingall my lo ve avails,
Since all, my life seemed meant fo r, fails,
Since this was written and needs must

Mywho le heart rises up to bless
Yourname in pride and thankfirlness !

Take back the hope yo u gave,— I claim
Only a memo ry o f the same,
—And this beside, if you will no t blame,
Your leave fo r one more last ridewith me.

Mymistress hea t that brow of hers ;
Those (1 dark h

’

d d

Whennwom
e

ze
u

é g
e

mg
n

mr
e

oug

e

z
urs

This pres ent of theirs with the hopefu l
F
'

ed breat -wh
’

l two

aim
in

g; or am“ tfie
e

glm e right 1
I ho ped shewould lo veme ; herewe nde.

The bloo d replenished me again ;
My last though t was at least no t vain

Imd mymism i de by srde W hat hand and brain went ever paired ?
Shall be together, breathe 3 3 d nde, W hat heart alike conceived and dared

W hat act ed all
’

ts tho h t had
Who knows but the world may end

pm" “3

Hu h ! if you saw some western cloud

All billowy-bosomed , over- bowed
Bymany bened ictions—sun

’
s

And moon’
s and evening

-star
’
s at 0

And so , you, lo oking and lovingbest,
Conscious ew, o ur ion drew

Cloud , sungt , mzonrisz
ss

star- shine to o ,
My riding is better, by their leave.

Down on you , near and yet more near,
Till Ba h must fade fo r heaven was here
Thus leant she and lingered

—joy “ d fear !
W hat d oes it all mean , poet ? W ell,

Thus lay she a moment on my breast. Your brains beat into rhythm, you tell

W hat we felt only ; you expressed
You ho ld things beautiful the best,

M m began to rid e. My so ul And pace them in rhyme so , side by
Smoo thed itself out , aa long-cramped scro ll

Fresheningand flutteringm the wind .

P ast ho pes alread y lay behind .

W hat need to strive with a life awry ?
H ad l said that , had l done this,

So migh t I gain, so migh t I miss.
Might she have lo ved me just as well
She might have hated , who can tell l

Wh ere had I been now if the wo rst befell ?
And here we are riding, she and I .

Fail I alone, in wo rds and deeds ?
W hy, all men strive and who succeed s ?

W e rod e ; it seemed my spirit flew,

Saw o ther regions, cities new,

As the world rushed by on either side.

I tho ught , -All labour, yet no less
Bear up benea th their unsuccees .

Lo ok at the end o fwo rk, contrast

What will but felt the fieshly screen

W e ride and I see her bosom heave.

There
’
s many a crown fo rwho can reach .

Ten lines, a statesman’
s life in each

The flag stuck o n a heap o fbones,
A so ldier

’
s d o ing what atones ?

They scratch his name on the Abbey
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’Tis something, my
’
tis much but then,

H ave you yourselfwhat
’
s bes t formen TH E P IED P IP ER OF H AMELIN

Are you
—poor, a ck, o ld ere your time_

Nearer one whit your own sublime
A CH ILD

’
S STOR Y'

Than we who never have turned a rhyme (W ritkn /or. and inscribed in. W . M.

Sing, riding
’
s a joy Forme, I ride.

I .
H AMELIN Town’

s in Brunswick,
By famous H anover city ;

The riverW eser, deep and wide,
W ashes its wall on the so uthern side

V I I I .
And yo u, grea t scu lptor—so , you gave

A score o f years to Art , her slave,
And that

’
s your Venus, whence we turn

To yondergirl that fords the burn !
A l ter s t ou never spiedYo u acquiesce, and shall I repine? Bumen l

po
.

y
m dit

W ha t, man o fmusic, you grown grey
y ty,

Almost five hundred years ago ,W ith no tes and no thingelse to say, To see the townsfo lk sufl
'

er so
Is this your so le praise from a fnend ,

F was
Greatly his opera ’

s strains intend ,
rom vermin, a pity.

P ut in music we know how h hions

end

I gave my youth ; but we ride, in fine.

IX.

W ho knows wha t’s fit for us ? H ad fi te

P roposed bliss here should sublimate
My being—had I signed the bond
Still o nemust lead some life beyond ,

This foo t once planted on the goal ,
This glory-

garland round my so ul,
Could I descry such ? Try and test !

I sink back shudderingfrom the quest.
Earth being so good , wo uld heaven seem
best ?

Now, heaven and she are beyond this ride.

X.

And yet
—she has no t spoke so long

What ifheaven be that, fi ir and strong
At life

’
s best , with our eyes upturned

”
Whither life’s flower is first discerned ,
W e, fixed so , ever should so abide ?

W hat ifwe still ride on, we two

W ith life for ever o ld yet new,

Changed no t in kind but in degree,
The instant made eternity,
And heaven just pro ve that I and she
R ide, ride together, fo r ever ride

R ats !

They fought the d ogs and killed the cats.
And bit the babies in the crad les,

And ate tbe eheeses out o f the vuts,
And licked the soup from the oooks’ own

ladies,

Split open the kegs o f sal ted sprats,
Made nests insidemen’

s Sunday hats.
And even spoiled thewomen

’
s chats

By drowning their speaking

In fifly d ifferent sharps and flats.

III.

At last themph in a bod y
To the Town H all came flocking

Tis clear, cried they, “
our Mayor’s s

noddy ;

Fo r do lts that can’
t o rwon

’
t determine

W hat’s best to rid us o f our vermin !
You hope, because you

’
re o ld and obo e,

To find in the furry civic robe ease?
R ouse up , sirs ! Give yourbrains a n cking

To find the remedy we’re lacking,
Or, sure as fa te, we

’
ll send you packing

At this the Mayo r and Co rporation

Quaked with a mighty consternation.
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From street to street he piped ad vancing,

And step fo r step they fo llowed dancing,

Until they came to the riverW eser,

W herein all plunged and perished !
—Save one who , stout as Ju lius Caesar,
Swam acro ss and lived to carry
(As he, the manuscript he cherished )

To R a t - land home his commentary :
W hichwas, At thefirst shrillno teso fthe pipe,
I heard a so und as o f scraping tripe,
And putting apples, wo ndrous ripe,
Into a cider- press’s gripe
And a moving away o f pickle- tub- boards ,
And a leaving ajar o f conserve- cupboards,
And a drawingthe corks of train - o il -flasks,

And a breaking the hoops o f butter- casks
And it seemed as if a vo ice
“

(Sweeter far than byharp or bypsaltery
Is breathed ) called out, Oh ra ts, rejoice
The wo rld is grown to one vast drysal

tery l
So munch on, crunch on , take your

Breakfast, supper, dinner, luncheo n
And just as a bulky sugar-puncheo n ,
All ready staved , like a grea t sun shone
G lorious scarce an inch beforeme,
Just asmetho ught it said , Come, boreme
I found the W eser ro lling o

’
erme.

”

V I I I .
You should have heard the H amelin peo ple
R inging the bells till they rocked the steeple.

Go ,
”
cried the Mayor, and get longpo les,

P oke o ut the nests and block up the ho les
Consult with carpenters and builders ,
And leave in our town no t even a trace

Of the rats —when suddenly, up the face
Of the P iper perked in the market -place,
W ith a , First , if yo u please, my thousand

guilders

A tho usand guilders The Mayo r looked
blue

So did the Co rpo ra tion too .

Fo r co uncil dinners made rare havoc
W ith Claret , Moselle, Vin-de-Grave, H ock

And half the money wo uld replenish
Their cellar’s biggest butt with R henish .

To pay this sum to a wandering fellow

W ith a gipsy coa t o f red and yellow !
Beside,

” quo th the Mayor with a knowing
wink,

Our business was done a t the river’s brink ;
W e saw with o ur eyes the vermin sink,
And what

’
s dead can

’

t come to life, I think.

So , friend , we
’
re no t the fo lks to shrink

From the duty of givingyou somethingfor

drink,
And a matter o fmoney to pu t in yourpoke
But as for the guilders, wha t we spoke
Ofthem, as yo u verywell know,was in joke.
Beside, our losses havemade us thrifty.

A thousand guilders Come, take fifty

H ow cried the Mayor, d
’

ye think 1

Beingwo rse treated than a Co o l:

Insulted by a lazy riba ld
W ith id le pipe and vesture pieln ld ?

Yo u threaten us, fellow D o yourworst.
Blow your pipe there till you burst !

”

The P iper’s face fell , and he cried
N o trifling I can’

t wait, beside
I
’
ve promised to visit by d innertime

Bagdat, and accept the prime
Of the H ead -Co ok’s po ttage, all he

’
s rich in,

Fo r having left , in the Caliph
’
s kitchen,

Of a nest o f sco rpions no survivo r

W ith him I proved no bargain - driver,
W ith you , d on

’
t think I’ll ba te a stiver !

And fo lks who put me in a pass ion
May find me pipe after ano ther fishion.

XI I .
Oncemore he stept into the street
And to his lips again
Laid his longpipe o f smo o th straight a nt

And ere he blew three no tes (such sweet

So ft no tes as yet musician
’
s cunning

Nevergave the enraptured air)
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There was a rust ling that seemed like a

Of merry cro wds justling at pitching and

hustling,

Small feet were pattering, wood en shoes
clattering,

Little hand s clapping and little tongues

chattering,
And , like fowls in a farm- yard when barley

is scattering,

Out came the children running.

All the little boys and girls,
With rosy cheeks and fiaxen curls ,

And sparkling eyes and teeth like pearls,
Tripping and skipping, ran merrily after
The wonderful music with sho uting and

XII I .
TheMayo rwas dumb, and the Co uncil stood
As if they were changed into blocks o fwo od ,
Unable to mo ve a step, or cry
To the children merrily skippingby ,

-Could o nly fo llow with the eye XIV

That joyo us crowd at the P iper’s hack . Alas , alas for H amelin !
But how the Mayorwas o n the rack, There came into many a burgher

’
s pate

And the wretched Council
’
s bosoms bea t , A text which says tha t heaven’

s gate

As the P iper turned from the H igh Street Opes to the rich a t as easy rate
To where the W eser ro lled its waters As the need le

’
s eye takes a camel in

Right in the way o f their so ns and daughters Themayor sent East , W est ,N orth and Sou th
However he turned from So uth to W est , To Offer the P iper, by wo rd o fmouth,
And to Ko ppelberg H ill his steps addres sed , W herever it was men

’
s lo t to find him,

And after him the child ren pressed ; Silver and go ld to his heart
’
s content ,

Great was the joy in every breast . If he
’
d o nly return the way he went ,

Henever can cross that mighty to p And bring the child ren behind him.

He
’
s forced to let the piping drop, But when they saw ’

twas a lo st endeavo ur,

And we sha ll see our child ren stop And P iper and dancers were go ne fo r ever,
When, lo , as they reached the mo untain They made a decree tha t lawyers never

side, Shou ld think their records da ted du ly
Awondrous porta l opened wide, If, after the day o f the month and year,
As ifa cavern was suddenly ho llowed These words did no t as well appear,
And the P iper ad vanced and the children And so long after wha t happened here

fo llowed , On the Twenty
- second o fJuly,

And when all were in to the very last , Thirteen hundred and seventy- six

The door in the mountain - side shut fast . And the better in memo ry to fix
Did I say, all ? N o One was lame, The place o f the children’

s last retrea t,

And could no t dance thewho le o f the way They ca lled it , the P ied P iper
’
s Street

And in after years, ifyou would blame W here any o ne playing on pipe or tabor
His sadness , he was used to say, W as sure fo r the future to lose his labour.

It
’
s dull in o ur town sincemyplayma tes left
I ca n’

t fo rget that I
’m bereft

Of all the p lemant sights they see,
W hich the P iper also promised me.

Fo r he led us, he said , to a joyous land ,
Joining the town and just at hand ,
W here waters gushed and fruit - trees grew

And flowers put forth a fairer hue,
And everythingwas strange and new ;

The sparrows were brighter than peacocks
here,

And their dogs outran our fi llow deer,

And honey- bees had lost their stings,
And ho rses were born with eagles

’
wings

And just as I became assured
My lame foo t wou ld be speedily cured ,
The music sto pped and I stood still ,

And found myself outside the hill,
Left alone against mywill ,
To go now limping as befo re,
And never hear o f that countrymore
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N or suffered they hostelry o r tavern
To shock with mirth a street so so lemn

But opposite the place o f the cavern

They wro te the sto ry on a co lumn,
And on the grea t church -wind ow painted
The same, to make the world acquainted
H ow their children were sto len away,
And there it stands to this very day.

And I must no t omit to say
That in Transylvania there’s a tribe
Of alien people who ascribe
The outlandish ways and dress
On which their neighbours lay such stress,

To their firthers and mo thers havingrisen
Out o f some subterraneous priso n
Into which they were trepanned
Long time ago in a mighty band
Out o f H amelin town in Brunswick land ,
But how or why, they d on’

t understand .

So , W illy, let me and you be wipers
Ofscores o ut with all men—especially pipers
And , whether they pipe us fi'ee fr6m rats or

frommice,
If we

’
ve promised them aught, let us keep

TH E FLIGH T OF TH E D UCH ESS.

YOU
’
anmy friend

I was the man the D uke
'

sp oke to

Ihelped theD uchess to cast o ffhisyoke, to o
So here’s the ta le from beginning to end ,

Ours is a great wild co untry
Ifyou climb to our castle

’
s to p ,

I d on’
t see where yo ur eye can step

Fo rwhen you’
ve passed the cornfield co untry,

W here vineyards leave 05 , flocks are packed ,
And sheep- range leads to ca ttle- tract ,
And cat tle- tract to o pen

- chase,
And open-chase to the very base
Of the mountain where, at a funera l pace,

One by one, row after row,

Up and up the pine- trees go ,

So , like black priests up , and so
D own the o ther side again

To ano ther greater, wilder country,
Tha t’s o ne vast red drear burnt-up plain,
Branched through and throughwithmanyavein

W hence iron’
s dug, and co pper

’
s dmlt ;

Lo o k right, look lefl , lo ok straigh t before,
Beneath theymine, above they smelt,
Co pper- o re and iron -o re,

And forge and furnace mould and melt,
And so o n, more and evermore,

Till at the last , for a bounding belt ,
Comes the salt sand hoar o f the great ses

sho re,
-A.nd the who le is o ur D uke’s country.

I I I .
I was born the day this present D uke was
(And 0, says the song, ere I was o ld !)

In the castle where the o ther D uke was
(Wh en I was happy and young, no t o ld !)

I in the kennel , he in the bower
W e are of like age to an ho ur.

My fa therwas huntsman in that day
W ho has no t heard my fa ther say
That , when a boarwas brought to bay,
Three times, four times o u t o f five,
W ith his huntspear he

’
d co ntrive

To get the killing- place transfixed ,
And pin him true, bo th eyes betwixt ?
And that

’
s why the o ld D uke would rather

H e lost a salt -pit than my firther,
And loved to have him ever in call ;
Tha t

’
s whymy father stoo d in the hall

W hen the o ld D uke bro ught his infi nt out
To show the peo ple, and while they

The wondrous bantling round abou t,
W as first to start at the outside blu t

As the Kaiser’s courier blew his horn
Just a month after the babewas bo rn.

And ,
” quo th the Kaiser’s courier, since

The D uke has go t an heir, our P rince
Needs the D uke’s self at his side

The D uke lo oked d own and seemed to wince.
But he tho ught o fwars o

’
er theworld wide,
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Up she looked , d own she looked , round a t

the mead ,
Straight a t the cas tle, tha t

’
s best indeed

To lo ok at fi‘

om outside the wa lls :

As for us, styled the serfs and thra lls,
”

She asmuch thanked me as if she had said it ,
(W ith her eyes, d o you understand

Because I patted her horse while I led it ;
And Max, who rode on her o ther hand ,

Said , no bird flew pas t but she inquired
What its true name was, nor ever seemed

If tha t was an eagle she saw ho ver,
And the green and grey bird o n the field was

the plo ver.

W hen suddenly appeared the D uke
And as d own she sprung, the small foo t

po inted
On to my hand , —as with a rebuke,
And as if his backbone were no t jointed ,

The D uke stepped rather aside than forward ,
And welcomed her with his gra ndest

smile ;
And , mind you , his mo ther all the while

Chilled in the rear, like a wind to N o r’ward
And up , like a weary yawn, with its pu llies
W ent, in a shriek, the rusty po rtcu llis
And , like a glad sky the north -wind sullies,
The lady’s face stopped its play,
As if her first hair had grown grey
Forsuch things must begin some one day.

In a day or two she was well aga in ;
As who should say, Yo u labo ur in vain

This is a ll a jest against God , who meant
I sho uld ever he, as I am, content

And glad in his sight ; therefo re, glad

will be.

”

So , smiling as at first went she.

yo u shall

vm .

She was active, stirring, all fire

Could no t rest , could no t fireb

To a stone shemight have given life ! W hen the stag had to break with his foot. of
( I myself lo ved once, in my day) a morning,

—Fo ra shepherd ’
s, miner

’
s, huntsman

’
s A drinkingho le out o f the fres h tenderroe

( I had a wife, I know what I say) That covered the pond till the sun , inma trice.

Never in all the wo rld such an one !

And here was plenty to be d o ne,
And she that co uld do it , great orsmall,
She was to do no thing a t al l.

There was already this man in his post,
This in his sta tio n, and th at in his ofice,

And theD uke’s plan admitted a wife, at most .
To meet his eye, with the o ther trophies,

Now o utside the ha ll , now in it,
To sit thus, stand thus, see and be seen,

At the properplace in the pro perminute,
And die away the life between .

And it was amusing enough, each infraction
Of rule—(but for after-sadness that came)

To hear the consumma te self- safisfircfiou

W ith which the young D uke and the old

dame
W o uld let her ad vise, and criticise,
And , beinga fo o l, instruct the wise,
And , child like, parcel o ut praise orblatne :

A wheel -work image as if it were living,
Sho uld find with delight it co uld motion to

strike him
So fo und the D uke, and hismo ther likehim
The lad y hard ly go t a rebuff
That had no t been contemptuous enough .

W ith his cursed smirk, as heno dded applause
And kept o ff the o ld mo ther-m t

’
s claws.

So , the little lady grew silent and thin.

P alingand ever paling,
As the way is with a hid chagrin ;
And theD uke perceived tha t shev as ailing.

And said in his heart,
’
Tis d one to spiteme.

But I shall find in my power to right me!
"

D on
’
t swear, friend The o ld one, m yl

year,
Is in hell, and the D uke’s self

hear.
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Loosening it, let out a ripp le o fgo ld ,
And ano ther and ano ther, and fi ster and

faster,
Till, dimpling to blindness, the wide wa ter

ro lled

Then it so chanced that the D uke o ur

master
Asked himself what were the pleasures in

seaso n,

And found , since the calendarbad e him be
hearty,

He sho uld do the Midd le Age no treaso n

In reso lving o n a hunting
-party.

Always provided , o ld boo ks showed the way

What meant o ld poets by their strictures ?
And when o ld poets had said their say o f it ,
H ow taught o ld painters in their pictures ?

We must revert to the proper channels,
Wo rking; in tapestry, paintings on panels,
Andgath erup woo dcraft

’
sauthentic traditions

Here was food fo r o ur various ambitions,
As on each case, exactly sta ted
To encourage yo ur dog, now, the pro perest
chirrup,

Or best prayer to Saint H ubert on mo unt
ingyour stirrup

Weoftheho useho ld to ok thought and deba ted .

Blessed was he whose back ached with the

His sirewas wont to do forest -wo rk in
Blesseder he who no bly sunk ohs

And “
ah s

”
while he tugged o n his grand

sire’s trunk -hose ;
What signified ha ts if they had no rims on,

Each slo uching befo re and behind like the
sea llo p ,

And able to serve at sea fo r a shallop, Yet when the D uke to his lady signified ,
Loaded with lacquer and lo oped with crim Just a daybefore, as he judged mo st dignified ,

son ? In what a pleasure she was to participate,
So that the deernow, to make a short rhyme And , instead o f leaping wide in flashes,

n
’

,t H er eyes just lifted their long lashes,
What with our Venerers, P rickers and As if pressed by firtigue even he could no t

Verderers, dissipa te,
Might ho pe fo r real hunters a t length and And duly acknowledged the D uke’s fo re
no t murderers, thought ,

And oh the D uke’
s tailor, he had a ho t time But spoke o f her health , if her health were

a r
’
t ! worth aught,

N owyoumustknow thatwhen thefirstdirz inss s

Offlap
- ha ts and bufl-coats and jack - boo ts

subsided ,
The D uke put this question, The D uke’s
part provided ,

H ad no t the D uchess some share in the

business
Fo ro ut of themo uth o f two or threewitnesses
D id he establish a ll fit - or-unfitnesses :

And , after much laying o f head s together,
Somebod y’s cap go t a no table feather
By the anno uncement with pro per unction
Tha t he had discovered the lad y’s function ;
Since ancient authors gave this tenet,

“ W hen ho rns wind a mort and the deer

is at siege,
Let the dame o f the castle prick forth on
her jennet ,
And , with water to wash the hands o f

her liege

In a clean ewerwith a fa ir toweling,
Let her preside at the disemboweling.

N ow, my friend , ifyo u had so little religion

As to ca tch a hawk, some falco n - lanner,

And thrust her bro ad wings like a banner
Into a coo p fo r a vulgar pigeo n ;
And if day by day and week by week
You cut her claws, and sea led her eyes,

And clipped her wings, and tied her beak ,
W o uld it cause yo u anygreat surprise

If, when yo u decided to give her an airing,
You found she needed a little preparing
— I say, should you be such a curmudgeon,
If she clung to the perch , as to take it in
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Of theweigh t by day and thewatch by night , W ell , somehow o r o ther it ended at last
And much wrong now tha t used to be right ,
So , thanking him, declined the hunting, And after her,—making (he ho ped ) a h oe
W as conduct evermore afi

'

ronting Like Empero r Nero or Sultan Saladm,

W ith all the ceremo ny settled Stalked the D uke’s selfwith the austeregrace
W ith the towel ready, and the sewer Of ancient hero o rmo dern paladin,
P o lishingup his o ldest ewer, From d o or to staircase—o h such a solemn
And the jennet pitched upon, a piebald , Unbending o f the vertebral co lumn l
Black -barred , cream-coated and pink eye

balled ,
No wonder if the D uke was nett led
And when she persisted nevertheless,
W ell, I suppose here

’
s the time to confess

Tha t there ra n ha lf round o ur lady’s chamber
A ba lcony none o f the hardest to clamber ;
And tha t Jacynth the tire-woman, ready in

Stayed in ca ll outside, wha t need of relating?

And since Jacynth was like a June rose, why,
a fervent

Ado rer o fJacynth o fcoursewas yo urservant ; And out rod e the D uke in a perfect sulkiness,
And if she had the habit to peep through the Since, before breakfist, a man feels but

casement , queasily,
H ow could I keep a t any vast distance And a sinking at the lower abdomen
And so , as I say, on the lady’s persistence, Begins the daywith indifferent omen.

The D uke, dumb- stricken with amazement , And lo , as he lo oked around uneasily,
Stood for a while in a sultry smo ther, The sun ploughed the fog up and drove it

And then, with a smile tha t partoo k o f the asunder

awful, This way and that n
'
om the va lley under;

Turned her over to his yellowmo ther And , lo o king through the court -

yard arch.

To learn what was held decoro us and D own in the va lley, what shou ld meet him
lawful ; But a tro op ofGipsies on theirmarch ?

And the mo ther smelt blood with a cat - like No do ubt with the annual gifts to greet him.

As her cheek quick whitened thro
’
all its

Oh , but the ladyheard thewho le tru th at once!
W hat meant she —W ho was she —H er
duty and sta tion,

The wisd om of age and the fo lly of yo uth , a t
once,

Its decent regard and its fittingrela tion

In brief, my friend , set all the devils in hell
free place there.

And turn them o ut to caro use in a belfry But with us, I believe they rise out of tht

And treat the priests to a fifty
- part canon, ground ,

And then you may guess how that tongue o f And nowhere else, I take it, are found

hers ran on W ith theearth - tint yet so freshlyembro vned

H owever, at sunrise our company mustered
And here was the hirntsman biddingun
kennel,

And there ’
neath his bonnet the p icker

W ith featherdank” a bough o fwet fennel
Fo r the co urt -yard wa lls were filled with

fog
You might have cut as an axe chops a log

XII I .
Now, in your land , Gipsies ra ch you, only

After reachingall lands beside ;
North they go , South they go , trooping0!

lonely,
And still, as they travel far and wide,

Catch they and keep now a tn ce bere, ‘
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And wh o so fit a teacher of trouble
As this so rdid cro ne bent well-nigh d o uble
So , glancing at her wo lf-skin vesture,

(If such it was , fo r they grow so hirsu te

Tha t their own fleece serves for natural

firr- suit )
H e was contrasting,

’
twas plain from his

The life o f the lady so flower-e and delica te

W ith the lo a thsome squa lo r o f this helica t.
I, in brief, was the man the D uke becko ned
From o ut o f the throng, and while I drew

H e to ld the crone—as I since have recko ned
By the way he bent and spo ke into her

W ith circumspectio n and mystery
Themain o f the lady’s history,
H er frowardness and ingra titude

And fo r all the crone
’
s submissive attitude

I could see ro und her mouth the lo o se plaits

And her brow with assenting intelligence

brightening,
As though she engaged with hearty good

W ha tever he now migh t enjoin to fu lfil,
And promised the lady a thoro ugh frigh tening.

And so , just giving her a glimpse
Of a purse, with the air o f a man who rmps

The wing o f the hawk tha t shall fetch the

H e bad eme take the Gipsy mo ther
And set her telling some story o r o ther

Ofhill o r da le, oak -wood or femshaw,

To wile away a weary ho ur And now, what to ok place at the very first
For the lady left alo ne in her bower, o fall ,
W hose mind and body craved exertion I canno t tell, as I never could learn it
And yet shrank from all better diversion. Jacynth constantly wished a curse to fill

On that little head o fhers and burn it
If she knew how she came to d rop so soandly

Then clapping heel to his horse, the mere Asleep of a sudden and there continue
curveter, The who le time sleepingas profound ly

Out rode the D uke, and after his ho llo As one o f the boarsmyfirtherwould pin$0"

H orses and hounds swept , huntsman and
’
Twixt the eyes where life ho lds garrison,

servitor,
—j acynth fo rgive me the comparison .

And back I turned and bade the crone But where I begin my own narration

fo llow. Is a little after I to ok my sta tion

And wha t makes me confident what
’
s to be

to ld you

H ad all alo ngbeen o f this crone’s devmng,
Is, tha t , on lo oking ro und sharply, behold

you,

There was a no velty quick as surprising
Fo r first, she had sho t up a full head in

sta ture,

And her step kept pace with mine nor

faltered ,

As ifage had foregone its usurp ture,

And the ignoblemien was who lly altered ,
And the fi ce lo o ked quite of ano ther nature,
And the change reached to o , whatever the

changemeant ,
H er shaggy wo lf- skin cloak’s arrangement
Forwhere its ta tters hung loose like sedge ,

Go ld co ins were glittering on the edges.

Like the band - ro ll strungwith tomans

W hich pro ves the veil a P ersian woman
’
s

And underherbrow, like a snail
’
shornsnewly

Come out as after the rain he paces,

Two unmistakeable eye- po ints duly
Live and aware lo oked o ut o f their places.

So , we went and fo und Jacynth at the entry
Of the lady’s chamber standing sentry ;
I to ld the command and pro duced mycom

And Jacynth rejo iced to admit any one,
For since last night, by the same token,
No t a single wo rd had the lady spoken :
They went in bo th to the presence togethd .

W hile I in the balcony wa tched the weather.
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To breathe the fresh air from the balco ny,
And , having in those days a falco n eye,

To fo llow the hunt thro ’
the Open co untry,

From where the bushes thinlier crested

The hillocks, to a plain where
’
s no t one

When, in a moment , my carwas arrested
By
—was it singing, o rwas it saying,

Ora strange musica l instrument playing
In the chamber —and to be certain

I pushed the la ttice, pulled the curtain,
And there lay Jacynth asleep,
Yet as if a wa tch she tried to keep,
In a rosy sleep al ong the floor
With her head against the do o r ;
While in the midst , on the sea t o f sta te,
Was a queen—the Gipsy woman la te,
With head and face d ownbent
On the lady’s head and mcc intent
For, coiled at her feet like a child at ease,
The lady sat between her knees
And o

’
er them the lady

’
s clasped hands met,

And on tho se hands her chin was set ,
And her upturned face met the face o f the

Wherein the eyes had grown and grown

As if she co uld d ouble and quad ruple
At pleasure the play o feither pupil
—Very like, by her hands’ slow fanning,

As up and d own like a gor-crow
’
s flappers

They moved to measure, or bell - clappers .

I said Is it bless ing, rs it banning,
Do they applaud you or burlesque yo u
“ Those hands and fingers with no flesh

on

But
,
just as I though t to springin to the rescue,

At once I was stopped by the lady’s expres
sron

For it was life her eyes were drinking

-Life
’
s pure fire received without shrinking,

To ld you no single drop they were leaving,
- Life, tha t fillingher, passed red undant

Into her very hair, back swerving
Over each sho ulder, lo ose and abundant ,
As her head thrown back showed the white
throat curving
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And the very tresses shared in the pleasure,
Mo ving to themystic measure,
Bo undingas the bosom bo unded .

I sto pped short , mo re and mo re confounded ,
As still hercheeks burned and eyes glistened ,
As she listened and she listened :

Wh en all at o nce a hand detained me,
The selfsame contagion gained me,
And I kept time to the wondrous chime,
Making out words and prose and rhyme,
Till it seemed tha t the music firrled

Its wings like a task fu lfilled , and dropped
From under thewords it first had propped ,

And left themmidway in the wo rld
W ord to ok word as hand mkes hand ,
I co uld hear at last , and understand ,
And when I held the unbroken thread ,

And so at last we find my tribe.

And so I set thee in themidst ,
And to one and all o f them describe
W ha t thou saidst and wha t tho u did st ,

Our long and terrible journey thro ugh,
And all thou art ready to say and d o

In the trials that remain

I trace them the vein and the o ther vein
Tha t meet on thy brow and part again,
Making our rapid mystic mark
And I bid my people prove and probe
Each eye’s pro fo und and glorio us globe

Till they detect the kindred spark
In those depths so dear and dark ,
Like the spo ts tha t snap and burst and flee,
Circling over themid nigh t sea .

And o n that round yo ung cheek o f thine
I make them recognize the tinge,

As when of the co stly scarlet wine
They drip so much as will impinge

And spread in a thinnest scale afloa t
One thick go ld drop from the o live

’
s coa t

Over a silver plate who se sheen
Still thro’ the mixture sha ll be seen .

Fo r so I prove thee, to one and all ,

Fit , when my people ope their breast ,
To see the sign, and hear the ca ll,
And take the vow , and stand the test

W hich adds onemore child to the rest
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W hen the breast is bare and the arms are

wide,

And the world is left outside.

Fo r there is pro bation to decree,
And many and longmust the trials be
Thou shal t Victorio usly endure,
If that brow is true and those eyes are sure
Like a jewel -finder’s fierce assay
Of the prize he dug from its mountain

Let once the vindicating ray
Leap o ut amid the anxio us glo om,

And steel and fire have d one their part
And the prize fa lls o n its finder’s heart ;
So , trial after tria l past ,
W ilt tho u fi ll a t the very last
Breathless, half in trance
W ith the thrill o f the grea t d eliverance,
Into o ur arms fo r evermo re

And thou sha lt know, those arms oncecurled
Abo ut thee , what we knew befo re,

H ow lo ve is the only good in the wo rld .

H encefo rth be lo ved as heart a n love,

Or brain devise, o r hand approve l
Stand up , lo ok below,

It is o ur life a t thy feet we throw

To step with into light and joy
N o t a power o f life but we employ
To satisfy thy na ture

’
s want ;

Art thou the tree tha t props the plant ,
Or the climbing plant tha t seeks th e tree
Canst tho u help us , must we help thee P
Ifany two crea tures grew into one,

They wou ld d o mo re than the wo rld has

d o ne

Tho ugh each apart were never so weak,
Ye vainly through the wo rld sho uld seek
Fo r the knowledge and the might
Wh ich in such union grew their right
So , to approach a t least that end ,
And blend ,—as much as may be, blend
Thee with us o r us with thee,
As climbing plant o r propping tree,
Sha ll some one deck thee, o ver and d own ,

Up and abo ut, with blossoms and leaves P
Fix his heart’s fruit fo r thy garland - crown ,

Cling with his so u l as the go urd
-vine

cleaves,

D ie on thy bo ughs and disappa r

W hile no t a leaf o f thine is sere?
Or is the o ther fate in store,

And art tho u fitted to ad o re,

To give thy wondro us self away,
And take a stronger na ture

’
s sway P

I fo res ee and could foretell

Thy future portion, sure and well
But those passiona te eyes speak true,

Let them say what thou shalt do !

Only be sure thy daily life,
In its peace o r in its strife,
Never shall be unobserved
W e pursue thywho le career,
And ho pe fo r it , o r d o ubt , o r fear,

Lo , has t thou kept thy path o r swerved.

W e are beside thee rn all thy ways,
W ith o ur blame, with our praise,
Our shame to feel, o ur pride to show,
G lad , angry—but indifferent , no !
W hether it be thy lo t to go ,
Fo r thego od o fus all , where thehatersmet !
In the crowded city

’
s ho rrible street ;

Or thou step alo ne through the morass
W here never sound yet was
Save the dry quick clap o f the stork

’
s bill.

Fo r the air is still , and the water still,

Wh en the blue breast o f the dippingooot
D ives under, and all is mute.

So , at the last sha ll come o ld age,
Decrepit as befits that stage
H ow else wou ldst tho u retire apart
W ith theboarded memo ries o f thyha m
And gather a ll to the very least
Of the fragments o f life

’
s earlier fa st,

Let fi ll through eagerness to find
The crowning dainties yet behind P
P onder on the entire pas t
Laid together thus at In t ,
Wh en the twilight helps to fuse
The first fresh with the faded hues,
And the o utline o f the who le,
As round eve

’
s shades their framewot

'
r

ro ll ,

Grand ly fronts fo r once thy soul.
And then as ,

’mid the dark, a gleam

Ofyet ano thermo rningbreaks.
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I suppo se with a vo ice o f less steadiness

Than usual, fo rmy feeling exceed ed me,
4 omething to the effect tha t I was in read i

W henever Go d should please she needed

me,
Then, d o yo u know,

herfacelooked d own onme

W ith a lo ok that placed a crown on me,
And shefeltinherbo som—mark, herbosom
And , as a flower- tree drops its blossom,

D ropped me ah , had it been a purse

Of silver, my fi
'iend , orgo ld tha t

’
s worse,

W hy, yo u see, as so on as I fo und myself
So understood ,—that a true heart so may

Such a reward ,—I should have gone home
again,

Kissed Jacynth , and so berly drowned myself
It was a little plait o f hair
Such as friends in a convent make
To wear, each fo r the o ther

’
s sake,

This, see, which a t my breast I wear,
Ever did (ra ther to Jacynth’

s grudgment ),
And ever shall, till the D ay o fJudgment .

And them—a nd then,—to cut short,—th is is
idle,

These are feelings it is no t goo d to foster,
I pushed the gatewide, she sho o k the brid le,
And the palfiey bounded ,—and so we lost

XVI.

When the liquor’s o ut whyclink the canm
'

kin?

I did think to describe you the panic in
The red o ubtable breast o f o ur master the

And wha twas thepitch ofhismo ther’s yellow

H ow she turned as a shark to snap the

Clean o ff, sailors say, from a pearl - diving

W hen she heard , wha t she called the flight

o f the feloness
—But it seems such child ’s play,
W ha t they said and did with the lady away !
And to dance on, when we’ve lost themusic,
Always mademe—and no d o ubt makes you

For the wound in the D uke’s pride rankled

So , theymade no search and small inquiry
And when fresh Gipsies have paid us a visit,

I
’
ve

But to ld them they’re fo lks the D uke don't
want here,

And bade them make haste and cmss tbe

Nay, to mymind , the wo rld
’
s face looked so

stern

As tha t sweet form disappeared through the

She that kept it in constant goo d humour,
It o ught to have sto pped there seemed

no thing to d o more.

But the wo rld though t o th erwise and went on,
And myhead

’
s one that its spitewas spent

Thirty years are fled since tha t morning,
And with them a ll my head

’
s ad orning.

N o r did the o ld D uchess die outright,

As you expect, o f suppressed spite,
The na tural end o f every adder
N o t suffered to empty its po iso n -bladder

But she and her so n agreed , I take it,
That no one should touch on the story to

Brief, the D uchess was gone and the Duke

was glad of it,

And the o ld o ne was in the yo ung one
’
s

stead ,

And took, in her place, the household
’
s

head ,
And a blessed time the househ o ld had o fit !
And were I no t, as a man may say, cautious
H ow I trench, more than need s, on the

nauseous,

I cou ld favour you with sund ry touches
Of the paint - smutcheswith which theD uchess

H eightened the mellowness of her cheek’s
yellowness

(To get onmster) until a t last her
Cheek grew to be onemaster p laster

Of mucus and firms from mere use of

ceruse

In short, she grew from scalp to udder

Just th e object to make you shudder.
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XV I I .
You

’
re my friend

What a thingfriendship is,world without end
H ow it gives the heart and soul a stir-up
As if somebo dy broached you a glo rious

runlet ,

And poured out , all lovelily, sparklingly,

Our green M o ldavia , the streaky syrup,
Co tnar as o ld as the time of the D ruids

Friendship maymatch with that mo narch o f

fluids ;

Each supples a drybrain, fil ls you its ins- and

outs ,

Gives your life’s hour-

glass a shake when the

Whether to run ono rstopshort , andguarantees
Age is not all made o f stark slo th and arrant

I have seen my little lad y once more,
Jacynth , the Gipsy, Bero ld , and the rest

o f it ,

For to me spoke the D uke, as I to ld yo u

I always wanted to make a clean breast
of it

And now it is made—why, myheart
’
s blo od ,

that went trickle,
Trickle, but anon, in such muddy driblets,

Is pumped up brisk now, thro ugh the main
ventricle,

And genial ly floats me about the giblets.
I
’
ll tell you what I intend to d o
I must see this fellow his sad life through
H e is our D uke , after all ,
And I, as he says, but a serf and thrall .

My fi th er was bo rn here, and I inherit
H is fame, a chain he bound his son with

Could I pay in a lump I should prefer it ,
But there’s no mine to blow up and get

50, I must stay till the end o f the chapter.

Fo r, as to ourmiddle- age
-manners - adapter,

Be it a thing to be glad on or sorry on,

Some day or o ther, his head in a morion

And breast in a hauberk, his heels he
’
ll

kick up ,
Slain by an onslaught fierce of hiccup.

And then , when red d o th the sword o f o ur

D uke rust,

And its leathern sheath lie o
’
ergrown with a

blue crust ,

Then I shall scrape togethermy earnings
For, yo u see, in the churchyard Jacynth
reposes,

And o ur children all went the way o f the

It
’
s a long lane tha t knows no turnings.

One needs but little tackle to tra vel in
So , just one stout cloak sha ll I ind ue

And fo r a stafl
'

, what bea ts the javelin
W ithwhich his boarsmyfa therpinned yo u ?

And then , for a purpose you sha ll bear

Taking some Co tnar, a tight plump skinful,
I shal l go journeying, who but I , pleasantly
So rrow is vain and despondency sinful .

What
’
s a man’

s age ? H e must hurry mo re,
tha t’s all

Cram in a day, wha t his youth took a year
to ho ld

W hen we mind labo ur, then only, we’re
too o ld

W hat age had Methusa lem when he bega t
Saul P

And at last, as its haven some buffeted ship
sees,

(Come a ll the way from the north -

parts

with sperm o il)
I hope to get safely out o f the turmo il

And arrive one day at the land o f theGipsies,
And find my lad y, or hear the las t news o f

her

From some o ld thief and son o f Lucifer,
H is fo rehead chapleted green with wreathy

ho p ,

Sunbumed all o ver like an E thiop.

And when my Co tnar begins to operate
And the to ngue o f the rogue to run at a

proper ra te,
And our wine- skin, tight once, shows each

flaccid dent,

I shall drop in with—as ifby accident
You never knew, then, how it all ended ,
W ha t fortune go od o r had a ttended

The little lady yo ur Queen befriended P
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—And when tha t’s to ld me, what
’
s re

This world
’
s to o hard fo rmy explaining.

The same wise judge o fmatters equine
W ho still preferred some slim fo ur-year-o ld

To the big
- boned stock o fmighty Bero ld ,

And , for strong Co tnar, drank French weak
wine,

H e a lso must be such a lady’s sco rner
Smo o th Jacob still robs homely Esau
N ow up , now d own , the world

’

s o ne see
’VVare the beho lders !

saw. This is o urmaster, famo us calm and dead.
—So , I shall find out some snug co rner Bo rne o n our shoulders .

Under a hedge, like Orson the wo od -knight,
Turn myself ro und and bid the world good Sleep, crop and herd ! sleep, darklingthorpe

night and cro ft ,
And sleep a so und sleep till the trumpet’s Safe from the weather !

blowing H e, whom we convoy to his grave aloft,
W akes me (unless priests cheat us laymen ) Singing together,

To a world wherewill be no furtherthrowing H e was a man bornwith thy face and thrust.
P earls before swine tha t can’

t va lue them. Lyric Apo llo l
Amen 1 Longhe lived nameless : how should spring

take no te
W inter would fo llow ?

Till lo , the little to uch, and youth was gone !
A GRAMMAR IAN ’

S FUNER AL , Cramped and diminished ,

SH OR T LY AFT E R T H E R EV I VA L o r Moaned he.
“ Newmm m , o therfeetm i

LEAR N ING m anno ys .
My dance is

No , that
’
s the world

’
s way (keep the

LET us begin and carry up this corpse, mountain - side,
Singing together. Make for the city 3)

Leave we the common cro fts, the vulgar H eknew the signa l, and step ped on withwide
thorpes Overmen’

s pity
Each in its tether Leftplayforwork, andgrapp led with theworld

Sleeping safe o n the bo som o f the plain, Bent on escaping
Cared for till cock -crow What’s in the scro ll,

” quo th he, “ thou

Lo ok o ut if yo nder be no t day again keepest furled ?
R imming the rock- row l Show me their shaping,

That
’
s the appropria te co untry there, man

’
s Theirswho most studied man, thehard and

thought, sage

R arer, intenser, Give —So , he gowned him.

Self-gathered fo r an o utbreak , as it ough t , Straight go t by heart tha t book to its last
Chafes in the censer.

Leave we the unlettered plain its herd and Learned , we found him.

cro p Yes ,but wefound himbald to o , eyes likelead
Seek we sepulture Accents uncertain

On a tall mo untain, citied to the to p , Time to taste life,
”
ano therwould havesu d,

Crowded with culture 1 Up with the curtain ! ”

All the peaks soar, but one the rest excels

Clouds o vercome it ;
N o ! yond er sparkle is the citad el

’
s

Circling its summit .

Thithero urpath lies ; wind we up theheights

W ait ye the warning?

Our low life was the level
’
s and the night

’
5 ;

H e
’
s fo r the morning.

Step to a tune, square chests , erect each

head ,
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H ere—here’s his place, wheremeteors sho o t ,
clo uds fo rm,

Lightnings are loo sened ,
Stars come and go ! Let joy break with the

ONE SINGET H

P eace let the dew send

Lo fty designs must close in like effects

Lo ftily lying.
Leave him—still lo ftier than the wo rld sus

j in n l u
'

m w/w ringed

W e bringJohn now to be burned alive.

TH E H ER ET IC ’
S TR AGED Y.

A M ID D LE- AGE INTER LUD E.

ROSA t nr; sau , FULCITE ME rLo araus.

A CONCEPT o r MASTER cvsaaac ,

CANON - R EGULAR o r SArNT Jo nocus-sv

TH E- BAR , vanes c v . CANTUQUE, Vir

gilin . AND BATH OFTEN sear: SUNG
AT H OOK- TIDE AND rESTrVALs. GAvrsus

ER AM , In sider.

It wo uld seem to be a lim from the
burningo fJ

as

ues du Bo u
g
MoiZy

e

'
, at P aris,

A. D . 13 14 , as to rted by e refraction fi'om W emean he should roast in the sigh t Ofall.
Flemish brain to brain, during the
co uple Of centuries . )

[Mo lay was Grand Master o f theTemplars
when tha t order was suppressed in 13 12.

P READMON ISH ETH TH E ABBOT D EODAET .

TH E Lo rd , we loo k to once for a ll ,
IS the Lord we shou ld lo o k a t , a ll at

o nce
CH OR US.

H e knows no t to vary, saith Saint P aul,
N or the shad ow o f turning, for the

Law D an—who bids clap- to the torch.

nonce.

See him no o ther than as he is

Give bo th the infinitudes their due 10“ Of the Temple; who? fame so bu gged ,
Infinite mercy, but , I wis, Is burmng alive m P

a
ns square !

As infinite a justice too .

H ow can he curse, if his mou th is gagged ?

Or wriggle his neck, with a co llar there?

John, Master o f the Temple OfGod ,
Falling to sin the Unknown Sin ,

W ha t he bought OfEmpero r Aldabrod ,
H e so ld it to Sultan Salad in :

Till , caught by P opeClement, a buzzingthere,
sus

H ornet - prince o f the mad wasps’ hive,
And clipt o fhis wings in P aris square,
They bring him now to be burned alive.

III.

In the midst is a goodly gallows built
’
Twixt fork and fo rk, a stake is stuck

But first they set divers tumbrils a - tilt,
Make a trench all round with the citymuck

Inside they pile log upon log, go od store ;

Faggo ts no few, blocks great and small,
R each a man’

smid - thigh , no less, no more,
For theymean he shou ld roast in the sight

Of al l.

Go od sappy bavins 1 that kindle forthwith
Billets that blaz e substan tial and slow ;

P ine- stump split deftly, dry as pith
La rch -heart tha tchars to a chalk -whiteglow

Then up they ho ist me John in a chafe,
Slinghim fast like a hog to scorch ,

Spit in his face, then leap back safe,
Sing Laudes and bid clap

- to the torch.
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Orheave his chest , which a band goes round ?
Or threa t with his fist, since his arms are

spliced P
Orkick with his feet, now his legs are bound ?
—ThinksJOhn, Iwill call upo nJesus Christ .

Jesus Christ—John had bough t and so ld ,
Jesus Christ—John had eaten and dnmk

To him, the Flas h meant silver and go ld .

Now it was , Savio ur, bo untiful lamb,
I have roasted thee Turks, though men
roast me !

See thy servant, the plight wherein I am I
Art thou a savio urP Save thou me 1”

SO, asJOhn called now, through thefire amain,
On the N ame, he had cursed with, all his

To the P erson , he bo ugh t and so ld again

CH OR US. Fo r the Face, with his daily buffets rife
’
TisJOhn themockercries,

“ Save tho ume Feature by feature It t°°k its place :
And his voice, likeamad d og

’
schokingbark ,

At the steady who le o f the Judge
’
s face

Who maketh God ’

s menace an id le word ?
D ied . ForthJohn

’
sso ul flared into thedark.

—Saith, it no moremeanswha t it proclaims,
Than a damsel’s threat to herwanton bird

SUBJOINBTH TH E “ 3 307

T
’EODAE

'
L

For she too pra ttles o f ugly names. God help all po o r souls lost in the dark
—Saith , he knoweth but one thing,—wha t he

That Go d is goo d and the rest is breath
Why else is the same styled Sharo n’

s rose ? H OLY'CROSS DAY

Once 8 rose, ever 3 ” 53 1 he saith ON W H ICH TH E JEws ws R E FOR CED TO

AT TEND AN AN NUAL CH R IST IAN SER

MON IN ROME.

CH OR US.

0, John shall yet find a rose, he saith l
N ow was come about
now must mylord

to the Jews : as 1t wasAlack, there be roses and roses, John mercifu l bowels o f the Church , tha t ,
Some, honied Of taste like your leman’

s Speak, a crumb at least from her conspicuo us

Some, bitter ; for whyP (roast ga ily o n
Their tree struck roo t in devil’s-d ung.

When P aul once rea so ned o f righteousness
And oftemperanceand Ofjudgment to come, and ready- to nsh H ebrews ! nowma ternally

Go od Fehx trembled , he could no less bro ught—nay

?
(for H e saith, rCom 1 them

John, snickering. CfOOk
’
d hiswicked thumb. to come in ha led , as it were, by the end and

ha ir, and
'

ust their obstinatehearts , to parCH OR US'
take o fthgh

u

eavenlygrace. W hat awakemng,
What cometh to John o f thewicked thumb ? what striving with tears, wha t wo rking Of a

H a ha , John plucketh now at his ro se

To rid himself o f a so rrow a t heart
LO ,—petal on petal , fierce rays unclose ;
Anther o n anther, sharp spikes outstart ;

And with blood fo r dew, the bosom bo ils ;
And a gust o f sulphur is all its smell ;

And 10, he is horribly in the toils
Of a coal -black giant flower of hell

CH OR Us

W ha t maketh heaven, Tha t maketh hell.
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yeasty conscience No rwas mylo rd want Lo ok at the purse with the ta ssel and knob,
ing to himself o n so ap t an o ccasio n ; witness And the gown with the angel and thingum

'

the abund ance o f conversions which did
co ntinently reward him tho ugh no t to my W hat’s he at, quo tha ? reading his text !n

_

gifigg
al

izgf
’

fig
by me

Nowyou
’
vobis curtsey—and what comesnert?

driven to ch

N o stealing away—no r cog no r cou n !

Yo u five tha t were thieves d es erve it fairly
Blessed est Thursday’s the fa t o f the week .

1 l
R umble and tumble, sleek and rough,

You seven, tha t were wrll hve 6 °

Stinking and savoury, smug and grufl
'

,

Sparely
You took your turn and dipped in the hat.

T
ake the church

-road , for
the hell 5 du

e chime
Go t fortun d fortunegets you ; 1that !

Gives us the summons tis sermon - time

FEE, fiw, firm bubble and squeak

Giveyourfirst groan—compunction
’
satwork

BOh ’ here 5 Barnabas Job, that
’
s you 7 And so ft I from a Jew yo u mo unt to a Turk.

UP stumps —b“sth °8 t°° Lo , Micah ,—the selfiame heard on chin
Shame, man greedy beyond yo ur years
TO handsel the bishop’s shaving- shears 7 H ere

’
saknife, clipquick—it’s a sign ofgrace

Fair p laf s a jewel ! Leave friends in the Or he ruins us all with hisw ag
. “

lurch P

Stand o n a line ere yo u start for the church !
vm .

W hom now is the bishop a - leening at P

I know a po int where his text fal ls pat.
H iggledy piggledy. packed we lie, I

’
ll tell him to -morrow, a word just now

R a ts in a hamper, swine in a stye, W ent to my heart and mad e me vow

W asps in a bo ttle, frogs in a Sieve, I med d le no more with th e wo rst of trade?
W o rms in a carcass , fleas in a sleeve. Let somebody else pay his seremdes.

H ist square sh oulders, Settle your thumbs
And buzz for the bishop—here he comes.

Bow, wow, wow—a bone fo r the d og !
I liken his Grace to an acorned hog.

Wha t, a boy at his side, with the bloom Of a

To help and hand le my lord
’
s hour-

glass !

D idst ever beho ld so lithe a chine P
H is cheek ha th laps like a fresh - singed swine. it.

It grew, when the hangman entered

Aaron
’
s asleep—Shove hip to haunch, Yelled , pricked us o ut to his church like

Or somebody d eal him a digin the paunch !

Groan all together now, whee- hee—bee!
It

’
s a -work , it’s a -work , ah , wo e is me !

It began ,when a herd o fus, picked and placed
W ere spurred thro ugh the Corso , strip 1°

Jew brutes, with sweat and blo od well spent

To usher in worthily Christian Lent.
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Thy face too k never so deep a shade To make his graces prompt as blossoming
But we fought them in it , God o ur aid Of plentifirlly

-watered palms in spring:
A trophy to bear, as we march , thy band , Since well beseems it, who so mounts the
So uth, East, and on to theP leasant Land thro ne,

[P ope Grm xV] . abolished m. bad
F0” beam? » knowledge. strength, should

6mm“ : of t/w Sermon —R . I”
And morta ls lo ve the letters o f his name. ”

P R OT U S.

[This poem is without warrant of histo ry . ]

AMONG these latter busts we co unt by sco res,
H alf- emperors and quarter-emperors,
Each with his bay- leaf fillet , loo se- thonged

ves t ,

Lo ricand low- brewed Go rgon o n thebreast ,
One lo ves a baby face, with vio lets there,

Vio lets instead o f laurel in the hair,

As tho se were all the little locks co uld bear.

Bo rn tn the po rphyry chamber at Byzant ,
Queens by his crad le, proud and ministrant :
And if he quickened breath there, ’

twould

like fire
P antingly thro ugh the dim vast realm

A fime tha t he was missing spread afar

The wo rld from its four corners, rose in

W ,

Till he was borne out on a ba lcony
To pacify the world when it shou ld see.

The captains ranged before him, one, his

hand
Made baby po ints at , gained the chief

And day by daymore beautiful he grew
In shape, all said , in fea ture and in hue,
W hile yo ung Greek sculptors, gazing on

the child ,

Becamewith o ld Greek sculpturereconciled .

Already sages laboured to condense H ere
’
s John the Smith ’

s rough
o hammered

In easy tomes a life’s experience head . Grea t eye,
And artists to o k grave counsel to impart Gross jaw and griped lips d o what granite can
In one breath and o ne hand -sweep, all their To give you the crown -

grasper. W hat 5

art man

—Sto p l H ave you turned two pags ? Stil l
the same.

New reign, same da te. The scribe goes on
to say

H ow tha t same year, on such a month and
day,

John the P annonian , ground ed ly believed
A blacksmith ’

s bastard , whose hard hand
reprieved

The Empire from its fate th eyearbefore,
Came, had a mind to take the crown, and

wore

The same for six years (during which the
H uns

Kept o ff their fingers from us ), till his sons
P ut somethingin his liquo r —and so forth.

Then a new reign . Stay Take at its just
worth

(Subjo ins an anno ta to r) wha t I give
As hearsay. Some think, Jo hn let Proms
live

a page,
Then tuto r to the children ; last , ofuse

About the hunting- stables. I ded uce
H e wro te the little tract On worming
d ogs,

’

W hereo f the name in sundry catalogues

Is extant yet . A P ro tus o f the race

Is rumoured to have died a monk in
Thrace,

And if the same, he reached senility.

”
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TH E STATUE AND TH E BUST .

knows well,
And a sta tue watches it from the square,

43 1

(Fo r Via Larga is three- parts light,
But the palace o vershad ows one,
Because o f a crime which may God requite

THERE
’
S a palace in Flo rence, the wo rld

To Florence and Go d the wro ngwas d one,
Thro ugh the first republic

’
s murder there

And this sto ry o f bo th d o o ur townsmen tell . By Cosimo and his cursed so n. )

Ages ago , a lady there,
At the firthest wind ow facing the East

Asked , W ho rides by with the roya l air?

The D uke (with the sta tue’s firee in the square)
Turned in the midst o f his multitude

At the brigh t approach o f the bridal pair.

The bridesmaids’ prattle aro und her ceased ; Face to face the lovers sto od
She la ned forth, one o n either hand A single minute and no mo re,
They saw h ow the “ Will Of the bride in W hile the bridegro om bent as a man sub

creased

They felt by its beats her heart expand
As one a t each ear and bo th in a brea th
Whispered , The Great - D uke Ferdinand .

That self- same instant, underneath,
The Duke rode past in his id le way,
Empty and fine like a swo rd less sheath .

Gay he rod e, with a friend as gay,
Till he threw his head back— “ W ho is she?

Abride the R iccardibrings home to - day.

H air in heaps lay heavily
Over a pale brow spirit - pure
Carved like the heart o f a coa l - black tree,

Crisped like a war- steed
’
s enco lure 1

And vainly so ught to dissemble her eyes
Of the blackest black o ur eyes endure.

And 10, a blade fo r a knight
’
s emprise

Filled the fine empty shea th o f a man ,

The D uke grew straightway brave and wise.

He looked at her, as a lo ver can ;
She looked at him, as one who awakes
The past was a sleep, and her life began .

Now, love so ordered for bo th their sakes,
A feast was held that selfsame night
In the pile which the mighty shad ow makes.

1 Neck and sh oulder o f a horse.

dued

Bowed till his bonnet brushed the floo r
Fo r the D uke on the lady a kiss conferred ,
As the courtly custom was o f yo re.

In a minute can lovers exchange a word ?

If a word d id pass, which I d o no t think,
Only one o ut o f the thousand heard .

Tha t was the bridegro om. At day
’
s brink

H e and his bride were alone at last

In a bedchamber by a taper’s blink .

Calmly he said that her lo t was cast,
Tha t the d o o r she had passed m shut on

her

Till the final ca tafa lk
a
repassed .

The wo rld meanwhile, its no ise and stir,

Through a certain wind ow facing the East ,

She co uld watch like a convent
’
s chronicler.

Since passing the d o o rmight lead to a feast ,

And a feast might lead to so much beside,
H e, o fmany evils, cho se the leas t .

Freely I choo se to o , said the bride
Your wind ow and its wo rld sufl

'

ice,
”

R eplied the tongue, while the heart replied

The stage or scaffo ld ing for a coffin whilst
in the church .
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If I spend the nigh t with that devil twice,
May his wind ow serve as my lo op o f hell
W h ence a damned so ul lo oks o n paradise

I fly to the D uke who lo ves me well ,
Sit by his side and laugh at sorrow
Ere I count ano ther ave-bell.

’Tis only the coat o f a page to bo rrow,

And tie my hair in a ho rse-boy’s trim,

And I savemy so u l—but no t to -morrow

(She checked herself and her eye grew dim)
My father tarries to bless my state
I must keep it one daymo re fo r him.

Is o ne daymore so long to wait ?

Moreo ver the D uke rides past, I know
W e shall see each o ther, sure as Sate.

”

She turned o n her side and slept. Just so !
So we reso lve o n a thingand sleep
So did the lad y, ages ago .

Tha t night the D uke said , D ear or chea p
As the co st o f this cup of bliss may pro ve
To body o r soul , I will drain it deep.

”

And on themorrow, bo ld with love,
H e becko ned the bridegro om (close o n ca ll,

As his d uty bade, by the D uke
’
s alcove)

And smiled ’Twas a very funeral,
Yo ur lady will think, this feas t o f o urs,
A shame to cfi

'

ace, wha te
’
er befa ll

W ha t if we break from the Arno bowers,
And try if P etraja , co o l and green,
Cure last night

’
s fault with this mo rning

’
s

flowers

The bridegro om, no t a though t to be seen

On his steady brow and quiet mouth,
Said , To o much favour fo rme so mean I

But , a las 1 my lady leaves the South
Each wind that comes from the Apennine
Is a menace to her tender youth

D RAMATIC R OMANCES

N or a way exists, the wise o pine,
If she quits her pa lace twice this year,
To avert the flower o f life

’
s decline.

”

Quo th the D uke, A sage and a kindly

Moreover P etraja is co ld this swing
Be our feast to -night as usua l here !

”

And then to himself Wh ich night 5a

Thy bride to her lo ver
’
s embraces, fool

Or I am the foo l, and tho u art the king!

Yet my passion must wait a night, nor

For to - night the Envoy arrives fromFrance
W hose heart I unlock with thyself, my

I nced thee still and migh t miss perchancc.
To d ay is no t who lly lo st , besid e,
W ith its hope o fmy lady’s co untemnce

For I ride—what should I do but ride?
And passingher pa lace, if I list ,
Mayglance at its wind ow

—well betide

So said , so done : no r the lad y missed
One ray tha t broke from the ard ent brow,

N or a curl o f th e lips where the sp
'

rit kissed.

Be sure tha t each renewed th e vow,

No morrow’
s sun should arise and set

And leave them then as it left themnow.

Bu t next day passed , and next dayyet,

W ith still fresh cause to wait one daymore

Ere each leaped o ver the parapet .

W ith a gentle start , half smile, half sigh,
They found love no t as it seemed before.

They though t it wo uld wo rk infallibly,
But no t in despite o fheaven and a rth

The rose would blow when the storm
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Jo hn o f D o uay
l sha ll effect my plan,

Set me on ho rseback here a lo ft,
Alive, as the crafty sculpto r can,

In the very square I have cro ssed so o fi

Tha t men may admire, when future suns
Shall to uch the eyes to a purpose so ft,

W hile the mouth and the brow stay brave
in bro nze

Admire and say, W hen he was alive
H ow he wo uld take his pleasure o nce

And

.

it sha ll go hard but I co ntrive
To listen the while, and laugh in my tomb
At idleness which aspires to strive.

So W hile these wait the trump o f d oom,

H ow d o their spirits pass , I wonder,
Nights and days in the narrow room ?

Still , I suppo se, they sit and ponder

pel yonder.

Only they see no t God , I know,

N or a ll that chiva lry o f his,
The so ldier- saints who , row on row,

bliss

H e had burned his way thro
’
thewo rld to this .

I hear you reproach, But delay was bes t ,
Fo r their end was a crime.

”—Oh , a crime
will d o

As well , I reply, to serve fo r a test,

As a virtue go lden thro ugh and thro ugh ,
Suflicien t to vindicate itself

And prove its worth at a moment’s view

Must a game be played fo r the sake o f pelf?
W here a butto n goes ,

’
twere an epigram

To offer the sM p o f the very Guelph .

1 Giovanni of Bo logna , a sculptor.

P OR P H YR IA’
S LOVER .

The true has no value beyo nd the sham
As well the coun ter as coin , I submit,
W hen yourtable’s a ha t, and yourprizeadran .

Stake your co unter as bo ldly every whit,
Venture as warily, use the same skill ,
D o yo ur best , whether winning or losingit,

Ifyo u cho o se to play —is my principle.
Let a man co ntend to the uttermost

Fo r his life
’
s set prize, be it what it will !

The counter our lo vers staked was lost
As surely as if it were lawful co in
And the sin I impute to each frustrate ghost

Is—the unlit lamp and the ungirt loin ,

Though the end in sight was a vice, I say.

Yo u o f the virt ue (we issue join)
H ow strive you ? B e ta,fabod a I

TH E rain set early in to n ight ,
The sullen wind was so o n awake,

It tore the elm- tops down fo r spite,
And did its wo rst to vex the lake
I listened with heart fit to break.

W hen glided in P o rphyria ; straight
She shut the co ld o ut and the storm,

And kneeled and made the cheerless gu t
Blaze up , and all the co ttage warm

W hich d o ne, she ro se, and from her form

W ithdrew the dripping cloak and shawl,

And laid her so iled glo ves by, untied

H er hat and let the damp ha ir fa ll ,
And , last , she sat d own by my side
And ca lled me. W hen no vo ice replied .

She put my arm abou t her waist ,
And made her smoo th white sho ulderbare.

And a ll her yellow hair d isplaced ,

And , stoo ping, made my cheek lie there.
And spread , o ’

er all , her yellow hair.
Murmuring h ow she loved mh she

Too weak, for a ll her heart’s endeavour
To set its struggling passion free

From pride, and vainer ties d issever.

And give herself to me for ever.
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But passion sometimes wo uld prevail,
Nor could to night

’
s gay feast restrain

A sudden thought o f one so pale

For lo ve o f her, and all in vain

So , she was come thro ugh wind and rain.

Be sure I lo o ked up at her eyes

H appy and proud ; at last I kne
Porphyria wo rshipped me surprise
Made my heart swell, and still it grew

While I deba ted wha t to d o .

That moment she was mine, mine, fair,
Perfectly pure and good : I found

A thing to d o , and al l her hair

In o ne long yellow string I wound
Three tima her little throa t aro und ,
And strangled her. N o pain felt she ;
I am quite sure she felt no pain.

As a shut bud that ho lds a bee,
I warily o ped her lids again

Laughed the blue eyes without a stain.

And I untightened next the tress

About her neck her cheek once mo re
Blushed bright benea th my burning kiss
I propped her head up as befo re,
Only, this time my shoulder bore
Herhead , which d ro ops upon it still
The smiling rosy little head ,

So glad it has its u tmo st will,
That all it sco rned a t o nce is fled ,
And I, its love, am gained instead

P orphyria’s lo ve she guessed no t how

H er darling one wish wo uld be heard .

And thus we sit together now,

And all night longwe have no t stirred ,
And yet God has no t said a word

CH ILDE R OLAND TO TH E DARK

TOWER CAME.

(Sec Edgar
”: song in LEAR .

Mr first though t was, he lied in every
word ,

That hoary cripple, with malicio us eye
Askance to wa tch the wo rking o f his lie

On mine, and mo uth scarce able to affo rd

Suppression o ftheglee, that pursed and sco red
Its edge, at onemo re victimgained thereby.

W hat else sho u ld he be set fo r, with his staff?
W ha t , save to waylaywith his lies , ensnare
All travellers who might find him posted
there,

And ask the road ? I guessed what skull - like

W ould break, wha t crutch
’

gin write my
epitaph

Fo r pastime in the dusty tho roughfare,

wha t with my who le world wide

wandering,
W ha t with my search drawn o ut thro ’

years, my ho pe
D wind led into a gho st no t fit to co pe

W ith that obstreperous joy success would

bring,
I hard ly tried now to rebuke the spring
My heart mad e, findingfailure in its sco pe.

W hile some d iscuss if near the o thergraves

Be room eno ugh fo r this , and when a day
Suits best for carrying the corpse away,

I I I .
Ifat his co unsel I sho u ld turn asid e

Into tha t omino us tract which , all agree,
H ides the D ark Tower. Yet acquiescingly

I d id turn as he po inted neither pride
N o r h0pe rekind ling a t the end descried ,

So much as gladness tha t some end might

As when a sick man very near to death
Seems dead indeed , and feels begin and end

The tears and ta kes the farewell o f each
friend ,

And hears o ne bid the o ther go , draw brea th
Freelier o utside, (

“
since all is o

’
er,

”
he

saith ,

And the blow Ellen no grieving can

amend
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With eare about the banners, scarves and It no thing skills : I canno t help my case
“ ’
Tis the Last Judgment

’
s fire must can

And still the man hears a ll, and only craves this place,
H e may no t shame such tender lo ve and Ca lcine its clods and set my ;risoners

free.

v rr.

Thus, I had so long suffered in this quest ,
H eard fi ilure prophesied so o ft, been writ
So many times amo ng The Band — to

wit,

The knights who to the D ark Tower’s search

Their steps— tha t just to fail as they, seemed

And all the doubt was now—should I
be fit

vm . xrrr.

So , quiet as despair, I turned from him, As fo r th e grass, it grew as scant as hair

Tha t ha tefu l cripple, o ut o f his highway In leprosy ; thin dryblades pricked themud
Into the pa th he po inted . All the day W hich underneath lo o ked kneaded up

H ad been a dreary o ne at best, and dim with blood .

W as settling to its clo se, yet sho t one grim One stifl
’ blind ho rse, his every bone a-swe:

R ed leer to see the plain catch its estray. Sto o d stupefied , however he came there :
Thrust ou t past service from the devil

’

s

Fo rmark I no so oner was I fairly found XIV

P ledged to the plain ,

“

after a pace o r two , Alive he might be dead fo r aught I know
Than , pausing to throw backward a last W ith tha t red gaunt and co lloped neck

view a - strain ,

O
’
er the safe road ,

’
twas gone ; grey plain all And shut eyes underneath the rustymane

ro und : Seld om went such gro tesqueness with such

N o thing bu t plain to the ho rizo n
’
s bo und . woe ;

I mightgo on nought else remained to d o . I never saw a brute I ha ted so ;

H e must be wicked to deserve such pain.

So , o n I went . I think I never saw
Such starved ignoble nature ; no thing I shut myeyes and turned them onmyheart
throve : As a man ea lls fo rwine befo re he fights

Fo r flowers—as well expect a cedargro ve ! I asked o ne draugh t o f earlier, happi

But co ckle, spurge, acco rd ing to their law
Might propagate theirkind , with no ne to awe, Ere fitly I co u ld hope to play my part .
Yo u’

d think a burr had been a treasure Think first , fight afterwards—the so ldier
’
san

One taste o f the o ld time sets all to rights.

No penury, inertness and grimace, XVI

In some strange sort , were the land
’
s N o t it I fancied Cuthbert’s red deninghoe

portion. See Benea th its garniture o f curly go ld ,
Orshut yo ureyes, said Naturepeevishly, Dear fellow, till I almost felt him fold

If there pushed any ragged thistle- sta lk

Abo ve its ma tes, the head m chopped
the bents

W ere jea lous else. W hat made those ho les

and rents

In the d o ck’s harsh swarth leaves , bruised as
to baulk

Al l ho pe o fgreenness
’
tis a brutemust walk

P ashingtheir life out , with a brute
’
s intents.
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xxvn . xxxr.

And just as far as ever from the end I W ha t in the midst lay but the Tower itself?

N ought in the distance but the evening, The round squa t turret , blind as the foo l
’

s

nought heart :
To po int my fo o tstep further ! At the Built o f brown sto ne, witho ut a counter

thought ,
A grea t black bird , Apo llyon

’
s bosom- friend , In th e who le world . The ternpest

’

s mock

Sailed past, no r beat his wide wing d ragon ing elf

penned P o ints to the shipman thus the unseen shelf
Tha t brushed mycap—perchance theguide H e strikes on, onlywhen the timbers start.
I so ught .

XXV I I I . XXXII .
For, lo oking up , aware I somehow grew,

N o t see ? because o f night perhaps —why.
’
Spite o f the dusk , the plain had given place day
All ro und to mountains—with such name Came back again fo r that 1 befo re it left,
to grace The dying sunset kind led through a

Mereuglyheightsand heapsnowsto leninview. clefi

H ow thus they had surprised me,—so lve it , The hills, like giants at a hunting, lay,
you Chin upon hand , to see the game at bay,

H ow to get from themwas no clearer case. Now stab and end the creature—to the
belt l

”

xxrx. xxxm .

Yet half I seemed to recognize some trick No t hear? when no ise was everywhere ! it

Of mischief happened to me, God knows to lled

when Increasing like a bell. Names in myears

In a bad dream perhaps. H ere ended , then, Of all the lost ad venturers my peers ,
P rogress this way. W hen, in the very nick H ow such a one was strong, and such was

Ofgiving up , one timemo re, came a click bo ld ,
As when a trap shuts—you’

re inside the And such was fo rtunate, yet each o fo ld

den 1 Lost , lost onemoment knelled thewoe ol
xxx. years.

Burningly it came on me all at o nce, xxxrv .

This was the place those two bills on the There they stood , ranged along the hill -sides,
right, met

Cro uched like two bulls locked horn in To view the last o fme, a livingframe

ho rn in fight For o nemore picture in a sheet offlame
W hile to the left, a tall scalped mountain I saw them and I knew them all . And yet

D unce, D auntless the slug
-ho rn to my lips I set,

D o tard , a -d o zing at the very no nce, And blew. Cfir
'

lde R ola nd to a : D ark

Afier a life spent training for the sigh t I
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To A GR EAT D RAMAT IC P OET ;

“
W ISH ING W H AT I W R ITE MAY BE R EAD BY H IS LIGH T
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A GRATEEUL ADMIR AT ION ,

To WALTER SAVAGE LAND OR
Louno n : r846.

L U R I A.

P E 1? S 0N S .

LUR IA
,
a M oor, Commander of theFlorentine

H USAIN , a M oor. Int:friend .

P UOCIO , Me o ld Floren tine Commander. now

LUR IA'S eltiefWe” .

BRAOCIO . Commissary of Me R epublic of

IAOOP O (LAP O ). t i: secretary .

TIBUR ZIO . Comma nder of tire P isans .

DOMIZIA , a noble F loren tine lady .

SCENE .
—LUR IA’

s Camp between

Florence and P isa .

T IME , r4

ACT I .

M OR N IN G .

BRACC IO, a: dictating to his Secretary
P uccro stand ing by .

Braca
'

o [to P UCC IO]. Then , yo u jo in ba ttle sir

in an ho ur So , while my secreta ry ends his task,
N o t I H ave out two ho rsemen , by the o pen road s,

Luria, the eap tain. To po st with it to Flo rence
439

Braeeio [toMe Secretary]. In an ho ur, the
ba ttle.

”

[To P UCCIO. ] Sir, let yo ur eye run o
’
er this

lo o se digest,

And see if very much o f yo ur report
H ave slipped away thro ughmycivilianphrase.

D oes this instruct the Signo ry aright
H ow army stands with army
P ueeio [takingMep ap er]. All seems here

—Tha t Luria , seizingwith o ur city’s fo rce
The several po ints o f vantage, hill and

plain,
Shuts P isa safe from help on every side,
And , baming the Lucchese arrived too late,

Must, in the ba tt le he delivers now,

Bea t her best tro o ps and first o f chiefs.
Braecio . So sure

Tiburzio
’
s a co nsumma te captain too

P uccio . Luria ho lds P isa ’
s fo rtune in his

hand .

Braeeio [to Me Secretary]. “ The Signo ry
ho ld P isa in their hand .

Yo ur own pro ved so ldiership’s our warrant ,
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P uceio [return ing Me p aper] . All seems

here
Unless Ser Braccio ,

’
tis my last repo rt

Since P isa
’
s o utbreak, and my overthrow,

And Luria
’
s hastening at the city’s ca ll

LUR IA ACI
‘

I

Ay, Lapo ?
Ifyo u trip, I fi ll ;

’
Tis in self- interest I speak

Nay, nay,
To save her, as he o nly could , no d o ubt
Till now tha t she is saved o r sure to be, W hen did I say pure lo ve

’
s impossible P

W hatever yo u tell Flo rence, I tell yo u : I make yo u daily write those red cheeks thin,
Each day’s no te you , her Commissary, make Lo ad yo ur yo ung brow with what concerns

Of Luria
’
s mo vements, I myself supply. it least,

N o yo ungster am I lo nger, to my co st And , when we visit Flo rence, let you pace
Therefo rewhile Florenceglo ried in hercho ice Th e P iaz za by my side as ifwe talked ,
And vaunted Luria , whom but Luria , still, W here all yo ur o ld acquainta nces may see
As if zeal , courage, prudence, conduct , faith , You

’
d die fo rme, I sho uld no t be surprised.

H ad nevermet in anyman befo re, N ow then l

I saw no pressing need to swell the cry. Secretary . Sir, lo ok abou t and lo veyourselfl
But now, this last repo rt and I have d one Step after step, the Signo ry and you
So , ere to - night comes with its roar o f praise, Tread gay till this tremend o us po in t

’
s to pas

’
Twere no t amiss if some o ne o ld i

’
the tra de W hich pass no t, pass no t, ere yo u ask your

Subscribed with , True, for once rash self,

counsel
’
s best. Bears the brain steadily such draughts o ffire,

ThisMo o ro fthebad kith and d oubtful race, Or to o delicious may no t pro ve the pride
This boy to whose untried sagacity, Of this long secret trial yo u dared p lan,

R aw valour, Flo rence trusts witho ut reserve D are execute, you so litary here,
Thecharge to save her,

—justifieshercho ice W ith thegrey -head ed to o th less fo o ls at home.
In no po inthas this strangerfailed hisfriends. W ho think themselves yo ur lo rds , such slaves
N ow praise I say th is, and it is no t here. are they
Braeeio [to Me Secretary] . W rite, P uccio , If they pronounce th is sentence as yo u bid ,
supersed ed in the charge, D eclare the treaso n , claim its penal ty,

By Luria , bears full witness to his worth , And sudden o ut o f a ll the blaze o f life,

And no reward our Signory can give On the best minute o f his brightest day,
Theirchampion but he’ll back it cheerfully. From that ad o ring army at his back,

Aught more ? Five minutes hence, bo th Thro ’
Flo rence

’ joyo us crowds before his fine.
mess engers l [P UCC IO goes . Into the dark yo u beckon Luria

Braeeio [after a p ause, and w}:ile he slowly Then
tear: Mepaper into Mrei r]. I think W hy, Lapo , when the fighting- people vaunt,
(pray Go d , I ho ld in fit contempt W e o f the o ther craft and mystery,

This warfare’s noble art and o rdering, Maywe no t smile demure, th e da nger p si ?

And ,—o nce thebraceo fprizers fairlymatched , Secretary . Sir, no , no , no ,
— the danger.

P o leaxe with po leaxe, knife with knife as and yo ur spirit
go od , At wa tch and ward W here’s danger on

Spit properly at what men term their skill your part ,

Yo u o versho o t the mark, my Lapo l Nay !

Yet here I think o ur fighter has the odds . W ith tha t thin flittinginstantaneo us steel

W ith P isa’s strength diminished thus and thus,
’
Gainst the blind bull - fro nt o f a brute- force

Such po ints o f vantage in o ur hands and such,
Lucca still ofl

'

the stage, to o ,
—a ll

’
s assured :

W rite the Co urt , Shou ld have been rea lly guiltless after all ?Luria must win this ba ttle.

Tha t Luria ’
s trial end and sentence pass

world

If Luria , tha t’s to perish sure as fi te,

Braceio . Ah , yo u have thought that P
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Lest I o ne minute lose her from my sight
She who remembering her who le H ouse

’
s

fa ll,

That nest o f traito rs strangled in the birth,
N ow labo urs to make Luria (po o r device
As plain ) the instrument o f her revenge
—Tha t she is ever at his ear to prompt
Inordinate conceptions o fhis wo rth,
Exo rbitant belief in worth’s reward ,
And after, when sure disappo intment fo llows,
P ro po rtionable rage at such a wrong
W hy, a ll these reaso ns, while I urge them

most ,
W eigh with me less than least—as no thing

weigh.

Upo n tha t broad man’
s-heart o fhis, I go

On what I know must be, yet, while I live,
Sha ll never be, because I live and know.

Brute- fo rce shall no t ru le Flo rence l Intellect
May ru le her, bad o rgo od as chance supplies :
Bu t intellect it sha ll be, pure ifbad ,
And intellect

’
s tradition so kept up .

Til l thego od comeh
’
twas intellect tha t ruled ,

N o t bru te- fo rce bringing from the ba ttle- field

The a ttributes o fwisd om, fo resigh t
’
s graces

W e lent it there to lure its grossnes s o n ;
All which it to ok for earnest and kept safe
To show against us in o urmarket - place,
Just as the plumes and tags and swo rdsman

’
s

gear

(Fetched from the camp where, at their
fo o lish best,

W hen all was d one they frightened nobody)
P erk in our faces in the street , fo rso o th,
W ith our own warrant and a llowance. N o

The who le proced ure’s o vercharged ,—its end
In too strict keepingwith the had first step.

To co nquer P isa was sheer inspira tion
W ell then , to perish fo r a single fault ,

Let that be simple justice l There, my
Lapo l

A Mo o rish front ill suits o ur D uomo ’
s body

Blo t it out—and bid Luria
’
s sentence come

LUR IA ACT !

Braea
’

o . Ah , yo u so close, sir? la dy
D omizia too ?

I said it need s must be a busy moment
For one like yo u tha t you were now i

’
the

thick
Of yo ur duties, d o ubtless, while we idlers

sa t

L uria . N o—in tha t paper,—it m in that

paper
What you were saying l

Oh—my day
’
s despatch !

I censure yo u to Flo rence will yo u see ?

La n
’

a . See yo ur despatch , your last, for
the first time

W ell, if I sh ould , now For in truth,

D omizia ,
H e would be fo rced to set abo u t ano ther,
In his sly co o l way, the true Flo rentine,

To mention tha t impo rtant circumstance.

So , while he wro te I should gain time, such

D o no t send this l

And wherefo re ?
These [med ia s

Are no t arrived—they neverwill arrive !
And I must fight to -d ay, arrived o r no t,

And I sha ll beat Tiburzio , tha t is s ire :

But slowly, o h so slowly, just in time

To lo ok upon my ba ttle from the hills,

Like a late moo n , o fuse to nobody l
And I must break my ba ttle up , send forth.

Surround on this side, ho ld in check on that.
Then comes to -mo rrow, we nego tiate,

Yo umakeme send fo rfresh instructionshome.
— Incompleteness, incompleteness !

Ah , we scribes

W hy, I had registered that very point,
The non- appearance o f our fos

’
ally,

As amost happy fo rtune ; bo th at once
W ere fo rmidable singly faced , each 6113
Lun

’

a . So , no great ba ttle fo r my I-
‘

loreno

tines

[LUR IA, wko, wz
'

M D ome , [car N o crowning deed , decisive and complete.
entered u nobserved at Me close qf Fo r all o f them, the simple as th e wise,

Me last p h a se, new advances . Old , young, alike, that d o no t understand

Lun
’

a And Luria , Luria , wha t o f Luria Our wearisome pedantic art o fwar,
By which we prove retreat may be success.
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Delay—best speed ,—ha lf loss, at times,
who le gain :

They want resu lts : as if it were their fault l
And you , with warmest wish to bemy friend ,
Wil l no t be able now to simply say
“ Your servant has perfo rmed his task

eno ugh I
You o rdered , he has execu ted : goo d

Now walk the streets in ho liday a ttire,
Congra tula te your friends, till no on strikes
fierce,

Then fo rm bright groups beneath the

D uomo ’
s shade 1

No , you will have to argue and explain ,
Persuad e them, all is no t so ill in the end ,

Tease, tire them ou t Arrive,

Lucchese
D omiz ia . W ell, you will triumph fo r the
past eno ugh,

Whatever be the present chance ; no service

Falls to thegro und with Flo rence : she awaits
H er saviour, will receive him fittingly.

Lu ria . Ah Braccio , yo u know Florence

W ill she, think yo u ,
Receive o ne what means fittingly

receive
—Receivecompatrio ts , d o ubtless—Iamnone

And yet D omizia promises so much
Braca

’

o . Kind women still give men a

woman
’
s prize.

I know no t o
’
er which gate most bo ughs will

arch ,
Nor if the Squarewill wave red flags o r blue.

I should have judged , the fu llest o f rewards
Our sta te gave Luria , when she made him

chief

Ofherwho le fo rce, in herbest captain’
s place.

Lun
’

a . Tha t , my reward Florence on

my acco unt

R elieved Ser P ucciOP—mark yo u , my reward
And P uccio

’
s havingall the fight

’
s true joy

Goes here and there, gets clo se, may fight ,
himself,

While I must o rder, stand alo o f, o
’
ersee.

Tha twas my calling, therewasmy true place
I should have felt , in some o ne o verme,
Flo rence imperso nate, my visible head ,
As I am o ver P uccio ,—taking life
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Oh , no 1

D irectly from her eye They give me you
But d o yo u cro ss me, set me ha lf to work ?
I enjoy no thing— though I will, for once
Decide, shall we jo in ba ttle ? may I wait ?
Bmca

'

o . Let us compo und the matter
wait till no o n

Then , no arriva l

Lu n
’

a . Ah , noo n comes too fast

I wonder, d o you guess why I delay
Invo luntarily the fina l blow
As lo ng as possible ? P eace fo llows it l

Florencea t peace, and the calm studio us heads
Come out again , the penetra ting eyes ;
As if a spell broke, all’s resumed , each art
Yo u boast , mo re vivid tha t it slept awhile.

’
Gainst the glad heaven, o

’
er the white

palace- fro nt

The in terrupted scaffo ld climbs anew

The wa lls are peopled by the painter’s brush
The sta tue to its niche ascends to dwell .
The present no ise and tro uble have retired

And left the eterna l past to rule once mo re ;
You speak its speech and read its records

plain ,
Greece lives with yo u , each R oman breathes
yo ur friend

But Luria— wherewill then be Luria ’
s place ?

D omiz ia . H ighest in ho nour, fo r that past
’
s

own sake,
Ofwhich his actio ns, scaling up the sum

By saving a ll tha t went befo re from wreck ,
W ill range as part , with which be wo rshipped

to o .

Luria . Then I may wa lk and wa tch you
in yo ur streets,

Lead the smo o th life my rough life helps no
mo re,

So different , so new, so beautifu l
N or fear tha t yo u will tire to see parade
The club tha t slew the lion, now tha t cro oks
And shepherd - pipes come into use again ?

Fo r very lone and silent seems my East

In its drear vastness still it spread s, and still
N o Braccios, no D omizias anywhere
N o t evermo re l W ell , well , to - day is o urs

D omizia [to BRACCIO]. Sho u ld he no t

have been one o f us ?

Luria .
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N o t o ne o fyo u , and so escape the thrill
Of cominginto yo u , o f changing thus ,
Feeling a so ul grow on me that restricts
The bound less unrest o f the savage heart
The sea heaves up , hangs loaded o

’
er the land ,

Breaks there and buries its tumultuo us

strength

H orro r, and silence, and a pause awhile
Lo , inland glides thegu lf

- stream, miles away,
In rapture o f assent , subdued and still,
’
Nea th tho se strange banks, those unimagined

skies.

W ell,
’
tis no t sure the quiet lasts for ever

Yo ur placid hea ds still find ro ugh hand s new
wo rk

Some minute’s chance—there comes the need
o fmine

And , all reso lved o n, I to o hear at last .
Oh , yo u must find some use fo r me, Ser

Braccio !

Yo u ho ld mystrength
’
twerebest disposeo fit

W hat you crea ted , see tha t yo u find foo d for
I shal l be dangero us else l

H ow dangero us, sir ?

Luria . There are so many ways, D omizia
warns me,

And one with ha lf the power tha t I po ssess ,
— Grows very fo rmidable. D o you d o ubt
W hy, first , who ho lds the army

W hile we ta lk ,
Mo rn wears ; we keep yo u from your proper
place,

The field .

Lun
'

a . Nay, to the field I move no mo re ;
My part is d one, and P uccio

’
s may begin

I canno t trench upon his pro vince longer
W ith anyface —Yo u think yo urselves so sa fe?
W hy, see

—in co ncert with Tiburzio , now
One co uld

D omizia . A trumpet l
Lun

’

a . My Lucchese a t last
Arrived , as sure as Flo rence stand s Yo ur

leave

D omizia . H ow plainly is true grea tness

charac tered
By such unconscio us Spo rt as Luria ’

s here,
Strength sharing least the secret o f itself l
Be it with head tha t schemes o r ha nd tha t acts ,

ACT !

yo u ca tch me

Such save the world which no ne but they

co uld save,

Yet think wha te
’
er they did , that world

co uld d o .

Braca
’

o . Yes : and how wo rthy no te, that
these same great ones

In hand o r head , with such unconscio usness
And a ll its due entailed humility,

Sho u ld never shrink, so far as I perceive,
From taking up wha tever to o ! there be
Efi

'

ects the who le wo rld ’
s safety o rmishap ,

Into theirmild hands as a. thing o f course !

The statist finds it na tural to lead

Th emob who might as easily lead him
The captain marsha ls troo ps bo rn skilled m

war

Statist and ca ptain verily believe
W hile we po or scribes

thinking now,

That I shall in this very letter write
W hat none o fyo u are able To it , h po !

[D o u rzra gm.

This last wo rst all -affected childish fit
Of Luria

’
s, this be- praised unco nsciousnes .

Convinces me the past was no child
’

s play

It was a man bea t P isa ,—no t a child .

All
’
s mere dissimula tion—to remo ve

The fear, he best knows we shou ld enter

The utmo st dangerwas at hand . Is
’
t writte:

N ow make a d uplicate, lest this should h il,
And speak your fu llest o n the o ther side.
Secretary . I no ticed hewas busily repairing

My ha lf- efl
'

acement o f his D uomo sketch ,
And , while he spoke ofFlo rence, turned to it.
As the Mage N egro king to Christ the babe
I judge his childishness the mere relapse

To boyho od o f a man wh o has wo rked lately.
And presently will wo rk, so , meantime.

plays :
W hence, mo re than ever I believe in him.

Braea
’

o [after a pau se]. The sword ! At

best, the so ldier, as he says,
In Flo rence—the black flee, the barbarous

name,
Fo r Ita ly to bo ast her show o f the age.

H er man o f men ! To Flo rence with each
letter
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Lun
’

a . Admit him This will prove the
last delay.

H usa z
'

n . Ay, friend , go on, and die th ou

go ing o n

Thou heardst what the grave woman said

bu t now

To - night rewards thee. Tha t is well to hear
Bu t step no t therefo re : hear it, and go on

Lun
'

a . Oh , their reward and MM ph and

the rest

They round me in the ears with, all day long?
All tha t , I never take fo r earnest, friend
W ell wo uld it suit us ,—th eir triumpha l arch
Or sto ried pillar,—thee and me, the Mo o rs

But gra titude in those Italian eyes
That , we shall get ?

It is to o co ld an air.

Our sun ro se o ut o f yond ermo und o fmist

W here is he now ? So , I trust none o f them.

Lu n
’

a . Truly
H ard in . I doubt and fear. There

stands a wall
’
Twixt o ur expansive and explosive race
And tho se abso rbing, concentra tingmen.

They use thee.

Lu rz
'

a . And I feel it, H usain yes,

And care no t—yes , an a lien fo rce like mine
Is o nly ca lled to play its part o utside
Their different na ture where its so le use

seems

To fight with and keep o ff an ad verse fo rce,
As a lien , -which repelled , mine too with

draws

Inside, they know no t what to d o with me.

Thus I have to ld them laughingly and o ft, Lun
’

a . Quick , sir, your message ! I but

Enter Tmo nz ro .

But longsince amprepared to learn theworst. wait yourmessage
H usaz

’

n . W hat is the worst To so und the charge. Yo u bringno overture
Lu n

'

a . I will fo resta ll them, H usain , For truce I would no t, for yo urGena -

31
’

s

W ill speak the destiny they dare no t speak sake,
Banish myself befo re they find the heart . Yo u spoke o f truce : a time to fight is come.
I will be first to say, The wo rk rewards And , whatso

’
er the figh t

’
s event , he keeps

I know, fo r all yo ur praise, my use is o ver, H is ho nest so ld ier’s-name to bea t me with,
So may it prove l—meanwhile

’
tis best I go , Or leaves me all himself to beat , I trust I

Go carry safe mymemo ries o fyou all Te
'

baw
’

e . I am Tiburzio .

To o ther scenes o f actio n, newer land s. Lm
’

a .

Thus leaving them co nfirmed in their belief Tiburzio
They would no t easily have tired o fme. Yo u were the last to keep the fo rd i’ the valley
You think this hard to say From P uccio , when I threw in succours there

Say o r not say,

So th o u but go , so they but let thee go !
This hating peo ple, tha t ha te each the other,
And in o ne blandness to us Mo o rs unite

Lo cked each to each like slippery snakes, 1
say,

W hich still in a ll their tangles, hissingtongue
And threa tening tail , ne

’
er do each other

harm
W hile any creature o f a better blo od ,
They seem to fight fo r, while th ey circle safe
And never to uch it , - pines witho ut a wound,
W ithers away beside their eyes and breath.
See tho u , if P uccio come no t safely out
OfBraccio

’
s grasp, this Braccio swo rn his foe,

As Braccio safely from D omizia’
s to ils

W ho hates himmost But tho u , the friend
o f a ll,

Come out o f them !

Lun
'

a . The P isan trumpet now !
H ard in . Brea the free—it is an enemy, no
friend (Gees.

Lu n
‘

a . H e keeps his instincts, no new

culture mars
Their perfect use in him ; just so the brutes
R est no t , are anxious withou t visible cause,
W hen ch ange is in the elements a t work,
W hich man’

s trained senses fail to apprehend.

But here, -he takes the distan t chario t wheel
Fo r thunder, festa ! flame fo r lightning’s flash.
The finer traits o f cultivated life

Fo r treachery and malevo lence I see !
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Why, I was o n the heights—through the defile
Ten minu tes after, when the prey was lo st 1
You wore an open skull -cap with a twis t
Ofwa ter- reeds the plume beinghewn away ;
While I dro ve down my ba ttle from the

I saw with my own eyes
And yo u are Luria

Who sent my co hort , tha t laid down its arms
In erro r o f the battle- signa l

’
s sense,

Back safely to me a t the critical time

One o f a hundred deeds. I know yo u .

T herefo re
To no ne but yo u could I

Tr
'

bu rsz
’

o . Luria , you know the peril

On P isa , - that you have us in the to ils,
Us her las t safeguard , a ll tha t intercepts
The rage o f her imp lacablest o f foes
From P isa : ifwe fa ll to -day, she fi lls .

Tho
’
Lucca will arrive, yet ,

’
tis to o la te.

You ha ve so pla inly here the best o f it,
Tha t you must feel, brave so ldier as

H ow dangerous we grow in this extra- e,

H ow truly fo rmidable by despair.

Still , probabilities sho uld have theirweight
The extreme chance is o urs, but, that chance

fi iling,
You win this ba ttle. W herefore say I this
To be well app rehended when I add ,
This danger abso lu tely comes from you .

W ere yo u , who threa ten thus, a Floren

Lun
'

a . Sir, I am nearer Flo rence than her

I can, and have perhaps obliged the State,
N o r paid a mere so n’

s duty.

Even so .

W ere you the son o fFlo rence, yet endued

W ith all your present nobleness o f so ul,
N o question, wha t I must communicate
W o uld no t deta ch yo u from her

Tibun rb. Time urges .

P isa, you never knew, fo r Flo rence
’
sake
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Yo u think you know. I have from time to

Made prize o f certain secret missives sent

From Braccio here, the Commissary, home
And knowingFlo rence o therwise, I piece
The entire chain o ut, from these its scattered

N ow, were yo urself a

Yo ur tria l o ccupies the Signo ry
They sit in judgment on yo ur co nduct now.

W hen men a t home inquire into the acts
W hich in the field e

’
en foes apprecia te

Brief, they are Florentines ! Yo u , saving
them,

Seek but the sure destruction savio urs find .

Lun
’

a . Tiburzio
Tibu rz z

’

o . All the wonder is o f co urse.

I am no t here to teach yo u , no r direct,
Only to loya lly apprise—scarce tha t .

This is the la test letter, sea led and safe,

As it left here an ho ur ago . One way
Of two tho ught free to Florence, I command .

The duplica te is o n its road ; but this,
R ead it, and then I sha ll have mo re to say.

Lu rr
'

a . Florence

Florentine,
This letter, let it ho ld the wo rst it can ,
W o uld be no reaso n yo u sho u ld fi ll away.
The mo ther city is the mo ther still ,
And recognitio n o f the child ren’

s service

H er own afi
'

air reward— there
’
s no reward

But yo u are bo und by quite ano ther tie.

N o r na ture shows, no r reaso n, why a t first

A foreigner, bo rn friend to all a like,
Should give himself to any special State
Mo re than ano ther, stand by Flo rence’

side

R a ther than P isa ; ’
tis as fair a city

Yo u war aga inst as tha t yo u fight fo r— famed
As well as she in story, graced no less

W ith no ble heads and patrio tic hearts
N or to a stranger

’
s eye wo u ld either cause,

Stripped o f the cumu la tive lo ves and ha tes
W hich take impo rtance from fimiliar view,

Stand as the right and so le to be upheld .

Therefo re, should the preponderatinggift
Oflo ve and trust , Florencewas first to throw,

W hich mad e yo u hers, no t P isa
’
s, void the

scale,
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Old ties disso lving, things resume their place
And a ll begins again. Break seal and read !

At least let P isa o ffer fo r you now

And I , as a goo d P isan , sha ll rejo ice
Tho ugh fo rmyself I lo se, in gainingyou ,
This last fight and its Oppo rtunity
The chance it brings o f saving P isa yet,
Or in the turn o f ba ttle dying so
Tha t shame sho uld want its extreme bitter

Lun
'

a . Tiburzio , you thatfight fo r P isa now
As I fo r Florence saymy chance were

yours
You read this letter, and yo u find no ,

Tz
’

é um
‘

o . I read the letter, find they pur

W hen I have crushed their foe, to crush me
well ?

Lun
’

a . Yo u , being their captain, what is
it you d o

Tz
'

burzio . W hy, as it is , all cities are alike
As Flo rence pays yo u , P isa will payme.

I shal l be as belied , whate’er the event ,
As yo u , o rmo re myweak head , theywill say,
P rompted this last expedient , my fi int heart
Entailed o n them indelible disgrace,
Bo th which defects ask proper punishment .
Ano ther tenure o f o bedience, mine
You are no so n o f P isa

’
s : break and read

Lu rr
'

a . And act on what I read ? W ha t
act were fit

If the firrn - fixed foundation o fmy fi ith

In Florence, who to me stands formankind ,
If tha t break up and , disimpriso ning

From the abyss Ah friend , it canno t be !

Yo u may be very sa ge, yet—all the wo rld

H aving to fi il, or your sagacity,
You d o no t wish to find yourself alo ne
W hat wo uld the world be worth ? W hose

lo ve be sure

The wo rld remains you are deceived

I lead the vanguard
— Ifyou fa ll, beside,

The better : I am lefi to speak l Fo rme,
This was my duty, no rwould I rejo ice
If I could help, it misses its effect

LUR IA ACT I!

And after all yo u will lo ok ga llan tly
Fo und dead here with that letter in your

Luria . Tiburzio—I would see ths e people
o nce

And test them ere I answer fina lly
At your arriva l let the trumpet so und
Ifmine return no t then the wonted cry
It means that I believe—am P isa

’
s
'

Lun
’

a . My heart will have it he speaks
true My blo od

Bea ts clo se to this Tiburzio as a fiiend .

If he had stept into my watch - tent , night

And the wild desert full o f fo es aro und ,

I shou ld have bro ke the bread and given the

Secure, and ,whenmyhouro fwa tch was done,
Taken my turn to sleep between his knees,
Safe in the untro ubled brow and honest cheek.
Oh wo rld , where all things pass and nought

Oh life, the longmutation—is it so
Is it with life as with the body’s change ?

- W here, e’en tho ’ better fo llow , go od mis t

N o rmanhoo d ’
s strength can mate with boy

No r age
’
s wisd om, in its turn, find strength .

But silently the first gift d ies away,
And tho ugh the new stays, never bo th at once.
Life

’
s time o f savage instinct o

’
er with me.

It fad es and dies away, past tru stingmore,
As if to punish the ingra titude
W ith which I turned to grow in these new

And learned to look with Euro pean eyes.

Yet it is better, this co ld certain way,
W here Braccio ’

s brow tells no thing, P uccio

mo u th,
D omizia’

s eyes reject the searcher : yes !
Fo r on their calm sagacity I lean ,

Theirsense o fright , deliberate cho ice o fgood .
Sure, as theyknowmydeeds, theydealwithme.
Yes, that is better—that is bes t o fal l l
Such faith stayswhen mere wild beliefwould
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W ith the advantage o f a fault beside

ACT III . W hat is it, P uccio —that by pressingforward
W ith to o impetuous

AFTE R N OON .

P uccro , as making a report to Jaco ro .

P uccio . And here, your captain must te

po rt the rest

For, as I say, the main engagement over

And Luria
’

s specia l part in it performed ,
H ow co uld a subaltem like me expect
Leisure or leave to o ccupy the field
And glean what dropped from his wide

harvesting
I thought, when Lucca at the battle’s end
Came up , just as the P isan centre broke,
That Luria would detach me and prevent
The flying P isans seekingwha t they fo und ,
Friends in the rear, a po int to ra lly by.
But no , mo re hono urable pro ved my po st l
I had the august captive to esco rt

Safe to o ur camp ; some o ther could pursue,
Fight, and be fimo us ; gentler chance was

Tiburzio
’
s wounded spirit must be so o thed

H e
’
s in the tent there.

j acop o . Is the substance d own ?
Iwrith ‘‘Thevanguard beaten and bo thwings
In fiill retrea t , Tiburzio prisoner

And now, Tha t they fell back and fo rmed
again

On Lucca
’
s coming. W hy then , afterall ,

’
Tis ha lf a victory, no conclusive one

P ut -d o . Two operatio ns where a so le had

served .

j aeopo . And Luria
’
s fault was

Oh , fo r fault—no t much
H e led the attack , a thought impetuously,
—There’

s commonly mo re prudence now,

he seemed

To hurry measures , o therwise well judged .

By over
- co ncentra ting strength a t first

Against the enemy’s van , bo th wings escaped :
Tha t

’
s reparable, yet it is a fault.

Enter Bu ccro .

j aeopo . As go od as a full victo ry to

Flo rence,

Thanks, sir—you have elsewhere a charge, 1

know. [P uccrom
There’s no th ing d o ne but I would d o again ;

Yet , Lapo , itmaybe the past prom no thing,

And Luria has kept faithful to the close.
j acopo . I was fo rwaiting.

Ya : so was not I.

H e could no t ch o ose but tear that letter

true

Still , certain o fhis tones, Imind , and lo oks
Yo u saw, too , with a fresher so u! than I.
So , P o rzio seemed an injured man , they say!
W ell , I have gone upon the broad , sme

gro und .

E nter LUR IA, P o coro , and D o u izra

Lun
’

a [to P uccro ]. Say, at his p leasure 1
will see Tiburzio

All
’
s at his pleasure.

D omizia [to LUR IA]. W ere I no t fort

warned

Yo u wo uld reject, as you do constantly,
P raise,—I might tell you how yo u have

deserved

Of Florence by this last and crowning feat

But wo rds o fi
‘

end .

Lun
’

a . Nay, yo umay praisemenow.

I want instruction every hour, I find ,
On po ints where once I saw least need ofit :
And praise, I have been used to slight

perhaps,
Seems scarce so easily dispensed with now.

After a battle half one’s strength is gone ;
The glorious passion in us once appe

ased,

Our rm on
’
s calm co ld d readful vo icebegins.

All justice, power and beauty scarce appear
Mono po lized by Florence, as o f late,
To me, th estranger you , no doubt , mayknow
W hy P isa needs must hear her riva l

’
syoke.

For I , to o , want to know and be assured .

W hen a cause ceases to reward itself,

Its friend seeks fresh susta inments ; waist is
one,
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And here stand you
—
yo u, lady, praise me

well.

But yours (your pard on) is unlearned

To themo tive, the endeavour, theheart
’
s self,

Your quick sense lo oks : yo u crown and call

The so ul o
’
the purpose, ere ’

tis shaped as act ,

Takes fles h i
’
the wo rld , and clo thes itself a

But when the act comes, stands for what ’
tis

—H ere’s P uccio , the skilled so ld ier, he
’
s my

judge 1
Was a ll well , P uccio

P uccio . All was . must be well :

Ifwe beat Lucca presently, as d o ubtless
No , there’s no d oubt , we mush—all was

well d o ne.

Lurz
'

a . In truth ? Still yo u are o f the

trade, my P uccio 1
You have the fellow- craftsman’

s sympa thy.

There’s none cares , like a fellow o f the craft ,

For the a ll - unestirna ted sum o f pains
That go to a success the world can see

They pra ise then, but the bes t they never

know
—W hile you know 1 So , ifenvymixwith it,
H ate even, still the bo ttom- praise o f all,

Whateverbe the dregs, tha t drop
’
s purego ld

—For no thing
’
s like it no thing else records

Those daily, nightly drippings in the dark
Of the heart’s blo od , the wo rld lets drop

away
For ever—so , pure go ld tha t praise must be
And I have yours, my so ldier yet the best
Is still to come. There

’
s one loo ks on apart H ave it my way, and think more work re

Whom all refers to , failure or success ;

W hat
’
s d one might be o ur best , o ur utmost
work,

And yet inad equate to serve his need .

H ere
’
s Braccio now, forFlorence—here’s our

W ell done fo r us, seems it well d one fo r him ?

H is chosen engine, tasked to its full strength
Answers the end Shou ld he have chosen

Dowehelp Florence, now ourbest iswro ught ?

Braccio . This battle, with the fo regone

services,

Saves Florence.

Lun
’

a . W hy then, all is very well
H ere am I in the midd le o fmy friends,
W ho knowme and who lo veme, one and all .

And yet
’
tis like this instant while

I speak
Is like the turning-moment o f a dream

W hen Ah , you are no t fo reigners like
me

W ell then , one always dreams o f friends at

home ;
And always comes, I say, the turning- point
W hen something changes in the friend ly eyes
That lo ve and lo ok on yo u so slight , so

slight
And yet it tells you they are dead and gone,
Or changed and enemies, for a ll theirwords,
And all is mo ckery and a maddening show.

You now, so kind here, all you Florentines,
W ha t is it in youreyes those lips, those

brows
N o body spoke it , yet I know it well
Come now—this ba ttle saves yo u , a ll

’
s at

end ,

Your use o fme is o
’
er, for go od , fo r ill ,

Come now, what
’
s d one against me, while I

speak,
In Florence Come I feel it in myblood ,
My eyes, my hair, a vo ice is in my ears

That spite o f all this smiling and so ft speech
You are betrayingme. W ha t is it yo u d o ?
H ave it yo urway, and thinkmyuse is o ver
Think you are saved and may throw o ff the

W hich I could d o ,—so , showyou fearmeno t
Or prudent be, o r daring, as yo u cho o se,

But tell me—tell what I refused to know
At noo n , lest heart should flail me ! W ell ?

That letter
My fa te is sealed a t Flo rence Wha t is it

Braccio . Sir, I sha ll no t deny wha t you
d ivine.

It is no no velty for innocence
To be suspected , but a privilege
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The after certain compensa tio n comes.

Charges, I say no t whether false or true,

H ave been preferred against yo u some time

since,

W hichFlo rencewasbound , plainly, to receive,
And which are therefo re und ergoing now

The d ue investigatio n . Tha t is a ll.
I d oubt no t but your innocence will pro ve
Apparent and illustrious, as to me,
To them this evening, when the tria l ends.
Lun

’

a . My tria l

Flo rence, Flo rence to

the end ,

My who le heart thanks thee !
P uccio [to Bna ccro ]. W hat is tria l ,

sir

It was no t fo r a trial—surely, no
I furnished yo u tho se no tes from time to time

I held myself aggrieved—I am a man

And I might speak,—ay, and speak mere
truth , to o ,

And yet no t mean at bo ttom o fmy heart
W ha t shou ld assist a—trial, d o you say ?

Yo u sh ou ld have to ld me
D omiz ia . N ay, go on, go o n

H is sentence l D o they sentence him W hat
is it

The block—wheel ?
Braccio . Sentence th ere is none as yet,

N o r sha ll I give my own o pinion now

Ofwhat it sho uld be, o r is like to be.

W hen it is pass ed , applaud or disappro ve
Up to that point , what is there to impugn
Lu ria . They are right , then, to tryme ?

I assert ,
Maintain and justify the abso lute right
Of Florence to d o a ll she can have d one
In this procedure, - standing o n her guard ,

R eceiving even services like yo urs
W ith utmost fit suspicious wariness.

In o ther ma tters, keep the mummery up !
Take a ll the experiences o f a ll the wo rld ,
Each knowledge tha t broke thro ugh a heart

to life,

Each reasoningwhich, to reach , burnt o ut a

brain ,

—In o ther cases, know these, warrant these,
And then dispense with these—’

tis very well

ACT l l l

men
’
s praise, and yield his

Let friend trust friend , and lo ve demand

lo ve
’
s like,

And gratitude be claimed for benefits ,
There

’
s grace in that,

-and when the fresh

heart breaks,
The new brain pro ves a ruin, what o f them?
W here is the matter o f one mo th themore
Singed in the cand le, at a summer’s end

But Florence is no simple Jo hn o r James
To have his toy, his fi ncy, his conceit

Tha t he’s the one excepted man by fate,
And , when fate shows him he

’
s mistaken

there,
D ie with all good

place
To P aul and Geo rge intent to trytheirchance

Flo rence exists because thes e p us away.

She’s a co ntrivance to supp ly a typ e
Ofman , which men’

s deficiencies refuse

She binds so many, tha t she grows out of

them
Stands stead y o ’er their numbers, though they

change
And pass away—there’s alwayswha t upholds,
Always enough to fashio n the grea t sh ow.

As see, yo n hanging city, in the sun,

Of shapely cloud substantia lly the same !

A thousand vapo urs rise and sink again,

Are interfused , and live their life and die,

Yet ever hangs the steady show i
’
the air,

Underthesun’
s stra ight influence that iswell,

That is worth heaven sh ou ld ho ld , and God

should bless 1
And so is Flo rence,—the unseen sun above.
W h ich draws and ho ld s suspended a ll ofus,

Binds transient vapours into a single cloud

D ifferingfrom each and better than they all.
And shall she dare to stake this permanence
On anyoneman

’
s faith? Man

’
s heart isweek.

And its temptations many let her pro ve
Each servant to the very uttermost
Befo re she grant him her rewa rd , I say !
D omizia . And as for hearts she d a nces

to mistake,
W ro nged hearts, no t destined to receive

reward ,

Though they des erve it , d id she only know,

—Wha t should she d o for these
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And I believed , the shame they bore and died ,
H ewould no t ba r, but live and figh tagainst

Seeing he was o f o ther stuff than they.

Lu rz
'

a . H ear them All these against o ne
fo reigner

And all thiswhile, where is, in thewho lewo rld ,
To his go od fiaith a single witness

T{burs t}; [mka has entered unseen dun
’

ngt/re

H ere 1

Thus I bear witness, no t in wo rd but d eed .

I live fo r P isa she’s no t lost to - day
Bymany chances —much prevents from tha t
H er army has been bea ten , I am here,
But Lucca comes a t las t , one happy chance
I ra ther wo uld see P isa three times lo st
Than saved by any traito r, even by you
The example of a traitor

’
s happy fortune

W o uld bringmoreevil in the end thangood
P isa rejects the traito r, craves yourself
I , in her name, resign forthwith to you
My charge —the highest o ffice, swo rd and

shield
Yo u sha ll no t , bymyco unsel, turn on Flo rence

Yo ur army, give her ca lumny that'gro und
N o r bring one so ldier : be yo u all we gain

And all she
’
ll lo se,—a ha d to deck some

And save the co st 0
’
the crown should deck

the ha d .

La ve her to perish in her perfidy,
P lague

- stricken and stripped naked to a lleyes,
A pro verb and by-wo rd in all mouths
Go you to P isa Flo rence is my place
La veme to tell her o f the rectitude,
I , from the first , to ld P isa , knowing it.
To P isa

D o miz ia . Ah myBraccio , are you caught
Braccio . P uccio , go o d so ldier and good

citizen ,

W hom I have ever kept beneath my eye,
R eady as fit , to serve in this event

Florence, who clear foreto ld it from thefirst

Through me, she gives yo u the command and
charge

She takes, through me, from himwho held it
late I

A painful trial, very sore, was yours
All tha t co uld draw ou t, marshal in array

. I dare no t !

ACT "I

The selfish passions ’

gainst the public good
Slights, scams, neglects, were heaped onyou

to bear
And ever you did ba r and how the head !
It had been so rry tria l, to precede
Your feet , ho ld up the promise o f reward

Fo r luring gla m your foo tsteps kept the
track

Thro
’
dark and d oubt take a ll the light at

o nce

Tria l is o ver, consumma tio n shines ;

W ell have you served , as well henceforth
command I

P ueerb. N o , no

gra teful, glad ;

But Luria you sha ll understand he
’

s

And he
’
s my captain : this is no t the way

W e so ldiers climb to fo rtune think again !
The sentence is no t even passed , beside !
I dare no t : where’s the so ldier could
Lure

'

a . N ow, Florence

Is it to be ? Yo u wil l know a ll the strength

0
’
thesavage

- to yourneck the pro o fmustgo ?
Yo u will pro ve the brute nature Ah , I see !
The savage plainly is impassible
H ekeepshiscalmwaythrough insul tingwu ds,
Sarcastic loo ks, sharp gestures—o ne o fwhich
W ould stop you , fatal to yo ur finer sense.
But if he sto lid ly ad vance, march mute
W ithout a mark upo n his callo us hide,
Through themere brushwo od you grow angry

with,
And leave the ta tters o f your flesh upon,
—You have to learn that when the true In:

comes,
The mark mid - forest , the gra nd obstacle.
W hichwhen you reach,you give the labourup,
N o r dash o n , but lie down composed before.
—H e go es against it , like the brute he is :
It fa lls befo re him, o r he dies in his course.

I kept my co urse thro ugh pest ingratitude :
I saw—it d o es seem, now, as if I saw,

Co u ld no t but see, those insults as they fell.
- Ay, let them glance from 05 me, very like.

Laughing, perhaps, to think the quality
You grew so ho ld on, while you so da rised

The Moor’s dull mute inapprehensive mood
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W as savingyo u I bore and keptmy course. P uccio . But mankind are no t pieces
N ow rea l wro ngfronts me see if I succumb there’s yo ur fau lt 1
Flo rence withstands me I will punish her. Yo u canno t push them, and , the first move

made,
At nigh t my sentence will arrive, yo u say. Lean back and study what the next sha ll be,
Till then I canno t , if I wo uld , rebel In confidence that , when ’

tis fixed upon,
—U nau thorized to laymy omoe d own , Yo u find just where yo u left th em,

blacks
R etainingmy firll power to will and d o and whites

After—it is to see. Tiburzio , thanks ! Men go
'
ou movingwhen your hand ’s away.

Go ; yo u are free : jo in Lucca ! I suspend Yo u build , I no tice, firm o n Luria
’
s faith

All further operations till to - nigh t. This who le time,—firmlier than I choose to
Thank you, and for the silence most of a ll build ,
[To BR ACCIOJ Let my complacent bland W ho never d oubted it—o f o ld , tha t is

accuser go W ith Luria in his ordinary mind .

Ca rry his self- approving ha d and ha rt But now, o ppression makes the wise man
Safe thro ugh the army which wo uld trample

D a d in a moment a t my wo rd o r sign I

Go , sir, to Flo rence ; tell friends wha t I say
Tha t while I wait my sentence, theirs waits

[To D o u rarrs ] You , lady,—you have black
Ita lian eyes 1

I wou ld be genero us if I might : oh , yes
Fo r I remember how so o ft yo u seemed
Inc lined at heart to break the barrier d own
Which Flo rence finds God built between us

Alas , fo r generosity this hour

Asks retribu tio n : bear it as you may,

P uccio , my trusty so ldier, see them forth

ACT IV.

EV EN IN G .

Enter P uccro and Jaco p o .

P refa b. W in t Luria will d o ? Ah ,
’
tis —For they d o know, ifyou are igno rant ,

yours, fair sir, W ho kept his own place and respected th eirs,
Your and your subtle-witted master’s part, Managed their swea t , yet never spared his
To tell me that ; I tell you wha t he can . blo od .

j acop o . Friend , you mistake my sta tion : All was yo uract : ano thermight have served
I observe There’speradventureno suchda rth o fha ds

The game, wa tch how my betters play, no But yo u chose Luria so , they grew o ne flesh ,

mo re. And now, for no thing they can understand ,

H ow d o I know he will no t turn and stand

And ho ld his own against you, as he may
Suppose he but withdraw to P isa—well,
Then, even if all happen to yourwish ,
W hich is a chance

j aeop o . Nay
— ’
twas an oversight,

N o t waiting till the proper warrant came :
Yo u co uld no t takewha t was no t o urs to give.
But when at nigh t the sentence really comes,
Our city autho rizes past dispute
Luria

’
s remo val and transfers the charge,

Yo u will perceive your duty and accept
P aced) . Accept wha t muster ro lls o f

so ldiers
’
names

An army upon paper? I want men,
The hearts as well as hands—and where’s a

ha rt

But bea ts with Luria , in the multitude
I come fromwa lking through by Luria

’

s side

You gave them Luria , set him thus to grow,

H a d - like, upon their trunk one heart feeds

bo th,
They feel him there, live twice, and well
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Luria remo ved , o f? is to ro ll the ba d

The body’s mine—much I sha ll d o with it
j aeop o . Tha t’s a t the worst .

N o—at the best , it is
Best , d o you hear? I saw th em by his side.

Only we two with Luria in the camp
Are left that keep the secret ? You think that ?
H earwha t I know from rear to van, no heart

But felt the quiet patient hero there
W aswronged , no rin themo veles s ranks an eye
But glancing to ld its fellow the who le story
Of tha t co nvicted silent kno t o f spies
W ho passed thro ’

them to Florence ; they
might pass

N o breast but glad lierba t when free o fsuch !
Ourtro opswillcatchup Luria , clo sehimro und ,

Bear him to Florence as their na tural lo rd ,
P artake his fo rtune, live or die with him.

j aeop o . And by mistake ca tch up along
with him

P uccio , no d o ubt , compelled in self despite
To still continue second in command
P ueerb. N o , sir, no second nor so fortunate ! H ura r

'

n . Saw
’
st tho u —Fo r theyaregone !

A: tlrey go, enter LUR IA and H USAtN.

Yo ur tricks succeed with me to o well fo r that l The wo rld lies here

I am as yo u have made me, live and die Befo re thee, to be tasted , felt and seen

To serve yo ur end—a mere trained fighting Like wha t it is, now Flo rence goes away!
hack, Tho u livest now, with men art man again !

W ith word s, you laugh a t while they leave Those Flo rentines were all to the o fo ld '

yo urmouth But Braccio , but D omizia , gone is each ,
Fo rmy life

’
s rule and o rd inance o fGod There lie beneath thee thine own multitudes !

I have to d o my duty, keep my faith, Saw
’
st tho u ?

And cam my praise, and guard against my Lyric . I saw.

blame, Then, ho ld thycourse.

As I was trained . I shall accept yourcharge,
And fight against one better than myself,
Spite o fmy heart

’
s co nvictio n o f his worth

That , you may count o n -just as hitherto
I have gone o n, persuaded I was wronged ,
Slighted , insulted , terms we learn by ro te,
All because Luria supersed ed me
Because the better nature, fresh - inspired ,
Mounted abo ve me to its pro per place
W hat ma ttered all the kindly graciousness,
The co rdial bro ther’5 bearing? This was

clear

I, once the captain, now was suhaltem,

And so must keep complaining like a foo l
Go , take the curse of a lost so ul, I say

Yo u neither play your puppets to the end ,
N or treat th e real man ,

—fo r his rea lness’ sake

Thrust rudely in their place, with such

regard

As might co nso le them fo r their altered rank.

Me, the mere steady so ldier, yo u depose
For Luria , and here’s all your pet des erves !
Ofwha t account , then , is yo ur laughing

-stock?

One word fo r all whatever Luria does,
—If backed by his indignant tro o ps he turn,
R evengehimself, and Flo rencego to ground ,

Or, fo r a signal everlasting shame,
H e pard o n you , simply seek better friends,
Sidewith the P isans and Lucchese fo r change

—And if I, pledged to ingra tes past belief.
D are fight against a man such fo o ls call false.

W ho , inasmuch as he was true, fights me,
W hicheverway he win, he wins forworth,
For every so ldier, fo r all true and good !

Sir, chronicling the rest , omit no t this !

my king
The years return . Let thy heart have its

way:

Ah , theywould playwith thee as with all elsc,
Turn thee to use, and fi shion thee anew,

Find ou t Go d
’
s fault in thee as in the red ?

Oh watch , oh listen only to thes e fiends
Once at their o ccupatio n Ere we know.

The freegreat heaven is shut , their stiflingpull
D rops till it fiets the very tinglinghair,
Soweighs it on ourhead ,

—and , for theearth ,

Our common earth is tethered up and down .

Over and across
' here sha lt thou mo ve,

”

they cry
Lm

'

a . Ay, H usain ?
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As failing o f sustainment from thyself, Go on to Flo rence, Luria !
’
Tis man

’
s cause!

—N either from low revenge, nor selfishness , Fail thou , and thine own fall were la st to

N or savage lust o f power, no r one, no r a ll ,
Shal t tho u abo lish Florence I pro claim Tho u keepest Flo rence in her ev il way,
The angel in thee, and reject the sprites Encouragest her sin so much the more
W hich ineffectua l crowd abo ut his strength, And while the igno ble pu t is justified ,
And mingle with his wo rk and claim a share Tho u all the surelierwarp

’
st the firturegrowth,

Inco nsciously to the augustest end The chiefs to come, th e Lurias yet unborn,
Thou hast arisen second no t in rank That, greater than thyself, are reached o

’
er

So much as time, to him who first o rdained

That Flo rence, tho u art to destroy, should be. W h o giv
’
st the vantage ground their foes

Yet him a star, too , guided , who broke first require
The pride o f lonely power, the life apart, As o

’
er my pro stra te H ouse thyself wast

And made the eminences, each to each,
Lean o

’
er the level wo rld and let it lie Man calls thee, God requites thee ! All is

Safe from the thund er hencefo rth ’
nea th their said ,

tops The missio n o fmy H ouse fulfilled at last

So the few famo us men o f o ld combined , And the mere woman, speaking fo r herself,
And let the multitude rise underneath, R eserves speech—it is now no woman’

s time.

And reach themand unite—so Flo rencegrew [D o u a la gm .

Braccio speaks true, itwaswellwo rth theprice. Luria . Thus a t the last must figure Luria,
Bu t when the sheltered many grew in pride then
And grudged the sta tio n o f the elected o nes, D o ing the various wo rk o f a ll his friends,
W h o , grea ter than their kind , are truly grea t And answering every purpose save his own.

Only in vo luntary servitude N o d oubt, ’
tis well fo r them to wish ; but

Time was fo r thee to rise, and tho u art here.

Such plague possessed this Florence : who After the exploit wha t were left P erchance

can tell A little pride upon the swarthy brow,

The mighty girth and greatness a t the heart At having bro ught succes sfully to bear
Of tho se so perfect pillars o f the grove

’
GainstFlorence

’
selfherown esped alarm

She pulled d own in her envy ? W ho as I , H er craftiness, impelled by fiercer strength
The light weak parasite born but to twine From Mo o rish blo od than feeds the northern
R o und each o f them and , measuring them,

My light lo ve keeps the ma tchless circle safe,
My slender life pro ves wha t has passed away.

I lived when they departed lived to cling
To thee, the mighty stranger ; thou wouldst

And burst the thra ld om, and avenge, I knew .

I have d o ne no thing all was thy stro ngbo le.

But a bird ’
s weight can break the infant tree

W hich after ho lds an aery in its arms,
And

’
twas my care that nought should warp
thy spire H ow strange tha t Flo rence should m

'

s takeme

From rising to the height the roo fis reached

0
’
the fo rest, break through, see extend the W hencegrew this W ha t withdrewher fi ith

fromme ?

But after —o nce the easy vengeance willed .

Beautiful Florence at a wo rd laid low

—(N o t in her d omes and towers and palaces,
N o t even in a dream, tha t o utrage

—lov ,

As shamed in her own eyes henceforth fm

ever,

Low, fo r the riva l cities round to laugh.

Conquered and pard oned by a hirelingMoo r
—Fo r him, who d id the irreparable wrong,

Wha t would be left, his life
’
s illusion ded ,
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Some cause l These fretful-blooded children

ta lk
Against their mo ther, they are wronged ,

No table wrongs her smile makes up again

So , taking fire at each supposed ofl
'

ence,

Theymayspa ]: rashly, sufferfortheirSpeech
But wha t could it have been in word or deed

Thus injured me Some one word Spoken
mo re

Out o fmyheart , and al l had changed perhaps .

My fi ult, it must ha ve been, - fo r, what gain
they

W hy risk the danger See, what I could d o
And my fault, wherefore visit upon them,

My Flo rentines The no table revenge
I medita ted ! To stay passively,
Attend their summo ns, be as they dispose
W hy, ifmy very so ldiers keep the rank,
And ifmy chieftains acquiesce, what then
I ruin Flo rence, teach her friends mistrust ,
Co nfirm her enemies in harsh belief,
And when she finds o ne day, as find shemust ,
The strange mistake, and howmy heart was

hers,

Sha ll it conso le me, tha t my Florentines
W alk with a sad der step, in graver guise,
W ho to ok me with such frankness, praised

me so ,

At the glad outset H ad they lo ved me less ,
They had les s feared wha t seemed a change

in me.

And after all, who did the harm N o t they
H ow co uld they interposewith those o ld fo o ls
I’ the council ? Suffer for those o ld foo ls

’

sake
They, who made pictures o f me, sang the

50083

About my ba ttles ? Ah , we Moors get blind
Out o f our pro per wo rld , where we can see

The sun that guides is closer to us There

There, my own o rb H e sinks from o ut the

sky.

W hy, there 1 a who le day has he blessed the
land ,

My land , ourFlorence all about the hills,
The fields and gardens, vineyard s, o live

grounds,
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Ano thermo rningfrommy East shall spring
And find all eyes a t leisure, all disposed
To watch and understand its work , no d oubt .
So , praise the new sun , the successor praise,
P raise the new Luria and fo rget the o ld 1

Strange ! This is all I brought frommy own
land

To help me : Euro pe wo uld supply the

rest ,

All needs beside, all o ther helps save o ne

I tho ught o f adverse fortune, ba ttle lost ,
The natura l upbraiding o f the loser,

And then this quiet remedy to seek
At end o f the disastrous day. [H e drinks.

’
Tis so ught

This was my happy triumph -mo rning : Flo r

ence

Is saved : I drink this, and ere night , - d ie l

Stra nge !

A CT V .

N IGH T .

LUR IA and P uccio .

Lun
’

a . I tho ught to do this , no t to ta lk
this : well,

Such were my projects for the city’s good ,
To help her in attack orby defence.

Time, here as elsewhere, so on or late may
take

Our fores igh t by surprise thro
’
chance and

chanee :

But no t a little we provide against
—Ifyou see clear on every po int .
P uccio . Most clea r.

All have been blest and yet we Florentines

W ith so uls intent upon our battle here,
Found that he rose too soon, o r set to o late,

Gave us no vantage, o rgave P isa much

Therefo re we wronged him I D oes he turn

in ire

To burn the earth that canno t und erstand ?
Or d ro p o ut quietly, and leave the sky,

H is task o nce ended N igh t wipes blame
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Luria . Then a ll is said—no t much, if yo u
co unt words,

Yet to an understanding ear eno ugh
And a ll tha t my brief stay permits, beside.

N o r must you blame me, as I so ught to

My elder in command , o r threw a d o ubt
Upon the very skill, it comfo rts me
To know I leave,—yo ur steady so ldiership
Which never failed me yet, because it seemed
A stranger

’
s eye might haply no te defect

Tha t skill, through use and custom, o ver

I have gone into the o ld cares o nce mo re,
As if I had to come and save again

Flo renceb -tha t May
—tha t morning !

’
Tis

W ell—I broke o ff with
Of the past campaign

Yo u spok measures to be kept in mind
Fo r future use.

Lm
'

a . True, so but , time—no time !

As well end here : remember this, and me
Farewell now

Lyric . So uth 0’
the river

H ow is th e second stream called no ,

—the third ?

And a stone
’
s cast from the

To the east,—the little mount’s name ?

Lun
'

a .

Ay
—there the tower, and all tha t side is safe

W ith San R omano , west o f Evo la ,
San Minia to , Sca la , Empo li,
Five towers in all,—fo rget no t

Fear no t me

Lun
'

a .
-Nor to memorial ize the Council

now,

I’ the easy hour, o n those ba tta lions’ claim,

W h o forced a pass by Staggia on the hills,

And kept the Sienese at check P uccio . P o tent ?

One wo rd Luria .

Sir, I must speak That you submit yourself And he is apprised ?
To Flo rence

’ bidding, howso e
’
er it prove, Lun

'

a . H e waits me.

And give up the command to me
—is much, P act -ab. So -Then I, put in your place.

Too much, perhaps : but wha t yo u tell me
now,

Even will affect the o ther co urse yo u choose

P o o r as it may be, perils even tha t
R efuge you seek a t P isa : yet these plans
All milita te fo r Flo rence, a l l co nclude

Your fo rmidable wo rk to make her queen
O

’
the co untry,

—which her riva ls ro se against
When yo u began it ,—which to interrupt,
P isa wo uld buy yo u o ff at any price
You canno t mean to sue fo r P isa

’
s help,

W ith this made perfect and o n record

Lun
'

a .

At P isa , and fo r refuge, d o yo u my?

P uca b. W here are yo u go ing, then You

must decide

On leaving us, a silent fugitive,

Alone, at night—you , stealing through our

W h o were thismo rning
’
s Luria ,—you esa pe

To painful ly begin the world o nce more,
W ith such a past , as it had never been !
W here are yo u go ing
Lun

’

a . N o t so far, my P uccio .
But that I ho pe to hear, enjoy and p aise
(Ifyou mind praise from yo ur o ld captain yet)
Each happy blow you strike for Flo rence.

Ay,

But ere yo u gain yo ur shelter, what may
come

Fo r see—th ough no thing
’
s surely known as

yet ,

Still—truthmust out— I apprehend theworst.
Ifmere suspicio n sto od fo r certainty
Befo re, there’s no thing can arrest the step
Of Flo rence toward yo ur ruin , once on foot.
Forgive her fifty times, it ma tters not
And having disbelieved your innocence,
H ow can she trust yo urmagnanimity?
You mayd o harm to her—why then , you will

And Florence is sagacio us in pursuit.

H ave you a friend to count on
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H ow stigmatized they are, and lost in shame.

N ow P uccio , who succeeds me in command , D omizia H ow inexhaustibly the spirit
Bo th served them and succeeded , in due time ; grows

H e knows the way, ho lds proper d ocuments, One object , she seemed erewhile born to reach
And has the power to lay the simple truth W ith herwho le energies and die content,

Before an active spirit , as I count yo urs So like a wall a t the world ’
s edge it stood ,

And also there’s Tiburzio , my new friend , W ith no ught beyond to live fog—is that

W ill , at a wo rd , co nfirm such evidence, reached
H e being the great chivalric so ul we know. Already are new undreamed energies

I put it to your tact , sir—were
’
t no t well,

—A grace, though but for contrast
’
s sake, To a new object ; there’s ano ther wo rld .

no mo re, See I have to ld the purpose o fmy life ;
Ifyou who witness, and have bo rne a share

’
Tis gained : yo u are decid ed , well or ill

Inv o luntarily in mymischance, Yo u march on Florence, or submit to her
Should , o f yo ur pro permo tion, set your skill My work is d one with you , your brow de
To indicate—tha t is, investiga te clares.

The right o rwrongo fwha t mischan ce befell But— leave you More o f you seems yet to
Those famous citizens, your countrymen reach
Nay, yo u shall promise no thing: but reflect , I stay fo r wha t I just begin to see.

And if your sense o f justice prompt you Lun
'

a . So tha t yo u turn no t to the pest !
good D omizia . You trace

j acqto . And if, the tria l past , th eir mme N o thingbu t ill in it—my selfish impulse,
sta nd clear W hich so ught its end and disregarded yours

?

To all men’
s eyes, as yo urs, my lo rd , to Ly ric . Speak no t against yo ur nature

mine best, each keep
Their ghosts may sleep in quiet satisfied H is own—you , yo urs—most , now that I keep
Forme, a straw thrown up into the air, mine,
My testimo ny go es for a straw

’
s wo rth. —At least , fa ll by it, havingto o weaklystood.

I used to ho ld by the instructed brain, Go d
’
s fingermarks distinctions, all so fine.

And mo ve with Braccio as myma ter-wind ; W e wo uld confo und : the lesser has its use.

The heart lead s surelier : I must move with W hich , when it apes the greater, is forgone.
yo u I , born a Mo o r, lived half a Flo rentine ;

As grea test now, who ever were the best . But , punished properly, can end , a Mo or.

So , let the last and humblest o f your servants Beside, there’s something nu kes me under

Accept your charge, as Braccio
’
s hereto fo re, stand

And tender homage by obeyingyo u Yo ur na ture : I have seen it .

Uaco po goes. Augh t likemine ?
Luria . Ano th er ! Luria goes no t poo rly Luria . Inmyown East ifyouwould

fo rth. stoo p and help
Ifwe could wait ! The only firu lt’swith time ; My barbaro us illustration It sounds ill

All men become goo d creatures : but so slow ! Yet there’s no wrong at bo ttom : rather,

Enter DOMIZIA.

D omiz ia . W ell ?

Lun
’

a . Ah , yo u once mo re Lun
’

a . W e have creatures there.
D omizia . D omizia , whom yo u knew, which ifyo u saw

P erfo rmed her task , and died with it . ’
Tis I , The first time, you would do ubtles marvel at

Ano therwoman , you have never known . For their surpassing beauty, craft and

Let the past sleep now strength .
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And tho ugh it were a lively moment
’
s sho ck

W hen you firs t found the purpose o f fo rked
to ngues

That seem innocuous in their lambent play ,
Yet , o nce made know such grace requires

such gua rd ,

In wisd om which made a ll things fo r the
best

So , take them, go od with ill, co ntentedly,
The p rominent beauty with the la tent sting.

I am glad to have seen you wondrous

Yet

D omizia . I am here to listen.

My own East

H ow nearer Go d we were 1 H eglows abo ve
W ith scarce an intervention, pres ses close
And palpita tingly, his so ul o

’
er o urs

W e feel him, no r by painfu l reason know
The everlastingminute o f crea tion

Is felt there ; now it is, as it was then ;
All changes at his instan taneous wil l,
N o t by the o pera tion o f a law

W ho se maker is elsewhere at o therwork.

H is hand is still engaged upon his world
Man

’
s praise can fo rward it , man

’
s prayer

susp end ,

Fo r is no t God all -mighty? To recast

The wo rld , erase o ld things and make them
new ,

Wh at costs it H im? So , man breathes
nobly there.

And inasmuch as feeling, the East
’
s gift,

l s quick and transient—comes, and 10, is

W
'
hile N orthern tho ught is slow and durable,

Surely a mission was res erved fo rme,
W h o , bo rn with a perception o f the power
And use of the North’s thought for us o f the

East ,

Shou ld have remained , turned knowledge to
account ,

Giving thought
’
s character and permanence

To the too transitory feeling there
W ritingGod

’
smessage plain inmo rtal wo rds.

Instead o fwhich , I leave my fated field
Fo r this where such a task is needed least ,

W h o here the grea ter task

worse

H ow, Luria ?

It is midnight now,

And they arrive from Florence with myfa te.

W here a ll are bo rn consumma te in the art

I just perceive a chance o fmakingmine,
And then, deserting thus my early post,
I wonder tha t the men I come amo ng
Mistake me There, h ow all had under

stood ,

Still bro ught fresh stuff for me to stamp and
keep,

Fresh instinct to translate them into law 1
Me, who

D omizia .

achieve,
Mo re need ful even : wh o have bro ught fresh

stuff

Forus to mou ld , interpret and pro ve right ,
New feeling fresh from God , which, co uld

we know
0’

the instant, where had been o ur need o f

it
—W hose life t e- teaches uswha t life sho uld be,
W ha t faith is , loyalty and simpleness,
All, o nce revea led but taught us so longsince
Tha t , havingmere trad itio n o f the fact ,
Truth copied fa lteringly from co pies faint ,
The early traits a ll d ro pped away,—we said
On sight o f fa ith like yours, So lo oks no t

faith

W e und erstand , d escribed and praised
befo re.

”

But stil l, the feat was dared and though a t

first

It suffered from o ur haste, yet trace by trace
Old memories reappear, o ld truth returns,

Our slow thought d oes its wo rk, and all
’
s

t e-known .

Oh noble Luria ! W ha t you have decreed
I see no t , but no animal revenge,
N o brute- like punishment o fbad by
It canno t be, the gross and vulgar way
Tra ced fo rme by co nventio n and mistake,
H as gained tha t ca lm appro ving eye and

brow
Spare Flo rence, after a ll Let Luria trust

To his own so u l , he whom I trust withmine
Lu ria . In time 1

D omiz ia .
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D omizia . I hear no step.

Lun
'

a . I feel o ne, as you say.

Enter H USAIN .

H ard in . Theman retumfi fromFlorence l

Lu ria . As I knew.

H ard in . H e seeks thee.

Lu n
‘

a . And I only wait fo r him.

Aught else
H a rd in . Amo vement o f theLucchesetr00ps

Southward

Lu ria . Toward Florence H ave out

instantly
Ah , o ld use clings l P uccio must care hence

fo rth .

In—q uick—’
tis nearly midnight ! Bid him

come 1

E nter Trauaz ro , Bu ccio , and P uccio .

Tiburzio —no t a t P isa ?
I return

From Florence I serve P isa , and must think
By such procedure I have served her best .
A people is but th e attemp t o fmany
To rise to the completer life o f o ne ;

And those who live as models fo r the mass
Are singly o fmore va lue than they a ll .
Such man are yo u , and such a time is this,
That yo ur so le fa te co ncerns a na tion more

Than much apparent welfiire tha t to pro ve
Your rectitude, and duly crown the same,
Impo rts us far beyo nd to - day

’
s event,

A battle’s lo ss orgain : man
’
smass remains,

Keep bu t God ’
s model safe, new men will

To take its mou ld , and o ther days to pro ve
H owgreat a good was Luria

’
s glory . True

—Tha t you would punish Flo rence
11mm}: [p ointing to LUR IA

’
s dead My]
That is done.

ACT ?

I might go try my fortune as you urged ,

And , jo ining Lucca, helped byyo urdisgrace,
R epair o ur harm—ao were to -d ay

’
s work

d o ne

But where leave Luria fo r o ur sons to see ?

N o , I lo ok fiirther. I have testified
(D eclaringmy submis ion to yo ur arms)
H er full success to Florence, making clear

Your pro bity, as no ne else cou ld I spok
And out it shone

Law-ia . Ah—until Braccio spoke !
Braccio . Till Braccio to ld in just a word

the who le
H is lapse to erro r, his return to knowledge

W hich to ld Nay, Luria , I sho uld droo p
the head ,

I whom shame restswith Yet I dare look up.
Sure o f yo ur pard o n now I sue fo r it ,
Knowing yo u who lly. Let the midnight

end
’
Tis mo rn approaches l Still yo u answer

no t P

Sunshine succeed s the shad ow past away
Our fiices, which phanta smal grew and filsc,

Are a ll tha t felt it : they change round you,

turn

Truly themselves now in its vanishing.

Speak , Luria ! H ere begins your true career :
Lo ok up , advance 1 Al l now is pos ible,
Fact

’
s grandeur, no fa lse dreaming ! Dare

and d o

And every prophecy shall be fu lfilled
Save one—(nay, now your wo rd must come
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A SOUL
’

S TRAGEDY ACT !

But I d o turn to thee. This craven tongue, B a lalz
'

a . Because tha t friend ’
s sense is

These features which refuse the so ul its way, obscured
R eclaim tho u Giveme tru th—truth , power

to speak
And after he so le present to approve
The spoken tru th ! Or, stay, th a t spoken tru th,
W ho knows but yo u , to o , may appro ve

Ah , well

Keep silence then , Chiappino 1
You wou ld hear,

You shall now,
—why the thingwe please to

style God 5 may begin yet : so it will , I trust .
My gra titude to you and all yo ur friends E u lalz

’

a . Iftheworld outraged yo u, did we?

Fo r service d o ne me, is just gratitude
So much as yours was service no whit more.

I was bo rn here, so was Luito lfo bo th
At one time, muchwith the samecircumstance
Of rank and wealth ; and bo th , up to this

Of parting company, have side by side
Still fared , he in the sunshine—I, the shad ow.

W hy?
”
asks theworld . Because,

”
replies

the wo rld

To its complacent self, these playfellows,
W h o to ok at church the ho ly-water drop
Each from the o ther

’
s finger, and so fo rth, Must vio lence still bringpeace fo rth ? Ht .

W ere o ftwomo ods : Luito lfo was the pro per
Ffiend -making, everywhere friend - finding

so u l ,

Fit for the sunshine, so , it fo llowed him.

A happy- tempered bringer o f the best
Out o f the wo rst ; who bears with wha t’s
past cure,

And puts so go od a face on
’
t—wisely passive

W here actio n’

5 fruitless, while he remedies
In silence wha t the fo o lish rail against ;
A man to smo o th such na tures as parade
Of opposition must exaspera te
N0 general gauntlet

-

ga therer fo r the weak
Against the strong, yet o ver- scru pu lous
At lucky junctures one who won

’
t forego

The after-ba ttle wo rk o f bindingwo unds,
Because, forso o th he

’
d have to bringhimself

To side with wound - indicto rs fo r their
leave l

” I ha te
-W hy d o yo u gaze, nor help me to repeat E u lah

'

a . W eshare a commo ncensure, tha t
W hatComes so glibly fromthecommo nmouth,

’
Tis well yo u have no t poor Luito lfo

’

s part
Abo ut Luito lfo and his so -styled friend N ormine to point out in the wide ofl

'

ence.

You wo uld be readier with the o ther half
Of thewo rld

’
s story, myha lf ! Yet ,

’
tis true.

Fo rall th e world do es sayit. Sayyourworst !
True, I thank Go d , I ever said yo u sin,

”

W hen a man did sin if I co uld no t sayit,

I glared it a t him ; if I co uld no t glare it,

I prayed against him ; then my gu t secured
o ver

i

That yo u use well o r ill It
’
s man, in me,

All your successes are an o utrage to ,

You all, whom sunshine fo llows, as yo umy!

H ere
’
s o ur Faenza birt hplace they send

here

A pro vost from R avenna : h ow he rules,

Yo u can at times be eloquent abo ut .
Then, end hismle Ah yes, onestroke

does tha t
But pa tience under wrong wo rks slow and

R eturns so bland ly one’s obeisance ! ah
Some latent virtue may be lingeringyet.

Some human sympa thy which , onceexcite.

And all the lump were leavened quietly :
So , no more talk o fstriking, for this timc 3

”

But I, as o ne o f those he rules , wo n
’
t hear

These pretty takings- up and layings
-dorm

Our cause, just as you think o ccasio n suits

Enough o f earnest, is there You’
ll pil l "

will yo u

D iversify your tactics, give submission,
Obsequiousness and flattery a turn,
W hile we die in ourmisery pa tient deaths ?
W e al l are outraged then, and I the first
I , fo rmankind , resent each shrugand smirk

Each beck and bend , each all you do
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Ckiapp s
'

no . Oh , sha ll I let yo u so escape All praise your read y pa rts and pregnant wit ;
me, lady

Come, on your own gro und , lady,—from
yo urself,

(Leaving the peo ple
’
s wrong, which mo st is

mine)
Wha t have I go t to be so gra teful for

These three las t fines, no d oubt , o ne on the

o ther
P aid by Luito lfo
Eulalr

'

a . Shame, Chiappino
Shame

Fall presently o n who deserves it mo st
—W hich is to see. H e paid my fines—my

friend ,

our prospero us smo o th lo ver presently,
Then, scarce yo ur wo oer,—so o n, your hus
ba nd : well

I lo ved you .

E ula h
'

a . H o ld

Ckz
’

app z
'

no . Yo u knew it, years ago .

W henmy voice fa ltered and my eye grew d im
Because you gaveme yo ur silk mask to ho ld
My vo ice tha t greatens when there

’
s need to

curse

The peo ple’s P ro vost to theirheart’s co ntent ,
- My eye, the P ro vost , who bears al l men

’
s

eyes,
Banishes now bec ause he canno t hear,

Yo u knew
pan , 1

So be it Yo u flo urish, I decay : a ll
’
s well.

E ulah
'

a . I hear this fo r the first time.

Ch iappino . The fa ult
’
s there ?

Then mydays spoke no t , and mynights o ffire
W ere vo iceless Then the very heart may
burst ,

Yet a ll pro ve nought , because no mincing
Speech

Tells leisurely tha t thus it is and thus
Eula l ia , truce with toying fo r this o nce !
A banished fo o l , who tro ubles you to - night
Fo r the last time—why,wha t

’
s to fearfromme?

You knew I loved you
N o t so , o n my faith

You were my now- atfianced lo ver
’
s friend

Came in , went ou t with him, co uld speak
as he.

See howyourwo rds come fromyo u ina crowd
Luito lfo

’
s first to place yo u o

’
er himself

In a ll tha t chal lenges respect and love :
Yet yo u were silent then, who blameme now.

I say al l this by fascinatio n, sure
I , all but wed to o ne I love, yet listen
It must be, you are wronged , and that the

wrongs

Luito lfo pities

but yo u d o your parts—my

—You to o pity ? D o

But hear first wha t mywro ngs are ; so began
This talk and so sha ll end this talk. I say,
W as

’

t no t eno ugh tha t I must strive (I saw)
To grow so far familiarwith your charms
As next co ntrive some way to win them

which
To d o , an age seemed far to o brief—fo r, see
W e a ll aspire to heaven and there lies heaven
Abo ve us : go there D are we go no ,

surely
H ow dare we go witho ut a reverent pause,
A growing less unfit fo r heaven Just so ,
I dared no t speak the greater fo o l, it seems
W as

’
t no t eno ugh to struggle with such fo lly,

But I must have, beside, the very man
W ho se slight free lo ose and incapacious soul
Gaveh is to ngue sco pe to saywhate

’
erhewo uld

—Must have him lo ad me with his benefits
Fo r fo rtune

’
s fiercest stroke

Justice to him
Tha t’s now entrea ting, a t his risk perhaps,
Justice fo r yo u D id he o nce ca ll tho se acts

Of simple friendship—bo unties , benefits
Clu

’

app ino . N o the straight course ha d

been to ca ll them thus.
Then ,

I had flung themback, and kept myself
Unhampered , free as he to win the prize
W e bo th sought. But the go ld was dro ss,

he said

H e lo ved me, and I lo ved him no t why

spurn
A trifle o ut o f superfluity
H e had forgo tten he had d one as much .

So had no t I H enceforth , try as I co uld
To take him a t his wo rd , there stood by you

My benefactor who might speak and laugh
And urge his no things, even banterme
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Befo re yo u
—but my tongue was tied . A

dream

Let
’
s wake : your husband how yo u

shake at tha t
Good—my revenge

Why should I shake ?

W ha t fo rced
Or fo rces me to be Luito lfo ’

s bride
Chiappino . There’s my revenge, tha t no

thing fo rces yo u .

N o gra titude, no liking o f the eye

N o r longing o f the heart , but the poo r bo nd
Of habit—here so many times he came,
So much he spoke,—all these compo se the tie Cbiapp r

’

no . Never

Tha t pu lls you from me. W ell, he paid my Never.

fines, That
’

sa ll.

N o rmissed a cloak from wardrobe, dish from Saywha t I might ,
table ; Therewas no help from being sure this while

H e spoke a go od wo rd to the P ro vost here, You lo ved me. Lo ve like mine must have
H eld me up when my fo rtunes fell away return,
—It had no t lo oked so well to let me dro p I tho ught : no river starts bu t to some sea

Men take pains to preservea tree- stump, even , And had you lo ved me, I co uld soo n devise

W hose bo ughs they played beneath—much Some specio us reaso n why yo u stifled love,

mo re a friend . Some fiincied self-d enial o n your part ,
But one grows tired o f seeing, after the first, Which made yo u choose Luito lfi) ; so . ex

P ains spent upon impracticable stuff cep ting
Like me. I could no t change yo u know From the wide co ndemna tio n o f a ll hem

the rest . One woman . W ell , the o ther dream rm)
I
’
ve spoke mymind to o fu lly o ut , by chance, break
This mo rning to our P ro vo st ; so , ere night If I knew any heart , as mine lo ved you .

I leave the city on pain o f death . And Loved me, though in the vilest breast
’
t'd ’

f

now lodged ,
On my acco unt there’s gal lant intercessio n I sho uld , I think , be fo rced to lo ve again
Goes fo rward—tha t’s so graceful —and ano n Else there’s no right no rreason in the v orlfl
H e

’
ll noisily come back the intercession E ula lia .

“
If yo u knew,

”
say your

W as ma de and fails a ll
’
3 o ver forus bo th did no t know.

’
Tis vain contending I wo uld better go .

” Tha t’s where yo u’
re blind , Chiappino 3-4

And I d o go—and straight to yo u he turns d isease

Light o f a load ; and ease o f tha t permits W hich if I may remove, I
’
ll no t repent

H is visage to repair the na tural bland The listening to . Yo u canno t , will no t, so:

(Eco nomy, so re broken la te to suit H ow, place yo u but in every circumstance
My disco ntent . Thus, all are pleased—you , Of us, you are just now indignant at,

with him, Yo u’
d be as we.

H e with himself, and all o fyo u with me Cbh pp z
’

m . I sho uld be?
say the citizens ,

“ had do ne far again !

better I , to my friend , my country and my
In letting peo ple sleep upon their woes, Be as Luito lfo and thes e Faentines ?
If no t possessed with talent to relieve them

W hen o nce awake —bu t then I had .
they’ll say,

D o ubtless some unknown compensating
pndc

In wha t I did ; and as I seem content

W ith ruining myself, why, so should they

be.

And so they are, and so be with his prize

The devil, when he gets them speedily !
W hy does no t your Luito lfo come I long
To d on this cloak and take the LugD path
It seems you never lo ved me, then
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Tha t stil l pro fessed fo rbearance, still preached
peace, make

Could bringyourself For Lugo nay, he hears no t On

W ha t was peace with it

fo r, Chiappino ? The cloak, Luito lfo , do yo u hea rme See

I tried peace : d id that promise, when peace H e obeys he knows no t how. Then , if 1

failed ,

Strife sho uld no t fo llow All my peaceful Answerme D o yo u know the Lugo gate ?

days Eu la lz
'

a . The no rth west ga te, o ver the

W ere just the prelude to a d ay like this . bridge ?
I cried Yo u ca ll me friend save my I know.

true friend Chiapp ino . W ell, there yo u are not

Save him, o r lo se me frightened a ll my ro u te

Ckiapp z
’

no . But yo u never said Is traced in tha t a t Venice yo u escape
Yo u meant to tell the P ro vo st thus and Their power. Eulalia , I am master here

thus. [Sboa t : from H e push :

Lu itdfo . W hy should I say it W ha t else out LU ITOLFO, ro t a m ph}:

d id I mean
Ckiapp r

'

no . W ell ? H e persisted P
W o uld so o rder it

Yo u sho uld no t tro uble him to o so o n again .

I saw a meaning in his eye and lip ;
I po ured my heart

’
s sto re o f indignant wo rds

Out o n him : then—I know no t H ereto rted ,

And I some stafi
'

lay there to hand— I
think Mere accomp lice See !

H e bade his servants thrust me o ut— I [P ut ting on LU ITOLFO
’
S vest.

struck N ow, lad y, am I true to my pro fession,

Ah , they come Fly yo u , save yo urselves, Or o ne o f these
you two Yo u take Luito lfo ’

s place
?

The dead back -weight o f the beheadingaxe Ch iapp ino . D ie fo r him.

The glowing trip -ho ok , thumbscrews and the W ell d o ne

sedge !

Eu lalia . They d o come Torches in the
P lace Farewell, I can’

t be silent ; I must speak o r sing
Chiappino Yo u can wo rk no go od to us H ow na tura l to sing now

Much to yourself ; believe no t , all the wo rld

Must needs be cursed hencefo rth
And yo u

Eu la l z
'

a . I stay.

Ckz
’

app ino . H a , ha N ow, listen I am
master here

This wasmycoarse disgu ise this paper shows
My pa th o f flight and place o f refuge

—see

Lugo , Argenta , past San Nico lo ,
Ferra ra , then to Venice and a ll

’
s safe

P u t o n the cloak H is people have to fetch
A compass ro und abo ut . There’

s timeenough

In time ! Nay, help me with him—so l
H e

’
s go ne.

Ba lalz
'

a . Wha t have yo u d one On you,

perchance, a ll know
The P ro vo st

’
s ha ter, will men’

s vengeance

fa ll

As o ur accomplice
Clciapp r

'

no .

H ush and put)
W e are to d ie ; but even I perceive
’

Tis no t a very hard thing so to die.

My co usin o f the pa le-blue tearful eyes,
P o o r Cesca , suffers mo re from o ne day

’

s life

W ith the stern husband ; Tisbe’

s heart goes
fo rth

Each evening after tha t wild so n ofhers,
To track his thoughtless fo o tstep through the

streets

H ow easy fo r them bo th to d ie like this
I am no t sure tha t I co uld live as they.
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Chiapp ino . H ere they come, crowds !

They pass the ga te ? Yes l—N o
One to rch is in the co urtyard . H ere flock a ll.
EM “ At leas t Luit°lf° has escaped

SCENE—Tire Marker-p lace. Lurrow o in

ACT II .

Ch iapp ino . If they wo uld drag one to the

market - place,
One might speak there

List , list !

They mount the steps .

Ch iapp ino . 1 killed the P ro vost !

Chiappino , friends !
Our savio ur The best man at last as first

H e who first made us feel wha t chains we

H e a lso strikes the blow that sha tters them,

H e a t last saves us —o ur best citizen
—Oh , have you only co urage to speak now
My eldest son was christened a year since
Cino to keep Chiappino

’

s name inmind

Cino , fo r sho rtness merely, you observe

The city’s in our hands . The guards are fled .

D o yo u , the cause o f all, come d own—come

Come o ut to counsel us, o ur chief, o ur king,
W ha te’er rewards yo u ! Cho ose yo ur own

The peril over, its reward begins
Come and harangue us in the market - place

Yes—I understand yo ur
eyes

Yo u think I should have promp tlierdisowned
This deed with its strange unfo reseen success,

In favo ur o f Luito lfo . But the peril,
So far from end ed , hard ly seems begun.

To -morrow, rather, when a calm succeed s,

W
'

e easily shal l make him full amends :
And meantime—ifwe save them as they pray,
And justify the deed by its effects ?
Eulalia . You wou ld , fo r wo rlds, yo u had

denied a t o nce.

Chiapp ino . I know my own intention, be

A ll
’

s well. P recede us, fellow- citizens

1st Bystander [to LUITOLFO]. Yo u , a friend
o f Luito lfo

’
s Then , yo ur friend is vanished ,

—in all probability killed o n the night that
his pa tron the tyranniea l P ro vost was loya lly
suppressed here, exactly a mo nth ago , by o ur
illustrious fellow- citizen , thrice- noble savio ur,
and new P ro vo st tha t is like to be, this very
mo rning, —Chiappino
Luz

'

to lj b. H e the new P ro vost ?

and Bystand er. Up those steps will he
go , and benea th yo nder pillar stand , while
Ogniben, the P ope

’

s Lega te from R avenna ,

reads the new dignitary
’
s title to the people,

acco rding to established custom : fo r which
reaso n, there is the assemblage yo u inquire
abo ut .
Lu itolfo . Chiappino the late P ro vost

’
s

successo r? Impossible ! Bu t tell me o f tha t
present ly. W ha t I wo uld know first o f all is ,

wherefo re Luito lfo must so necessarily have
been killed o n tha t memo rable night ?
3rd Bystander. Yo u were Luito lfo

’
s friend ?

So was I . Never, ifyo u will cred it me, d id

there exist so po o r- spirited a milkso p. H e,

with a ll the oppo rtunities in the wo rld , fur

nished by daily converse with o ur o ppresso r,
wou ld no t stir a finger to help us : and , when
Chiappino rose in so litary majesty and
how d oes one go o n saying? dea lt the

god like blow,
— this Luito lfo , no t unreason

ably fearing the ind ignation o f an aro used

and liberated peo ple, fled precipita tely . H e

may have go t trod den to dea th in the press
at the so uth - east ga te, when the P ro vo st

’
s

guards fled thro ugh it to R avenna , with their
wo unded master,—if he did no t ra ther hang
himself under some hedge.

Lu itolfo . Orwhyno t simply have lain per
due in some quiet co rner,

-such as San

Cassiano , where his es ta te was ,—receiving
daily intelligence from some sure friend ,
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meanwhile, as to the turn matters were taking
here— how, for instance, the P ro vost was no t

dead , after all, only wounded—o r, as to
- day’s

news would seem to pro ve, how Chiappino
was no t Brutus the Elder, after all, only the
new P ro vost—and thus Luito lfo be enabled
to wa tch a favourable oppo rtunity for t etum
ing Might it no t have been so

o f a cautious stock. I
’
ll tell you h ow his

uncle, just such ano ther gingerly treader on

tiptoes with finger o n lip ,
—how he met his

death in the grea t plague-year : d ie-o wbz's I
H earing that the seventeenth house in a

certa in street was infected , he calculates to

pass it in safety by taking plentifu l breath ,
say, when he shall arrive at the eleventh
house then sco uring by, ho lding that
breath, till he be go t so far on the o ther side
as number twenty- three, and thus elude the

danger.
—And so did he begin ; but, as he

arrived at thirteen, we will a y,
—thinking to

impro ve o n his precaution by putting up a

litt le prayer to St . Nepomucene 1 o f P rague,
this exhausted so much o f his lungs

’
reserve,

tha t at sixteen it was clean Spent,—co use

quently a t the fatal seventeen he inha led with
a vigo ur and persistence enough to suck yo u
any latent venom out o f the heart o f a stone
—H a , ha l

Lu itolfo [aside]. (If I had no t lent that

man the money he wanted last spring, I
should fear th is bitterness was attributable to
me. ) Luito lfo is dead then, onemayco nclude?
3rd Bystander. W hy, he had a house here,

and a woman to whom he was afiianced ;
and as they bo th pass natura lly to the new

P rovo st , his friend and heir

Luitogfo . Ah , I suspected you o f imposing
o n mewith yo urp leasantly I knowChiap
pino better.

1st Bystander. (Our friend has the bile
After all, I d o no t dislike finding somebo dy
vary a little this general gape o f admira tio n

1 P atron sa int of Bohemia , murdered by the

ACT I!

at Chiappino
’
s glorious qualities. ) P ray, how

much mayyou know o fwha t has ta ken place
in Faenza since that memo rable night ?
La ird/o . It is most to the purp ose, that !
know Chiappino to have been by profession
a ha tero f tha t very omoe o f P ro vo st , you now
charge him with proposing to accep t .

rst Bystander. Sir, I
’
ll tell you. That

nigh t was indeed memo rable. Up we was,
a mass of us, men, women , children ; out

fled the guards with the body o f the tyrant ;
we were to defy the world but , next grey
morning,

“ W hat will R ome say? began
everybody. You know we are go verned by
R avenna , which is go verned by R ome. And

quiet ly into the town, by the R avenna road ,

comes on muleback a portly personage,
Ogniben by name, with the quality of P ou
tificel Legate ; tro ts briskly through the

streets humminga Cur frenmere genus,
"

and makes directly for the P rovost’s P alace
—there it fl ees yo u . One MesserChin-p
pino is your lead er I have known three
and - twenty leaders of revo lts (laughing
gently to himself Give me the help of

yourarm frommymule to yond er steps under
the pillar—So ! And now, my revo lters and

go od friends, wha t d o you want ? The

guards burst into Ra venna last nigh t bearing

little talk with him, I take o nmyself to come
and try appease th e disorderliness, before
R ome, hearingo fit, resort to ano thermethod :
’
tis I come, and no t ano ther, from a certain

love I confess to , o f composing difl
'

erences

So , d o you understand , you are abo ut to ex

perience this unheard -o f tyranny from me,
tha t there sha ll be no heading no r imaging.

no confiscation nor exile : I insist o n you!
simply pleasingyo urselves. And now, pray,
what does please yo u To live witho u t any

government at all ? Or having decided for
o ne, to see its ministermurdered by the first

o f your body that cho oses to find himself
wronged , o r disposed for reverting t o first

principles and a justice anterior to all institu

tions,—and .ao will you carry matters , til l !
th e rest o f theworld must a t length unite and
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morning. The Lega te
’
s Guard to clear the

way H e will fo llow presently.

stand the drift o f Eula lia
’
s communica tions

less than ever. Yet she surely said , in so

many wo rds, that Chiappino was in urgent

danger wherefo re, disregarding her in

junctio n to continue in my retrea t and await

the result o f—what she ca lled , some experi

ment yet in process—I hastened herewithout
her leave or knowledge : how co uld I else ?
But if this they say be true—if it were for
such a purpose, she and Chiappino kept me
away Oh , no , no 1 I must confront him
and her befo re I believe this o f them. And

at the word , see l

Enter Cu ra p pmo and EULALIA.

Eula lr
'

a . W e part here, then ? The change
in yourprinciples wo uld seem to be complete.

Ckrhpp z
'

no . N ow, why refuse to see tha t in
my present co urse I change no principles,
only t e- adapt them and more adroitly ? I
had despaired o f, wha t you may eull the

ma teria l instrumenta lity o f life o f ever being
able to rightly o pera te on mankind through
such a deranged machinery as the existing
mo des o fgo vernment but now, if I suddenly
d isco ver how to info rm these perverted in
stitutio ns with fresh purpo se, bring the

firnct io nary limbs o nce mo re into immed ia te

communica tion with, and subjectio n to , the

so u l I am abo ut to bestow o n them—d o yo u
see ? W hy sho uld o ne desire to invent, as

longas it remains possible to renewand trans

form ? W hen a ll further ho pe o f the o ld

organiza tio n sha ll be extinct, then, I grant
yo u , it maybe time to try and create ano ther.

Erd a Iz
'

a . And there beingdisco verablesome
ho pe yet in the hitherto much abused o ld

system o f abso lute go vernment by a P ro vo st

here, yo u mean to take yo ur time abo ut en
deavouringto rea lize tho se visions o fa perfect
Sta te, we o nce heard o f?

Cl:zapp z
'

no . Say, I wo u ld fitin realize my
co nceptio n o f a palace, fo r instance, and tha t
there is, abstracted ly, but a single way o f

erectingone perfectly . H ere, in themarket

ACT l l

place is my allo tted building-

ground ; here I
stand withou t a sto ne to lay, or a labo urer to

help me, - stand , to o , during a sho rt day of

life, close on which the night comes. On

the o ther hand , circumstances sud denly ofl'er
me (turn and see it the o ld P ro vost

’
s house

to experiment upon—ruino us , ifyou please,
wrongly constructed at the beginning, and

ready to tumble now. But materia ls abound ,
a crowd o f wo rkmen o ffer their service s ;

here, exists yet a H a ll o f Audience o f

o rigina lly noble pro po rtions, there a Guest

chamber o f symmetrica l design enough : and
I may resto re, enlarge, abo lish o r unite these

to heart’s content . Ought I no t make the
best o f such an o pportunity, ra ther than con

tinue to gaze disconso lately with fo lded arms

on the flat pavement here, while the sun goes

slowly d own, never to rise again Sinceyou

canno t understand this nor me, it is better
we should part as you desire.

Eula lia . So , the lo ve breaks away to o !
Chiapp ino . N o , rather my so ul

’
s capacity

fo r lo ve widens—needs more than o ne o bject
to content it,—and , being better instructed ,
will no t persist in seeing all the component
parts o f lo ve in wha t is only a single part ,
no r in finding tha t so many and so various

lo ves are all united in the lo ve o f a woman,

—ma.nifo ld uses in o ne instrument, as the

savage has his sword , stafl
'

, scep tre and id o l,

all in o ne club- stick. Lo ve is a very com

love I shall give to men, the migh ty dead o r

the illustrio us living; and determine to ca ll

a mere sensual instinct by as few fine names

as possible. W hat d o I lose
B a la lz

’

a . Nay, I only think, what d o I lose?
and , one mo re word—which sha ll complete

my instruction d oes friendship go to o

What o f Luito lfo , the author o f yo ur presen t
pro sperity
Ckiapfi

'

no . H ow the autho r
Eu la lia . Tha t blow now called yours
Ckiappr

'

no . Struck witho ut principle or

purpose, as by a blind natura l o peration
yet to which a ll my thought and life directly
and advised ly tended . I would have struck
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it, and co uld no t : he would have d one his
utmost to avoid striking it , yet d id so . I
dispute his right to that deed of mine—a

warm moment o f promise he would have
given away all the wine - kegs and all the

mo ney and all the land , and only reserved

final action with him, from the first efl
'

ect o f to himself some hut on a hill - top hard by,
which he fled away, -a mere first step with
me, on which I base a who le mighty super
structure o f go od to fo llow. Could he get

good from it ?

Eu la lia . So we profess, so we perform

Enter OGN IBaN . EULALIA stands ap afl .

Ogm
'

befs. I have seen three and - twen
ty

leaders o f revo lts. By yo ur leave, sir !

P erfo rm What d oes the lady say of per

forming
Cbiapp r

’

m . Only the trite saying, tha t we
must no t trust pro fessio n , o nly performance.

Ogm
'

ben . She’ll no t say tha t, sir, when she

knows yo u longer ; you
’
ll instruct herbetter.

Ever judge o fmen by their pro fessio ns Fo r

whence he might spend his life in loo king
and seeinghis friend enjoy himself: he meant
fully that much, but the world interfered .

To o urbusiness 1 D id I understand yo u just
now within - d o o rs Yo u are no t go ing to

marry your o ld friend
’
s lo ve, after all ?

C)! r
'

app r
’

no . I must have a woman tha t can
sympa thize with and apprecia te me, I to ld
you .

Ogm
'

ben . Oh , I rememher l you , thegrea ter
na ture, needs must have a lessero ne —avow

ed ly lesser
—contest with you on that score

wo uld never d o ) —such a na ture must com

prehend yo u , as the phrase is, accompany and
testify of your greatness from po int to po int
onward . W hy, tha t were being no t merely

tho ugh the bright moment o f promising is as grea t as yourself, but grea ter considerably !
bu t a moment and canno t be pro longed , yet ,
if sincere in its moment

’
s extravagant go od

ness , why, trust it and know th e man by it ,
I say—no t by his performance ; which is half
thewo rld

’
s work , interfere as the wo rld need s

must , with its accidents and circumstances :

the pro fession was purely the man’
s own . I

judge peo ple by wha t they might be,—no t

are, no r will be.

CAr
'

app r
’

no . Bu t have there no t been found ,
to o , perfo rming na tures, no t merely pro
mising
Ogm

'

ben . P lenty. LittleBind o o four town ,

fo r instance, promised his friend , grea t ugly
Masaccio , o nce, I will repay you — fo r a

favo ur d o ne him. So , when his fa ther came
to d ie, and Bind o succeeded to the inhari
tance, he sends straightway fo r Masaccio and

shares all with him—gives him half the land ,
ha lf th e money, ha lf the kegs o f wine in the
cellar . Go od , say you : and it is go od .

Bu t had little Bind o found himself possessor
o f a ll this wealth some five years befo a
the ha p py night when Masaccio procured him
tha t in terview in the garden with his pretty
co usin Lisa—instead o f being the beggar he
then was, —I am bo und to believe that in the

Meantime,might no t themo re bounded na ture

as reaso nably co unt on your appreciation o f

it , ra ther —o n your keeping close by it, so
far as you bo th go together, and then go ing
o n by yo urself as far as you please ? Thus
God serves us.

Chiapp ino . And yet a woman tha t co u ld
understand thewho le o fme, to whom I could
revea l a like the strength and the weakness
Ogm

’

ben . Ah , my friend , wish fo r no thing
so fo o lish W orship yo ur love, give her the
best o fyou to see ; he to her like the western
land s (they bring us such strange news of)
to the Spanish Court ; send her only yo ur
lumps o f go ld , fans o f fea thers, yo ur spirit
like bird s, and fruits and gems l So sha ll

you , wha t is unseen o f yo u , be suppo sed alto
gether a paradise by her, - as these western
land s by Spain : tho ugh I warrant there is
filth, red babo ons, ugly reptiles and squalo r
enough, which they bringSpain as fewsamples
o f as possible. D o you want yo ur mistress
to respect your body genera lly Ofl

'

er her

yourmouth to kiss : d on’
t strip o ff your bo o t

and put your foo t to her lips ! Yo u under

stand myhumo ur by this time I help men
to carry o ut their own principles : if they
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please to say two and two make five, I as
sent, so they will but go on and say, four

and fo ur make ten.

Ckiapp z
’

no . But these are my priva te
affairs wha t I desire yo u to occupy yourself
abo ut , is my public appearance presently :
fo rwhen the peo ple hear th a t I am appo inted
P ro vo st, though you and I may thoroughly
discern—a nd easily, to o—the right principle
at bo ttom o f such a mo vement , and how my
republicanism remains thorough ly unaltered ,
only takes a form o fexpressio n hith erto com
monly judged (and hereto fo re bymyself) in
compa tible with its existence,—when thus I
reco ncile myself to an o ld fo rm o f go vem
ment instead o f pro posinga new one

Ogm
'

bm. W hy, you must dea l with peo ple
broadly. Begin a t a distance from thisma tter
and say,

—New truths, o ld tru ths l sirs, there
is no thing new possible to be revea led to us

in the moral world ; we know all we shal l

ever know : and it is fo r simply reminding
us , by th eir various respective expedients ,
how we do know this and the o ther ma tter,
tha t men get cal led prophets, poets and th e
like. A philoso pher’s life is spent in dis
co vering tha t , of the ha lf d o zen truths he
knew when a child , such an o ne is a lie, as

the wo rld sta tes it in set terms ; and then ,
after a weary lapse o f years, and plenty o f
hard - thinking, it becomes a tru th again after

all , as he happens to newly consider it and
view it in a different rela tion with the o thers
and so he resta tes it, to the confusion o f

somebody else in go od time. As for adding
to the o riginal stock o f truths ,—impo ssible l
Thus, yo u see the expressio n o f them is the
gra nd business —you have go t a truth in
your head abo ut the right way o fgo verning
people, and you to o k a mo de o f expressing
it which now you co nfess to be imperfect .
But what then There is tru th in falseho od ,
fa lseho od in truth. N o man ever to ld one

great truth , tha t I know, without the help o f
a good d o zen o f lies at least , generally un
conscious ones. And as when a child comes

in breath lessly and rela tes a strange story,
you try to conjecture from the very fa lsities
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in it, wha t th e rea lity was,—d o no t co nclude

that he saw no thing in the sky, bea use he

assured ly did no t see a flying ho rse there as
he says,—ao , thro ugh the contradicto ry ex

pressio n, d o yo u see, men should lo o k pain
fully for, and trust to arrive eventua lly at,
wha t you call the true principle at bo ttom.

Ah , what an answer is there 1 to wha t will
it no t pro ve app licable Contrad ictions ?

Of co urse there were,
”
sayyou

Chiapp ino . Still, the wo rld a t la rge may
ca ll it inconsistency, and wha t shal l I urge
in reply
Ogniben . W hy, lo ok you , when they tax

you with terg'iversation o r d uplicity, yo u may
answer—yo u begin to perceive tha t , when

all
’
s d one and said , bo th grea t parties in

the Sta te, the ad vocato rs o f change in the

present system o f things, and the o pp onents

o f it, pa trio t and anti- pa trio t , are found

wo rking together for the common go od ;

and tha t in the midst o f their efforts for and

against its progress, the wo rld somehow or

o ther still advances to which res ult they

contribute in equal proportions, th o se who
spend their life in pushing it onward , as

those who give theirs to the business o f

pul ling it back. N ow, if you fo und the

wo rld stand still between the o pposite

forces, and were glad , I should conceive

you : but it steadily ad vances, you rejo ice
to see ! By the side o f such a rejoicer, the
man wh o only winks as he keeps cunning
and quiet , and says, “ Let yonder ho t

headed fellow figh t o ut my ba tt le ! I, for
o ne, sha ll win in the end by the blows he

gives , and which I o ught to be giving
”

even he seems graceful in his avowal , when
one considers that he might say, I shall
win quite as much by the blows our anta

gonist gives him, blows from which he saves
me—I thank the antagonist equally ! ”

Mo reover, you may enlarge on the loss o f

the edge o f party - animosity with age and

experience
Chiapp ino . And naturally time must wear

o ff such asperities : the bitterest ad vers ries

get to discover certain po ints o f similarity
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participa ting in the universa l craving after,

and deference to , the civil distinctions which
repres ent it . Yo u wonder they pay such
undue respect to titles and badges o f superior
rank .

Ogm
'

ben . N o t I (a lways o nyo urowngro und
and showing, be it no ted l) W ho d oubts th a t ,
with a weapon to brandish , a man is themo re
fo rmidable Titles and badges are exercised

as such a weapon , to which yo u and I lo o k
up wistfully. W e co uld p in lions with it
mo reo ver, while in its present owner’s hands
it hard ly prods rats. Nay, better than a mere
weapon o f easy mas tery and o bvious use, it

is a mysterio us divining rod tha t may serve

us in undreamed - o fways. Beauty, strength,
intellect—men o ften have no ne o f these, and
yet conceive pretty accura tely what kind o f

ad vantages they wo uld bestow on the pos

sessor. W e know at least what it is we make
up ourmind to forego , and so can apply th e
fittest substitu te in o ur power. W anting
beauty, we cultivate goo d humour ; missing
wit, we get riches : but the mystic unimagin
able operatio n o f tha t go ld co llar and string
o f La tin names which suddenly turned po o r
stupid little p eevish Cecco o f o ur town into

na tura l lo rd o f the best o f us—a D uke, he is
now— thereindeed isa virtue to be reverenced
Clu

'

app im . Ay, by the vu lgar : no t by
Messere Stia tta the poet , who pays mo re
assiduous co urt to him than anybody.

Ogm
'

ben . W ha t else sh ou ld Stiatta pay
co urt to ? H e has ta lent, no t honour and

riches : men na turally covet what they have
no t .

Ckr
'

app ino . N o , o r Cecco wo uld co vet

talent , which he has no t , whereas he covets

more riches, o fwhich he has plenty, already.

Ogm
'

ben . Because a purse ad ded to a purse
makes the ho lder twice as rich : but just such
ano ther talent as Stiatta’s, added to what he

now po ssesses, wha t wo uld that profit him
Give the talent a purse ind eed , to d o some

thingwith But 10, how we keep the go od
peo ple waiting I only desired to d o justice
to the noble sentiments which anima te you ,
and which yo u are too modest to du ly enfo rce.

TR AGED Y acr u

Ogm
'

ben . W hy, he shall sufl
'

er the prom
pena lty, o f course ; what did yo u expect ?

Ckiapp r
’

no . W ho heard o f this ?

Ogm
'

ben . R ather, who need ed to hear o f

this
Cbh pp r

’

no . Can it be, the po pular rumour
never reached yo u

Ogm
'

ben . Many mo re such rumours reach

me, friend , than I ch oose to receive ; th o se

which wait longest have best chance. H AS

the present o ne sufficiently waited No w is

its time fo r entry with efl
'

ect . See the goo d

people crowding abou t yonder p alace- steps

Come, to o urmain business : sha ll we ascend
the steps ? I am go ing to pro po se you for
P ro vost to the peo ple ; they know yo ur ante
cedents, and will accept yo u with a joyful
unanimity : whereo n I confirm their choice.
R ouse up ! Are yo u nerving yo urself to

an effo rt P Beware the disaster o f Messere

Stiatta we were ta lking o f ! who , d etermin
ing to keep an equal mind and constant face

o n whatevermight be the fo rtune o f his last

new poem with o ur townsmen , heard too

plainly hiss, hiss, hiss,” increase every
moment. Till a t las t theman fell senseless :

no t perceiving tha t the po rtento us sounds

had all the while been issuing from between
his own nobly clenched teeth, and noarils

narrowed by reso lve.

Cbz
’

app ino . D o yo u begin to throw o lf the

mask — to jestwith me, havinggo t me elfec
tua lly into yo ur trap ?
Ogm

'

bm . W hereis the trap,myfriend ? You
hear what I engage to d o , fo rmy part : you,
foryours, have only to fulfil yo ur promisemade
just now within d o o rs, o fpro fess ingunlimited
o bedience to R ome’s autho rity in my person.

And I sha ll autho rize no more than the simple

t e-establishment o f the P ro vo stship and the

co nferment o f its privileges up on yourself:
the only no vel stipula tion being a birth ofthe
pecu liar circumstances o f the time.

Cbiapp z
’

no . And tha t stipu la tion P

Ogm
'

bm . Just the obvious onek - that in the

event o f the disco very of the actual m flant

o f the la te P ro vost
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which we may no t have to ascend , after all. I understand : it would be easy fo r yo u to

My go od friends (nay, two or three of yo u die o f remo rse here on the spo t and shock us
will answer every purpo se)—who was it fell
upon and pro ved nearly the dea th of your
la te P ro vost ? H is successo r desires to hear,
that his day o f inaugura tio n may be graced
by the act o f prompt bare justice we all antici
pate. W h o dealt the blow tha t nigh t, d oes

anybody know P
Lu itolfo [comingforward ]. I
A11. Luito lfo l

Lu ito lfo . I avow the deed , justify and

approve it , and stand fo rth now, to relievemy
friend o fan unearned responsibility. H aving
taken thought, I amgrown stronger I sha ll
shrink from no thing tha t awaits me.

there is some proo f o f your superio r nature in
this starting aside, strange as it seemed a t

first . So , they tell me, my ho rse is o f the

righ t stock, because a shad ow in the pa th
frigh tens him into a frenzy, makes him dash
my brains ou t . I understand o nly th e d ull
mule

’
s way o f stand ing stockish ly, plodding

so berly, suffering o n o ccasion a blow o r two

with d ue patience.

Erd al z
’

a . I was determined to justify my
cho ice, Chiappino ,—to let Luito lfo ’

s nature

vind icateitself. H enceforthweareundivided ,
wha tever be our fo rtune.

Ogm
'

ben . Now, in these last ten minutes
o f silence, wha t have I been d o ing, deem our friend Chiappino yo nder.

Nay,

Chia ppino—we are friends still : I dare say

a ll, but you mean to live and grow worthy
o f comingback to us one day. There, I will
tell everybody ; and yo u o nly d o right to

believe you must get better as yo u get o lder.

All men do so : they are worst in childh o o d ,
improve in manho od , and get ready in o ld

age fo r ano ther world . Yo uth , with its

beauty and grace, wo uld seem bestowed on

us for some such reason as to make us partly
endurable till we have time fo r rea lly be
coming so o f o urselves , witho ut their aid

when they leave us. The sweetest child we

all smile on fo rhis pleasant want o f the who le
wo rld to break up , or suck in his mou th ,
seeing no o ther good in it—wo uld be rudely
handled by tha t wo rld’s inhabitants , if he
retained tho se angelic infimtine desires when

he had grown six feet high , black and bearded .

But , little by little, he sees fit to fo rego claim
after claim on the wo rld , puts up with a less
and less share o f its go od as his pro per po r
tio n and when the octogenarian asks barely
a sup o f gruel and a fire o f d ry sticks, and
thanks you as fo r his fu ll allowance and right
in the common go od o f life,—ho pingnobo dy
maymurder him,

— he who began by asking
and expecting the who le o f us to bow down

inwo rship to him,
—why, I sayhe is advanced ,

far onward , very far, nearly out o f sight like
And now

you P utting the finishingstroke to a homily (ay, go o d -bye to yo u H e turns round the

ofmine, I have long taken tho ught to perfect , no rth - west gate : going to Lugo again ?

on the text ,
‘Let whoso thinketh he standeth, Good -bye

—and now give thanks to God ,
take heed lest he fa ll. ” T0 yo ur ho use, the keys o f the P ro vost

’
s pa lace to me, and

Luito lfo ! Still silent , my pa trio tic friend ? yourselves to profitable med ita tion at home !
W ell , tha t is a go od sign however. And yo u I have known Four- and - twenty leaders o f

will go aside fo r a time P Tha t is betterstill . Irevo lts.
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CH R ISTMAS EVE . And leads into day again,
—its priestliness

Lending itself to hide their beastliness
So cleverly (thanks in part to the mason),

OUT o f the little chapel 1 burst And putting so cheen a whitewa shed fleeon
Into the fresh night - air again .

Those neophytes to o much in lack o f it,
Five minutes full , I waited first Tha t , W here you cro ss the common as I

In the d o o rway, to escape the rain d id ,

That dro ve in gusts d own the commo n’
s Al ld meet the party thus presided ,

centre Mount Zio n with Lo ve- lane at the back

At the edge o fwhich the chapel stands , o f it,

Befo re I plucked up heart to enter. They front yo u as little disconcerted

H eaven knows how many so rts o f hands As, bound for the hil ls, her fate averted ,

R eached pas t me, gro ping fo r the latch And her wicked peo ple made to mind him,

Of the inner d o or tha t hung o n ca tch Lo t might have marched with Gomorrah
Mo re o bstina te the mo re they fumbled , behind him.

Till, givingway at last with a sco ld

Of the crazy hinge, in squeezed or tumbled W ell , from the road , the lanes or the

One sheep mo re to the rest in fo ld , common,
And left me irreso lute, standing sentry In came the flock : the fa t weary woman,
In the sheep fo ld

’
s la th - and - plaster entry, P anting and bewildered , d own -clapping

Six feet long by three feet wide, H er umbrella with a mighty rep ort ,
P artitioned o ff from the vast insid e Grounded it by me, wry and flapping,
I blocked up ha lf o f it at least . A wreck o f wha lebones ; then, with

N o remed y the rain kept driving. snort ,

They eyed memuch as some wild beast , Like a startled horse, at the interloper
That co ngrega tion , still arriving, (W ho humbly knew himself impro per,
Some of them by the main road , white But co uld no t shrink up sma ll enough)
A longway past me into the night, —R ound to the d oor, and in ,

- the grufl
'

Skirting the commo n, then diverging H inge
’
s invariable sco ld

N o t a few suddenly emerging Makingmy very bloo d run co ld .

From the common’
s self thro ’

the paling P rompt in the wake o f her, up
- pattered

gaps, On broken clogs , the many- ta t tered
—They house in the gravel - pits perhaps, Litt le o ld - faced peakingsister- turned -mothet

W here the road stops sho rt with its safeguard Of the sickly babe she tried to m o ther
Somehow up , with its spo tted fi ce,

Of lamps, as tired o f such disorder From the co ld , on her breast , the one warm

But the most turned in yet more abruptly place ;
From a certain squa lid kno t o f alleys , She to o must stop, wring the poorends dry

W here the town
’
s had blo od once slept Of a draggled shawl, and ad d thereby

co rruptly, H er tribute to the d oo r-ma t , sopp
'

ng
W hich now the little chapel rallies Already from my own clo thes’ dropping,

480
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I very so o n had enough o fit.

The h o t smell and the human noises,

And myneighbo ur
’
s coat, thegreasy cufl

'

o fit ,

W ere a pebble- stone that a child
’
s hand

Compared with the pig- of- lead - like pressure
Of the preachingman

’
s immense stupidity,

As he po ured his doctrine forth , full
To meet his audience

’
s avidity.

You need ed no t the wit o f the Sibyl
To guess the cause o f it all , in a twinkling
N o sooner o ur friend had go t an inkling

Of treasure hid in the H o ly Bible,
(W hene

’
er

’
twas the th ought first struck him, There was a lull in the rain, a lull

H ow d ea th , a t unawares , migh t d uck him In the wind to o the mo on was risen,
D eeper than the grave, and quench And would have shone o ut pure and full,
The gin

- shop’s ligh t in hell
’
s grim drench )

Than be handled it so , in fine irreverence,
As to hug the bo ok o fbo oks to pieces :

And , a patchwo rk o f chapters and texts in

severance,

N o t impro ved by the private d og’s-ears

H avingclo thed his own soul with , he
’
d fain

So toss ed yo u again your H o ly Scriptures.

And yo u picked them up , in a sense, no

Appeared to suspect that the preacher’s

Were help which the wo rld could be saved

’Tis odds but I migh t have bo rne in quiet
A qualm o r two at my spiritual diet,
Or (who can tell P) perchance even mustered
Somewhat to urge in behalfof the sermon

But the flo ck sat o n, divinely flustercd ,
Snifling, metho ugh t, its dew of H ermon .

W ith such co ntent in every snufile,
As the d evil inside us lo ves to ruffle.

My o ld fa t woman purred with pleasure,
And thumb round thumb went twirling

W hile she, to his periods keepingmeasure,
Maternally devoured the pastor.

The man with the handkerchiefuntied it ,
Showed us a horrible wen inside it,
Gave his eyelids yet ano ther screwing,
And rocked himselfas thewoman was d o ing.

The shoemaker’s lad , discreetly choking,
Kept d own his co ugh.

’
Twas too pro voking!

Mygorge rose at the no nsense and stuff o fit

So , saying like Eve when she plucked
the apple,
I wanted a tas te, and now there

’
s eno ugh

o f it ,
”

I flung out o f the little chapel .

Block on block built up in the W est ,

Fo r what purpose the wind knows best,
W ho changes his mind continually.
And the empty o ther half o f the sky
Seemed in its silence as if it knew
What , anymoment, might look through
A chance gap in tha t fortressmas y
Through its fissures you go t hints

Of the flyingmoon, by the shifting tints,
Now, a dull lion -co lour, now, hem
Burning to yellow, and whitest yellow,

Like furnace- smoke just ere flames bellow,

All a -simmer with intense strain
To let her through ,

—then blank again,
At the hOpe o f her appearance fi ling.

Just by the chapel, a break in the railing
Shows a narrow pa th directly across ;
’Tis ever dry walking there, o n themoss

I sto oped under and so on felt better ;
Myhead grew lighter, my limbs more supph
As Iwalked o n, glad to have slipt thefitter.

Mymind was full o f the scene I had lefi.

That placid flock, that past or vociferant.
—H ow this outsidewas pure and difl'erent !

The sermon , now—what a mingled weft
Ofgoo d and ill ! W ere either less,

Its fellow had co loured the who le dis
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But a las fo r the excellent earnestness,
’
Tis th e taught already tha t profits by

And the truths, quite true if stated suc

cinctly,

But as surely fi se, in their quaint present
ment ,

H owever to pastor and flock’
s co ntentment !

Say ra ther, such truths lo o ked fa lse to your

W ith his pro vings and parallels twisted and

Till how could yo u know them, grown d ouble
But wherefo re be harsh o n a single case

In the m tural fog o f the good man
’
s mind ,

Like yo nd er spo ts o f o ur roadside lamps ,
H al oed abo ut with the common’

s damps P

Tru th remains true, the fault
’
s in the pro ver;

The zeal was go od , and the aspira tion
And yet, and yet, yet, fifty times o ver,
P haraoh received no d emo nstra tion ,

By his Baker
'
s dream o fBaskets Three,

Of the d octrine o f the Trinity,
Alth o ugh, as o urpreacher thus embellished it ,
Apparent ly his hearers relished it
W ith so unfeigned a gust

—who knows if
They d id no t prefer o ur friend to Joseph ?
But so it is everywhere, o ne way with a ll o f

These peo ple have really felt , no d o ubt ,
A something, the mo tion they style the Call

And this is theirmeth od o f bringingabo ut ,
By a mechanism o fwords and tones,

(So many texts in so many groans)
A so rt o f reviving and reproducing,
Mo re o r less perfectly, (who can tell P)

The mo od itself, which strength ens by using;
And h ow that happens , I understand

A tune was born in my head last week,
Out o f the thump- thump and shriek - shriek
Of the train, as I came by it, up from

And when , next week , I take it back again,
Myhead will singto the engine

’
s clack again,

W hile it only makes my neighbo ur
’
s

haunches stir,
- Finding no d o rmant musical spro u t
In him, as in me, to be jo lted o ut .

H egets no mo re from th e railway’s preaching
Than, from this preacher who d o es the

rail
’
s oflice, I

W hom therefore theflock cast a jealous eye o n.

Still, why paint o ver their d oo r Mo unt

Zio n ,

To which all flesh shall come, saith the

D o es th e self- same weary thing take place ?
The same endeavour to make you believe,

And with much the same efl
'

ect, no more :

Each metho d abundantly co nvincing,
As I say, to those convinced before,
But scarce to be swallowed with o u t wincing

By the no t - as -

yet
- convinced . Forme,

I have my own church equally
And in this church my faith sprang first l
(I said , as I reached the risingground ,

And the wind began again, with a burst
Of rain in my face, and a glad rebound

From the heart benea th , as if, God speeding

I entered his church -d oor, na ture leadingme)
—In youth I loo ked to these very skies,
And pro bing their immensities,
I fo und God there, his visible power ;
Yet felt in my heart , amid all its sense

Of the power, an equal evidence

Tha t his lo ve, there to o , was the no bler
d ower.

Fo r the lovingwo rm within its clod ,
W ere diviner than a lo veless god

Amid his wo rlds, I will dare to say.

Yo u know wha t I mean : Go d
’
s all, man

’
s

But also , God , whose pleasure brought
Man into being, stand s away
As it were a handbread th o ff, to give

R o om for the newly-made to live,
And lo o k at him from a place apart ,
And use his gifls o fbrain and heart ,
Given, ind eed , but to keep fo r ever.
W ho speaks o fman, then, must no t sever
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Man
’
s very elements fromman ,

Saying, But a ll is Go d
’
s —who se plan

W as to crea te man and then leave him
Able, his own wo rd saith, to grieve him,

But able to glo rify him too ,

As a mere machine cou ld never d o ,

This d o ne in the stone o r leaf fo rme,
I must go o n learning end lessly)
W o uld never need tha t I , in turn,
Should point him out d efect unheeded ,

And show that Go d had yet to learn
W hat the meanest human creature needed.

That prayed o r praised , all unaware —N o t life, to wit, fo r a few sho rt years,
Of its fitness fo r aught but praise and prayer, Tracking his way through d oubts and fears,
Made perfect as a thing o f co urse. W hile the stupid earth o n which I stay
Man , therefo re, stands on his own sto ck Sufl

'

ers no change, but passive adds

Of lo ve and power as a pin - po int rock Its myriad years to myriads,
And , lo o king to Go d who o rd ained divo rce Tho ugh I , he gave it to , decay,
Of the rock from his bound less continent, Seeing dea th come and choo se abo ut me,
Sees, in his powermade evid ent, And my dearest ones depart witho ut me.
Only excess by a million - fo ld No : lo ve which, o n earth, amid all the

O
’
er the power Go d gaveman in the mould . shows o f it ,

Fo r, no te man’
s hand , first formed to carry H as ever been seen the so le go od of life

A few po unds’ weight , when taught to marry in it ,

Its strength with an engine
’
s, lifts a mounta in, The love, ever growing there, spite of the

—Ad vancing in power by o ne degree ; strife in it ,
And why co unt steps through eternity P Sha ll arise, made perfect , fi'om death

’
s re

But lo ve is the ever- springing fountain po se of it .

Man may enlarge or narrow his bed And I sha ll beho ld thee, face to fi ce,
Fo r the wa ter

’
s play, bu t the wa ter-head O God , and in thy light retrace

H ow can he mu ltiply or red uce it ? H ow in all I loved here, still wa st thou !
As easy create it, as cause it to cease ;

H e may profit by it , o r abuse it,
But

’
tis no t a thing to bear increase

As power d oes : he lo ve less ormo re
In the heart o fman , he keeps it shut
Or opes it wide, as he pleases, but

Lo ve
’
s sum remains wha t it was befo re.

So , gazing up , in my you th, at lo ve
As seen through power, ever abo ve
All modes which make it manifest ,
My so ul bro ught all to a single test

That he, the Eternal First and Last ,
W h o , in his power, had so surpassed
All man conceives o fwha t is might ,
W ho se wisd om, to o , showed infinite,
—W ould pro ve as infinitely go o d
W ould never, (my so ul understood , )
W ith power to work all lo ve desires ,
Bestow e

’
en less than man requires

Tha t he who endlessly was teaching,
Abo ve my spirit’s utmost reaching,
W hat lo ve can d o in the leaf or stone,
(So tha t to master this alone,

W hom pressing to , then, as I fi n would

now,

I shall find as able to satiate

The lo ve, thy gifl, u . my Spirit
’
s wonder

Tho u
'

art able to quicken and sublimate,
W ith this sky o f thine, tha t I now walk
under,

And glo ry in thee for, as I gaze
Thus , thus ! Oh , let men keep their “ is

Of seeking thee in a narrow shrine

Be this my way ! And this is mine !

Fo r 10 , what think yo u suddenly
The rain and the wind ceased , and the sh

R eceived at once the full fru ition

Of themo o n’
s consummate apparition .

The black cloud -barricade was riven ,

R uined beneath her feet , and driven
D eep in theW est while, bare and bru thless

N o rth and So uth and East lay read y
Fora glo rio us thingthat , dauntless , dea th less
Sprung across them and sto od stead y
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But , a ll I felt there, right o r wro ng, For ever, my own way,—d ispensed
W ha t is it to thee, who cut est sinning? From seeking to be influenced

Am I no t weak as thou art stro ng By a ll the less immed ia te ways
I have lo o ked to thee from the beginning, Tha t earth , in worships manifo ld ,

Straight up to thee thro ugh all the world Ad o pts to reach , by prayer and praise,
W hich, like an id le scro ll, lay furled The garment

’
s hem, which , 10 , I ho ld

To no thingness o n either side
And since th e time tho u wast descried ,
Spite o f the weak heart , so have I
Lived ever, and so fain would d ie,

Living and dying, thee before
But if thou leavest me

Less ormore,
I suppo se that I sp oke thus.
W hen ,—have mercy, Lo rd , on us

The who le face turned upon me full .
And I Spread myself benea th it,
As when the bleacher spreads , to seethe it

In the cleansing sun, his wo o l,

Steeps in the flo od o f noontide whiteness

Some defiled , disco loured web

So lay I , sa tura te with brightness .

And when the flo od appeared to ebb,
Lo , I was walking, ligh t and swift,
W ith my senses settling fast and stead ying,

But my bo dy caught up in the whirl and d rift
Of the vesture

’
s amplitude, still ed dying

On , just befo re me, still to be fo llowed ,
As it carried me after with its mo tion

W ha t shal l I say —as a path were ho llowed
And a man went weltering through the

Sucked along in the flyingwake
Of th e luminous wa ter- snake. Each to a musical water- tree,

D arkness and co ld were cloven, as through W hose blossoms dro p , a glitteringboon .

I passed , upbome yet walking to o . Befo re my eyes, in the light o f themoon.
And I turned to myself a t interva ls, To the gra nite lavers underneath .

So he said , so it befal ls. Liar and dreamer in your teeth
Go d who registers the cup I, the sinner that speak to yo u ,
Ofmere co ld wa ter, fo r his sake W as in R ome this night , and stood , and knew

To a disciple rendered up , Bo th this and mo re. For see, fo r see,

D isdains no t his own thirst to sh irt: The dark is rent, mine eye is free

At the poo rest lo ve was ever o fl
'

ered To pierce the crust o f the o uter wall,

And because my heart I profl
'

ered , And I view inside, and all there, all,
W ith true lo ve trembling at the brim, As the swarming ho llow o f a hive,

H e suffers me to fo llow him The who le Basilica a live !

And so we cro ssed the wo rld and stopped .

Fo rwhere am I, in city o r plain ,

Since I am ’
ware o f the wo rld again ?

And what is this tha t rises pro pped
W ith pil lars o f prodigio us girth P

Is it rea lly on the earth ,
This miraculo us D ome o fGod ?

H as the angel
’
s measuring-rod

Wh ich numbered cubits, gem fromgem,

’
Twixt the ga tes o f the New Jerusalem,

Meted it o ut ,—and wha t he meted ,
H ave the sons o fmen completed P

—Binding, ever as he bad e,
Co lumns in the co lonnad e

W ith arms wide open to embrace
The entry o f th e human ra ce

To the breast o f wha t is it , yo u building.
Ablaze in front , a ll paint and gilding,

Fo rgarniture o f the edifice

N ow I see ; it is no dream
It stands there and it d oes no t seem ;

For ever, in pictures, thus it lo oks,
And thus I have read o f it in bo oks
Often in England , leagues away,
And wondered how thes e fo untains play.
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Men in the chancel, bo dy and nave, Singly gleaned , and in one sheaf

Men o n the pillars’ architrave, Bo und together for belief.
Men o n the statues , men o n the tombs Yes, I said—that he will go
W ith popas and lu

'

ngs in theirporphyrywombs, And sit with these in turn, I know.

All famishing in expectation Their faith’s heart beats, though her
Of the main-a ltar

’
s consumma tion .

Fo r see, for see, the rapturous moment
Approaches, and earth’s best endowment
Blends with heaven

’
s ; the taper-fires

H a ve lo ttier yet the baldachin ; 1
The incense-

gaspings, longkept in ,
Suspire in clo uds ; the o rgan blatant
H o lds his breath and gro vels la tent ,

(Like Behemo th when he praised him)
At the silver hell

’
s shrill tinkling,

Quick co ld dro ps o f terro r Sprinkling

Earth breaks up , time drops away,
In flows heaven, with its new day
Of end less life, when H e who trod ,

This earth m weakness, shame and pain ,
Dying the dea th whose signs remain
Up yond er o n the accursed tree,
Sha ll come again , no more to be

Bu t the one Go d , Al l in a ll,
King o f kings, Lord of lo rds ,
As H is servant John received the words,
I died , and live for evermore

Yet I was left ou tside the do o r.
W hy sit I here on the thresho ld - sto ne

Left till H e return, a lone

Sa ve for the garment
’
s extreme fo ld

Aband oned stil l to bless my ho ld ?
My reaso n, to my d oubt, replied ,
As if a bo o k were opened wide,
And a t a certain page I tra ced
Every reco rd undefaced ,

Th e harvestings o f truth
’
s stray ears

1 Canopy over the H igh Altar.
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Too giddily to guide her limbs,
Disabled by their palsy- stroke
From proppingmine. Though R ome

’
s

yoke
D ro ps 06, no mo re to be endured ,
H er teaching is no t so obscured
By erro rs and perversities,
Tha t no truth shines athwart the lies
And he, whose eye detects a spark
Even where, to man’

s, thewho le seems dark,
Maywell see flame where each beho lder
Acknowledges the embers smo ulder.
But I, a mere man, fear to quit
The clue God gave me as most fit
To guide my fo o tsteps through life

’
s maze,

Open to reach him : I, a man

Able to mark where faith began
To swerve aside, till from its summit

Judgment drops her damningplummet,
P ro nouncing such a fa ta l space
D eparted from the founder

’
s base

H ewill no t bid me enter too ,
But rather sit, as now I do ,
Awaiting his return o u tside.

—’
Twas thus my reaso n straight replied

And joyously I turned , and pressed
The garment

’
s skirt upo n my breast ,

Until , afi'esh its light sufl
'

usingme,
My heart cried—W ha t has been abusingme
Tha t I shou ld wait here lo nely and co ld ly,
Instead ofrising, entering bo ld ly,
Baring truth

’
s face, and letting drift

H er veils o f lies as they cho o se to shifi ?

D o these men praise him ? I will raise
My voice up to their po int o f praise
I see the error ; but above
The sco pe o ferro r, see the lo ve.

Oh , lo ve o f tho se first Christian days I
—Fanned so so on into a blaze,
Fromthespark preserved bythe trampled sect,
That the antique so vereign Intellect
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W hich then sa t ru ling in th e wo rld ,

Like a change in dreams , was hurled
From the throne he reigned upon
Yo u lo oked up and he was go ne.

Go ne, his glory o f the pen l
- Lo ve, with Greece and R ome in ken ,
Bad e her scribes abhor the trick
Of poetry and rheto ric,
And exult with hearts set free,
In blessed imbecility
Scrawled , perchance, on some torn sheet
Leaving Sa llust incomplete.

Go ne, his pride o f sculpto r, painter
—Lo ve, while able to acquaint her
W hile the thousand statues yet

Fresh from chisel , pictures wet
From brush, she saw o n every side,
Cho se ra therwith an infant’s pride
To frame those po rtents which impart
Such unction to true Christian Art .
Go ne, music to o I The air was stirred

By happy wings : Terpander
’
s bird

(That , when the co ld came, fled away)
W o u ld tarry no t the wintry day,
As mo re- enduring sculpture must,
Till filthy saints rebuked the gust
W ith which they chanced to get a sight
Of some dear naked Aphrod ite
They glanced a thought abo ve the toes o f,
By breaking zea lo usly her no se 03 .

Lo ve, surely, from tha t music’s lingering,
Might have filched her o rgan -fingering,
N o r chosen rather to set prayings
To hog

-

grunts , praises to horse- neighings.
Lo ve was the startling thing, the new

Lo ve was the all - suflicient to o ;
And seeing tha t , you see the rest

As a babe can find its mo ther’s breast
As well in da rkness as in light ,
Lo ve shut o ur eyes, and a ll seemed right .
True, the wo rld

’
s eyes are open now

— Less need fo rme to disallow

Some few tha t keep Lo ve’s zone unbuckled ,
P eevish as ever to be suckled ,

Lulled by the same o ld baby-pra ttle
W ith intermixture o f the ra ttle,
1 Terpand er, a famo us Lesbianmusicia n and

lyric po et . 670

W hen she wo uld have them creep , stand

steady
Upo n th eir feet , o rwalk alra dy,
N o t to speak o f trying to climb.

I will be wise ano ther time,
And no t desire a wall between us ,

W hen next I see a church - ro o f co ver

So many species o f one genus,
All with fo reheads bearing lover

W ritten above the earnest eyes o f them ;

All with breasts that beat fo r beau ty,
W hether sublimed , to the surprise o f them,

In noble daring, steadfias t d uty,
The hero ic in passio n, o r in actio n,

Or, lowered fo r sense
’
s sa tisfi ctio n,

To the mere o utsid e o f human cra tures,

Mere perfect fo rm and fi ultless features.

W ha t ? with all R ome here, whence to levy
Such co ntribu tio ns to their appetite,

W ith women and men in a go rgeo us bevy,
They take, as it were, a pad lock, d i p it

On their so u thern eyes, restrained from

feeding
On the glo ries o f their ancient reading,
On the beau ties o f theirmodern singing,

On the wonders o f the builder’s bringing.
On the majesties o fArt around them,

And , all these lo ves, la te struggling

W hen faith has a t last united and bound them.

They o fl
'

er up to God fo r a present ?

W hy, I will, on the who le, be ra ther proud
o f it,

And , o nly taking the act in reference

To the o ther recipients who might have
allowed it,

I will rejo ice th at Go d had the preferenc

So I summed up my new reso lves

To o much lo ve there can never be.

And where the intellect devo lves
Its functio n o n lo ve exclusively,

I , a man who po ssesses bo th ,
W ill accept the pro vision , no thing lo th.
—W ill feast my love, then depart elsewhfl t ‘

Tha t my intellect may find its share.
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Over he bowed , and arranged his no tes, Only, for practical purpose
’
sake,

Till the auditory
’
s clearing o f throa ts

’
Twas o bviously as well to take

W as d one with , died into a silence ;

And , when each glance was upward sent, H ow the ineptitude of the time,
Each bearded mouth composed intent , And the penman ’

s prejudice, expan ding
And a pin might be heard d ro p ha lf a mile Fact into fable fit fo r the clirne,

hence, H ad , by slow and sure degrees, translated it

H e pushed back higher his spectacles, Into this myth , this Individuum,

Let the eyes stream out like lamps from cells, W hich ,when reason had strained and abeted it
And giving his head o f hair—a . hake
Ofundressed tow, forco lourand quantity A Man l—a righ t true man, however,

One rapid and impatient shake,
(As our own Young England adjusts a W o rk, that gave warrant almost sufi cient

To his disciples , for rather believing
W hen about to impart , on mature digestion, H e was just omnipo tent and omniscient,
Some thrilling view o f th e surplice-questio n) As it gives to us, for as fra nkly receiving
—The P ro fessor’s grave vo ice, sweet though H is word , their tradition, —which , though it

Broke into his Christmas -Eve discourse. Something entirely different
From all that those who o nly heard it,

And he began it by observing
H ow reaso n dicta ted that men

Should rectify the natural swerving,
By a reversion, now and then ,

To the well -heads o f knowledge, few
And far away, whence ro llinggrew

Commingled , as we need s must think,
W ith wa ters alien to the so urce ;
To do which , aimed this eve

’
s disco urse ;

Since, where cou ld be a fitter time

For tracingbackward to its prime I could interpret its command .

This time he would no t bid me enter
This reservo ir, whereat we slake, The exhausted air- bell of the Critic.
From one o r o ther bank, o ur thirst ?
So , he proposed inquiringfirst
Into th e various so urces whence
This Myth o fChrist is derivable

D emanding from the evidence,

(Since plainly no such life was liveable)
H ow these phenomena should class ?

W heth er ’
twere best opine Christ

Or never was at all
, orwhether

H e was and was no t, bo th together
It matters little fo r the name,
So the idea be left the same. But the Critic leaves no air to poison

H ad yet a meaningquite as respectable
For, among o ther d octrines delecta ble,
W as he no t surely the first to insist on
The na tura l so vereignty o f o ur race
H ere the lecturer came to a pausingplace.

And while his cough , like a drou thy piston.
Tried to dislodge the husk tha t grew to him,

I seized the occasion of bid dingadieu to him,

The vesture still within my band .

Impregnatingits pristine clarity,
—Oue, by his daily fi re’5 vulgarity,
Its gust o f broken meat and garlic

—One, by his so u l
’
s to o -much presuming

To turn the frankincense’s firming
And vapo urs of the candle starlike
Into the cloud herwings she buoys on.

Each , that thus sets the p ure air seething,
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P umps o u t with ruth less ingenuity
Atom by atom, and leaves yo u—vacuity.

Thus much o fChrist does he reject ?
And what retain H is intellect ?

Wha t is it I must reverence duly
P oo r intellect fo r wo rship, truly,
Which tells me simply what was to ld
(Ifmere mo ra lity, bereft
Of the God in Christ , be all tha t’s left)

Elsewhere by vo ices manifo ld ;
W ith this advantage, that the sta ter

Mad e nowise the impo rtant stumble
Of ad ding, he, the sage and humble,

W as a lso one with the Crea to r.

You urge Christ
’
s fo llowers

’
simplicity

But how d oes shifting blame, evade it ?
H ave wisd om’

s words no mo re felicity ?
The stumbling-block, his speech—who laid
it

H ow comes it tha t fo r one fo und able
To sift the truth o f it from fi ble,
Millions believe it to the letter
Christ

’
sgo o dness , then—d oes that farebetter?

Strange goodness, which upon the sco re
Of beinggo odness, the mere due

Ofman to fellow-man , much mo re

To God ,—sho uld take ano ther view
Of its p ossesso r

’
s privilege,

And bid him rule his race Yo u pledge
Your feal ty to such rule W hat, all

From heavenly John and Attic P au l,
And that brave weather-ba ttered P eter,
W ho se sto ut firith only sto od completer
Fo r bufl

'

ets , sinning to be pard oned ,
As , mo re his hands hau led nets, they

hardened ,

Al l , d own to yo u , the man o fmen,
P ro fessinghere at Gottingen,
Compo se Christ’s flock 1 They, yo u and I ,
Are sheep o f a go od man l And why?

The goodnes s ,
—how d id he acquire it

W as it self-gained , did God inspire it ?
Cho osewhich then tell me, o nwha t ground
Sho u ld its possesso r dare propo und
H is claim to rise o

’
er us an inch

W eregood ness all some man
’
s invention,

W h o arbitrarily made mention
W ha t we should fo llow, and whence flinch ,

49 !

W ha t qua lities might ta ke the style
Of right and wro ng,—and had such guess
rng

Met with as general acquiescing
As graced the a lphabet erewhile,
W hen A go t leave an Ox to be,
N o Camel (quo th the Jews) like G ,

’

Fo r thus inventing thing and title

W o rship were that man’
s fit requital.

But if the commo n co nscience must

Be ultima tely judge, adjust
Its ap t name to each qua lity
Alread y known,—I wo uld decree
W orship for such mere demonstration
And simple wo rk o fnomencla ture,

Only the day I praised , no t na ture,
But H arvey, for the circula tio n.

I wo uld praise such a Christ , with pride
And joy, tha t he, as no ne beside,
H ad taugh t us how to keep the mind
Go d gave him, as God gave his kind ,
Freer tlmn they from flesh ly taint :

I wo uld call such a Christ our Saint ,
As I declare our P oet , him
W ho se insight makes a ll o thers dim
A tho usand poets pried at life,
And only o ne amid the strife
R o se to be Shakespeare : each sha ll take
H is crown , I

’
d say, fo r the wo rld

’
s sake

Though some o bjected H ad we seen
“ The heart and head o f each, wha t

screen

W as broken there to give them light ,
W hile in ourselves it shuts the sight ,
W e sho uld no more admire, perchance,
Tha t these fo und truth o ut a t a glance,
Than marvel how the ba t d iscerns

Some pitch - dark cavern’
s fifty turns,

Led by a finer tact, a gift
H e bo asts, which o ther birds must shift
W itho u t , and grope as best they can .

”

N o , freely I would praise the man ,
N o r one whit more, ifhe co ntended

That gift o fhis, from God descended .

Ah fiiend , wha t gift o fman
’
s does no t ?

N o nearer something, by a jo t,

1 Gimel . the H ebrewG . mea ns camel.
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R ise an infinity o f no things
Than one . take Euclid fo r yo ur teacher

D istinguish kinds : d o crownings , clo things,
Make that crea to rwhich was creature

Mul tiply gifts upon man
’
s head ,

And wha t, when a ll
’
s d one, shal l be said

But—the more gifted he, I ween
Tha t o ne’s made Christ, this o ther, P ilate,

And th is migh t be all tha t has been ,

So wha t is there to frown o r smile a t ?
W hat is left fo r us, sa ve, in growth
Of so ul , to rise up , far past bo th ,
From the gift loo king to the giver,
And from the cistern to the river,

And from the finite to infinity,
And fromman’

s dust to God
’
s d ivinity ?

XV I I .
Take all in a word : the truth in Go d ’

s breast
Lies trace fo r trace upon o urs impressed
Tho ugh he is so bright and we so dim,

W e aremad e in his image to witness him
And were no eye in us to tell ,
Instructed by no inner sense,

The ligh t o fheaven from the dark o fhell ,
That light wo uld want its evidence,

Though justice, go od and truth were still
D ivine, if, by some d emon’

s will,

H a tred and wrong had been proclaimed
Law through theworlds, and rightmisnamed .

N o mere exp ositio n o fmora lity
Made o r in part o r in to tality,
Sho uld win you to give it worship, there

And , ifno better proo fyo u will care fo r,
—W hom do you count the worst man upon

Be sure, he knows, in his conscience, more
Ofwhat right is, than arrives at birth
In the best man’

s acts tha t we bow before :
This last knows better—true, but my fact is ,
’
Tis o ne thing to know, and ano ther to pm

And thence I conclud e that the real Go d

functio n

Is to firrnish a mo tive and injunctio n
For practisingwha t we know a lready.

And such an injunction and such a mo tive

CH R ISTMAS -EVE AN D EASTER - DAY

As the Go d in Christ, d o yo u waive and
“ heady,

Outsid e the fane o n a finger
- po st

Mora lity to the uttermost ,
Supreme in Christ as we all confess,
W hy need we prove wo uld avail no jo t
To make him Go d , ifGo d he were no t ?

D o es the precep t run
“ Believe in go od ,

In justice, truth, now und ersto od

For the first time —o r, Believe in me.

Wh o lived and died , yet essentially
Am Lo rd o f Life ?

” W ho ever can take
The same to his heart and fo rmere lo ve’se ke
Conceive o f the lo ve,—that man obtains

A new truth ; no conviction gains

Ofan o ld one only, made intense
By a fresh appeal to his faded sense.

XV I I I .

Is the vesture left me to communewith ?

Even a t this lecture, if she tried

Oh , let me at lowest sympathize
W ith the lurking d ro p o f blo od that lies
In the d esiccated brain’

s white ro o ts

W itho ut throb forChrist’3 a ttributes,
As the lecturermakes his Specia l boast !
If lo ve

’
s dead there, it has left a ghost.

Admire we, how from heart to brain
(Though to say so strike the d octors dumb)

R estoring the equilibrium.

And how when the Critic had d one his best.

And the pearl o f price, at reason’
s test.

Lay dust and ashes levigable
On the P ro fess o r’s lecture- table,
W henwe lo oked fo r the inferenceandmonrtror»
That o ur faith , red uced to such cond ition.
Be swept fo rthwith to its na tural d ust -bo lt . ”

H e bids us, when we least expect it.
Take back our h ith , -if it be no t just whole.
Yet a pea rl ind eed , as his tests efi

'

ect it .

W hich fa ct pays damage d one rewardingly
So , prizewe o ur dust and ashes accord ingly
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My fellows a lso take their share W ith a rapid finger circled round ,
This co nstitutes my earthly care Fixed to the first poor inch o f ground

Go d
’
s is abo ve it and distinct . To fight from, where his foo t m fo und

Fo r I , a man , with men am linked W hose car but a minute since lay free
And no t a brute with brutes ; no gain To the wide camp’s buzz and go ssipry
That I experience, must remain Summo ned , a so litary man
Unshared : bu t should my best endeavour To end his life where his life began ,

To share it , fail—subsisteth ever From the safe glad rear, to the dreadful

God
’
s care abo ve, and I exult van

Tha t God , by God ’
s own ways o ccu lt , So ul o fmine, hadst thou caugh t and held

May
—d o th, I will believe—bring back By the hem o f the vesture

All wanderers to a single track.

Meantime, I can bu t testify xxx.
Go d

’
s care forme—no mo re, can I

It is but fo rmyself I know
The wo rld ro lls witness ing aro und me

Only to leave me as it fo und me ;
Men cry there, but my ear is slow
Their races flo urish o r decay
—W ha t bo o ts it, while yon lucid way
Lo aded with stars d ivid es the vau lt ?
But so on my soul repairs its fault

She turns o n my own life 80 viewed ,
xxrr

N o meremo te’s-bread th but teems immense
W ith witnessings of pro vidence H ow else was I found there, bo lt upright
And woe to me ifwhen I lo ok On my bench, as if I had never left it ?

Upon that record , the so le bo ok —Never flung out on the common at night,
Unsmled to me, I take no heed Normet the storm and wedge

- like cleft it .
Of anywarning tha t I read ! Seen the raree- show o f P eter’s successor,

H ave I been sure, th is Christmas Eve, Or the labo ra to ry o f the P ro fess o r !
God

’
s own hand did the rainbow weave, Fo r the Visio n, tha t was true, I wist,

W hereby the truth from heaven slid

Into my so ul —I canno t bid
The world admit he stoo ped to heal
My so ul , as if in a thunder- peel
W here one heard no ise, and one saw flame,

I o nly knew he named my name

But what is the world to me, for so rrow

Or joy in its censure, when to -mo rrow

It drops the remark, with just - turned head
Then , o n again,

‘That man is dead ’
?

Yes, bu t fo rme—my name called ,—drawn
As a conscript’s lo t from the lap’s black
yawn,

H e has dipt into o n a ba tt le- dawn

Bid out o f life by a nod , a glance,

Stumbling,mute-mazed , at na ture
’
s chance,

And I o ught

At the flying robe, and unrepelled
W as lapped again in its _

fo lds full -fia ught

W ith warmth and wonder and d elight,
Go d

’

s mercy beinginfinite.

Fo r scarce had thewo rds escaped myto ngue,
W hen , at a passiona te bo und , I sprung,
Out o f the wanderingworld o f rain,

Into the little chapel again.

There sat my friend , the yellow and tall,
W ith his neck and its wen in the selh mc
place ;

Yet my nearest neighbour’s cheek showed

gall .

She had slid away a contemp tuom space

And the o ld fi t wom , late so p lacable.
Eyed me with symptoms, hard ly mistah blc .

Of hermilk o f kindness turning rancid .

In short, a specta to rmigh t have fancied
Tha t I had no dded , betrayed by slumber,
Yet kept my seat , a warningghastly,
Through the heads o f the sermo n, nine in

number,
And woke up now at the tenth and lastly.
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Bu tagain , co uld such disgrace have happened ?
Each friend at my elbow had surely nudged
it

And , asfo r thesermo n, where did myna p end ?
Un less I heard it , co uld I have judged it ?

Co u ld I repo rt as I d o a t the clo se,

First , the preacher Speaks through his nose :
Seco nd , his gesture is to o empha tic :
Third ly, to waive wha t’s ped agogic,
The subject -matter itself lacks logic

Fou rthly, the English is ungramma tic.

Grea t news 1 th e preacher is found no P ascal,
Whom, if I pleased , I might to the task call
Ofmakingsquare to a finite eye

And find so all -but -just - succeed ing l

Grea t news 1 the sem en pro ves no read ing
Where bee- like in the flowers I bury me,
Like Taylor’s the immorta l Jeremy 1
And now tha t I know the very worst o fhim,

Wha t was it I tho ugh t to obtain a t first ofhim
H a ! Is Go d mocked , as he asks ?
Sha ll I take on me to change his tasks,
And dare, despatched to a river-head
Fo r a simple draught o f the element,

Neglect the thingfo rwhich he sent,
And return with ano ther thing instead

Saying, Because the wa ter fo und

W elling up from underground ,

Is mingled with the taints o fearth , P rophesied o fby that horrible husk
W hile tho u , I know, d ost laugh at dearth, W hen thicker and thicker the darkness fills
And co uldst , at wink o rwo rd , convulse The world through his misty spectacles,
The wo rld with the leap o f a river-pu lse, And hegro pes fo r somethingmo re substantial
Therefo re I turned from the oo zingsmuddy, Than a fitble, myth or personification ,
And bringthee a chalice I fo und , instead : May Christ d o fo r him what no mere man

See the brave veins in the breccia ruddy
One would suppose that themarble bled . And stand confessed as theGod o fsa lva tion

W ha t matters the wa ter A hope I have Meantime, in the still recurring fear

Lest myself, at unawares, be found ,
The wa terless cup will quench my thirst .

” W hileattackingthechoice o fmyneighbo urs
— Better have knelt at the poorest stream
That trickles in pain from the stra itest rifl W ith none o fmy own made—I cho o se here
For the less o r themo re is all God

’
s gift , The giving out o f the hymn reclaims me ;

Wh o blocksup orbreakswidethegranite
- seam. I have do ne : and if any blames me,

And here, is there wa ter o r no t , to drink Thinking tha t merely to touch in brevity
I then , in ignorance and weakness, The topics I dwell on , were unlawful ,

Taking God
’
s help, have attained to think Orworse, tha t I trench, with undue levity,

My heart d oes best to receive in meekness On the bounds of the ho ly and the awful ,

Tha t mode o fworship, as most to hismind,
W here earth ly aid s being cast behind ,
H is All in All appears serene

W ith the thinnest human veil between,
Letting the mystic lamps , the seven ,
Themany mo tio ns o f his spirit,

P ass, as they list, to earth fi'om heaven .

Fo r the preacher’s merit o r demerit ,
It were to be wished the flaws were fewer
In the earthen vessel, ho lding treasure

W hich lies as safe in a go lden ewer ;

But the main thing is, d oes it ho ld go o d
measure

H eaven so o n sets right all o therma tters
Ask, else, these ruins of humanity,

This flesh wo rn out to rags and ta tters,
This so u l a t struggle with insanity,

W ho thence take comfort—can I do ubt
W hich an empiregained , were a lo ss with o ut.
May it be mine And let us hOpe

That no worse blessingbefa ll the P ope,
Turned sick at last o f to - day’s bufl'o o nery,
Of posturings and petticoatings,
Beside his Bourbon bully’s gloatings

In the blo ody o rgies o f drunk po ltro o nery l
N o rmay the P ro fesso r fo rego its peace
At Gottingen presently, when , in the dusk

Of his life, if his cough, as I fear, sho uld
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I praise the heart , and pity the head o f

And refermyself to TH EE, instead o f him,

W ho head and heart alike discemest,

Lo oking below ligh t speech we u tter,
W hen fro thy spume and fi'equent spu tter

P ro ve that the so ul’s depths bo il in earnest I

May truth shine o ut , stand ever befo re us l

I pu t up pencil and jo in chorus

To H epzibah Tune, without further apo logy,
The last five verses o f the third section

Of the seventeenth hymn o f W hitfield
’

s

Co llection,

To co nclude with the d oxo logy .

EASTER DAY .

H ow very hard it is to be
A Christian H ard fo ryo u and me,
—N o t the mere tu k o fmaking rea l

Tha t duty up to its idea l,
Efl

'

ecting thus, complete and who le,
A purpose o f the human so ul

Fo r tha t is always hard to d o ;
Bu t hard , I mean, fo rme and yo
To realize it, more o r less,
W ith even themoderate success

To carry o ut the aims of life.

This aim is greater,
”

you will say,

And so mo re arduous every way.

—But the impo rtance o f their fi'uits
Still pro ves to man, in all pursuits ,
P ro po rtional encouragement . You say, Faith may be, o ne agrees,
Then, what if it be God ’s intent A touchsto ne for Go d

’

s purpo ses,
Tha t labo ur to this o ne resu lt Even as ourselves conceive o f them.

Should seem unduly difi cu lt Cou ld he acquit us o r condemn
Ah , tha t’s a question in the dark Fo r ho ldingwha t no hand can lo ose,

And the so le thing tha t I remark R ejectingwhen we can’
t but choose?

Upon the d ifficulty, this As well award the victo r‘s wreath
W e d o no t see it where it is, To whoso ever should take brea th
At the beginning o f the race D uly each minute while he lived
As we proceed , it shifts its place, Grant heaven, because a man contrived

And where we looked fo r crowns to fa ll, To see its sunlight every day
W e find the tug

‘

s to come,—that
’
s al l. H e walked forth on th e public way.

At first you say, The who le, o r chief
Ofdifficu lties, is belief.
Co u ld I believe once tho roughly,
The rest were simple. W ha t ? AmI

An idio t , d o yo u think, —a beast
P ro ve to me, only tha t the least
Command o fGo d is Go d

’
s indeed ,

And what injunction sha ll I need
To pay obedience ? D eath so nigh,

W hen time must end , eternity
Begin,

—and canno t I compute,
W eigh loss and gain together, suit
My actions to the balance drawn,
And givemy body to be sawn
Asunder, hacked in pieces, tied
To ho rses, stoned , burned , crucified ,
Like anymartyr o f the list ?
H ow glad ly —if I make acquist,
Through the briefminu te

’
s fierce annoy,

OfGod
’
s eternity of joy.

—And certainly you name the po int
Whereon all turns : fo r co u ld yo u joint
This flexile finite life o nce tight
Into the fixed and infinite,

Yo u , safe inside, wo u ld spurn wha t’s out,
W ith carelessness enough, no d o ubt
W ould spurnmere life : but when timebring
To their next stage yo ur reasonings,
Your eyes , late wide, begin to wink
Nor see the path so well, I think.
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Of snufl
'

bo x- fanciers, who po ssessed
A Grigno n with the R egent

’
s crest .

So tha t, subd uing, as yo u want ,
W ha tever stands pred ominant
Amo ngmy earthly appetites
Fo r tastes and smells and so unds and sights,
I shall be d o ing that a lone,
To gain a palm- branch and a throne.

W hich fifty peo ple undertake
To d o , and glad ly, fo r the sake
Ofgiving a Semitic guess,
Or playing pawns a t blind fo ld chess .

V I I

Go o d and the next thing is,—lo ok round
Fo r evidence eno ugh

’
Tis fo und ,

N o d o ubt as is yo ur so rt o fmind ,
So is yo ur so rt o f search yo u’

ll find

W ha t yo u d esire, and tha t
’
s to be

A Christian . W ha t says histo ry
H ow comfo rting a po int it were
To find some mummy - scrap declare
There lived a Mo ses 1 Better still,

P ro ve Jonah’s whal e transla table
Into some quicksand o f the seas,

Isle, ca vern, ro ck, o r wha t yo u please,
Tha t faith might flap her wings and crow

From such an eminence Or, no

The human heart’s best yo u prefer
Making tha t pro ve the minister
To tru th yo u probe its wants and need s,

And hopes and fears, then trywha t creeds
Meet these mo st aptly,— reso lute

Tha t faith plucks such substantial fruit
W herever these two co rrespo nd ,
She little need s to lo ok beyo nd ,
And puz z le out who Orpheus was,
Or D io nysius Zagrias .

l

Yo u’

ll find sufi cient , as I say,
To sa tisfy yo u eitherway
Yo u wanted to believe yo ur pains
Are crowned— yo u d o and what remains ?
R enounce the wo rld — Ah , were it d one

Bymerely cutting o ne by o ne
Yo ur limbs o ff, with yo ur wise head last ,
H ow easy were it —how so on past ,

1 A name for the god .

CH R ISTMAS -EVE AN D EASTER - DAY

If o nce in the believingmo o d
Such is man’

s usua l gra titude,

Such thanks to God d o we return,

For no t exacting tha t we spurn
A single gift o f life, fo rego

One real gain ,
-o nly tas te them so

W ith gravity and temperance,
Tha t those mild virtues may enhance
Such pleasures , ra ther tha n abstract
Last spice o fwhich, will be the fact
Of lo ve discerned in every gift
W hile, when the scene o f life shall shift,

And thegay hea rt be ta ught to ache,
As sorrows and priva tions ta ke
The place o fjoy,— the thing tha t seems
Mere misery, under human schemes,
Becomes , rega rded by the light
Of lo ve, as very near, o r quite
As goo d a gift as joy befo re.

So plain is it tha t , al l the more
A d ispensa tion’

s merciful ,
Mo re pettishly we try and cull

Briers, thistles, from o ur priva te plo t,
To mar God

’
s gro und where thorns are

no t

V I I I .
D o yo u say this, o r I —Oh , yo u

Then, what , my friend thus I pursue
Our parley ) —yo u ind eed opine
Tha t the Eterna l and D ivine

D id , eighteen centuries ago ,
In very truth Eno ugh you know

The a ll - stupend o us ta le,—tha t Birth,
Tha t Life, tha t D ea th And a ll , the earth

Shuddered a t,—all , the heavens grewblack
R a ther than see all, na tu re

’

s rack
And throe a t disso lutio n

’
s brink

Attested ,—a ll to ok place, yo u think,
Only to give o ur joys a zest ,

And pro ve o ur sorrows fo r the best ?
W e differ, then W here I , still pale
And heartstruck at the dreadful tale,
W aiting to hear God

’
s vo ice declare

W hat horro r fo llowed fo rmyshare.
As implica ted in thedeed ,
Apart from o ther sins—concede

Tha t if H e blacked o ut in a blo t
My brief life

’
s pleasantness, ’

twere no t
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So very dispro po rtiona te
Or there might be ano thermte Then begi
I certain ly cou ld understand To the o ld po int revulsion new

(If fancies were the thingin hand ) (Fo r
’
tis juSt this I bringyo u to )

H ow Go d might save, a t tha t day
’
s price, If after a ll we sho u ld mistake,

The impure in their impurities, And 50 reno unce life for the sake
Give licence fo rmal and complete Of dea th and no thing else Yo u hear
To cho o se the fair and pick the sweet . Each friend we jeered a t, send the jeer
Bu t there be certain wo rds, broad , plain, Back to o urselves with go od effect

U ttered again and yet again,
There were my beetles to co llect

H ard to mistake o r o vergloss
MYbo x—a trifle, I confess ,

Anno uncing this wo rld
’
s ga in fo r loss,

But here I ho ld it , ne’ertheless
And bidding us reject the same P OOI' Id io ts , (let us pluck up heart
The who le wo rld lieth (they pro claim) Ah d answer) we, the better part
In wickedness ,—come out o f it H ave chosen , th°“8h

’
twere o nly hOpe,

Turn a deaf ear, ifyo u think fit , NOt’ envy like You that grope
Bu t I who thrill thro ugh every nerve Amid yo ur veritable muck,
At tho ught o fwha t d eaf ears deserve More than the grassho ppers wo u ld truck,
H ow d o yo u counsel in the case ? Fo r yo urs, their passio na te life away,

That spends itself in leaps all day
To reach the sun , yo u want the eyes
To see, as they the wings to rise

I
’
d take, by all means, in your place, And match the no ble hearts o f them I
The safe side, since it so appears : Thus the contemnerwe co ntemn,

D eny myself, a few briefyears , And , when d o ubt strikes us, thus we ward
The na tura l pleasure, leave the fruit Its stroke ofl

'

, caught upo n our guard ,

Or cut the plant up by the ro o t.
—N o t struck eno ugh to o verturn

R ememberwha t a martyr said Our faith, bu t shake it—make us learn

On the rude tablet o verhead W ha t I began W ith, and , I W iS ,
I was born sickly, p oo r and mean, End , having proved , - how hard it is
A slave : no misery co u ld screen To be a Christian 3
The ho lders o f the pearl of price
From Caesar’s envy ; therefo re twice P ro ved , o r no t ,

I fo ught with beasts , and three times H owe
’
er yo u wis , sma ll thanks , I wo t,

saw Yo u get o fmine, fo r taking pains
My children sufl

'

er by his law To make it hard to me. W h o gains

At last my own release was earned By that , I wo nder ? H ere I live
I was some time in beingburned , In trusting ease ; and here yo u drive
But a t the close a H and came through At causingme to lose wha t mo st
The fire abo ve my head , and d rew Yourselfwo u ld mo urn fo r had yo u lost
My so ul to Christ , whom now I see.

Sergius , a bro ther, writes fo rme X“ .

This testimo ny o n the wa ll But , d o you see, my friend , tha t thus
Fo rme, I have forgo t it all .

’ You leave Saint P aul fo rE schylus ?

You sa y right this were no t so hard —W ho mad e his Titan’
s arch- d evice

And since one nowise is debarred The givingmen blind [ropes to sp ice

From this , why no t escape some sins Themeal o f life with, else devoured
By such a method ? ” In bitter haste, while lo , dea th loured
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Befo re th em at the pla tter’s edge l
If faith sho uld be, as I a llege,
Quite o ther than a condiment

To heighten flavours with, o rmeant
(Like tha t brave curry o fhis Grace)
To take a t need the victuals

’ pla ce ?
If, having dined , yo u wo uld d igest
Besides, and turning to your rest
Sho u ld find instead

XII I .
N ow, you shall see

And judge if a mere fo ppery
P ricks o n my speaking I reso lv
To utter—yes , it shal l devo lve
On yo u to hear as so lemn, strange
And dread a thing as in the range

Of facts ,—o r fancies, ifGod will

E
’
er happened to o ur kind 1 I still

Stand in the clo ud and , while it wraps
My face, o ught no t to speak perhaps ;
Seeing tha t if I carry

“

thro ugh
My purpo se, ifmy wo rds in yo u
Find a live actua l listener,
My sto ry, reaso n must aver
False after a ll— the happy chance
W h ile, if each human co untenance

I meet in Lo nd o n day by day,
Be what I fear,—my warnings fray
N o o ne, and no one they co nvert ,
And no o ne helps me to assert

H ow hard it is to real ly be
A Christian, and in vacancy
I pour this sto ry

XIV .

I commence
By trying to info rm you , whence
It comes tha t every Easter- night
As now, I sit up , wa tch, till light ,
Upo n those chimney- stacks and ro o fs ,

Give, thro ugh mywind ow- pane, grey pro o fs
Tha t Easter- day is breaking slow.

On such a night three years ago ,
It chanced that I had cause to cro ss

The commo n , where the chapel was,
Our friend spo ke o f, the o ther d ay
Yo u’

ve no t forgo tten, I dare say.
1 H ead s o f Etrusean families.

I fell to musing o f th e time

So clo se, the blessed ma tin - prime
All hearts leap up a t, in some guise

One co uld no t well do o therwise.

Insensibly my thoughts were bent
Toward th e main po int I o verwent
Much the same gro und o f reasoning

As yo u and I just now. One thing
R emained , however—o ne tha t tasked
My so u l to answer ; and I asked ,
Fairly and frankly, what might be
Tha t H istory, tha t Faith , to me
—Me there—no t me in some d omain

Built up and peopled bymy brain,
W eighing its merits as o ne weighs
Mere theories for blame o r praise,
—The kinc o f the Lucumo ns,
Or Fourier

’

s scheme, its pro s and cons,

But my faith there, o r no ne at all.

H ow were my case, now, did I fi ll
D ead here, this minute—s ho uld I lie
Faithfu l o r faithless N o te that I
Inclined thus ever l—little pro ne
Fo r instance, when I lay a lo ne

In childho o d , to go u lm to sleep
And leave a closet where might keep
H is wa tch perdue some murderer
W aiting til l twelve o

’
clock to stir,

As go o d au thentic legends tell

H e might : but how impro bable
H ow little likely to deserve
The pains and tria l to the nerve

Of thrustinghead into the dark 1
”

Urged my o ld nurse, and bade memark
Beside, that , sho u ld the dreadful scout
R ea lly lie hid there, and leap o ut
At first turn o f the rusty key,
Mine were sma ll ga in tha t she co uld see,

Killed no t in bed but o n the flo o r,
And lo sing o ne night

’
s sleep the more.

I tell yo u , I wou ld a lways burst
The d o o r o pe, know my fa te a t first.

This time, indeed , the closet penned
N o such assassin : but a friend

R ather, peeped o ut to guard me, fit

Fo r counsel, Commo n Sense, to wit,
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(The angry scribe o fJudgment) There
Bum it And straight I was aware

Tha t the who le ribwork round , minute

Clo ud to uching cloud beyond compu te,
W as tinted , each with its own spo t
Of burning at the core, till clo t

Jammed against clo t , and spilt its fire
Over a ll heaven , which

’

gan suspire
As fanned to measure equable,
Iust so great co nflagra tions kill
Night o verhead , and rise and sink,
R eflected . N ow the fire wo uld shrink
And wither o ff the blasted face
Of heaven, and I distinct might trace
The sharp black ridgy outlines left

Unburned like network—then, each clefl

The fire had been sucked back into ,
R egorged , and out it surging flew

Furio usly, and night writhed inflamed ,
Till , to lera ting to be tamed
N o lo nger, certain rays world -wide

Sho t d ownward ly. On every side
Caught past escape, the earth was lit
As ifa drago n

’
s nostril split

And all his famished ire o ’erflowed

Then , as he winced at his lo rd
’
s goad ,

Back he inhaled : whereat I found
The clouds into vast pillars bo und ,
Based on the comers o f the earth,
P ro pping the skies at to p : a dearth
Of fire i

’
the vio let intervals,

Leaving exp osed the utmost walls
Of time, about to tumble in
And end theworld

I felt begin
The Judgment -D ay : to retro cede

W as to o la te now. In very deed ,
(I uttered to myself) that D ay
The intuitio n burned away
All darkness from my spirit to o
There, sto o d I , fo und and fixed , I knew,

Cho osing the wo rld . The cho icewas mad e
And naked and disguiseless stayed ,
And unevadable, the fact .
My brain held al l the same compact
I ts senses, normy heart declined
Its o ffice rather, bo th combined

XV II .

XV I I I .
I lo oked up ; all seemed as before
Of that clo ud -Tophet o verhead
N o trace was lefl : I saw instead
The common round me, and the sky
Above, stretched drear and emp tilv

To help me in this juncture. I
Lo st no t a second , -ago ny
Gave bo ldness : since my life had end

And my choice with it—best d efend ,
Applaud bo th l I reso lved to say,

So was I framed by thee, such way
I put to use thy senses here l

It was so beautifu l, so near,

Thyworld ,
—wha t could I then but choose

My part there ? N or did I refuse
To look abo ve the transient bo o n
Of time ; but it was hard so so on

As in a short life, to give up
Such beauty : I co uld put the cup
Undrained o f hal f its fu lness , by
But, to renounce it utterly,
—Tha t was to o hard 1 N o r d id the cry
W hich bade renounce it , to uch mybrain
Authentically deep and p lain
Enough to make my lips let go .

But Thou , who knowest a ll, d ost know
W hether I was no t , life’s briefwhile,
Endeavouring to reco ncile

Tho se lips (to o tardily, alas
To letting the d ear remnant pas ,

One day,
—some d ro ps o fearthly good

Untasted 2 Is it fo r this mo o d ,
Tha t Thou , whose earth d elights so well,
H ast made its complement a hell ?”

A final belch o f fire like blo o d ,
Overbroke all heaven in o ne flo o d

Of d o om. Then fire was sky, and sky
Fire, and bo th , one brief ecstasy,
Then ashes. But I heard no no ise

(W ha teverwas) because a vo ice

Beside me spo ke thus, Life is do ne,
Time ends , Eternity’s begun ,

And thou art judged fo r evermo re.

”
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Of life.

’
Twas the last wa tch o f night ,

Except wha t brings the mo rning quite
W hen the armed angel, conscience

- clear,

H is task nigh do ne, leans o
’
er his spear

And gazes o n the earth he guards ,
Sa fe o ne night mo re thro ugh all its wards,
Till G od relieve him a t his po st .
A dream—a waking dream a t most

(I spoke o u t quick, tha t I might shake
The ho rrid nightmare OE, and wake. )
The wo rld gone, yet the wo rld is here
Are no t a ll things as they appear ?
Is Judgment pas t fo rme al one

- And where had place the great white
thro ne

The rising o f the quick and dead ?
W here sto o d they, sma ll and grea t ? W h o

read

The sentence from the o pened book ?
So ,
by degrees, the blo o d fo rso o k

My hea rt , and let it bea t afresh
I knew I sho u ld break thro ugh the mesh
Ofho rro r, and brea the presently
When , lo , again , the voice by me I

l
”

XIX.

I saw Oh bro ther, ’mid far sands

The pa lm- tree- cinctured city stands ,
Bright -white beneath, as heaven , bright - blue,
Leans o

’
er it , while the years pursue

Their co urse, unable to aba te
Its parad isal laugh at fa te

One mo rn,
— the Arab staggers blind

O
’

er a new tract of dea th , ea lcined
To ashes , silence, no thingness,

And strives , with diu ywits, to guess
W h ence fell the blow. W ha t if, ’

twixt skies

And prostra te earth, he sho u ld surp
The imaged vapour, head to fo o t,
Surveying, mo tionless and mute,
Its wo rk, ere, in a whirlwind rapt
It vanish up aga in —So hapt
My chance. H E sto od there. Like the smoke
P illared o

’
er So d om, when day broke,

I saw H im. One magnific pall
M a n tled in massive fo ld and fa ll

H is head , and coiled in snaky swathes
Abo ut H is feet : night

’
s black, tha t ba thes

All else, broke, griz z led with despair,
Against the so ul o fblackness there.

A gesture to ld the mo o d within
Tha twrapped right handwhich hu ed the

Tha t intense medita tion fixed
On H is proced ure,—pity mixed
W ith the fulfilment o f decree.

Mo tio nless , thus, H e spo ke to me,
W ho fell befo re H is feet , a mass,
N o man now.

CC ‘
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XX .

All is come to pass.
Such shows are o ver fo r each soul
They had respect to . In the ro ll

OfJudgment which convinced mankind
Of sin , sto o d many, bo ld and blind ,
Terro rmust burn the truth into
Their fa te fo r them l—tho u had st to do
W ith abso lute omnipo tence,
Able its judgments to d ispense
To the who le race, as every o ne
W ere its so le o bject . Judgment done,
God is , tho u art ,

—the rest is hurled
To no thingness fo r thee. This wo rld ,
This finite life, tho u hast preferred ,
In disbelief o fGo d ’

s plain wo rd ,
To heaven and to infinity.
H ere the proba tio n was for thee,
To show thy so ul the earthly mixed
W ith heavenly, it must cho o se betwixt .
The earthly joys lay pa lpable,
A taint , in each , distinct as well
The heavenly flitted , faint and rare,

Abo ve them, bu t as tru ly were
Taintless, so , in their na ture, best .
Thy cho ice was earth tho u didst attest
’
Twas fitter spirit sho uld subserve
The flesh, than flesh refine to nerve

Benea th the spirit’s play. Ad vance

N o claim to their inheritance
W ho cho se the Spirit’s fugitive
Briefglmms, and yearned ,

Thiswere to live
Indeed , if rays, completely pure
Fromflesh tha t dulls them,

co u ld endure,

N o t sho o t in meteor- light a thwart
Our earth, to show h ow co ld and swart

It lies beneath their fire, but stand
As stars do , destined to expand ,
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P ro ve veritable worlds , o ur home
Tho u saidst, Let spirit star the d ome
Of sky, tha t flesh maymiss no peak,
N o no o k o f earth,—I sha ll no t seek
Its service further Thou art shut
Out o f the heaven o f spirit glu t

Thy sense upon the world ’
tis thine

For ever—take it

H ow Is mine,

xxrrt .

I sat up . All was still again.

I breathed free to my heart , back fled
Thewarmth. But , all thewo rld —I said
I sto oped and picked a leaf of fern ,

And reco llected I migh t learn
From bo oks , how many myriad so rts

Of fern exist, to trust repo rts,

Each as distinct and beautiful
As this , the very first I cull .
Think, from the first leaf to the last

Theworld ? (I cried , while my so u l broke Conceive, then, earth’s reso urces ! Vast

Ou t in a transpo rt . ) H ast Tho u spoke
P lainly in tha t ? Earth’s exquisite
Treasures o fwo nder and delight,
For me ?”

XXII .
The austere voice returned ,

So so on made happy H adst tho u learned
W ha t Go d accounteth happiness ,
Tho u would st no t find it hard to guess
W ha t hell may be his punishment
Fo r those who d oubt ifGod invent
Better than they. Let such men rest

Content with wha t they judged the best .
Let the unjust usurp a t will
The filthy sha ll be filthy still
Miser, there waits the go ld fo r thee
H ater, indulge thine enmity
And tho u , whose heaven self- o rdained

W as, to enjoy earth unrestrained ,
D o it Take a ll the ancient show

The woods sha ll wave, the rivers flow,

And men apparently pursue
Their wo rks, as they were wont to d o ,
W hile livingin proba tion yet .
I promise no t tho u shalt fo rget
The past, now gone to its account ;
Bu t leave thee with the o ld amount

Of faculties, no r less no rmore,
Unvisited , as hereto fo re,
By Go d

’
s free Spirit, tha t makes an end .

So , o nce more, take thy wo rld
Eternity upo n its shows,
Flung thee as freely as one rose

Out o f a summer’s opulence,
Over the Eden -barrier whence
Thou art excluded . Knock in vain

Expend

Exhaustless beau ty, endless cha nge
Ofwonder And this foo t shal l range

Alps , Andes,—arid this eye devour
The bee- bird and the a loe- flower?

XXIV .

Then the voice, W elcome so to rate

The arras - fo lds that variegate
The earth, Go d ’

s antechamber, well !
The wise, who waited there, co uld tell
By these, what roya lties in store

Lay one step past the entrance-d oor.

Fo rwhom, was reckoned , no t to o much,
This life’s munificence Fo r such
As thou ,—a race, whereo f scarce one
W as able, in a millio n ,

To feel that any marvel lay
In objects round his feet all day
Scarce o ne, in many millions mo re,

W illing, if able, to explore
The secreter, minuter charm
—Brave sou ls, a fem - leaf cou ld disarm

Of power to co pe with Go d ’
s intent,

Or scared if the sou th firmament
W ith north -fire did its wings refledge !

All partial beauty was a pledge
Of beauty in its p lenitude
But since the pledge sufliced thymood ,
R etain it plenitude be theirs
W ho lo oked abo ve

XXV .

Sho t thro ugh me, I held up , bo re on.

W ha t ma tter tho ugh my trust weregone
From natura l things H encefo rth mypm
Be less with na ture than with art !
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Of the po o r stinted so u l, I nipped
Ofbudd ing wings, else now equipped
Fo r v oyage fiom summer isle to isle

And tho ugh she need s must reco ncile
Ambitio n to the life on gro und ,
Still , I can profit by la te fo und
But precio us knowledge. Mind is best
I will seize mind , fo rego the rest ,

And try how farmy tethered strength
May crawl in this po o r bread th and length.

Let me, since I can fly no mo re,
At least Spin dervish - like abo ut
(Till giddy ra pture almo st do ubt
I fly) thro ugh circling sciences,
P hilo so phies and histo ries
Sho uld the whirl slacken there, then verse,
Fining to music, sha ll asperse
Fresh and fresh fire- dew, till I strain
Intoxica te, ha lf-break my chain 1
N o t joyless, though mo re favo ured feet
Stand calm, where I want wings to hea t
The flo o r. At least earth

’
s bond is broke

XXV I I I
Then , (sickeningeven while I spoke)
Let me alo ne l N0 answer, pray,
To this I know what Tho u wilt say l
All still is earth

’
s,
—to know, as much

As feel its tru ths, which ifwe to uch
W ith sense, o r apprehend in so ul,
W hat matter I have reached the goal
W hereto d oes knowledge serve 1

’
will burn

My eyes, to o sure, at every turn
I canno t loo k back now, no r stake
Bliss o n the race, fo r running

’
s sake.

The goa l
’
s a ruin like the rest

And so much wo rse thy la tter quest ,
(Added the v o ice) tha t even o n earth- 0

W henever, in man
’
s so ul , had birth

Tho se intuitio ns , grasps o fguess,
W hich pull the mo re into the less,
Making the finite comprehend
Infinity,—the bard wo u ld spend
Such praise alone, upo n his craft,
As , when wind - lyres o bey the wait ,
Go es to the craftsman who arranged

Knowing it was the So uth that harped .

H e felt his so ng, in singing, warped

D istinguished his and Go d
’
s part when

A wo rld o f spirit as o f sense
W as plain to him, yet no t to o plain ,

W hich he co uld traverse, no t remain
A guest in

—else were permanent
H eaven on the earth its gleams were meant

To stingwith hunger fo r full light ,
Mad e visible in verse, despite
The veilingweakness, —tru th bymeans
Offi ble, sh owingwhile it screens,
Since highest truth, man e

’
er supp lied ,

W as ever fable on outside.

Such gleams made bright the earth an age

N ow the who le sun
’
s his heritage !

Take up thywo rld , it is a llowed ,
Thou who hast entered in the cloud 1

XXIX.

XXX.

The fo rm, I looked to have been stirred

The seven strings, changed them and t e W ith pity and approva l, rose
O

’
erme, as when the head sman throw!

Then I Beho ld , my spirit bleeds,
Catches no more at broken reeds,
But lilies flower those reed s abo ve
I let the wo rld go , and take love I
Love survives in me, albeit those
I lo ve be hencefo rth masks and shows,
N o t livingmen and women still

I mind how lo ve repaired all ill,
Cured wrong, so o thed grief, made earth

amends

W ith parents, bro thers, child ren, friend s !
Some semblance o f a woman yet

W ith eyes to help me to forget ,
Sha ll lo o k on me and I will match
D eparted lo ve with lo ve, attach
Old memo ries to new dreams, nor scorn

The poorest o f the grains o f com
I save from shipwreck on this isle,
Trusting its barrenness may smile

W ith happy fo od ful green o ne day,

Mo re precio us for the pains. I pray,
Leave to lo ve, o nly
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Axe o ver sho ulder to make end W ith darkness , hunger, to il , distress
I fell pro ne, letting H im expend Be all the earth a wilderness l
H is wra th, while thus the inflicting vo ice Only let me go o n , go o n ,

Smo te me. Is this thy final cho ice ? Still hoping ever and ano n

Lo ve is the best ? ’
Tis somewha t la te To reach one eve the Better Land

And a ll thou d ost enumera te
Of power and beauty in the wo rld , XXXII
Th e mightiness o f lo ve was curled Then did the fo rm expand , expand
Inextricably ro und abo ut. I knew H im thro ugh the dread d isguise
Lo v e lay within it and withou t, As the who le God within H is eyes
To clasp th ee, - but in vain l Thy so u l Embraced me.

Still shrunk from H im who made the

who le,
Still set delibera te aside
H is lo ve — N ow take lo ve l W ell betide
Thy tardy conscience 1 H aste to take
Th e show o f lo ve for the name’s sake,
R emembering every moment W h o ,
Besid e creating thee unto

These ends , and these fo r thee, was said
To undergo dea th in thy stead

In flesh like thine so ran the ta le.

W ha t d o ubt in thee co uld co untervail

Belief in it ? Upon the gro und
Tha t in the sto ry had been fo und
T o o much lo ve H ow co uld God lo ve

so

H e who in al l his wo rks below
Ad a p ted to the needs o fman,
Mad e lo ve the basis of the plan ,

D id lo ve, as was demo nstra ted

W hile man , who was so fit instead
To ha te, as every day gave pro o f,
Man th ought man, for his kind

’
s beho o f,

Bo th co uld and did invent that scheme
Of p erfect lo ve :

’
two u ld well beseem

Ca in
’
s na ture tho u wast wont to praise,

N o t ta lly with Go d ’
s usua l ways 1”

XXXI .
And I cowered deprecatingly
Tho u Lo ve o f Go d Or let me d ie,
Or grant wha t sha ll seem hea ven a lmost

Let me no t know tha t all is lost ,
Tho ugh lo st it be— leave me no t tied

To this despair, this corpse- like bride But Easter- D ay breaks ! Bu t
Let tha t o ld life seem mine—no mo re Christ rises Mercy every way
W ith limita tion as befo re, Is infinite—and who can say?

XXXIII .
W hen I lived again ,

The day was breaking, - thc grey plain
I ro se from, silvered thick with dew.

W as this a visio n Fa lse o r true ?

Since then, three varied years are spent,
And commo nly mymind is bent
To think it was a dream—be sure

A mere d ream and d istempera ture
Th e last day’s wa tching : then the night ,
The sho ck o f that strange N orthern Light
Set my head swimming, bred in me
A d ream. And so I live, yo u see,

G o thro ugh the wo rld , try, prove, reject,
P refer, still struggling to efl

'

ect

My warfare happy tha t I can
Be crossed and thwarted as a man ,
N o t left in Go d

’
s co ntempt apart ,

W ith ghastly smo o th life, dead at heart ,
Tame in earth’s pad d ock as her prize.

Thank God , she still each method tries
To ca tch me, wh o may yet escape,
She knows,— the fiend in angel

’
s shape

Thank God , no paradise stand s barred

To entry, and I find it hard
To be a Christian , as I said I
Still every now and then my head

R aised glad , sinks mo umful —all grows

drear

Spite o f the sunshine, while I fear
And think, H ow d read firl to be grudged

N o ease hencefo rth , as one tha t’s judged .

Co ndemned to earth fo r ever, shut
From heaven
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184— 185

TRANSCEN DENTALISM : A P OEM !

IN TWELVE BOOKS .

STOP playing, poet May a bro ther speak
’
Tis you speak, tha t’s yo ur erro r. Song

’
s

o ur art

W hereas yo u please to speak these naked
thoughts

Instead o f draping them in sights and so unds.

True tho ughts, goo d tho ughts , thoughts fit
to treasure up

But why such long pro lusion and display,
Such turningand adjustment o f the harp,
And taking it upo n yo ur breast, a t length,
Only to speak dry wo rds acro ss its strings ?
Stark - naked tho ught is in request eno ugh
Speak pro se and ho llo it till Euro pe hears
The six- fo o t Swiss tube, braced abo ut with
bark,

W hich helps the hunter’s vo ice from Alp to vents a brace 0

'

Alp
Exchangeo urharp fo r that —who hindersyo u ?

But here’s yo ur fiiul t grown men want

tho ught , yo u think
Tho ught

’
s wha t theymean by verse, and seek

in verse.

Boys seek fo r images and melody,
Men must have reaso n— so , yo u aim a t men .

Quite o therwise ! Objects thro ng o ur yo uth , So come, the harp back to your hm!
’
tis true again

0

W e see and hear and d o no t wo ndermuch You are a poem, though yo ur poem5
Ifyo u co u ld tell us wha t they mean, ind eed naught.
As German Boehme never cared for plants The best o f all yo u showed before, believe.
Until it happed , a -walking in the fields , W as yo ur own boy-flee o

’
er the finer chords

H e no ticed al l at o nce tha t plants co u ld speak , Bent , fo llowing the cherub a t the top
Nay, turned with lo osened tongue to ta lk Tha t po ints to God with his paired half-moon

with him.

1 JacobBo ehme . a mystiea lwrited d ied 1624) John o f H albersta d t , a magician botanist
who turned W illiam Law

'
s head . and a chymist.
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Tha t day the daisy ha d an eye indeed

Co lloquiz ed with the cowslip o n such

themes
W e find them extant yet in Jacob

’

s prose.
But by the time yo u th slips a stage or two

W hile reading pro se in that to ugh book he
wro te

(Co lla ting and emenda ting the same

And settling o n the sense most to our

mind ) ,
W e shut the clasps and find life

’
s summer

past .
Then, who helps mo re, pray, to repair our

loss

Ano ther Boehme with a to ugher book
And subtlermeanings o fwha t roses say,
Orsomesto u t Mage like h im o f H alberstadt,

Jo hn , who made things Bo ehme wro te

thoughts abo ut ?
H e with a

“ lo o k you
rhymes,

And in there breaks the sudden rose herself.
Over us , und er, round us every side,
N ay, in and o u t the tables and the chairs
And musty v o lumes, Bo ehme

’
s book and

all ,

Buries us with a glo ry, young o ncemore,

P ouringheaven into this shut house of life.

p :
0
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I fo und no tru th in o ne repo rt at least
Tha t if yo u tracked him to his home, d own

lanes

Beyo nd the Jewry, and as clean to pace,
Yo u fo und he a te his supper in a ro om

Blazingwith lights , four Titians on the wa ll ,

And twenty naked girls to change his pla te
P oo rman , he lived ano ther kind o f life

In tha t new stuccoed third ho use by the
bridge,

Fresh- painted , ra ther smart than o therwise
Thewho le street aright o

’
erlo ok himas he sa t ,

Leg cro ssing leg, o ne foo t on the d og
’

s back ,
P laying a decent cribbage with his maid
(Jacynth, you

’
re sure her name was) o

’
er the

cheese

And fruit , three red ha lves o f starved winter
pears,

Or treat o f rad ishes in April . N ine,

Ten ,
struck the church clo ck, straight to bed
went be.

My fa ther, like the man o f sense he was,

W o uld po int him ou t to me a d o zen times ;
“ ’
St he

’
d whisper, the Co rregid or

I had been used to think tha t perso nage
W as one with lacquered breeches, lustrous
belt ,

And feathers like a fo rest in his ha t ,

W ho blew a trummt and proclaimed the news ,
Anno unced the bull - figh ts, ga ve each church

its turn,
And memorized the miracle in vogue

H e had a great observance h'om us boys
W e were in erro r tha t was no t the man.

I
’
d like now, yet had haply been afraid ,

To ha ve just lo oked , when this man came to

die,

And seen who lined the clean gaygarret
- sides

And stoo d abo ut the nea t low truckle- bed ,
W ith the heavenlymanner o f relievingguard .

H ere had been , mark, the genera l - in - chief,
Thro

’
a who le campaign o f the wo rld

’
s life

and dea th,
D o ing the King

’
s wo rk all the dim day long,

In his o ld coa t and up to knees in mud ,
Smoked like a herring, dining o n a crust ,

MEN AN D W OMEN

And , now the daywas won , relieved a t once!

N o further show o r need fo r tha t o ld cost,

Yo u are sure, for o ne thing ! Bless us, all

the while
H ow sprucelywe are dressed o u t , yo u and l !

A second , and the angels alter tha t.
W ell, I co uld neverwrite a verse—c o uld you

?

Let
’
s to the P rad o and make themost o f time.

AR TEM IS P ROLOG IZES .

I AM a goddess o f the ambrosial courts,
And save by H ere, Queen o f P ride, surpassed
Bynonewhose temples whiten this theworld.

Through heaven I ro ll my lucid moo n along:

I shed in hell o ’
er my pa le people peace ;

On earth I , caring fo r the crea turs , guard

Each pregnant yellowwo lfand fox-bitch sleek.
And every fea thered mo ther’s a llow brood.
And a ll that lo ve green haunts and loneliness
Ofmen, the chaste ado reme, hangingcrowm
Of poppies red to blackness, bell and stem.

Upo n my image at Athenai here ;
And this dead Youth , Asclepios bends above.
W as dearest to me. H e, my brukined step
To fo llow through the wild -wo od leafyways .

And chase the pantingstag, o r swiftwith dam
Sto p the swift o unce, o r lay the leopard low.

Neglected homage to ano ther go d :

W hence Aphrod ite, by no mid night smoke
Of tapers lulled , in jeal o usy desp itched
A no isome lust tha t , as the gad bee stings,
P ossessed his stepdame P haidra fo r himself
The so n o fTheseus her grea t absent sponst
H ipp o lu tos exclaiming in h is rage
Against the fury o f the Queen , she judged
Life insuppo rtable ; and , pricked a t heart
An Amaz onian stranger

’
s race should dart

To sco rn her, perished by themurdero uscord
Yet, ere she perished , blu ted in a scro ll

The fame o f him her swerv ing made 00!

swerve.

And Theseus, read , returning, and believed.
And exiled , in the blind ness of his wrath.
The man without a crime who , last as first .

Loyal , divu lged no t to his sire the truth
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N ow Theseus from P oseido n had obtained
Tha t o f his wishes sho uld be granted three,
And o ne he imprecated straight Alive

May ne
’
er H ippo lutos reach o ther lands ! ”

P o seid o n heard , aiai l And scarce the prince
H ad stepped into the fixed bo o ts o f the car

Tha t give the feet a stay against the strength
Of the H enetian ho rses, and around

H is bo dy flung the rein, and urged their
speed

Alo ng the rocks and shingles o f the shore,
W hen from the gapingwave a mo nster flung
H is obscene body in the coursers’ path .

These, mad with terror, as the sea - bull
sp rawled

W a ll owing about their feet, lost care o fhim
Th a t reared them and the master- chario t

po le
Sna pping benea th their plunges like a reed ,
H ip po lutos, whose feet were trammelled fast ,
W as yet dragged fo rward by the circling rein

W h ich eitherhand directed ; no rtheyquenched
The fi enzy o f their flight befo re ea ch trace,
W heel - spoke and splinter o f the woeful car,
Eachbo ulder- sto ne, sharp stuband spinyshell ,
H uge fish

-bone wrecked and wreathed amid

the sands

Ou tba t detested beach ,was brightwith blo od
And mo rsels o f his flesh : then fell the steed s

H ea d foremo st, crashing in their moo ned
fron ts ,

Sh iveringwith sweat, each white eye ho rro r
fixed .

H is peo ple, who had witnessed all afar,

Bo re back the ruins o f H ippo luto s.
Bu t when his sire, too swo ln with pride, t e
jo iccd

Ind omitable as a man fo red o omed )
Tha t vast P oseid on had fulfilled his prayer,
I , in a floo d o fglo ry visible,
Sto od o

’
ermy dyingvo tary and , d eed

By d eed , revealed , as a ll too k place, the

tru th .

Then Theseus lay the woefullest o fmen ,

And wo rthily ; bu t ere the dea th - veils hid

H is fice, the murdered prince full pard o n
brea th ed

To his rash sire. W hereat Athenaiwails.

51 1

So I , who ne
’

er fo rsake my v o taries,
Lest in the cross -way none the ho ney- cake
Sho uld tender, nor po ur o ut the d og’3 ho t life
Lest at my fane the priests d isconso la te
Sho uld dress myimagewith some faded po o r
Few crowns, made favo urs o f, no rdare o bject
Such slackness to my wo rshippers who turn
Elsewhere the trustingheart and loaded ha nd ,
As they had climbed Olumpos to repo rt
OfArtemis and nowhere found her throne
I interp osed and , this eventful night ,
(W hile ro und the funera l pyre the populace
Sto od with fierce light on their black ro bes

which bo und
Each sobbinghead , while yet their hair they

O
’
er the dead body o f theirwithered prince,

And , in his palace, Theseus pro stra ted
On the co ld hearth , his brow co ld as the slab
’
Twas bruised on, groaned away the heavy

As the pyre fell, and d own the cross logs

crashed
Send ing a crowd o fsparkles through the night,
And the gay fire, ela te with mastery,
Towered like a serpent o ’

er the clo tted jars
Ofwine, disso lving o ils a nd frankincense,
And splendid gums like go ld ),—my po tency
Co nveyed the perished man to my retreat
In the thrice- venerable fo rest here.

And this white-beard ed sage wh o squeezes

The berried plant , is P ho ibos’ so n o f fame,
Asclepios , whom my rad iant bro ther taught
The d octrine o feach herb and flower and roo t ,
To know their secret’st virtue and exp ress

The saving so ul o f a ll who so has so o thed
W ith lavers the torn brow and murd ered

cheeks,
Compo sed the hair and bro ugh t its gloss

again,

And ca lled the red blo omto thepa le skin back,
And laid the strips and jagged ends o fflesh

Even o ncemo re, and slacked the sinew
’
s kno t

Of every to rtured limb—tha t now he lies
As ifmere sleep po ssessed him undernea th

These interwo ven o aks and pines. Oh cheer

D ivine presenter o f the healingrod ,
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Thy snake, with ardent throa t and lulling W ith rumo urs o f a marching hitherward
eye, Some say Ves pasian cometh, some, his son.

Twines his lithe Spires aro und I say, much A black lynx snarled and pricked a tufted w ;

cheer Lust o fmy blo o d inflamed his yellow halls
P ro ceed thou with thy wisest pharmacies I cried and threw my stafl

'

and he m gone.

And ye, white crowd o f wo o dland sister Twice havetherobbers stripped and beatenme,
nymphs , And o nce a town declared me fo r a spy

P ly, as the sage d irects , these buds and lea ves But at the end , I reach Jerusalem,

Tha t strew the turfaround thetwain l While I Since this poor co vert where I pass the night,

Await, in fitting silence, the event . This Bethany, lies scarce the distance thence
A man with plague- so res a t the third degree

R uns till he drops down dead . Th ou laughest

AN EPISTLE

CONTAIN ING TH E STRANGE MED ICAL EX

P ER IENCE OF KARSH ISH , TH E ARAB

P H YSICIAN .

KAR SH ISH , thepicker- up o f learning
’
scrumbs,

The no t - incurious in God
’
s handiwo rk

(This man
’
s-flesh he ha th admirably made,

Blown like a bubble, kneaded like a paste,
To coo p up and keep d own o n earth a space
Tha t pufl

'

o f vapo ur from his mouth, man’
s

so ul )
—To Abib, all - sagacious in o ur art ,

Breed er in me o fwha t poo r skil l I boast ,
Like me inquisitive how pricks and cracks
Befall the flesh through to o much stress and

strain,
W hereby the wily vapo ur fain wo uld slip
Back and rejo in its so urce befo re the term,

And aptest in contrivance (under God )
To bame it by deftly stopping such
The vagrant Scho lar to his Sage a t home
Sends greeting (hea lth and knowledge, fame

with peace)
Three samples o f true snakestone—rarerstill ,
One o f the o ther so rt , the melon - shaped , Yet stay : my Syrian blinketh gra tefully.
(Butfitter, po unded fine, forcharms thandrugs) P ro testeth his devo tion is my prin t .

And writeth now the twenty - second time. Suppose I write what harms no t , though 1:

My ioumeyings were bro ught
.

to Jericho 1 half reso lve to tell thee, yet I blush ,
Thus I resume. W ho studious in our art W hat set me o ff a -writing first o f all.
Sha ll count 3 little labo ur unrepaid i’ An itch I had , a. sting to write, a mug!
I have shed sweat enough, left flesh and bone
On many a flia ty firrlongOf this M d ; 1 A thick mucilage useful in pharmacy and
Also , the co untry- side is all on fire

’
So o th, it ela tes me, thus reposed and a ir,

To vo id the stufi ng o fmy travel - scrip
And share with thee wha tever Jewry yields.
A viscid cho ler is observable
In tertians, I was nearly ho ld to say

And falling
- sickness ba th a happier cure

Than o ur schoo l wo ts o f: th ere’s a spiderhen
W eavesno web,watches o n the ledgeoftombs.

Sprinkled with mo ttles on an ash -

grey back:
Take five and dro p them bu t who knows

his mind ,
The Syrian runaga te I trust this to ?
H is service payeth me a sublima te
Blown up his nose to help the ailingeye.

Best wait : I reach Jerusa lem at mo rn,
There set in o rdermy experiences,

Ga therwhatmost deserves, and give theeall
Or I might add , Judea

’
s gum tragacanth

'

Scaleso ff inpurerflakes,shinss clearer-

grained.

Cracks ’
twixt the pestle and the po rphyry,

In fine exceeds our produce. Scalp
-d iscus:

Confo unds me, cro ssing so with leprosy
Tho u hadst admired o neso rt Igained atZest
But zeal o utruns discretion. H ere I end.
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Tha t we to o see no t with his Opened eyes .

W o nder and d o ubt come wrongly into play,
P repo stero usly, at cross purposes.
Sho uld his child sicken unto death,—why,

loo k
Fo r scarce abatement o fhis cheerfulness ,
Or pretermissio n o f the daily craft 1
W hile a wo rd , gesture, glance from that same

At play or in the schoo l o r laid asleep,
W ill start le him to an agony o f fear,
Exaspera tion, just as like. D emand

The reaso n why
’
tis but a wo rd ,

”
o bject

A gesture
—he regards thee as o ur lo rd

W ho lived there in the pyramid alone,

Loo ked at us (dost tho u mind ?) when , being
yo ung,

W e bo th wou ld unad visedly recite
Some charm’

s beginning, from that bo ok o f
his,

Able to bid the sun throb wide and burst
All into stars, as suns grown o ld are wo nt .

Thou and the child have each a veil a like
Thrown o

’
er yo ur heads, from under which

ye bo th
Stretch your blind hands and trifle with a

ma tch
Over a mine o fGreek fire, did ye know l
H e ho lds o n firmly to some thread o f life

(It is the life to lead perfo rced ly)
W hich runs across some vast distracting o rb

Ofglo ry on either side tha t meagre thread ,

W hich, conscio us o f, he must no t enteryet
The spiritua l life around the earthly life :

The law o f tha t is known to him as this,
H is heart and brain mo ve there, his feet stay
here.

So is the man perp lext with impu lses
Sudden to start o ff cro sswise, no t stra igh t o n ,
P ro claimingwha t is right and wro ng across,
And no t al ong, this black thread thro ugh the

blaz e
It sh ou ld be baulked by here it canno t

And o ft theman’
s soul springs into his fi ce

As if he saw again and heard again

H is sage tha t bade him “ Rise
”
and he did

Something, a wo rd , a tick o
’
the blo od within

Admonishes then back he sinks at once
To ashes, who was very fire before,
In sed ulous recurrence to his trade

W hereby he earneth him the daily bread ;
And studio usly the humbler fo r that pride,
P ro fessed ly the faultier that he knows
Go d

’
s secret, while he ho lds the thread of

life.

Indeed the especia l marking o f the man

Is pro ne submission to the heavenly will
Seeing it, what it is , and why it is.
’

Sayeth , he will wait patient to the last
Fo r tha t same death which must restore his
being

To equilibrium, bo dy loo sening soul
D ivo rced even now by premature full growth
H e will live, nay, it pleaseth him to live

So long as Go d p leese, and just how God
please.

H e even seeketh no t to please Go d more
(W hich meaneth , o therwise) than as God

please.

H ence, I perceive no t he effects to preech

The d o ctrine o f his sect whate
’
er it he,

Make proselytes as madmen thirst to do
H ow can he give his neighbour the real

ground ,

H is own co nviction Ard ent as he is

Call his grea t truth a lie, why, still tbe o ld
“ Be it as Go d please

”
rees sureth him.

I pro bed the sore as thy disciple sho uld

H ow, beast,” said I , this sto lid celt ics

ness

Sufficeth thee, when R ome is o n hertu rd !

To M p ou t like a little spark thy town.
Thy tribe, thym zy ta le and thee at once?

"

H e merely lo oked with his large eyes on me.

The man is apathetic, yo u deduce P
Co ntrariwise, he lo ves bo th o ld and young.
Able and weak, affects the very brutes
And birds—how say I ? flowers o f thefield
As a wise wo rkman recognizes to o ls

In a master’s wo rksho p, lo ving what they
make.

Thus is theman as hannles s as a lamb

Only impatient , let him do his best ,
At igno rance and carelm ess a l l sin
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An ind ignatio n which is promptly curbed And yet was wha t I said no r choose
As when in certain travel I have feigned repea t,
To be an igno ramus in o ur art And must have so avouched himself, in fact ,
Accord ing to some preco nceived design, In hearing o f this very Laza rus
And happed to hear the land

’
s practitio ners W ho saith—bu t why all this o fwha t he saith

Steeped in co nceit sublimed by igno rance, W hy write o f trivial ma tters, things o f price
P ra ttle fan tastically o n disease, Ca llingat every moment fo r remark ?
Its causeand cure—and Imust ho ld mypeace ! I no ticed o n the margin o f a po o l

Blue- flowering borage, the Alepp o so rt ,

Tho u wilt object—W hy have I no t ere this Abo undeth, very nitro us. It is strange

So ught out the sage himself, the N azarene
W h o wro ught this cure, inquiring at the Thy pardon fo r this long and ted ious case,

so urce, Which, now tha t I review it, need smust seem
Co nferringwith the frankness that befits Undu ly dwelt on, pro lixly set forth l
Alas I it grieveth me, the learned leech N or I myself discern in wha t is writ
P erished in a tumult many years ago , Go od cause fo r the pecu liar interest
Accused ,—o ur learning

’
s fa te, —o fwizardry, And awe indeed this man has to uched me

R ebellio n, to the settingup a rule with .

An d creed prodigious as described to me. P erhaps the joumey
’
s end , the weariness

H is dea th , which happened when the earth H ad wro ught upo n me first . I met him thus
quake fell I crossed a ridge o f sho rt sharp broken hills

( P refigunng, as so on appeared , the loss Like an o ld lio n
’
s cheek teeth. Out there

To o ccu lt learning in our lord the sage

W h o lived there in the pyramid a lone)
W as wro ught by the mad peo ple—tha t

’
s their

wont 1

On v ain recourse, as I co njecture it ,
T o h is tried virtue, fo rmiraculous help
H o w could he stop the earthquake ? Tha t’s

their way I
T h e o ther irnputations must he lies

Bu t take o ne, though I loa the to give it

thee,
In mere respect fo r any go od man

’
s fame.

(And after all, our pa tient Lazarus
Is stark mad ; sho uld we co unt o n what he

says
P erhaps no t though in writing to a leech
’
T is well to keep back no thing o f a ease. )

T h is man so cured regards the curer, then ,

A s—God fo rgive me 1 who but Go d himself,
Crea to r and sustainer o f the wo rld ,

T h a t came and dwelt in flesh on it awhile

-

’
S ayeth tha t such an one was bo rn and

T au ght , hea led the sick, broke bread at his

o wn house,
T h en died , with Lazarus by, fo raught I know,

came

A mo o n made like a face with certain spo ts
Multiform, manifo ld and menacing :

Then a wind ro se behind me. So we met

In this o ld sleepy town a t unaware,

The man and I . I send thee wha t is writ .
R egard it as a chance, a ma tter risked
To this ambiguo us Syrian—he may lose,
Or stea l, or give it thee with equal good .

Jerusalem’
s repo se shall make amends

Fo r time this letter wastes, thy time and

mine ;
Till when, o ncemo re thypard on and farewell

The very Go d I think, Abib d o st tho u
think

So , the All -Grea t , were the All -Lo vingto o

So , through the thunder comes a human vo ice

Saying, 0 heart I made, a heart beats here !
Face, my hands fashio ned , see it in myself
Tho u hast no power normayst conceive o f

mine,
But lo ve I gave thee, with myself to lo ve,
And tho u must lo ve me who have died fo r
thee

The madman saith H e said so : it is strange.



JOH ANNES AGR ICOLA IN

MED ITATION .

TH ER E
’
S heaven abo ve, and night by night

I lo ok right through its go rgeo us roo f
N o suns and mo o ns tho ugh e’er so bright
Avail to stop me ; splend our- proo f
I keep the broods o f stars al oo f

For I intend to get to God ,
Fo r

’
tis to God I speed so fas t ,

Fo r in Go d
’
s breast, my own abo de,

Those shoa ls o f dazz lingglo ry, passed ,
I laymy spirit d own at last .

I lie where I have always lain ,

Go d smiles as he has a lways smiled
Ere suns and mo ons co uld wax and wane,
Ere stars were thundergirt, o r piled
The heavens, God tho ught on me his

Ordained a life forme, arrayed
Its circumstances every o ne

To the minutest ay, God said

This head this hand should rest upon
Thus , ere he fashioned star o r sun .

And having thus crea ted me,
Thus roo ted me, he bad eme grow,

Guiltless fo r ever, like a tree
That buds and blooms, nor seeks
know

The law by which it prospers so
But sure that thought and wo rd and deed

All go to swell his lo ve fo rme,
Me, made because that lo ve had need

Of something irreversibly
P ledged so lely its content to be.

Yes, yes, a tree which must ascend ,
N o po iso n -

gourd fo red o omed to sto o p
I have God ’

s warrant, co uld I blend
All hideous sins, as in a cup ,

To drink the mingled venoms up
Secure my nature will convert

The draught to blossoming gladness fast
W hile sweet dews turn to the go urd

’
s hurt ,

And bloa t , and while they bloa t it , blast ,
As from the first its lo t was cast .

Fo r as I lie, smiled o n , full - fed

By unexhausted power to bless,

MEN AND WOMEN

I gaze below o n hell’s fierce bed ,

And those its waves of flame Oppress,
Swarming in ghastly wretchedness ;

W hose life o n earth aspired to be
One al tar- smoke, so pure —to win

If no t lo ve like Go d ’
s lo ve fo rme,

At least to keep his anger in
And all their striving turned to sin.

P riest , d o cto r, hermit , mo nk grown white
W ith prayer, the broken - hearted nun,

The martyr, the wan aco lyte,
The incense- swinging child ,—und one

Befo re God fashio ned star o r sun

Go d , whom I praise how cou ld I praise.
If such as I might understand ,

Make o u t and recko n o n his ways,
And bargain fo r his lo ve, and stand ,
P aying a price, at his right hand ?

P ICTO R IGNOTUS.

FLOR ENCE, r5

I COULD have painted pictures like that

Ye praise so . H ow my soul springs up .

W hether H ope ro se at o nce in all the Nod !

A - tiptoe for the blessing o fembrace,

Stayed me—a h , thought which saddenswhile
it so o thes

—Never d id fa te fo rbid me, star by star.
To o utburst o n your night with all mygift
Of fires from Go d : no r wo uld my flesh

have shrunk
From secondingmy so ul, with eyes uplift
And wide to heaven, or, straight like

thunder, sunk
To the centre, o f an instan t ; o r aro und

Turned ca lmly and inquisitive, to scan
The licence and the limit , space and bound.

Allowed to tru th mad e visible in man.

And , like that yo uth ye praise so , al l I an
“

.

Over the canvas cou ld my hand haveflung.

Each face obedient to its passion’
s law,

Each passio n clear pro claimed without 3
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W here Sportive ladies leave their d o o rs ajar
The Carmine

’
s my cloister hunt it up ,

D O,—harry o u t, ifyo u must show yourmea l,
W hatever rat , there, haps o n his wrong ho le,
And nip each so ftling o f a wee white mouse,
W ake,wake, tha t’s crept to keep him company !
Ah a , yo u know yo ur betters Then, yo u’

ll

Yo ur hand away tha t’s fidd ling o n my thro a t,
And please to know me likewise. W ho am I ?
W hy, o ne, sir, who is lodgingwith a friend
Three streets oE—he’s a certain how

d
’

ye call ?

Master—a. Cosimo o f the Medici,

I’ the ho use tha t caps the corner. Bob ! you

were best
R ememberand tell me, the dayyo u

’
re hanged ,

H ow yo u affected such a gullet
’
s-

gripe
But you , sir, it concerns yo u that yo urknaves
P ick up a manner no r discred it yo u

l o oks, are we pilchards, that they sweep the
streets

And co unt fairprizewha t comes into theirnet?
H e

’
s Judas to a tittle, tha t man is

Just such a face W hy, sir, yo umakeamends.

Lo rd , I
’m no t angry Bid yo urhangd ogsgo

D rink out this quarter- flo rin to the hea lth
Of the munificent H o use that harbours me
(And many mo re beside, lads ! mo re beside !)
And all

’
s come square again. I

’
d like his

H is, elbowing o n his comrade in the d o o r

W ith the pike and lan tern,—fo r the slave that
ho lds

Jo hn Baptist’s head a - dangle by the hair
W ith o ne hand Lo ok yo u , now,

”
as who

sho uld say)
And his weapo n in the o ther, yet unwiped
It

’
s no t yo ur chance to have a bit o f chalk,

A wo od - coal o r the like ? o r yo u sho uld see

Yes, I
’m the painter, since yo u styleme so .

W ha t, bro ther Lippo
’
s d o ings, up and d own,

You know them and they take yo u ? like

I saw th e pro per twinkle in yo ur eye
’
Tell you , I liked yo ur loo ks a t very first.
Let

’
s sit and set things straigh t now, hip to

MEN AN D WOMEN

Take away love, and our ea rtfi in : W !

[ let L isa gt) , and w/za t gwd in life since?

they went.
Scarce had they turned the cornerwhen atittet
Like the skipping o f rabbits bymo onlight,“

And a face that lo oked up . . moks, sit,

flesh and blo od ,
Tha t

’
s a ll I

’mmade o f Into shreds it went,
Curtain and co unterpane and co verlet ,

All the bed -furniture—a d o zen kno ts,
There was a ladder D own I let myself,
H ands and feet , scramblingsomehow, and

dro pped ,
And after them. I came up with the fun
H ard by Saint Laurence, hail fellow, well

met,

{f I
’
ve been man y, wfiat matter rub t u m?

And so as I was stealingback again
To get to bed and have a bit o f sleep
Ere I rise up to -mo rrow and go wo rk
On Jerome knocking at his po or o ld breast
W ith his great ro und stone to subdue the

H ere
’
s springcome, and the nigh ts onemakes
up bands

To roam the town and sing ou t carnival,

And I
’
vebeen threeweeks shutwithinmynew,

A- paintingfo rthegrea t man , saints and saints

And saints again . I co u ld no t paint all night
Ouf I leaned out o fwind ow fo r fresh air.

There came a hurry o f feet and little feet.
A sweep o flute- strings, laughs, and whiftsof

so ng,

Yo u snap me o f the sudden. Ah , I see !
Though yo ur eye twinklas still, yo u shakt

yo ur head
Mine’s shaved—a monk , you say

—the sting
’
S

in tha t
IfMaster Co simo anno unced himself,
Mum’

s the wo rd naturally ; but a monk 3
Come, what am I a be st for? tell us. nov !

I was a baby when mymo ther died
And fi ther died and left me in the strcet.
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I starved there, Go d knows how, a year o r

two

On lig
- skins,melon- parings, rinds and shucks,

R efuse and rubbish . One fine fro sty day,
My stomach being empty as yo ur ha t ,
The wind d o ubled me up and d own I went .
Old Aunt Lapaccia trussed mewith one hand ,
(Its fellow was a stinger as I knew)
And so along the wall, o ver the bridge,
By the straight cu t to the convent . Six

wo rds there,

W hile I sto od munching my first bread tha t
mo nth

So , boy, yo u
’
re minded , quo th the good

fa t fa ther
W ipinghisownmo uth,

’
twas refection - time,

T o quit this very miserable wo rld
W ill you renounce the mo uthfu l

o f bread ?” thought I
By no means Brief, theymad e a mo nk o f

me ;
I did reno unce theworld , its prideand greed ,
P a lace, fi rm, villa , shop and banking- ho use,
Trash , such as these po or devils ofMed ici

H ave given their hearts to
—all at eight years

o ld .

W ell , sir, I found in time, you may be sure,
’
Twas no t fo r no thing

—the good bellyful,
The warm serge and the rOpe tha t goes all

ro und ,

Let
’
s see what the urchin

’
s fit for

came next.

N o t o vermuch their way, I must confess.

Such a to - d o ! They tried me with their

Lord , they
’d have ta ught me La tin in pure

waste

A ll Me La tin 1 cm tme is, amo 1 low I

But , mind you , when a boy starves in the

streets

Eight years together, as my fo rtune was,
W atching fo lk

’
s faces to know who will fling

Thebit o fha lf-stripped grape-bunchhedesires,
Andwho will curse orkick him for his pains,
W hich gentleman proces sional and fine,
H o lding a cand le to the Sacrament,
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turn him out ,

W ill wink and let him lift a pla te and catch
The

'

dmppings o f the wax to sell again,

Or ho lla fo r the Eight and have him

whipped ,
H ow say I —nay, which d og bites, which

lets dro p
H is bone from theheap of o ffa l in the street,
W hy, so ul and sense o f him grow sharp a like,
H e learns the lo o k o f things, and none the less
Fo r admo nition from the hunger- pinch.

I had a sto re o f such remarks , be sure,
W hich , after I fo und leisure, turned to use.

I drew men’
s faces on my co py- bo oks,

Scrawled them within the antiphonary’s 1
marge,

Jo ined legs and arms to the longmusic -no tes,

Fo und eyes and no se and chin fo rA’
s and B

’
s,

And made a string o f pictures o f the wo rld
Betwixt the ins and o u ts o f verb and noun,

On th e wa ll, the bench, the d o or. The

mo nks lo oked black .

Nay,
” quo th the P rio r,

d
’

ye say?

In no wise. Lose a crow and ca tch a lark .

W ha t if at last we get o urman o f parts,
W e Carmelites, like those Cama ld o lese
And P reaching Friars, to d o our church up
fine

And put the fro nt o n it tha t o ught to be
And hereupon he bademe daub away .

Thank you my head being crammed , the

walls a blank ,
Neverwas such prompt disemburdening.

First , every so rt o fmo nk, the black and white,
I drew them, fa t and lean then, fo lk at

church,
From go od o ld go ssips waiting to confess

Their cribs o f barrel droppings, candle

ends,

TO the breathless fellow at the altar- fo o t ,

Fresh from his murder, safe and sitting there

W ith the little children ro und him in a row

Of admira tio n, ha lf fo r his beard and half

For that white anger o f his victim
’
s so n

Shaking a fist at him with o ne fierce arm,

Signing himself with the o ther because o f

Christ
1 The R oman Ch oir-bo o k.
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(W h o se sad fa ce on the cross sees o nly this Tha t sets us praising, —why no t st0p with
After the passio n o f a thousand years) him ?

Till some po or girl, her apro n o
’
er her head , W hy put all tho ughts o f pra ise o ut o four

(W hich the intense eyes lo oked thro ugh)
came a t eve W ith wonder at lines, co lours, and what

On tiptoe, said a wo rd , dropped in a loaf, no t ?

H er pair o f earrings and a bunch o f flowers P aint the SOUL never mind the legs and

(The brute to ok growling) , prayed , and so

was go ne. R ub all o ut, try a t it a second time.

I painted a ll, then cried Tis ask and Oh , that white sma llish female W ith the
have ;

Choo se, fo r more
’
s ready ! — laid the She’s just my niece H erodias, l

ladder fla t, wo uld say,

And showed my co vered bit o f clo ister-wall. W ho went and danced and go tmen
’
s heads

The mo nks closed in a circle and praised loud cut ofl
'

Till checked , taught wha t to see and no t to H ave it all o ut !
”

N ow, is this m ea l

Beingsimple bo dies , Tha t’s the veryman
Lo ok a t the boywho sto o ps to pa t the d og!
Tha t woman’

s like the P rior
’
s niece wh o

comes
To care abo ut his asthma : it

’
s the life

But there my triumph
’

s straw - fire flared and

funked
Their betters took their turn to see and say
The P rior and the learned pulled a face

And sto pped al l tha t in no time. H ow ?

wha t’s here ?
Quite from the mark o f painting, bless us

a ll

Faces, arms, legs and bod ies like the true
Asmuch as pea and pea it

’
s devil

’
s-

game
Yo urbusiness is no t to ca tchmenwith show,

W ith homage to the perishable clay,
But lift them o ver it , igno re it all ,
Make them forget there

’
s such a thing as

Yourbusiness is to paint the so uls o fmen
Man

’
s so ul, and it

’
s a fire, smoke

It
’
s vapo ur d o ne up like a new- bo rn babe

(Ia tha t sha pe when yo u d ie it leaves yo ur

It
’
s well, wha t ma tters ta lking, it

’
s

the so u l

Give us no mo re o fbody than shows so ul 1

H ere
’
s Gio tto , with his Saint a praising

And so the thinghas gone o n ever since.

A fine way to paint so ul, by paintingbody
So ill , the eye can

’
t sto p there, must go

further
And can

’
t fare worse Thus, yellow dos

fo rwhite

W hen wha t yo u put fo ryellow
’
s simplyblack.

And any so rt o fmeaninglo o ks intense
W hen all beside itself means and looks

nought .
W hy can

’
t a painter lift each fo o t in turn,

Left fo o t and right fo o t , go a d o uble step,
Make his flesh liker and his soul more like.
Bo th in their o rder Take the prettiest fl at ,
The P rio r

’
5 niece patro n saint—is it

so pretty
You can

’
t discover ifit means ho pe, fear.

So rrow o r joy? won
’
t beauty go with these

?

Suppose I
’
vemade hereyes all right and blue.

Can
’
t I take breath and try to add life

’

s flash.

And then ad d soul and heighten them three

fo ld ?

Or say there
’
s beauty with no so ul at all

(I never saw it—put the case the same—l
Ifyou get simple beauty and no ugh t else,

Yo u get abo ut the best thingGo d invents
That

’
s somewhat : and you

’
ll find the 8001

you havemissed ,
W ithin yo urself, whenyou return him thanks

R ub all o ut W ell , well , there
’
s my lift .
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Bu t why no t d o as well as a y,
—paint th ese W h o turn the D eaco n ofl

'

his toasted side,

Just as they are, careless wha t comes o f it ? Bu t
’
s scra tched and pro dded to o ur heart

’

Go d
’
swo rks—paint anyo ne, and co unt it crime

To let a tru th slip. D o n
’
t object , H is works The pious people have so eased their on

Are here already nature is complete W ith coming to say prayers there in a rage
Suppo se you repro d uce her which yo u W e get on fas t to see the bricks beneath.

can
’
t) Expect ano ther job th is time next year,

There’s no advantage yo u must bea t her, Fo r pity and religion grow i
’
the crowd

then .

” Yo ur painting serves its purpose Hang
Fo r, do n

’
t you mark we

’
re made so tha t we

First when we see them painted , things
Spoke in a hut? by a po ormo nk , Go t wot,

P erhaps a hundred times nor ca red to see Tasting the air this spicy night which turns
And so they are better, painted—better to us, The unaccustomed head like Chian tiwine !
W hich is the same thing. Art was given fo r Oh , the church knows do n

’
t mis eport me.

tha t
God uses us to help each o ther so ,
Lending ourminds o ut . H ave yo u no ticed ,

now,

Yo ur cu llio n’
s hanging face ? A bit o f cha lk,

And trust me but yo u sho uld , though ! H ow

much mo re,
If I drew higher things with the same truth !
That were to take the P rio r’s pulpit -place,
Interpret Go d to all o fyo u Oh , oh ,

It makes me mad to see wha t men sha ll d o
And we in ourgraves This wo rld

’
s no blo t

Nor blank ; it means intensely, and means

To find its meaning is mymea t and drink.

Ay, but yo u d o n
’
t so instigate to prayer !

”

Strikes rn the P rio r when yo urmeaning
’
s

It d oes no t say to fo lk—remember matins, The co nvent
’
s friends and gives them a long

Or, mind you fi st next Friday 1” W hy,
And Job, I must have him there past mistake.

W ha t need o fart at all ? A skull and bones , The man o f Us (and Us witho ut the z,

Two bits o f stick nailed crosswise, o r, wha t
’
s P ainters who need his patience). Well, all

A hell to chime th e ho urwith , does as well . Secured at their devo tion , up shall come

I painted a Saint Laurence sixmo nths since Out o f a co rnerwhen you least expect .

At P rato , splashed the fres co in fine style . As one by a dark stair into a great light.

H ow loo ks my pain ting, now the scafl
'

o ld
’
s Music and talking, who hurt Lipp o ! I !

d own P Maxed , mo tio nless and mo onstruck—I’m the
I ask a bro ther H ugely,

”
he retums

Alread y no t one phiz o f your three slaves Back I shrink—what is this I see and hen ?

It
’
s na tura l a po ormo nk out o f bounds

Sho uld have his apt word to excuse himself

And hearken how I plo t to make amends.

I have bethought me : I shall paint a piece
There’s fo r yo u Give me sixmonth .

then go , see
Something in Sant

’
Ambrogio

’
s ! Bless the

They want a cast o
’my ofi ce. I shall paint

Go d in the midst , Mad onna and her babe,

R inged by a bowery flowery angel - h o od,
Lilies and vestments and white fies , sweet

As puff o n puff o fgra ted o rris- ro o t

W hen ladies crowd to Church at midsummer.
And then i’the front, ofco urse a saint or two
Saint John , because he saves the Florentines.
Saint Ambrose, who pu ts down in black and
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I , caugh tup withmymo nk
’
s- thingsbymistake,

My o ld serge gown and ro pe that goes all

I , in this pres ence, this pure company !
W h ere

’
s a ho le, where’s a corner fo r esca pe ?

Then steps a sweet angelic slip of a thing
Fo rward , putsou t a so fi palm N o t so fast l

”

Address es the celestia l pres ence, nay
H e made yo u and devised yo u , after all,
Tho ugh he

’
s no ne o f yo u Could Saint

John there draw
H is camel -hairmake up a painting

- brush ?
W e come to bro ther Lippo for all tha t,
IsleM erit 0pm ! So , all smile

I sh uffle sideways with my blushing fi ce
Und er the cover o f a hundred wings
Thrown likea spread o fkirtleswhen you’

regay
And play ho t cockles , all the d o o rs beingshut,
Till, who lly unexpected , in there pops
The ho thea fi husband Thus I scuttle o ff
To some safe bench behind , no t lettinggo
The pa lm of her, the little lily thing
Tha t Sp oke thegood word fo rme in the nick,
Like the P rior

’
s niece Saint Lucy, I

And so all
’
s saved forme, and fo r the church

A pretty picture gained . Go , six months
hence

Yo ur hand , sir, and good -bye no lights, no

lights
The street

’
s hushed , and I know my own

way back ,
D on

’
t fearme ! There

’
s the grey beginning.

l o oks !

AND R EA DEL SA‘RTO.

(CALLED m a FauLrLass P AINTER .

[Famous painter, died 153 1 , aged

BUT do no t let us quarrel anymo re,
N o , my Lucrezia ; bearwith me for once
Sit down and all shall happen as yo u wish .

You turn your face, but d oes it bring your
heart

I
’
ll work then fo r your friend ’s fiiend , never
fear.
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Treat his own subject after his own way,

Fix his own time, accept to o his own price,
And shut the money into this sma ll band
W hen next it takesmine. W ill it ? tenderly?
Oh , I

’
ll content him,

—bu t to -morrow, Love !

I o ften am much wearier than you think ,
This eveningmore than usual , and it seems
As if—fo rgive now—should yo u let me sit

H ere by the wind ow with your hand in mine
And lo ok a ha lf-ho ur forth on Fieso le,
Bo th o f one mind , as married peo ple use,
Quietly, quietly the evening thro ugh,
I migh t get up to -morrow to my work

Cheerful and flesh as ever. Let us try.

To -morrow, how you sha ll be glad fo r this

Yo ur so ft hand is a woman o f itself,
And mine the man’

s bared breast ahe curls

D on
’
t count the time lost , neither ; you must
serve

Fo r each o f the five pictures we require
It mves a model. So ! keep lo okingao
My serpentiningbeauty, ro unds on rounds !
—H owcould you everprick those perfect ears,
Even to pu t the pearl there ! oh , so sweet

My fi ce, mymo o n, my everybody
’
s moon,

W hich everybo dy lo oks on and cal ls his,
And , I supp ose, is looked on by in turn,
W hile she lo oks—no one

’
s : very dear, no

less .

Yo u smile why, there
’
s my picture ready

made,
There’s what we painters cal l our harmony !
A common greyness silvers everything,
Al l in a twilight, yo u and I alike
—You , at the point of yo ur first pride in me
(Tha t

’
s go ne you know),—but I, at every
P oint ;

My youth , my hOpe, my art , being all toned

d own

To yonder sober pleasant Fies o le.

There's the bell clinkingfrom the chapel - to p ;
Tha t length o f co nvent -wa ll across the way
H o lds the trees safer, hudd led mo re inside ;
The last mo nk leaves the garden days

decrease,
And autumn grows, autumn in everything.

Eh ? the who le seems to fi ll into a shape
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As if I saw al ike my work and self

And all that l was bo rn to be and do ,
A twilight piece. Lo ve, we are in Go d

’
s

H ow strange now, looks the life hemakes us

80 free we seem, so fettered fi st we are !

I feel he laid the fetter : let it lie
This chamber fo rexample—turn yo ur head
All tha t

’
s behind us You do n

’
t understand

N o r care to understand about my art ,
Bu t yo u can hear a t least when peo ple speak
And tha t cartoon , the second from the d oo r
—It is the thing, Lo ve so such things sho uld

Beho ld Mad onna —I am ho ld to say.

I can d o with my pencil what I know,

W ha t I see, wha t at bo ttom ofmy heart

I wish for, if I everwish so d eep
D o easily, too—when I say, perfectly,
I d o no t boast , perhaps : yourself are judge,
Who listened to the Legate

’
s talk last week ,

And just as much they used to sayin France.

At any rate
’
tis easy, all of it !

No sketches first , no studies, tha t’s longpast
I d o what many dream o f, all their lives,
—D ream strive to do , and agonize to do ,
And fail in doing. I could co unt twenty such
On twice yourfingers, and no t leave this town ,

W ho strive—yo u d on’
t know how the o thers

To paint a little thing like tha t you smeared
Carelessly passingwith your robes afloa t ,
Yet d o much less, so much less, Someo ne

(I know his name, no ma tter) - so much les s
W ell, less is more, Lucrezia : I am judged .

There burns a truer light o fGod in them,

In their vexed bea tingstufi
'

ed and sto pped - up

H eart , o r whate
’
er else, than goes on to

This low- pulsed forthright craftsman
’
s hand

Their wo rks dro p groundward , but them
selves , I know,

R each many a time a heaven tha t
’
s shut to

MEN AN D W OMEN

Enter and take their place there sure enough,

Tho ugh they come back and canno t tell the

world .

Myworks are nearer heaven, but I sit here.

The sudden blo od o f thesemen at a word

P raise them, it boils, or blame them, it boils

I, painting frommyself and to myself,
Know what I d o , am unmo ved by men

’
s

Or their praise either. Somebody remarks
Mo rello

’
s o utline there is wro ngly traced ,

H is huemistaken what o f that ? or else,
R ightly tra ced and well o rdered ; what of

W emight have risen to R afael, I and you !

Nay, Love, yo u did give all I asked , I think
Mo re than I merit, yes , by many times
But had you—o h , with the same perfect brow.

And perfect eyes, and more than perfect

mouth ,

Ah , but aman
’
s reach should exceed hisgrasp,

Orwha t
’
s a heaven for All is silver-

grey

P lacid and per
’fect with my art : the worse !

I know bo th what l want and what might

gm“ :

And yet how profitles s to know, to sigh

H ad I been two , ano ther and myself,
Our head would have o

’
erlooked the

wo rld N o doubt .
Yo nder’s a wo rk now, o f that famo us youth
The Urbinate who died five years ago .
(
’
Tis copied , George Vasari sent it me. )
W ell , I can fancy how he d id it all,
P o uringhis so ul , with kings and p o pes tc sec.

R eaching, tha t heavenmight so replenish him.

Abo ve and through his art—for it gives way;
That arm is wrongly put—and

,
there again

A fault to pard on in the drawing
'
s lins ,

H emeans right
—that, a child mayunderstand.

Still , wha t an arm ! and I could alter it

But al l the play, the insigh t and the stretch
Out o fme, o ut o fme ! And wherefore out ?
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Ay, but the so ul he
’
s R ah el rub it o u t

Still , a ll I care for, if he spoke the tru th,
W ha t he ? why, who bu t Michel Agno lo ?
D o yo u fo rget a lread y wo rds like tho se ?)
If rea lly there was such a chance, so lo st ,
Is, whether you’

re—no t gra teful
—but mo re

pleased .

W ell, letme think so . And yo u smile indeed

This hour has been an hour Ano ther smile?
Ifyou wo uld sit thus by me every night
I shou ld wo rk better, d o yo u comprehend ?
I mean tha t I should earn mo re, give yo u

mo re.

See, it is settled dusk now ; there’s a star ;

Morello
’
s
1
gone, the watch

- lights show the

wa ll ,
The cue- owls Speak the namewe call themby.
Come from the wind ow, lo ve,—come in , at

last ,

Inside the melancho ly little house
W e built to be so gay with . God is just .
King Francis may fo rgive me : o ft at nights

W hen I lo ok up from painting, eyes tired o u t ,

Thewalls become il lumined , brick from brick
D istinct, instead o f mo rtar, fierce bright

go ld ,

Tha t go ld o f his I did cement them with
Let us bu t lo ve each o ther. Must yo u go ?

Tha t Co usin here again ? he waits o utside ?
Must see yo u

—
yo u, and no t with me ? Tho se

loans

More gaming debts to pay? you smiled for

tha t ?
W ell, let smiles buyme have yo u more to

spend
W hile hand and eye and somethingo f a heart
Are left me, wo rk’s my ware, and what’s it

wo rth
I
’
ll pay my fancy. Only let me sit
The grey remainder o f the evening out ,

Id le, yo u call it , and muse perfectly
H ow I co uld paint , were I but back in France,
One picture, just o ne mo re—the Virgin

’
s

face,

N o t yo urs this time I want yo u a t my side
To hear them— tha t is, Michel Agno lo

1 One o f the Apennines.
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Judge al l I d o and tell yo u o f its worth .

W ill you ? To -mo rrow, satisfy your friend .

I take the subjects fo r his co rrid or,
Finish the portrait out o f hand—th ere,

there,

And throw him in ano ther thing o r two

Ifhe demurs thewho le sho uld pro ve en o ugh
To pay fo r this same Cousin

’
s freak . Beside,

W hat’s better and wha t’s al l I care abo u t ,
Get you th e thirteen scud i fo r the rufl

’

I

Lo ve, d oes that please yo u ? Ah , bu t what

d oes he,

The Cousin what d oes he to please yo u

more

I am grown peacefu l as o ld age to -nigh t.

I regret little, I wo uld change still la .

Since there my past life lies , why al ter it

The very wrong to Francis —it is true
I too k his co in , was tempted and comp lied ,
And big.

“ this house and sinned , and a ll is

sai

My fiither and mymo ther died o fwant .

W ell, had I riches o fmy own ? you see

H ow one gets rich Let each o ne hear his

lo t .

They were bo rn poo r, lived poor, and p o rn

And I have labo ured somewhat in my time

And no t been paid pro fusely. Some go o d
8011

Yo u loved me quite eno ugh , it seems to -n
'

gh t .

This must sudiceme here. W hat would o ne

have

In heaven , perhaps, new chances, one mo re
chance

Fourgrea t walls in the New Jerus lem,

Meted on each side by the angel
’

s reed ,
Fo r Leonard , R amel , Agno lo and me
To co ver—the three first witho ut a writ ,

W hile I havemine ! So—still they overeo sne
Because there’s still Lucret ia , - es I cho o se .

Again the Cousin
’
s whistle Go , my Lo ve .
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TH E BISH OP OR D ER S H IS TOMB
AT SAINT P RAXED

’

S CH URCH .

R OME, 1 5

VAN ITY, saith the preacher, vanity
D raw round my bed : is Anselm keeping

back
N ephews—sons mine ah Go d , I know

no t ! W ell

Sh e, menwou ld have to be yourmo ther o nce,
Old Gand o lf envied me, so fair she was

W ha t
’
s d o ne is d o ne, and she is dead besid e,

D ead long ago , and I am Bisho p since,
And as she died so must we die o urselves ,

And th ence ye may perceive the wo rld
’
s a

d ream.

Life, how and wha t is it ? As here I lie
In this sta te- chamber, dyingby degrees ,
H o urs and longho urs in the dead night , I ask
D o I live, am I dead ?” P eace, peace

seems all .

Sain t P raxed
’
s everwas the church for peace ;

And so , abo ut this tomb o fmine. I fought
lVith to o th and nail to save my niche, ye

know

—O ld Gand o lf co zened me, despite my care ;
Shrewd was that sna tch from o u t the co rner

So uth
H e graced his car

-

t io n with, Go d curse the

same

Yet still my niche is no t so crarnped but

thence
One sees the pu lpit o ’

the epistle- side,

And somewha t o f the cho ir, tho se silent sea ts,
An d up into the aery d ome where live
Th e angels , and a sunbeam’

s sure to lurk
And I sha ll fill my slab o f basalt there,
And

’
nea th my tabernacle take my res t ,

W ith tho se nine co lumns ro und me, two and

two ,

The od d one at myfeet whereAnselm stands

P each - blo ssommarble all , the rare, the ripe
As fresh - poured red wine o fa mighty pulse.

- Old Gand o lfwith his paltry onio n- stone,

P ut me where I may look at him True

peach ,

R osy and flawles s : how I earned the prize

D raw clo se : that conflagratio n o fmy church
—W hat then So much was saved if aught

weremissed

My so ns , yewo uld no t be my death ? Go d ig
The white-

grape vineyard where the o il press
stood ,

D ro p water gently till the surface sink,
And if ye find . Ah Go d , I know no t,

I
Bedded in store o f ro tten fig- leaves so ft ,
And co rded up in a tight o live- frail,
Some lump, ah Go d , o f Iapz

’

: lazu li,
Big as a Jew

’
s head cut 05 at the nape,

Blue as a vein o
’

er the Mad onna’
s breast

Sons, all have I bequea thed you , villas, all,
Tha t brave Frasca ti villa with its ba th ,
So , let the blue lump po ise between myknees ,
Like God the Father’s glo be o n bo th his
hands

Ye wo rship in the Jesu Church so gay,
Fo r Gand o lf sha ll no t choose but see and

burst
Swifi as a weaver’s shuttle fleet o ur years
Man goeth to the grave, and where is he ?

D id I say basalt formy slab, sons Black
’
Twas everantique-black Imeant H owelse

Sha ll ye co ntrast my frieze to come benea th ?
The has - relief in bro nze ye promised me,
Those P ans and Nymphs ye wo t o f, and

perchance
Some tripod , thyrsus, with a vase or so ,

The Saviour a t his sermon o n the mo unt,
Sain t P raxed in a glory, and one P an

R eady to twitch theNymph
’
s last garment off,

And Moses with the tables but I know
Ye mark me no t W ha t d o they whisper

thee,
Child o fmy bowels, Anselm Ah , ye ho pe
To revel down my villas while I gasp
Bricked o

’
er with beggar

’
s mo u ldy tra vertine

W hich Gand o lffromhis tomb- tep chuckles at

Nay, bo ys, ye lo ve me—a ll o f jasper, then !
’
Tis jasper ye stand pledged to , lest I grieve.

My bath must need s be left behind , alas
One blo ck , pure green as a pistachio -nut ,

There’splentyjaspersomewherein theworld
And have I no t Saint P raxed ’

s ear to pray
H o rses for ye, and brown Greek manuscripts,
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limbs
—Tha t’s ifye carvemy epitaph aright,
Choice Latin, picked phrase, Tully’s every

word ,

No gaudy were like Gand o lf
’
a second line

Tully, mymasters Ulpian serves his need

And then how I sha ll lie thro ugh centuries ,

And hear the blessed muttero f the mass,
And see Go d made and ea ten all day long,

And feel the steady cand le- flame, and taste

Go od stro ng thick stupefyingincense- smoke

Fo r as I lie here, hours of the dead night ,

D ying in sta te and by such slow degrees,
I fo ld my arms as if they clasped a cro ok,
And stretch my feet forth straight as stone

And let the bed clo thes , fo ra 11101110103 1, dro p BISH OP BLOUGRAM'S AP OLOGY
Into great laps and fo lds o f sculptor

’
s-wo rk

And as yo u tapers dwind le, and strange

Grow, with a certain humming in my ears,

Abo ut the life before I lived this life,
And this life too , popes, cardinals and priests,
Saint P raxed at his sermon on the mo unt ,
Your ta ll pa le mo therwith her talking eyes ,

And new- fo und aga te urns as fresh as day,
And rmrble

’
s language, In tin pure, discreet ,

—Aha , ELUCESCEBAT quo th o ur friend

N o Tully, said I , Ulpian at the best
Evil and brief ha th been my pilgrimage.

Al l Iap ir, all , sons ! Else I give the P o pe
My villas ! W ill ye ever eat my heart ?
Ever your eyes were as a lizard

’
s quick ,

They glitter like yo urmo ther
’
s formy sou l ,

Or ye wou ld heighten my impo verished

P iece out its starved design, and fill my vase

W ith grapes , and add a vizo r and a Term,

‘

And to the tripod ye would tie a lynx
That in his struggle throws the thyrsus d own,

To comfo rt me on my entablature
W hereon I am to lie till Imust ask
D o I live, am I dead ? There, leave me,
there !

Fo r ye have stabbed me with ingra titude Truth
’
s break o f th y ! You do dean

'

s me

1 A bust end ing in a square blo ck of stone,
then .

like tho se o f the go d Terminus. And if I say, despise me, —neverh r!

To death—ye wish it—Go d , ye wish it l

Stone

Gritstone, a -crumble l Clammysquareswhich
sweat

As if the corpse they keep were oodng
through

And no more Iap z
’

: to delight the wo rld !
W ell go ! I bless ye. Fewer ta pers there.
Bu t in a row : and , go ing, turn yo ur backs
—Ay, like departing altar

And leave me in my church , the church for

peace,
That I maywatch at leisure if he leers

Old Gand o lf, at me, from his onions tone,
As still he envied me, so fair she was !

N0 mo re wine 7 then we
'
ll push bad :

chairs and talk.

A final glass fo rme, though coo l, i
’
fitith !

W e o ught to have o ur Abbey back, you see.
It

’
s different, preaching in basilicas,

And d o ing duty in some masterpiece
Like this o fbro ther P ugin

’

s, blew his heart !

I d o ubt if they
’
re half baked , those chalk

rosettes,

Ciphers and stucco - twidd lings everywhere
It

’
s just like breathing in a lime- kiln : eh ?

These ho t long ceremonies o f our church

Co st us a little—o h , they pay the price,
You take me—amply pay it ! Now, we

'
ll

So , you despise me, Mr. Gigadibs.

N o deprecatio n,
—nay, I begyou , sir !

Beside
’
tis o ur engagement : d o n

’

t yo u know
I promised , ifyou’

d wa tch a dinner o ut .

W e
’
d see truth dawn together —truth that
peeps

Over the glames
’
edge when dinner

’
s done.

And body gets its so p and ho lds its noise
And leaves soul free a litt le. H ow

’
s the
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Bu t o ne, a man , who is man and no thing Into some snugand well -app o inted berth,
mo re, Likemine for instance (try the coo lerjug

May lead within a world W hich (by yo ur P u t back the o ther, but d on’
t Jog the ice3)

leave) And mortified you mu tter W ell and good

18 R ome o r Lond on, no t Fo o l
’
s-

paradise. H e sits enjoying his sea - furniture ;

EmbelfiSh R ome, idealize away. ’
Tis sto ut and pro per, and there’s store of

Make paradise o fLond on ifyo u can , it

You’
re welcome, nay, you

’
re wise. Though I

’
ve the better no tio n, all agree,

Offittingrooms up . H ang the carpenter.

A simile Neat ship- shape fixings and contrivance:
W C mortals cross the ocean Of this wo rld I would have bt ough t my Jea nne, fu ll!
Each in his a verage cabin o f a life ; and all !

”

The best’a no t big, the worst yields elbow And meantime yo u bring no thing new

ro om. mind
N ow fo r o ur six months’ voyage—how pre You’

ve pro ved your artist - na ture : what you

pare don
’
t

Yo u come on shipboard with a landsman
’
s Yo u might bring, so despise me, as I 9 1.

list

Of things he cal ls convenient : so they are N ow come, let
’
s backward to the starting

An Ind ia screen is pretty furniture, place.

A piano - fo rte is a fine resource, See my way : we
’
re two co llege friends.

Al l Balzac
’
s no vels occupy one shelf, suppose.

The new editio n fifty vo lumes lo ng P repare together fo r o ur voyage, then ;
And little Greek bo oks, with the firnny type Each no te and check the o ther in hin ted ,

They get up well at Leipsic, fill the next 2 H ere
’
s mine, a bisho p’s o u tfit criticize !

Go o n ! slabbed marble, what s hath itmakes ! W hat’s wrong? whywo n
’
t yo u be a lisbop

And P arma ’
s pride, the Jerome, let us add too

’
Twere pleasant could Correggio

’
s fleeting

glow W hy first , you d on
’
t believe, you don

'

t

H ang full in face of one where
’
er o ne roams, and can

’
t,

Since hemo re than the o thers brings with him (No t statedly, that is, and fixedly
Italy

’
s self,—the marvellous Mo denese And abso lutely and exclusively)

Yet was no t o n yo ur list befo re, perhaps. In any revela tion called divine.

—Alas, friend , here
’
s the agent No d ogmas nail yo ur fi ith ; and what remaim

th e name ? But say so , like the ho nest man you are?
The captain, orwho ever’3 master here First, therefore, o verhaul theo logy !
Yo u see him screw his face up ; wha t

’
s his Nay, I too , no t a fo o l, yo u please to think,

cry Must find believing every whit as hard :

Ere you set foo t on shipboard ? Six feet And if I do no t fra nkly say as much,
square The ugly consequence is clear enough .

Ifyo u wo n
’

t understand wha t six feet mean,
Compute and purchase stores accord ingly Now wait, my, friend well, I do not

And if, in pique because he o verhauls

YourJerome, piano , bath , you come o n board Ifyou
’
ll accept no fitith that is no t fixed .

Bare—why, you cut a figure at the first Abso lute and exclusive, as you say.

W hile sympa thetic landsmen see you o ff Yo u’re wrong—I mean to prove it in dl!
N o t afterwa rd , when longere half seas o ver, time.
You peep up from your utterly naked boards Meanwhile, I know where difi culties lie
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I could no t , canno t so lve, no r ever shall , Seen from the unbroken desert either side
So give up hope acco rdingly to so lve And then (to bring in fresh philo so phy)
(To yo u , and o ver the wine). Our d ogmas W hat if the breaks themselves sho uld pro ve

then a t last

With bo th o f us , though in unlike degree, The mo st co nsumma te o f co ntrivances
Missingfirll credence - o verbo ard with them To train a man’

s eye, teach him wha t is faith
I mean to meet you on your own premise And so we stumble a t truth’s very test
Go od , therego mine in company with yo urs ! All we have gained then by o ur unbelief

Is a life o f d oubt diversified by faith ,
And now what are we ? unbelievers bo th, Fo r o ne o f faith diversified by d o ubt

Calm and complete, determina telyfixed W e called the chess- board white,—we ca ll

To -day, to -morrow and fo r ever, pray ? it black .

You’
ll guarantee me tha t ? N o t so , I think

In no wise a ll we
’
ve gained is, tha t belief, W ell,

”

you rejo in , the end
’
s no wo rse,

As unbelief before, shakes us by fits, a t least

Confounds us like its pred ecessor. W here’s W e
’
ve reason fo rbo th co lo urs o n the bo ard

The gain how can we guard o ur unbelief, W hy no t co nfess then, where I dro p the
Make it bear fruit to us —the problem here. faith
just when we are safes t , there’s a sunset And you the doubt , tha t I’m as right as

tou ch , yo u

A h ncy from a flower- bell, some o ne’s dea th,
A cho rus - ending from Euripides, Because, friend , in the next p litce, this
And tha t

’
s enough fo r fifty ho pes and fears being so ,

As o ld and new at o nce as nature
’
s self, And bo th things even ,—fa ith and unbelief

To ra p and kno ck and enter in o ur so u l, Left to a man’
s cho ice,—we

’
ll pro ceed a step,

Take hands and dance there, a fantastic ring, R eturning to o ur image, which I like.

Ro und the ancient id o l , on his base aga in ,

The grand P erhaps ! W e lo ok on helplessly . A man’
s cho ice, yes—but a cabin -

pas

There the o ld misgivings, crooked questio ns seager
’

s

are Themanmadefo r the specia l life 0’
thewo rld

This go od God ,
—wha t he could d o , if be D o yo u fo rget him ? I remember tho ugh !

would , Co nsult o ur ship’s co nditions and yo u find
W ou ld , if he co uld— then must have d one One and but o ne cho ice suitable to all

long since The cho ice, tha t you unluckily prefer,
If so , when , where and how ? some way Turning things to psy- turvy—they o r it

must be, Go ing to the ground . Belief o r unbelief
Once feel abo ut , and so o n or la te yo u hit Bears upon life, determines its who le course,
Some sense, in which it might be, after all. Begins at its beginning. See the wo rld

Whyno t , The W ay, the Truth, the Life ? Such as it is ,—you made it no t , nor I
I mean to take it as it is ,—and you,

—Tha t way N o t so yo u’
ll take it,—tho ugh you get nought

Over themountain , which wh o stand s upo n else.

Is ap t to d o ubt if it be meant for a road I know the specia l kind o f life I like,
W hile, if he views it from the waste itself, W ha t suits the mo st my id iosyncrasy,
Up goes the line there, plain from base to Brings o u t the best o fme and bears me fruit

brow, In power, peace, pleasantness and length of

N o t vague, mistakeable wha t’s a break o r days.

two I find that po sitive belief d oes this
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Forme, and unbelief, no whit of this . H e may care little o r he may care much
—Foryou , it d o es, however —that, we’ll try ! Fo r riches, honour, pleasure, wo rk, repose,
’
Tis clear, I canno t lead my life, at least, Since vario us theo ries o f life and life’s
Ind uce the wo rld to let me peaceably,
W itho ut declaring at the o utset , Friends,

I abso lutely and peremptorily And whoso chooses wealth o r po verty,
Believe —I say, faith is mywaking life : l a bour o r quiet , is no t judged a fo o l

One sleeps, indeed , and dreams at in tervals,
W e know, butwaking

’
s themain po intwith us ,

And my pro vision
’
s fo r life

’
s waking part. So long as he

’
s consistent with his choice.

Accordingly, I use heart , head and hand But certain points, left who lly to himself,
All d ay, I build , scheme, study, and make W hen o nce a man has arbitrated o n ,

friends W e say he must succeed there or go hang.

And when night o vertakes me, d own I lie, Thus, he sh ould wed thewoman he lovesmost

Sleep, d ream a little, and get d one with it, Or needs most , whatsoe
’
er the love orneed

The so oner the better, to begin afresh . Fo r he can
’
t wed twice. Then, he must

W ha t
’
s midnight d o ubt befo re the dayspring’s

Or fo llow, at the least , sufi ciently,

Yo u , the philosopher, that disbelieve, The form o ffaith his conscience ho lds thebest.

Tha t recognize the night, give dreams their W ha te’er the pro cess o f conviction was :

Fo r no thing can compensate his mistake
To be cbnsistent yo u sho uld keep yo ur bed , On such a point , th eman himselfbeingjudge
Abstain from healthy acts that proveyo u man , H e canno t wed twice, no r twice lo se his soul.

Fo r fear you d rowse perhaps at unawares
And certa inly at nigh t yo u

’
ll sleep and dream, W ell now, there’s o ne great form ofChris

Live thro ugh the dayand bustle as yo u please.

And so yo u live to sleep as I to wake,
To unbelieve as I to still believe ?
W ell, and the common sense 0

’
theworld calls

Bed - ridden,—and its go od things come to me.

Its estima tion, which is half the fight ,
Tha t’s the first - cabin comfort I secure
The next bu t yo u perceivewith half an

eye

Come, come, it
’
s best believing, ifwe may ;

Yo u can
’
t but own that

If once we choose belief, o n all acco unts

W e can
’
t be to o decisive in our faith ,

Conclusive and exclusive in its terms, Bid P eter’s creed , o r rather, H ildebrand
'
s.

To suit the wo rld which gives us th e go od Exalt me o ’
ermy fellows in the wo rld

And make my life an ease and joy and p
'idt

In every man’
s career are certain points It d oes ao ,

—which for me’s a great pti“
?

W hereo n he dares no t be indifi
'

erent ; gained ,
The wo rld detects him clearly, if he dare,
As bamed a t the game, and losing life. A comfo rtable care in many ways.

I happened to be born in—which to teach
W as given me as I grew up , o n a ll hands,

As best and readiest means o f livingby ;
The same on examina tio n being proved

And abso lute fo rmo ffaith in thewho leworld
Accordingly, most po tent o f a ll forms
Fo rwo rkingon thewo rld . Observe,myfrimd i
Such as you knowme, I am free to say,
In these hard latter days which hamw one.

Myself—by no immoderate exercise

Of intellect and learning, but the tact

To let external forces work forme,
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The ho nest thief, the tendermurderer,
The superstitious atheist , demirep Yo ur pattern man for a minute—o h, make
That loves and saves her soul in new French

books
W e watch while these in equilibrium keep
The giddy line midway o ne step asid e,
They’re classed and d o ne with . I , then ,

keep the line
Befo re your sages ,—just the men to shrink
From the gro ss weights, coarse scales and

Yo u o ffer their refinement . Fo o l o r kna ve P
W hy needs a bisho p be a fo o l o r knave
W hen there’s a tho usand diamo nd weights

between P

So , I enlist them. Your picked twelve,

yo u’
ll find ,

P ro fess themselves indignant , scandalized
At thus being held unable to explain
H ow a superiorman who disbelieves
Mayno tbelieveaswell : tha t

’
sSchelling

’
sway!

It
’
s through my coming in the tail o f time,

N icking the minute with a happy tact .
H ad I been bo rn three hundred years ago
They’d say, W ha t’s strange ? Blougram o f

co urse believes
And , seventy years since, d isbelieves o f

course.

”

But now, H emaybelieve ; and yet , and yet
H ow can he P

”
All eyes turn with interest .

W hereas, step o f the line on either side

Yo u , fo r example, clever to a fault ,

The rough and ready man who write apace,
R ead somewha t seld omer, think perhaps even

less

You disbelieve W ho wonders and who cares ?

Lo rd So - and - so—hiscoa t bed ro pped withwax,
All P eter

’
s chains abo u t his waist , his back

Bra ve with the need lewo rk o f N oo dled om
Believes Again, who wonders and who cares?

But I, the man o f sense and learning to o ,
The able to think yet act , the this, the tha t,
I , to believe at this la te time o f day l

Enough ; yo u see, I need no t fea r co ntempt .

—Except it’s yo urs Admireme as these
may,

Yo u d on
’
t . Bu t whom at least d o yo u admire?

Is it Napo leo n you wo uld have us grow?

Co nced e themeans ; allow his head and land.

(A large concession , clever as you are)
Go o d In our commo n prima l element
Of unbelief (we can’

t believe, yo u know
W e

’
re still at tha t admissio n, reco llect !)

W heredo yo u find—apart from, toweringo
'

er

The secondary temporary aims
W hich satisfy the gross taste you desp

’

se

Where d o yo u find his star?
—his crazy trust

Go d knows through what o r in what ? it
’

salive

And shines and lead s him, and that
’
s all we

want .

H avewe aught in our so ber night shall point
Such ends as his were, and d irect themeans
Ofwo rking o ut o ur purpose straight as his.
N o r bring a moment’s trouble o n success

W ith after- care to justify the same
—Be a Napo leo n , and yet disbelieve.h
W hy, the man

’
s mad , friend , take his light

away 1
W hat

’
s the vague go od 0

’

the world , for

which you dare
W ith comfo rt to yourself blow millions up ?
W e neither of us see it we d o see

Theblown - up millio ns—spa tter o ftheirbrains
And writhing o f their bowels and so forth .

In that bewildering en tanglement

Of ho rrible eventualities

P ast ca lcula tio n to the end o f time !

Can I mistake for some clearwo rd o fGo d

(Which were my ample warrant fo r it all )
H is pull'o f hazy instinct, id le ta lk ,
The State, tha t’s I ,” quack -no nsense about

crowns,

And (when one beats theman to his last ho ld'
A vague idea o f setting things to righ ts».

P o licing people efficacio usly,

Mo re to their profit , mo st o f a ll to his own

The who le to end that d ismallest o fends
ByanAustrianmarriage, cant to us theChurch
And resurrectio n o f the o ld rlgz

'

n e

W o uld I , who ho pe to live a d ozen years ,
Fight Austerlitz fo r reaso ns such and such ?

N o fo r. conced e me but the merest chance
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Do ubt may be wro ng—there’s judgment , life
to come 1

W ith just that chance, I dare no t. D oubt
pro ves right ?

This present life is all —yo u o fferme

Its do ze n no isy years, without a chance
That wed dingan archduchess , wearing lace,
Andgettingcalled bydiversnew- coined names,
W ill d rive o ff ugly tho ugh ts and let me dine,
Sleep , read and cha t in quiet as I like I
Therefo re I will no t .

Take ano ther case ;
Fit up the cabin yet ano therway.

W hat myyou to the poets sha ll we write
H amlet , Othello—make the wo rld o ur own,
W itho ut a risk to run o f either so rt

I can’
t —to put the strongest reaso n first.

But try,
”

yo u urge,
‘
the tryingsha ll suffice

The aim, if reached o r no t , makes great
the life

Try to be Shakespeare, leave the rest to

firte

Sparemy self-knowledge—there
’
s no fo o ling

If I prefer remainingmy poor self,
I say so no t in self-d ispraise bu t praise.

If I
’m a Shakespeare, let the well a lone ;

W hy shou ld I try to be wha t now I am ?
If I

’m no Shakespeare, as too probable,
H is p ower and co nsciousness and self- deligh t

And all we want in commo n, sha ll I find
Trying fo r ever while on points o f taste
W herewith, to speak it humbly, he and I
Are d owered a like—I’ll ask yo u , I o r he,
W hich in o ur two lives rea lizes mo st ?

Much , he imagined—somewha t , I possess.

H e had the imagina tio n stick to that l
Le t him say,

“ In the face o fmy so ul
’
s works

Yo ur wo rld is worthless and I touch it no t
Lest I sho uld wrong them —I’ll withdraw
my plea.

Bu t d oes he say so ? lo ok upon his life !
H imself, who o nly can, gives judgment there.

H e leaves his towers and go rgeo us pa laces
T o build the trimmest house inStratfo rd town

Saves mo ney, spends it , owns the worth o f Believe—and ourwho leargumentbreaksup.
Enthusiasm

’
s the best thing, I repea t ;

Giulio R omano ’
s pictures, D owland ’

s lute

Enjo ys a show, respects the puppets, to o ,
And none mo re, had he seen its entry o nce,
Than P andulph , o f fair Milan cardinal .

”

W hy then shou ld I who play tha t personage,
The very P andulph Shakespeare

’
s fancymad e,

Be to ld tha t had the poet chanced to start

From where I stand now (some degree like
mine

Being just the goal he ran his race to reach )
H e wo uld have run the who le m e back,

forso o th,
And left beingP andulph , to beginwriteplays?
Ah , the earth

’
s best can be bu t the earth

’
s

best !
D id Shakespeare live, he cou ld but sit at home
And get himself in dreams the Vatican,
Greekbusts,Venetianpainu

'

ngs, R omanwalls,
And English books, none equal to his own ,

W hich I read , bound in go ld (he never did ) .
—Terni’sfil l,Naples’bayand Go thard

’
s to p

Eh , friend I could no t fancy one of these ;
But , as I pour this claret , there they are
I
’
ve gained them—crossed St . Go thard last
July

W ith ten mules to the carriage and a bed

Slunginside is my hap the worse fo r tha t ?
W e want the same things, Shakespeare and

myself,
And wha t I want, I have he, gifted mo re,
Co uld fancy he too had them when he liked ,
But no t so tho roughly that , if fa te allowed ,
H e wo u ld no t have them a lso in my sense.

W e play one game I send the ball a lo ft
N o less adro itly th a t o f fifiy strokes
Scarce five go o

’
er thewall so wide and high

Which sends them back to me : I wish and

get .

H e struck balls higher and with better skill,
Bu t a t a poor fence level with his head ,
And hit—his Stra tford ho use, a coa t o f arms,

Succes sful dealings in his grain and woo l,

W h ile I receive heaven’
s incense in my nose

And style myself the co usin ofQueen Bess.

Ask him, if this life
’
s a ll, who wins the game ?
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Only, we can’
t command it ; fire and life As well be Strauss as swing

’
twixt P an ! and

Are all, dead matter
’
s no thing, we agree :

And be it a mad dream o r God
’

s very breath, “ It
’
s no t worth having, such imped ed fi ith ,

The fact
’
s the same,— belief’s fire, once in us, N o more available to d o faith’s work

Makes o f all else mere stu ff to show itself Than unbelief likemine. Who le firith , o r

W e penetra te o ur life with such a glow none

As fire lendswood and iron—this turns steel,
That burns to ash—a ll

’
s one, fire pro ves its So ftly, my friend I must d ispute that

power po int .
Fo rgo od o r ill, since men ca ll fiare success. Once own the use o f faith, I’ll find you fi ith.

But paint a fire, it will no t therefo re burn . W e
’
re back on Christian ground . Yo u a ll

Ligh t o ne in me, I
’
ll find it food enough

W hy, to be Luther—that
’
s a life to lead , I sh ow you d o ubt , to prove tha t faith exists.

Incomparably better than my own. Themore o f doubt , the stronger fiith , I say,

H e comes, reclaims God
’
s earth fo rGo d , he If faith o

’
ercomes d oubt . H ow I kn o w it

says, does

Sets up God
’
s rule again by simplemeans , By lifeand man

’
s freewill , Go d gave fo r th a t

R e-Opens a shut book, and all is done. To mou ld life as we choose it, shows o ur

H e flared ou t in the flaring o fmankind
Such Luther’s luck was how sha ll such be

mine

Ifhe succeeded , no thing
’
s left to do

And if he did no t altogether—well,
Strauss is the next advance. All Stra uss

should be
I might be also . But to what result

H e looks upon no futu re : Luther d id .

W ha t can I gain on the denying side
Ice makes no conflagra tio n . Sta te the fact s ,
R ead the text right , emancipa te the wo rld
The emancipated wo rld enjoys itself
W ith scarce a thank -

you : Blo ugram to ld it

first

It co uld no t owe a farthing,
—no t to him

Mo re than Saint P au l ’
two uld press its pay,

you think
Then ad d there

’
s still tha t plaguy hundred th

chance

Straussmaybewro ng. And so a risk is run
Fo r wha t gain ? no t for Luther’s, who

secured

A real heaven in his heart throughout his life,
Supposing death a little a ltered things.

Ay, but since really you lack faith, yo u

cry,

You run the same risk rea lly on all sides,
In coo l indifference as bo ld unbelief.

That
’
s our one act , the previous work ’

s his

own .

You criticize the so ul ? it reared this tre e

This broad life and whatever fruit it bea rs
What ma tter though I do ubt at every p o re,
H ead - do ubts , heart - d oubts, d o ubts a t my

fingers
’
ends,

D o ubts in the trivial work o fevery day,

D oubts at the very bases o fmy soul
In the grand moments when she probes her

self

If fina lly I have a life to show,

The thing I did , brought out in evidence

Against the thingd one to me undergro und

By hell and all its bro od , for aught I kno w ?
I say, whence sprang this ? shows it fi it h o r

doubt
All

’
s doubt in me ; where’s break o f k ith in

this

It is the idea , the feeling and the lo ve,

Go d means mankind sho uld strive for and

show fo rth
W hatever be the process to that end ,
And no t historic knowledge, logic sound ,

And metaphysical acumen, sure !

W hat think ye o f Christ ,
”
friend ? when

all
’
s d o ne and said ,

Like yo u this Christianity o r no t

It may be false, but will you wish it true ?
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If the Church bid them - bro ther Newman

Up with the Immacula te Co nception, then
On to the rack with faith — is my ad vice.

W ill no t that hurry us upon our knees,
Kno cking our breasts, It can

’
t be—yet it

W ho am I, the wo rm, to argue with my
P o pe ?

Low things co nfound the high things 1

That
’
s better than acquitting God with grace

As some fo lk do . H e
’
s tried—no case is

P hiloso phy is lenient—he may go

You’
ll say, the o ld system’

s no t so obso lete
But men believe still ay, but who and

KingBomba
’

s lam roni fo ster yet

The sacred flame, so Antonelliwrites ;
But even o f these, what ragamufiin - saint

Believes God watches him co ntinually,
As he believes in fire tha t it will burn ,

Or rain tha t it will d rench him? Break fire’s

Sin against rain, although the pena lty
Be just a singe o r so aking N o ,

”
he smiles

Tho se laws are laws that can enforce them

The sum o f a ll is—yes , my d o ubt is grea t;
Myfaith

’
s still grea ter, thenmyfaith

’

s enough .

I have read much, tho ugh t much, experienced
much,

Yet would die rather than avowmy fear

The Naples’ liquefactio n may be fa lse,
W hen set to happen by the palace- clo ck To observe then , is that I observe these DOW .

Acco rding to the clo uds o r dinner- time. Shall d o hereafter what I d o meanwhile.
I hear yo u recommend , I might at least Let us co ncede (gratuito usly tho ugh)
Elimina te, d ecrassify my faith Next life relieves the sou l o f bo dy, yields
Since I ad o pt it keepingwhat I must P ure spiritual enjoyment : well . my friend ,
And leavingwha t I can—such po ints as this . W hylose this life i

’
themeantime, since its use

I won’
t—that is, I can’

t throw o ne away. May be to make the next life mo re intense ?

Supposing there
’

s no truth in what I ho ld
Abo ut the need o f tria l to man’

s faith, D o you know, I have o ften had a dream

Still, when yo u bid me purify the same, (W o rk it up in yo ur next mo nth
’
s article)

To such a process I discern no end . Ofman
’
s po o r spirit in its progres , still

Clearing ofi
’

one excrescence to see two ,

There’

s ever a next in size, now grown as big,

That meets the knife : I cu t and cut again !

First cu t the Liquefaction , what comes last
But Fich te

’

s clever cut at Go d himself?

Experimentalize on sacred things 1

I trust no r hand no r eye no r heart norbrain
To sto p betimes : they a ll get drunk alike.
The first step, I ammaster no t to take.

You’
d find the cu tting

- process to yo urtaste
As much as leavinggrowths o f lies unpruned,
N o r see more danger in ir,—yo u reto rt.

Your taste’s worth mine but my taste proves
more wise

W hen we co nsid er that the steadh st ho ld

On the extreme end o f the chain o f fiith

Gives all the advan tage, makes the difference
W ith the ro ugh purblind masswe seek to rule :
W e are their lords, o r they are free o fus,

j ust as we tighten o r relax o ur ho ld .

So , o thermatters equa l , we
’
ll revert

To thefirst problem—which, ifso lved myway
And thrown into theba lance, turns the scale
H ow wemay lead a comfortable life,
H ow suit our luggage to the cabin’

s size.

Of course you are remarkinga ll this time
H ow narrowly and gro ssly I view life,
R es pect the creature- comforts, care to rule

Themasses, and regard complacently
The cabin,” in o uro ld phrase. W ell, I do .

I act for, ta lk fo r, live for this wo rld now,

As this world prizes actio n , life and ta lk
N o prejudice to what next world may prove.
W hose new laws and requiremen ts, mybest
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Losing true life for ever and a day
Through ever trying to be and ever being
In the ev olution of successive spheres
Before its actua l sphere and place o f life,
H alfway into the next, which In vingreached ,
It sho o ts with co rresponding fo olery
H alfway into the next still , on and 03 l

As when a traveller, bound from N orth to

So uth ,

Scouts fur in R ussxa what
’
s its use in

France ?

In France Spurns flannel : where
’
s its need

in Spain ?
In Spain drops clo th, too cumbrous fo r

Linen goes next , and last the skin itself,

A superfluity at Timbucto o .

When , thro ugh his jo urney, was the fo o l at
ease

I
’m a t ease now, friend ; wo rld ly in thisworld ,
I take and like its way o f life ; I think
My bro thers , who administer the means,
Live better fo rmycomfort

—that’sgood too
And Go d , if he pronounce upon such life,

Appro ves my service, which is better still .
Ifhe keep silence,—why, foryou o rme

Or that brute beast pu lled - up in to - day’s
s sTimes,

”

W ha t odds is
’
t , save to ourselves, wha t life

Yo u meet me at this issue : you declare,
Al l sp ecia l

- pleadingd onewith—truth is truth,
And justifies itselfby undreamed ways.

You d o n
’
t fear but it

’
s better, ifwe doubt ,

To say so , act up to o ur truth perceived
H owever feebly . D o them—act away
’
Tis th ere I

’m o n the watch fo r you . H ow

o ne acts

Is, bo th o f us agree, our chief concern

And h ow yo u’
ll act is what I fain would see

If, like the candid perso n you appear,
Yo u d are to make the mo st of yo ur life’s —N o t as I sta te it, who (yo u please subjoin)

scheme D isfigure such a life and call it names.

As I o fmine, live up to its full law W hile, to yourmind , remains ano ther way
Since there’s no higher law that co unter Fo r simple men : knowledge and power have

ch ecks . rights ,
Pu t na tura l religio n to the test Bu t igno rance and weakness have rights to o .

Yo u’
ve just demo lished the revealed with
quick,

D own to the ro o t o f all that checks your will
Al l prohibition to lie, kill and thieve,
Or even to be an atheistic priest 1
Suppose a pricking to incontinence
P hilos0phers deduce you chastity
Or shame, from just the h ot tha t at the first
W hoso embraced a woman in the field ,
Threw club d own and forewent his brains
beside,

So , stoo d a ready victim in the reach
Of any bro ther savage, club in hand ;
H ence saw the use o fgoing o ut o f sight
In wood o r cave to prosecute his lo ves
I read this in a French book t’o ther day.

D o es law so analysed coerce you much ?

Oh ,men spin clouds offun wherema tters end ,
But you who reach where the first thread

Yo u’
ll so on cut that - which means yo u can ,

but won
’
t,

Thro ugh certain instincts, blind , unreasoned
o ut ,

You dare no t set aside, you can
’
t tell why,

But there they are, and so yo u let them ru le.

Then, friend , you seem as much a slave as I .
A liar, conscious coward and hypocrite,
W ithou t the good the slave expects to get,
In case he has a master after all I

You own yo ur instincts why, wha t else d o I ,
W ho want , am made fo r, and must have a

Ere I can be augh t , d o aught - no mere name

W ant , bu t the true thing with what pro ves
its tru th,

To wit , a relation from tha t thing to me,
Touching from head to fo o t—which to uch I

feel ,

And with it take the rest, this life o f o urs l

I live my life here ; yours yo u dare not live.
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There needs no crucia l effo rt to find truth

If here or there o r anywhere about Lo ok at me, sir ; my age is double yours
W e ought to turn each side, tryhard and see, At yours, I knew befo rehand , so enjoyed.
And if we can

’
t , be glad we

’
ve earned at least W ha t now I sho u ld be—as, permit theword,

The right , by o ne laborious pro o f the more, I pretty well imagine yourwho le range
To graz e in peace earth

’
s pleasant pasnrrage. And stretch o f tether twenty ya rs to come.

Men are no t angels, neither are they brutes : W e bo th have minds and bo dies much alike
Somethingwemay see, all we canno t see. In tru th

’
s name, do n

’
t you want mybisho pric,

W hat need o f lying? I sa y, I see all, My daily bread , my influence and my state?
And swear to each detail themo st minute You’re young. I

’m o ld ; yo u must be old

Inwha t I think a P an’
sface—yo u ,mere clo ud

I swear I hear him speak and see him wink , W ill you find then, as I do ho ur by hour,
Fo r fear, if once I dro p the emphasis, W omen their lo vers kneel to , who cut curls

Mankind may d oubt there
’
s any cloud at all . Fromyourfat lap -d og

’
s carto grace abroocb

Yo u take the simple life—ready to see, D ukes , wh o petition just to kiss your ring
W illing to see (for no clo ud

’
s worth a face) W ithmuch besideyou know o rmayconceive?

And leavingquiet wha t no strength canmo ve, Suppose we die to -night well , here amI.
And which , who bids yo u move ? who has Such were mygains, life bo re this fruit tome,

the right ? While writing all the same my articles

I bid yo u ; but you areGod
’
s sheep, no t mine : On music, poetry, the fictile vase

P astor a t tm
'

D os-rim“ . Yo u find Fo und at Albano , chm Anacreon
’
s Greek.

In this the pleasant pasture o f our life But you
—the highest honour in yo ur lift ,

Much yo u may eat witho ut the least ofl
'

ence, The thingyo u
’
ll crown yourselfwith , allyour

Much you d on
’
t eat because yourmaw objects ,

Much yo u would eat but that yo ur fellow Is—dining here and drinking th is last glass
I pour you out in sign o f amity

Open great eyes a t you and even butt,
And thereupon you like yo urmates so well
You canno t please yo urself, o ffending them ;

Tho ugh when they seem exorbitantly sheep,
You weigh your pleasure with their butts

And strike the balance. Sometimes certain

R estrain you , real checks since you find

them so ; W ho
’
d sneer the bisho p

’
s an arch -hm

Sometimes you please yourself and no th ing crite

checks And knave perhaps, but no t so frank 8

And thus yo u graze through lifewith no t one foo l.
”

lie, W hereas I should no t dare fo r bo th my ears
And like it best Brea the o ne such syllable, smile one such

smile,
But d o yo u , in truth

’
s name ?

If so , yo u beat—which means you are no t I My shade
’
s so much mo re po tent than you!

”

W ho needs must make earth mine and feed

What’s your reward , self-abnega tingfriend
No t simply unbutted at , unbickered with,
But mo tioned to the velvet o f the sward And privileged greatna tures tha tdwarfmine

And social influence, world lyworth in short .

Judge wha t
’
s my estimation by the fi ct,

I d o no t co ndescend to enjo in, ba cach ,
H int secrecy on o ne of all these words !
You

’
re shrewd and know tha t should you

publish o ne
The world wo uld brand the lie—my enemies
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And having bought , no t cabin - furniture Climbed with theeye to cheer the architect,
But settler

’
s- implemen ts (enough for three) D idst ne

’
er engage in wo rk fo rmere work’s

And started fo rAustralia—there, I hope,
By this time he has tested his first plough , H ad st ever in thy heart th e luring hope
And studied his last chapter of St. John . Of some eventua l rest a - to p o f it,

W hence, all the tumult o fthebuildinghushed,
Thou first o f men mightst lo o k out to the

CLEON .

As certain also o f yo ur own poets have

said

[An Imaginaryperso n. The poet quo ted by
St . P au l was Ara tus, a na tive o f Tarsus ]

CLEON the poet (from the sprinkled isles,
Lily on lily, tha t o ’

erlace the sea ,

And laugh their pride when the ligh t wave Thyletter
’

s first requirementmeets mehere.
lisps Greece It is as th ou hast heard : in o ne short life

To P ro tus in his Tyranny much hea lth I, Cleo n, have effected all tho se things
Tho u wonderingly d ost enumera te.

They give thy letter to me, even now Tha t epos on thy hund red pla tes o fgo ld
I read and seem as if I heard thee speak . Is mine, - and also urine the lit tle chant,

The master o f thy galley still unlades So sure to rise from every fishing-bark
Gift aftergift ; they block my co urt a t last W hen , ligh ts at prow, the seamen haul their
And pile themselves along its po rtico
R oyal with sunset, like a tho ught o f thee
And o ne white she-slave from the gro up dis

Of black and white slaves (like the chequer

P avement , at o ncemyna tion
’
s work and gift

N ow co vered with this settle-d own o fd o ves) ,
One lyric woman, in her cro cus vest
W o ven o fsea -wo o ls, with her two whitehand s
Commends to me the strainer and the cup
Thy lip ha th bettered ere it blesses mine.

W ell -co unselled , king, in thymunificence

Fo r so shall men remark , in such an act

Of lo ve fo r him who se so nggives life its joy, W e o f these la tter days, with greatermind
Thy recognition o f the use o f life ; Than o ur fo rerunners, since mo re composite.
N o r call thy spirit barely adequa te Lo ok no t so great, beside their simp leway.
To help o n life in straight ways, broad enough To a judge who o nly sees o ne way at once,
For vu lgar so uls , by ru lingand the rest. One mind - po int and no o ther at a time,
Tho u , in the daily building o f thy tower, Compares the small part o f a man ofus

W hether in fierce and sudden spasms o f to il, W ith somewho leman o f the hero ic age,

Or thro ugh dim lulls o funapparent growth , 1 The fame“ painted P orch on them m
Orwhen the genera l wo rk

’mid go o d acclaim Athens.

The vulgarsaw thy tower, thou sawest thesun.

Fo r this, I promise o n thy festival
To po ur liba tio n, lo o king o

’
er the sea,

Making this slave narra te thy fo rtunes, speak
Thygreat wo rds, and describe thyro yal h oe
W ishingtheewho llywhereZeus livesthemmt ,
W ithin the eventual elemen t o f ca lm.

The image o f the sun -

god on the phase,

Men turn from the sun
’
s self to see, ismine

The Pmcile,
l
o
’
er- storied its who le length .

As tho u didst hear, with painting, ismine toe
I know the true pro po rtions o f a man
And woman a lso , no t o bserved befo re
And I have written three bo o ks o n the $001,
P ro vmgabsurd a ll written hitherto ,
And putting us to igno rance again.

Fo rmusic,—why, I havecombined themoods.
Inventing one. In brief, a ll arts are mine
Thus much the people know and recognise,

Thro ughout our seventeen islands. Marvel
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Grea t in hisway
—no t ours, no rmeant fo ro urs To vindica te his purpo se in o ur life

And o urs is grea ter, had we skill to know W hy stay we on the earth unless to grow

Fo r, wha t we call this life o fmen o n earth , Lo ng since, I imaged , wro te the fictio n ou t,

This sequence of the sou l’s achievements here Tha t he o r o thergod descended here
Being, as I find much reaso n to conceive, And , o nce fo r a ll, showed simultaneo usly
Intend ed to be viewed eventua lly W ha t , in its na ture, never can be shown,
As a grea t who le, no t ana lyzed to parts, P iecemeal o r in successio n —showed , I say,
Bu t each part having reference to a ll, The wo rth bo th abso lute and rela tive

H ow shall a certain part , pro no unced com Of all his children from the birth o f time,

p lete, H is instruments fo r all appo inted work .

Endure eh cement by ano ther part I now go on to image,—might we hear
W as the thing d o ne

—then, wha t’s to d o The judgment which sho uld give the d ue to

See, in the chequered pavement o pposite, Showwhere the labour layand where theease,
Su ppo se the artist made a perfect rhomb, And pro ve Zeus’ self, the la tent everywhere 1
And next a lo zenge, then a trapezo id This is a dream —but n ) dream, let us hope,
H e did no t overlay them, superimpose That years and days, the summers and the

Th e new upon the o ld and blo t it out ,
Bu t laid them o n a level in his wo rk,
M aking at last a picture ; there it lies .

So , first the perfect separate fo rms weremade,
Th e p o rtions o fmankind ; and after, so ,

O ccu rred the combina tion o f the same.

Fo r where had been a progress, o therwise ?
M ankind , made up o f all the singlemen,
In such a synthesis the labo ur ends .

N ow mark me those divinemen o f o ld time

H a ve reached , tho u sayest well , each at o ne

Th e o utside verge that ro und s our fi cu lty
And where they reached , who can d o mo re

than reach

I t takes but little wa ter just to to uch
A t some o ne point the inside o f a sphere,
And , as we turn the sphere, touch a ll the rest
In due succession : but the finer air

“ rhich no t so pa lpably no r obviously,
Th o ugh no less universally, can to uch
Th e who le circumference o f that emptied

Fil ls it mo re fu lly than the wa ter did
H o lds thrice the weight o fwa ter in itself
R eso lved into a subtler element . R ose-blo o d upon its petals, pricked its cap’s
A nd yet the vulgar call the Sphere first fu ll H o ney with wine, and driven its seed to fruit ,
U p to the visible height—and after, vo id ; And show a better flower ifno t so large :
N o t knowing air

’
s more h idden pro perties. I stand myself. R efer this to the gods

And thus o ur so ul, misknown, cries o ut to W hose gift alo ne it is ! which, sha ll I dare

Fo llow each o therwith unwaning powers.
Thegrapes which dye thywine are richerfar,
Thro ugh culture, than the wild wea lth o f the

rock
The suave plum than the savage

- tasted d rupe
The pas tured ho ney-bee drops cho icersweet
The flowers turn d ouble, and the leaves turn

flowers ;

Tha t yo ung and tender crescent mo o n , thy
slave,

Sleeping abo ve herrobe as buoyed by clouds ,
R efines upon the women o fmy youth .

W ha t , and the so ul alone deterio ra tes
I have no t chanted verse like H omer, no

N or swept string like Terpander, no—no

And painted men like P hidias and his friend
I am no t grea t as they are, po int by po int .
But I have entered into wmpa thy
W ith these fo ur, running these into o ne so ul,
W h o , separa te, igno red each o ther’s art.
Say, is it no thing that I know them al l

The wild flower was the larger ; I have
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Tha t such a gift by chance lay in my hand , The perfectness o f o thers yet unseen.

Q isco urse of lightly o r deprecia te Co nced ingwhich,—had Zeus then questioned
It might ha ve fallen to ano ther

’
s hand wha t

then ? Sha ll I go on a step, impro ve o n this,

I pass to o surely let at least truth stay 1 D o more fo r visible crea tures than is done?
Tho u wo uldst have answered , Ay, by

And next, o fwha t tho u fo llowest o n to ask.

This beingwith me as I declare, 0 king, Grow conscio us in himself—by that alone.
My works , in all these varico lo ured kinds, All

’
s perfect else : the shell sucks first the

So d one by me, accepted so by men
Thou askest , if (my so ul thus in men

’
s hearts ) The fish strikes through the sea , the snake

I must no t be acco unted to attain

The very crown and proper end o f life

Inquiring thence how, now life closeth up ,

I face dea th with success in my right hand
W hether I fear death less than d o st thyself
The fortunate o fmen ? For (writest tho u )
Tho u leavest much behind , while I leave

Thy life stays, in the poems men shall sing,

The pictures men shall study ; while my
(If I migh t add a glo ry to the scherne)

ComPlete and who le now in its power and That a third thing should stand sp rt from

D ies al together with my brain and arm,
A quality arise within his so ul ,

Is lost indeed ; since, wha t survivesmyself? W hich, intro -active, made to supervise
The brazen sta tue to o

’
erlook my grave, And feel the fo rce it has, may view itself.

Set on the promonto ry which I named . And so be happy .

” Man migh t live st first

And tha t— some supple courtier o fmy heir The animal life but is there no thingmore
?

Shal luseits robed and sceptred arm,
perhaps , In due time, let him critica lly learn

To fix the rape to , which best drags it d own . H ow he lives ; and , themo re he gemto kno‘
I go then : triumph thou , who d ost no t go l

” Of his own life
’
s adaptabilities,

The more joy-

givingwill his life become.

Nay, tho u art wo rthy o f hearingmywho le Thus man, who ha th this quality, is best.

Is this apparent , when tho u tum’
st to muse

Upon the scheme o f earth and man in chief,

Tha t admira tion grows as knowledge grows

R eserved in part , to grace the after- time ?
If, in the morning o f philoso phy,
Ere aught had been reco rd ed , nay perceived ,

On a ll earth’s tenantry, from worm to bird , Take each step higher o ver the brute
’
s bead

Ereman , her last, appeared upon the stage This grew the o nly life, the pleasure-house.
Thou wo uldst have seen them perfect, and W atch - towerand treasure- foam ofthe soul.

W hich who le surroundingfla ts o fnatural lik

And slides, fo rth range the beasts, the birds
take flight ,

Till life
’
s mechanics can no furthergo

And al l this joy in na tura l life is put

Like fire from o ff thy finger into each,

So exquisitely perfect is the same.

But
’
tis pure fire, and they merematterare

It lms them, no t they it : and so I cho ose

But tho u , king, hadstmore reaso nablysaid
Let progress end at o nce,—manmakeno step
Beyond the natural man, the better bees .

Using his senses, no t the sense o f sense.
”

In man there’
s failure, only since he left

The lower and inconscious fo rms of life.

W e ca lled it an ad vance, the renderingplain

Man
’
sspiritmight growconscious o fman

’

slife.
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The horro rquickening still from year to year,
The consummatio n coming past escape
'
W hen I sha ll knowmo st , and yet least enjoy
W hena llmyworkswherein I provemywo rth,
Being present still to mock me in men’

s

mouths,
Alive still , in the praise o f such as thou ,
I, I the feeling, thinking, actingman,
Theman who loved his life so over-much,
Sleep in my urn. It is so horrible,
I dare a t times imagine to my need

Some future sta te revealed to us by Zeus,
Unlimited in capability
Fo r joy, as this is in desire for joy,
—To seek which , the joy- hunger fo rces us
Tha t , stung by straitness o f o ur life, made

strait

On purpo se to make prized the life a t large
Freed by the throbbingimpu lsewe call death ,
W e burst there as the wo rm into the fly,
Who , while a worm still, wants his wings.

But no 1

Zeus has no t yet revea led it ; and alas,
H e must have d one so , were it possible

Live long and happy, and in tha t tho ught

Glad fo rwhat was Farewell. And fo r the

rest ,

I canno t tell thymessenger aright
W here to deliver wha t he hears o f thine
To o ne called P aulus ; we have heard his

fame

Indeed , ifChristus be no t one with him
I know no t, no r am troubled much to know.

Thou canst no t think a mere barbarian Jew,

As P au lus pro ves to be, one circumcized ,
H a th access to a secret shut from us ?

Thou wrongest our philo so phy, 0 king,
In sto o ping to inquire o f such an one,

As if his answer co uld impo se a t a ll
H e writeth , d o th be ? well , and he may

write.

Oh , theJew findeth sch o lars l certain slaves

W h o touched on this same isle, preached him
and Christ

And (as I ga thered from a bystander)
Their d octrine could be held byno saneman .

R UD EL TO TH E LAD Y OF TR I POLI .

I .
I KNOW a Mount , the gra cio us Sun perceives
First, when he visits , last , to o , when he la vas

The world ; and , vainly favo ured , it rep ays

The day
- longglory o f his stead fast gaz e

Byno change o f its large calm front o f sn ow.

And underneath the Mo unt , a Flo wer I
know,

H e canno t have perceived , that changes ever

At his approa ch and , in the lost end ea v o ur

To live his life, has parted , one by one ,

W ith all a flower’s true graces, fo r the grace

Ofbeingbut a fo o lish mimic sun,
W ith ray- like flo rets ro und a disk - like fa ce.

Men nobly ca ll by many a name the M o unt

As o vermany a land o f theirs its large
Calm fiont o f snow like a triumphal ta rge
Is reared , and still with o ld names, fis h

names vie,
Each to its proper praise and own acco unt

Men call theFlower, theSunflower, spo rt ively.

I I .
Oh , Angel o f the East, one, o ne go ld lo ok

Across the waters to this twilight no ok ,
—The far and wa ters, Angel, to this no ok

I I I .
D ear P ilgrim, art thou fo r the East indeed ?

Go l—saying ever as tho u d ost pro ceed ,
That I , French R udel , cho o se fo r my d ev ice
A sunflower o utspread like a sacrifice

Before its id o l . See ! Thes e inexpert
And hurried fingers could no t flail to hurt

The wo ven picture ; ’
tis a woman’

s skill
Indeed ; bu t no thingbaflied me, so , ill
Orwell, thework is finished . Say, men feed

On songs I sing, and therefore bask the bees

Onmyflower
’
s breast as on a p la tfirrmbro ad

But , as the flower
’
s co ncern is no t fo r these

But so lely fo r the sun, so men app laud
In vain this R udel , he no t loo king here
But to the East—the East Go , my ( lik,

P ilgrim dear
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l

ro E. B. B.

I .
TH ER E they are, my fifty men and women
N amingme the fifty poems finished !
Take them, Lo ve, the bo ok and me together
W here the heart lies, let the brain lie also .

R afael made a century o f so nnets ,’
Mad e and wro te them in a certain vo lume
D in ted with the silver- po inted pencil
Else he only used to draw Mad onnas

These, the wo rld might view—but o ne, the
vo lume.

W ho that one, yo u wk Your heart ia
structs yo u .

D id she live and lo ve it all her life- time?
D id she drop, his lady ofthe sonnets,

’

D ie, and let it drop beside her pillow
W here it lay in place o f R afael

’
s glory,

R a fael
’
s cheek so duteo us and so lo ving

Cheek , theworld was wont to ha il a painter’s,
R afael

’
s cheek , her love had turned a poet’s ?

I I I .
You and I would rather read that vo lume,
(Taken to his beating bo som by it)
Lean and list the bosom-bea ts o f R afael,
W o u ld we no t ? than wo nder a t Madonnas

H er, San Sisto
‘
names, and H er, Fo ligno ,

‘

H er, that visits Flo rence
‘ in a vision,

H er, tha t
’
s left with lilies in the Lo uvre

Seen by us and all the wo rld in circle.

547

Yo u and I will never read tha t vo lume.
“

Guid o R eni, like his own eye’s apple
Guarded lo ng the treasure

- bo o k and loved it .
Guid o R eni dying, all Bo logna
Cried , and the wo rld cried to o , Ours, the

treasure l
”

Suddenly, as rare things will, it vanished .

D ante once prepared to paint an angel

W hom to please Yo u whisper Bea trice.

W hile hemused and traced it and retraced it ,

(P erad venture with a pen co rroded

Still by dro ps o f tha t ho t ink he dipped for,
W hen, his left -hand i

’
the hair 0’

thewicked ,
Back he held the brow and pricked its stigma ,
Bit into the liveman’

s flesh fo r parchment ,
Lo osed him, laughed to see thewritingrankle,
Let the wretch go festering thro ugh

Flo rence)

H a ted wickedness that hinders loving,
D ante standing, studyinghis angel,
In there broke the fo lk o fhis Inferno .

Says he Certain peo ple o f impo rtance
(Such he gave his daily dreadful line to )
Entered andwould seize, fo rso o th, thepoet .

Says thepoet Then I sto ppedmypainting.

You and I would ra ther see that angel ,
P ainted by the tenderness o f D an te,
W o uld we no t - than read a fresh Inferno .

Yo u and I will never see that picture.

W hile he mused on lo ve and Beatrice,
W hile he so ftened o ’er his o utlined angel,
In theybroke, those peo ple o fimportance

1 [Originally appended to the co llection o f W e and Bice bear the loss fo r ever.

P oems ca lled Men and W omen ,

"

thegrea ter
portio n o f wh ich h as now been . more cor

rect ly, d istribu ted und er the o ther titles of this
ed itio n .

—R . B. ]
2 There is no rm o n to believe this to be the

3 La Fo rnarina .

4 In D resd en .
5 In the Va tican.

5 In the P itti P alace.

7 La Belle ] ardiniere. in the Louvre.

V I I I .
W ha t o f R afael’s sonnets, D ante’s picture ?
This no artist lives and lo ves, that longs no t
Once, and only once, and fo r o ne o nly,
3 R ea lly a book o f drawings , no t so nnets.

9 Bea trice.
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(Ah , the prize to find his lo ve a language

Fit and fa ir and simple and sufficient

Using nature tha t’s an art to o thers,
N o t , this one time, art tha t’s turned his

Ay, o f a ll the artists living, lo ving,

N one but wo u ld fo rego his proper dowry,
D oes he paint ? he fain would write a poem,

D oes hewrite he fain wo uld pfi nt a picture,
P ut to pro o f art a lien to the artist’s,
Once, and only o nce, and for one o nly,
So to be theman and leave the artist ,

Gain the man’
s joy, miss the artist

’
s so rrow.

W herefo re ? H eaven
’
s gift takes earth

’
s

aba tement
H e wh o smites the rock and spreads the

water,

Bidding drink and live a crowd beneath him,

Even he, the minute makes immo rta l ,
P ro ves, perchance, but mo rta l in the minute,
D esecra tes , belike, the deed in d o ing.

W hile he smites, how can be but remember,
So he smo te befo re, in such a peril ,
W hen they stood and mocked Shall smit

inghelp us ?
”

W hen they drank and sneered A stroke is
u sy

W hen they wiped their mouths and went

their journey,
Throwinghim fo rthanks But drought was

Thus o ld memories mar the actual triumph
Thus the d oing sav ours of disrelish
Thus achievement lacks a gracious some

what ;
O

’
er- impo rtuned brows beclo ud themanda te,

Carelessness or co nsciousness— the gesture.

Fo r he bears an ancient wrong abo u t him,

Sees and knows again tho se phalanxed faces,
H ears, yet one time mo re, the

’
customed pre

lude

H ow shouldst thou , o f all men, smite, and

save us ?

Guesses what is like to prove the sequel
Egypt

’
s flesh- po ts—nay, the drought was

better. ”

MEN AND W OMEN

Oh , the crowd must have emphatic warra nt E
Theirs, the Sinai- fo rehead ’

s clo ven bril liance,

R ight - arm’
s rod - sweep, to ngue

’
s imperial fia t .

N ever dares the man pu t 06 the pro phet .

I sha ll never, in the years rema ining,
P aint you pictures, no , no r ca rve you sta tues .

Make yo u music tha t sho uld all - express me

So it seems I stand o n my a ttainment .

This o f verse alo ne, o ne life al lows me
Verse and no thing else have I to give yo u .

Other heights in o ther lives, Go d wil ling
All the gifts from al l the heights , your o n .

Lo ve
XI I I .

XIV .

Lo ve, you saw me ga thermen and women .

Live o r dead o r fashio ned by my fincy,
Enter each and all, and use their service.

Speak fromeverymo uth .
—thespeech , a p o em.

D id he lo ve one face from o ut the thoumnd s,

(W ere sheJethro
’
s daughter, white and wifely .

W ere she but the E thio pian bo nd slave , )
H e wo u ld envy yon dumb patien t camel ,
Keeping a reserve o f scanty wa ter
Meant to save his own life in the d esert ;

R eady in the desert to d eliver

(Kneeling down to let his breast be o pened )

H oard and life together for his mish -

em.

Yet a semblance o f reso urce avails us

Shade so finely to uched , lo ve’s sense must

seize it .

Take these lines, lo o k lo vingly and nearly,
Lines I write the first time and the last time.

H e who wo rks in fresco , stea ls a hair-bu s h .

Curbs the libera l hand , subservient pro ud ly,
Cramps his Spirit , crowds its all in little,
Makes a strange art o f an art familiar,
Fills his lad y’s missa l -marge with fiowerets.
H e who blows thro

’ bronze, may bra the

thro ’ silver,
Fitly serenade a slumbrous princess .

H e who writes, may write fo r once as I d o .
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I N A B A L C O N Y .

1855.

IN A BALCONY .

Co usmucs and N o rman .

N orbert . N ow

Constance. N o t now

Give me them

again , those hands
P ut them upon my forehead , how it throbs
P ress them before my eyes, the fire comes

thro ugh
Yo u cruellest, yo u dearest in the world ,
Let me The Queen must grant wha te

’
er I

ask

H ow can I gain you and no t ask the Queen ? Theman pred estined to the heap o fcrows
There she stays waiting for me, here stand There go es his chance o f winningone, a!

you least

Some time o r o ther this was to be asked ; N orbert . The world

N ow is the o ne time—wha t I ask, I gain You love it. Love

Let me ask now, Love ! me quite as well,
D o i and ruin us. And see if l shall pray fo r this in vain !

N orbert . Let it be now, Love Al l my W hy must you ponder what it knows 0!
so ul breaks fo rth . thinks ?

H ow I d o lo ve you Give mylo ve its way N orbert . Yo u pray fo r—wha t, in vain?

A man can ha ve bu t o ne life and o ne death, Oh my heart
’
s heart .

One heaven, o nehell. Letme fulfilmyfa te H ow I do lo veyo u , N o rbert That is right

Grant me my heaven now Let me know But listen , or I take my hands away
you mine, Yo u say, let it be now yo u would go no

“

P rove yo u mine, write my name upon yo ur And tell theQueen , perhaps six steps fromus.

brow, You loveme—so you d o , thank God
H o ld you and have you , and then die away,
IfGod please, with completion in my soul Comtame. Yes, N orbert , —but you fiifl

Constance. I am no t yours then ? H ow would tell your love,
content this man And , wha t succeeds the telling, ask of her

I am no t his—who change into himself, Myhand . N ow take this rose and look at it.
H ave passed into his hea rt and bea t its bea ts , Listening to me. Yo u are the minister,

sso

W ho give my hands to him, my eyes, my
hair.

Give all that was o fme away to him

So well, tha t now, my spirit turned his own,
Takes part with him against thewomanhere,
Bids him no t stumble at so mere a straw

As caring tha t the wo rld be cogniza nt

H ow he lo ves her and how shewo rships him.

Yo u have this woman , no t as yet that world.
Go o n, I bid , no r stop to care fo rme
By savingwha t I cease to care about,
The co urtly name and pride o fcircumstance
The name you’

ll pick up and be cumbered

with
Just fo r the poor parad e’s sake, no thing

mo re

Just tha t the wo rld mayslip fromunderyou

Just tha t the world may cry
“ So much for
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The Queen
’
s first favo urite, no r witho ut a A certain pretty cousin at your side.

cause. W hy did I make such commo n cause with

To - night completes your wonderfu l year’s yo u

work Access to her had no t been easy else.

(This palace- feast is held to celebra te) Yo u give my labour here abundant praise ?
Mad e memo rable by her life

’
s succes s,

’
Faith , labour, which she overlo oked , grew

The junctio n of two crowns, o n herso lehead ,
H er ho use had o nly dreamed o f anciently :
Tha t this mere dream is grown a stable tru th,
To night

’
s feast makes authentic. W hose

the praise
W ho se genius, patience, energy, achieved
W ha t turned the many heads and broke the

hearts
Yo u are the fa te, yourminute’s in the heaven .

N ext comes theQueen
’
s turn. N ame your

own reward

W ith leave to clench the pest , chain the to
come,

P u t o ut an arm and to uch and take the sun
An d fix it ever full - faced on yo ur earth,
P oss ess yo urself supremely o f her life,
You cho o se the single thingshewill no tgrant
N ay, very declara tio n o fwhich cho ice
W ill turn the scale and neutralize yo urwork
A t best she will fo rgive yo u , if she can .

Yo u think I’ll let you choo se—her cousin
’
s

hand

N orbert . W ait . First, d o you retain your
o ld belief

The Queen is generous ,—nay, is just
There, there

So men make women lo ve them, while they
know

N 0 mo re o f women’
s hearts than look

you here,
You tha t are just and genero us beside,
Make it your own case For example now,

I
’

ll say
—I let you kiss me, ho ld myhands

W hy? d o you know why? I
’
ll instruct yo u ,

then
The kis , because you have a name at co urt

Th is hand and this, tha t you may shut in each
A jewel , ifyo u please to pick up such
Tha t

’
s ho rrible ? Apply it to the Queen

Supp o se I am the Queen to whom yo u speak
I was a nameless man ; yo u need ed me :

W hy d id I profi
'

eryou myaid ? there stood

H ow sha ll yo ur gra titu de discharge itself?
Give me her hand

And still I urge the same.

Is the Queen just ? just—generous or no !
Constance. Yes, just . You lo ve a rose ;

no harm in tha t
But was it for the rose

’
s sake ormine

Yo u put it in yo ur bo som mine, yo u said

Then, mine yo u still must say
’

o r else be fa lse.

Yo u to ld theQueen yo u served herforherself
If so , to serve herwas to serve yo urself,

She thinks, fo r all your unbelieving face
I know her. In the hal l, six steps from us,

One sees the twenty pictures ; there’s a life
Better than life, and yet no life at all.

Conceive her bo rn in such a magic d ome,
P ictures all ro und her l why, she sees the

wo rld ,

Can recognize its given things and facts,
The fight o fgiants or the feast o fgods,
Sages in sena te, beauties at the ba th,
Chases and ba ttles, thewho le earth’s d isplay,
l a ndscape and sea - piece, d own to flowers

and fruit

And who sha llquestion tha t sheknows thema ll ,

In better semblance than the things ou tside ?
Yet bring into the silent ga llery
Some live thingto co ntrast inbreathand blo o d ,
Some lion, with the painted lio n there
You think she’ll understand composed ly ?
Say, that’s his fellow in the hunting- piece
Yonder, I’ve turned to praise a hundred

fimm?

N o t so . H er knowledge o f our actual earth
Its hopes and fears, concerns and sympa thies,
Must be too fa r, to o mediate, too unrea l.

The real exists fo r us ou tside, no t her :

H ow sho uld it , with that life in these four

wa lls

That fa ther and that mo ther, first to last
N o fa ther and no mo ther—friends, a heap,
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Lo vers, no lack—a husband in due time,
And every one o f them a like a lie l

Things painted by a R ubens out o f nought
Into what kindness, friendship, lo ve sho uld be
All better, all mo re grandiose th an the life,
Only no life ; mere clo th and surface- paint ,
Yo u feel, while you admire. H ow shou ld

she feel ?

Yet now tha t she has sto od thus fifty years
The so le spectato r in tha t ga llery,
Yo u think to bring this warm real struggling

lo ve

In to her o f a sudden, and suppose
She’ll keep her sta te untro ubled ? H ere

’
s

the truth
She’ll apprehend tru th’s va lue at a glance,
P refer it to the pictured loyalty
Yo u only have to say, so men are made,
Fo r this theyact ; the thinghasmanynames ,
But this the right o ne : and now, Queen,

be just l ”

Your life slips back yo u lose herat theword

Yo u d o no t even for amends gain me.

H ewill no t understand oh ,N orbert, Norbert,
D o yo u no t understand ?

The Queen
’
s the Queen :

I am myself—no picture, bu t alive
In every nerve and every muscle, here
At the pa lace-wind ow o

’
er the peo ple’s street,

As she in thega llerywhere the pictures glow
The go od o f life is precious to us bo th .

She canno t love ; wha t d o I want with ru le?
W hen first I saw yo ur face a year ago
I knew my life

’
s go od , my so ul heard one

vo ice

The woman yo nder, there’s no use o f life

But just to obtain her ! heap earth
’
s woes

tn o ne

And bear them—make a pile o f all earth ’
s

jo ys
And spum them, as they help or help no t
this

Only, obtain her l H ow was it to be ?

I fo und you were the co usin o f the Queen
I must then serve the Queen to get to yo u .

N o o therway. Suppo se there had been o ne,

And I , by saying prayers to some white star
W ith promise o fmy body and my soul,

IN A BALCONY

Might gain yo u ,—sho uld I pray the star o r no ?
Instead , there was the Queen to serve I

served ,

H elped , did wha t o ther servants failed to do.
N either she so ught nor I declared my end .

H ergo od is hers , my recompense bemine,
I therefore name yo u as that recompense.

She dreamed tha t such a thingcould neverbe.

Let her wake now. She thinks there am

mo re cause

In lo ve o f power, high fame, pure loyal ty
P erhaps she fancies men wear o u t their lives
Chasingsuch shades. Then , I

’
ve a fimcy to o ;

I worked because I want yo u with my sou l
I thercfo re ask yo ur hand . Let it be now !

Constance. H ad I no t lo ved you from the

W ere I no t yours, cou ld we no t steal out thus
So wicked ly, so wild ly, and so well ,

Makes you ashamed o f ours Thebestyou
’

ll

gain

W ill be— the Queen grants all that you

require,

ceived

Of us withou t here, by the fo lk within
W here are you now ? immersed in cares of

state

Wh ere am I now intent on festal robes
W e two , embracing under death

’
s spru d

hand I
W hat was this thought fo r, what that scruple

o f yours
W hich broke the council up —to bringabout
One minute’s meeting in the corridor !

And then the sudden sleights, strange

secrecies,

Complo ts inscrutable, deep telegraphs,
Lo ng

- planned chance-meetings, bea rds of a

look ,
D oes she know ? do es she no t know saved

o r lost ?
”

A year o f this compression
’
s ecstasy

All goes for no thing ! you wo uld givethis
up

Fo r the o ld way, the o pen way, theworld
’

s.

H is way wh o beats, and his who sells hi>
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There lived a lavish so ul until it starved , To keep in pro o f how near her breath yo u

D ebarred o fheal thy fo od . Lo ok to the soul
P ity tha t, stoop to tha t , ere yo u begin
(The true man’

s-way) on justice and yo ur

Exactions and acquittance o f the past l
Begin ao—see wha t justice she will deal

W e women ha te a debt as men a gift .

Suppose her some poo r keeper o f a scho o l
W ho se business is to sit thro ’

summermo nths

And d o le o ut children leave to go and play,
H erself superio r to such lightness—she

In thearm- Chair’s sta teand pe dagogic pomp
To the life, the laughter, sun and youth

W e wo nder such a face looks black on us ? W ere scarcely false, as I’d express the sense.

I do no t bid yo u wake her tenderness, W ill you remain here ?
(Tha t were vain truly— none is left to wake) 0 best heart Ofmine,
But let her think her justice is engaged H ow I have lo ved yo u then, you tak e my
To take the shape o f tenderness, and mark
If she’ll no t co ld ly pay its warmest debt Are mine as you have been herminister,
D oes she lo ve me, I ask you ? no t a whit W ork ou t my thought , give it 65801 for me,

Yet , thinking that her justice was engaged P aint plainmypoo rconceit and make it serve ?
To help a kinswoman , she too k me up I owe that withered woman everything
D id mo re on that bareground than o ther lo ves Life, fortune, yo u, remember l Take my
W ou ld d o o n greater argument. Fo rme,
I have no equiva lent of such co ld kind H elp me to pay her ! Stand upon your

To pay herwith, but love alo ne to give
If I give anything. I give her lo ve : You, with my rose, my hands, my heart o n

I feel I o ught to help her, and I will.
So , fo r her sake, as yo urs, I tell you twice Your rights aremine—you have no righ ts but

Tha t women ha te a debt as men a gift . mine.

If I were you , I could obtain this grace N orbert . R emain here. H ow you know

Could lay the who le I did to lo ve’s acco unt, me !

N o r yet be very fa lse as co urtiers go Ah , but stil l

D eclaringmy success was recompense ;
It would be so , in fact : what were it else ?
And then, once lo o se hergenero sity,
Oh , how I see it — then, were I but you ,
To turn it , let it seem to mo ve itself, Queen . Constance ? She is here as he

And make it o ffer what I rea lly take, said . Speak quick
Acceptingjust , in the poo r co usin

’
s hand Is it so ? Is it true o r false ? One word

H er va lue as the next thing to theQueen 5

Since none lo ve Queens directly, none d are Mercifulles t Mo ther, thanks

tha t,
And a thing’s shad ow o r a name’s mere ech o

Suffices tho se who miss the name and thing I love yo u , Con
You pick up just a ribbo n she has worn, stance, frommy soul .

Say, I
’m so near I seem a piece o f her

Ask fo rme tha t way—(oh , yo u understa nd )
You’

d find the same gift yielded with a gra ce,
W hich, if yo u make the least show to ex

to rt

—Yo u’
ll see and when yo u have ru ined

bo th o f us,
D isserta te o n the Queen

’
s ingra titude !

N orbert . Then, if I turn it that way , yo u

consent
’
Tis no t myway; I havemo re hope in tru th
Still, if you wo n

’
t have truth—why, th

'

s
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N ow say oncemo re, with anywo rds yo u will,
’
Tis true, al l true, as true as tha t I speak.

Constance. W hy should you doubt it ?
Ah , why d o ubt

why d oubt ?
D ear, make me see it ! D o yo u see it so ?

N o ne see themselves ; an o ther sees them best .
Yo u say

“ whyd o ubt it ?
”—
you see himandme.

It is beeause the Mo ther has such grace
Tha t ifwe had but faith—wherein we fail
Whate

’
erwe yearn fo rwould be granted us ;

Yet still we let o ur whims prescribe despair,
Our fincies thwart and cramp ourwill and

And while, accepting life, abjure its use.

Co nstance, I had abjured the hope of lo ve

And being lo ved , as truly as yon palm
The ho pe o f seeingEgypt from tha t plo t .

But it was so , Con

Men say
—o r d o men say it ? fancies say

Sto p here, yo ur life is set , yo u aregrown o ld .

To o la te—no lo ve fo r you , to o late fo r

Leave lo ve to girls. Be queen : let Co n

stance lo ve.

One takes the hint— halfmeets it like a child ,
Ashamed at any feelings that oppo se.

Oh lo ve, true, never think o f lo ve again
I am a queen I ru le, no t lo ve forso o th .

”

So it goes on so a face grows like this,
H air like th is hair, poo r arms as lean as

Til l,—nay, it does no t end so , I thank God
Consta nce. I canno t understand

The happier you
Co nstance, I know no t how it is with men
Fo r women (I am a woman now like you )
There is no go o d o f life but lo ve—but lo ve

W ha t else lo oks go od , is some shade flung
from lo ve

Lo ve gilds it , gives it wo rth. Be warned

by me.
N ever yo u cheat yourself one instant ! Lo ve,
G ive lo ve, ask only love, and leave the rest

O Co nsta nce, how I lo ve yo u
I lo ve yo u .

555

she’s o ld , she’s grown unlo vely

Queen . I d o believe tha t all is come through
you .

I to o k yo u to my heart to keep it warm
W hen the last chance of lo ve seemed dead in

me ;
I thought your fresh youth warmed my

withered heart .
Oh , I am very o ld now, am I no t ?
N o t so ! it is true and it shall be true !
Constance. Tell it me : let me judge if true
or false.

Queen . Ah , but I fear yo u 1 you wil l look
at me

And say,

quite
W ho ne

’
erwas beauteo us menwant beauty

still .
”

W ell, so I feared— the curse so I felt sure
Consta nce. Be ca lm. And now you feel

no t sure, you say?

Queen . Co nstance, he came,—the coming
was no t strange

D o no t I stand and see men come and go ?

I turned a ha lf- lo ok frommy ped estal
W here I growmarble o ne youngman the

more

H e will love some one ; tha t is nought to
me

W ha t would hewith mymarble sta teliness?
Yet this seemed somewha t worse than here

to fo re

The man more gracious, youthful, like a

And I still o lder, with less flesh to change

W e two tho se dear extremes tha t long to

to uch .

It seemed still harderwhen he first began
To labo ur at tho se sta te- affairs, abso rbed
The o ld way fo r the o ld end—interest .
Oh , to live with a tho usand beating hearts
Aro und you , swift eyes, serviceable hand s,
P ro fessing they

’
ve no care but fo r yo ur cause,

Thought bu t to help yo u , love but for your
self,

And yo u the marble sta tue a ll the time
They pra ise and po int at as preferred to life,
Yet lea ve fo r the first breathing woman

’
s
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First dancer
’
s, gipsy

’
s o r street ba ladine’s ! 1 Into this balco ny, but I stra ight was stu ng

W hy, how I have gro und my teeth to hear And forced to understand . It seemed so true,
men’

s speech So right , so beau tiful , so like yo u bo th ,
Stifled fo r fear it should alarmmy ear, Tha t all this work should have been d o ne by
Theirgait subd ued lest step should startleme,
Their eyes declined , such queend om to N o t fo r the vulgar hope o f recompense,

But tha t a t last— suppose, some nigh t like

Their hands alert, such treasure to preserve,
W hile no t a man o f them broke rank and

W ro te me a vulgar letter all o f love,
Orcaughtmyhand and pressed it like a hand
There have been moments, if the sentinel
Lowering his ha lbert to sa lute the queen,
H ad flungit bruta lly and clasped my knees ,
I would have stooped and kissed him with

my so ul . My happiest woman
’
s self that migh t ha ve

Constance. W ho could havecomprehended ?
Ay, who

—who ? These two shall have their joy and lea ve

W hy, no o ne, Co nstance, but this one who me here.

”

d id .

No t they, no t yo u, no t I . Even now perhaps
It comes to o late—wou ld yo u but tell the

truth .

Constance. I wait to tell it.
W ell , yo u see, he came,

Outfaced the o thers, did a wo rk th is year
Exceeds in value all was ever d one,
You know—it is no t I who say it

—all

Say it . And so (a seco nd pang and wo rse)
I grew aware no t only o fwhat he did ,
But why so wondrously . Oh , neverwork
Like his was d one fo r wo rk’s ignoble sake
Souls need a finer aim to light and lure l
I felt , I saw, he lo ved—lo ved somebody.

And Constance, my dear Co nstance, d o yo u
know,

I did believe this while ’
twas yo u he lo ved .

Consta nce. Me, madam ?

Queen . It did seem to me, yo ur face
Met him where’er he loo ked : and whom but

Was such a man to love ? It seemed to me,
Yo u saw he lo ved yo u , and appro ved his lo ve,
And bo th o fyou were in intelligence.

Yo u could no t lo iter in that garden, step

1 D ancers.

Bo rne o n to claim his d ue reward o fme ,

H e might say Give her hand and p ay me

so .

And I (O Constance, you shall loveme n ow !i

I thought , surmo unting all the bitterness,
“ And heshallhaveit. Iwillmake her blest ,
My flower of you th , my woman

’

s self that

Queen . And the wo rd was o nmy lips
W hen he burst m upon me. I lo oked to hear
A mere ca lm statement o f his just desire
Forpayment o fhis labour. W hen—O heaven.

H ow can I tell yo u lightning on my eyes

And thunderin my ears proved tha t first wo rd
W hich to ld ’

twas lo ve o fme, o fme, d id al l

H e lo ved me—from the first step to th e last ,
Loved me

Of lo ve : wha t ifyou should mistake ?

No . no

N o mistake H a , there sha ll be no M e 2

H e had no t dared to hint th e lo ve he felt
You were my reflex—(how I understoo d
H e said you were the ribbo n I had wo rn ,

H e kissed my hand , he lo o ked into my eye s

And lo ve, lo ve came at end o f every p h rase .

Love is begun this much is come to p ass
The rest is easy. Constance, I am yo urs !
I will learn, I will place my life on yo u ,

Teach me but how to keep wha t I have wo n '

Am I so o ld ? This hair was early grey :

But Joyere nowhas brought hairbrown aga in .

And j oywill bringthecheek
’
s red back, I feel .
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’
Twere best thus o rdered . I am thankful now, Grows play, adversity a winning fight !
Mute, passive, acquiescent . I receive, True, I have lo st so many years : what then}
And bless Go d simply, o r should almo st fear Many remain God has been very good.
To walk so smo o thly to my ends a t last. Yo u , stay here ’

Tis as difl
'

erent fromdrmms

W hy, how I baflle obstacles, Spurn fa te From the mind ’s co ld calm es tima te ofbliss,
H ow strong I am Could N o rbert see me As thesestone sta tues from the flesh and blood

now The comfort thou hast caused mankind , God
’

s

Constance. Let me consider. It is all too

[Shegoes ou t , laawngCensu ses

Queen . You , Constance, learn o f me ; d o

yo u , like me l

Yo u are yo ung, beautiful : my own , best girl,
Yo u will have many lo vers, and lo ve one N orbert . W ell ? we have but one minute

Light hair, no t hair like Norbert’s, to suit and o ne word

Ta ller than he is, since yourselfare tall . Yes, mine.

Lo ve him, like me Give all away to him N o t till now !

Think nevero fyo urself throw by yo urpride, Yo u were mine. N ow I give myself to you.
H o pe, fear,—yo ur owngo od asyou sawit once, N oroert . Co nstance

And lo ve him simfly fo r his very self. Your own ! I know
R emember, I (and what am I to yo u ?)
W o uld give up all for one, leave thro ne, lose

D o a ll but just unlo ve him H e lo ves me.

Constance. H e shall .

You , step inside my

Givemeyo urown heart : letus haveoneheart
I
’
ll come to yo u for counsel ; this he says,
This he d oes ; what should this amo unt to ,

Beseech yo u , change it into current co in !

Is tha t wo rth kisses ? Shall I please him
there

And thenwe’ll speakin turno fyou—wha t else?
Your lo ve, acco rding to your beauty

’
s worth, This is yourmeans. I give yo u all myself:

Fo r yo u shal l have some noble love, a ll go ld N orbert. I take yo u and thank Go d .

W hom cho o se you ? we will get him at yo ur Lo ok o n through years !
cho ice. W e canno t kiss, a seco nd day like this ;

- Co nstance, I lea veyou . Just aminute since, Else were this earth no earth .

I felt as I must d ie o r be alone W ith this day’s hell !
Brea thingmy so ul into an ear like yo urs W e shall go on thro ugh years o f co ld .

Now, I wou ld face theworld with mynew life, 80, best 3
W ear my new crown. I

’
ll wa lk aro und the - I try to see those years—I think I see.

ro oms, You wa lk quick and new warmth comes 3 you
And then come back and tell yo u how it feels.

H owso o n a smileo fGod can changethewo rld ! And lay all to the first glow—no t sit down

H ow we aremade for happiness—how work Fo r ever brooding on a day like this

Ofgiving
—haply, ’

tis the wiser way.

Meaning to give a treasure, I might dole
Co in after co in o ut (each , m that were all.

W ith a new largess still at each desp ir)
And forceyou keep in sight the deed , presen t
Exhaustless till the end my part and 70015.
My giving and your taking ; bo th our joys
D ying together. Is it the wiser way?

I choose the simpler ; I give all at once.
Know what you have to trust to , trade upon f

Use it, abuse it , —anythingbu t think
H ereafter, H ad I known she lo ved me so ,

And what mymeans, I migh t have thrives
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W hile seeing embers whiten and lo ve d ie.

Yes , lo ve lives best in its effect ; and mine,
Full in its own life, yearns to live in yo urs .

N orbert . Just so . I take and know yo u

a ll at o nce.

Yo ur so u l is disengaged so easily
Yo ur face is there, I knowyou giveme time,
Let mebe proud and think yo u shall knowme.

My so ul is slower in a life I ro ll
Theminute o ut whereto you condense yours
Thewho le slow circle ro und yo u I must mo ve,
T o be just you . I lo ok to a long life

T o d ecompo se th is minute, pro ve its worth .

’
Tis the spa rks’ long successio n o ne by o ne
Sha ll show yo u , in the end , what fire was

crammed

In tha t mere sto ne yo u struck how could

yo u know,

If it lay ever unproved in your sight ,
As now my heart lies yo ur own warmth

wo u ld hide
Its co ldness, were it co ld .

But how pro ve, how ?
N orbert . P ro ve in my life, yo u ask ?

Quick , N o rbert—how
N orbert . Tha t’s easy to ld . I co unt life

just a stufl
'

T o try the so ul
’
s strength on , ed uce theman.

W h o keeps o ne end in view makes all things
serve.

A s with the body—he who hurls a lance
O r heaps up sto ne on stone, shows strength

a like
So mu st I seize and task a ll means to pro ve
A n d show this so ul o fmine, yo u crown asyo urs,
A n d justify us bo th .

Co uld yo u write boo ks ,
P a int pictures ! One sits d own in po verty
A n d writes o r paints, with pity fo r the rich.

N orbert . And loves o ne
’
s painting and

o ne
’
s writing, then,

A n d no t o ne
’
s mistress All is best , believe,

A n d we best as no o ther than we are.

‘V e live, and they experiment on life
T h o se po ets, painters, all who stand alo o f

T o o verlo o k the farther. Let us be

T h e thing they look at ! I might take your
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And write o f it and paint it—to wha t end ?
Fo rwhom wha t pa le d icta tress in the air
Feed s, smiling sad ly, her fine gho st - like fo rm

W ith earth’s real blo o d and brea th, the beau
teo us life

She makes despised for ever? Yo u aremine,
Made fo rme, no t fo r o thers in the wo rld ,
N o r yet fo r tha t which I sho uld call my art ,

The co ld calmpower to see how fairyo u lo o k .

I come to yo u I leave yo u no t , to write

Or paint . Yo u are, I am let R ubens there
P aint us

Constance. So , best l
I understand yo ur so u l .

Yo u live, and rightly sympathize with life,
W ith action , power, success. This way is

straight ;
And time were sho rt beside, to let me change
The craft my childhood learnt : my craft shall

serve.

Men set me here to subjugate, enclose,
Manure their barren lives, and fo rce thence

fruit

First fo r themselves, and afterward fo rme

In the d ue tithe the task o f some o ne so ul,
Throughways o fwo rkappo inted bythewo rld .

I am no t bid create —men see no star

Transfiguringmy brow to warrant that
But find and bind and bringto hear theirwills.
So I began : to - night sees h ow I end .

W ha t ifit see, to o , power’s first o utbreak here
Amid the warmth , su rp rise and sympa thy,
And instincts o f the hea rt tha t teach thehead ?
W ha t if the people have discerned a t length
The dawn o f the next nature, novel brain
W ho sewill they venture in the place o f theirs,
W ho se wo rk, they trust , shall find them as

no vel ways
To untried heights which yet he o nly sees ?

I felt it when you kissed me. See this Queen ,

Thispeople— ino urphrase, thismass o fmen
See how the mass lies passive to my hand
N ow tha t my hand is plastic, with yo u by
To make the muscles iro n Oh , an end

Shall crown this issue as this crowns the first !
My will be on this peo ple then , the strain ,

Th e grappling o f the po tter with his clay,
The long uncertain struggle,

—the success
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And co nsumma tion o f the Spirit -wo rk,
Some vase shaped to the curl o f thegod

’
s lip ,

W hile ro unded fair fo r human sense to see

The Graces in a dance men recognize

W ith turbu lent applause and laughs o f heart !
So triumph ever sha ll renew itself ;
Ever sha ll end in efforts higheryet ,
Ever begin

Constance. I ever helping
Thus l

[As Ire embraces tier, tlze QUEEN enters.

Constance. H ist, madam So have I per
formed my part .

You see yo ur gra titude
’
s true decency,

N o rbert ? A little slow in seeing it

Begin, to end the so o ner 1 W ha t
’
s a kiss ?

N orbert . Co nstance ?

W hy, must I teach
it yo u again ?

You want a witness to yo ur dulness, sir ?
W ha t was I saying these ten minutes long?
Then I repeat—when some yo unghandsome

man

Like you has acted o ut a part like yours,
Is pleased to fa ll in lo ve with one beyo nd ,
So very far beyond him, as he says
So hopelessly in lo ve th a t but to speak
W ould pro vehimmad ,—he thinks judicio usly,
And makes some insignificant go od so u l,

Like me, his friend , ad viser, co nfidant,
And very sta lking- ho rse to co ver him

In fo llowing after wha t he dares no t face.

W hen his end
’
s gained

—(sir, d o yo u under

stand

W hen she, hedaresno tface, has lo ved himfirst,
—May I no t sayso , madam - to ps his ho pe,
And overpasses so his wildest dream,

W ith glad co nsent of a ll , and most o f her

The confidant who bro ught the same abo ut
W hy, in themoment when such joyexplodes,
I do ho ld tha t the merest gentleman
W ill no t start rudely from the sta lking

-h orse,

D ismiss it with a There, eno ugh o f yo u
Fo rget it , show his back unmannerly
But like a libera l heart will rather turn
And say, A tingling time o f hopewas o urs ;
Betwixt the fears and fa lterings,we two lived

A chanceful time in waiting for the prize :

IN A BALCONY

And meet us roya lly and spare o ur iears
’
Tis like yo urself. H e thanks you , so do I.
Take him—with my full heart my work 1

:

praised
By wha t comes o f it. Be yo u happy, both

Yo urself—the only one o n earth who can

D o all fo rhim, much mo re than a mere heart

W hich tho ugh warm is no t useful in itswarmth
As the silk vesture o f a queen ! fo ld tha t
Around himgently, tenderly. For him

Fo r him,
—he knows his own part !

H ave yo u done

I take the jest at last . Sho u ld I speak no t
W asyours thewager, Co nstance, fo o lish child
Or did you but accept it ? W ell—at least

You lo se by it.
Constance. Nay, madam,

’
tis yo ur turn

R estra in him still from speech a little more.

And make him happier as mo re confident !
P ity him, madam, he is timid yet

Mark, No rbert D o no t shrink now ! H en

I fid d

The confidant, theConstance, served not ill.

And tho ugh I shall fo rget her in due time,
H eruse beinganswered now, as reasonhick.

N ayasherselfbids fromherheart ofhearts,
Still , she has rights, the firs t thanks go to
her,

The first goo d praise goes to the prosperous
to o l,

And the first—which is the last—raw

kiss.

N orbert . Constance, it is a dream—ah.

see, you smile !

Constance. So , now his part beingproperly
perfo rmed ,

Madam, I turn to yo u and finish mine

As duly ; I d o justice in my turn .

Yes, madam, he has loved you
—long and

well

H e could no t hope to tell yo u ao—’
twas I

W ho served to prove your so ul acces sible,
I led his tho ughts o n , drew them to their

place
W hen they had wandered else into despair.

And kept lo ve constant toward its natural aim
Enough, my part is played yo u stoop lu ll



https://www.forgottenbooks.com/join


562 IN A BALCONY

That two maymo ck her heart if it succumb
No : fearing God and standing

’
nea th his

heaven ,
I wo uld no t dare insult a woman so ,

W ere she the meanest woman in the world ,
And he, I cared to please, ten emperors
Constance. N o rbert

I love o nce as I live
but o nce.

What case is this to think o r talk abo ut ?
I lo ve you . W o u ld it mend the case at all

If such a step as this killed love in me ?
Your part were d one : account to God fo r it !
Butmine—co u ld murd ered loveget up again,
And kneel to whom yo u please to designa te,
And make you mirth ? It is to o ho rrible.

Yo u d id no t know this, Constance ? now you Yo urs, yours, yours !
know You and I

That bo dy and so ul have each o ne life, but W hy care by wha t meanders we are here
one : I’ the centre o f the labyrinth Men have

And here’smy love, here, living, at yo ur feet . died

Constance. See theQueen N orbert—this Trying to find this place, which we have
o ne mo re last word fo und .

If thus yo u have taken jest for earnest—th us

Lo ved me in earnest Sweet, never fear

Ah , no jest ho lds here what she can d o

W here is the laughterinwhich jests break up , W e are past harm now.

And wha t this horro r that grows pa lpable ? On the breast ofGod.

Madam—why grasp you thus the ba lcony I though t o fmen—a s ifyo u were a man.

H ave I d one ill ? H ave I no t spoken truth Temptinghim with a crown

H ow cou ld I o ther W as it no t your test ,
To tryme, wha t mylo ve fo rConstancemeant? It is too perfect.
Madam, yo ur royal so ul itself appro ves,
The first, tha t I should choo se thus so one W hatmeasured heavy tread ? It is one blast

takes About me and within me.
A begga r

—asks him, what would buy his Oh , some death
child ? W ill run its sudden finger round this sti -1k

And then appro ves the expected laugh o f And sever us from the rest !

scorn And so do well

R eturned as something noble from the rags. N ow the d oo rs Open .

Speak, Constance, I’m the beggar ! H a , N orbert .
’
Tis the guard comes

what’s this

You two glare each a t each like panthers now.

Co nstance, the world fades ; o nly you stand

there

Yo u did no t, in to - night
’
swild whirl ofthings,

Sell me—your so ul o f sou ls, for any price?
No—no—’

tis easy to believe in you I
W as it yo ur lo ve’s mad tria l to o ’

ert op
Mine by this vain self- sacrifice ? well, still

Though I might curse, I lo ve you . I am lo ve
And canno t change : lo ve

’
s selfis at your feet !

[7k QUEEN goes out .
Constance. Feel myheart ; let it die against

your own
N orbert . Against my own . Explain no t ;

let this be

This is life
’

s height .
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JAMES LEE
’
S W IFE Befiillen this bitter co ast o f France

W ell, poo r sailo rs too k their chance ;
L—JAMES LEE S W IFE SP EAKS AT I take mine.

TH E W IND OW . II.

1 ,
A ruddy shaft o ur fire must shoo t

AH , Love, bu t a day
0 er the sea :

And the world has changed ! D o sailors eye the casement—mute,

And the bird estranged
From the” ba

r
k

The wind has dro pped , And envy, gnash their teeth fo r ha te
And the sky

’
s d eranged

0
’
the warm safe ho use and happy freight

Summer has stopped .

—Thee and me

in .

Go d help you , sailors, at your need !
Spare the curse

Fo r some ships, safe in port indeed ,

Loo k in my eyes !
W ilt tho u change to o ?

Should I fear surprise
R t d t

Sha ll I find aught new R33
8

;
In the Old and dear, Al l through wo rms i

’
the wood , which

Gnawed o ur hearts o ut while we slept
W ith the changing year? That is worse.

Tho u art a man ,
But I am thy lo ve.

For the lake, its swan
Fo r the dell, its d o ve ;

And fo r thee—(oh , haste
Me, to bend abo ve, gnash yo ur

Me, to ho ld embraced .

II.—BY TH E FIR ESID E.

1 [IL—IN TH E D OOR WAY.

Is all our fire o f shipwreck wo od ,

Oak and pine ? 1.

Oh , fo r the ills half- understo od , Tim swallow has set her six young on the

The dim dead woe rail,

And looks sea -ward

W ho lived here before us two P
Old -world pairs.

D id a woman ever—wo uld I knew
W a tch the man

W ith whom began
Love

’
s voyage full

- sa il,— (now,

teeth
W hen planks start , Open hell beneath

Unawares P
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The wa ter’s in stripes like a snake, o live-pal e
To the leeward ,

On the weather- side, black, spo tted white

with the wind .

Go od fo rtune depart s, and disaster’s be

hind ,”

H ark , thewind with its wants and its infinite
wail

II

Our fig
- tree, that leaned fo r the saltness, has

furled

H er five fingers,

Each leaf like a hand Opened wide to the

wo rld

W here there lingers
No glint o f the go ld , Summer sent fo r her

H ow the vines writhe in rows, each impa led
o n its stake

My heart shrivels up and my spirit shrinks

Yet here are we two ; we have lo ve, ho use
enough,

W ith the field there,

This house o f four ro oms, tha t field red and

Tho ugh it yield there,
Fo r the rabbit that robs, scarce a blade o r a

bent
If a magpie a ligh t now, it seems an event ;

And they bo th will be gone at N o vember’s
tebufl

'

.

But why must co ld spread but wherefore

God meant sho uld mate his with an infinite

range,

And inherit

H is power to put life in the darkness and

co ld

Oh , live and love worthily, bear and be

bo ld !
W hom Summer mad e friends o f, let W inter

estrange

D RAMATIS P ERSONE

—ALONG TH E BEACH .

I .
I W ILL be quiet and ta lk with you ,

You wanted my lo ve—is that much true?
And so I did lo ve, so I d o :

Wha t has come of it all along?

I I .
I took yo u—how could I o therwise
For a world to me, and more ;

For all , lo ve greatens and glorifies

Till Go d
’
s a -

glow, to the lo vingeyes,
In wha t was mere earth before.

Yes, earth—yes, mere igno ble earth !
Now d o I mis- sta te, mistake ?

D o I wrongyourweakness and call it worth ?
Expect a ll harvest , dread no dearth ,

Seal my sense up for your sake?

Oh , Love, Love, no , Love ! no t so , indeed !

You were just weak earth , I knew
W ith much in yo u waste, with many a weed .

And plenty o fpassions run to seed ,
But a little good gra in too .

v .

And such as you were, I took yo u formine
D id no t you find me yours,

To watch the o live and wait the vine,
And wo nderwhen rivers o f o il and wine

W ould flow, as the Bo ok assures ?

W ell, and ifnone o f these good things o ne,

W ha t d id the failure pro ve ?
Theman was mywho le world , all the same.

W ith his flowers to praise or his weeds 1°

blame,
And , either or bo th , to lo ve.
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Tha t lasts while on her pa llet -bed the nun

Stretches her length ; her fo o t comes

thro ugh
The straw she shivers on ;

Ifi

You had no t th ought she was so ta ll and

spent,
H er shrunk lids Open , her lean fingers

shut
And some midsummermomrng, at the lull

01

3
5

13;fi
lm“ the" Sharp and 1m " M ‘s Just about daybreak , as he lo oks across

A sparkling fo reign co untry, wo nderful
To the sca

’
s edge fo r glo om and gloss,

Next minutemust annul,

The clammy palm then al l is mute

That way, the spirit went.

III.

Orwou ld st thou rather tha t I understand
amo the

Thy will to help me — like the d og I
ng

Once, pacing sad this so litary strand ,

W ho wo uld no t takemyfoo d , po o rhound ,
But whined and licked my hand .

”

JIIII .

No thing can be as it has been before
Better, so call it , o nly no t the same.

To draw o ne beauty into our hearts’ core.
And keep it changeless such our claim

SO answered ,—Nevermore

All this, and mo re, comes from some yo ung
man’

s pride
Of power to see—in failure and mistake,

R elinquishment , disgrace, on every side,
Merely examples for his sake,

H elps to his pa th untried

Simple ? W hy this is the o ld woe o
’
the

Instances he must—simply recognize ? wo rld ;

Oh , mo re than so —must, with a leamer’s Tune, to whose rise “ 1d fa ll W C liveand dlc
zeal , R ise with it , then R ejoice that man 15

Make d o ubly prominent , twice emphasize, hurled
By added touches tha t revea l From change to change unceasrngly,

The god
‘

m babe’s disguise H is so ul
’
s wings never furled

III.

Oh , he knows wha t defeat means, and the That
’
s a new question still replies the

rest N o thing endures : the wind moans, fl ying
H imself the undefea ted that sha ll be so ;

Failure, disgrace, he flings themyou to test , W e moan in acquiescence : there
’
s life

’
s pat !

H is triumph , in eternity P erhaps proba tion—d o I know
To o p lainly manifest God d oes : end ure his act

x.

W hence, judge if he learn fo rthwith what the
M INI

Meansinitsmoaning—bythe happyprompt
Instinctive way o f yo u th, I mean fo r kind

Ca lm years, exa cting their accornpt
Ofpain, mature the mind

XI I
Then, when the wind begins

vines,

80 low, so low, what shall it say but this ?
H ere is the change beginning, here the lines

Circumscribe beau ty, set to blis
The limit time assigns.

”
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’

S W IFE

XV I .
Only, fo rman, how bitter no t to grave
On his so u l

’
s hands’ palms one fair go od

Just as he grasped it For himself, death’s
wave

W hile time first washes—ah , the sting
O

’

er al l he
’
d sink to sa ve.

-AMONG TH E ROCKS.

Orr, go od gigantic smile o
’
the brown o ld

This autumn mo rning ! H ow he sets his

To bask i’ the sun, and thrusts o ut knees and

Fo r th e ripp le to run o ver in its mirth
Listening the while, where o n the heap o f
sto nes

Thewhite breastOfthe sea - lark twitters sweet .

Tha t is the doctrine, simple, ancient , true ;
Such is life’s tria l , as o ld earth smiles and

knows.

Ifyo u loved only wha t were wo rth yo ur lo ve,
Lo ve were clear gain, and who lly well fo r

Make the low na ture betterby your throes
Give earth yo urself, go up fo rgain above

V III .—BES ID E TH E D R AW ING BOAR D .

As like as a H and to ano ther H and

W ho ever said that fo o lish thing,
Co u ld no t have studied to understand

The counsels o f God in fishio ning,
Ou t o f the infinite lo ve o f his heart , Little girl with the poo r coarse hand
This H and , who se beauty I praise, apart I turned from to a co ld clay cast
From the wo rld Ofwo nder left to praise, I have my lesso n , understand

If I tried to learn the o therways The worth o f flesh and blo o d at last .

567

Of lo ve in its skill , o r love in its power.
As like as a H and to ano ther H and

W h o said tha t , never to ok his stand ,
Fo und and fo llowed , like me, an hour,
The beauty in this , - how free, how fine

To fear, almo st ,—o f the limit - line
As I lo oked at this, and learned and drew ,

D rew and learned , and lo o ked again ,

W hile fast the happyminutes flew,

Its beauty mo unted into my brain ,

And a fancy seized me ; I was fit in

To efl
'

ace my wo rk, begin anew,

Kiss wha t befo re I only drew ;
Ay, laying the red chalk ’

twixt my lips ,
W ith so ul to help if the mere lips failed ,
I kissed all right where the drawing ailed ,

Kissed fast the grace tha t somehow slips
Still from one

’
s so ulless finger

- tips.

’
Tis a clay cast , the perfect thing,
From H and live once, dead longago

P rincess - like it wears the ring
To fancy’s eye, by which we know

Tha t here at length a master found

H is ma tch , a pro ud lo ne so ul its mate,
As soaringgenius sank to ground ,
And pencil co uld no t emu la te

The beauty in this ,—how free, howfine
To fear almo st l—Oi the limit - line.

Long ago the god , like me
The wo rm, learned , each in our degree

Lo oked and lo ved , learned and drew,

D rew and learned and lo ved again,

W hile fast the happyminutes flew,

Till beauty mo unted into his brain
And on the fingerwhich o utvied
H is art he placed the ring tha t

’
s there,

Still by fancy’s eye descried ,
In token o f a marriage rare

Fo r him on earth, his art’s despair,
Fo r him in hea ven, his sou l

’
s fit bride.
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N o thingbut beauty in a H and ?

Because he cou ld no t change the hue, Conceded ! In turn, conced e to me,
Mend the lines and make them true Such things have been as a mutua l M e.

To this which met his s001
’
s demand ’ Your soul’s locked fast ; bu t, love fo r a key.

W o uld D 8 Vinci turn fromyo u ? Yo u might let it loo se, till I grew the
I hear him laugh my woes to sco rn

The fo o l forso o th is all forlorn In our es min o u stand : strange
Because the beauty, she thinks best,

’ as m e y

Lived longago orwas never bo rn,
in

Because no beau ty bears the test
In this rough peasant H and C nfessed For then, then, what would it ma tter to me

Art is null and study void l ’
0

Tha t I was the harsh ill - favo ured one?

t t so sayest thou ? So said not I, W e bo th should b
e
like as pea and pu ;

W ho threw the firulty pencil by,
It was ever so srnce the wo rld begun

And years instead o f ho urs employed , So , let me PM with my reverie.

Learning the veritable use
Offlesh and bone and nerve beneath IV

Lines and hue o f the o uter sheath, H ow strange it were if yo u had all me,
If haply I migh t reprod uce As I have all you in my heart and brain,
One mo tive o f the powers pro fuse, You, whose least word bro ught gloom or

Flesh and bone and nerve tha t make glee,

The poorest coarsest human hand W ho never lifted the hand in vain

An object wo rthy to be scanned W ill ho ld mine yet, from o ver the sea !

A who le life long for their so le sake.

Sha ll earth and the cramped moment - space v ,

Yield the heavenly crowninggrace?
N ow the parts and then the who le 1

t g
n

sfiz
‘

e

’

éwy

s

fiiz
d

tz
o

g
l

y

W ith eyes as dear in their due degree,

I love,—shall tha t be life
’
s strait d o le

M

tgwCh a mouth and as m a

I must live beloved o r die l
’

Till you saw yourself, while yo u med cc
’

Tis
This peasant hand

’

that spins the wo o l She l
”

t t And bakes the bread , why lives it o n ,
P o o r and coarse with beauty gone,

W ha t use survives the beauty Fo o l

VI.

W ell, you may, you must, set down to me

Love that was life, life that was love
Go , little girl with the po or coarse hand A tenure Of breath at your lips’ decree,
I have my lesson, shall understand .

A 139-5350“ to Stu d 3 3 your M t”

appro ve,
A rapture to fall where your fo ot might be.

Ix.
—ON D ECK.

VI I.

I. But did one touch o fsuch lo ve fixme
TH ER E is no thing to remember in me, Come in a wo rd or a look o fyours,
N o thing I ever said with a grace, W hose wo rds and lo oks will, circling, flee

N o thing I did tha t yo u care to see, R o und me and round while life en

N o thing I was that deserves a place dures,

In yourmind , now I leave you , set yo u Could I fancy “ As I feel, thus feels he
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XII . XV I I I .
And in after- time wo uld yo ur fresh tear fa ll , They grubbed with a will and at length

Tho ugh your mouth might twitch with a

dubious smile, H umanum, fed ora cam, and the rest

As they to ld yo u o fgo ld , bo th ro be and pa ll, They found—no gaud they were prying for,
H ow she prayed them leave it alone awhile, No ring, no rose, bu t—who wo uld have

So it neverwas to uched at all .

XII I .
Years flew this legend grew at last

The life o f the lady a ll she had done,

All been, in the memo ries fad ing first
Of lo ver and friend , was summed in o ne

Sentence survivo rs passed

—he gave the word .

To wit, shewas mean t fo rheaven , no t earth
H ad turned an angel befo re the time

Yet , since she was mo rta l, in such dearth And lo , when they came to the comu - lid ,

Of fra ilty , all yo u co uld co unt a crime Or ro tten planks which composed it once.
W as- she knew hergold hair’s wo rth . W hy, there lay the girl

’
s skull wedged amid

A mint ofmoney, it served fo r the name

To ho ld in its hair- heaps hid 1

At little pleasant P omic church, 10“

It chanced , the pavement wanted repair, H id there ? W hy Could the girl bewon

W as taken to pieces left in the lurch, (She th e stainless so ul ) to treasure up
A certain sacred space lay bare, Money, earth’s trash and heaven’

s afl oat ?

And the boys began research . H ad a sp iderfo und ou t the communion-cup,

W as a toad in the christening
-font

’
Twas the space where o ur sires would lay a xx“

sain t , Truth is truth to o true it was.

A benefacto r,—a bisho p, suppo se, Go ld She boarded and hugged it first .
A baron with armour- ad ornments quaint ,

‘

Longed for it, leaned o
’
er it , loved it

D arne with chased ring and jewelled ro se,

Things sanctity saves from taint ; Till the humourgrew to a head and burst .

And she cried , at the final pass,
XV I I .

So we come to find them in after- days
W hen the co rpse is presumed to have d one
with gauds

Of use to the living, in many ways
Fo r the boys get pelf, and the town ap
plauda ,

And the church deserves the p raise.

XIX.

H ere was a case fo r th e priest : be heard ,
Marked , inward ly digested , laid

Finger o n nose, smiled , There’s a bird
Chirps in my car then, Bring
spade,

D ig deeper l

XXIII .
Ta lk no t o fGod , my heart is stone !
N o r lo ver no r friend—be go ld for bo th 3

Go ld I lack and , my all , my own,
“ It sha ll hide in my hair. I scarce die
lo th

If they let my hair alo ne
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xxxv . Fo r o ur Essays - and - R eviews
’
deba te

Louis - d
’
o r, some six times five, Begins to tell o n the public mind ,

And d uly d o uble, every piece.
Ah d (3013 15 03 wo rds have weigh t

Now d o yo u see ? W ith the priest to shrive,
W ith parents preventing her so u l

’
s release xxx.

BYkisses tha t kept alive, I still, to suppose it true, fo rmy part ,
See reaso ns and reaso ns this, to begin

xxv .
’
Tis the faith tha t launched po int -blank her

W ith heaven’
s go ld ga tes abo ut to ope, dart

W ith friends’ praise, go ld - like, lingering At the head o f a lie—taught Original Sin,
still, The Co rruptio n o fMan

’
s H eart .

An instinct had bidden the girl
’

s hand gro pe
Fo r go ld , the true so rt Go ld in heaven,
ifyo u will

But I keep earth’s to o , I hope.
TH E W OR ST OF IT .

XXV I . I .

Enough The priest too k the grave
’
s grim

W OULD it were I had been fal se, no t you
yield I that am no thing, no t yo u tha t are a ll

The pa rents, they eyed tha t price o f sin I , never the worse for a to uch o r two
As if t/ u

'

rty p iece: lay revea led On
o

mY SpeCkled hide ; h Ot YO“ : the

On the place to bury stranger: in ,
pride

The hid eo us P o tter’s Field .
Of the day. my swan , that a first fleck’

s fal l

On her wo nder o f white must unswan,

xxvrr. und o !

But the priest bethought him Milk tha t’s
spilt I had dipped life

’
s struggle and , out

—Yo u know the adage W atch and again ,

pray l Bo re specks o f it here, there, easy to see,

Saints tumble to earth with so slight a tilt ! W hen I fo und my swan and the cure was
“ It wo uld build a new altar ; tha t , we
may !

”
The dull turned bright as I caught yo ur

And the altar therewith was built . white
On my bosom you saved me—saved in

xxvm . vain

Why I d eliver this ho rrible verse IfYou ruined yourself, and all through me !

As the text o f a sermo n , which now I

Evil o r goo d inay be better o rworse
In the human heart, but the mixture
each

Is a marvel and a curse.

XXIX .

The eand id incline to surmise Of la te

Tha t the Christian faith pro ves fa lse, I
find

Yes, a ll through the speckled beast tha t I am,

Wh o taught you to stoo p ; you gave me
yo urself,

And bo und yo ur so ul by the vows tha t
damn

Since o n better tho ught yo u break , as you
ought ,

Vows—wo rds, no angel set d own , some elf

Misto o k,— fo r an oa th, an epigram
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Yes, might I judge yo u , here weremy heart , It will come, I suspect , at the end o f life,

And a hundred its like, to treat as yo u W hen yo u walk alone, and review thepast

pleased And I , who so longshall have d o newith strife,
I cho o se to be yours, fo rmy proper part , And journeyed my stage and earned my
Yours, leave o r take, o rmarme ormake ; wage

If I acquiesce, why should you be teased And retired m was right,—I am ca lled at last

W ith the conscience- prick and thememory W hen the devil stabs you, to lend theknife.
smart

V .
X.

But wha t will God say Oh , my sweet, H e stabs fo r theminute of trivial wrong,
Think , and be so rry yo u did this thing N or the o ther ho urs are able to save,

Tho ugh earth were unworthy to feel yo ur The happy, that 13 5t my who le life 1008
feet, For a promise broke, no t for first words

There’s a heaven abovemay deserve yo ur SP 0“ .

lo ve The true, the only, that turn mygrave
Sho uld you forfeit heaven for a snap t go ld To a blaze Of joy “ 1d 8 “ 3 3h Of 3008

ring
And a promise broke, were it just ormeet ?

W itness befo rehand 06
'

I trip
vr. On a safe path gay thro ugh the flowers

And I to have tempted you I , who tired yo u flung :

Your soul , no do ubt, till it sank ! Un My very name mad e great by your lip,
wise, And my heart a -

glowwith the go od I h im
I lo ved and was lowly, loved and aspired , Ofa perfect yearwhen we bo th were young.

Lo ved , grieving o r glad , till I mad e yo u And I tasted the angels
’
fellowship.

mad

And you meant to have ha ted and despised
W hereas , yo u deceived me no r inquired And witness , moreo ver Ah , but wait 3

I spy the loo p whence an arrow shoots !

VH It may be for yourself, when yo u medita te,
She, ruined ? H ow ? N o heaven for her That yo u grieve

—fo r slain ruth, murdered
Crowns to give, and none for the brow truth.

Tha t looked like marble and smelt like Though fa lseho od escape in the end, 'hl !
myrrh boo ts ?

Shall the robe be worn , and the pa lm H ow tru th would have triumphed l
”

branch bo rne, you sigh to o late.

And she go graceless, she graced now

Beyond all saints , as themselves aver XII I
Ay, who would have triumphed like you. 1

V II I. say
H ard ly ! That must be understood ! W ell, it is lost now ; well, you must bes t .

The earth is your place o f penance, then ; Abide and grow fit for a better day :
And wha t will it pro ve P I desire yo ur go o d , Yo u should hard ly grudge, could I be you
But , plo t as I may, I can find no way judge

H ow a blow should fa ll, such as fa lls on But hush ! Fo ryo u, can be no despair

men, There’
s amends : ’

tis a secret : hope “ 3

N o r pro ve to o much fo r yourwomanhoo d . pray
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And did you, when we faced the church
W ith spire and sad slate ro o f, aloo f

From human fellowship so far,
W h ere a few graveyard crosses are,

And garlands for the swa llows
’ perch ,

D id you determine, as we stepped
O

’
er the lo ne stone fence, Let me get

H er fo rmyself, and wha t’s the earth
W ith all its art , verse, music, wo rth

Compared with lo ve, found , gained , and

kept

Schumann’
s ourmusic -maker now ;

H as his march mo vement yo uth and

mo uth
Ingres

’
s the modern man tha t paints ;

W hich will lean on me, o f his saints
H eine fo r songs ; fo r kisses, how

And did yo u , when we entered , reached

The vo tive friga te, so ft a lofi

R iding on air this hund red years,
Safe- smiling at o ld ho pes and fears,

D id yo u d raw profit while she preached ?

R eso lving, Fo o ls we wise men grow
Yes , I co uld easily blurt o ut curt

Some question that might find reply
Asprompt inherstepped lips, dropped eye,

And rush of red to ch eek and brow

Thus were a match made, sure and fast,
Mid the blue weed - flowers round the

mound

W here, issuing, we sha ll stand and stay
For one more lo ok at ba ths and bay,

Sands, sea -

gulls, and the o ld church last

Sure o f the Fo rtieth spare Arm- cha ir
W h en gout and glo ry sea t me there ,

So , onewhose love- freaks pass unblamed ,

XI II .

And this yo ung beauty, round and so und

As a mountain - apple, yo u th and truth

W ith loves and do ves, a t a ll events
W ith money in the Three per Cen ts

W hose cho ice o f me wo uld seem pm

She might take me as I take her.

P erfect the hour would pas , alas

Climb high, lo ve high, what ma tter Stil
'

Feet , feelings, must descend the hill

An ho ur’s perfection can
’

t recur.

Then fo llows P aris and full time
Fo r bo th to reason :

‘Thus with’as .

She’ll sigh, Thus girls give body and

At first wo rd , think they gain the goal .
W hen

’
tis the starting

- place they climb :

XVI .

My friend makes verse and gets renown

H ave they all fifty years, his peers ?
H e knows thewo rld , firm, quiet and gay :
Boys will become as much one day :

‘They
’
re fo o ls ; he chea ts, with beard la »

brown .

xv u .

Fo r boys say, m or l dr} !

H e d id no t say, 771: M l 133W

I
’
d ta lc/r you tfi lend m a?" at

XV I I I .
W h ile I should make rejo inder (then
It was, no d oubt , yo u ceased that less:

A match ’
twixt me, bent, wigged and Light pressure o fmy arm in yo urs)

lamed ,
Famous, however, for verse and worse,

I can conceive o f cheaper a rres
Fo r a yawning

-fit o
’
er books and men



TOO LATE

XIX.

Wha t ? Al l I am, was , and might be,
Al l , boo ks taught, art brought, life

’
s

who le strife,
P ainful results since precious, just
W ere fitly exchanged , in wise disgust ,

Fo r two cheeks freshened by yo uth and

All fo r a nosegay —what came first
W ith fields on flower, untried each side ;

I ra lly, need my books and men,
And find a no segay d ro p it, then,

N0 ma tch yet made fo r best o rwo rst

XXI
Tha t end ed me. Yo u judged the po rch
W e left by, N o rman too k o ur loo k

At sea and sky ; wo ndered so few

Find out the place fo r air and view ;

Remarked the sun began to scorch

XXII .
Descended , so on regained the baths,

And th en , go od
-bye Years ten since then

Ten years W e meet you tell me, now,

By a wind ow- sea t for tha t cliff-brow,

On carp et
- stripes for tho se sand - paths.

XXII I .
Now I may speak : you fo o l, fo r all
Yo ur lo re W H O mad e things pla in in

vain

Wha t was the sea fo r? W h at, the grey
Sad church, tha t so litary day,

Crosses and graves and swallows
’
call ?

XXIV .

W as there nought better than to enjoy ?
N o fea t which, d one, would make time

break,
And let us pent -up creatures thro ugh
Into eternity, our due

No fo rcingearth teach heaven
’
s employ

XXV .

N o wise beginning, here and now,

W ha t canno t grow complete (earth’s fea t )

$75

And heaven must finish , there and then

N o tasting earth
’
s true food fo rmen,

Its sweet in sad , its sad in sweet ?

XXV I .
N o grasping at lo ve, gaining a share

0
’

the so le spark from God ’
s life a t strife

W ith death, so , sure o f range abo ve
The limits here For us and love,

Failure ; but , when God mils, d espair.

XXV II .
This you call wisd om ? Thus yo u ad d

Good unto go o d again , in vain ?

Yo u loved , with bo dy worn and weak
I lo ved , with faculties to seek

W ere bo th loves worthless since ill-clad ?

XXV I I I .
Let themere star-fish in his vault

Crawl in a wash o fweed , indeed ,
R o se- jacynth to the finger- tips
H e, who le in body and so ul, outstrips

Man , found with eith er in default.

XXIX.

But what
’
s who le, can increase no more,

Is dwarfed and dies , since here’s its sphere.

The devil laughed at yo u in his sleeve

Yo u knew no t ? Tha t I well believe ;
Or yo u had saved two so uls : nay, four.

XXX.

For Stephanie sprained In t nigh t her wrist ,
Ankle o r someth ing. P o oh,” cryyou ?

At any ra te she danced , all say,
Vilely ; her vogue has had its day.

H ere comes my husband from his whist .

TOO LATE.

I .
H ER E was I with my arm and heart
And brain, a ll yo urs fo r a wo rd , a want

P u t into a lo o k—just a lo ok, your part ,
W hile mine, to repay it vainest

vaunt ,



576 D RAMATIS P ER SONAE

W ere the woman , tha t’s dead , alive to hear,
H ad her lo ver, that’s lost , lo ve’s pro o f to But , dead ! Al l

’
s d o ne with wait who

show
But I canno t show it ; yo u canno t speak W atch and wear and wo nder who will .
From the churchyard neither, miles re Oh , mywho le life that ends to -day !
mo ved , Oh , my so ul

’
s sentence, so rmding still,

Though I feel by a pulse within my cheek, The woman is dead tha t was none o f his
W hich stabs and stops, tha t the woman I “ And the man that was no ne o f hen

Need s help in hergrave and finds none near, There’s o nly the past left worry tha t
W ants warmth from the heart which sends W reak, like a bull , on the empty coa t ,
it—SO R age, its late wearer is laughing a t

Tear the co llar to rags, havingmissed hi<

D id I speak once angrily, all the drear days
Yo u lived , you woman I lo ved so well ,

Str
‘

i
‘

ke stupid ly 00 This, this and th is,
1

W h o married the o ther? Blame o r praise, W here I would that a N W “

W h ere was the use then ? Time wo uld the blow ! ”

And the end declare wha t man for you , I ought to have donemo re oncemy sp eech.
W ha t woman fo r me, was the cho ice o f And once your answer, and there , the end,

And Edith was hencefo rth o ut o f reach
But , Edith dead l no d o ubtingmo re I W hy, men d o more to deserve a fi end ,
Fus
e
d to sit and loo k at my life Be rid o f a foe, get rich , grow wise,

As it n pp led and ran till. right befo re. Nor, fo ld ing their arms, stare firte in the
A grea t stone stopped it : oh , the strife

Ofwaves a t the sto ne some devil threw
In my life

’
s midcurrent, thwartingGo d

III .

But either I tho ught, Theymay churn and

Awhile, mywaves which came fo r their
joy

And fo und this horrible stone full - tide
Yet I see just a thread escape, deploy

Through the evening country, silent and

And it suffers no more till it finds the

SQ .

”

Or else I would think , P erhaps some night
W hen new things happen , a meteo r-ba ll

May slip thro ugh the sky in a line o f light,
And earth brea the hard , and landmarks

And mywaves no longer champ no r chafe,
Since a stone will have ro lled from its

place : let be

W hy, better even have burst like a thief
And borne you away to a ro ck fo r us two .

In a moment’s horror, bright , blo ody and

Then changed to myself again I slew
Myself in tha t moment ; a rufi an lies

Somewhere : yo ur slave, see, born in his
place ! ”

W ha t did the o ther d o You be judge !
Lo ok at us, Edith ! H ere are we bo th !

Give him his sixwho le years : I grudge
N one o f the life with you , nay, loathe

Myself that I grudged his sta rt in ad vance

Ofme who co uld o vertake and pass.
But , as if he lo ved you N o , no t he,

No r anyone else in the wo rld , ’
tis plain

W ho ever heard that ano ther, free
As I , young, pro spero us, so und and sane.

P o ured life o ut, pro ffered it H alfaglan ce
“ Of tho se eyes o f yours and I drop the

glass
n
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Myqueen shall have high observance, planned Then up again swim into sigh t, having based

Co urtship made perfect , no least line memy pa lace well ,
Crossed without warrant . There you stand , Founded it, fearless of flame, flat o n the

W arm to o , and white too : would this wine nether springs.

H ad washed a ll over that body o fyours,
Ere I drank it, and you down with it,

And ano ther wo uld mo unt and march , like

the excellent minion he was,

ABT VOGLER .

but with many a crest,
(AFTER H E HAS BEEN ax

'
rau po arzmc Raisingmym pired walls of go ld as m

U P ON TH E MUSICAL INST RUMENT OF parent as glass,
H IS INVENT ION - l Eager to d o and die, yield each his pla ce

[The Abbé to the rest

For higher still and higher (as a runner tip
1790. D i

W hen a great illumination surprises a fa tal

WOULD that the structure brave, the mani Outlining ro und and ro und R ome’
s d u ne

fo ld music I build , from space to spire)
Biddingmy organ o bey, ca lling its keys to Up, the pinnacled glory reached , and the
theirwork,

Claimingeach slave o f the so und , at a touch ,
as when So lomo n willed

Armies o f angels tha t soar, legio ns o f

demons that lurk,
Man, brute, rep tile, fly,

—a lien o f end and

an un

Adverse, each from the o therheaven -high,
hell -deep removed ,

Should rush into sight a t once as he named
the inefi

'

able N ame,
And pile him a palace straight, to pleasure
the princes s he loved

W ould it might tarry like his, the beautiful
building o fmine,

This which my keys in a crowd pressed
and importuned to raise

Ah , one and all , how they helped , wo uld
dispart now and now combine,
Zealous to hasten the work, heighten their
master his praise

And one would bury his brow with a blind Naymore ; for there wanted no t who wa lked
plunge down to hell , in the glare and glow,

Burrow awhile and build , broad on the P resence: plain in the place ; or, fresh fla n
the P ro to p lu t ,

In sigh t ? No t half ! for it seemed , it was

certain, to ma tch man
’
s birth ,

Nature in turn conceived , obeying
pulse as I

And the emulous heaven yearned down,made
effo rt to reach the earth ,

As the earth had do ne her best , in my
passion , to scale the sky

N ovel sp lendours burst forth , grew fimiliar

and dwelt with mine,
No t a po int no r peak bu t found and fixed

Meteo r-mo ons, balls of blaze : and they did
no t pa le nor pine,

For earth had attained to heaven, there

was no more nearno r fi r.
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Furnished for ages to come, when a kind lier
wind sh o uld blow,

Lured now to begin and live, in a house
to their liking at last

Or else thewo nderful Dead who have passed
through the body and gone,

But were back o nce mo re to breathe in an

o ld wo rld worth their new
W ha t never had been , was now ; what was ,

W ell, it is gone at last, the palace ofmusic I

And what is,—sha ll I say, matched bo th ?

As go o d , nay, better perchance is th is

your comfo rt to me
To me, who must be saved because I cling

All through my keys that gave their so unds W ith mymind

to a wish o fmy so ul , To the same, same self, same lo ve, same

All thro ugh my soul tha t praised as its God : ay, what was, sha ll be.

wish flowed visibly fo rth ,
All thro ugh music and me For think , had

I painted the who le,
W hy, there it had sto od , to see, no r the

pro cess so wo nder-wo rth

H ad I written the same, made verse - still,

Ye know why the fo rms are fair, ye hear
how the tale is to ld

It is a ll triumphant art, but art in o bedience

P ainter and poet are proud in the artist - list

enro lled

But here is the er of God , a flash o f the

wil l tha t (2
n

W ha t was good sha ll be good , W ith, fo r eVIl ,
Existent behind all laws, that made them so much good more ;

and , lo , they are 1 On the earth the broken arcs in the

And I know no t if, save in this, such gift be heaven , 8 perfect round .

allowed to man ,

Tha t out o f three so unds he frame, no t a

fo urth so und , but a star.

Co nsider it well : each tone o f our sca le in All we have willed o r ho ped or dreamed o f

I t is everywhere in the world—loud , soft , N o t its semblance, but itself ; no beauty,
norgood , nor power

Give it to me to use I mix it with two in W hose vo ice hasgone forth , but each survives

my though t for themelodist

And , there Ye have heard and seen W hen eternity affirms the conception ofan

consider and how the head

Gone and th e goo d tears start, the praises
that come to o slow

Fo r o ne is assured at first , one scarce can say
that he feared ,

That he even gave it a tho ugh t, the gone

thingwas to go .

Never to be again But many mo re o f the

Therefo re to whom turn I but to thee, the

inefl
'

able Name
Builder and maker, tho u , o f houses no t

made with hand s !
W ha t, have fear o f change from thee who art

ever the same
D o ubt that thypowercan fill theheart tha t
thy power expands

There sha ll never be one lost good W hat

was, shall live as before ;
The evil is null, is nough t, is silence
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The high tha t pro ved too high , the hero ic for
earth to o hard ,

The passion that left the ground to lose

itself in the sky,
Are music sent up to Go d by the lover and

P ER SONE

R ABBI BEN EZRA.

GROW o ld alongwith
The best is yet to be,

Enough tha t he board it once : we shall The last oflife, fo rwhich the first was made

And what is o ur failure here but a triumph’
s

evidence

For the fu lness of the days H ave we

W hy else was the p
ause pro longed but tha t

singingmight issue thence ?
W hy rushed the discords m but that har
mony shou ld be prized 7

Sorrow is hard to bear, and doubt is slow to

clear,

Each sufferer says his say, his scheme o f

the weal and woe

But God has a few o f us whom he whispers
in the ear ;

The rest m y reaso n and welcome : ’
tis we

W ell , it is earth with me ; silence res umes

I will be patient and proud , and so berly

Give me the keys. I feel fo r the common

Sliding by semitones, till I sink to the

And I blunt it into a ninth , and I stand o n

alien ground ,

Surveyingawhile theheights I ro lled from
into the deep

W hich , hark, I have dared and d one, formy

The C Major Of this life : so , now I will

Our times are in H is hand

Yo uth shows but ha lf ; trust Go d : see

all no r be afraid !
”

N o t fo r such hopes and fears
Annullingyo uth

’
s briefyears,

D o I remonstra te : fo lly wide th e mark
R ather I prize the d oubt
Low kinds exist without ,

Finished and finite clods, untroubled

R ejoice we are allied

no t partake, efl
’

ect and no t receive

No t that , amassing flowers,
Youth sighed

“ W hich rosemake o urs ,

W hich lily leave and then as best reca ll ? ”

No t that , admiring stars,

It yearned Nor Jo ve, no r Mars
Mine be some figured flame which blends .
transcends them a ll

P oo r vaunt o f life indeed ,
W ereman bu t fo rmed to feed

On joy, to so lely seek and find and feaq

Such feasting ended , then

As sure an end to men ;
Irks care the crop- hill bird ? Frets d oubt the

maw- crammed beast ?
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xvn . Ten, who in ears and eyes

So , still within this life, Match me : we all surmise,
Though lifted o

’
er its strife,

Let me discern, compare, pronounce at my soul believe ?

This rage was right i
’
the main ,

The Future I may face now I have proved

XV I I I .
Formore is no t reserved

To man, with soul just nerved
To act to -morrow what he learns to -day

The Masterwork, and ca tch
H ints o f the proper cra ft, tricks o f the tool’s

true play.
xrx.

As it was better, youth
Should strive, through acts unco uth ,

Toward making, than repose on aught fo und

So , better, age, exempt
From strife, should know, than tempt

Further. Thou waited est age : wait death

nor be afra id !
xx.

Eno ugh now, if the R igh t

And Go od and Infinite
Be named here, as thou callest thyhand thine

own,

From foo ls that crowded yo uth , nor let thee xxvr.

feel alo ne.
Ay, no te that P otter

’
s wheel,

Be there, for once and all, W hy time spins fi st, why pass
'

ve lies our

clay,
Announced to each his station in the P ast Thou , to W hom foo ls p

r
opound .

W as I, the world arraigned ,
W hen the wmemakes in: round .

W ere they, my soul disdained , Since life fleets, a ll is change ; the M

R ight ? Let age speak the truth and give gone. se
'

we to -day

us peace at last
XXV I I .

Foo l ! All tha t is, at all
who shall arbitrate Lasts ever, past recall

Earth changes, but thy soul and God stu d

XXII I .
No t on the vulgar mass

Ca lled work,” must sentencem ,

Things d one, that to ok th e eye and had thc

price ;
O

’
erwhich , from level stand ,

The low world laid its hand,
Fo und straightway to its mind , could value

in a trice :
XXIV .

But all, the world
’
s coarse thumb

And finger fltiled to plumb,
So passed in makingup the main account

Al l instincts immature,
All purposes unsure,

'
I
‘

hat weighed no t as hiswork, yet swelled the

XXV .

Though ts hard ly to be packed
Into a narrow act ,

Fancies that broke through language and

escaped
All I could never be,
All, men ignored in me,

This, I was worth to Go d , whose wheel the

pitcher shaped .
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W hat entered into thee, My times be in Thy hand

was, is, and shall be P erfect the cup as planned l
Time

’
s whee! runs back or stops : P o tter and com
clay endure.

xxvm .
i?A' i m

H e fixed theemid this dance
A D EATH IN TH E D ESERT .

This P resent , thou, forso o th , wouldst fain

Machinery just meant
To give thy so ul its bent,

ry thee and turn thee forth , sufficiently im
pressed .

xxxx.

W hat though the earliergrooves
W hich ran the laughing lo ves

Aro und thy base, 00 103 8“ pause “ d m and Ep silon stand fo rmy own name.

P 13 3 5 ? I may no t write it, but I make a cross
W hat though . about thy “me To show I wait H is coming, with the rest,
Scull- things in ordergrim And leave 06 here : beginneth P amphylax. ]

Grow out , in graver mo od , obey the sterner

stress

XXX
Look no t th o u d own bu t u

trumpet’s
pea] .

The new wine
’
s foamingflow,

The Master’s lips a -

glow

what need
’
st H e is no t so fargone but he migh t speak .

This did no t happen in the outer cave,
xxxi . No r in the secret chamber of the rock

But I owd , now as then, W here, sixty days since the decree was out ,
Thee, God , who mouldest men ; W e had him,

bedded on a camel - skin ,
And since, no t even while the whirl was And waited fo r his dying all the while ;

W013}: But in the midmost gro tto since no o n
’
s ligh t

D id I,—to the wheel o f life R eached there a little, and wewould no t lose

W ith shapes and co lours rife, The last ofwhat migh t happen on his fi ce.

Bo und d izzily,—mistake my end , to slake

XXXII .

me Mm !

[SUP P OSED of P amphylax the Antiochene
It is a parchment, o fmy ro lls the fifth,
H ath three skins glued together, is all Greek
And goeth from Epsilon d own to Mu

Lies second in the surnamed Chosen Chest,
Stained and conserved with juice o fterebinth ,
Co vered with clo th o f hair, and lettered Xz

'

,

From Xanthus, my wife
’
s uncle, now a t

I said , If one should wet his lips with wine,
And slip the broadest plantain - leafwe find ,

Or else the lappet of a linen ro be,
Into the water- vess el, lay it righ t,
And coo l his forehead just abo ve the eyes,
The while a bro ther, kneeling either side,
Should chafe each hand and try to make it

I at the head , and Xanthus at the feet ,
W ith Valens and the Boy, had lifted him,

And brought him from the chamber in the

depths,
And laid him in the light wherewemight see
For certain smiles began abo ut his mouth .
And his lids mo ved , presagefu l o f the end .
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Beyo nd , and half way up the mouth 0
’
the

cave,

The Bactrian co nvert , having his desire,
Kept wa tch, and made pretence to graze a

Tha t gave us milk, o n rags o f various herb,
P lantain and quitch , th e rocks’ shade keeps

So that if any thief or so ldier pag ed ,
(Because the persecutio n was aware)
Yielding the goa t up promptly with his life,
Such man might pass on, joyful at a prize,
N o r care to pry into the co o l 0

’
the cave.

Outside was all no on and the burningblue.

H ere is wine, answered Xanthus,
dropped a dro p

I stooped and placed the lap of clOth aright ,

Then chafed his right hand , and the Boy his
left :

But Valens had bethought him, and produced
And broke a ball o f nard , and made perfume.

Only, he d id—no t so much wake, as—turn
And smile a little, as a sleeper d oes
If any dear o ne ca ll him, touch his face

And smilesand lo ves, butwill no t bedisturbed .

Then Xanthus said a prayer, but still he

slept
It is the Xanthus tha t escaped to R ome,
W asburned , and could no t write thechronicle.

Then the Boy sprang up from his knees, and

Stungby the splend our o f a sudden tho ught,
And fetched the seventh pla te o f graven lead
Out o f the secret chamber, fo und a place,
P ressingwith finger on the deeper dints,
And spo ke, as ’

twere his mouth proclaiming

I am the R esurrectio n and the Life.

Whereat he o pened his eyes wide at o nce,

And sa t up of himself, and looked at us ;

And th enceforth no body prono unced a wo rd

Only, o utside, the Bactrian cried his cry
Like the lone desert - bird tha t wears the ruff,
As signal we were safe, from time to time.

D RAMATIS P ER SON /E

First he said , If a friend declared to me.
This my son Valens, th is my o ther son,
W ere James and P eter,—nay, declared as

[This is the d octrine he was wo nt to teach,
H ow divers perso ns witness in each man,
Three so uls which make up o ne sou l : firs ,

to wit,

A so ul o feach and all the bo dily in its,
Seated therein, which works, and is t hat

And has the use o f earth , and cumtheman

D ownward : bu t , tendingupward fo r advice.
Grows into , and again is grown into

By the next soul, which , seated in the brain.

Useth the first with its co llected use,

And feeleth , thinketh, willeth , is win:

And then ,

“ A stick, o nce fire from end to

N ow, ashes save the tip tha t holds a sta rk !
Yet , blow the spark , it runs hack, M
itself

This lad was very John,—I could believe !
—Co uld , fo ra moment , do ubtla slybelieve
So is myselfwithdrawn into my dep ths,
The so ul retrea ted from the perished brain

W hence it was wont to feel and me the
wo rld

Thro ugh these dull members, d one with
longago .

Yet I myself remain ; I feel myself
And there is no thing lost . Let be, awhile!

”

Wh ich, d uly tendingupward in its turn,
Grows into , and again is grown into

By the last soul , that uses bo th the first ,
Subsistingwhether they assist or no ,
And , constitutingman

’
s self, is what Is

And leans upo n the fo rmer, makes it play.
As that played 01? the first : and , tendingup.

H o lds, is upheld by, God , and endsi hem
Upward in that d read point o f intercourse,
N o r needs a place, fo r it returns to H im.

W h at D o es , what Knows, what Is ; threr
so uls, oneman .

I give the glossa o f Theo typas . ]
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Fed through such years, familiar with such

Guarded and guided still to see and speak )
Of new significance and fresh result
W ha t first were guessed as po ints, I now

knew stars,

And named them in the Gospel I havewrit .
Formen said , It is getting lo ng ago

W here is the promise o f H is coming

These yo ung o nes in their strength , as lo th Is no t Go d now i
’
the wo rld H is power first

Of me who , when their sires were born, Is no t H is lo ve at issue still with sin ,
was o ld . Visibly when a wrong is do ne on earth P

I , fo r I lo ved them, answered , joyfu lly, Love, wrong, and pain, what see I else
Since I was there, and helpful in my age
And , in themain, I think suchmen believed . Yea , and the R esurrection and Uprise
Finally, thus endeavouring, I fell sick, To the righ t hand o f the throne—what is
Ye brough t me here, and I suppo sed the

end , W hen such truth , breaking bounds,
And went to sleep with one thought tha t , floods my so ul,

at least , And , as I saw the sin and death , even so

Though the who le earth sho uld lie in See I the need yet transiency o f bo th ,
The go od and glory consummated thence ?

We had the truth , might leave the rest to I saw the power ; I see the Love, once

Yet now I wake in such decrepitude R esume the P ower : and in this word
‘ I

As I had slidden d own and fallen afar,
P ast even the presence o fmy former self, Lo , there is recognized the Spirit ofbo th
Grasping the while for stay at facts which Tha t movingo

’

er the spirit o fman, unblinds
H is eye and bids him loo k . These are, I

Till I am found away frommy own world ,
Feeling fo r foo t

- ho ld through a blank pro

Alongwith unbo rn people in strange lands ,
W ho say

—I hearsaid o rconceive they say
‘W as John at all , and did he say he saw ?

Assure us, erewe ask what he might see !
’

And how sha ll I assure them? Can they

—They, who have flesh , a veil o f youth
and strength

Abo ut each spirit, that needs must bide its
time,

Living and learning still as years assist
W hich wear the thickness thin, and let man

W ith me who hardly am withheld at all,

But shudderingly, scarce a shred between ,

Lie bare to the universal prick o f light 7
Is it for no thing we grow o ld and weak,
W e whom Go d lo ves ? W hen pain ends.

gain ends to o .

To me, that story—ay, tha t Life and D eath
Ofwhich I wro te ‘it was —to me, it is ;
—Is, here and now

But ye, the children, H is belo ved ones to o ,
Ye need ,—as I sho uld use an op icgins

I wondered at erewhile, somewhere i
’
the

world ,

It had been given a crafty smith to make

A tube, he turned on objects bru ght to o
close,

Lying confusedly insubord ina te
For the unassisted eye to master once
Lo ok through his tube, at distance now

they lay.
Becomesuccinct , distinct, so small, so clear!

Just thus, ye needs must apprehend what

I see, reduced to plain historic fict ,
Diminished into clearnees, pro ved a point
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And far away : ye wo uld withd raw yo ur

From out eternity, strain it upon time,
Then stand befo re that fact , tha t Life and
D ea th ,

Stay there at gaze, till it dispart , dispread ,
As though a star should open o ut, all sides,
Grow the world on yo u , as it is myworld .

Fo r life, with all it yields o f joy and wo e,

And hope and fear, believe the aged

friend ,

Is just our chance 0
’

the prize o f learning
lo ve,

H ow love might he, ha th been indeed ,
and is ;

And tha t we ho ld thenceforth to the utter

mo st
Such prize despite the envy of the wo rld ,
And , havinggained truth, keep truth : tha t
is a ll.

Bu t see the doublewaywherein we are led ,
H ow the soul learns diversely from the flesh !
‘Vith flesh, that hath so litt le time to stay,
And yields mere basement fo r the so ul

’
s

emprise,
Expect prompt teaching. H elpful was the
ligh t ,

And warmth was cherishing and foo d was

ch o ice

To every man’
s flesh, thousand years ago ,

As now to yours and mine ; the body sprang
At o nce to the heigh t, and stayed : but the

so u l ,—no

Since sages who , this noontide, meditate

In R ome o rAthens, maydescry some point
Of th e eterna l power, hid yestereve ;
And , as thereby the power’s who le mass

extends,

So much extends the e ther floa ting o
’
er,

Th e lo ve tha t tops the might , the Christ in
G o d .

Th en , as new lesso ns shall be learned in

th ese

Till earth
’
s wo rk sto p and useless time run

o u t ,

So d uly, daily, needs provision be
Fo r keeping the sou l

’
s prowess possible,

587

were this o ur soul
’
s gair

Building new barriers as the o ld decay,
Savingus from evasio n o f life

’
s proo f,

P utting thequestio n ever, D oes God lo ve,
And will ye ho ld that truth against the

wo rld ?
’

Ye know there needs no second pro ofwith
go od

Gained for our flesh from any earthl}

W e might go freezing, ages , —give us fire,
Thereafterwe judge fire at its full worth ,
And gu rd it safe thro ugh every chance, ye
know 1

That fi ble of P rometheus and his theft,
H ow mortals gained Jo ve’s fiery flower,

grows o ld

(I have been used to hear the pagans own)
And out o fmind ; but fire, howe’erits birth ,
H ere is it , precio us to the so phist now
W h o laughs themyth o fE schylus to sco rn ,

As precious to those satyrs o f his play,
W ho touched it ingaywond erat the thing.

W hile were it so with the soul , - this gift

o f truth

To prosper as the body’s gain is wo nt ,
W hy, man

’
s proba tio n would conclude, his

earth
Crumble ; fo r he bo th reaso ns and decides,
W eighs first , then chooses will he give

up fire

Fo rgo ld orpurple once he knows itsworth 7
Co u ld he give Christ up were H is wo rth as
plain

Therefore, I say, to test man, the pro o fs
shift

Normayhe grasp tha t fact like o ther fact ,
And straightway in his life acknowledge it,
As, say, the indubitable bliss o f fire.

Sigh ye, It had been easieronce than now’P
To give you answer I am left alive ;
Lo ok at mewho was present from the first

Ye know what things I saw then came a

test ,

My first , befittingme who so had seen

Fo rsake the Christ thou sawest trans

figured , H im
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W ho trod the sea and bro ught the dead
to life ?

W ha t sho uld wring this from thee

W hat wrung it P Even a to rchlight and a

The sudden R oman faces, vio lent hands,
And fear o fwhat the Jews might d o ! Just
tha t ,

And it is written, I fo rso ok and fled
There was my trial , and it ended thus.
Ay, but my soul had gained its truth, could

Ano ther year o r two ,—what little child ,
W hat tenderwoman that had seen no least

Ofallmysights , bu t barely heard them to ld ,
W ho d id no t clasp the cross with a light
laugh,

Or wrap the burning ro be round , thanking
God

W ell, was truthmfe fo rever, then ? N o t so .

Already had begun the silent work
W hereby truth , dead ened o f its abso lute
blaze,

Might need lo ve
’
s eye to pierce the o

’
er

stretched do ubt .
Teachers werebusy, whispering All is true

As the aged ones
,

report ; but youth can

reach

W here age gro pes dimly, weak with stir

And the full do ctrine slumbers till to - day.

’

Thus, what the R oman’
s lowered spear

was found ,

A bar to mewho touched and handled truth,
N ow pro ved the glozing o f some new

shrewd tongue,
This Ebion, this Cerinthus o r theirma tes ,
Till imminent was the outcry Save o ur

W hereon I sta ted much of the Lo rd
’
s life

Forgo tten o rmisdelivered , and let it wo rk .

Such wo rk d one, as it will be, what comes
next

W ha t d o I hear say, o r conceive men say,
‘W as John a t all, and d id he say he saw ?

Assure us , ere we ask what he might

( ‘ C

mo nth here, so made to under

Is this indeed a burthen for late days,

And may I help to bear it with you all,

Using my weaknes which become your

strength
Fo r if a babe were born inside this grot,
Grew to a boyhere, heard us praise the snn.

Yet had bu t yo n so le glimmer in light
’

s

place,
One lo vinghim and wishful he shou ld learn,
W ould much rejoice himself was blinded
first

Month by
stand

H ow eyes, born darkling, apprehend amiss:
I think I could explain to such a child

There was more glow ou tside than gleam
he a ugh t,

Ay, no r need urge
‘ I saw it , so believe !

’

It is a heavy burthen yo u shall hear

In latter days, new lands, or o ld grown

stra nge,

Left without me, whichmust be verysum

W ha t is the d oubt , my bro thers ? Quick
with it i

I see you stand conversing, each new faee,

Either in fields, o f yellow summer eves.

On islets yet unnamed amid the sea ;

Or pace for shelter ’
nea th a portico

Out o f the crowd in some eno rmo us town
“ W here now the larks singin a solitu le :

Ormuse upon blank hears o fstoneand a nd

Id ly conjectured to be Ephesus
And no one asks his fellow anyma c
W here is the promise o i s coming?

’
in

W as he revealed in any o i s lives,

As P ower, as Love, as InfluencingSou l .

”

Quick, for time presses , tell the who lemind
o ut ,

And let us ask and answer and be saved !

My bo ok speaks on, bea use it cannot pas

One listens quietly, no r scofi but pla ds
“ ‘H ere is a tale o f th ings done ages since

W ha t truth was ever to ld the second d ay?
W onders, that would prove doctrine, 8°
for nought .
R emains the doctrine, lo ve ; well , we

must love,
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You stick a gard en - plo t with o rdered twigs W hen, save for it , no faith was possible.

To show inside lie germs o f herbs unbo rn , W hether a change were wrough t i
’
the

And check the careless step wo uld spo il shows 0’ the world ,
their birth ;

But when herbs wave, the guardian twigs

may go , Ofshows 0’thewo rld somuch as and nomore
Since should ye do ubt of virtues, questio n ThanGo dwills fo rH is purpose, whatdo I

See now, suppose yo u, therewhere you see

It is no longer fo r o ld twigs ye lo ok ,
W hich pro ved once underneath lay sto re

o fseed ,
But to theherb’s self, bywhat light ye boas t ,
For wha t fruit’s signs are. This bo ok’s
fruit is plain,

No rmiracles need pro ve it anymo re.

D o th the fruit show ? Then mirac les bade
’
ware

At first o fro o t and stem, saved bo th till now
From tramplingox, ro ugh boarand wanto n

W hat ? W as man made a wheelwork to
wind up ,

And be discharged , and straight wo und up Leave knowledge and revert to how it

anew sprung?
No —grown, his growth lasts ; taught, he Thou hast it ; use it and fo rthwith, ordie !

ne
’
er fo rgets

May learn a tho usand things , no t twice For I say, this is death and the so le death .

the same. W hen a man’
s loss comes to him finrn his

gain,

This migh t be pagan teaching : now hear

I say, tha t as the babe, yo u feed awhile,

Becomes a boy and fit to feed himself,
So , minds at first must be spo on- fed with

truth
W hen they can eat , babe’s-nurture is with

I fed the babe whether it would o r no

I bid the boy o r feed himself o r starve.

I cried o nce, That yemaybelievein Christ ,
Beho ld this blind man shall receive his

sight
I cry now, Urgest thou ,for I am sh ared

And smileat stories how/0M : word could

R epeat tha t miracle “ d rab: myfaz
'

t i
”

I say, tha t miracle was d uly wrought

R ound us —I know no t ; such was the

effect ,

So faith grew, making void mo re miracles

Because too much : they would compel.
no t help.

I say, the acknowledgment o fGod in Christ
Accepted by thy reaso n , so lves fo r the
All questions in the earth and out ofit ,

And has so far ad vanced thee to be wise.

W ouldst tho u unpro ve this to t e- pro ve the
pro ved

In life
’
s mere minute, with power to use

And lack o f lo ve from lo vemademanifist
A lamp’s death when, replete with oil. it

chokes ;
A stomach’s when, surcln rged with bod .
it scarves.

W ith
'

igno rance was surety o f a cure.

W hen man , appalled at na ture, ques tioned
first

W hat if there lurk a might behind this

might
H e needed satisfaction God could give,

And did give, as ye have thewritten word

Butwhen hefindsmight stillredoublenight .
Yet asks, Since all is migh t , what use of

will
—W ill, the one source o fmight,—he being
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W ith aman’
swill and a man’

smight, to teach
In little how the two combine in large,

W as this once, was it no t once - then

and now

Tha t man has turned round on himself and And evermore, plain truth from man to

stands ,
W hich in the co urse ofnature is , to d ie.

And when man questioned , W hat if there
be lo ve

Behind the will and might, as real as

they
H e needed satisfaction Go d cou ld give,

And d id give, as ye have the written word

But when, beho lding that lo ve everywhere,
H e reasons, Since such lo ve is everywhere,
And since o urselves can love and would

be loved ,

W e ourselves make the love, and Christ
was no t ,

’

H ow shall ye help this man who knows
himself,

Th at he must love and would be lo ved

aga in,
Yet , owning his own lo ve that pro veth
Ch rist ,

R ejec teth Christ thro ugh veryneed o fH im?
The lamp o

’
erswims with o il , the stomach

Lo ad ed with nurture, and that man
’
s so ul

d ies .

If he rejoin, But this was al l the while

A trick the fault was, firs t o f all , in thee,
Thy sto ry o f the places, names and da tes,
W h ere, when and how the ultimate tru th

ha d rise,
—Thyprior truth , at last discovered none,
W h ence now thesecond suffers detriment .

W ha t go od o f giving knowledge if,

because

O
’
th emanner o f the gift , its profit fail ?

‘
And why refuse what modicum o f help
H ad sto pped the after-d oubt , impossible
I’ the face of truth— truth abso lu te,
unifo rm

W h y must I hit of this and miss o f that ,
D istinguish just as I be weak o r strong,

And no t ask o f thee and have answer

p rompt,

man
‘
Is John’

s pro ced ure just the hea then
bard ’

s

P ut ques tion o fhis famous play again
H ow for the ephemera ls’ sake Jove’s fire
was filched ,
And carried in a cane and bro ugh t to
earth
Thefact is in tlwfable, cry the wise,
Mortal: obtained the boon, so mac/i isfact,
T/loug/l fire be sp irit and produced on

cart/i.

As with the Titan’
s, so nowwith thy ta le

‘

_
W hy breed in us perplexity, mistake,
Nor tell the who le truth in the proper
words ?

’

Man takes that title now if he believes
Migh t can exist with neitherwill no r love,
In God

’
s case—what he names now

Nature
’
s Law

W hile in himselfhe recognises lo ve

N o less than migh t and will : and righ tly
takes.

Since ifman pro ve the so le existent thing
W here these combine, whatever their

degree:

I answer, H ave ye yet to argue o ut

The very prima l th esis, plainest law,

- Man is no t God but ha th God ’s end to

serve,

A master to o bey, a co urse to take,
Somewhat to cast o ff, somewha t to become ?
Grant this, then man must pass from o ld

to new,

From vain to real, frommistake to fact ,
From what o nce seemed goo d , to what
now pro ves best .

H ow co uldman haveprogressiono therwise?
Before the po int was moo ted W hat is
Go d

No savage man inquired W hat am

myself?
Much less replied , Firs t , last , and best o f
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H owever weak the might o rwill o r lo ve, Than mo tio n wait his body, were all else

So they be fo und there, put in evidence, Than it the so lid earth o n every side,
H e is as surely higher in the sca le
Than anymight with neither love no rwill, rest to res t .

As life, apparent in the po orest midge, Man, therefore, thru conditioned, must

(W hen the faint dust - speck dits, ye guess
its wing) H e could no t, what he knows now, kno t

Is marvello us beyo nd dead Atlas’ self a t first

Given to the nobler midge for res ting W ha t he considers that he knows to -day.

place Come but to -morrow, he will find mis
Thus, man proves best and highest—God ,
in fine, edge, since he

And thus the victory leads but to defa t ,
The gain to loss, best rise to theworst fa ll,
H is life becomes impossible, which is

But if, appea ling thence, he cower, avouch

H e is mere man, and in humility
Neither may know God no r mistake
himself

I po int to the immediate consequence

Into man’
s place, a thing nor Go d no r

Made to know that he can know and no t

mo re

Lower than Go d who knows all and can all,
H igher than beasts which know and can

As each beast’s limit, perfect to an end ,
Nor conscious that they know, no r craving
more ; H ow were it had he cried ‘ I see no fice.

W hile man knows partly but conceives ‘N o breast , no feet i’ the inefiea tn l ch y
’ ?

R ather commend him that he clapped his

Creeps ever o n from fimcies to the fact ,
And in this striving, this converting air And laughed

‘ l t is my shape and lives

Into a so lid he maygrasp and use,

Finds progress, man
’
s distinctive mark Enjoyed the falseho od , touched it on to

N o t Go d
’
s, and no t the beasts’ Go d is,

Man part ly is and who lly hopes to be.

Such progress co uld no more attend his

W ere all it struggles after found at first

And guesseschanged to knowledgeabso lute,

Getting increase o f knowledge,

Because he lives, which is to be a man,
“ Set to instruct himself by his past self:
First , like the bru te, obliged by has to

Next , asmanmay, obliged byhis ownmind.
Bent, habit, na ture, knowledge tu na ! to

law.

Go d
’
s gifi was that man should cmceivt of

And yearn to gain it, catching-t urban

As midway help till he reach fact indeed.
The statuary ere hemould a shape

Boasts a likegift , the shape
’
s idea , and next

The aspiration to prod uce the same ;
So , taking clay, he ca lls his sln pe thermal .
Cries ever ‘N ow I have the thing I see

’
:

Yet all the while goes changingwhat m

From falsehood like the truth , to truth it

Until yourselves app laud the flesh indeed
In what is still desh - imitating clay.

R ight in yo u , right in him, such way be

man’
s !

God onlymakes the live shape at a jet .
W ill ye renounce this pact of creatureship ?

The pa ttern on the Mount subsists no more.
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W ith elbows wide, fists clenched to prop his

And , whilehekicks bo th feet in the co o l slush,
And feels abo ut his spine sma ll cit - things

co urse,

R un in and outeach arm, and makehim laugh :
And while abo ve his head a pompion - plant ,
Coa ting the cave- to p as a brow its eye,
Creeps down to to uchand ticklehairand beard ,
And now a flower draps with a bee inside,
And nowa fruit to snap a t, ca tchand crunch
H e lo oks out o

’
er yon sea which sunbeams

And recross till they weave a spider-web

(Meshes o f fire, some great fish breaks at

times)
And ta lks to his own self, howe’er he please,
Touching that o ther, whom his dam called

God .

Because to talk abou t H im, vexes—ha ,
Could H ebut know ! and time to vex is now,

W h en ta lk is safer than in winter- time.
Moreo ver P ro sper and Miranda sleep
In confidence he drudges at their task,
And it is good to chea t the pair, and gibe,
Lettingthe rank tongue blossom into speech . ]

Setebos, Setebo s, and Setebos
’

Thinketh, H e dwelleth i
’
the co ld 0

’
the

moon.

’Thinketh H emade it, with the sun to match ,
But no t the stars ; the stars came o therwise ;
Only mad e clo uds , winds, meteo rs, such as

tha t :
Also this isle, wha t lives and grows thereo n,
And snaky sea which ro unds and ends the

same.

’
Thinketh, it came o f being ill at case
H e ha ted tha t H e canno t change H is co ld ,
N or cure its ache.

’
H a th spied an icy fish

Tha t longed to
’
scape the ro ck- stream where

she lived ,

And thaw herselfwithin the lukewarm brine
O

’
the lazy sea her stream thrusts far amid ,

A crystal spike ’
twixt two warmwa lls o fwave

Only, she ever sickened , found repu lse

D RAMATIS P ER SON JE

At the o ther kind o fwater, no t her life,

Flounced back from bliss she was no t born

to breathe,
And in her o ld bounds buried her da pair,
H a tingand lo vingwarmth alike : so H e.

’
Thinketh , H emad e thereat the sun, this isle,
Trees and the fowls here, beast and erecting

Yon o tter, sleek -wet, black, lithe as a leech

Yon auk, one fire-eye in a bal l o f foam,

H e hath wa tched hunt with that slant white

By moonlight ; and the pie with the long

That pricks d eep into oakwarts fo r a worm.

But wil l no t eat the ants ; the ants thenmlva
That build a wal l o f seeds and set tled stalks

Abo ut their ho le H e mad e al l these and

more,
Made all we see, and us, in sp

’

te howeke?

To be H ismate ; as well havemade I-Iimelf:

H e would no t make what he mislikes at

An eyes ore to H im, or no t wo rth H
'

n p im
But did , in envy, listlessnes o r sport,

Makewhat H imselfwould fitin , in a manner.

W eaker in most po ints, stronger in a few.

Things H e admires and mo cks to o ,

is it.

Because, so brave, so better though theybe,
It no thing skills if H e begin to plague.

Look now, I melt a gourd -fiuit into mash.

Which bite like finches when they fi ll and

kiss,
Then, when fro th r

'

mes bladder-y, drink up all,

Quick , quick, till maggo ts scamper thro ugh

my brain
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Last , throw me on my back i
’
the seeded Oh , H e hath made things worthier than

thyme, H imself,
And wanton, wishing I were bo rn a bird . And envieth tha t , so helped , such things do
P ut case, unable to be what I wish , more

I yet could make a live bird out o f clay Than H e who mad e them W ha t conso les

W o uld no t I take clay, pinch my Ca liban but this

Able to fly —for, there, see, he hath wings, That they, unless through H im, d o no ught
And great comb like the hoo po e

’
s to admire, at all,

And there, a sting to d o his foes ofl
'

ence, And must submit : wha t o ther use in things ?
There, and I will that he begin to live,

’
H ath cut a pipe o f pithless elder- jo int

Fly to you rock- to p , nip me o ff the ho rns That, blown thro ugh, gives exact the scream

Ofgrigs high up that make the merry din, o
’
the jay

Saucy thro ugh their veined wings, and mind W hen from herwing you twitch the feathers
me no t. blue

In which feat, if his leg snapped , brittle clay, Sound this, and little birds tha t hate the jay
And he laystupid

- like,—why, I sho uld laugh ; Flock within stone
’
s throw, glad their foe is

And if he, spyingme, should fa ll to weep , hurt

Beseech me to be goo d , repair his wrong, P ut case such pipe could prattle and boast
Bid his poo r leg smart less or grow again,
W ell , as th e chance were, this might take o r I catch the birds, I am the crafty thing,

I make the crymymaker canno t make
N o t take my fancy : I might hear his cry, W ith his great round mo uth ; he must blow
And give the mankin three so und legs fo r through mine !

”

o ne, W o uld no t I smash it with myfoo t ? 80 H e.

Or p luck the o ther o ff, leave him like an egg,

And les soned he was mine and merely

W ere this no pleasure, lying in the thyme,
D rinking the mash , with brain become a live,
Makingand marring clay at will ? So H e.

’
T hinketh, such shows nor right no r wrong

in H im,

N o r kind , no r cruel : H e is strong and Lord .

’
Am strongmyself compared to yonder crabs
Tha t march nowfi'om themountain to the sea

Let twenty pass, and stone the twenty
-first ,

Lo ving no t , hating no t , just choosing so .

’
Sa y, the first straggler that boasts purple

Sh a l l jo in the file, one pincer twisted o ff
’
Say, this bruised fellow shall receive a wo rm,

And two worms he whose nippers end in red

As it likes me each time, I d o : so H e.

W e ll t hen ,

’
supposeth H e is good i

’
themain ,

P la ca ble ifH is mind and ways were guessed ,

Bu t ro ugher than H is handiwo rk, be sure

But wherefo re ro ugh , why co ld and ill at

ease

Aha , that is a questio n 1 Ask, fo r that ,
W ha t knows,— the something o ver Setebos
Tha t made H im, o r H e, may be, found and

fought ,
W orsted , dro ve off and did to no thing, per

chance.

Theremaybe somethingquiet o
’
er H is head ,

Out o f H is reach , tha t feels no r joy no rgrief,
Sincebo th derive fromweakness in some way.

I joy because the quails come would no t joy
Co uld I bring quails here when I have a

mind

This Quiet , all it ha th a mind to , do th .

Esteemeth stars the o utposts o f its co uch,
But never spends much th ough t no r care tha t

way.

It may lo o k up , wo rk up ,—theworse fo rthose
It works on ’

Careth but fo r Setebos
The many- handed as a cuttle-fish ,

W ho , making H imself feared through what

H e d oes,
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Lo oks up , first , and perceives he canno t scar

To wha t is quiet and hath happy life
Next lo oks d own here, and o ut of very spite
Makes this a bauble-wo rld to ape yo n real ,

These good things to match those as hips d o
grapes.

’
Tis so lace makingbaubles, ay, and spo rt .
H imself peeped late, eyed P rosper at his

bo oks
Careless and lo fty, lord now o f the isle

Vexed ,
’
stitched a bo ok o f broad leaves,

arrow- shaped ,
W ro te thereon, he knows wha t , prodigi

wo rd s

H as peeled a wand and called it by a name ;
W eareth at whiles fo r an enchanter’s robe
The eyed skin o f a supple o ncelo t
And ha th an ounce sleeker than youngling

mo le,
A four legged serpent he makes cower and

co uch,
N ow snarl , now ho ld its breath and mind

his eye,
And saith she is Miranda and my wife

Keeps fo r his Ariel a tall po uch -bill crane

H e bids go wad e fo r fish and straight d is
gorge

Also a sea -beast , lumpish , which he snared ,

Blinded the eyes o f, and brough t somewhat
tame,

And split its toe-webs, and now pens the
drudge

In a ho le 0’ the rock and ca lls him Caliban
A bitter heart tha t bides its time and bites.
’
P lays thus a t being P rosper in a way,

Taketh hismirth withmake-believes so H e.

H is dam held that the Quiet made a ll things

Which Setebos vexed only ’ho lds no t so .

W h o made them weak, meant weakness H e

might vex.

H ad H e meant o ther, while H is hand was in,
W hy no t make ho rny eyes no tho rn cou ld

prick,
Orplatemyscalpwith bo ne aga inst the snow,

Or o versca le my flesh
’
neath jo int and jo int ,

Likean o rc’sarmo ur? Ay,—so spo ilH is sport !
H e is the One now o nly H e d o th all.

D RAMATIS P ER SONE

’
Saith, H e may like, perchance, what p cfits

H im.

Ay, himself lo ves what d oes him go o d ; In t

why
’
Gets goo d no o therwise. This blinded beast
Lo ves whoso places desh-meat on his nose,
But, had he eyes, would want no help, but

hate

Or lo ve, just as it liked him H e ha th eyes.

Use all H is hands, and exercise much craft,

By no means for the lo ve o fwha t is worked.
’
Tasteth , himself, no finergo od i

’
the world

W hen all goes right , in this safe summer- time.
And hewants little, hungers , aches no t much.
Than tryingwhat to d o with wit and strength.
’
Falls to make something

’piled you file of
turfs,

And squared and stuck there squares of sofi

white cha lk,
And , with a fish - to o th , scratched a mo on on

each ,
And set up endwise certain spikes of trce,
And crowned the who le with a slo th

’

s skull

a - top ,
Fo und dead i

’
the wo od s, to o hard for cut

No use at all i
’
thework, fo rwo rk’s so le sake

’
Sha ll some dayknock it down again so He.

’
Saith H e is terrible :
pro o f !

watch H is feats in

hope.

H e ha th a spite against me, that I know,

Just as H e fi vours P rosper, who knows why’

So it is, all the same, as well I find .

’
W o ve Wattles half the winter, fenced them

firm

W ith stone and stake to stop she- tw o
'

u cs

Crawling to lay their eggs here : well, a re

wave,

Feeling the fo o t o f H im upon its neck.
Gaped as a snake d oes, lo lled out its lu st

tongue,

And licked the who le labo ur fla t so much

for spite.

’
Saw a ba ll flame down late (yo nderit lies)
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And conquer Setebo s, o r likelier H e
D ecrepit may d o “ : d oze, as 8°°d as die. At a terrace, somewhere near th e stopper,

There wa tched fo rme, o ne June,
A girl I know, sir, it

’
s improper,

[W ha t , what ? A curtain o
’
er the wo rld at

My po ormind
’
s o ut o f tune.

o nce

Crickets stop hissing no t a bird—o r, yes,

There scuds H is raven tha t has to ld H im all
Only there was a way yo u crept3It w

ai
t

s?
5 play, this pra ttling H a I The

Close by the side, to d odge
a a Eyes in the ho use, two eyes excep tShoulders the pillared dust, death 5 house 0

They styled their house The
the mo ve,

And fast invading fires begin W hite
blaze

A tree
’
s head snap

—a nd there, there, there, What nght had fl lounger up their lane
there, there, But, by creeping very close,

H is thunder fo llows Fo o l to gibe at H im W ith the go od wall
’
s help,—their eyes “ lisht

Lo 1
’
Lieth fla t and loveth Setebo s strain

’Maketh his teeth meet thro ugh his upper lip , And stretch themselves to 015 ,
W ill let those quails fly, will no t ea t thismonth
One littlemess o fwhelks , so hemay

’
scape V 1"

Yet never catch her and me together,
As she left the attic, there,

By th e rim of the bo ttle labelled Ether,
"

CONFESSIONS'
And sto le from stair to stair,

1 .

W H AT is he buzz ing in my ears ?
N ow tha t I come to die, And 9 -00“ by the W ‘W gate

D o I view the world as a vale o f tears ?

Ah , reverend sir, no t I W e loved , Sir—u30d to meet
H ow sad and had and mad it was
But then, how it was sweet !

W ha t I viewed there once, what I view again

W here the physio bo tt les stand
On the table’s edge—is a suburb lane,
W ith a wall to my bedside hand .

MAY AND D EATH

Il l .
l'

That lane sloped , much as the bo ttles d o , I W ISH that when died last MW ,

From a house yo u could descry Charles, there had died " it?
O

’
er the gard en

-wall : is the curtain blue Three parts °f sprmg
’
s delightful 3

Or green to a heal thy eye Ay, and , forme, the fo urth p rt too t

IV l l

To mine, it serves fo r the o ld June weather A fo o lish thought, and worse, perhaps !
Blue above lane and wa ll There must be many a pair o f fiiends

And that farthest bottle labelled Ether Wh o , arm in arm, deserve the warm
Is the house o

’
ertOpping all . Moon -births and the long” enim-a ids.
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m. Though a ba ttle’s to fight ere the guerd on be
So , fo r their sake, be May still May gained ,

Let th eir new time, as mine o f o ld , The reward o f It all.

D o 311 it did fo rme : I bid I was ever a fighter, ao—o ne fight more,
Sweet sights and sounds throngmanifo ld .

The best and the last
I would ha te that death bandaged my eyes,

and fo rbo re,
Only, one little sight , one plant , And bad e me creep past .
W oo ds have in May, tha t starts up green

No ! let me ta ste the who le o f it, fi re like
Save a so le streak which , so to speak, my peers
Is spring

’
s blood , spilt its leaves between, The heroes °f 01d ,

Bearthebrunt ,in amiante payglad life
’
sarrears

Of pain, darkness and co ld .

Tha t , they might spare ; a certain woo d
Forsud den thewo rst turns thebest to thebrave,

The black minu te’s at endM ightmiss the plant their losswere sma ll
But I,—whene’er the l : afgrows there,

And the elements
’
rage, the fiend - vo ices that

rave,Its dmp come frommy he “ : that s “11°
Sha ll dwind le, shal l blend ,

Shall change, shall become first a peace out

o f pain ,
D EA F AN D D U M B.

Then a ligh t, then thy brcas t,
O th ou so ul o f my so ul 1 I sha ll clasp thee

A GROU P BY W OOLNER .

ONLY the prism’
s obstructio n shows aright

And W ith 6 od be the rest 1

The secret of a sunbeam, breaks its light
Into the jewelled bow from blankest white
So may a glory from d efect arise : EUR YD ICE TO O R P H EUS.

Only by Deafness may the vexed Lo vewreak A “ a n“ ; BY LEIGH TON .

Its insuppressive sense on brow and cheek ,
Only by D umbness ad equa tely speak BUT give them me, the mo uth, the eyes, the
As favo ured mouth could never, through brow 1
the eyes. Let themo ncemo reabsorbme ! One lo ok now

W ill lap me round fo r ever, no t to pass
Out o f its light , tho ugh darkness lie beyondP R OS P ICE’

H o ld me but safe again within the bond
FEAR d eath —to feel the fog in my throa t,

Of one immo rta l 100“ l A“ woe that was

The mist in my face,
Forgo tten , and a ll terror tha t may be,

W hen the snows begin, and the blasts deno te
D efied ,—no past is mine, no future : look at

I am nearing the place,
me i

The powero f thenight , the press o fthe storm,

The POest Of the f°e YOUTH AND ART.

W here he sta nds, the Arch Fear in a visible
fo rm,

t .

Yet the stro ngman must go IT once might have been, o nce only
For the jo urney is d one and the summit W e lodged in a street together,

You , a sparrow on the ho usetop lonely,
And the barriers fi ll , I, a lo ne she-bird o f his feather.
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l l . it

Your trade was with sticks and clay, W hy did no t you pinch a flower
You thumbed , thrust, patted and po lished , In a pellet o f clay and flingit ?

Then laughed They will see some day Why did no t I pu t a power
Smith mad e, and Gibson demo lished . Of thanks in a look, or singit

XI.

My business was song, so ng, song; I did look, sharp as a lynx,
I chirped , cheeped , trilled and twittered , (And yet the memory rankles)
Ka te Brown

’
s on the boards ere lo ng, When models arrived , somemin:

And Grisi
’
s existence embittered ! ” Tripped up

-stairs, she and her ankle

I earned no more by a warble But I think I gave you as good !

Than you by a sketch in plaster That fo reign fellow
—who can knee

You wanted a piece o fmarble, H ow she pays, in a playful mood ,
I needed a music -master. For his tuningher that piano ?

”

xm .

W e studied hard in our styles, Could you say so , and never say

Chipped each at a crust like H indoos, Suppose we jo in hands and fortunes
For air looked o ut on the tiles, And I fetch her from over the way,
Fo r fun watched each o ther’s windows. H er, piano , and long tunes and short

tunes

v i . xxv .

You lounged , like a boy of the South, No , no : yo u would no t be rash ,
Cap and blo use—nay, a bit o fbeard too ; No r I w het and something over

Oryou go t it , rubbingyourmouth You’
ve to set tle yet Gibson

’
s lu sh ,

W ith fingers the clay adhered to . And Grisi yet lives in clover.

V II.

And I—soon managed to find But you meet the P rince at the Board ,

W eak po ints in the flower-fence facing, I
’m queen myself at bah -pa r},

W as fo rced to put up a blind I
’
vemarried a rich o ld lord ,

And be safe in my corset- lacing. And you’
re dubbed knight and an R . A.

vm .

N o harm t It was no t my fi ult Each life unfiilfllled , you see ;

Ifyou never turned your eye’s tail up It hangs still, patchy and scrappy
As I shook upon E in al t, We have no t sighed deep, laughed free.

Or ran the chromatic scale up Starved , feasted , despaired ,—been happy

XVII.

Fo r springbade the sparrows pair, And nobody calls you a dunce,
And the boys and girls gave guess es, And peo ple suppose me clever

And stalls in our street looked rare This could but have happened once,

W ith bulrush and wa tercresses. And wemissed it, lost it for ever.
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After we
’
ve turned over twenty,

And the debt o fwo ndermy crony owes
Is paid to my Marc Antonios,

l

H e stops me Fa rina len t? I

W ha t’s tha t sweet thingthere, the etching?
H ow my waistcoa t - strings want stretching,
H owmy cheeks grow red as tomato s,

H ow my heart leaps ! But hearts, after

leaps, ache.

By the by, you must take, fo r a keepsake,
That o ther, you praised , o fVo lpa to

’
s.

” 1

The fo o l would he try a flight further and

say
H e never saw, never befo re to d ay,
W ha t was able to take his breath away,
A face to lose yo uth fo r, to occupy age
W ith the dream o f, meet death with,—why,

I
’
ll no t engage

But tha t , hal f in a rapture and ha lf in a rage,

I sho uld to ss him the thing
’
s self

’
Tis only

a duplicate,
A thingo fno value Take it, I supplicate

MR . SLUD GE, TH E MED IUM .

Now, don
’
t, sir !

this once
This was the first and o nly time, I’ll swear,
Look at me,—see, I kneel,—the only time,
I swear, I ever cheated , -

yes, by the soul

Of H er who hears—{your sainted mo ther,
sir

All except this last accident , was truth
This little kind o f slip —and even this ,
Itwas yo urownwine, sir, thegood champagne,
(I to o k it fo r Ca tawba , yo u

’
re so kind )

W hich p ut the fo lly in my head !

D on
’
t expo se me

Get up
Yo u still inflict o n me that terrible face ?
Yo u show no mercy —N o t forH er dearsake,
The sainted sp irit

’
s, whose so ft breath even

now

1 Engra vers, held in repu te by co llectors.
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Blows on my cheek—(d on’
t you feel some

thing, sir ?)
You’

ll tell ?

Go tell, then ! W ho the d evil cares
W ha t such a rowdy cho oses to

P lease, sir ! yo ur thumbs are through my
windpipe, sir !

Ch—cb l

W ell, sir, I hope yo u’
ve d o ne it now !

Oh Lo rd I little tho ught , sir, yesterday,
W hen your departed mo ther spoke those

wo rds

Of peace through me, and mo ved you, sir,
so much,

You gave me
- (very kind it was of you )

These shirt -studs better take them back

again,
P lease, sir) —yes, little did I think so sum
A trifle o f trick, all thro ugh a glass to o much

Of his own champagne, would cin nge my
best of friends

Into an angry gentleman !

Though,
’
twas wru ng.

I do n
’
t contest the po int yo ur anger

’
s just :

W ha tever pu t such fo lly in my head ,
I know ’

twas wicked o fme. There
’
s a thick

Dusk undeveloped sp irit (I
’
ve observed )

Owes me a grudge—a negro
’
s, I should my,

Or else an Irish emigrant
’
s ; yo urself

Explained the case so well last Sunday, sir,
W hen we had summo ned Franklin to clearup
A point about those shares i’ the telegraph
Ay, and he swore or might it be Torn

P aine ?

Thumpingthe table clo se bywhere Icrouched.
H e

’
d do me soon a mischief : that’s come

true

W hy, now yo ur fi ce clears ! I was sure it

Then, this one time do n
‘
t take your

Thro ugh yours I surely kiss your mo ther’s
hand

You’
ll promise to forgiveme —o r, at least ,



MR . SLUDGE,

“ TH E MED IUM ”

Tell nobody of this ? Consider, sir

W ha t harm can mercy do ? W ould but the

Of the venerable dead -one just vo uchsafe
A rap or tip ! W ha t bit o f paper

’
s here ?

Su pp ose we take a pencil, let herwrite,
Make the least sign, she urges on her child

Forgiveness? There now ! Eh ? Oh !
’
Twas

And not a namral creak, sir?

Answer, then

Once, twice, thrice see, I
’m waiting to

All to no use ? No sort ofhope forme ?
It

’
s a ll to post to Greeley

’
s newspaper?

W hat ? I” to ld you all about the tricks ?
Upon myso u l —thewho le truth , and nough t

And how there’s been some filseho od—for

W ill you engage to paymy passage out,

I see what makes yo u hesitate : d on
’
t fa r

I mean to changemy trade and cheat no more,
Ya , this time really it’s upon my soul !
Be my salva tion —under H eaven, o f course.

I
’
ll tell some queer things. SixtyVsmust do .

A trifle, though, to start with ! W e
’ll refer

The question to this table?
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May I sit, sir? This dear o ld table, now

I
’
ve been so happy with you ! N ice stuffed

And sympa thetic sideboards ; wha t an end

To al l the instructive evenings ! (It
’
s aligh t. )

W ell, no thinglasts , as Bacon came and said .

H ere goes,
- but keep yo ur temper, o r I

’
ll

Fo l- lo l- the-rido - lidd le- idd le- o l

Yo u see, sir, it
’
s your own fault more than

mine ;
It

’
s a ll your firult, you curious gentlefo lk
You’

re prigs,—excuse me,—like to loo k

80 clever, while you clingby ha lf a claw
To the perch whereon you put? yourselves at

On the o ther perch , your neighbour chose,

There’s no outwittingyou respecting him

Fo r instance, men lo ve money tha t, yo u

And wha t men do to gain it : well, supp ose

A poo r lad , say a help
’
s son in your ho use,

Then split the difference ; thirty more, we
’
ll Listening at keyho les, hears the commny
Talk grand o f d o llars, V -no tes, and so fo rth

Ay, but you leave my presents ! Else I
’ll H ow hard theyare to get, how go od to ho ld ,

’
Twas all through those : you wanted yours

So , picked a quarrel with me, to get them

Tread on a worm, it turus, sir ! I“ turn,

Your fault !
W ho

’
s obliged

To give up life yet try no self-defence

At all events, I
’
ll run the risk. Eh ?

’
Tis you

’
ll have forced me !

H owmuch they buy,—if, suddenly, in pops

I
’
ve go t a V

-no te -what d o you say to

W hat
’
s yourfirst word which fo llows your last

W here did you steal it , rascal ?
” That

’
s

H e finds you , min would mo ! you , ofl
'

your

pemh :

Such piece o f self-co nceit m serves for perch
Because yo u chose it, so it must be safe.

Oh , o therwise you’re sharp enough ! You

Who slips, who slides, who ho lds by help o f

wing,
W antingreal foo tho ld ,—who can’

t keep up
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N o t o n the specia l piece o f no nsense, sir, Sit down first . trya glass o fwine, my boy
Elected your parade-

gro und : let him try And , D avid , (is no t that yo ur Christian
Lies to theend o fthe list, H e picked it up ,
H is cousin died and left it him by will , Of all things, sho uld this happen twice

The P resident flung it to him, ridingby,

An actress trucked it fo r a curl o f his hair, Be sure, while fresh in mind , yo u let us

H e dreamed o f luck and found his shoe know ! ”

enriched , D o es theboyblunder, blurt o ut this, blab that,
H e dug up clay, and o ut o f clay made Break down in the o ther, as beginners will ?
go ld All

’
s cand our, a ll

’
s considerateness N o

H ow would yo u trea t such possibilities haste

W o uld no t yo u , prompt , investiga te the case P ause and co llect yourself ! W e und er

W ith cow-hide ? Lies, lies, lies, you’
d

shout and why Tha t
’
s thebad memory, o r thena tural sho ck.

W hich o f the sto ries might no t pro ve mere Or the unexplained p henom
truth

This last, perhaps, tha t clay was turned to

co in ! The boy takes heart o f grace ; finds, never

Let
’
s see, now, give himme to speak forhim

H ow many o f your rare philoso phers, The read iest way to o pe yourown heart wide.

In plaguy books I
’
ve had to dip into , Show—wha t I a ll your peacock - perch , pet

Believed go ld co uld be made thus, saw it

To strut , and spread the tail, and squawlrupon
And made it ? Oh , with such philoso phers Just as yo u thought, much as you m

'

ght

Yo u’
re on your best behaviour ! W hile the

There he more things in heaven and earth,

W ith him, in a trice, you settle likeliho ods,
N or d oubt a moment how he go t his prize : And so o n. Sha ll no t D avid take the hint ,
In his case, you hear, judge and execute,
All in a brea th : so wo uld most men of sense.

If he ruflle a feather, it
’
s Gently, p tiently

But let the same lad hear you ta lk as grand Manifesta tio ns are so weak at first !
At the same keyho le, you and company, D oubting, mo reover, kills them, cuts all

Of signs and wond ers, the invisible world sho rt ,

H ow wisdom scouts our vu lgar unbelief Cures with a vengeance

More than our vulgarest cred ulity
H ow goo d men have desired to see a ghost ,
W ha t Johnso n used to say, what W esley did ,
Mo ther Go ose thought , and fiddle-d idd le

If he break in with , Sir, I saw a gho st

Ah , theways change H e finds you perched

It
’
s a conceit o f yo urs that gho sts may be

There’s no talk now o f cow-hide. Tell it

out

co llect

There, sir, tha t’s your style !
Yo u and your boy—such pains bestowed a t

him,

Or any headpiece o f the average worth ,

To teach, say, Greek,would perfect himapace.

Make him a P erson P erson ?
”
thank yo u .

sir

Much more, proficient in the art o f lies .

You never leave the lesson Fire aligh t,

Catchyou permittingit to die You
’
vefriends

There’s no withho lding knowledge, - lem
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Tha t laws exclaim a t , save the devil
’
s own, If yo u can

’
t hear a voice ; we think yo u

Yet screwed him into henceforth gullingyo u may
To the topo ’yourbent ,—a ll o ut o foneha lf- lie ! At least, the P ennsylvanian mediums ’

did .

”

Yo u ho ld , ifthere’s one ha lfo ra hundred th part Oh , next time comes the vo ice ! Just as

Of a lie, tha t
’
s his faul t,—his be the pena lty we ho ped

I dare say ! Yo u
’
d prove firmer in his place? Are no t the hopers proud now, p leased .

You’
d find the courage,

—tha t first flurry o ver, pro fuse
That mild bit o f romancing-wo rk at end , O

’
the natura l acknowledgment ?

To interpose with It gets serious , this ;
Must stop here. Sir, I saw no ghost at all .
Info rm your friends I mad e well ,

fo o ls o f them,

And found yo u ready-made. I
’
ve lived in

These three weeks : take it o ut in kicks
o fme l ”

I d oubt it . Ask your conscience Let me

know,

Twelve months hence, with how few em

bellishments

You’
ve to ld almighty Boston o f this pam ge

Of arms between us, your first taste 0
’
the

From Sludge who co uld no t fence, sir !

Sludge, yo ur boy
I lied , sir, —there l I go t up frommygorge

On ofi
'

al in the gutter, and preferred Amonghis ma tes on a brigh t April morn,
Your canvas - backs : I too k their carvel’s size, W ith the turf to tread ; see ifyo u find or no

Measured his modicum o f intelligence, A caper in him, ifhe bucks o r bo lts !
Tickled him on the cookies o f his heart Much mo re a youth whose fi nd s sp u rt 8

W ith a raven feather, and next week fo und
myself As toad stoo l-clump from melon -bed .

’

Tis

Sweet and clean, dining daintily, dizened so on,

smart. Sirrah , you spirit, come, go , fetch and carry.

Set on a sto o l bu ttressed by lad ies ’ knees, R ead , write, rap , rub- a - dub, and hang
Every so ft smiler ca llingme her pet , yourself
Enco uragingmy story to unco il I

’m spared all further trouble ; al l’s arra nged
And creep out from its ho le, inch after inch , Your circle does my businas ; I may la ve

H ow last nigh t , I no so oner snug in bed , Like an epileptic dervish in the books ,
Tucked up , just as they left me,—than Foam, fling myself flat, rend my clothes to

came raps shreds ;

W hile a light whisked Shaped N o ma tter : lovers, friends and co untryma n

somewhat like a star?
”

W ell, like some sort o f stars, ma
’
am. things right

So we thought By the rule 0
’
reverse. IfFrancis Verahm

And any vo ice ? N o t yet ? Try hard , Styles himselfBacon, spells the name bu ilt
next time, W ith ay and a k, says he drewbreath inYa k.

Of course !

So , 05 we push , illy- oh -

yo , trim the boa t,

On we sweep with a ca taract ahead ,

W e
’
re midway to the H orseshoe sto p , who

can ,

The dance o f bubbles gay abo ut our p row !
Experiences become wo rth waiting for,
Spirits now speak up , tell their inmost mind .

Concern themselves abou t his Sunday coa t,

See rings on his hand with pleas rre . Ask

yourself
H ow you’

d receive a course of trea ts like

these
Why, take the quietest lu ck and stall him up .

Cram him with com a month , then o ut with
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Gave up the ghost in W ales when Cromwell As a Thirty- third So nata , (fi ncy now
Comes from the ho pperas bran -new Sludge,

(As, sir, we somewha t fear hewas apt to say, no ught else,
Befo re I fo und the useful book tha t knows) The Shakers’ H ymn in G , with a na tural F,

W hy, wha t harm
’
s d one ? The circle smiles Or the Stars and Stripes ’

set to co nse

apace, cutive fourths.
”

It was no t Bacon, after all, you see

W e understand the trick’s but na tural Sir, where
’
s the scrape you did no t help me

Such spirits’ individ uality through,
Is hard to pu t in evidence they incline Yo u tha t arewise ? And for the fo o ls, the fo lk
To gibe and jeer, these undevelo ped so rts . W ho came to see,

—the guests , (observe that
You see, their wo rld

’
s much like a jail wo rd

broke lo ose, P ray do you find guests criticize yourwine,
W hile this o f ours remains shu t, bo lted , Your furniture, yo ur grammar, o r your nose
barred , Then, why yo ur medium W ha t’s the

W ith a single window to it. Sludge, our difi
'

erence ?

friend , P ro ve yourmadeira red - ink and gamboge,
Serves as this wind ow, whether thin o r Yo ur Sludge, a chea t— then, somebody’s a

thick,
Or stained o r stainless ; he

’
s the medium For vaunting bo th as genuine. Guests l

”

p ne D o n
’
t fear l

Thro ugh which , to see us and be seen , they They’ll make a wryfiace, nor to o much o ftha t,
And leave you in yo ur glo ry.

They crowd each o ther, hustle fo r a chance,
Tread on their neighbo ur

’
s kibes, play

D o es Bacon, tired o fwaiting, swerve aside?

Up in his place jumps Barnum I
’m your Of course

man,
I
’

ll answer yo u fo r Baco n Try once

more

O r else it
’
s W lmt ’s a medium H e

’
s a

means ,
G o o d , bad , indifferent , still the only means
Spirits can speak by ; he maymisconceive,
Stu t ter and stammer,—he

’
s their Sludge

Take him o r leave him they must ho ld
their peace,

Or else, put up with having knowledge
strained medium,

’
-

’
twas the

To ha lf-expressio n thro ugh his ignorance.

Supp ose, the spirit Beetho ven wants to shed
N ew music he’s brimfu l o f why, he turns

The handle o fthis organ,grindswith Sludge,
And what he poured in at the mouth 0

’
the

N o , sometimes

They do ubt and say as much l ” Ay,

do ubt they do !
And wha t

’
s the consequence ?

they doubt
(Yo u triumph ) “ tha t exp lains thehitch a t once l
D o ubt po sed o ur medium,

’ pudd led his
pure mind

H e gave them back their rubbish : pitch
chaff in ,

Co uld flour come out o
’
the ho nest mill ?

So , prompt
Applaud the faithful cases flo ck in po int ,
H ow, when a mo cker willed a med ium

o nce

Shou ld name a spirit James whose name

was George,

James cried the

test o f truth 1”

In sh o rt , a hitpro vesmuch, amiss provesmo re.

D o es this co nvince? The better : do es it fail ?
Time for the d o uble- sho tted broadside, then
The grand means, last resource. Lo ok black

and big l
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Yo u style us idio ts , therefo re—why stop To justyour length , sir ! I
’
d sto p so on enough

sho rt But you’
re fo r progress. All o ld , no thing

Accomplices in rascality : this we hear new ?

In our own ho use, from our invited guest Only the usua l ta lking through the mo u th ,

Found brave enough to outrage a po o rboy Orwriting by the hand ? I own, I th o ugh t
Exposed by our go o d faith l H ave you This would develop, grow demonstrable,
been heard ? Make d oubt absurd , give figures we migh t

N ow, then , hear us ; o ne man
’
s no t quite

wo rth twelve. Flowers we might to uch. There’s no one

Yo u see a chea t ? H ere
’
s some twelve see d oubts you , Sludge

Yo u dream the dreams, yo u see the sp iritual

Excuse me if I ca lcula te : good day !
Out slinks the sceptic, all the laughs explode.

Sludge waves his ha t in triumph

Or—he do n’
t .

There’s somethingin rea l truth (explain who
can

One casts a wistful eye at , like the ho rse

won
’
t munch

Because he spies a corn -bag hangtha t truth ,
It spo ils all dainties proffered in its place H e sees his lo t : there’

s no avo idingfi re.

I
’
ve felt at times when, cockered , cosseted ’

Tis a trifle at first . Eh , D avid D id yo u

And codd led by the aforesaid company,
Bidden enjoy their bullying, - never fear,

But o
’
ertheirsho uldersspit at theflyingman,

I
’
ve felt a child o nly, a fra ctious child jo king, are yo u no t .

That ,dandlcd so ft bynurse,aunt ,grandmo ther,
Who keep him from the kennel, sun and wind ,
Good fun and who lesome mud ,—enjo ined be

sweet ,

And comely and superior, —eyes askance
The ragged so ns o

’
the gutter at theirgame,

Fain would be down with them i
’
the thick

o
’
the filth, R eally mere novel -writing o f a so rt ,

Makingdirt Acting, o r impro vising, make- believe,
And callinggranny the grey o ld cat she is . Surely no t d ownright chea tery, —a ny how,

I
’
ve felt a spite, I say, at you , at them,

’
Tis done with and my lo t cast Cheat ’s my

H uggings and humbug—gnashed my teeth to
The fatal dash o f brandy in your tea

A decent d ogpass l It
’
s too bad , I say, H as settled wha t yo u’

ll have the souch ong
R uininga so ul so

The caddy gives way to the dram- bo ttle.

But what’s so , wha t’s fixed ,
W here may one stop Nowhere The Then, it

’
s so cruel easy Oh , those tricb

chea ting
’
s nursed That can’

t be tricks, those fa ts by sleigh t o f
Out o f the lying, so ftly and surely spun band ,

The speeches come in your head , beyo nd

dispute.

“ Still, fo rthe sceptics’sake, to stop allmo nths,

W e want some outward manifestatio n !

well,

The P ennsylvanians gained such why not

Sludge ?

H e may improve with time

You jogged the table, your fo o t caused the
squeak ,

This time you’
re

my boy?
”

N -n - no - and I
’m do ne fo r, bo ugh t and

so ld henceforth.

The o ld go od easy jog- tro t way, the eh ?

The no t so veryfa lse, as fi lseho cd go es.

The spinning out and drawing fine, yo u
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W ha t ? D o yo u live in this wo rld
’
s blow o f

P a laver, go ssipry, a single ho ur
N o r find o ne smut has settled o n your nose,
Ofa smut

’
s wo rth, no mo re, no less —o ne fact

Out o f the drifl: o f facts , whereby you learn
W ha t someo ne was , somewhere, somewhen ,

somewhy
Yo u d o n

’
t tell fo lk See what has stuck to

Judge H umgruflin, o ur mo st distinguished

man,
Yo ur uncle was a tailo r, and your wife
Tho ught to have married Miggs, missed
him, hit you l

”

D o yo u , sir, tho ugh yo u see him twice a -week
N yo u reply, wha t use reta iling it ?

W hy sho uld I But, yo u see, one day

yo u Mou ld ,

Because o ne day there’
s much use,

this fact

Brings yo u the Judge upon bo th go uty knees
Befo re the superna tura l pro ves tha t Sludge
Knows, as yo u say, a thing he co uld no t

”

know
W ill no t Sludge thenceforth keep an o ut

stretched face
The way the wind d rives ?

Co u ld no t Lo o k you now,

I
’
ll tellyou a story There’s a whiskered chap,
A foreigner, tha t teaches music here
And gets his bread ,—knowingno betterway
H e says, the fellow wh o info rmed o f him

And made him fly his co untry and fa ll W est

W as a hunchback co bbler, sa t, stitched so les

and sang,

In some o ut land ish place, the city R ome,
In a cellar by their Bro adway, a ll day lo ng
Never asked questions, stopped to listen o r

lo ok ,
N o r lifted nose from lapsto ne ; let the world
R o ll ro und his three- legged sto o l, and news

run in

The cars he hard ly seemed to keep pricked up .

W ell , that man went o n Sundays, touched his

And to ok hispraise fromgo vernment , you see

D RAMATIS P ER SON /E

Fo r something like two d o llars every week ,
H e

’
d engage tell you some o ne little thing

Of some o neman , which led to many mo re ,

(Because o ne truth leads right to the wo rld
'

s

end )
And make yo u tha t man

’
s master—when be

And on wha t d ish, where wa lked to keep t

Vain and vindictive, cowards, pro ne to

scra tch .

And so all ca ts are ; still, a ca t
’
s the heast

Yo u coax thestrangeelectricsparks fiom o ut ,

By rubbing back its fur ; no t so a dog,
No r lio n, no r lamb : ’

tis the cat
’
s na ture, sir !

W hy no t the dog
’
s ? Ask Go d , who made

D
’

ye think the sound , the nicely-balanced

(Likeme -aside) likeyo u yourself,
”

(alo ud )
—H e

’
s stuff to make a

‘medium ’
? Bles

your so ul ,

And to what street . H is trad e was , th rowing
thus

H is sense o ut , like an ant - ea ter
’
s lo ng to ngue,

So fi , innocent, warm, mo ist , impas ible,
And when ’

twas crusted o
’

erwith crea tures
slick,

Theirjuice enriched his palate.

Sludge l
”

I
’
ll go yet a step further, and maintain,
Once the imposture plunged its pro per dep h
I’ the ro tten o f your natures, a ll o fyo u ,

(If o ne
’
s no t mad no rdrunk, and hard ly then )

It
’
s impo ssible to chea t—that’s, be fo und o u t

Go tell yourbro therho o d this first slip o fmine,
All to - day’s ta le, how yo u detected Sludge,
Behaved unpleas antly, till hewasminm
And so has come to grief ! Yo u

’
ll find , I think.

W hySludge still snaps his fingers in yo ur face.
There now, yo u’

ve to ld them W ha t ’s their
prompt reply

Sir, did tha tyo uth confess he had chea ted me,
I
’

d disbelievehim. H emaychea t at times :
Tha t’s in the med ium’

-nature, thus they
’

re
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Tis these hysteric, hybrid ha lf- and - halfs ,
Equivo cal , wo rthless vermin yield the fire
W e take such as we find them,

’
ware their

tricks ,
W anting their service. Sir, Sludge took in
yo u

H ow, I can’
t say, no t beingthere to wa tch :

H ewas tried ,was tempted byyo ureasiness
H e did no t take in me ! ”

Thank yo u fo r Sludge
I
’m to be grateful to such pa tro ns, eh ,
VVben wha t yo u hear

’
s my best word

’
Tis

a cha llenge

Snapa t a ll strangers, ha lf- tamed prairie- dog,

So yo u cower du ly at yo ur keeper’s beck !
Ca t , show what claws were made fo r, muf

Only to me Chea t o thers ifyou can ,

Me, if you dare !
”
And , my wise sir, I

dared

D id chea tyo u first ,madeyou chea t o thersnext,
And had the help 0’ your vaunted manliness
To bully the incredulous. You used me ?

H ave no t I used yo u , ta ken fiill revenge,

P ersuad ed fo lk theyknewno t theirown name,
And straight they

’d own the error W ho was

the fo o l

W hen , to an awe struck wide eyed open
mo uthed

Circle o f sages, Sludge wou ld introduce

M ilton composingbaby- rhymes , and Lo cke
R easo ningin gibberish , H omerwritingGreek
In no ughts and crosses, Asaph settingpsa lms
T o cro tchet and quaver I

’
ve made a spirit

squeak
In sham voice fo r a minute, then o utbroke
Bo ld in my own , defying the imbeciles
H ave co pied some ghost

’
s po thooks, half a

Inge,

Then ended withmy own scrawl undisguised .

All right The ghost was merely using
Sludge,

Suiting itself from his imperfect sto ck
D o n

’
t ta lk o fgratitud e to me Fo rwha t ?

Fo r being trea ted as a showman’
s ape,

Enco uraged to be wicked and make spo rt ,
Fret o r sulk , grin o r whimper, any mood

61 1

So lo ng as the ape be in it and no man

Because a nut pays every mood alike.

Curse your superio r, superintending sort ,

W ho , since you hate smoke, send up boys
that climb

To cure yo ur chimney, bid a medium lie

To sweepyo u truth d own Curseyourwomen
( 00,

Yo urinso lentwives and daughters , that fire up
Or faint away if a ma le hand squeeze theirs,
Yet, to enco urage Sludge, may play with

cheerful

As o nly a med ium, o nly the kind o f thing
They must humour, fond le o h , to mis

co nceive

W ere too prepostero us But I
’
ve paid them

o ut 1

They’ve had theirwish—ca lled fo r the naked
truth,

And in she tripped , sa t d own and bade them

They had to blush a little and fo rgive
The fact is , children ta lk so ; in next world

All o ur co nventio ns are reversed ,—perhaps
Made light o f something like o ld prints,
my dear

The Judge has o ne, he bro ught from Italy,
A metro po lis in the backgro und ,— o

’
er a

bridge,
A team o f tro tting roadsters,

gro ups
Ofwayside travellers, peasa ntsa t theirwo rk,
And , fu ll in fro nt, quite unco ncerned , why

no t

Three nymphs co nversingwith a cava lier,

And never a rag among them fine,
’
fo lk

cry

And heavenly manners seem no t much

unlike
Let Sludgego on ; we

’
ll fancy it’s in print

Ifsuch as came fo rwo o l , sir,went home sho rn,
W here is thewrong I did them

’
Tm their

choice ;
They tried the ad venture, ran the risk, tossed

“ P
And lo st , as some one

’
s sure to do in games ;

They fancied I was made to lose,—smoked
glass

p )
0
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Useful to spy the sun thro ugh, spare their
eyes

And had I pro ved a red - ho t iro n pla te
They tho ught to pierce, and , fo r their pains,

grew blind ,
W ho se were the fault but theirs ? W hile, as

things go ,

Their lo ss amounts to gain , the more
’
s the

shame !
They’ve had their peep into the spirit -world ,

And all thiswo rldmayknowit ! They’ve fed fa t
Their self co nceit which else had starved

wha t chance
Save this, o f cackling o

’
er a go lden egg

And compmsingdistinctio n from the flock,
Friends o f a fea ther? W ell , they paid for it ,
And no t prod igio usly ; the price 0

’
the play,

N o t co unting certain pleasant interludes,
W as scarce a vu lgar play’3 wo rth. W hen

you buy
The actor

’
s ta lent, d o you dare propose

Fo r his so ul beside ? W hereas my so ul yo u

buy
Sludge acts Macbeth, o bliged to be Macbeth,
Or yo u’

ll no t hear his first wo rd ! Just go
thro ugh

Tha t slight formality, swear himself’s the

Thane,

And thencefo rth he may strut and fret his

ho ur,
Spou t, Spawl, o r spin his target , no one cares !
W hy hadn

’
t I leave to play tricks, Sludge as

Sludge

Eno ugh o f it al l I
’
ve wiped o ut scores with

you

Vented yo ur fustian, let myselfbe streaked
Like tom- fo o l with your ochre and earmine,
W orn pa tchwork your respectable fingers

sewed

To metamorphose somebody, yes, I
’
ve

earned

My wages, swa llowed d own my bread o f

shame,
And shake the crumbs o ff— where but in
yo ur face ?

As fo r
'

religion
—why, I served it , sir !

I
’
ll stick to tha t W ith myp h nom fra
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I laid the atheist sprawling on his back,

P ro pped up Saint P au l, o r, at least , Sweden

bo rg !
In fact, it

’
s just the pro per way to bau lk

These tro ublesome fellows—liars, o ne and all,
Are no t these sceptics W ell , to bafi e them,

No use in being squeamish : lie you rself !
Erect your buttress just as wide 0

’
the line,

Yo ur side, a they build up the wa ll o n theirs
W here bo th meet , midway in a po int , is truth
H igh overhead : so , take yo ur ro om, pile

bricks,
Lie Oh , there’s titillatio n in a ll shame !

W hat snowmay lose in white, snow gains in
rose

Miss Stokes turns R ahab,— no r a bad

exchange !

Glory be o n her, for the good she wrought,

Breed ing belief anew
’
neatb ribs o f d ea th,

Browbeating now the unabashed befo re,
R iddingus o ftheirwho le life

’
sga thered straws

By a live coa l flo or the altar ! W hy, ofo ld ,

Grea t men spent years and years in writing
bo oks

To prove we’ve so uls , and hard ly proved it
then

Miss Stokes with her live coa l , fo r yo u and

me !

Surely, to this goo d issue, a ll wa s filir
No t o nly fo nd ling Sludge, but , even s uppose
H e let escape some spice o f knavery, -well.

In wiselybeingblind to it ! D on’

t yo u praise

Nelson fo r setting spy
-

glass to blind eye

And saying what was it—that he cculd
no t see

The signal he was bo thered with

indeed !

Av .

I
’
ll go beyond there’

s a real love o f a lie,
Liars find ready-made fo r lies they make,
As hand for glo ve, or to ngue fo r sugar

-

plum.

At best , ’
tis never pure and full belief

Those firrthest in the quagmire,
supp ose

They strayed there with no warning, go t no

chance

Of a filth - speck in their face, which they
clenched teeth,
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Tint gho st - ta les, spirit - sto ries, past the power
Of the o utwom umber and bistre

Yet I think
There’s a more hateful fo rm o f fo o lery
The so cial sage

’
s, So lomo n o f sa lo o ns

And philosophic diner- out , the fribble
W h o wants a doctrine fo r a cho pping- blo ck
To try the edge o fhis facu lty upon,
P ro ve howmuch commo n sense he’ll hack and

hew

I’ the critical minute ’
twixt the so up and fish !

These were my patrons : these, and the like
o f them

W h o , rising in my so ul now, sicken it,
These I have injured l Gra titude to thes e ?
The gra titude, fo rso o th, o f a pro stitute
To the greenho rn and the bu lly—friends of

hers,
From the wag tha t wants the queer jokes fo r

his club,
To the snuff-box-decora tor, honest man ,
W h o just was at his wits’ end where to find
80 genia l a P asiphae All and each

P ay, compliment , pro tect from the po lice
And how she ha tes them for their pains, like

me

So much fo rmy remo rse at thanklessness
Toward a d eserving public

Bu t , fo rGod

Ay, tha t
’
s a question W ell, sir, since yo u

press
(H ow you d o tease thewho le thingou t o fme !
I d o n’

t mean yo u, you know, when I say
them

H a te you , indeed !

that Judge
Eno ugh, enough—with sugar: thank you , sir!)
N ow fo r it, then W ill you believe me,

tho ugh
Yo u’

ve heard wha t I co nfess ; I d on’
t unsay

A single word I chea ted when I co uld ,
R apped with my toe- joints , set sham hands a t

wo rk,
W ro te down names weak in sympa thetic ink,
R ubbed odic lights with ends o f phosphor

ma tch,

But that Miss Stokes,
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And a ll the res t ; believe tha t believe this,
By the same token, though it seem to set

The cro o ked straight again, unsay the said ,

Stick up what I
’
ve knocked d own ; I ca n

’

t

help tha t
It

’
s truth I somehow vomit truth to -d ay.

This trad e o fmine—J d on’
t know, ean

’
tbesure

But therewas something in it , tricks and all !

R ea lly
,
I want to light up my own mind .

They were tricks,—true, bu t wha t I mean to

add

Is also true. First ,—d o n
’
t it strike you , sir

?

Go back to the beginning,—the firs t Bu t

W e
’
re taugh t is, there

’
s a wo rld beside this

wo rld ,
W ith sp irits, no t mankind , for tenantry ;
That much within that world o nce so jonmed
here,

That a ll upon this wo rld will visit there,
And therefo re that we, bodily here below,

Must have exactly such an interest
In learningwha t maybe theways 0

’
theworld

Abo ve us, as the disembo died fo lk
H ave (by all analogic likelih oo d )
In watchingh ow things go in the o ld home
W ith us, their sons, success o rs, and what not .
Oh yes, with added powers pro bably,
Fit fo rthe no vel state,—o ld lo ves grown pure,
Old interests understo od afigh t ,

—theywatch
Eyes to see, ears to hear, and hands to help.
P ropo rtio nate to advancement : they

’
re ahead ,

Tha t
’
s al l d o what we d o , bu t noblier

do ne

Use pla te, whereas we eat o urmeals ofi
'

delf.

(To use a figure) .

Conced e that , and I ask
Next what may be the mod e o f interc ourse

Between us men here, and th o se o nce-men

there P
First comes the Bible’s speech then ,

history

W ith the supernatural element , -

yo u know
All that we sucked in with o ur mo thers’

milk,
Grew up with, go t inside o fus at last ,
Till it

’
s fo und bone o f bone and flesh o f fles h.

See now, we start with the miraculous,
And know it used to be, at al l events
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W ha t’s the first step we take, and can
’
t bu t Only,—what in the rest yo u style their sense,

take, Instinct , blind reasoningbu t imperative,
In arguing from the known to the obscure ? This, betimes, taught them the o ld wo rld had

W hy this : “ Wha t was before, may be to

New wo rld , new laws,

Since Samuel’s ghost appeared to Saul, o f

My bro ther
’
s sp irit may appear to me.

G o tell yo ur teacher tha t W hat
’

s his reply?
W ha t brings a shade o f d o ubt for the first

O
’
er his brow late so luminous with faith ?
Such things have been,” says he, and Or San ta Claus slid d own on New Year’s
there

’
s no d oubt

Such things may be but I advisemistrust And stufi
'

ed with cakes the stocking at my
Of eyes, ears, stomach , and , mo re than all,

yo ur brain, Changed the worn sho es, rubbed clean the

Unless it be of yourgreat -

grandmo ther, fingered slate

W henever they prepose a ghost to you O
’
the sum that came to grief the day befo re.

The end is, there
’
s a composition struck

’
Tis settled , we

’
ve some way o f intercourse This co uld no t last long : soon enough I

Just as in Saul’s time o nly, different :
H ow, when and where, precisely,—find it W h o had wo rked wond ers thus, and to what

ou t !

I want to know, then, wha t’s so na tural But did I find all easy, like myma tes
As tha t a person born into this world H enceforth no superna tural anymo re
And seized on by such teaching, should begin N o t a whit : what projects the billiard -ba lls
W ith firm expectancy and a frank lo ok - ou t A cue, you answer Yes, a cue,

”
said I

Fo r his own allo tment, his especial share But wha t hand , o ff the cushion, mo ved th
I’ the secret ,—his particu largho st, in fine ?
I mean , a person born to loo k tha t way,
Since na tu res difl

'

er : take the painter- so rt .

One man lives fifty years in igno rance
W hether grass be green o r red , N o kind

Fo r co lo ur,
”
say you while ano ther picks

And puts away even pebbles, when a ch ild ,

Bemuse o f bluish spo ts and pinky veins
G ive him forthwith a paint -box Just
the same

W as I bo rn medium, yo u won
’
t let

me say,

W ell, seer o f the superna tura l
Everywhen , everyhow and everywhere,

W ill that do ?

Started with the same stock o f Bible- truth

And ours ano ther

cried they :

N one but o ld laws, seen everywhere at

work,”

Cried I , and by their help explained my life
Th e Jews’way, still a working

'

way to m

Gho sts made the noises, fairies waved the

W hat unseen agency, o u tside the world ,
P rompted its puppets to d o this and tha t,
P ut cakes and shoes and slates into their

mind ,
These mo thers and aunts, nayeven scho o l
masters

Thus high I sprang, and there have settled

Just so I reason, in so ber earnest still ,
Abo u t the grea ter god sends , wha t you call

The serio us gains and lo sses o fmy life.

W ha t d o I know or care abo ut yourworld
W hich either is o r seems to be ? This snap
0

’

my fingers , sir I My care is fo rmyself
Myself amwho le and so le reality
Inside a raree- show and a market -mob

Ga thered abo ut it : tha t’s the use o f things.
’
Tis easy saying they serve vast purposes,
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Ad vantage their grand selves : be it true o r

fa lse,

Each thing may have two uses. W ha t
’
s a

star

A wo rld , o r a wo rld
’
s sun : doesn

’
t it serve

As taper a lso , time- piece, wea ther-

glass,

And almanac ? Are stars no t set fo r signs

W hen we sho uld shear o ur sheep, sow co rn,

prune trees ?
The Bible says so .

W ell, I add o ne use

To all the acknowledged uses, and d eclare

If I spy Charles
’
s W ain a t twelve to -night,

It warns me, Go , no r lose ano ther day,
“ And have yo ur hair cut, Sludge !

”
Yo u

laugh : and why
W ere such a sign to o hard for Go d to give
N o : but Sludge seems too little fo r such

grace

Thank you , sir I
Sludge l

W hen you and good men gape at P rovidence,
Go into histo ry and bid us mark
N o t merely powder-plo ts prevented , crowns
Kept o n kings

’ heads by miracle enough,
But priva te mercies—o h , you’

ve to ld me, sir,
Of such interpo sitions H ow yo urself
Once, missing o n a memorable day
Your handkerchief just setting out , you

know,

Yo u must return to fetch it , lost the train,
And saved yo ur precio us self fromwha t befell
The thirty- three whom P ro vidence forgo t.
You tell, and ask me wha t I think o f this ?
W ell, sir, I think then, since you need s must

know,

W ha t ma tter had yo u and Bo ston city to boo t
Sailed skyward , like burnt onion-peelings

Much
To yo u , no d o ubt : fo rme—und o ubted ly
The cu tting o fmy hair concerns me more,
Because, however sad the tru th may seem,

Sludge is o f all
- impo rtance to himself.

You set apart tha t day in every year
Forspecia l thanksgiving,were a heathen else
W ell , I who canno t boast the like escape,
Suppose I said I d on’

t thank P ro vidence

So you think , so d oes no t

P ER SON/E

Formy part , owing it no gra titud e
N ay, but you owe as much —yo u’d tuto r

me,
Yo u, every man a live, for blessings gained
In everyho ur0’

the day, co uld you bu t know !

I saw my crowningmercy : al l have su ch ,

Co uld they but see W ell, sir, why d o n
’

t

they see
Because they won’

t lo ok,—o r perln ps , they
’
t .
3,

Then, sir, suppose I can , and will, and d o

Lo ok, micro scopically as is right,
Into each hourwith its infinitude
Of influences at wo rk to profit Sludge P
Fo r tha t

’
s the case : I

’
ve sharpened u p my

sight
To spy a pro vidence in the fire

’
s go ing o at ,

The kettle’s bo iling, the dime
’

s sticking fist

D espite the ho le ’
1 the po cket. Cal l such h a s

Fancies, too petty a work fo r P rovidence
And tho se same thanks which you exact

fromme

P rove to o prodigious payment : thanks h r
wha t,

If no thingguards and guides us little men ?
No , no , sir 1 Yo u must put away your p ine,
R eso lve to let Sludge into partnership !
I live by signs and omens lo o ked at the ro of
W here the pigeons sett le If the further

bird ,
The white, takes wing first, I

’
ll confis

when thrashed ;
N o t , if the blue d oes —so I said to myself

Lastweek, lest yo u sho uld takemebysurpr
'

ne:

Ofl
'

flapped the white,
-and I

’m confem
'

ng,
sir l

P erhaps ’
tis P rovidence

’
s whim and way

W ith onlyme, i’ theworld how canyou tell ?

Because unlikely l ” W as it likelier. now,

That this our o ne o u t o fall wo rlds beside,
The wha t - d

’yo n- call-
’
em millions, should be

just
P recisely chosen to make Adam fo r,
And the rest 0

’
the ta le ? Yet the ta le

’
s true,

you know
Such undeservingclod was graced so once ;

W hyno t graced likewise undeservingSludge?
Are we merit -mongers, flaunt we filthy rags ?
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The o ne i
’
the wo rld , the o ne forwhom the This had their d ue contempt ; no N ame

W as made, expect it tickling at yo urmouth
Then will the swarm o f busy buz z ingflies,
Clo uds o fco incidence, break egg- shell, thrive,
Breed , multiply, and bringyou fo od eno ugh.

I can’
t pretend to mind yo ur smiling, sir

Oh , wha tyoumean is this I Suchintimateway,
Close co nverse, frank exchange o f o ffices,
Strict sympa thy o f the immeasurably grea t
W ith the infinitely sma ll, betokened here
By a course o f signs and omens, raps and

H ow d oes it suit the dread traditional text

0
’
the Grea t and Terrible Name”

? Sha ll
the H eaven o f H eavens Somebo dy turns o ur spyglass ro und , or else

Sto op to such child ’s play P uts a new lens in it : grass, wo rm, fly grow

P lease, sir, go with me W e find great things aremade o f little th ings,
A moment, and I

’
ll try to answer yo u . And little things go lessening till at last

The “ Magn um at tem
'

br
‘

lc (is that right ?) Comes Go d behind them. Talk o fmo un ta ins
W ell, fo lk began with this in the early day now

And a ll the acts they recognized in pro o f
W ere thunders , ligh tnings, earthquakes,

whirlwinds, dealt
Indisputably o nmenwhose dea th they caused .

There, and there only, fo lk saw P ro vidence
At wo rk ,—and seeing it ,

’
twas right eno ugh

All heads sh ould tremble, hands wringhands

And knees kno ck hard together at the brea th
O

’
the Name

’
s first letter ; why, the Jews,

I’m to ld ,
W o n

’
t write it down, no , to this very hour,

N or speak al oud : you know best it’t be so .

Each ague
-fit o f fear at end , they crept A tin- fo il bo tt le, a strip o fgreasy silk ,

(Because somehow peo ple once bo rn must W ith a bit o f wire and kno b o f brass, and
there

’
s

Ou t o f the so und , sigh t, swing and sway 0’ Yo ur d o llar’s-wo rth o f ligh tning ! But the

the Name,
Into a co rner, the dark rest o f the wo rld , The life o f the least o f the little things ?

And safe space where as yet no fear had

reached ; N o , no !
’

Twas there they lo oked about them, brmthed P reachers and teachers try ano ther tack,
again, Come near the truth this time they pu t mad e

And felt indeed at home, as we might say. Thunder and lightning That
’
s mistake ,

”

The current 0
‘

common things, the daily life, they cry,

Man from themo untain - top where fires abid e,

To his particular mo use-ho le at its fo o t
W here he ate, drank , d igested , lived in sho rt

Such was man’
s vu lgar business, firr to o s nail

To be wo rth thunder : small,
” fo lk kep t o n,

sma ll ,
W ith much complacency in tho se great d ays !
A mo te o f sand , you know, a blade o fgras s
W ha t was so des picable as mere gram,

Except perhaps the life 0’
the wo rm o r fly

W hich fed there ? Thesewere “
small and

men were great .

W ell, sir, theo ld way’s altered somewhat sin ce,

the mites.

TheName comes clo se behind a stomach
The simplest o f creations, just a sac

Tha t’s mouth , heart , legs and belly at o nce,

yet lives

And feels, and could do neither, wemnelud e,

If simplified still further one degree :
The sma ll becomes the dread ful and immers e !
Lightning, fo rso o th ? N0 wo rd more upon
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Thunderbo lts fa ll for neither fright no r And sell him he goes mad next week and

But d o appreciable goo d , like tides , I guess that stranger will turn up to
-day

Changes 0
’
the wind , and o ther na tural I have no t seen thes e three years ; there’s his

kno ck
“ ‘G o o d

’meaninggood to man , his bo dy o r I wager
“
sixty peaches on tha t tree !

so ul.

M ed ia te, immed ia te, al l things minister
T o man ,

- that’s settled be o urfuture text

W e are H is children So , they now

Abo ut the intention, the co ntrivance, all
Tha t keeps up an incessant play o f love,
See the Bridgewa ter bo o k.

Amen to it

W ell , sir, I put this questio n : I
’m a child ?

I lose no time, but take you a t yo ur wo rd
H ow sha ll I act a child ’s part properly
Yo ur sainted mo ther, sir,—used yo u to live

W ith such a thought as this a -wo rryingyo u ?
She has it in her power to thro ttle me,
Or stab o r poiso n : she may turn me o ut,
Or lo ck me in ,

—nor stop at this to -day,

But cut me o ff to -mo rrow from the estate

I lo o k fo r —(lo ngmay yo u enjoy it , sir
In brief, she may unchild the child I am.

’

Yo u never had such cro tchets ? N o r have I !
W h o , fra nk confessingchildship from the first ,
Canno t bo th fear and take my ease at o nce,

So , d o n
’
t fear,—know wha t might be, well

Bu t know to o , child - like, that it will no t be,
At least in my case, mine, the son and heir
O

’
thekingd om, as yo urselfpro claimmystyle.

But d o you fancy I stop sho rt at this
W o nder if suit and service, so n and heir
Needs must expect , I dare pretend to find ?
If, lo o king fo r signs pro per to such an o ne,

I straight perceive them irresistible
Co nced e tha t homage is a son

’
s plain right ,

And , nevermind the no d s and raps and winks,
’
Tis the pure obvio us superna tural
Steps fo rward , d oes its d uty : why, o f co urse !
I have pres entiments ; my dreams come tr ue :
I fiancy a fiiend stands whistling all in white
Blithe as a boblink, and he

’
s dead I learn.

I take dislike to a d ogmy favo urite lo ng,

Th at I pick up a d o llar in my walk,
Tha t your wife’s bro th er’s co usin’

s name was

And win o n al l points. Oh , you wince at

Yo u’
d fain distinguish between gift and gift ,

W ashington
’
s oracle and Sludge

’
s itch

O
’
the elbow when at whist he ought to
trump ?

W ith Sludge it
’
s to o absurd Fine, draw

Some-wk ”, but , sir, your som b re is no t

mine !

Enough o f ta lk
My fault is tha t I tell to o plain a tru th .

W hy, which o f tho sewho say they d isbelieve,
Yo ur clever peo ple, but has dreamed his

Caught his co incidence, stumbled o n his fact

H e ean
’
t explain , (he’ll tell you smilingly)

W hich he’s to o much o fa philo so pher
To co unt as superna tura l , indeed ,
So ca lls a puz z le and problem, proud o f it

Bidd ingyou still be on yo urguard , yo u know,

Because o ne fact d o n
’
t make a system stand ,

N o r pro ve this an o ccasiona l escape
Of Spirit beneath the ma tter: that’s the way !
Just so wild Indians picked up , piece by piece,

Bless us, I
’m turning poet ! It

’
s time to end .

H ow yo u have drawn me o ut , sir ! All I ask
Is—em I heir o r no t heir ? If I

’m he,
Then , sir, remember, that same perso nage
(To judge by wha t we read i

’
the newspaper)

R equires, beside one nobleman in go ld
To earry up and down his co ronet,

Ano ther servant , probably a duke,
To ho ld egg

- noggin read iness : why wan t

Attendance, sir, when helps in his fa ther
’
s

ho use
Abo und , I’d like to know
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The fact in Ca lifo rnia , the fine go ld

Tha t underlay the gravel—boarded these,
But nevermade a system stand , no r d ug !

So wise men ho ld o ut in each ho llowed palm
A hand fu l o f exp erience, sparkling fact
They can’

t explain ; and since their rest o f life
Is a ll explainable, what pro o f in this
W hereas I take the fact, the grain o fgo ld ,
And fling away the dirty rest o f life,
And ad d this grain to the grain each fo o l has

fo und

0
’
the million o ther such philosophers,

Till I see go ld , a ll go ld and only go ld ,
Truth questio nless th ough unexplainable,
And themira cu lo us proved thecommo nplace
The o ther fo o ls believed in mud , no do ubt
Failed to know go ld they saw : was that so

strange

Are a llmen bo rn to play Bach’s fidd le- fugues,
Time”

with the fo il in carte, ju p their
own height ,

Cu t themutto n with the broadsword , ska te a
five,

Make the red hazard with the cue, clip nails
While swimming, in fiveminutes row a mile,
P ull themselves three feet up with the left

am ,

D o sums offifty figures in their head ,
And so on, by the sco res o finstances ?

The Sludge with luck, who sees the spiritual

H is fellows strive and fail to see, may rank
W ith these, and share the advantage.

The drawback Think it over by yo urself ;
I have no t heart, sir, and the fire

’
s go ne grey.

D efect somewhere compensates for success,
Everyone knows tha t. Oh , we

’
re equals , sir

The big
- legged fellow has a little arm

And a les s brain , though big legs win the

D o you suppo se I
’
scape the common lo t

Say, I was born with flesh so sensitive,

Soul so alert , that, practice helpingbo th ,
I guess wha t

’
s going on o utside the veil ,

Just as a priso ned crane feels pairing- time

In the islands where his kind are, so must fall
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To caperingby himself some shiny nigh t,
As ifyo ur back -

yard were a plo t o f spice
Thus am I ’

ware o
’
the Spirit

~wo rld : while

you ,

Blind as a beetle that way,—fo r amenfi ,

yours,
Laugh while it lightens, play with the great

d og,

Speak your mind tho ugh it vex some fi iend

to hear,
Never brag, never bluster, never blush ,
In sho rt, you

’
ve pluck, when I’m a coward

there

I know it, I can’
t help ir,—fo lly or no ,

I
’m paralyzed , my hand

’
s no more a hand ,

N o r my head a head , in danger : you a n

smile
And change the pipe in your cheek. Your

gift
’
s no t mine.

W ould yo u swap fo r mine ? No ! but you
’

d

add mygift
To yours : I dare say ! I to o sigh a t times.
W ish I were stouter, co u ld tell truth nor

flinch ,

Kept coo l when threatened , did no t mind so

much

Being dressed gaily, making strangers sta re.

Eatingnice things ; when I
’
d amuse myself,

I shut my eyes and fancy in my brain

I
’m—now the P resident, now Jenny Iind ,
N ow Emerson, now the Benicia Boy
W ith all the civilized wo rld a -wo nd ering
And worshipping. I know it

’

s fo lly and

worse ;

I feel such tricks sap , honeycomb the soul .

But I can’
t cure myself : despond , despair,

And then, hey, presto , there
’
s a turn 0

’
the

wheel,

Under comes uppermo st , firte makes full

amends ;
Sludge knows and sees and hears a hundred

things

Yo u all are blind to ,—I’ve my taste o f truth,
Likewise my touch o f fi lsehoo d ,—vice no

doubt,
But you’

ve your vices also I
'm content .
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Or try their skill a t tinkering? W ha t’s yo ur
wo rld

H ere are you horn, who are, I
’
ll sayat o nce,

Of the luckiest kind , whether in head and

Body and so ul , o r all tha t helps them bo th .

W ell , now, lo ok back : what facu lty o f yours
Came to its full, had ample justice d one
By growingwhen rain fell, hiding its time,

So lid ifyinggrowth when earth was dead ,
Spiring up , broadeningwide, in seaso ns due ?

N ever 1 You sho t up and frost nipped you
Give it me i I slap it brisk

Settled to sleep when sunshine bade yo u W ith harlequin’
s pastebo ard sceptre g wha t

’
s

it now

One facu lty thwarted its fellow : at the end , Changed like a rock - flat , ro ugh with rusty

All yo u boast is I had proved a to pping

In o ther climes —
yet this was the right

H ad yo u fo reknown the seaso ns . Young,
yo u ’

ve force

W u ted like well - streams : o ld ,—o h , then

Beho ld a labyrinth o f hydraulic pipes
Thro ugh which you’

d play 06 wondrous

wa terwo rk
Only, no wa ter’s left to feed their play.

Young,—yo u
’
ve a hope, an aim, a lo ve : it

’
s

And cro ssed and lost : you struggle o n, some

Shut in your heart against the pufl
'

s aro und ,

Thro ugh co ld and pain ; these in due time
subside,

N ow then fo r age
’
s triumph, the boarded

Yo u mean to loo se on the altered fa ce o f

things,
Up with it on the tripo d It

’
s extinct.

Spend your life’s remnant asking, which was

Light smo thered up tha t never peeped forth
o nce,

Or the co ld cresset with full leave to shine ?
W ell, accept this to o ,—seek the fruit o f it

N o t in enjoyment , pro ved a dream on earth,
But knowledge, usefu l for a second chance,

Ano ther life, - you’
ve lost this world —yo u

’
ve

gained

Its knowledge fo r the next. W ha t kno w
ledge, sir,

Except tha t yo u know no thing Nay, yo u

d oubt
W hether ’

twere better have made you man

or brute,

Ifaugh t be true, ifgo od and evil clash .

N o fo ul, no fair, no inside, no o utside,

There’s yo ur world I

At first wash- o ver o
’
the returningwave

All the dry dead impra cticable stufl
'

Starts into life and light again ; this wo rld
P ervaded by the influx from th e next .

I cheat , and what’s the happy consequence ?
You find full justice straigh tway deal t yo u

o ut ,

Each want supplied , each igno rance set at

Each fo lly fo o led . N o life- long labour now

As the price of wo rse than no thing N o

mere film

H o ldingyou chained in iron , as it seem ,

Against the ou tstretch o f yo ur very arms
And legs i

’
the sunshine moralists fo rbid

W ha t wo uld you have Just speak and ,

there, you see 1

Yo u’
re supplemented , made a who le at last,

Baco n advises, Shakespearewrites yo u songs,

And Mary Queen o f Sco ts embraces yo u .

Thus it goes o n, no t quite like life perhars ,
But so near, that the very d ifference ri p er,

Shows that e
’
en better than this best will

This passingentertainment in a hut

W ho se bare walls take yo ur taste since, one

stage more,
And yo u arrive at the palace a ll ha lf real ,

And you , to suit it , less than rea l beside,
In a d ream, lethargic kind o f death in life,
Tha t helps the interchange o f na tures, fled :



MR . SLUD GE, TH E MED IUM ”
623

Transfused by sou ls, and such sou ls ! Oh , Fire into fog, making the past your wo rld .

There
’
s plenty o f H ow did yo u co ntrive to

And if at whiles the bubble, blown to o thin,
Seem nigh o n bursting,—if yo u nearly see The thread which led you through this
Th e rea l wo rld through the false,—wha t do labyrinth

you see H ow build such so lid fabric o ut o fair?
Is the o ld so ruined ? Yo u find you’

rein a flo ck H ow on so slight fo unda tion found this ta le,
0

’

the youthful, earnest , passiona te—genius, Biography, narrative ?
”
o r rn o therwo rds ,

beauty, H ow many lies did it require to make
R ank and weal th also , ifyou care for thes e The po rtly truth yo u here present us with
And a ll depose their na tura l rights , hail you , Oh ,

” quo th the penman, purring a t your
(Tha t’sme, sir) as theirma te and yoke- fellow, praise,
P articipate in Sludgehood—nay, grow mine, Tis fimcy all no particle of fact

I veritably possess them—banish d o ubt, I was po o r and threadbare when I wro te
And reticence and modesty alike
W hy, here

’
s the Go lden Age, o ld P aradise Bliss in the Go lden City.

’ I, a t Thebes
Or new Eutopia H ere

’
s true life indeed , W ewriters paint o ut o fo urheads, yo u see

And the wo rld well won now, mine for the —Ah , the mo re wonderful the gift in yo u ,
first time 1 The more creativeness and go d like craft 1

But I, d o I present you with my piece,
And al l this might he, mayhe, and with goo d It

’
s W hat, Sludge ? W hen my sainted

help mo ther spoke
O f a litt le lying shall be so , Sludge lies I The verses Lady Jane Grey las t composed
W hy, he

’
s at wo rst your po et who sings how Abo ut the rosy bower in the seventh heaven

Greeks W here she and Queen Elizabeth keep
Tha t neverwere, in Troywhich never was, ho use,
D id this o r the o ther imp oss ible great thing You mad e the raps ’

Twas your inventio n
H e

’
sLo well—it’s awo rld (yo u smileapplause) , tha t

Of his own inventio n—wondrous Longfellow, Cur, slave and devil l —eight fingers and
Surprising H awtho rne l Sludge does mo re two thumbs

than they, Stuck in my throa t l
And acts the bo oks they write : the mo re his

Bu t why d o I mount to poets Take plain

D ea lers in common sense, set these a t wo rk ,
W h a t can they do witho ut their helpful lies?
Ea ch sta tes the law and fact and face 0

’
the

thing
j us t as he

’
d have them, findswha t he thinks fit,

Is blind to what missuits him, just reco rds
W ha tmakes his caseout, quite igno res the rest .
It

’
s a H isto ry o f the W orld , the Liz ard Age, N o—are yo u in earnest, sir

The Early Indians, the Old Co untry W ar, 0 yo urs, sir, is an angel
’
s part 1 I know

] erome Napo leo n, whatsoever you please, W ha t prejudice prompts, and wha t’s the

All as the autho r wants it . Such a scribe common course

You pay and praise fo r putting life in sto nes, Men take to soo the their ruffled self- conceit

W ell, if the marks seem gone,
’
Tis beca use stiflish cock - tail, taken in time,
Is better fo r a bruise than arniea .

There, sir ! I hear no malice : ’
tisn

’
t in me.

I know I acted wrongly : still, I
’
ve tried

W ha t I co uld say in my excuse, —to show
The devil

’
s no t all devil I do n’

t pretend ,
H e

’
s angel, much less such a gentleman

As you , sir 1 And I
’
ve lost yo u , lost myself,

Lo st all - l- l - l
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An end o f him I Begin elsewhere anew !
N o , sir, it d o n

’
t hurt much ; it’s speaking lo ng Bo sto n

’

s a ho le, the herring- po nd is wide,
That makes me choke a little : the marks V - no tes are something, liberty still mo re.

will go l

W hat ? Twenty V - no tes mo re, and o utfit to o ,

And no t a wo rd to Greeley One—o ne kiss
0

’
the hand tha t saves me l Yo u’

ll no t let

me speak,
I well know, and I

’
ve lo st the right . to o true !

But I must say, sir, if She hears (she d oes)
Yo ur sainted W ell , sir,—be it so

Tha t
’
s, I think ,

Beside, is he the only foo l in the wo rld

'

AP P ARENT FAILUR E.

W e shall so o n lose a celebra ted build ing.

I .

No , for I
’
ll mve it l Seven ya rs since,

I passed thro ugh P aris, stopped a day

yo u , sir I

R - r- r, you brute - beas t and blackguard
Coward ly scamp l

I o nly wish I dared burn d own the ho use
And spo il yo ur sniggering l Oh wha t , you

’
re

the man ?

Yo u’
re sa tisfied at last You’

ve fo und o ut

Sludge

W e
’
ll see that presently my turn, sir, next

I too can tellmysto ry : bru te, —d o yo u hear?
You thro ttled your sain ted mo ther, tha t o ld

hag,

In just such a fit o f passio n : no , it was

To get this ho use o f hers, and many a no te

Like these I
’
ll po cket them, however

five,

Ten, fifteen ay, yo u gave her throa t

the twist ,

Orelse yo u po iso ned her 1 Confound the cuss !
W here was my head ? I o ught to have pro

phesied

H e
’
ll die inayearand jo in her: tha t

’
s theway.

I d o n’
t know where my head is what had I
d one

H ow did it a ll go ? I said he po isoned her,
And ho ped he

’
d have grace given him to

repent ,
W hereo n he picked this quarrel , bullied me
And ca lled me cheat I thrashed him,

—who
co uld help

H e howled fo rmercy, prayed me on his knees
To cut and run and save him from disgra ce

I d o so , and o nce o ff, he slanders me.

Saw, made my how, and went my way
W a lking the hea t and headache o ff,

I to ok the Seine- sid e, yo u surmise,
Tho ught o f the Co ngress , Go rtschakofl

'

,

Cavo ur’s appeal and Buo l’s replies,
So sauntered till—wha t met my eys ?

II .

Only the D o ric little Mo rgue l

The dead - house where you show your

drowned

P etrarch’s Vaucluse makes pro ud the Sorguc .

Yo urMo rguehasmade theSeine renowned

One pays o ne’
s debt in such a ca se ;

I plucked up heart and entered , - stalked .

Keeping a to lerable face

chalked
Let them I No Brito n

’
s to be ba ulked !

III.

First came the silent gazers ; next,
A screen ofglass, we

’
re thankful for

Last , the sigh t
’
s self, the sermo n’

s text ,

The three men who did mo st abhor
Their life in P aris yesterday,
So killed themselves : and now, enthro ned

Each o n his co pper co uch, they lay
Fro ntingme, waiting to be owned .

I tho ught , and think , their sin
’
s s to ned .

IVK

P o o rmen , God made, and al l for that !
The reverence struck me ; o ’

er each head

R eligiously was hung its ha t ,
Each coat dripped by the owner

’

s bed ,
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N o prayers retard ; then even this was gone,
Lo st in the night a t last . W e, loneand left Toward some elected po int o f central ro ck,

Silent thro ugh centuries, ever and ano n As though, fo rits sake o nly, roamed the flo ck

Venture to pro be again the vault bereft o fwaves abo ut the waste awhile theymo ck
Of a ll now save the lesser lights, a mist
Ofmu ltitudino us po ints ,yetsuns,mensay

And this leaps ruby, this lurks amethyst , W ith radiance caught for the o ccasion ,
—h

But W here may hide what came 3 0d lo ved Ofblackest hell now, now such reds and blues
o ur clay ? As only heaven co uld fitly interline,

H ow shall the sage detect in yon expanse

The star which chose to sto op and stay
fo r us The mimic monarch o f the whirlpo o l, king

Unro ll the records H ailed ye such advance 0
’
the current fo r a minu te : then theywring

Indeed , and did yo ur ho pe evanish thus ? Up by the ro o ts and o versweep the thing,
W a tchers o f twilight, is the wo rst avert ed
W e sha ll no t loo k up , know o urselves are

seen,

Speak , and be sure tha t we again are heard , The m ew t , chm ano therw k 3 5 In n ,

Acting o r suffering, have the disk
’
s serene They find and flatter, feast and finish there.

R eflect o ur life, absorb an earthly flame,
N or d o ubt tha t, were mankind inert and V I I I .

numb, W hen you seewha t I tell yo u ,—nature dance

Its co re had never crimso ned all the same, Abo ut each man o fus, retire, ad vance,
N o r, missing o urs, its music fa llen d umb ? As tho ugh the pageant

’
s end were to enhance

o h , dread successio n to a d izzy po st,
Sad sway o f sceptre whose mere touch

appa ls, H
'

rth (1 th l
'

f his
Ghastly dethronement , cursed by tho se the

ls wo an e e, M “

mo st
R o ll away elsewhere, keep the strife sustained .

On whose repugnant brow the crown next
And show thus real , a thing the N o rth but

falls 1

TH IR D SP EAKER .

I . W henyou acknowledgethat o newo rld could d t

W itless alike o fwill and m y d ivine,
All the diverse wo rk, o ld yet ever new,

H ow ha ven
’
s high With M ’

s low Should D ivide us , “ 011 fi om Other, me fiom yo u,
intertwine

Friends, I have seen thro ugh yo ur eyes
now use mine 1 W hy, where s the need o fTemple, when th .

II.

Take the leas t man o f a ll mankind , as I
O th

; :i
v

zii
are tha t ? W ha t “5° °f “ Chi

Look at his head and heart , find h ow and why
H e differs from h is fellows utterly

From

trur

l

rl
e

p

‘

zt
t

f
s
,

P h ests
’

cries , and

I II .
Then, likeme, wa tch when nature by degrees That o neFace, far from vanish , rathergrows,

Grows a live ro und him, as in Arctic seas Or d ecompo ses bu t to recompo se,
(They said o f o ld ) the instinctive wa ter flees Become my universe tha t feels and kno ws.



B A L AU S T IO N
’

S A D V E N T U R E ;

INCLUD ING

A TRAN SCR IP T FR OM EU R IP ID ES .

1871 .

[After the ill starred expedition under Nikias against Sicily and the crowning disaster o f
Syracuse had become known to the inhabita nts o f R ho des, a grea t reaction against the

supremacy o fAthens set in , and a genera l determinatio n to side with Sparta was ex ressed .

Aga inst this thegirl Ba laustio n (W ild pomegrana te- flower) vehemently pro tested , an ca lling
together tho se whom she co uld muster, they to ok ship fo r Athens. Enco untering storms
and pursued by pira tes , they were d riven use H arbour, where, h owever, they11 11 Syn c

were a t first refused admissio n and thrust gck
yrac

upon the pira tes. At the las t moment ,
however, curiosity was expressed as to Euripides , and Ba laustion came fo rward and o ffered
to recite the Alkestis, which she d id befo re the who le listening city.

TO TH E COUNTESS COW P ER .

If I mention the simple truth :
po em abso lutely owes its existence to yo u ,
wh o no t only
as a ta sk, wha t has pro ved the most delight
fu l o fMay

-month amusements—I shall seem
ho nest , indeed , but hard ly prud ent ; fo r, how
go o d and beautifu l o ught such a m to be

Euripid es might fear little I , also ,
ha ve an interest in the performance ; and

wha t wonder if I beg you to suffer tha t it
make, in ano ther and far easier sense, its

neares t possible approach to tho se Greek

that this

suggested , but impo sed o n me

W hen poo r reluctant Nikias, pushed by fi te,
W ent fa lteringly against Syracuse
And there shamed Athens, lo st her ships and

men,
And ga ined a grave, o rdea th witho ut a grave.

I was a t R ho des—the isle, no t R ho des the
town ,

Minewas Kameiros—when the news arrived
Our peo ple ro se in tumult, cried N o mo re

D uty to Athens, let us jo in the League
And side with Sparta , share the spo il,—a t

wo rst ,

qua lities Of goodness and beauty, by laying Abjure a headship that will ruin Greece ! ”
itselfgratefully at your feet R . B.

La ti no s : [ s ly 23, 1 871 .

BALAUSTION
’
S ADVENTUR E.

Our Eurip id es . the human .

W ith h is dropp ings o fwarm tears,

And h is to uches o f th ings commo n
Till they ro se to to uch the spheres.

ABOUT that strangest, saddest, sweetest so ng
I
,
when a girl, heard in Kamciro s once,

And , after, saved my life by ? Oh , so glad

To tell you the ad venture

Feta le
'

,

P h u llis, Charo p é ,Chrusion Yo u must know,

This after
”
fell in tha t unhappy time

And so , they sent to Knid o s fo r a fleet
To come and help rev o lters . Erehelpcame,
Girl as I was, and never o ut o f R hodes
The who le o fmy first fo urteen years o f life,
But no urished with Ilissian l mo ther’s-milk ,
I passio na tely cried to who wo uld hear
And tho se who lo ved me at Kameiro s N o

Never throw Athens o ff for Sparta ’
s sake

Never disloyal to the life and light
Of the who le wo rld wo rth ca lling wo rld

at all

R a thergo die at Athens, lie o utstretched
Fo r feet to trample o n, befo re the ga te
Of D iomed es o r the H ippadai,

1 Athenian.



Befo re the temples and amo ng the tombs,
Than to lera te the grim felicity
Of harsh Lako nia l Ours the fasts and feasts,
Choe's and Chutro i ; 1 o urs the sacred gro ve,
Ago ra , D ikasteria , P o ikile,
P nux, Keramiko s ; Sa lamis in sight,
P sutta lia , Mara tho n itself, no t far 1
Ours the grea t D io nusiac thea tre,
And tragic triad o f immo rta l fames,
Aischulo s, Sophokles, Euripides l
To Athens, a ll o f us tha t have a so u l,

Fo llow me l
”
And I wro ught so with my

prayer,
Tha t certain o fmy kinsfo lk crossed the strait
And fo und a sh ip a t Kauno s well - dispo sed
Beeause the Captain—where did he draw
brea th

First but within P sutta lia Thither fled
A few like-minded as o urselves. W e turned

The glad prow westward , soo n were o ut a t

P ushing, brave shipwith the vermilio n cheek ,
P roud fo r o ur heart’s true harbour. But a

wind

Lay ambushed by P o int Malea o fbad fame,
And leapt o ut, bent us from o ur co urse .

Broke sto rmless, so broke next blue day and

next.

But whither bo und in this white waste ?”

we plagued
The pilo t’s o ld experience Co s o r Crete?

”

Because he promised us the land ahead .

W hile we strained eyes to share in wha t he

The Captain’
s sho ut startled us ; ro und we

rushed
W hat hung behind us but a pira te- ship
P anting for the go o d prize !

“ R ow ! harder
row !

R ow for dear life the Captain cried
’
tis Crete,

Friend ly Crete lo oming large there !
this craft

That
’
s but a keles, one-benched pira te-bark,

Lokrian, o r that bad breed o ff Them l

Bea t

0
’
the Gods , yo ur fa thers fo unded ,—sepul

They sleep in l 01 save all, o r a ll be lost 2
”

Then, in a frenzy, so the no ble oa rs

Churned the black water white, tha t well
away

W e drew, so o n saw land rise, saw hills grow

A gal ley, hailed us. W ho asks entry h ere
In war- time? Areyo u Sparta

’
s friend or fo e ?

"

“ Kaunians —o ur Captain judged his bts t
reply.

The mainland seaport tha t belo ngs t

R hod es ;
R ho des tha t casts in her lo t now with 111:

Fo rsa kingAth ens,—you have heard behk e
Ay, bu t we heard all Athens in o ne o d e

Just now I we heard her in that Aischulo s f
You bring a boatful o fAthenians here,

On ly, so cruel are such water- th ieves,
N 0 man o fyo u , no woman , child , o r slave,
But fa lls their prey, o nce let them board our
boa t

So , furio usly o ur o arsmen rowed and rowed ;

And when the oars flagged somewha t , dash

and dip ,
As we approached the coast and safety, so

Tha t we co uld hear behind us plain the

threats
And curses o f the pira te panting up
In o ne mo re throe and passio n o f pursuit,
Seeing our o ars flag in the rise and fi ll,
I sprang upon the altar by the ma st
And sang a lo ft, some genius prompting

me,
Tha t so ng o f o urs which saved at Sa lamis

0 so ns o fGreeks, go , set yo ur co untry free.
Free yo urwives, free yo ur children , free the

Saw spread itselfa sea -wide town with towels .

N o t fifty stadia distant ; and , betwixt
A large bay and a smal l , the is let -bar,
Even Ortugia

’
s self—o h , luckless we !

Fo r here was Sicily and Syracuse
W e ran upon the lio n from th e wo lf.

Ere we drew breath, too k co unsel, o ut th ere
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They ro se up , bowed to who pro ved master
now,

And bade him go free, thank Euripides
Ay, and such d id so many such, he said ,
R eturning home to Athens , sought him o u t ,

The o ld hard in the so litary ho use,
And thanked him ere they went to sacrifice.

I say, we knew tha t sto ry o f last year

Therefore, a t mentio n o fEuripides,
The Captain crowed o ut Euo i, praise the

Go d

Oop , boys, bringo ur owl - shield to the fore
Out with o ur Sacred Ancho r ! H ere she

stands,

Balaustio n Strangers, greet the lyric girl
Euripides? Babai wha t a wo rd there ’

scaped
Yo ur teeth’s enclo sure, quo th my grandsire

’
s

so ng !

W hy, fast as snow in Thrace, the vo yage
thro ugh,

H as she been fa lling thick in flakes o f him

Frequent as figs a t Kaunos, Kaunians said .

Ba laustio n, stand fo rthand confirmmyspeech !
N ow it was some who le pa-Ssion o fa play ;
Now, peradventure, but a ho ney - d rop
Tha t slipt its comb i’ the cho rus. Ifthere ro se
A star, befo re I could determine steer

So u thward o rnorthward—ifa clo ud surprised
H eaven , ere I fairly ho llaed Furl the sail

She had at fingers
’
end bo th clo ud and star ;

Some tho ught tha t perched there, tame and

tuneable,
Fitted with wings ; and still, as 06 it flew,

So sang Euripides,
’
she said , so sang

The meteo ric po et o f air and sea ,

P lanets and the pa le populace o fheaven ,

Themind o fman , and al l tha t’smade to soar!
And so , although she has some o ther name,
W e o nly ca ll herW ild -pomegrana te- flower,

Ba laustio n since, where’
er the red blo om

burns

I’ the dull dark verdure o f the bo unteo us tree,
D ethroning, in the R o sy Isle, l the ro se,

Yo u sha ll find fo o d , drink, od o ur, a ll a t o nce ;
Co o l leaves to bind abo u t an aching brow,

l R h o des .

BALAUSTION
’
S ADVENTUR E

And , nevermuch away, the nightingale.

Sing them a stro phe, with the turn - again,

D own to the verse that ends all, proverb
like,

And save us, tho uBalaustion, bless thename!

Bu t I cried Bro therGreek ! better than so ,

Save us , and I have co urage to recite

The main o f a who le play from first to last ;

Tha t strangest , saddest , sweetest so ng o fhis,

ALKEST IS which was taught , longyears ago
At Athens, in G laukinos

’
archo nship,

But o nly this yearreached o ur Isle o ’
the R

I saw it , at Kameiros , played the same,
They say, as fo r the right Lenean feast
In Athens ; and beside the perfect pieceh
Its beauty and theway it makes yo u weep ,
There is much ho nour d one yo ur own loved

H erakles, whom you ho use i
’
the city here

Nobly, the Temple wide Greece ta lks abo ut !
I come a suppliant to yo ur H era ld s !

Take me and put me o n his temple- steps

To tell yo u his achievement as I may,
And , tha t to ld , he sha ll bid yo u set us free

Then, becauseGreeks are Greeks, and hearts
are hearts,

And poetry is power,—they all o u tbroke
In a great joyo us laughter with much love
Thank H erakles fo r the go od ho liday !

Make fo r the harbo ur R ow, and let voice

ring,

In we row, bringingmore Euripid es
Al l the crowd , as they lined the ha rbo urnow,

Mo re o f Euripides
—too k up the cry.

W e landed the who le city, so o n astir,

Came rushing o ut o fga tes in commo n joy
To the suburb temple there th ey sta tioned

me

O
’
the topmost step : and plain I to ld the

P lay,
Just as I saw it what the actors said ,
And what I saw, o r tho ught I saw thewhile.

At o ur Kameiros theatre, clean - sco o ped
Ou t o f a h ill - side, with the sky abo ve
And sea befo re our sea ts in marble row

To ld it, and , two days mo re, repeated it ,
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Until they sent us o n our way again And laid it to my lips. Men lo ve him no t

W ith go od wo rds and great wishes. H ow should they ? N o r d o they much love
Oh , fo rme his friend

A wealthy Syracusan brought a who le So kra tes : but those two have fellowship
Ta lent and bademe take it fo rmyself Sokra tes o ften comes to hear him read ,

I left it on the tripod in the fi ne, And nevermisses if he teach a piece.

— For had no t H erakles a seco nd time Bo th, being o ld , will so on have company,
W restled with D ea th and saved devo ted Sit with their peers abo ve the ta lk. Mean

ones time,
Thank -o fferingto the hero . And a hand H e lives as sho uld a statue in its niche ;

Of captives, whom their lords grew kinderto Co ld walls enclo se him, mostly darkness
Because they ca lled the po et co untryman, there,
Sentme a crown ofwild - pomegranate- flower : Alone, unless some foreigner uncouth
So , I shall live and d ie Balaustio n now. Breaks in, sits, stares an hour, and so

Bu t o ne—o ne man—o ne yo uth,—three days, departs,
each day, Brain - stuffed with something to sustain his

(If, ere I lifted up my vo ice to speak ,
I gave a downward glance by accident)
W as found at foo t 0

’
the temple. W hen we

sailed ,

There, in the ship to o , was he fo und aswell,

H a ving a hunger to see Athens to o .

W e reached P eiraieus ; when I landed—lo ,
H e was beside me. An thesterion -mo nth

Is just commencing: when its moo n rounds

full,

W e are to marry. O Euripides !

I saw themaster : when we found o urselves

(Beca use the young man need s must fo llow then the

me)
Firm on P eiraieus, I demanded first
W hither to go and find him. W ould you

T he story how he saved usmade some smile

Th ey wondered strangers were exo rbitant

In estima tio n o f Euripides.
H e was no t Aischulo s no r 8ophokles

Then, of o ur younger bards wh o bo ast
the bay,

H ad I so ught Agatho n, or Iopho n,
Or, what now had it been Kephiso ph o n
A man that never kept goo d company,
The mo st unso ciable o f poet-kind ,
All beard tha t was no t freckle in his face 1

I so o n was at the tragic house, and saw

The mas ter, held the sacred hand o f him Unless a company, with hearts which beat ,

D ry to themarrow
’mid much merchandise.

H ow should such know and love the man ?

W hy, mark
Even when I to ld the play and go t the praise,
There spoke up a brisk little somebody,
Critic and whippersnapper, in a rage

To set things right The girl departs fi'om
tru th

P retend s she saw what was no t to be seen,
Making themask o f the actormove, forso o th
Then

.

a fear ditted o
’
er the wife

’
s white

face,
’

Then fiowned the fa ther,
’

husband shook,’

Then from the festa l forehead slipt each

spray,
And the hero ic mo uth’s gay grace was

go ne

As she had seen each naked flesh ly face,

And no t the merely- painted mask it wo re
W ell , is the explanatio n difi cult
W ha t’s poetry except a power tha t makes ?
And , speaking to o ne sense, inspires the rest ,
P ressing them all into its service so

Tha t wh o sees pa inting, seems to hear as well
The speech that’s pro per for the pain ted

mo uth ;
And who hears music, feels his so litude

P eo pled at once—for how co unt heart -bea ts
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Come close to the musician, seen or no ?

And wh o receives true verse at eye o r car,

Takes in (with verse) time, place, and person

So , links each sense on to its sister- sense,

Grace- like : and what if bu t o ne sense o f

three
Fro nt yo u at o nce ? The sidelong pair

co nceive

Thro ’
fi intest touch o f finest finger

- tips,
H ear, see and feel , in faith’s simp licity,
Alike, wha t o ne was so le recipient o f
W ho hears the poem, therefo re,

Enough and to o much

itself

Und er the grape- vines , by the streamlet - side,
Close to Baccheion ; till the co o l increase,
And o ther stars steal o n the evening

- star,

And so , we homeward flock i’ th e dusk, we
five !

Yo u will expect, no one o f a ll the wo rds

0
’
the play but is grown part now o f my
so ul,

Since the adventure.

’
Tis the poet speaks

But if I, too , sho u ld try and speak a t times,
Leading your lo ve to where my lo ve, per

H ear the play

chance,
Climbed earlier, fo und a nest befo re you

knew
W hy, bear with the po o r climber, fo r lo ve

’

s

sake
Lo ok at Baccheion

’
s beauty o ppo site,

The temple with the pillars a t the po rch
See you no t something beside maso nry ?
W ha t if mywo rds wind in and o ut the sto ne

As yo nder ivy, the Go d
’
s parasite

Tho ugh they leap a ll theway the pillar leads ,
Festo o n about the marble, fo o t to frieze,
And serpentiningly enrich the roo f,
Toy with some few bees and a bird o r two ,

Wh a t then? The co lumn ho lds the co rnice up .

There slept a silent pal ace in the sun,

W ith plains adjacent and Thessal ian peace
P herai, where KingAdmetos ru led the land .

BALAUSTION
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Of P hoibos’ so n Asklepios (I surmise,
Because he brought the dead to life again)
And so , fo r punishment , must need s go slave,
God as h e was, with a mere mo rt al lord :

-To ld how he came to KingAdmetos
’
land,

And played the ministrant , was herdsmn

there,

Till now Fo r, ho ly as I am, said he,

The lord I chanced upon was ho ly too
W hence I d eceived the Mo ira i, d rew from

Mymaster, this same so n o f P heres,—ay,

The God desses conced ed him escape
From H ad es, when the fa ted day sho uld fi ll,
Cou ld he exchange lives , find some friend ly

R eady, fo r his sake, to content the grave.

But trying all in turn, the friend ly list,
W hy, he fo und no o ne, no ne wh o lo ved so

much,
N o r fa ther, no r the aged mo ther’s self
Tha t bo re him, no , no t any save his wife,

W illing to die instead o f him and watch

N ever a sunrise no r a sunset mo re

And she is even now within the house,
Upbome by pitying hands , the feeble frame
Gasping its last o f life o ut since to -day
D estiny is accomplished , and she d ies,

And I , lest here po llutio n light o n me,
Leave, as ye witness, all my wo nted joy
In this dear dwelling. Ay,

— fo r here comes

Out from the po rtico there glearned a Go d ,

Apo llon fo r the how was in h is hand ,
The quiver a t his sho uld er, a ll his shape
One dread ful beau ty. And he hailed the

ho use
As ifhe knew it well and lo ved it much
O Admeteian d omes, where I end ured ,

Even the God I am, to d rudge awhile,
D o righteo us penance fo r a reckless deed ,
Accepting the slaves

’
table thankful ly

Then to ld howZeus had been themuse ofal l,

R aising thewra th in him which to o k revenge
And slew tho se fo rgers o f the thund erbo lt
W herewith Zeus blazed the life from out the



https://www.forgottenbooks.com/join


634 BALAUSTION
’
S AD VENTUR E

But , yo ung o r o ld , thou tak
’
st o ne life, no

mo re

Yo unger they die, greater my praise re

d o und s

If she die o ld ,—the sumptuo us funera l !

Thou layest d own a law the rich wo uld like.

H ow so ? D id wit lurk there and
’
scape

thy sense ?
”

W ho could buy substitu tes wo u ld die o ld

men .

It seems tho u wilt no t grant me, then, this

This grace I will no t grant : thou know
’
st

myways.

W ays harsh to men, hateful to Gods , a t

leas t !
”

All things tho u canst no t have : my rights
fo rme

And then Apo llo n prophesied , - I think ,
Mo re to himself than to impa tient D eath,
W ho d id no t hear o r wo uld no t heed the

while,
Fo r he went o n to say Yet even so ,

Cruel abo ve the measure, tho u sha lt clutch
N o life here Such a man do I perceive
Ad vancing to the ho use o f P heres now,

Sent by Eurusth eus to bring o ut o fThrace,

The winter wo rld , a chario t with its

steeds !

H e indeed , when Admeto s pro ves the host ,
And he the guest , at the ho use here,— he it is
Sha ll bring to bear such force, and flo ra thy

R escue this woman. Grace no whit to me
W ill tha t pro ve, since tho u d o st thydeed the

And earnest to o my ha te, and all fo r

Broke and began the over- brimmingwail,
Out o f a common impulse, wo rd by wo rd.

But how shou ld D ea th o rstay o runderstand ?
D oubtless, he o nly felt the ho ur wa s come,
And th e swo rd free fo r he but flung some

taunt

H aving ta lked much, tho u wilt no t ga in the
mo re l

This woman , then , descends to H ad es’ ha ll
N ow tha t I rush o n her, begin the rites

O
’
the swo rd ; for sacred , to us Go ds below,

That head whose hair this sword shall
sanctify

And , in the fire- flash o f the appal ling sword,

The uprush and the o utburst , the onslaught
Of D eath

’
s po rtento us passage thro ugh the

do o r,

Apo llon stoo d a pityingmoment - space
I caught o ne last go ld gaze upo n the night
Nearing the wo rld now : and the God was

gone,

And mo rtals left to d ea l with misery,
As in came stea ling slow, now this, now that

Old so jo urner thro ugho u t the co untry- side,

Servants grown friend s to tho se unhappyhere
And , clo ud like in their increase, a ll these

W hat nowmaymean the silenceat thedoor?

W hy is Admetos
’mansio n stricken d umb?

N o t one friend near, to say ifwe
.

sho uld mourn
Ourmistress d ead , o r if Alkestis lives

And sees the light still, P elias
’
child—to me

To all, co nspicuo usly the best o fwives
That everwas toward husband in thisworld 3
H ears anyo ne o rwail benea th the ro o f,

Or hands th a t strike each o ther, o r thegroan
Anno uncing all is d one and no ught to dread ?
Still no t a servant sta tio ned a t the gates !

O P aian, tha t tho u wouldst d ispart the wave
0

’
the woe, be present ! Yet , had woe o

’

er

whelmed
The ho usemates, theywere hard ly silent thus
It canno t be, the dead is forth and gone.

W hence comes thygleam o f ho pe ? I dare
no t ho pe :

W hat is the circumstance tha t heartens thee
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H ow co uld Admeto s have dismissed a wife

So worthy, unesco rted to the grave P
Befo re the ga tes I see no ha llowed vase

Of fo untain -water, such as suits dea th’s d o o r;
N o r any clipt locks strew the vestibule,

Tho ugh surely these dro p when wegrieve the
dead ,

N o r hand so unds smitten against yo uthful
hand ,

Th e women’
s way. And yet

—the appo inted

H ow speak theword —this dayis even the day
Ordained her fo r departingfrom its light .
0 to uch mlamito us to heart and so ul 1

N eed smust o ne,when thego o d are to rtured so ,

So rrow,
— o nerecko ned fil thfirl fromthefirst .

Then their so u ls ro se together, and o ne sigh
W ent up in cadence from the commo nmo uth :
H ow Vainly—a nywhither in the wo rld
D irecting o r land - labo ur or sea - search
T o Lukia o r the sand -waste, Ammo n

’
s seat

M ight yo u set free their hapless lady’s so u l
From the abrupt Fate’s fo o tstep instant now .

N o t a sheep- sacrificer at the hearths
Of G od s ha d they to go to : o ne there was
W ho , if his eyes saw light still,—P ho ibo s

’

so n,

H ad wro ught so shemight leave the shad owy
place

And H ades
’po rtal fo rhepropped up D ea th

’
s

Subd ued o nes till theZeus - flungthund er- flame

S truck him and now wha t hope o f life were

hailed

W ith o pen arms Fo r, all the kingco uld d o
Is d o ne a lready,—no t o ne God whereo f
Th e a ltar fails to reek with sacrifice
And fo rassuagement o fthese evils— no ught

Bu t here they broke o ff, fo r a matron mo ved

F o rth from the house and , as her tears

flowed fast ,

Th ey ga thered ro und . W ha t fo rtune sha ll
we hear

Fo rmo urning thus, if aught afi
'

ect thy lord ,

W e pard on thee but lives the lady yet
Or h as she perished — that we fain wo uld

know 1

Ca ll her dead , call her living, each style
serves,

Thematro n said : “
thoughgrave-ward bowed ,

she brea thed
N o rknew herhusband wha t themisery meant
Befo re he felt it : ho pe o f life was none

The appo inted day pressed hard ; the funera l
pomp

H e had prepared to o .

W hen the friend s broke o ut

Let her in dying know herself at least
So lewife, o fall the wives

’
nea th the sun wide,

Forglo ry and fo rgoo d ness l
”

Ah , how else

Than best ? wh o contro verts the claim ?
”

quo th she
W ha t kind o f crea ture sho u ld the woman

pro ve
Tha t has surpassed Alkestis P—surelier shown
P reference fo r her husband to herself
Than by d etermining to d ie fo r him ?
But so much all o ur city knows indeed
H earwha t she did ind o o rs and wo nder then 1
Fo r, when she felt the crowningdaywas come,
She washed with river-waters herwhite skin,
And , taking from the cedar clo sets fo rth
Vesture and o rnament , bed ecked herself
N obly, and sto o d befo re the hearth, and

prayed
Mistress , because I now d epart the wo rld ,
Falling befo re thee the last time, I ask

Be mo ther to my o rphans l wed the o ne

To a kind wife, and make the o ther’s ma te
Some princely perso n no r, as I who bo re
My children perish, suffer tha t they too
D ie a ll untimely, bu t live, happy pair,
Their fu ll glad life o u t in the fa therland 1’
And every a ltar thro ugh Admetos

’ ho use
She visited and crowned and prayed befo re,
Stripping the myrtle- fo liage from the bo ughs,
W itho ut a tear, witho ut a groan ,

—no change

At a ll to tha t skin’
s na ture, fair to see,

Caused by the imminent evil. But this d o ne
R eaching her chamber, fa lling on her bed ,
Th ere, truly, burst she into tears and Spoke
O bride-bed , where I loo sened from my life
Virginity fo r that same husband ’

s sake
Because o fwhom I d ie now—fare thee well l
Since nowise d o I hate thee : me a lo ne
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H ast tho u d estroyed ; fo r, shrinking to betray W ha t lo o sing o f the heavy fo rt une fist
Thee and my spo use, I d ie but thee , 0 bed , Abo u t the palace W ill such help appear,
Some o therwoman sha ll po ssess as wife
Truer, no bu t o f better fo rtune, say
—So fa lls o n, kisses it till all th e co uch
Is mo istened with the eyes’ sad o verflow.

But , when o fmany tears she had her fill,
She flings from o ff the couch, goes head lo ng

fo rth,
Yet ,— fo rth the chamber,—still keeps turning

back
And casts her o n the co uch again o ncemo re.

H er children , clinging to theirmo ther’s robe,
W ept meanwhile : but she too k them in her

arms ,
And , as a dyingwoman might, embraced
N ow o ne and now th e o ther : ’

nea th the ro o f,
All o f th e ho useho ld servants wept as well ,
Mo ved to compassio n fo r theirmistress ; she
Extended her right hand to all and each ,
And there was no o ne o f such low degree
She spoke no t to no r had an answer from.

Such are the evils in Admetos’ ho use.

D ying,—why, he had died ; but, living, gains
Such grief as this he never will fo rget l

”

And when they questioned o f Admetos,
W ell

H o lding his dearwife in his hands, heweeps ;
Entrea ts her no t to give him up , and seeks
The impo ssible, in fine : fo r there she wastes

And withers by disease, aband o ned now,

A mere dead weight upo n herhusband
’
s arm.

Yet, none the less
, altho ugh she breathe so

faint ,

H er will is to beho ld the beams o ’
the sun

Since nevermo re again , bu t this last once,
Sha ll she see sun , its circlet o r its ray.

But I will go , announce your presence,

Indeed ; since ’
tis no t all so lo ve their lo rds

As seek them in misfo rtune, kind the same
But yo u are the o ld friends I recognise.

”

And at the wo rd she turned again to go

The while they waited , taking up the plaint
To Zeus again W ha t passage from this

Ormust we clip the lo cks and cast aro und

Each fo rm a lrea dy the black peplo s’ fo ld ?
Clearly theblack ro be, clearly Al l thesame,
P ray to the Go ds l— like Gods’

no power so
grea t 1

O tho u king P aian, find some way to save !

R eveal it , yea, revea l it I Since o f o ld

Th o u found
’

st a cure, why, now again become
R eleaser from the bo nds o f D eath, we beg,
And give the sanguinary H ades pa use ! ”

So the song dwindled into a mere moan,
H ow dear th e wife, and what her husband

'
s

woe ;

W hen suddenly
Beho ld , beh o ld breaks forth

H ere is she comingfrom the ho use indeed !
H erhusband comes, to o l Cryal o ud , lament,
P heraian land , this best o fwomen , bound
So is she withered by disease away
Fo r rea lms below and their inferna l king!
Never will we affirm there’s mo re o fjoy
Than grief in marriage ; making estimate

Bo th from o ld so rrows anciently o bserved ,
And this misfortune o f the kingwe see
Admetos wh o , o fbravest spo use bereaved .
W ill live life

’
s remnant o ut , no life a t all

So wailed they, while a sad pro cessio n wound
Slowfrom the innermost o

’
the pa lace, stopped

At the extreme verge o f the pla tfo rm- fro nt :

There o pened , and disclosed Alkestis
’
self,

The co nsecra ted lady, home to lo ok
H er last—and let the living loo k their la t
She at the sun, we a t Alkestis .

W e

Fo rwould you no te a memo rable thing
W e grew to see in tha t severe regard ,
H ear in tha t hard d ry pressure to the po int ,
W o rd slow pursuingwo rd in mono tone,
Wh a t D ea th meant when he called her oon

secrate

H encefo rth to H ad es. I believe, the swo rd
Its ofi ce was to cut the so ul a t once

From life, from something in this world
which hides

Truth, and hides fa lseho od , and so lets us live
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Indeed , a mo ther is no more fo r yo u Be they so I N ow d o tho u remember this,
Farewell, 0 children, long enjoy the light D o me in turn a favo ur—fa vo ur, since

Certa inly I shall never claim my d ue,
Ah me, the melancho ly wo rd I hear, Fo r no thing is more precio us than a life

Oppressive beyo nd every kind o f d eath l But a fit favo ur, as thyselfwilt say,
N o

, by the D eities, take heart nor dare Lo ving our children here no less than I,
To give me up

—no , by our children to o If head and heart be so und in thee a t la st.

Mad e o rphans o f ! But rise, be reso lute, Upho ld them,makethemmasters o fmyhouse.
Since, th o u d eparted , I no mo re remain l N o r wed and give a step-d ame to the pair,
For in thee are we bound up , to exist W h o , being a wo rse wife than I , thro ’

gite

Or cease to be—so we ad ore thy lo ve l
” W ill raiseherhand againstbo th th ineandmine.

N ever d o this at least, I pray to thee
-W hich bro ugh t o ut truth to judgment . At For hostile the new- comer, the step- dame,

this wo rd To the o ld broo d—a very viper she
And pro testa tion , a ll the truth in her Fo r gentleness ! H ere stand they, boy and
Claimed to assert itself : she waved away girl

The blue- eyed black -wing
’d phantom, held The boy has go t a fa ther, a defence

in check Tower- like, he Speaks to and has answerfrom:
The ad vancingpageantry o f H ades there, But thou, mygirl, how will thy virginhood

And , with no change in her own co untenance, Co nclude itself in marriage fittingly
She fixed her eyes o n the pro testingman , Upon what so rt o f sire- fo und yoke- fellow

And let her lips unlock their sentence, -so l Art thou to chance ? with all to a pp ehend

Lest , casting on th ee some unkind report ,
Admetos,—how things go with me tho u She blast thy nuptials in the blo om o fyouth.

seest, For neither sha ll thymo therwatch thee wed .
I wish to tell thee, ere I die, wha t things No r hearten th ee in childbirth , stand ingby
I will shou ld fo llow. I—to hono ur thee, Just when a mo ther’s presence help themost !

Secure fo r thee, by my own so ul
’
s exchange, No , for I have to die : and this my ill

Co ntinued lo o king on the dayligh t here Comes to me, no r to -mo rrow, no , noryet

D ie fo r thee—yet, if so I pleased , might live, The third day o f the month, but now, even

Nay, wed what man o fThessaly I wo uld , now,

And dwell i
’
the d ome with pomp and I sha ll be reckoned among tho se no more.

queenliness. Farewel l, be happy And to thee, indeed.
I would no t ,

—would no t live bereft o f thee, H usband , the boast remains permis ible
W ith child ren o rphaned , neithershrank a t all , Thou hadst a wife was worthy and to you.

Tho ugh havinggifts o fyo uth wherein I joyed . Children as goo d a mo therga ve you birth.
"

Yet , who bego t thee and who gave thee birth ,
Bo th o f these gave thee up ; no less, a term H ave courage interposed the fi ends,

Of lifewas reached when death became them Fo r him

well, I have no scruple to declare—all this

Ay, well
—to save theirchild and glo rious die : W ill he perform, except he h il of sense. ”

Since thou wast all theyhad , no rho peremained
All this sha ll be—shall be !

”
Admetos

So , I and th o u had lived out o ur fu ll time,

N ortho u , left lonely ofthywife, wo u lds t groan Fear no t I And , since I had the living,

W ith children reared in o rphanage but thus

Some God disposed things, willed they so Alo ne wilt thou be called my wife : no fear

should be. Tha t some Thessalian ever styles herself
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Brid e, hails thisman fo rhusband in thyplace ! There, where thou art , await me when I die,
N o woman , he she o f such lo fty line
Or such surpassing beauty o therwise l
Eno ugh o f children : gain from these I have,
Such o nlymay the Gods grant ! since in thee
Abso lute is o ur loss, where all was gain .

And I sha ll bear fo r thee no year- longgrief,
Bu t grief that lasts while my own days last,

lo ve l

Lo ve ! Fo r my hate is she who bore me,
now :

And him I ha te, my fa ther : lo ving- ones

Truly, in wo rd no t deed I But thou didst pay
A ll dearest to thee d own, and buymy life,
Sa vingme so Is there no t cause enough
That I who part with such companionship
In thee, sho uld make my moan ? I moan,

and mo re

Fo r I will end the feastings—social flow

0
’
the wine friends flock for, garlands and

the Muse

That graced my dwelling. Nevernow forme
To to uch the lyre, to lift my so ul in song
At summo ns o f the Lydian flu te since tho u
From ou t my life hast emptied all the joy
And this thy body, in thy likeness wrought
By some wise hand o f the artificers,
Sha ll lie dispo sed within mymarriage-bed

Th is I wil l fa ll o n, this enfo ld abo ut,
Ca l l by thy name,—my dearwife in my arms
Ev en tho ugh I have no t, I sha ll seem to

have

A co ld delight, ind eed , but all the same
So sh ould I lighten o f its weight my soul !
And , wanderingmywayin dreams perchance,
Th yselfwilt bless me fo r, come when they

will,

Even by night o ur lo ves are sweet to see.

Make ready o ur abode, my house-ma te still !

Fo r in the self- same cedar, me with thee
W ill I pro vide that these o ur friends shall

P lace:
My side layclose by thyside Never, corpse
Although I he, would I divisio n bear
From thee, my faithful one o f a ll theworld !

”

So he stood sobbing : nowise insincere,
But somehow child - like, like his child ren, like
Childishness the wo rld o ver. W ha t was new
In this announcement that his wife must die ?
W ha t particle of pain beyo nd the pact
H e made, with eyes wide o pen, long ago

Mad e and was, if no t glad , content to make ?
N ow that the sorrow, he had cal led fo r, came,
H e so rrowed to the heigh t : none heard him

say,

H owever, what would seem so pertinent,
To keep this pact, I find surpassmypower

R escind it, M o irai Give .me back her life,
And take the life I kept by base exchange !
Or, failing that, here stands your laughing

sto ck
Fo o led by you, wo rthy just the fa te o

’
the foo l

W ho makes a po ther to escape the best
And gain the worst yo u wiser P owers allo t l

”

N o , no t o ne wo rd o f this : no r d id his wife

D espite th e sobbing, and the silence so on
To fo llow, judge so much was in his tho ught
Fancy tha t , should the Mo irai acquiesce,
H e would relinquish life nor let her die.
The man was like some merchant who , in

sto rm,

Throws the freigh t over to redeem the ship
N0 questio n , savingbo th were better still .
As itwas,— why, he sorrowed , which sufficed .

Bu t were the tongue and tune o f Orpheus 50 , a ll she seemed to no tice in his Speech
mine,

So that to Ko rel crying, o r her lord ,
W as wha t concerned herchildren . Children,

to o ,

In hymns, from H ad es I might rescue thee Bear the grief and accept the sacrifice.
D own would I go , and neither P louton

’
s d og R ightlyrulesnature: d oes theblossomed bo ugh

N o r Charon, he who se o ar sends so uls across , 0’
the grape-Vine, o r the dry grape

’
s self,

Sh ou ld stay me till again I made thee stand
Living, within the ligh t ! But , failing this,

1 P ro serpine.

bleed wine

So , bending to her children all her love,

She fastened o n their h ther
’
s only word
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To purpose now, and fo llowed it with this . Ah , willingly indeed I leave them no t !

0 children, now yo urselves have heard But—fare ye well, my children !
”

Yo ur fa ther sayinghe will never wed Loo k on them
Ano ther woman to be o ver you , Lo ok
N oryet dishono urme I

”

And now at least

I say it , and I will accomplish too W ha t d ost tho u ? Leav
’
st

Then, fo r such promise o f accomplishment , Fared

Take from my hand these children l And in the breath she passed “W 3 7

Und o ne—memiserable moaned the king,

Thus I take W hile friends released thelo ng- suspended sigh

D ear gift from the dear hand I Go ne is she : no Wife fo r Admetos mo re !
”

D o tho u become Such was the signa l : how the wo e broke
Mo ther, now, to these children in myplace fo rth,

W hy tell
- o r h ow the children’

s tears ran

Grea t the necessity I should be so ,

At least, to these bereaved o f thee Bidd ing the" fa ther no te the eyehd S
’
Sti l t ,

d eath.

Just when I need ed most to live, below
Am I departing from yo u bo th

Ah me

And wha t sha ll I d o , then , left lo nely thus ?

Time will appease thee who is dead is

Take me with thee— take, by the Go ds

below ! ”

W e are sufficient, we who die for thee.

Oh , P owers, ye widowme o fwha t a wife

And tru ly the d immed eye draws earth
ward now l

”

W ife, if tho u leav’st me, I am lo st indeed ! ”

She once was—now is no thing, thou mayst
say.

” So , friends came ro und him
, to ok him by

the hand ,
R aise thy face no rfo rsake thychild ren thus !” Bade him remember ourmo rta lity,

Ay, she hears no t, she sees no t : I and you,
’
Tis plain , are stricken hard and have to

bear
W as all Admeto s answered fo r, I judge,
H e only now began to tas te the truth :
The thing d one lay revealed , which undone

thing,
R ehearsed fo r fact by fancy, a t the best ,
Never can equal . H e had used h imself
This longwhile (as he muttered presently)
To practise with the terms, the blo w invo lved
By the bargain, sharp to bear, bu t bearable
Because o f plain ad vantage at the end .

N ow that , in fact no t h uey, th e blow fell
Need s must he busy him with the mrpr

'

s e.

Alkestis—no t to see her nor be seen ,

H ear no r be heard of by her, any
To -d ay, to -morrow, to the end o f time
D id I mean this sh ou ld buy my life?

“

though t he.
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Alongwith the gay cheer o f that great voice, H e lo ved men were they Go ds he used to

H Ope, joy, sa lva tion : H erakles was here 1 help ?
H imself, 0

’
the thresho ld , sent his vo ice o nfirst Yea , P heres

’
son is ln -d oo rs , H erakles.

To hera ld a ll that human and divine But say, what sends the to Thessalian soil,

I’ the weary happy face o f him,
—ha lfGod , Brought by what busim to this Phen i

H a lfman, which made the god - pert Go d the town?
”

A certain labour that l have to do

H ostsmine, hebrokeupon theso rrowwith , Eurustheus theTirunthian,
”
laughed theGod.

Inhabitants o f this P heraian so il,

Chance I upo n Admetos inside here
Bo und now ?

”
(they had an instinct, gas sed

The irresistible sound who lesome heart wha t meant
0

’
the hero ,—more than al l the mightiness W anderings, labo urs, in the God

’
s l

'

gbt

At labo ur in the limbs that , forman’
s sake, mo uth . )

Labo ured andmeant to labourtheirlifelong,
This dro veback, dried up sorrowa t its so urce. Afier the Thraldan D iomedes car

H ow could it brave the happy weary laugh W ith the four ho rses.

W hat haveyo u d one to keep yourfriend from Ah , bu t must thou th t ?

Art inexperienced in thy host to be?
”

Co uld no o ne give the life I see he keeps ?
Or, say there

’
s so rrow here pest friendly help, All - inexperienced : I have never gone

W hywaste a word or let a tear escape As yet to the land 0
’
the Bistones.

W hile o ther so rrows wait you in the wo rld ,
Andwant thelifeofyou , though helplesshere? Then, look

Clearly there was no telling such an o ne By no means to be master o f the needs
H ow, when their monarch tried who loved W ithout a battle ! ”

Than he lo ved them, and found they lo ved ,

Certa inl
' y, either in ving slain a fire

That, o fall evils in the world , the worst W ilt tho u return to us, or, slain thyself,
W as—beingfo rced to die,wha te

’
erdeathgain : Sa y there

H ow al l this selfishness in him and them And , even if the game be 90.
Caused certain so rrow which they sang The risk in it were not the first I run.

”

I think that H erakles, who held his life
Out o n his hand , fo r anyman to take W ha tmore ad vantage d ost expect thereby?

‘

I think his laugh had marred their threnody.

I shall drive o fl
'

his horses to the king.

”

“ H eisin thehouse
”
theyanswered . Afiera ll,

They might have to ld the story, talked their No easy hand ling them to hit the
'

p w 1
”

Abou t the inevitable sorrow here, Easyenough ; except , at least, theyh eath
N o r changed nor checked the kind ly nature,

—no I Bu t theymince up M

80 longas men were merely weak, no t bad , W ith those quick jaws ! ”
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You ta lk o f pro vend er W o uld , as tho u wishest me, the grace

Fo r mountain -beasts , and no t mere horses’ might fa ll
fo od But my good -wisher, tha t tho u art , I know.

Tho u mayst beho ld their mangers caked W ha t’s here these sho rn locks, this sad

with go re 1 show o f thee ?
”

And o fwha t sire does hewho bred themboast I must inter a certain co rpse to -day.

H imself the son ?

OfAres, king 0
’
the targe Now, from thy children God avert mis

Th rakian, o fgo ld througho ut . chance

Ano ther laugh.

W hy, just the labo ur, just the lo t forme They live,mychildren ; all are in thehouse l
”

D o st tho u describe in wha t I recognize
Since hard and harder, high and higher yet , Thy fa ther—if

’
tis he departs indeed ,

Truly this lo t o fmine is like to go H is age was ripe at least .

If I must needs jo in batt le with the brood
Of Ares : ay, I fought Lukao n first , My father lives,

And she who bo re me lives to o , H erakles. ”
Th is third time, with such horses and such

lo rd . It canno t be thy wife Alkestis gone ?

Bu t there is nobody sha ll ever see
Alkmené’s son shrink foemen’

s hand before !” Two fo ld the tale is, I can tell o f her.

Oreverhearhimsay (theChorus tho ught ) D ead d o st tho u speak o fher, o r livingyet ?
”

Tha t d eath is terrible ; and help us so
T o chime in terrible beyond a d o ubt , She is—and is no t hence the pain to me !

And , ifto thee, why, to ourselvesmuch mo re
Know wha t has happened , then , and sym I learnno whit themo re, so dark thyspeech !

thise
D
1

Ther
l
dio re they gladly stopped the dialogue, Know’

st tho u no t on what fate she needs

Sh ifted the burthen to new shoulder straigh t , must fi ll

As, Lo ok where comes the lord o
’
the

land , himself, I know she is resigned to die for thee.

Admetos, from the palace 1
”
they outbroke

In some surprise, as well as much relief. H ow lives she still, then, ifsubmittingso ?
W hat had ind uced the king to waive his right
And luxury o fwoe in loneliness ? Eh , weep her no t befo rehand ! wait till

then 1
”

Ou t he came quietly ; the hairwas clipt ,
And the garb sable ; else no o utward sign W ho is to d ie is dead ; d oing is d o ne.

Of so rrow as he came and faced his friend .

W as truth fi st terrifying tears away To be and no t to be are thought diverse.

H ail, child o f Zeus, and sprung from P er
seus too Thou judgest this—I, tha t way, H era kles

The salutation ran without a fi ult .

W ell , butdeclarewhat causes thycomplaint I
And thou , Admetos, King o fThessaly W ho is theman has died fromout thyfriends?

”
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N o man : I had a woman in mymind .

Alien , o r someone born akin to thee ?

Alien : but still related to my house .

H ow did it happen then tha t here she died ?”

H er fa ther dying left his o rphan here.

Alas, Admetos—wo uld we fo und thee gay,
No t grieving

W ha t as if about to d o
Subjo inest tho u tha t comment ? ”

I sha ll seek
Ano ther hearth, proceed to o ther ho sts .

Never, 0 king, sha ll that be
Betide me

Nay, to mo urners sho uld there come
A guest , he pro ves importuna te

The d ead

D ead are they : butgo tho u withinmyhouse !
”

N o such ill

Tis base carousing beside friends who

The gues t
- ro oms, whither we shall lead

thee, lie
Apart from o urs.

Nay, let me go myway
Ten thousand fo ld the favo ur I sha ll thank 1

It may no t be thou goest to the hearth
Of anyman but me I

”
so mad e an end

Admetos, so ftly and decisively,
Of the alterca tion. H erakles forbo re
And the king bade a servant lead the way,
Open theguest -roomsranged remo tefromview

0
’
themain ha ll ; tell the functionaries , next ,

They had to furnish forth a plenteo us feast ,
And then shut close the d o o rs 0

’
the hall ,

Because it is no t pro per friends who feast
Sho uld hear a groaning o rbegrieved ,

” quo th
he.
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And when they questioned him, the simple

W ha t d ost tho u Such ca lamity to fine.
Lies full before thee - and tho u art so bo ld

As play the host , Admetos H ast thywits?
“

H e replied calmly to a ch chiding tongue :

But if from ho use and home I fo rced away

A coming guest , wouldst tho u have mind
me mo re

N o , truly since calamity were mine,
N owise diminished ; while I showed myself
Unhappy and inho spitable to o
So adding to my ills this o ther ill ,
Tha tminewere styled estranger-hatinghouse.

Myself have ever fo und this man the best
Of entertainers when I went his way
To parched and thirsty Argos.

”

Ifso be

W hy d idst tho u hide wha t destiny was here.

W hen one came tha t was kind ly, as tho u

say’st

W hereat the hero , who was truth itself,
Let o ut the smile again, repressed awhile

Like fountain brilliance one fo rbids to play.
H e did to o many grandnesses , to no te

Much in the meaner things about his path
And stepping there, with face toward s thesun,

Stopped seld om to pluck weed s o r ask their

Therefo re he to o k Admetos at the wo rd
This trouble must no t hinder anymore
A trueheart fromgood will and pleasant ways.
And so , the great arm, which had slain the

snake,
Strained his friend

’
s head amomentinembrace

On that broad breast beneath the lion’
shide,

Till the king’s cheek winced at the thick

rough go ld ;
And then strode o ff, withwho had a re o fhim,

To the remo te guest -chamber : glad to give
P o o r flesh and bloo d their respite and relief

In the interval
’
twixt fight and fight again

All for the world
’
s sake. Our eyes fo llowed

him,

Be sure, till those mid -d o ors shut us outside.

The king, to o , watched great H erakles go 06
All faith, love, and obedience to a friend .



https://www.forgottenbooks.com/join


646 BALAUSTION
’
S AD VENTUR E

P luck back despair just reaching its repo se. Each marvelling tha t the o ther needs must

H e wo u ld have hidden the kind presence ho ld

there H eed o ut o f wa ter, though friend choke

Observe tha t ,—since the corpse was coming thereby
o ut,

Cared for in all things tha t befit the case, And first the fa ther’s sa luta tion fell.
Carried a lo ft, in decency and sta te, Burthened , he came, in commo n with his
To the last burial place and burning pile, child ,
’
Twere pro per friends addressed , as custom W ho lost , no ne wo uld gainsay, a go od chaste
prompts,

Alkestis bo und o n her last journeying.

Ay, fo r we see thy father they subjo ined
Advancing as the aged foo t best may

H is servants, to o : each bringingin his hand
Ad omments fo r thy wife, all pomp tha t

’
s d ue

To the d ownward dwelling peo ple.

”
And

in truth,
By slow procession till they filled the stage,
Came P heres, and his fo llowing, and their

You see, the wo rst o f the interruption was,
It plucked back, with an o ver- hasty hand ,
Admeto s from d es cending to the tru th,
( I to ld yo u )—pu t him o n the brink again ,

Full i
’
the no ise and glare where la te he

W ith no fa te fa llen and irrevocable,
But all things subject still to chance and

change :

And tha t chance—life, and tha t change

And with the low strife came the littlemind :
H e was o nce mo re the man might gain so

much ,
Life too and wife too , wo uld his friends but

help !
Al l he felt now was that there faced him o ne

Supp osed the likeliest , in emergency,
To help : and help, by mere self- sacrifice

So na tura l , it seemed as if the sire

Must needs lie o pen still to argument ,
W ithdraw the rash decision, no t to die

But ra ther live, though dea th would save his

Argument like the ignominious grasp
O

’
the drowner whom his fellow grasps as

fierce,

Yet such things must be bo rne, though hard
to bear.

So , take this tribute o f ad o rnment, deep
In the earth let it descend alo ngwith her !

Beho ves we treat the bo dy with respect
—Of o ne who died , a t least , to save thy life,

Kept me from beingchild less, no r al lowed
That I, bereft o f thee, shou ld peak and pine
In melancho ly age 1 she, fo r th e sex,
All o f her sisters, put in evidence,

By daring such a feet , that fema le life
Might pro ve mo re excellent than men sup

0 tho u Alkestis out he burs t in fine,
W ho , while thou savedst this my son, dirkt

ra ise

Also myself from sinking,—hail to thee !
W ell be it with thee even in the house

Of H ad es ! I maintain, ifmo rtals must
Marry, this so rt o fmarriage is the so le
P ermitted those amongthem who arewhe

So his oration ended . Like ha tes like
Acco rd ingly Admetos,—full i

’
the fi ce

Of P heres, his true father, o utward shape
And inward fashio n, bo dy matching soul .
Saw just himselfwhen years shou ld d o their

wo rk
And reinfo rce the selfishness inside
Until it pushed the last disguise away
As when the liquid metal co o ls i

’

the mou ld .

Stand s fo rth a sta tue blo odless, hard , cold
bro nze.

So , in o ld P hares, youngAdmetos showed .

P ushed to completion : and a shudder run.

And his repugnance so on had vent in speech
G lad to escape outside, no r, pent with in,
Find itself there fit food for exercise.
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N either to this interment called by me
Comest tho u , no r thy presence I account
Among the coveta ble proofi o f love.

As fo r thy tribute o f ad ornment,—no

N e
’
er sha ll she do n it, ne

’
er in debt to thee

Be buried ! W ha t is thine, that keep tho u

W hen I was perishing : but thou

Fo o t -fi'ee o
’
the snare, wast acquiescent then

Tha t I , the yo ung, sho uld die, no t tho u , the

W ilt thou lament this co rpse thyself hast
slain P

Tho u wast no t , then , true father to this flesh ;
N or she, who makes pro fessio n o fmy birth
And styles herselfmymo ther, neither she
Bo re me : but , come o f slave

’
3 blo od , I was

Stealtt
’
neath the bosom o f thywife

Tho u showedst , put to touch , the thing thou
art ,

N or I es teemmyself born child of thee !

O therwise, thine is the preéminence
O

’
er all the world in cowardice o f sou l

W ho , being the o ld man tho u art, arrived

W here life should end , didst neitherwill nor

dare

D ie for thy son, bu t left the task to her,
The alien woman, whom I well might think
Own, only mo ther bo th and fa ther too
And yet a fair strife had been thine to strive,
—D yingfo r thy own child and brieffo r thee
In any case, the rest o f time to live ;
W hile I had lived , and she, our rest o f time,
N o r I been left to groan in so litude.

Yet certainly all things which happy man
Ough t to experience, thy experience grasped .

Tho u wast a ruler thro ugh thebloom ofyouth,
And I was so n to thee, recipient due
Of sceptre and demesne,—no need to fear

That dying thou sho uldst leave an o rphan
house

Fo r strangers to despoil . N or yet wilt thou

Allege that as disho nouring, fo rso o th ,
Thy length o f days, I gave the up to die,
I , who have held thee in such reverence

Ay, but o ld P heres was the stou ter stuff !

Admetos, at the flinties t o f the heart ,
H ad so much so ft in him as held a fire
The o therwas al l iro n, clashed from flint

Its fire, but shed no spark and showed no

D id P h eres crave instructio n as to facts P

H e came, co ntent , the igno ble wo rd , fo rhim,

Shou ld lurk still in the blackness o f each

breast ,
As sleeps the water-serpent half surmised

And in exchange fo r it, such gra titude
Thou , fa ther,—tho u award

’
st me, mo ther

mine

Go , lose no time, then, in begetting so ns

Sha ll cherish thee in age, and , when th ou

diest,
D eck up and lay thee out as co rpses claim
Fo r never I , at least, with this my hand
W ill hury thee : it is myself am dead
So h r as lies in thee. But if I ligh t

Upon ano ther saviour, and still see

The sunbeam,
—his, the child I ca ll myself,

H is, the o ld age tha t claims my cherishing.

H ow vainly d o these aged pray fo r dea th,
Abuse the slow drag of senility !
But sho uld death step up , nobody inclines
To die, no r age is now the weight it was

Yo u see what a ll this poo r pretentious talk
Tried a t,

—howweakness strove to hid e itself
In blaster against weakness,—the lo ud wo rd
To hide the little whisper, no t so low
Already in that heart benea th those lips
H a , cou ld it be, who hated coward ice

Sto o d co nfessed craven, and who lauded so

Self- immo la ting lo ve, himself had pushed
The loved one to the altar in his place P
Friends interposed , would fiin stop further
play

0
’
the sharp- edged tongue : they felt lo ve

’
s

H ad left an undefend ed po int o r two ,
The antagonist migh t profit by ; bad e

P ause

Enough the present so rrow N o r, O son,

W het thus against thyself thy father
’
3 soul I
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N o t bro ught up to the surface a t a bound ,
By one to uch o f the id ly- probing spear,
R eed - like against unco nquerable scal e.

H e came pacific, ra ther, as strength should ,
Bringing the decent praise, the due regret ,

And each bana lity prescribed o f o ld .

D id he commence W hy let her die fo r

yo u

And ro use the co iled and quiet ugliness
W hat is so go o d to man as man’

s own

life

N o but the o ther did and , fo r his pains,
Out , full in face o fhim, the venom leapt.

And whom d ost thou make bo ld , so n

Ludian slave,

Or P hrugian whether, mo neymade thyware,
To drive a t with revilings Know’

st thou

no t

I , a Thessa lian , from Thessalian sire

Spring and am bo rn legitima tely free
To o arrogant art thou ; and , yo ungsterwo rds
Castingagainst me, having had thy fling,
Tho u goest no t 06

'

as al l were ended so

I gave thee birth indeed and mastership
I’ the mansion, brought the up to boo t :

there ends

My owing, nor extends to die fo r thee !
N ever did I receive it as a law
H ered itary, no , no r Greek at all ,
That sires in place o f so nswere bo und to die.

Fo r, to thy so le and single selfwast thou Acquaintance with the countert at home ?

Bo rn , with wha tever fortune, go o d o r bad I wo uld the Chorus here had p lucked up
Such things as bear bestowment, tho se tho u heart ,

hast Spoken o ut bo ldly and explained the man .

Already rulingwidely, bro ad - lands, too , If no t to men, to Gods. Tha t way, I think.

D o ubt no t but I sha ll leave thee in due time : Sophokles would have led their dance and

For why My fa ther left me them befo re. song.

W ell then , where wrong I thee —o f wha t H ere, they said simply Too much evil spoke
defraud On bo th sides As the yo ungbefore, so now

Neither d o thou die fo r this man , myself, They bade the o ld man leave abusing thus .

N o r let him die fo r thee —is all I beg.

Thou joyest seeing daylight d ost suppose Let himspeak,
—I have spoken said the

Thy fa ther joys no t too Und oubted ly, yo uth
Lo ng I account the time to pass below, And so died o ut the wrangle by degrees
And brief my span o f days ; yet sweet the In wretched bickering. If thou wince at

same : fact ,
Is it o therwise to thee who , impudent , Beho ved thee no t pro ve h ulty to myself

D idst fight 06 this same death , and lives now

Through having sneaked past fi te eppur

tioned thee,
And slain thy wife so ? Cryest cowardice

On me, I wonder, thou whom, poor
po ltro on,

A very woman wo rsted , daring death
Just fo rthe sake o f thee, herhand some spark?
Shrewd ly hast th ou co ntrived how no t to die

For evermo re now :
’
tis but still persuade

The wife, for the time being, to take thy
place !

W hat, and thy fiiends who wo uld no t do the

like,
These d ost thou carp a t, craven thus thyself?
Crouch and be silent, craven ! Comp ehend

Tha t , if tho u lo ves t so that life o f thine,

W hy, everybody lo ves his own life to o :

So , go o d words, hencefo rth ! If thou speak

us ill,

Many and true an ill thing shalt thou hear !
"

There yo u saw leap the hydra at full length !

Only, the o ld kept glo rying the more,
The more the po rtent thus uncoiled itself,
W hereas the yo ung man Shuddered head to

foo t,

And shrank h'om kinship with the creature.

W hy
Such horror, unles s what he hated most ,



https://www.forgottenbooks.com/join


650 BALAUSTION
’
S ADVENTUR E

N o longer sha ll abso rb the sigh t, 0 friends ,
Admeto s will begin to see indeed

W ho the true fo ewas, where the blows should
fa ll !

So , the o ld selfish P heres went his way,

Case- hardened as he came and left the

you th,
(Only half- selfish now, since sensitive)
To go o n learningby a light the mo re,
As fiiends mo ved o ff, renewing dirge the

Unhappy in thy da ring N o ble dame,
Best o f the go o d , farewell W ith favo uring

face

May H ermes the inferna l, H ades to o ,

R eceive thee And if there, - ay, there, Only the creature tha t came forward now

some to uch To play the critic upon H erakles !
Of further dignity await the go od ,
Sharing with them, mayst tho u sit throned Many the gues ts —ao he so liloquieed

by her In musings burdensome to breast befi t e,
The Bride o f H ades, in companionship ! ” W hen it seemed no t to o prudent tongue

W herewith, the sad pro cession wound away,
Mad e slowly fo r the suburb sepulchre.

And lo ,—while still one
’
s heart , in time and

tune,

P aced after that symmetric step o f D eath
Mute-marching, to themind

’
s eye, at the head

0
’
the mourners—o ne hand po inting out

their pa th
W ith the long pale terrific sword we saw,

The o ther leading, with grim tendergra ce,

Alkestis quieted and consecra te,

Lo , life again knocked laughinga t the doo r !
Thewo rld goes on , goes ever, in and through ,
And o ut again 0

’
the cloud . W e faced abo ut ,

Fronted the palace where the mid -hall -

ga te

Opened—no t ha lf, no rha lfo f ha lf, perhaps
Yet wide eno ugh to let out light and life,
And warmth and bo unty and ho pe and joy,

at o nce.

Festivity burst wide, fruit rare and ripe
Crushed in themouth o fBacchos, pu lpy-prime,
All juice and flavour, save one single seed
D uly ejected from the Go d

’
s nice lip ,

W hich lay o
’
the red edge, blackly visible

To wit, a certa in ancient servito r

On whom the festal jaws o
’
the palace shut,

So , there he stood , a much - bewildered men.

Stupid ? Nay, but sagacio us in a so rt :

Learned , life long, i
’
thefirs t o utside o f things,

Though bat fo rblindness to what lies beneath
And needs a nail -scratch ere ’

tis laid you here.

This fimctionary was the trusted one

W e saw d eputed by Admetos late
To lead in H erakles and help him, soul

And body, to such snatched repose, snapped

Sustainment, as migh t d o away the dust
O

’
the last encounter, knit each nerve anew

Fo r that next onset sure to come at cry
0

’
the creature next assailed ,—nay, d ru id

Many, and from a ll quarters o f this world .
The guests I now have known fi'equent our

house,

For whom I spread the banquet ; but than
this,

Never a wo rse one d id I yet receive
At the hearth here ! One who seeing, first

o f all ,

The master’s so rrow, entered gate the same.
And had the hard iho od to ho use himself.
D id things stop there But , modes by no

means,
H e too k wha t entertainment lay to hand ,

Knowing o f ourmisfo rtune,—did we h il
In aught o f the fit service, urged us serve

Just as a guest expects ! And in his hanrk

Taking the M ed go blet, drinks and drinks
The unmixed pro d uct o f black mo ther-earth .

Until the blaze o
’
thewine went round about

And warmed him : then he crownswith myrt le
sprigs

H is head , and howls discord ance -4 1min“ lay
W as thereup

o
n fo r us to listen to

This fellow singing, namely, nor restrained
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A jo t by sympathy with sorrows here
W hile we 0

’
the ho useho ld mourned o ur

mistress—mo urned ,
Tha t is to say, in silence—never showed

Th e eyes , which we kept wetting, to the

And so , here am I helpingmake at home
A guest , some fellow ripe for wickedness,
R o bber o r pirate, while she go es herway
Out o f our house : and neitherwas it mine
To fo llow in proces sion, no r stretch fo rth
H and , wavemy lady dear a last firewall,
Lamentingwho to me and all o fus

D omestics was a mo ther : myriad harms
Sh e used to ward away fi'om everyone,
And mo llify her husband ’s ireful mood .

I ask then, do I justly hate o r no

This guest , this interloper on o ur griefP

H a te him and justly H ere
’
s the proper

judge
Ofwhat is due to the house from H erakles !
This man o fmuch experience saw the first

0
’
the feeble d uckings-d own at destiny,

W hen KingAdmetos went his ro unds, poo r
so ul ,

A -begging somebody to be so brave
As die fo r one afraid to die himself
Tho u, friend P Thou, love P Father o r

mo ther, then

N one of you P W ha t, Alkestis must D eath
ca tch

0 best o fwives, one woman in the wo rld
But nowisedro op : ourprayersmaystill assist :
Let us try sacrifice ; if those avail

N o thing and Gods avert their co untenance,
W hy, deep and durable ourgriefwill be

W hereat the house, this wo rthy at its head ,
R e-echoed deep and d urable ourgrief !

”

This sage, who justly hated H erakles, Because he held it natural to die,
D id he suggest once Ra ther I than she ! And fruitless to lament a thingpast cure,
Admonish the Turannos Be a man ! So , to ok his fill o f fo od , wine, so ng and

Bear thine own burden, never think to thrust flowers,

Thy firte upon ano ther and thywife ! Till the new labour claimed him so on

It were a dubious gain could death be do omed enough ,

Tha t o ther, and no passionates t plea H ate him and justly
Of thine, to die instead , have forcewith firte ; True, Charopé mine

Seeing thou lov’st Alkestis : what were life
Unlighted by the loved one P But to live

No t merely live unso laced by some thought ,
Someword so poo r—yet so lace all the same
As Thou i’ the sepulchre, Alkestis, say !
W ould I , o rwould no t I, to save thy life,

Die, and die o n, and die fo r evermo re P
N o ! but to read red written up and d own

The world ‘This is the sunshine, this the

shade,

This is some pleasure o f earth , sky or sea ,

D ue to that o ther, dead that tho u mayst
live

Such were a covetable gain to thee P
Go d ie, fo o l, and be happywhile

’
tis time

One word o f co unsel in this kind , methinks,
H ad fallen to better purpose than Ai, ai,
P heu , pheu, e, papai, and a pother o fpraise
O’
the bes t , best , best o ne ! N o thingwas to

hate

In KingAdmetos, P heres, and the rest

0
’
the househo ld d own to his heroic self !

This was the one thing hateful : H erakles
H ad flung into the presence, fi'ank and free,

Out from the labo ur into the repose,
Ere out again and over head and ears

P the heart o f labour, all fo r lo ve o fmen

Making the mo st 0
’
the minute, tha t the so ul

And body, strained to height a minute since,
Might lie relaxed in joy, this breathing- space,
Fo rm n

’
s sake mo re than ever; till the bow,

R estrung o
’
the sudden , a t first cry fo r help,

Sho uld send some unimaginable shafi
True to the aim and shatteringly through
The plate-mail o f a monster, save man so .

H e slew the pest o ’ the marish yesterday
To -mo rrow he would hit the flame-breathed

stud
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The man surmised no t H erakles lay hid

I’ the guest o r, knowingit, was igno rant
Tha t still his lad y lived—fo r H erakles

Or else judged lightness needs must indicate
This o r the o ther caitifl'quality
And therefo re—had been right if no t so

wro ng !

Fo r wh o expects the so rt o f him will scra tch
A nail

’
s depth , scrape the surface just to see

W ha t perad venture underlies the same P

So , he sto o d petting up his puny hate,
P arent -wise, pro ud o f the ill - favo ured babe.

N o t long A great hand , carefu l lest it crush ,
Startled him on the sho ulder : up he stared ,

And o ver him, who sto od bu t H erakles !
There smiled the mighty pres ence, all one

And no touch more o f the world -weary God ,
Through the brief respite. Just a garland

’
s

grace

Abo ut the brow, a so ng to satisfy
H ead , heart and breast , and trumpet - lips at

o nce,

A so lemn draught of true religious wine,
And ,—how should I know P—halfa mountain

go at

Torn up and swal lowed down ,
—the feast was

fierce

But brief : all cares and pains to ok wing and

flew,

Leaving the hero read y to begin
And help mankind , wha teverwoe came next ,
Even though what came next should be

nought mo re
Than the mean querulous mo u th 0’

the man ,
remarked

Parsingits grievance up till pa tience failed
And the sage needs must rush out , as we saw
To sulk outside and pet his ha te in peace.

By no means wo uld the H elper have it so
H e who was just abo ut to handle brutes

Tho u , there hailed

So o n will dislodge thee frombad harbouragef
In Thrace, and bit the jaws which brea thed Men beingmo rta l shou ld think mortal - like:

the flame,
W ell, if a go od laugh and a jo vial word
Co uld brid le age which blew bad humours Life is not truly life but misery. ”

fo rth,
Tha t were a kind of help, too 1 The Cyprian Venus.

Since to yo ur so lemn, brow-contractirg son.

All of them,
—ao I lay down law at least,

W hy look
’
st so so lemn and so thought

absorbed P
To guests a servan t should no t sour- fi ned be.

But d o the ho no urs with a mind urbane.

W hile tho u , contrariwise, beho ld ing here
Arrive thymaster

’
s comrade, hast for him

A churlish visage, all o ne beetle- brow

H aving regard to grief that
’
s ou t -o f-d o or !

Come hither, and so get to grow mo re wise !

Things mo rta l—know
’
st the nature tin t they

have P

No , I imagine whence cou ld knowledge
springP

Give ear to me, then Fo r all flesh to die,

Is nature
’
s due ; no r is there any one

Ofmortals with assurance he sha ll last

The coming morrow : fo r, what’s born of

chance
Invisibly proceeds the way it will ,
N o t to be learned , no fortune- teller

’
s prize

This, therefo re, having heard and known

through me,
Glad den thyself D rink Count the day

by
-day

Existence thine, and all the o ther—chance !
Ay, and pay homage also to by fi r

The sweetest o f d ivinities fo rman ,

Kupris ! Benignant Go ddess wil l she p o re!

But as fo raught else, leave and let things be !

And trust my counsel , if I seem to speak

To purpose—as I d o , apparently .

W ilt no t thou , then , - d ismrding o vermuch

Moumfulnees, d o away with this shut doc .

Come drink alongwith me, be-

garlanded

This fashio n P D o so , and—Iwellknowwhat
From this stern mo od , this shrunk-up stat:

o fmind ,
The pit

-

pat fall 0
’
the flagon

- juice down
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P illar-wise to the sky and saves the world

So , in a spasm and splend o ur o f reso lve,
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Into a rage to sufi
'

er fo rmankind ,
And recommence at so rrow d ro ps like seed

Al l at o nce did the God surmo unt the man. After the blossom, u ltimate o f a ll .

0 much- enduringheart and hand o fmine
Say, d oes the seed sco rn earth and seek the

N ow show wha t so rt o f so n she bo re to Zeus, Surely it has no o ther end and aim

That daughter o fElektruon, Tiruns
’
child , Than to drop, o ncemo re die into the ground ,

Alkmenel fo r tha t so n must needs sa ve now Taste co ld and darkness and o blivio n there :
The just -dead lad y : ay, establish here
I’ the ho use again Alkestis, bringabout
Comfort and succour to Admetos so

I will go lie in wait for D eath , black- sto led

King o f the co rpses l
D rinking, beside the tomb, o

’
the sacrifice :

And if I lie in ambuscade, and leap
Out o fmy lair, and seize—encircle him

Till one hand jo in the o ther ro und abo ut
There lives no twho shall pull himout fromme,
R ib-mauled , befo re he let the woman go I
But even say I miss the bo o ty,—say,

D eath comes no t to the bo ltered blo od ,—why
then,

D own go I , to the unsunned dwel ling
-place

OfKo reand the king there,—make d emand ,
Confident I shall bringAlkestis back
So as to put her in the hands o f him

Myhost , tha t housed me, never droveme o ff
Tho ugh stricken with so re so rrow, hid the

stroke,

Being a noble heart and ho no uringme l
W ho o fThessalians, mo re than thisman, loves
The stranger W ho , that now inhabits

Greece P
W herefore he shall no t say theman was vile
W hom he befriended ,—na tive noble heart

So , o ne lo ok upward , as if Zeus might laugh
Approva l o f his human progeny,
One summons o f the who le magnific frame,
Each sinew to its service, - up he caught,

And o ver sho u lder cast , the lion - shag,
Let the club go ,—fo rhad he no t those hands
And so went stridingo ff, on tha t straight way
Leads to Larissa and the suburb tomb.

Gladness be with thee, H elper o f our wo rld l
I think this is the authentic sign and sea l

OfGo d ship, that it everwaxes glad ,
Andmo reglad , until gladness blossoms, bursts

And thence rise, tree- like grow thro ugh p ain
to joy,

Mo re joy and most joy, - d o man go o d again

I shall find him, sure, So , to the struggle o fi
'

strode H era kles.
W hen silence closed behind the lio n -

garb,

Back came o ur dull fact settling in its place.

Knew the plains, knew the friend ly frequence
there,

And no Alkestis anymo re again,

W hy, thewho lewo e billow- like bro ke a t him.

P act broken, and theworld was leftno world .

The inevita ble fa te. And presently
In came the mourners from the funeral ,

One after one, until we hoped the last
W ould be Alkestis and so end o ur dream.

Could they have real ly left Alkestis la te
I’thewayside sepulchre ! H ome, all saveshe!

And when Admetos felt tha t it wa s so ,
Bythestand

- still : when he lified head and h ot
From the two hiding hands and pep lo s

’
fold,

And loo ked fo rth , knew the pa lace, knew the

O hateful entry, hateful countenance
O

’
thewidowed halls —hemoaned . Wh r

was to be

Go there ? Stay here ? Speak , no t speak ?

All was now

Mad and impossible alike o ne way
And only one was sane and safe—to die
Now he was made aware how dear

'

s death.

H ow lo veable the dead are, how the heart

Yearns in us to go hide where they repmc,
W hen we find sunbeams do no go od to a c,

N o rearth rests rightlywhere ourfoo tstepsfill.
H is wife had been to him the very p ledge.

Sun should be sun , earth—earth ; the 1:1c
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H e stared at the impossible mad life Then Admetos spoke
Sto o d ,while theyurged Advance—ad vance! Turned on the comfort,with no tears, this time.

Go deep H e was beginning to be like his wife.

Into the utter dark, thy pa lace- core !

They tried wha t theycalled comfo rt, touched W o rd slow pursuingword in mono tone,
Alkestis spoke with so Admetos, now,

Of the ulceration in his soul, he said , So lemnly bo re the burden o f the truth .

W ith memo ries —“
once thyjoywas thus and And as the voice o f him grew, gathered

True comfort were to let him fling himself

Into the ho llow gra ve o
’
the tomb, and so W e felt how deep had been descent in grief,

Let him lie dead al ongwith all he lo ved . And with what change he came up now to

One bad e him no te that his own family And left behind such littleness as tears.

Bo asted a certain fittherwhose so le son,

W orthy bewailment, died : and yet the sire Friends, I account the fortune o fmy wife
Bo re stoutly up against the blow and lived H appier thanmine, though it seem o therwise

Fo r all that he was child less now, and prone Fo r, her indeed no griefwill ever touch ,

Already to grey hairs, h r on in life. And she fi-

cmmany a labour pauses now,

Co uld such a go od example miss efl
'

ect

W hy fix foo t stand so , staringat the house,
W hy no t go tn , as that wise kinsman would ?

0 tha t arrangement o f the ho use I know l
H ow can I enter, how inhabit thee
N ow that o ne cast o f fortune changes all ?

Oh me, formuch divides the then from now

Then—with those pine- tree torches, P elian

And marr
'

nge
- hymns, I entered , ho ldinghigh

Th e hand o fmydearwife whilemany-vo iced

The revelry tha t fo llowed me and her
T hat

’
s dead now,

—friends felicita tingboth ,
As who were lofly

- lineaged , each of us

Bo rn o f the best, two wed ded and made one
N ow—wail is wedd ing-chant’s antagonist ,
And , forwhite peplos, sto les in sable sta te
H erald my way to the deserted couch l

”

The oneword more they ventured was This

grief

Befell thee witless o fwha t sorrow means,
C lose after pro spero us fo rtune : but , reflect l
Th o u hast saved soul and body. D ead , thy

Living, the lo ve she left. W ha t’s novel here ?
Many the man , from whom D eath long ago

Lo osed the life- partner l” H e hates his parents fo r declining death,

But d o live, by evad ing destiny,
Sad life am I to lead , I learn at last l

Fo r how shal l I hear go ing ih -do ors here

Accostingwhom ? By whom saluted back ,
Sha ll I have joyous entry ? Whith er turn ?

Insid e, the so litude will drive me forth,
W hen I beho ld the empty bed—mywife

’
s

The seat she used to sit upon, the floo r
Unsprinkled as when dwellers lo ved the coo l,
The children tha t will clasp my knees about ,
Cry fo r theirmo ther back : these servants to o
Moaning fo rwha t a guardian they have lost !

Insidemy house such circumstance awaits.
Outside,—Thessa lian peo ple’smarriage- feasts

And ga therings fo r talk will harass me,
W ith o verflow o fwomen everywhere ;
It is impossible I lo ok on them
Familiars o fmywife and just her age l
And then, whoever is a foe o fmine,
And lights onme—why, thiswill behisword
See there ! alive ignobly, there he skulks
That played the dastard when it came to die,
And , givingher he wedd ed , in exchange,

Kept himself out o f H ades safe and so und ,

The coward l D o you ca ll that creature
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Just as if he himselfwould glad ly die 1
’

N o r, o f that harsh abrupt res o lve o f thine,

This sort o f reputa tio n shall I have, Any relenting is there

Beside the o ther il ls eno ugh in sto re. 0 my king !
Ill - finned , ill - faring, wha t ad van tage, Thee also , in the shackles of those harsh ,

N o t to be shunned , the Go dd gamed !
D o you perceive I gain by life fo r dea th ? .Yet , bear !

Since neverwilt tho u lead from underground

That was the truth. Vexed wa ters sa nk to The dead ones, wail thy worst ! If mortals

’

Twas only when the last of bubbles broke,
The la test circlet widened all away
And left a placid level, tha t up swam
To the surface the drowned truth, in dread ful

So , through the quiet and submission , -ay,

Spite o f some strong wo rds
—(for yo u miss

the tone)
The griefwas getting to be infinite

Grief, friends fell back befo re. Their oflice
shrank

To that o ld so lace o f humanity
Beingbo rn mo rta l , bear grief W hybo rn

else

And they could only med ita te anew.

They, too , upbome by airy help o f so ng,
And haply science, which can find the sta rs,
H ad searched the heights : had sounded

depths as well
Bycatchingmuch at boo kswhere logic lurked ,
Yet nowhere found they aught co uld o vercome
Necesm

’

ty no t anymed icine served ,
Which Thrakian tablets treasure, Orphic vo ice I d oubt no t , they supposed him decently
W rote itself d own upon : no r remedy Dead somewhere in that winter wo rld d

W hich P ho ibos gave to the Asklepiadai
Cutting the roo ts o fmany a virtuo us herb
To so lace o verburdened mortals. N one l

Of this so le goddes s, nevermay we go
To altar no r to image : sacrifice
She hears no t . All to pray for is Ap

But, oh , no hard er on me, awful one,
Than hereto fore l Let life endure thee still
Fo r, wha tsoe

’
er Zeus’ no d decree, tha t same

In concert with thee ha th accomplishment.
Iron, the very stuff 0

’
the Chaluboi,

Thou , by sheer strength , dost conquer and Ay, he it was advancing ! In he stro de,
subdue And too k his stand beforeAdmetos—t urned

The very children o f immorta ls, to o ,
D ropped ’mid ourdarkness, thesedecayas sure!
Dear indeed was she while amo ng us dear,

Now she is dead , must she fo r ever be

Thy portion was to clasp , within thy co ach ,

The noblest o f all women as a wife.

Nor be the tomb o f her supp osed some heap
That hides mo rtality but like the Gods
H onoured , a veneratio n to a world

Of wanderers Oh the wanderer, struck

thereby,
Who else had sailed past in hismerchant- ship .
Ay, he shall leave ship, land , longwind hismy
Up to the mountain - summit , till there lreak
Speech forth ‘So , this was she, then , died

o f o ld

To save her husband now, a deity
She bends abo ve us . H ail , benignant one !

Give go o d Such voices so will supplicate.

But—can it be? Alkmené ’s ofl
'

springcomes,
Admetos l—to thy ho use ad vances here

Vanquished by one o
’
the Bisto nes, or ebe

Victim to some mad steed
’
s vo ra city

Fo r did no t friends prognosticate as much ?
It were a new example to the point,
That children o f immorta ls , dro pped by

steal th
Into our darkness, die as sure as we
A case to quo te and comfo rt peop le with
But , as fo r lamentatio n, ai and pheu ,
R ight -minded subjects kept themfortheirlord .
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Then , where could she be sheltered in my
house,
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I wo uld tha t I had such a power,” seid he,

As to lead up in to the light again
Female and young to o ? Fo rthat she is young, Thy very wife, and grant thee such a grace.

‘

The vesture and ad ornment pro ve. R eflect !

Sho u ld such an o ne inhabit the same ro o f

W ith men ? And how, mixed up , a girl ,

with you ths,
Sha ll she keep pure, in tha t case ? N0 light

task
To curb the May

- day youngster, H erakles
I o nly speak because o f care for thee.

Ormust I , in avo idance o f such harm,

Make her to enter, lead her life within
The chamber o f the dead one, al l apart
H ow shall I introd uce this o ther, couch
This where Alkestis lay? A d o uble blame
I apprehend : first , from the citizens

Les t some tongue o f them taunt that I betray
My benefactress , fal l into the snare
Of a new fresh Bice then, the dead o ne

’
s

self,
W ill she no t blame me likewise W orthy,

sure,

Ofworship fromme l circumspect myways,
And jea lous o f a fau lt, are bound to be.

But tho u , - O woman, who so e
’
er thou art ,

Know, tho u hast all the fo rm, art like as like
Alkestis , in the bo dily shape I Ah me l
Take,—by the Gods ,—this woman from my

sight,
Lest thou und o me, the und one befo re l
Since I seem—seeing her

—as if I saw
Myownwife l And confusions cloudmyheart ,
And from my eyes the springs break fo rth

Ah me

Unhappy—how I taste fo r the first time
My misery in all its bitterness ! ”

W hereat the friends conferred : The chance,
in truth ,

W as an untoward o ne—none said o therwise.

Still, wha t a Go d comes giving, go od o r bad ,

That, o ne sho u ld take and bearwith. Take
her, then

H erakles ,—no t unfastening his ho ld

On that same misery, beyo nd mistake
H o arse in the wo rds , convu lsive in the face,

W ell do I know thou wo uldst : bu t where

There is no bringingback the dead to ligbt
'

Be no t extravagant in grief, no less !

Bear it , by augury o f better things !
"

Tis easier to ad vise ‘bearup,’ than bear .

But how carvewayi
'
the life tha t lies before,

If bent on groaning ever fo r the past ? ”

I myself know tha t : but a certain love

Allures me to the cho ice I shal l no t change
”

Ay, but , still lo ving dead ones, still makes

weep. ”

And let it be so ! She has ruined me,
And stil l more than I say : that answers all.

”

Oh , thou hast lost a brave wife : who

disputes ?”

“ So brave a one— that he whom thou

beho ld
’
st

W ill nevermore enjoy his life again !
”

Timewill assuage ! The evil yet isyoung!
“

Time, thou mayst say, will if time mean
—to die.

”

A wife—the longing fo r new marriage-joys
W ill stop thy sorrow

H ush, friend , —ho ld thy peart
‘

W hat hast th o u said ! I could no t credit ear!
“

H ow then ? Thou wilt no t marry, then.

but keep
A wid owed couch ?

There is no t anyone

Ofwomankind shall couch with whom than

seest
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D o st think to profit thus in any way

The dead one ?
”

H er, wherever she abide,
My d uty is to ho nour.

”

659

All excellently urged Yet—Spite o f a ll,
Bear with me let the woman go away l ”

She sha ll go , if need s must but ere shego ,
And raise See if there z

'

r need !
”

Indeed I praise thee Still , tho u hast to pay
The price o f it , in beingheld a fo o l l

”

Fo o l call me—o nly o ne name call me no t

Bridegro om

N o : it was praise, I portioned thee,
Of beinggo o d true husband to thywife

W hen I betray her, though she is no mo re,
M ay I d ie

And the thing he said was true

Fo r ou t of H erakles a grea t glow broke.

There sto o d a victo r wo rthy o f a prize
The vio let -crown tha t withers on the brow
Of the ha lf- hearted claimant . Oh , he knew
The signs o f battle hard fo ught and well wo n ,

This quellero f themonsters —knewhis friend
P la nted firm foo t , now, o n the loa thly thing
Th a twasAdmetos la tel “ wo uld die, heknew,

Ere let the reptile raise its crest again.

If tha t was truth, why try the true friend mo re?

Then, since thou canst be fi ithful to the

death,
Take, deep into thyhouse, mydame !

”
smiled

he.

N o t so - I pray, by thy P rogenito r !

Tho u wilt mistake in diso beyingme I

Obeying thee, I have to break my heart

Obeyme ! W ho knows but the favourdone
M ay fi ll into its place as duty too ?

S o , he was humble, wo uld decline no mo re

Bearing a burden he just sighed Alas

W
'
o u ld st tho u hadst never bro ught this prize

Yet , when I conquered there, tho u con

queredst

Need there is At least ,
Except I make thee angry with me, so l

”

But I persist , because I have my spice
Of intuition likewise : take the dame

Be tho u the victo r, then But certain ly
Tho u dost thy friend no pleasure in the

act !
”

Oh , time will come when thou shalt praise

me N ow

Only obey l ”

Then , servants, since my house
Must needs receive this woman, take her

there l
”

I sha ll no t trust this woman to the care

Of servants

Why, conduct her in, thyself,
If tha t seem preferable

I prefer,
W ith thy go od leave, to p lace her in thy
hands

Iwould no t touch her Entry to the ho use
Tha t , I co nced e thee.

”

To thy so le right hand ,

I mean to trust her ! ”

King ! Tho u wrenchest this
Out ofme by main fo rce, if I submit l ”

Courage, friend ! Come, stretch hand forth !
Go od N ow to uch

The stranger
-woman
There A hand I stretch

As tho ugh it meant to cut offGo rgon
’
s head .

H u t ho ld o f her

Fast ho ld .

W hy, then, ho ld fi st

And have her ! and , o ne day, assevera te

Thou wilt , I think, thyfriend , the son o fZeus
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H e was the gentle guest to entertain !

Lo ok a t her ! See if she, in anyway,

P resent thee with res emblance o f thy wife !
”

Ah ,but the tears come, find thewords at fault
There is no telling how the hero twitched

The veil ofl
'

and there sto od , with such fixed

And such slow smile, Alkestis
’
silent self I

It was the crowninggrace o f th at great heart,
To keep back joy : procra stina te the tru th
Until the wife, who had made pro o f and

The husband wanting, might essay once

mo re,
H ear, see, and feel him reno vated now

Able to do , now, all herself had d o ne,
R isen to the height o f her : so , hand in

The two migh t go together, live and d ie.

Beside, when he found speech , you guess the

H e cou ld no t think he saw his wife again
It was some mockingGod that used the bliss
To make him mad Till H erakles must

H e was embracingwhom be buried o nce.

Still , —did he touch , might he address the

true,

True eye, true body o f the true live wife ?

And H erakles said , smiling, All was truth.
Spectre Admeto s had no t made his guest
One who played ghost - invoker, o r such

Oh , he might speak and have response, in

All heart could wish was gained now—life

Only, the rapturemust no t grow immense
Take care, norwake the envy of the Go ds ! ”

Oh thou , o f greatest Zeus true son,
—so

Admeto s when the clo singword must come,
Go ever in a glory o f success,

BALAUSTION
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And save, that sire, his oflspring to the end !

Fo r thou hast—o nly thou—raised me and

mine

Up again to this ligh t and life !

Tremblingly, how was tro d the perilo ts p ill
Out o f the dark into the light and lili:
H ow it had happened with Alkestis there.

And H erakles said little, but enough
H ow he engaged in combat with that king
0

’
the demons : how the field o f contest lay

By the tomb’s self : how he sprang horn

Captured D ea th , caught him in tha t pair of

But all the time, Alkest is moved no t once

Out of the set gaze and the silent smile ;
And a co ld fear ran through Admetos

’
frame

“ W hy d oes she stand and M t me, silent

thus ?
”

Fain would Admetos keep that splendid

Ever to light him. Stay with us, tha t

R emain our house-fiiend

Now, of necessity, I lu ste smiled be

But mayst thou prosper, go ibrth on a foot

Sure to retum ! Thro ugh all the tetrarehy
Command my subjects that they infi itute

H erakles so lemnly replied N o t yet

Is it allowable thou hear the things
She has to tell thee ; let em ish quite
That consecration to the lower Go ds,
And on our upper world the third day rise !
Lead her in, meanwhile ; go od and true thou

Go od , true, remain thou P ractise piety
To stranger

-

guests the o ld way ! So , fire

well

Since forth I fire, fiilfil my urgent task

Set by the king, the son o fSthenelos.
”
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Sto od up to be a mo narch ; having learned Of a minor suddenly is pro pped benea th
The worth o f life, life

’
s wo rth wo uld he By no te which, new- struck, turns the wail,

bestow
On all whose lo t was cast, to live or die,

As be determined fo r the multitude.

So stands a sta tue ped esta lled sublime,
Only that it maywave the thunder o ff,
And ward , from winds that vex, a world

below.

And them—as if a whisper fo und its way
E

’
en to the sense 0

’
the marble, Vain thy

vow

The roya lty o f its reso lve, that head
Shall hide within the dust ere day be d one
That arm, its ou tstretch o f beneficence,
Shall have a speed y end ing on the earth

Lie pat ient , pro ne, while light some cricket
leaps To which Apo llo n . with a sunset smile,

And takes possessio n o f the masterpiece, Sad ly And so sho uld morta ls arbitra te !
To sit, sing lo uder as mo re near the sun . It were unseemly if they aped us Go d s,

Fo r why A flaw was in the pedestal And , mindfu l o f o ur chain of consequence,
W ho knows ? A wo rrn

’
s wo rk Sapped , the Lost care o f the immediate earthly link

certain fa te Fo rwent the comfo rt o f life’s litt le ho ur,
0

’

the statue is to fall, and thine to die In prospect o f some co ld abysmal bla nk
Alien eternity,—unlike the time

W hereat the monarch, calm, addressed him Theyknow, and understand to pra ctisewith,
self No ,—o ur eternity—no heart’s blo od , br

'

ght

To die, but bitterly the so ul outbroke And warm o utpoured in its beho o f, would
0 prodiga lity o f life, blind waste
I’ the wo rld , o f power pro fuse without the Never so pa lely, warm a whit the mo re

will W hereas retained and treasured—left to heat
To make life d o its wo rk, deserve its day Joyously on , a life

’
s length , in the breast

My ancestors pursued their pleasure, po ured O
’
the lo ved and loving

—it wo u ld thro b itself
The blood 0

’
the peo ple o ut in id le war, Through , and suffuse the earthly tenemen t .

Or to ok occasion o f some weary peace Transform it , even as yourmansion here
To bid men dig d own deep o r build up high , Is lo ve- transfo rmed into a temple- home

Spend bone and marrow that the kingmight W here I , a God , forget the Olumpian glo w.

feast I’ the feel o f human richness like the ro se

Entrenched and bu ttressed from the vu lgar Your ho pes and fears, so blind and yet so

gaze. sweet

Yet they all lived , nay, lingered to o ld age : W ith death abo ut them. Therefo re , wel l in

As though Zeus lo v’ed tha t they should laugh thee

to sco rn To look, no t o n eternity, but time
The vanity o f seeking o ther ends To apprehend that , should Admetos d ie,
In rule than just the ruler’s pastime. They All, we Gods purposed in him, d ies as su re

Lived I must d ie.

”
That , life

’
s link snapping, all o ur chain is

And , as some long last moan lost.

Into a wonder and a triumph , so
Began Alkes tis Nay, thou art to live !

The glory tha t , in the d isguise of flesh ,

W as helpfiil to o ur house,—he pro ph s ied
The coming fate : whereo n , I pleaded sore

That he, —I guessed a God , who to his couch
Amid the clouds must go and come again,
W hile we were darkling,—since he lo ved us

bo th ,
H e should permit thee, at whatever price,
To live and carry o u t to heart’s co ntent
Soul

’
s purpose, turn each thought to very
deed ,

N o r let Zeus lo se themo narch meant in thee.

”
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And yet a mortal glance might pierce, W o rked in the world , o ne bo dy, for man’
s

methinks, sake.

D eeper into the seeming dark o f things, Never be that abominable show
And learn, no fruit , man

’
s life can bear, will Ofpassive death withou t a quickening life

Admetos only, no Alkestis now 2”

Learn, ifAdmetos die now, so much mo re
W ill pity fo r the fra ilness fo und in flesh ,
W ill terror at the earthly chance and change
Frustratingwisest scheme o fnoblest soul ,
W ill these go wake the seeds o fgo od asleep
Thro ughout the wo rld : as o ft a rough wind

sheds

The unripe promise o f some field -flower,

true

But loosens too the level, and lets breathe
A th o usand captives fo r the year to come.

N evertheless , o btain thy prayer, stay fate l
Admetos lives—if tho u wilt die fo r him

So was the pact concluded that I die,
And tho u live o n , live for thyself, forme,
Fo r a ll theworld . Embrace and bid me hail,
H usband , because I have the victory
Am, heart, so u l, head to fo o t, onehappiness l”

W hereto Admetos, in a passionate cry,

N ever, by that true word Apo llon Spoke !
A ll the unwise wish is unwished , oh wife

Let purposes ofZeus fulfil themselves ,
If no t through me, then thro ugh some o ther

man

S till , in myself he had a purpose too ,
Ina lienably mine, to end with me

This purpose— that, througho ut my earth ly

M ine sho uld be mingled and made up with

thine,
A nd we two prove one fo rce and play one

And d o one thing. Since death divides the
In " ,

’T is well that I depart and thou remain

W ho wast to me as spirit is to flesh
L et the fles h perish, be perceived no mo re,
S o thou , the spirit tha t informed the flesh,
Bend yet awhile, a very flame abo ve
T he rift I drop into the darkness by,
And bid remember, flesh and spirit once

Then she O tho u Admetos, must the pile
Of truth on truth, which needs but one truth

more

To tower up in completenes s, tmphy- like,
Emprize o fman , and triumph o f the world ,
Must it go ever to the gro und again

Because o f some faint heart or fal teringhand ,
W hich we, tha t breath less wo rld about the

base,
Trusted sho uld carry safe to al titude,

Superimpose o ’ the summit , our supreme
Achievement, our victo rious coping- stone ?

Shall thine, Beloved , pro ve the hand and

heart
Tha t h il again , flinch backward at the truth

W ould cap and crown the structure this last
time,

P recipitate ourmo numenta l hope
And strew the earth ignobly yet o nce mo re ?
See how, truth piled o n truth, the structure

wants ,

W aits just the crowning truth I claim o f thee !

W ouldst tho u , for any joy to be enjoyed ,
For any sorrow that thou mightst escape,
Unwill thywill to reign a righteo us king?
N owise And were there two lo ts, death and

life,

Life, wherein go od reso lve sho uld go to air,

D eath, whereby finest fancy grew plain fact
I’ the reign o f thy survivor,—life or death

Certainly dea th, thou choosest . H ere stand I
Thewedded , thebelo ved o ne hadst thou lo ved
H er who less worthily could estimate
Bo th life and dea th than thou ? No t so

sho uld say
Admetos , whom Apo llon made come court

Alkestis in a car, submissive brutes
Ofblo od were yoked to , symbo lizing soul
Must dominate unru ly sense in man.

Then , shall Admetos and Alkestis see
Goo d alike, and a like cho ose, each fo r each ,
Go od ,

—and yet , each fo r o ther, at the last ,
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Choose evil W hat ? tho u soundest in my
soul

To depths below the deepest , reachest go od
In evil, that makes evil goo d again,
And so allo ttest to me tha t I live
And no t dib letting die, no t thee alone,

But all true life that lived in bo th o f us ?
Lo ok at me once ere thou decree the lo t

Therewith her who le soul entered into his,
H e looked the lo ok back, and Alkestis died .

And even while it lay, i
’
the look o fhim,

D ead , the dimmed body, brigh t Alkestis
’

sou l

H ad penetrated through the populace
Of ghosts , was go t to Ko ré ,—throned and

crowned

The pensive queen o
’
the twilight , where

she dwells

Forever in a muse, but half away
From flowery earth she lost and bankers

for,

And there demanded to become a gho st
Before the time.

W herea t the so ftened eyes
Of the lost maidenhood that lingered still

Straying among the flowers in Sicily,
Sud den was startled back to H ades’ thro ne
By that demand : broke thro ugh humanity
Into the orbed omniscience o fa. God ,
Searched a t a glance Alkestis to the soul,
And said—while a long slow sigh lost itself
I’ the hard and ho llow passage o f a laugh

H ence, thou deceiver !

die,

If, by the very death which mocks me now,

The life, tha t
’
s

power,
Is fo rmidably d oubled . Say, there fight

BALAUSTION
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late

And so leap naked o
’
er the barrier, leave

A combatant equipped from head to heel,

Yet cry to the o ther side R eceive a friend

W ho fights no longer l
’

Back, friend , to

the fray I’

W o uld be the prompt rebuff I echo it.
Two so uls in one were formidable o dds

Admetos must no t be himself and tho u !
”

And so , befo re the embrace relaxed a whit,

The lost eyes o pened , still heneath the look

And lo , Alkestis was alive aga in ,

And o fAdmfl os’ rapture who shall spa k?

So , the two lived together long and well.

But never could I la m, by word of scribe

Or voice o f poet , rumour waits our way,
That—o f the scheme o f ru le in righ teousness,

The bringing back again the Go lden Age.
Which, rather than renounce, our p it would

die

That ever onemint particle came true,
W ith bo th alive to bring it to efl

’

ect :

Such is the envyGo ds still bearmankind !

So might our version o f the sto rymo re.
And no Euripidean pathos plague
Too much my critic- friend o f Syracuse.

Besides yo ur poem failed to get the p ine
(Tha t is, the first prize : second prize is none).

Sophokles go t it 1
”
H onour thegreat name !

All canno t lo ve two great names ; yet some

d o

This is no t to I know the poetess who graved in go ld .
Among herglo ries tha t sha ll never i de,
This style and title fo r Euripides ,

left behind and past my Tb: H uman wit)! I u
’

r dropping: d m

Two athletes, side by side, each ath lete I know, too , a.great Kanuian painter,‘strong
armed

W ith only half the weapons, and no mo re,
Adequa te to a contest with their foe
If one of these sho uld fling helm, swo rd and

shield

As H erakles, though rosy with a robe

Of grace that so ftens d own the sinew!

strength :

1 The famous P ro togenes, the rival of
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P ER SON S IN TH E (Temple by temple fo lded to his breast,
TR ANSCR IBED P LA Y OF H ER AKLES . All thy White wo nder fainting out in ash)

Lightly some vaporo us sigh o f so ul escaped .
And so the Immorta ls bade Ath enai back !
Or earth migh t sunder and absorb thee.

save,

Buried below Olumpos and its god s,
Akropo lis to dominate her realm

THESEUS
Fo r Kore,

’
and conso le the gho sts ; o r, sea

W ha t if th wa te lura l vastitude,
Ckoros of Aged Thebam .

R o lling un

y
animouzEd vance, had rushed ,

Migh t upon might, a moment ,—stood , one

AR ISTOP H ANES’
AP OLOGY. stare,

Sea - face to city - face, thy glauco us wave
abxGerda xevlfipet

’
61 67” at 06m1 1

,
mil e; p t . Glassing tha t marbled last magnificentx,

I ea t no carrion : when you sacrifice Till fate
’
s pale tremulous foam- dower tipped

Some cleanly creature—ca ll me for a slice !
the grey,

W IND , wave, and bark, bear Eu thukles'and IAnd whfizd
m e broke and o versm rmed mi

sucme,
Ba laustion , from—no t so rrow but despair, T° bo unds h

a
ck , multitudinously ceased ,

N o t memo ry but the present and its pang Let land breathe unconfused With sea.

Athenai, live tho u hearted in my heart Attilt é was, Athenaiwas no t now
Never, while I live, may I see thee mo re,
Never again may these repugnant orbs
Ache themselves blind before the hideous

pomp,
The ghastly mirth which mocked thine o ver

throw
—Death’s entry, H aides’ ou trage

D o omed to die,
Fire shou ld have flung a passio n o f embrace
Abo ut thee till, resplendently inarmed ,

1 Balaustion
'
s husband .

Such end I co uld have home, fo r I had shared .

But this which , glanced at , aches within my
o rbs

To blinding,—bear me thence, bark, wind

and wave

Me, Euthukles, and , hearted in each heart .

Athenai, undisgraced as P allas
’
self,

Bear to my birthplace, H elio s
’
island -bride,

Zeus’ darling : thither speed us, homeward

bo und ,
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W afted already twelve hours’ sail away
From horro r, nearer by o ne sunset R hodes

W hy should despairbe? Since, distinct abo ve
Man

’
s wickedness and fo lly, flies the wind

And floa ts the clo ud , free transpo rt fo r o ur

so u l

Ou t o f its fleshly durance dim and low,

Since disembodied so ul anticipates
(Tho ught -home as now, in rapturo us un

Abo ve a ll crowding, crystal silentness,
Abo ve a ll no ise, a silver so litude

Surely, where tho ught so bears so u l, soul in

time

May permanently bide, assert the wise,

There live in peace, there wo rk in hOpe once

mo re

0 no thing d oubt , P hilemo n ! Greed and

strife,

H atred and cark and care, what place have
they

In yo n blue libera lity o f heaven ?
H ow the sea helps ! H ow rose- smit earth

Breast -high thence, somebright morning, and
be R hodes

H eaven , earth and sea , mywarrant—in their
name,

Believe o
’

er fa lsehood , truth is surely

O
’
er ugliness beams beauty, o

’
er this wo rld

Extends that realm where, as the wise

assert ,
”

P hilemo n, tho u sha lt see Euripides
Clearer than mo rta l sense perceived the man

A sunset nearer R hodes, by twelve hours’

O f surge secured from horro r? R ather say,

Quieted out o fweakness into strength .

I d are invite, survey the scenemy sense
P erikles

D ie then, who pulled such glo ry on yo ur

heads !
S taggered to apprehend for, d isenvo lved There let it grind to powder !
From themere outside anguish and co ntempt , The living are the dead now : death be life

S lowly a justice centred in a d o om

R eveals itself. Ay, pride succumbed to pride,
O ppressio n met the oppresso r and was

ma tched .

1 Judge and juryman .

W hy sho uld the sunset yonder waste its

wea lth ?

Canean .

Athenai
’
s vaunt braved Sparte’s vio lence

Till, in the shock, prone fell P eiraio s, low
R ampart and bulwark lay, as,—timing stroke
Of hammer, axe, and beam ho ist , po ised and

swung,

The very dute-

girls blew their laughing best ,
In dance about the conquero rwhile he bade
Music and merriment help enginery
Ba tter d own, break to pieces a ll the trust
Of citizens once, slaves now. Seewha t walls

P lay substitu te fo r the lo ng d o uble range

Themistoklean , hera ldinga guest

From harbo ur on to citadel I Each side
Their senseless wa lls demo lished stone by

sto ne,
— ou ter wall as stonelike,— heads and

hearts,
Athenai

’
s terro r- stricken popu lace

P ra ttlers, tongue
- tied in cro uching abject

ness,

Braggarts, who wring hands wont to flourish
sword s

So phist and rhetorician , demagogue,

(Argument dumb, autho rity a jest)
D ikast and heliast , l pleader, litigant ,
Quack -priest , sham-prophecy- retailer, scout

O
’
the customs, sycophant , whate’er the style,

Altar- scrap- snatcher, pimp and parasite,
R iva lities at truce now each with each ,
Stupefied mud - banks,— such an use they

serve

W hile the o ne o rderwhich perfo rms exact
To promise, functions faithfu l last as first ,
W hat is it but the city

'
s lyric tro o p,

Chantress and psa ltress, flute-

girl, dancing

girl ?

Athenai’s harlo try takes laughing care

Their pa tro n miss no pipings, la te she lo ved ,
But deathward tread at least the kordax- step.

’
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P ro ve thee Olympian Ifmy heart supply
Invio la te the structure,—true to type,
Build me some spirit - place no flesh shal l find ,
As P heidias may inspire thee : slab o n slab,
R enew Athenai, quarry out the clo ud ,

Convert to go ld yon wes t extravagance

Neath P ro pulaia , 1 from Akropo lis
By vapo ury grade and grade, go ld all the

way,

Step to thy snow- P nux,
’l mount thy Berna

clo ud ,

Thunder and ligh ten thence a H ellas thro ugh
Tha t shall be better and mo re beautiful
And too august for Sparte

’
s fo o t to spum

Chasmed in the crag, again our Theatre

P red ominates, o ne purple : Staghunt -month,
Brings it no t D ionusia H ail, the Three

Aischulos, So phokles , Euripides
Compete, gain prize o r lose priz e, god like

still.

Nay, lest they lack the o ld god -exercise

Their noble want the unwo rthy,—as of o ld ,

(H ow o therwise should pa tience crown their
might

Wha t if each find his ape promo ted man,
H is censo r raised fo r antic service still ?

Some new H ermippo s to pelt P erikles,
Kra tinos to swear P heidias robbed a shrine,

Eruxis—I suspect , Euripides,
N o brow will ache because with mo p and

mow
H e gibes my po et

dwarf

Tha t gets to godship somehow, yet retains

H is apehoo d in the Egyptian hierarchy,
Mo re decent , indeco ro us just eno ugh
W hy should no t d og

- ape, graced in due

degree,

Grow Momos as th o u Zeus Or didst thou
sigh

R ightly with thy Makaria After life,
Better no sentiency than turbu lence ;
D eath cures the low contention .

”
Be it so !

Yet progress means contention, to mymind .

There’s a d og
- faced

1 P art o f the Acropo lis.
A ro cky eminence in Athens frequented by

o ra tors and their audiences .

3 The platform used by the ora to r.
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Euthukles, who , except fo r love that speaks,
Art silent by my side while wo rds ofmine
P rovoke that foe from which escape is vain
H enceforward ,wakeAthenai’s fa te and fi ll ,
Memo ries asleep as , a t the al tar- fo o t

Those Furies in the Oresteian so ng,

D o I amiss who , wanting strength , use crafi,

Advance upon the foe I canno t fly,
Nor feign a snake is d o rmant tho ugh it gu v ?

That fate and fa ll, o nce bedded in o ur brain.

R oo ts itself past upwrenching ; bu t coaxed

forth ,

Encouraged o ut to practise fork and flag,

It may pine, likelier die than if left swell
In peace by our pretension to ignore,
Orpricked to threefo ld fury, shou ld o urstamp
Bruise and no t brain the pest .

A mid d le course !

W ha t hind ers tha t we treat this tragic thm e

As the Three taugh t when either woke some
woe,

—H ow Kluta imnestra hated , what the pride

Of Iokasté , why Medeia clo ve

Nature asunder. Small rebuked by large,
W e felt o ur puny ha tes refine to air,

Our poo r prides sink, prevent the humbling
hand ,

Our petty passions purify their tide.

So , Euthukles, permit the traged y
To re-enact itself, this voyage throng

-h ,
Till sunsets end and sunrise brighten Rhodes !
Majes tic on the stage o fmemo ry,
P eplosed and ko th orned , let Athenai fi ll

Once mo re, nay, ofl again till life conclude,

Lent fo r the lesso n Ch o ro s, I and thou !
W ha t else in life seems piteo us any
After such pity, o r proves terrible
Beside such terro r

Still—since P hrunicho s
‘

Ofl
'

ended , by too premature a to uch
Of tha t Milesian smart - place freshly flayed
(Ah , my po o r peo ple, whose prompt remedy
W as—fine the po et, no t refo rm thyself !)

‘ An Athenian poet who was fined fa te

ferring to the defea t a t M iletus.
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Triumph his who le life thro ugh , submitting
wo rk

To wo rk’s right judges, never to the wrong
To competency, no t ineptitude.

W hen he had run life’s pro perrace and wo rked
Quite to the stade

’
s end , there remained to try

The sta de
’
s turn , sho uld strength dare the

d o uble co urse.

H alf the diaulos reached , the hundred plays
Accomplished , fo rce in its rebo und sufi ced

To lift along the a thlete and ensure

A second wrea th , propo sed by foo ls fo r first,
The sta tist

’
s o live as the po et’s bay.

W iselier, he suffered no t a two fo ld aim

R etard his pace, co nfuse his sigh t ; at once
P oet and statist tho ugh the mu ltitude
Girded him ever Al l thine aim thine art ?

The idle po et only ? N o rega rd

Fo r civic duty , public service, here ?
W e d rop our ballo t - bean fo r So phokles
N o t only co uld he write Antigone,

”

But—since (we argued ) whoso penned tha t

Migh t just as well co nduct a squadron ,

Go od - na tured ly he took o n him command ,
Go t laughed at , and wentback tomakingplays,
H aving allowed us our experiment
R especting the fit use o f faculty.

’

N o whit the more did a th lete slacken pace.

So o n the jeers grew Co ld hater o f his kind ,
A sea - cave suits him, no t the vulgar hearth l
W ha t need o ftongue- ta lk,witha bo okish sto re
W ou ld stock ten cities ?

’
Shad ow o f an ass

N o whit theworse did a thlete touch themark
And , at the turning

- point, co nsign his sco rn
O

’
the scorners to that fina l trilogy

H upsipule,
’

P hoinissai,
’
and the Match

Of Life Contemplative with Active Life,
Zethos against Amphion. Ended so

Nowise —began again fo r heroes rest

D ropping shield ’
s o va l o

’
er the entire man ,

And he who thus to o k Contempla tion’
s prize

Turned stride- po int but to fl ee Activity.

Ou t o f all shad owy hands extending help
Fo rlife

’
sdeclinepledged to yo uth

’
s labourstill,

1 Queen o f Lemnos and entertainer o f ] aso n.
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Society with pas time, so litude
W ith peace—he cho se the hand that ga ve the

Bade Maced onian Archela os take
The leavings o fAthenai, ash o nce flame.

For fifty po liticians
’
frosty wo rk,

One poet’s ash pro ved ample and to spare

H e pro pped the sta te and filled the treasury,
Counselled the king as might a meaner soul,
Furnished the friend with wha t shal l stand m

Of crown and sceptre, star his name about
W hen these are dust ; for him, Euripids

Last the o ld hand on the o ld phorminx flung.

Clashed thence Alkaion,
’ maddened P en

theus up ;

Then music sighed itself away, o ne moan
Iphigeneia made by Au lis

’
stra nd ;

W ith her and music died Euripides.

Thepo et - friend who fo llowed him to Thrarx.

Aga thon ,writes thusmuch themerchant -ship
Moreover brings a message from th e king
To yo ungEuripides, who went o n board
This morning at Mounuchia : all rs true.

”

I said “ Thank Zeus fo r the great news and
good !

”

Nay, the report is running in brief fire
Through the town

’
s stubbly furrow,

”
be te

sumed

Entertains brightly wha t their fimmtc

styles

The City o fGapers fo r a week perhaps.
Supplants three lumino us tales, bu t yesterday
P rono unced sufficient lamps to last themonth :
H ow Glauketes , outbiddingMo rsimos ,
P aid market -price fo r o ne Ko paic eel

A tho usand d rachmai, and then co oked hisp ‘iflt

N o t pro per conga - fashion but in o il

And nettles, as man fries the foam- fish -kind

H ow all the captains o f the triremes, late
Victors at Argino usai, o n return

W ill , fo r reward , be straightway pu t to death

3 Guitar.
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H ow Mikon wagered a Thessal ian mirne W ith Arethousian Nikodikos’wife,
Trained him by Lais, looked on as complete, (Comenow, hisyearsweresimply seventy- five)
AgainstLeogoras

’
blo o d -marekoppa -marked ,

l Crossing the palace-court , what haps he on
Valued six ta lents,—swo re, accomplished so , But Archelaos

’ pack o f hungry hounds
The girl could swallow at a d raught , nor W ho to re him piecemeal ere his cry bro ught

breathe, help.

’

A choinix o f unmixed Mendes ian wine ;

And havinglost thema tchwill
—dineonherbs ! Iasked D id no t you write TheFestivals

’

Three stories late a -flame, at once extinct , Yo u best know what dogtore himwhen alive.

Outblazed by just Euripides is dead ’
! You o thers, who nowmake a ring to hear,

H ave no t yo u just enjoyed a seco nd treat ,

I met the concourse from the Theatre, P ro claimed tha t ne’erwas play more wo rthy
The audience flo ckinghomeward : victory prize
Again awarded Aristo phanes Than this , myself assisted a t , last year,
P recisely forhis o ld play cho pped and changed And gave itsworth to , -Spittingo n the same?
The Female Celebra to rs o f the Feast Appraise no poetry,—price cu ttlefish ,

Tha t Thesmo phoria , tried a seco nd time. Or that seaweed -alphestes, scorpio n
- so rt ,

N eversuch full success - assured the fo lk , Much famed fo rmixingmud with fantas:
W h o yet stapped praising to have word o f On midnights I interpret no foul dreams.

mouth

W ith Euthukles, the bard ’
s own intima te,

Balaustion
’
s husband , the righ t man to ask.

’

D ead , yes , but how dead , may acquaint
ance know ?

Yo u were the couple constant at his cave
Tell us now, is it true tha t women, mo ved
By reason o f his likingKrateros

I answered H e was loved by Sokra tes.

Nay,
’
said ano ther, envy did the wo rk

Fo r, emulating poets of the place, For first joy, urged

One Arridaios , one Kra teues, bo th
Established in the royal favour, these

P ro tago ras instructed him, said I .

l ,

’
whistled Comic P laton, hear the

fact
’Twas well said o fyour friend by Sophokles
H e hate o urwomen In his verse, belike :

Bu twhenit comes to prose-work,—ha , ha , ha !”

N ew climes d on
’
t change o ld manners : so , it

chanced ,

P ursuing an intrigue onemoonless night

The wo rld
’
s too squeamish now to bear plain

xA certificate o f high -breed ing. words

If so said Euthukles, so could no t I ,
Balaustion , say. After Lusistrat é

N o mo re fo rme o f people’s privilege,
N o witnessing the Grand o ld Comedy
Coeval with our freed om, which, curtailed ,
W ere freed om’

s deathblow : relic o f the pas t ,
W h en Virtue laughingly to ld truth to Vice,
Uncensured , since the stern mouth , stuffed

with flowers,
Through poetrybreathed sa tire, perfumed blast
W hich sense snufl

'

ed up while searched unto

the bone
I was a stranger

friends,

Go hear our Comedy, some patrio t piece
Tha t plies the selfish ad vo cates o f war

W ith argument so unevadable
Tha t crash fall Kleons whom the finer play
Of reaso n , tickling, deeper wo unds no whit
Than would a spear- thmst from a savo ry

sta lk
No : yo u hear knave and fo o l to ld crime and

fault ,

And see each sco urged his quantity o f stripes.
R o ugh d ea ling, awkward language,

’
whine
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Concerning deeds it acts with gust eno ugh on , and tho se manners o ld and dear

But, thanks to wine- lees and demo cracy,
We

’
ve still our stage where truth calls spade Like Aristeides and like Miltiad es
a spade W ore each a go lden tettix

l in his hair.

”

Ashamed ? P huromachos’ decree pro vides W hat d o they wear now under—Kleoriron ?
The sexmay sit discreetly, witness all,
Sorted , thegoo d with go od , thegaywith gay, W ell, fo r such reaso ns , —I am o ut of breath ,

Themselves unseen, no need to force a blush. But loathsomenes sweneed smust hurrypast,
A R hodian wife and igno rant so long? I did no t go to see, no r then nor now,

Go hearnext play ! ” The “ Thesmo phoriasousai.
”
But , sincemales

I heard Lusistra té .
”
Choo se to brave first , blame afterward , nor

W aves , said to wash po llutio n from thewo rld ,
Take that plague-memory, cure that pustule

As, past escape, I sat and saw the piece
Byone appa lled at P haidra

’
s fate,—the chaste,

W hom, because chaste, the wicked goddess

To tha t same serpent o funchastity
She loa thed most , and who , co iled so , died

R ather thanmake submission, lo o se one limb
Lo ve-wards, a t lambency o f ho neyed tongue,
Ortorture o fthe scaleswhich scraped hersnow

- Isay, thepiecebyhimwho charged this piece
(Because Euripides shrank no t to teach ,
If gods be strong and wicked , man, tho ugh

Mayprove theirmatch by willing to bego od ) I thought H ow tho ro ughly death alters

W ith infamies the Scythian’
s whip sho uld

W here is the wrongnow, d o ne our dead and

Such o utrage done the public P haidra

named

Such purpose to corrupt ingenuo us youth, Cliff-basewith fro thy spites against its ca lm
Such insult cast o n female character l

”

W hy, when I saw that bestiality Euthukles interposed—he read my thwght

So beyo nd all brute- beast imagining,
Tha t when, to po int the mo ra l at the clo se, O

’
erthem, too , inamoment came thed rargr

P o o r Salabaccho , just to show how fair The crowd
’
s enthusiastic, to a man :

W as R econciliation,
”
stripped her charms, Since, rakeas suchmayplease the ordure-heap

Tha t exhibitio n simply bad e us breathe, Beeause o f certain sparkles presumed ore,

Seemed somethingheal thy and commendable At first flash o f true lightning overba d ,

After obscenity gro tesqued so much They look up , no r resume their sen d :

It slunk away revo lted at itself. soon .

H encefo rth I had my answer when our sage The insect - scattering sign is eviden t,

P attern proposingseniors pleaded grave
You fail to fi thom here the deep design

All
’
s acted in the interest o f truth ,

1 Grasshopper, used as a badge ofborrow .

W ith out fair taste o fwhat they stigma tise,
Euthukles had no t missed the first d

’

mplay,
Origina l po rtrait o f Euripides
By Virtue laughingly repro ving Vice
Virtue —the author, Aristo phanes ,

W ho mixed an image out o f his own deptls ,
Ticketed as I tell you . Oh , this time
No mo re pretensio n to recondite wo rth !

N o joke in aid o f P eace, no demagogue

P un- pelleted from P nux, no kordax-d ance

Overt helped covertly the Ancient Faith !
All nowwasmuck, home-

prod uce, honestman

W hich gained the prize that day we hw d
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Sudd enly, to rch - light l kno ckinga t the d o o r,
Lo ud , quick , Admittance fo r the revels

’

lo rd

Some unintelligible Komos - cry

In let him reel raid the kid - skin a t free] ,

(Our R hodian Jackdaw - song was sense to

tha t
Then laughter, outbursts ruderand mo re rude,
Thro ugh which, with silver po int , a fluting

True, the veins swelled , blue network, and
And ever Open, open , Bacch o s bids

A red from cheek to temple,—then retired

But at last - o ne autho ritative wo rd , As ifthedark - leaved chap let damped a flm e.

One name o f an immense significance W as never nursed by temperance o r health.

For Euthukles ro se up , threw wide the d oo r. But huge the eyebal ls ro lled back native fife.
Imperiously triumphan t : no strils wide

There tro o ped the Cho ros o f the Comed y W aited their incense 3 while the parsed

Crowned and triumphant ; first , those flushed month ’
s po u t

Fifieen Aggressive, while the beak supreme above,
Men tha t wo re women’

s garb, gro tesque d is W hile the head , face, nay. pillared thrmt

guise.

Then marched the Three, who played
Mnesiloch o s,

Who , Toxo tes, and who , robed right , masked
rare,

Mo nkeyed o ur Grea t and D ead to heart’s
co ntent

Tha t mo rning in Athenai. Maskswere d own

And robes dofl
'

ed now the so le disguisewas

Mixing with these—I know no t what gay

Girl - dancers, flute- bo ys, and pre- eminent

Amo ng them,
—d o ubtless draped with such

reserve

As sto pped fear o f the fifty- d rachma fine
(Beside o ne

’
s name o n public fig- tree nailed )

W hich women pay who in the streets wa lk
bare, Mastery his, theirs simp ly servitude,

Beho ld Elaphion o f the P ersic dance So well could firm fist help intrepid eye.

Wh o la tely had frisked fiiwn - foo t, and the rest, Fawning and fulsome, had they licked and
— All fo r the P a trio t Cause, the Antique

Faith, At manda te o f one muscle ,
o rder reigned .

The Co nserva tio n o f True P oesy

Co uld I but penetrate the deep design !
Elaphio n , mo re P eiraio s

- known as P haps ,
”

Tripped a t thehead o fthewho le banquet -band
W ho came in front now, as the first fell back ;

And fo remo st— the autho rita tive vo ice,

The revels- leader, he who gained the prize,
And go t the glory o f the M od s feast

There sto od in person Aristo phanes .

And no ignoble pres ence On the bulge
Of the clear ba ldness — all his ha d one

Beard whiteningunder like a vinous h am.

These made a glo ry, o f such inso lence
I tho ught,—such d omineering deity
H ephaistosmight have carved to cut thebrine
For his gay bro ther

’
s prow, imbrue tha t [nth

W hich , purpling, recogniz ed the conqueror.
Impudent and majes tic : drunk, perhaps,
But that’s religio n sense too plainly snufi d :
Still , sensua lity was grown a rite.

W ha t I had disbelieved mo st pro vedmost trne.
There was a mind here, mind a -wantoning
At ease o f undisputed mastery
Over the body’s broo d , th o se appetites
Oh but he grasped them grandly, as thego d
H iseitherstrugglinghandful,—hurt lesssnl kes
H eld deep d own, strained hard o f? flourside
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They had been wrea thingmuch familiar now
Abo ut him on his entry ; but a squeeze
Ch oked d own the pests to place their lo rd

Fo rward he stepped I rose and fro nted him.

H ail, house, the friend ly to Euripides
(So he began ) H ail, each inhabitant
Yo u , lady ? W ha t, the R hodian ? Fo rm

and fi ce,

V icto ry
’
5 self upsoaring to receive

The po et ? R ight they named yo u some

rich name,
Vowel - buds thorned abo ut with consonants,
Fragrant, felicito us, rose

-

glow enriched
By the Isle

’
s unguent : some diminished end

In ion , Ka llistion ? delica ter still ,
Kubelion o rMelittion,—o r, suppose
(Less vulgar lo ve than bee o r vio let )
P hiba lion, for the mo uth split red -fig
Korakinidion for the coa l - black hair,
Nettarion, P habion fo r the darlingness ?

But no , it was some fruit- d ower, R ho idion

ha

W e near the balsam-blo om Balaustion

Thanks,
R h odes l Fo lk have ca lled me R hodian, d o

yo u know
N o t fo o ls so far 1 Because, if H elios wived ,

As P indaro s sings somewhere prettily,
H ere blo oms his o ffspring, earth - flesh with They take me at myword !

sun-fire, One comfort is, I shall no t want them long,

R h odes blo od and H elios
’

go ld . My phOt The Archon’
s cry creaks, creaks, Curta il

minx, boy expense l ’

W hyd oes theboyhangback and baulk an ode The warwantsmoney, year the twenty- sixth

Tiptoe at Spread o fwing7 But like enough, Cut d own our Cho ros number, clip co stume,
Sunshine frays to rch light . W itness whom Save birds’ wings, beetles

’
armour, spend the

you scare,

Superb Balaustio n Lo ok outside the house
P 120, you have quenched my Komos by first

frown

Struck dead a ll joyance : no t a fiuting pufl
'

s

From id le cheekband 1 Ah , myCho ros too ?
Yo u’

ve eaten cucko o -apple 1 D umb, yo u
d ogs ?

1 Arum macrd a tum,
to eat which makes a

So much go od Thasianwasted o n yo ur throa t
And o ut o f them no t one Tb u tane/o

N ebla reta z
'

l Because this earth - and - sun

P roduct lo okswormwo od and all bitterherbs ?
W ell, do I blench , tho ugh me she ha tes the

most

Ofmo rtals P By the cabbage, 06 they slink 1
Yo u , to o , my Chrusomelo lonthio n P haps,
Girl -go ld ling

-beetle~beauty You, abashed ,
W ho la te, supremely unabashable,
P ropped up my play at tha t impo rtant po int
W h en Artamouxia tricks the Toxo tes ?
H a , ha , thank H ermes for the lucky

throw,

W e came last comed y o f the who le seven ,
So went all fresh to judgment well-disposed
Fo r who should fa tly feast them, eye and car,

W e two between us 1 W ha t, you fail your
friend

Away then, free me o fyour cowardice
Go , get you thegoa t

’
s breakfast Fareafield ,

Ye circumcised o fEgypt, pigs to sow,

Back to the P riest’s o r fo rward to the crows,
So yo u but rid me o f such company I
Once left a lone, I can pro tect myself
From statuesque Balaustion ped estalled
On much disapproba tion and mistake I
She dares no t bea t the sacred brow, beside
Bacchos

’
equipment, ivy safeguards well

As P ho ibos’ bay.

In three- crest skull - caps, three days
’
salt -fish

slice,

Three-banked - ships fo r these sham- ambassa
d ors,

And what no t : any cost but Comedy’s
N o Choros — so on will fo llow ; wha t care I ?

Vulgar no ises imita ting familiar so unds .

8 V u lgar expression co nnected with the wo r
sh ip o f the god .
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Archinos and Agurrhios, scrape your flint ,
Flay your dead d og, and curry favo ur so
Cho ros in rags, with loss o f leather next ,
W e lo se the boys’ vo te, lo se the so ng and

dance,

Lo se my Elaphion ! Still, the actor stays.
Save but my acting, and the baldhead bard l
Kudathenaian and P andionid ,

Son o f P hilippo s, Aristo phanes
Surmo unts his rivals now as heretofore,

Though stinted to mere sober prosy verse
Manners and men,

’
so squeamish gets the

world

N o mo re Step fo rward , strip for anapaests
N o calling naughty peo ple by their names,
N o tickling audience into gra titude

W ith chickpease, barleygroats and nuts and

plums,
N o settingSalabaccho

As I turned

True, lady, I am to lerably drunk
The proper inspira tion Otherwise,

P hrunichos, Cho irilo s
—had Aischulo s

So foiled you at the goat
- song? D rink’s a

god .

H ow else did that o ld d oa ting driveller
Kratinos foil me, ma tch mymasterpiece
The ‘Clouds

’
? I swallowed clo ud -d istilment

—d ew
Undimmed by anygrape- blush , knit my brow
And gnawed my style and laughed my

learnedest ;

Whileheworked at his ‘W illow-wicker- dask ,
Swigging at that same flask by which he

swore,

Till, sing and empty, sing and fill again,

Somehow result was—what it sho uld no t be

Next time, I promised himand keptmyword
H ence, brimful now o fThasian I

’
ll be

bound ,
Mendesian merely : triumph -nigh t ,you know,

The H igh P riest entertains the conqueror,
And , since war wo rsens al l things, stingily
The rascal starveswhom he is bo und to stuff,

1 Aristophanes h imself.
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Choro s and actors and their lo rd and king
The po et ; supper, still heneed smust sp read
And this time all was conscientio us fare
H e knew his man, his match , his master

made

Amends, Spared neither fish, flesh , firwl nor

wme

So merriment increased , I promise you,
Till—something happened .

H ere he strangely paused .

After that ,—well , it either was the cup
To the Go od Genius, o ur concluding pledge,

mixed ,
Or, what if, when ”mt happened , need arose

Of new libatio n ? D id yo u only know
What happened I Littlewonder I amdrunk.

”

Euthukles, o
’
er the boat - side, quick, what

change,
W a tch , in the water But a seco nd since,

It laughed a ripply spread o f sun and sea,

R ay fused with wave, to never disunite.

N ow, sudden all the surfice, hard and black,

Lies a quenched light, dead mo tion what

the cause

Lo ok up and lo , the menace o f a cloud

H as so lemnized the sparkling, spoiled the

spo rt !
Just so , some overshadow, some new care

Stopped all themirth and mocking on his h oe

And left there only such a dark surmise
—No wonder if the revel d imp peared ,
So did his face shed silence every sid e !
I recognized a newman frontingme.

So !
” he smiled , piercing to my tho ught at

o nce,

You seemyself? Ba laustio n
’
s fixed regard

Can strip the pro per Aristophanes
Ofwhat our so phists , in their jargo n, style
H is accidents ? My so ul sped forth but now
To meet your hostile survey, —so ul unseen,
Yet veritably cinct fo r so ul-defence
W ith satyr sportive quips, cranks, boss and
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Chionides felled oak and ro ugh - hewed thence
This club I wield now, having spent my life
In planing kno bs and sticking studs to shine ;

Somebody elsemust trymere po lished steel !
”

Embo ldened by the sobermo o d
’
s return,

Meanwhile, said I , since planed and

studded club
Once more has pushed competitors to d ust ,
And poet pro ves triumphant with tha t play
Euthukles fo und last year unfo rtunate,
D oes triumph spring from smoo thness stil l

mo re smo o thed ,
Fresh studs sown thick and threefo ld In

plain words,
H ave you exchanged brute-blows, which

teach the brute
Man may surpass him in brutality,
Fo r human fighting, o r true god - like fo rce
W hich breathes persuasion nor needs fight at

all ?

H ave yo u essayed a ttacking igno rance,
Co nvictingfo lly, by their o ppo sites,
Knowledge and wisd om? no tbyyo urs foro urs,
Fresh igno rance and fo lly, new fo r o ld ,
Greater for less, yo ur crime fo r o urmistake
If so success at last have crowned desert ,
Bringing surprise (dashed haply by concern
At yo ur d isco very such wild waste o f strength
—And what strength —went so lo ng to keep

in vogue

Such warfare—and wha t warfare - shamed

so fast ,

So so o n made obso lete, as fell their foe
By the first arrow native to the o rb,
First onslaught worthy Aristo phanes)
W as this co nvictio n

’
s entry tha t same strange

Somethingthat happened to confound yo ur
feast

Ah , did hewitness thenmyplay that failed ,
First Thesmo pho riazo usai W ell and go o d !

But d id he also see,
—yo ur Euthukles ,

My Grasshoppers ’
which fo llowed and failed

too ,

Three months since, at the Little- in- the

Fields 1

1 Country D io nysian revels.
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To say that he did see that First—s ho uld
say

H e never cared to see its fo llowing.

”

There happens to be reason why I wro te
First play and second also . Ask the cause !

I warrant you receive ere talk be do ne,
Fit answer, autho riz ing either act .

But here’s the po int : as Euthukles made vow
Never again to taste my qua lity,
So I was minded next experiment
Sho uld tickle pala te—yea , o f Euthukles !
N o t by such utter change, such abso lute
A topsyturvy o f stage

- habitude
As you and he wan t, - Comedy built fresh ,
By no vel brick and morta r, base to roo f,

N o , fo r I stand too near and lo ok too clo se !

P leasure and pastime yo urs , specta to rs ha ve,

Should I turn art
’
s fixed fabric upside down !

Little you gues s how such tough work tart s
so ul

No t o vertasks, though : give fit strength fi ir

P lay,

Ay, in some closet where strength shuts out

More o f the o ld provision no ne supp lies

So bo unteo usly as th ou, -o ur lo ve, ourwide.
Our author o f the many a perfect piece !
Stick to tha t standard , change were de

cadence

Next, the unfriend ly .

tire,
H e

’
s fresh, Ameipsias thy antagonist .

—Or better, tu some Salaminian cave

‘This time, strain will

Let strength propose itself, behind the

wo rld ,

So le prize wo rth winning, wo rk that satisfies
Strength it has dared and d one strength

’
s

uttermost

Afterwhich,—clap- to closet and quit cave

Strength may co nclud e in Archelaos
’
court ,

And yet esteem the silken company
So much sky

- scud , sea - fro th, earth - thistle

d own,
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Fo r aught their praise o r blame sho u ld joy
o r grieve.

Strength amid crowds as la te in so litude

M ay lead the still life, p ly the wo rd less task
T hen o nly,when seems need to move orspeak,
M o ving

—forduerespect , when sta tesmenpass,
(Strength, in the clo set, watched how spiders

spin)
Speaking—when fashion shows intelligence,
(Strength, in the cave, o ft whistled to the

gu lls)
In sho rt , has learnt first , practised afterwards
D espise the wo rld and reverence yo urself,
W hy, you may unmake things and remake

things,
And throw behind yo u , unco ncerned eno ugh,
W ha t’s made o r marred : yo u teach men ,

are no t taught I
’

So marches o ff the stage Euripides

N o such thin fare feeds flesh and blo od like
mine,

N o such faint fiime o f fincy sates my so ul,

N o such seclusio n, closet , cave or co urt,
Suits either : give me Io stephano s 1
W o rth making happy wha t coa rse way she

will

0 happy-maker, when her cries increase
Abo u t the favo urite l Aristo phanes
M o regrist to mill , here

’

s Kleo phon to grind

H e
’

s for refusing peace, tho ugh Spartecede
Even D ekeleia H ere

’
s Kleo numo s

D eclaring
—tho ugh he threw away his shield ,

H e
’
ll thrash you till you lay yo ur lyre aside

Orestes bids mind where yo u walk o fnights
H e wants yo ur cloak as yo u his cudgelling :

H ere
’
s, fina lly, Melanthio s fa t with fish ,

The go rmandizer- spend thrift -d ramatist

So , bustle P ounce o n oppo rtunity
Let fun a - screaming in P arabasis,’
Find fo o d for fo lk agape at either end ,

Mad fo ramusement ! Times grow better too ,

And sho u ld they wo rsen, why, wh o laughs,
forgets .

In no ease, venture boy
- experiments

Old wine
’
s thewine new poetry drinks raw
l Vio let - crowned Athens.

3 Comic chorus .
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Two plays a seaso n is yo ur pledge, beside
So , give us W asps

’
again, grown hornets

now P
”

Then he changed .

D o yo u so detect in me

Brow- ba ld , chin - beard ed , me, curved cheek,
earved lip ,

Orwhere so ul sits and reigns in either eye
W ha t suits the—stigma, I a y,

—style say

you ,

Of W ine- lees - poet Bravest o fbufl
'

oo ns,

Less blunt than’

Telekleides , less obscene
Than Murtilo s, H ermippos : quite a match

In elegance fo r Eupo lis himself,
Yet pungent as Kra tinos at his best ?
Graced with traditional immunity
Ever since, much abo ut my grandsire

’
s time,

Some funny village
-man in Megara ,

Lo ut - lord and clown - king, used a privilege,
As due religious drinking- bo u ts came ro und ,
To daub his phyz ,—no , that was afterward ,
H emerelymounted cart withmates o f cho ice
And traversed country, takinghousebyho use,
At night ,—because o f danger in the freak
Thenho llaed Skin - flint starves his labourers
Clench -fist stows figs away, cheats go vern

ment

Such an one likes to kiss his neighbo ur’s
wife,

And beat his own while such ano ther
Boh

So on came the broad day, circumstantia l ta le,
D ancing and verse, and there’s o ur Comedy,
There’s Mullo s, there’s Euetes, there’s the

stock
I shall be pro ud to gra ft my powers upon
P ro tected ? P unished quite as certainly
W hen Archo ns pleased to lay d own each his

law,

Your Morucheides - Surakosios so rt ,

Each seaso n, N o more naming citizens,

Only abuse the vice, the vicio us spare
Observe, henceforth no Areo pagite
D emean his rank by writing Comedy !

’

(They one and all cou ld write the Clouds
’

o f course. )
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Need s must we nick expenditure, allow I tho ught there might lurk truth in jest
’

s

Comedy half a choro s, supper—none,

Times being hard , while applicants increase
For, wha t co sts cash, the Tragic Trilogy.

’
Thanks !” he resumed , so quick to construe

Lo fty Traged ians ! H ow they lounge a lo o f

Each with his Triad , three plays to my o ne, I answered—ih my mind— these gapers
No t co unting the co ntemptuous fourth, the thus

Since o ld wine
’

s ripe and new verse raw,

Concession to meremo rtal levity,
Sa tyric pittance tossed o ur beggar-wo rld

Yo ur pro ud Euripides from first to last

D o led out some five such, never deigned us

more

And these—wha t curds and whey for mar
rowy wine

Tha t same Alkestis you so rave about
P assed muster with him fo r a Satyr- play,
The prig l—why trifle time with toys and

When he could stud
'

four ragbags sausage

W ith so phistry, with bo okish od ds and

ends,
Sokra tes, meteo rs, mo onshine, Life

’
s no t

The tongue swore, bu t unswom the mind

remains,
’

And fifty such conco ctions, crab- tree- fruit

D igested while, head low and heels in heaven,
H e lay, let Comics laugh- for privilege !
Lo oked pun lad on, o r pityingly o ff,
But never dreamed o f payinggibe by jeer,
Bud

'

et by blow plenty o f pro verb- pokes
At vice and fo lly, wicked kings , mad mobs
N o sign o fwincing a t my Comic lash,
N o pro test against infamous abuse,
Malignant censure, no ught to pro ve I

W ith tougher thong than leek and onion

If ever he glanced glo om, aggrieved at all,

The aggrievermust be—Aischulo s perhaps :
Or Sophokles he’d take exception to .

—D o you detect in me—ih me, I ask,
Theman like to accept this measurement
Of faculty, contented ly sit classed
Mere Comic P oet since I wro te The

Birds

W ha t if I vary vintage-mode and mix
Blossom with must , give nosegay to the

brew,

Fining, refining, gently, surely, fill
The ed ucated taste turns unawares

From customary dregs to draught divine ?
Then answered with my lips More

W asps ’

yo u want ?

Come next year and I give you Gra ss

hoppers
And Grasshoppers

mo nth’s play.
They fo rmed the Cho ros. Alkibiad es .
N0 longer Triphales but TriIOph os,

(W hom I mlled D arling-o f- the-Summertime.
Bo rn to be no thing else but beautiful
And brave, to eat , drink, lo ve his life

away)
P ersuades theTettix (o urAuto ch thon - lro od ,

That sip the dew and sing o n o live-brand !

Abo ve the ant - and -emmet po pu lace)
To summo n all who mead ow, hil l and dale

Inhabit—bee, wasp , woodlo use, d ragonfly
To band themselves against red nipper

I gave them,

Stagbeetle, huge Taugetan (yo u gues
Sparté ) Athenai needs must ba ttle with,
Because her sons are grown efl

'

emina te

To that degree
—so morbifies their flesh

The poison -drama o fEuripides,
Mo ra ls and music—there’s no antido te

Occurs save warfare which inspirits blood .
And brings us back perchance the blessed

time

W hen (Cho ros takes up ta le) ourcommo nality
Firm in primaeval virtue, antique fiith,
Ere earwig

- so phist plagued o r pismire- s lge,
Co ckered no nod dle up with A, b, g,
Bo ok - learning, logic

- chopping, and themoon.
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The Thesmo pho riazo usai, smartened up
W ith certain plaits, shall please, I promise

Yes, I too k up the play tha t failed last

year,
And te- arranged things ; threw ad ro itlyin,

No P arach o regema ,
‘—men to ma tch

My women there already ; and when these
(I had a hit at Aristullos here,
H is plan how womankind sh ould rule the

roast )
D ro ve men to plough A-field , ye cribbed

o f cape
Men showed themselves exempt fiom service

straigh t

Stupend ously, till all the boys cried Brave !
’

Then fo r the elders , I betho ught me to o ,
Impro ved upon Mnesiloch os

’
release

From the o ld bowman, board and binding
strap

1 made his son - in- law Euripides
Engage to put bo th shrewish wives away
Gravity one, the o ther So phist - lo re

And mate with the Bald Bard
’
s hetairai

Go od humour and Indulgence
tripped .

Murrhine, Akalanthis, beautifu l

Theirwho lebelongings —crowd joined cho ros
there I

And while the Toxo tes wo und up his part
Byshowerofnuts and sweetmea ts on themob,
The woman -cho ros celebrated New
Ka lligeneia , the frank last -day rite.

Brief, I was chaired and caressed and crowned
And the who le theatre bro ke o ut a -roar,

Echoed my admonitio n—cho ro s - cap
R ival: q

’

mine, your )la nd r to your/aces !
Summon no more {be Al ma , ( In Grat er,

Since here by my side they dam ch m : t/m
'

r

on they

And so we all flocked merrily to feast ,
I , my cho ragos, cho ros, acto rs, mutes
And flu tes aforesaid , friends in crowd , no fear,

At the P riest
’
s supper ; and hilarity

1 Secondary chorus.
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Grew none the less that , early in the p
'

eoe,

R an a repo rt , from row to row close-

packed ,
Ofmessenger

’
s arrival at the P ort

W ith weighty tidings, Of Lum dros
’
flight,

’

Opined one ; That Eubo ia penitent

P referred ano ther ; while The Great King
’
s

Eye

H as bro ught a present fo r Elaphion here,
That rarest peacock Kompo lakuthes
Such was the supposition o f a third .

No ma tter wha t the news,
’
friend Strattis

laughed ,
Itwon

’
tbewo rsefo rwaiting: while each click

Of the klepsudra sets a - shakinggrave

R esentment in our shark’s- head , boiled and

spoiled
By this time : dished mSphettian vinegar,

Silphion and honey, served with cocks’ brain
sauce

So , swift to supper, P oet ! N o mistake,
This play ; no r, like the unflavo ured “ Gras

h oppers ,
”

Salt witho ut thyme ! R igh tmerrilywesupped,
Till—someth inghappened .

0ut it shall , ar !ast !

No Enters an o ld pale- swathed majesty.

Makes slow mute passage through two ranks
as mute,
3 A nickname in “ The Acharnians.

“

Mirth drew to ending, fo r the cup m

crowned

To the Triumphant ! Kleo nclapper erst,
N ow, P lier o f a sco urge Euripides
Fairly turns tail from, flyingAttiké
Fo r Maked onia

’
s ro cks and fro sts and bears .

W here, furry grown , he growls to match the
squeak

Ofgirl
- vo iced , crocus- vested Aga tho n

H a ha , he he W hen suddenly a kno ck
Sharp, so litary, co ld , autho rita tive.

Baba iax l Sokrates a -pass ingby,
A-peering in fo rAristullos’ sake,
To put a question to uchingComic Law P
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(Stra ttis sto od up with all the rest, the sneak
Grey brow still bent on ground , upraised at

length
W hen , our P riest reached , fu ll - front thevision

P riest —the deep to ne succeeded the

Tho u carest tha t thygod have spectacle
D ecent and seemly ; wherefore I anno unce
T ha t , since Euripides is dead to - day,

M yCho ro s, at theGrea terFeast , next month,
Sh a ll, clo thed in black, appearungarlanded !

Then the grey brow sank low, and So

phokles

R e- swa thed him, sweepingd o orward : mutely

’
Twixt rows as mute, to mingle possibly
W ith certain gods who co nvoy age to port
And night resumed him.

When our stupo r broke,
Chirpings to ok courage, and grew audible.

D ead—so one speaks now o fEuripides
U nga rlanded dance Ch oros , did he sayP

I guess the reaso n in extreme o ld age So chirped the feasters though suppressed ly.

N o d o ubt such have the gods for visitants.

W hy did he dedicate to H erakles But I—wha t else d o you suppose P—had
An al tar else, but tha t thegod , turned Judge, pierced
T o ld him in dream who too k the crown o f Quite through friends

’
outside- straining, foes

’

go ld P

H e who resto red Akropo lis the theft , And reached conviction hearted under all .

H imselfmay feel perhaps a timely twinge D eath
’
s rapid line had clo sed a life

’
s account,

A t thought of certain o ther crowns he filched And cut 06, left unalterably clear
From—who now visits H erakles the Judge. The summed - up value o fEuripides.
Instance Med eia I tha t play yielded pa lm
T o So phokles ; and he again— to whom P W ell, it might be the Thasian Certainly
Eupho rion ! W hyP Ask H erakles theJudge ! There sang suggestive music in my ears ;

And , through—what sophists style—thewall

Ungarlanded , just means—eco nomy o f sense

Suppress robes, chaplets , everythingsuppress My eyes pierced death seemed life and life

Except the poet’s present An o ld tale seemed dea th,
P u t capita lly by Trugaio s—eh P Envisaged that way, now, which I , before,

- News from the world o f transformation Conceived was just a moonstruck mood .

strange Quite plain
H ow So phokles is grown Simonides, There t e- insisted ,—ay, ea ch prim stiff phrase

And —aged , ro tten,
- a ll the same, forgreed

W ould venture o n a hurd le out to sea

So jokes P hilonides . Kallistrato s

R etorts—Mistake Instead o f stinginess,
The fact is , in extreme decrepitude,
H e has discarded poet and turned priest ,
P riest o f H alf- H ero Alkon : visited

In his own ho use to o by Asklepio s’ self,
So he avers. Meanwhile, his own esta te

Lies fallow Io phon
’
s the manager,

N ay, touches up a play, brings o ut the same,
Asserts true so nship. See to wha t yo u sink
After your d ozen - d o zen prodigies
Lo oking so o ld—Euripides seems young,
Bo rn ten years la ter.

Just his tricky style !
Since, stea ling first away, he wins first wo rd
Out o fgood

-na tured riva l Sophokles,
P ro cures himself no bad panegyric.

H ad fa tewilled o therwise, himselfwere taxed
To pay survivo r

’
s- tribute,—harder squeezed

From anybo dy beaten first to last ,

Than one who , steadily a conquero r,
Finds that his magnanimity is tasked
To merely make pretence and—bea t itself
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Ofeach o ld play, mystill - new laughing- sto ck , The new ad venture fo r the novel man

H ad meaning, well wo rth po et
’

s pains to sta te, Born to that next success myself foresee
Should life prove half true life’s term,

—death , In right o f where I reach before I rest.
the rest . At end o f a long co urse, stra ight a ll the way.

As for the o ther question, late so large W ell may there tremble somewha t into ken
N ow all at once so little,—he o r I, The untrod pa th, clouds veiled from a riier

W hich better comprehended playwright gaze !

craft, None may live two lives I have lived mine
There, to o , o ld admonition to ok fresh po int . thro ugh ,
As clear recurred o ur last wo rd -interchange Diewhere I first stand still . Yo u retrograd e.

Two years since, when I tried with P lo uto s.
’ I leavemy life

’
s wo rk. I compete with yo u ,

Vain !
’ My last with yo ur last, my Antio p e

Salu ted me the co ld grave- bearded bard P ho inissai—with this P loutos ? N o , I think !
Vain, this late tria l, Aristophanes Ever shal l great and awful Victory
N o ne baulks the genius with impunity Accompany my life—in Maketis

Yo u know wha t kind ’s the nobler, wha t If no t Athenai. Take my firewall , fiiend
makes grave Friend ,—fo r from no consummate excellence

Orwhat makesgrin ; there
’
s yet a noblerstill, Like yo urs , whatever fault may countervafl.

P ossibly,—whatmakes wise, no t grave—and D o I pro fess estxmgement mark t]! marsh ,

glad . Yet where a so litarymarble block
N o t grinning : whereby laughter jo ins with Blanches thegloom, there let the eagle perch !

tears, You show—what splinters of P enteliko s,
Tragic and Comic P oet pro ve one power, Islanded by wha t ordure Eagles fly,

And Aristophanes becomes our Fourth R est on the right place, thence depart as free
Nay, grea test ! Never needs the Art stand But

’
ware man’

s fo o tstep, wo uld it traverse
still, mire

But tho se Art leans o n lag, and none likeyou , Untainted Mire is safe fo r worm that

H er strongest o f supports , whose step aside crawl.
’

Und oes themarch : defection checks ad vance
Too late adventured See the P louto s Balaustion H ere are verymanywords .

here All to portrayo nemoment’s rush of tho ught,
This step decides yo ur foo t from o ld to new And much they d o it Still, yo u understand.

P roves yo u relinquish song and dance and TheArcho n, the Feast -master, read theirsum

jest , And substance, judged the banquet
-

gm
D iscard the beast, and , rising from all - fours, extinct ,
Fain wo uld paint, manlike, actua l human life, So rose, discreetly if abruptly, crowned
Make veritable men think, say and d o . The parting cup , To the Go o d Genius.

H ere
’
s the conception : which to execute, then 1’

W here
’

sforce P Spent ! Ere the race began,
was brea th

O
’
the runner squandered on each fiiend ly

W it - fireworks finned o ff while day craved no

flame

H ow sho uld the night receive her due o f fire

Flared o ut in W asps and H orses, Clouds and

Birds,

P rod igiously a - crackle P R est content

Up starts yo ungStra ttis for a final flash
‘Ay the Go od Genius ! To the Count

Muse,

She wh o evo lves superiority,
Triumph and joy from so rrow, unsucwes

And all tha t’s incomplete in human life ;
W ho pro ves such actual failure tn nsien

wrong,

Since outo fbodyuncouth , halt and maimed
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LO, tha t Euripidean laurel - tree
Struck to the heart by lightning So kra tes

AR ISTOP H ANES’
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W ho dares disjo in thes e—whether he ignores
Bo dy o r so ul, whichever ha lf d estroys,

W o uld question us, with buz z o f how and Maims the else perfect manho od , p erp etmtes
why, Again the inexpiable crime we curse

W herefo re the berry’s virtue, the blo om’
s H acks a t the H ermai, halves each guard ian

vice,

Till we all wished him quiet with his friend ;
Aga thon wo uld compose an elegy,
Lyric bewailment fit to mo ve a sto ne,

Combining, nowise vainly, prominence
Of august head and enthroned intellect,
W ith homelier symbo l o f asserted seine ,

And , stones responsive, we might wince,
’
tis Nature

’

s prime impulse, earthly app etite.

e ;

Nay, with mo st cause o f all to weep the least,
So phokles o rdains mo urning fo r his sake
W hile we co nfess to a remo rseful twinge

Suddenly, who but Aristophanes,
P rompt to the rescue, puts fo rth so lemn hand ,
Singles us o ut the tragic tree

’
s best branch,

P ersuades it gro undward and , at tip , appends,
Fo r vo tive- viso r, Faun

’
s goat

-

grinning face

Back it flies , evermo re with jest a - to p ,

And we recover the true mo od , and laugh !
”

I felt as when some Nikias,—ninny- like
Tro ubled by sunspo t - po rtent ,moon - eclipse,
At fau lt a little, sees no cho ice but so und
R etrea t from foeman ; and his tr00psmistake
The signal , and hail onset in the blas t,
And at their joyous answer, a la lé ,
Back the o ld courage brings the scattered

wits

H e wonders wha t his d o ubt meant, quick
co nfirms

The happy erro r, blows the charge amain.

So I repaired th ings.

Bo th be praised thanked I .
You who have laughed with Aristophanes,

Yo u who wept ratherwith the Lo rd o fTears !
P riest, d o thou , presid ent alike o ’

er each ,
Tragic and Comic function o f the god ,

H elp with liba tio n to the blended twain
Either o fwhich wh o serving, o nly serves
P roclaims himself disqua lified to pour
To tha t Go o d Genius—complex P o etry,
Uniting each god -

grace, including bo th

W hich, operant fo r body as for so ul,
Masters alike the laughter and the tears ,
Supreme in lowliest earth, sublimest sky.

Fo r, when o ur fo lly ventures o n the flank,
W o uld fain abo lish joy and fi'uitfulnes ,

Left so litarily pred ominant,
Unbod ied so ul,—no t H ermes , bo th in one?

I , no mo re than our City, acquiesce

In such a d esecration, bu t defend

Man
’
s d o uble nat ure—ay, wert tho u its the !

Could I once mo re, tho u co ld Euripides ,
Encounter thee, in no ught wo u ld I abate
My warfare, no r subdue my worst attack
On the whose life -work preached Ra

'

s e

Evira te H ermes —wo uld avenge the god ,
And justify myself. Once fi ce to fine,
Tho u , the argute and tricksy, sho uldst no t

As thine o ld fashion was , in silent scorn

The breast that quickened a t the sting o f

N o r turn fromme, as, if the tale be true,
From Lais when she met thee in thywalks.

And ques tio ned whyshe had no righ ts as th ou
N o t so sho uldst thou betake thee, bem ed .

To boo k and pencil , deign me no rep ly !

I would extract an answer from th o se lips

So clo sed and co ld , were mine the gard en
chance

Gone from the world D oes none remain

N0 sun makes pro o f o f his who le potency
Fo rgo ld and purple in that o rbwe view

The apparent o rb d oes litt le bu t leave blin i
Theaudacious, and confused theworshipp im
But , close o n orb

’
s d eparture, must succeed

The serviceable cloud , —must intervene,
Induce expenditure o fro se and blue,
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R evea l what lay in him was lost to us.

So , friends,what hinders, aswehomeward go ,
If, privileged by triumph gained to d ay,
W e clasp that cloud our sun lefl: satura te,

The R hodian rosy with Euripides ?
N o t o fmy audience o n my triumph - day,

She nor her husband ! After the night
’
s

news

N either will sleep but watch ; I know the

mood .

Accompany ! my crown declares my right

And here you stand with those warmgo lden

eyes !

In honest language, I am scarce to o sure

W hether I rea lly felt, indeed expressed
Then, in that presence, things I now repea t :
N o r half, nor any o ne word , - will that do P
M aybe, such eyesmust strikeconviction, turn
O ne

’
s naturebo ttomupwards, show thebase

The live rock la tent underwave and foam
Superimposure these Yet so lid stuff

W ill ever and ano n , obeying star,

(And wha t sta r reaches rock -nerve like an

eye P)
Swim up to surface, spout ormud or flame,
And find no mo re to d o than sink as first .

Anyhow, I have fo llowed happily
Th e impulse, pledged myGenius with effect ,
Since, come to see you, I am shown—my

self !
”

I answered

One ofus declared fo r bo th
W elcome the glo ry o fAristophanes.

Th e o ther ad ds : and ,—if tha t glory las t ,
N o r marsh -born vapour creep to veil the

same,
Once entered , share in our so lemnity !
Commemo rate, as we, Euripides !

”

VVhat P ” he looked round ,
“ I darken the

P ro firne the temple o f your deity P
Tha t

’
s true ! Else wherefo re d oes he stand

687

W ha t R hod ian paint and pencil saved so much .

Beard , fi
‘

eckled face, brow—a ll but brea th, I
hope l

Come, tha t
’
s unfirir : myself am somebo dy,

Yet my pictorial fame’s just po tter’s-wo rk,
I merely figure on men

’
s drinking-mugs !

I and the Flat -nose, So phroniskos
’
so n,

Oft make a pair. But what
’
s this lies below ?

H is table-book and graver, playwright
’
s to o l

And 10, the sweet psalterion, strung and

screwed ,
W hereo n he tried those Ie- J-J-J- és

And é e- J-J- é -Jr and turns and trills,

Lo vely lark’s tirra - lirra , lad
’
s delight

Aischulos
’ bronze- throat eagle-bark at blo od

H as somehow Spoiled my taste for twitterings
W ith what , and did he leave you

H erakles ’
P

The Frenzied H ero ,
’
one unfractured sheet ,

N o pine-wood tablets smeared with treacher
o us wax

P apuros perfect as e
’
er tempted pen !

Must be that crown the fine wo rk failed to

ca tch,
No wonder ! This might crown Antio pe.

’

H erakles triumph P In yo urheart perhaps !
But elsewhere ? Come now, I

’
ll explain the

case,

Show you the main mistake.

sheet
Give me the

I interrupted

Aristophanes
The stra nger

-woman sues in her abode
Be ho no ured as o ur guest But, call it

shrine,
Then No dishono ur to the D aimon bids
The priestess o r expect disho no ur’s due ! ’

Yo u enter fresh from your worst infamy,
Las t instance o f long o utrage ; yet I pause,
W ithho ld the word a - tremble on my lip ,
Incline me, rather, yearn to reverence,

So you bu t suffer tha t I see the blaze
And no t the bo lt,—the splendid fancy- fling,
No t the co ld iron ma lice, the launched lie
W henceheavenly firehu withered impo tent,
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Yet execrable, leave it ’
nea th the lo ok

Ofyo n impassive presence W hat he sco rned ,
H is life long, need I to uch, ofi

'

end my fo o t,
To pro ve tha t malice missed its mark , that lie
Cumbers theground ,returns to whenceit came
I marvel, I deplo re,—the rest be mute

Bu t , throw o ff ha te’s celestiality,
Showme, apart fromsong

- flash and wit - dame,
A mere man’

s hand igno bly clenched against

Yo n supreme ca lmness, - and I interpo se,
Such as you see me Silk breaks lightning

’
s

blow l ”

H e seemed to scarce so much as no ticeme,
Aught had I spoken, save the final phrase :
Arrested there.

Euripides grown ca lm

Calmness supreme means dead and therefo re
safe,

”

H e muttered ; then mo re audibly began

D ead Such must die ! Could people
comprehend

There’s the unfairness of it So obtuse
Are all : from So lo n d ownward with his saw

Let none revile the dead ,—no , though the
so n,

Nay, far descendant, should revile thyself!
To him who mad e Elektra , in the act

Ofwreaking vengeance on her worst of foes ,

Scruple to blame, since speech that blames
insults

Too much the very villain life- released .

N ow, I say, only after dea th, begins
Tha t formidable claim,

—immunity
Offimltiness from fiault

’

s due punishment
The living, who defameme,—why, they live
Foo ls,—I best pro ve them fo o lish by their life,
W ill they but wo rk on, lay theirwo rk bymine, Balaustio n

And wait a little, one Olympiad , say

AR ISTOP H ANES’
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Awaiting just the word posterity
P ants to pro no unce Time’s wave breaks,
buries—whom,

Fo o ls, when myself confi'onts you four years
hence

But die, ere next Lenaia ,—safely so
Yo u

’
scape me, slink with a ll yo ur ignorance,

Stupidity and malice, to tha t ho le
O

’

erwhichsurvivo rs croak R es pect thedead 2
°

Ay, fo r I needs must Bu t allow me clutch
Only a carrion - handful, lend it sense,
(Mine, no t its own, or co uld it answerme ?)
And questio n You , I pluck fromhiding-

place.

W hose cant was , certain years ago , my
Clo uds

Might last until the swa llows came with

W ho se chatter, Bird s are unintelligible,

Mere psycho logic puz zling : poetry
List , the true lay to rock a crad le with

Ay, now as then , I p ulverize the bro o d ,
Mindful , fi

'
om the firs , where

foe

Then—where’s the vital fo rce, mine froze W ou ld hide head safe when hand had flung
beside

The sturdy fibre, shamed my brittle stuff?
The scho o l -correctness, sure o fwise award

W henmy vagaries cease to tickle taste ?

its stone,

I did no t turn cheek and take pleasantly,
But flogged while skin co uld purple and fis h

start ,

W here’s censure that must sink me, judgment To teach fo o ls whom they tried conehn ions

big with .

—W o uld no t I rub each face in its own filth
To tune o f ‘N ow tha t years ha ve come and

gone,

H ow d oes the fact stand ? W ha t
’
s demon

strahle

By time, that tries things —yo ur own test ,

no t mine

W ho think men are, were, everwill be foo ls,

Though somehow fo o ls confu te fo o ls, as

these, you
D on

’
tmumble to the sheepish twos and threes

You co rnered and called audience Face

this me

W ho know, and can, and—helped by fifiy
years

D o pulverize you pygmies, then as now I
’
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N o r add , this poet , learned ,—fo und no taunt As glance at poo rAthenai) grimly gross
Tell like That o ther poet stud ies bo o ks A popula tion which, mere flesh and bloo d ,
W ise,—cried At each attempt to mo ve our Ea ts, drinks and kisses, falls to fisticufl

’

s,

hearts, Then hugs as hugely : speaks to o as it acts ,

H e uses the mere phrase o f daily life P rodigiously ta lks nonsense, towmmen

W itty, H is mo therwas a herb-woman

Veracio us, ho nest, lo ya l, fair and go od , Must parley in their town’
s vernacular.

It was Kephisophon who helped himwrite Such world has, o f two courses, one to cho o se

Unworld itself,—o r else go blackening ofl
'

W hence,—O the tragic end of comedy To its crow-kindred , leave philo so phy
Ba laustion pities Aristo phanes . H erheights serene, fit perch fo r owls likeyou .

Fo r, who believed him ? Those wh o laughed N ow, since thewo rld d emurs to eitherco urse,
so loud ? P ermit me,—ia defau lt o fboy o rgirl,

They heard him call the sun Sicilian cheese So they be reared Athenian, go o d and true,
H ad he ca lled true cheese—curd , wo uld To praise wha t you most blame H earArt

'

s

muscle mo ve ? defence

W hat made them laugh but the eno rmous lie ? I
’
ll prove our institutio n, Comed y,

Kephiso phon wro te H erakles ? ha, ha , Coeva l with the birth o f freed om, ma tched

Wha t can have stirred thewine-dregs, soured So nice with o ur R epublic, tha t its growth
the so ul Measures each greatness, just as its decline

And set a - lyingAristophanes ? W o uld signa lize the d ownfa ll o f the pair.

Some accident a t which he to ok o ffence ! OurArt beganwhen Bacchos . . nevermind !

The Tragic Master in a mo o dy muse Yo u and yo urmaster d on’
t acknowledgego ds :

P assed him unhailing, and it hurts
—it hurts ! They are no t, no , they are no t well,

Beside, there’s licence fo r the W ine- lees

Blood burnt the cheek - bone, each black eye
flashed fierce.

But this exceed s o ur licence Stay awhile
Tha t

’
s the so lutio n bo th are fo reigners,

The fresh- come R hod ian lady and herspouse
The man o f P hokis : newly resident,
N owise instructed—tha t explains it a ll
N o bo rn and bred Athenian bu t wo uld smile,
Unless frown seemed mo re fit for ignorance.

These strangers have a privilege

You blame
( P resently he resumed with mildermien)
Bo th theo ry and practice—Comedy

Blame her from altitudes theTragic friend

R ose to , and upraised friends a longwith him,

N oma tterh ow. Once there, all’sco ld and fine,
P assio nless, ra tiona l o ur wo rld benea th
Shows (should you co ndescend to grace so

W hen the rude instinct o f o ur race outspoke,
Found , -o n recurrence o f festivity
Occasioned by black mo ther-earth’s go od will
To children, as they to ok her vin tage -

gifls,
Found—no t the least o fmany benefits
Tha t wine unlocked the stifl'est lip , and lo o sed
The tongue la te dry and reticent o f joke,
Through custom’

s gripe which glad ness

So , emulating liberalities,
H eaven joined with earth for that god

’
s d ay

at least ,

R enewed man’
s privilege, grown obso lete,

Of telling tru th no r dreading punishmen t
W hereo n the joyous band disguised theirforms
W ith skins, beast - fashion, daubed each phyz

with dregs,
Then ho llaed Neighbour, yo u are fo o l , yo u

—knave,
Yo u—hard to serve, you

—stingy to rewa rd !
’

The guiltless crowed , the guilty sunk their

crest ,

And goo d fo lk gained thereby,
’
twas evid e n
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W hence, by degrees, a birth o f happier
thought,

The no tio n came—no t simply this to say,

But this to do - pro ve, put in evidence,

And act the foo l, the knave, the harsh , the
bunks ,

Who d id pra te, chea t , shake fist , draw purse
string tight,

As crowd might see, which only heard befo re.

So played the P oet , with his man o f parts ;
And all the o thers, found unqualified
To mo unt cart and be perso ns, mad e themob,
Jo ined cho ros, fo rtified their fellows’ fun,
Anticipated the community,
Ga ve judgment which the public ra tified .

Suitingroughweapon d oubtless to plain truth ,
They flung, fo rword - artillery , why—filth

Still, fo lk who wiped the unsavo ury salute
From visage, wo uld prefer the mess to wit
Steel, poked thro ugh midrifl

'
with a civil

speech,
As now the way is : then , the kind lier mod e
W as—d rub no t stab, ribroast no t scarify
So did Sousarion introd uce, and so

D id I , acced ing, find the Comic Art
Club,—if I call it ,—no tice wha t’s implied
An engine proper fo r ro ugh chastisement,
N o d ownright slaying : with impunity
P ro vided crabtree, steeped in o ily joke,
D ea l only such a bruise as laughter cures.

I kept the gained advantage : stickled still

Fo r club- law sto ut fun and allowanced

thumps
Kn ocked in each knob a crevice to ho ld joke
As fig

- leaf ho lds the fa t - fry.

N ext , whom thrash ?
On ly the co arse fo o l and the clownish knave ?
H igher, more artificial , composite
Ofl

'

ence sho uld pro ve my prowess, eye and

arm

N o t who robs henroo st, tells o f untaxed figs,
Spends all his substance o n stewed ellops-fish ,

Or gives a pheasant to his neighbour
’
s wife :

N o strike ma lpractice tha t affects theState,
Th e common wea l—intriguer or po ltroo n,
Vena lity, co rruptio n, wha t care I

6gr

If shrewd o r witless merely —so the thing
Lay sap to aught tha t made Athenai brigh t
And happy, change her customs , lead astray
Youth or age, play the demagogue at P nux,
The sophist in P alaistra , o r—wha t

’

s wo rst ,

As widest mischief, - from the Theatre

P reach inno vation, bring contempt on oa ths,
Ad o rn licentiousness, despise the Cult .
Are such to be my game W hy, then there

wants

Quite o ther cunning than a cudgel
- sweep

Grasp the o ld sto ut stock, but new tip with

steel

Each boss, if I wo uld bray—no ca llous hide

Simply, but Lamachos in coat o f pro o f,
Or Kleo n cased abo ut with impudence
Shaft pushed no wo rse while point . pierced

sparkling so

Tha t none smiled Spo rtive, what seems

— Inno cuo us anger, spiteless rustic mirth
Yet spiteless in a so rt , considered well ,

Since I pursued my warfare till each wo und
W ent thro ugh the mere man, reached the

principle
W o rth purgingn'om Athenai. Lamachos ?
N o , I attacked war’s representative ;
Kleo n N o , flattery o f the populace ;
Sokrates N 0, but tha t pernicio us seed
Of sophists whereby ho peful yo uth is ta ught
To jabber argument, chop logic, po re
On sun and moo n, and worship W hirligig.

0 yo ur traged ian, with the lo fty grace,
Aims at no o ther and effects as much
Candid ly : wha t’s a po lished period wo rth ,
Filed curt sententiousness o f loaded line,
W hen he who dea ls o ut doctrine, primly steps
From just tha t selfsamemo o n hemaunders o f,
And , blo od - thinned by his pallid nutriment ,
P roposes to rich earth- blo od—purity ?
In me,

’
twas equal -ba lanced flesh rebuked

Excess alike in stuff-guts Glauketes

Or starveling Chairephon ; I challenged
bo th

Stro ng understander o f o ur commo n life,
I urged sustainment o f humanity.

W hereaswhenyour tragedian cries up P eace
H e

’
s silent as to cheesecakes P eacemaychew
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Seeing thro ugh rabble- rule, he shu ts his eye
To what were better d o ne than crowding

P nux

Tha t’s d ance TIrra tanelo
, the Kuklo ps

drunk l'

My power has hard ly need to vaunt itself

Oppo sers peep and mutter, o r speak plain
N o naming names in Comedy ! ’ vo tes o ne,
N or vilifying live fo lk legisla tes

Ano ther, urge amendment o n the d ead

D o n
’
t throw away hard cash, ’ supplies a

third ,
But crib from acto r

’
s d resses, choros - treats

Then Kleon d id his best to bully me
Ca lled me before the Law Court : Such a

Sa tirized citizens with stra ngers there,
Such o ther,’—why, its fau lt was in myself
I was , this time, the stranger, privileged
To act no play a t a ll,—Egyptian , I

R ho dian o r Kameirensian , Aiginete,
Lind ian, o r any fo reigner he liked
Because I can’

t write Attic, probably ! Yes, my Ba laustion , yes, my Eu thukles,
Go ask my rivals,—how they roughed my Tha t’syour exchange,—who , fo reignersin fi at

fleece, And fancy, wo u ld impose yo ur squeamishness
And how, shorn pink themselves , thehudd led On sturdy health , and substitu te such bra t

sheep Fo r the right o flspring o f us R o cky Ones ,’
Shiver a t distance from the snapping shears Because babe kicks the crad le—c rows , no t
W hymust they needs pro voke me ?

All the same,
N o ma tter fo rmy triumph , I foretell
Subsidence o f the day- star quench his beams
N o Aias e

’
er was equa l to the fea t

By throw o f shield , tough - hided seven times

seven,
’
Twixt skyand earth !

’
tis dullards so ft and sure

W ho breathe against his brightest , here a

And there a So let be, we pard on yo u
Till theminutemist hangs a blo ck, has tamed
N o o nblaze to ‘

twilight mild and equable,
’

Vo te the o ld women spinning o ut o f d o o rs.

Give me the earth - spasm,
when the lion

And the bu ll gendered in the bravego ld flare
0 yo u sha ll have amusement ,—better still ,

mewls

l A baker.

Instructio n no more ho rse- play, naming
names,

Taxing the fancy when plain sense will serv e !

Thearion ,
1 now, my friend wh o bakes yo u

bread ,
W hat’s wo rthier limning than his househo ld

life

H is whims and ways, his quarrels with the

spo use,
And h ow th e son , instead o f learning knead
Kilikian loaves, brings heart -break o n his sire
Bybuyingho rseflesh branded Sax , each fla nk,
From shrewd Menip pos who import s the

W hile pretty daughter Kepph é to o much
haunts

The shop o f Spo rgilo s the barber ! bra ve !
Ou t with Theario n’

s meal - tub po litics
In lieu o f P isthetairos, Strepsiad es

Tha t
’
s yo ur exchange ? 0 Muse o fMegan !

Advise the foo ls
‘Feed babe on wa rd - lap

W hich bringsme to the prime fault , poison
speck

Wh ence all the plague sp rings—that first feud
o f all

’
Twixt me and you and your Euripides.

Unwo rld thewo rld frowns be, my o pp rn
'

te.

I cry,
‘Life !

’ ‘D ea th ,’ he graam ,

‘
our

better Life
D espise what is—the good and graspable,
P refer the o ut o f sight and in a t mind ,

To village
- joy, the well - side vio let - pa tch ,

The jo lly club- feast when o ur field
’

s in so ak.

R oast thrushes, hare- soup, peas oup , deep
washed d own

W ith P eparethian ; the prompt paying06
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H ow ca ll these carrio n kill - joys tha t intrude P o und hemlock and pour bull
’
s - blo o d ,

W isemen,
’
theirnomenclature P rod iko s

Wh o scarce co u ld , unassisted , pick his steps
From way Theseia to the Tripods

’
way,

This empty no dd le comprehends the sun,

H ow he
’
s Aigina

’
s bigness, wheels no whit

H is way from east to west , norwants a steed

And here’s P ro tagoras sets wrongheads right,
Explains what virtue, vice, tru th, fa lsehood

mean ,
Makes allwe seemed to knowpro ve igno rance
Yet knowledge a lso , since, o n either side
Of any questio n, someth ing is to say,

P erikles
W ould yo u believe The Olumpian bend s

his brow,

Scarce pauses from his building ! ‘Say they
thus

Then , they say wisely. Anaxago ras,

I had no t known how simple pro ves eclip se
But fo r thy teaching ! Go , foo ls, learn like

me

W ell, Zeus nods : man must reconcile

himself,
N o thing to

’
stablish, all things to disturb ! So , let the Charo n

’
s-company harangue,

And sha ll youth go and play a t ko ttabo s, And Anaxagoras be—as we wish
Leavingunsettled whethermo o n - spo ts breed ? A comfo rt is in na ture : while grass grows
OrdarekeepChoesere thepro blem’

s so lved And water runs , and ses ame pricks tongue,
W hy sho uld I likemywife who dislikes me ?
But sure thegod s permit this, censure tha t ?

’

So tell them stra ight the answer
’
s in yo ur

teeth
Yo u relega te these po ints , then, to thegods?
W ha t and where are they ? ’ W hat my sire

suppo sed ,
And where yon clo ud co ncea ls them Til l

they ’
scape

And scramble d own to Leda , as a swan,

Europa , as a bull why no t as
—ass

And honey from Brilesian ho llow melts
On mo uth, and Bacchis’ fla voro us lip ba ts

bo th,
Youwill no t be untaught life

’
s use, youngma n?

P 110 ! My young man just pro ve that ru n

niered ass

Said to have bo rne Yo uth stra pped on his

stout back ,
W ith whom a serpent bargained , bade him

swap
Thepriceless boon fo r—water to quench thirst !

To somebo dy ? Yoursire was Zeus perhaps W ha t’s yo uth to my young man In lo ve

Either—away with such ineptitude !
Or, wanting energy to break your bonds ,
Stick to the go od o ld sto ries, think the rain

Is—Zeus d istilling pickle thro ugh a sieve

with age,
H e Spartanizes, argues, fi sts and frowns ,
D enies the plaines t rules o f life, long since

P ro ved so und sets all autho rity asid e,
Think thunder’s thrown to breakTheo ro s’head Must simply recommence things, learn ere act.
For breakingoathsfirst Meanwhile let o ur And think o ut thoroughly how you th sho uld

selves

Instruct your progeny you pra te like foo ls
Of fi ther Zeus, who ’

s but the a tmosphere,
Bro ther P o seid on, o therwise called—sea ,

And so n H ephaisto s
—fire and no thing else

Overwhich no things there
’
s a somethingstill ,

N ecessity,” that rules the universe
And cares as much abo ut yo ur Choes- feast

P erformed o r interrnitted , as you es te

W hether gnats so und their trump from head
o r tail

W hen , stupefied at such philosophy,
W e cry

—Arrest the madmen, go vernor

Just as ifyo uth sto ps pa.ssing, all the same !

One last resource is left us—poetry !
Vindicate nature, prove P la taian help,
Turn ou t, a thousand strong, a ll right and

tight,
To save Sense, poet Bangthe so phia - lro od

W ould cheatman out o fwho lesome sustenanm
By swearingwine is wa ter, honey—ga ll,
Saperdio n

l—the Empo usa . P anic-m t ,

l A famo us beauty.
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Our juveniles abstain from Sense and starve N0 right , no wrong, excep t to please o r plague
Be yo urs to d isenchant them Change things H is na ture wha tman likes beman’

s so le law !

back Still, since he likes Saperdion, honey, figs ,
Or better, strain a po int the o therway Man may reach freed om by yo ur roundabo ut .
And handsomely exaggerate wronged tru th Never believe yourselves the freer thence
Lend wine a glo ry never gained from grape, There areno gods, but there

’
s

“ Necessity,”
H elp honey with a sna tch o f him we style D u ty enjoined yo u , fi ct in figment

’
s place,

The Muses
’
Bee, bay

-bloom- fed So phokles, Thro ned o n no mo unta in , na tive to themind !
And give Saperdion a Kimberic ro be Therefo re deny yo urselves Saperdion, figs

And honey, fo r the sake o f—wha t I dream,

I, his successo r,
’

grufi
'

the answer grunts, A- sittingwith my legs up !
’

Incline to po etize philoso phy,
Extend it rather than restrain ; as thus Infamy !
Are hero es men ? N o mo re, and scarce as The poet casts in calm his lo t with these

much, Assailants o fApo llon ! Swo rn to serve

Shall mine he represented . Aremen po or? Each Gra ce, th e Furies ca ll him minister

Beho ld them ragged , sick, lame, ha lt and H e, who was bo rn fo rjust tha t roseate wo rld
R enounced so mad ly, where wha t’s fa lse

D o they use speech Ay, street - terms,

H aving thus drawn sky earthwards , what
comes next

But dare the Opposite, lift earth to sky
Mere puppets o nce, I nowmake womankind ,
Fo r thinking, saying, d o ing, ma tch the ma le.

Lift earth ? I drop to , dallywith , earth’s d ung!
— R ecognize in the very slave—man’

s ma te,
D eclare him brave and honest , kind and true,
And reaso nable as his lo rd , in brief.
I paint men as they are—so runs my bo ast
N o t as they sho uld be : paint—wha t’s part o f

—W omen and slaves—no t as, to please your

They should be, bu t your equa ls, as they are.

0 and the Gods Instead o f abject mien , Strength and utility charmmo re than grace,
Submissive whisper, while my Cho ro s cants And what’s mo st ugly pro ves mo st beautiful .
“ Zeus,—with thycubit

’
s length o fattributes, So much assistance from Euripides !

May I , the ephemera l , ne
’
er scrutinize

W h o made the heaven and earth and a ll W hereupon I betake me, since need smust ,
things there To a concluding Go and feed the crows

Myself sha ll say Ay, H erakles may D o ! Spo il yourart as you reno unceyo urlife,
help P oetize yo ur so precio us system, d o ,

Give me, —I want the very wo rds,—attend D egrade the hero , nu llify the god ,
Exhibit women , slaves and men as peers,

H e read . Then Murd er
’
s out, There Your castigatio n fo llows prompt eno ugh !

are no God s. W hen all
’
s co ncocted upstairs, heels o ’

erhead ,
Man has no master, owns, by consequence, D own must submissive drop the masterpiece

Where he makes beauty ou t of ugliness,

W here he lives, life itself disguised fo r him

As immortality—so works the spell,
The enthusiastic mo od which marks a man
Muse-mad , dream- d runken, wra pt around by

verse,

Encircled with poetic atmo sphere,
As lark emballed by its own crysta l so ng,
Or ro se enmisted by that scent it makes
N o , this were unreality ! the real
H e wants, no t fi lsehood , — truth alo ne he

seeks,
Truth , fo r a ll beauty ! Beauty, in all truth

Tha t’s certain somehow ! Must the eagle lilt

Lark - like, needs fir- tree blossom ro se- like
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Fo r public praise o r blame : so , praise away,
Friend Sokra tes, wife’s - friend Kephiso ph on

Boast innovations, cramp phrase, unco uth

so ng,

H ard matter and harsh manner, gods, men ,
slaves

And women jumbled to a laughing
- stock

W hich H ellas sha ll ho ld sides a t lest she split
H ellas, o n these, shall have herwo rd to say !

Shehasit and shesaysit—th ere’s thecurse
She finds he makes the shag- rag hero - race,

The noble slaves, wise women, move asmuch
P ity and terro r as true tragic types
Applauds inventiveness—the plo t so new,

The turn and trick subsidiary so strange !

She relishes that homely phrase o f life,
That commo n town - ta lk, more than trumpet

Accords him right to chop and change a myth :
W hat better right had he, who to ld the ta le
In the first instance, to embellish fact ?
This last may d isembellish yet improve !
Bo th find a block this man carves back to
bull

What first his predecesso r cut to sphynx So has he triumphed , yo ur Euripides !
Such genuine actua l roarer, na ture

’

s bru te, Oh , I concede, he rarely gained a prize
Intelligible to o ur time, was sure Tha t

’
s quite ano ther ma tter ! muse fo r that

The o ld -wo rld artist
’
s purpo se, had hewo rked Still, when ’

twas go t by Ions, Io ph o ns,
To mind ; this bo th means and makes the 05 he wou ld pace co nfound ed ly superb,

thing Supreme, no smile at mo vement o n hismo uth
If, past dispute, the verse slips o ily-ba thed Till Sokrates winked , whispered o u t i:

In unctuo us music—say, efl
'

emina te

W e a lso say, like Kuthereia
’
s
1
self, And Aristullos jo tted d own the jest ,

A lulling effluencewhich enswa thes some isle W hile Io pho ns o r Io ns, bay o n brow,

W here hides a nymph, no t seen bu t felt the Lo oked queerly, and the fo reigners
— like

mo re. you

Tha t’s H ellas
’
verd ict Asked o

’
er the bo rder with a puz z led m ile

And so , you value Io ns, Io pho ns,
D oes Euripides Euphorio ns H ow abo ut Euripides ? ’

Even so far abso lved , remain co ntent ? (Eh , brave bard ’
s- champion ? D o es the anger

N owise H is task is to refine, refine,
D ivide, distinguish, subtilize away Keep within bo unds a moment ,—eye and lip
W hatever seemed a so lid planting- place Shall loose theirdo omonme, theirfiery wo rst "
Fo r foo t - fall ,—no t in that phantasmal Sphere W hat strangers ? Archelao s heads the file 2

P ro per to poet , but on vulgar earth H e sympa thizes , he concerns himself,

2 One hundred feet square.

W here peo ple used to tread with confidence.

There’s left no lo nger o ne plain positive
Enuncia tion incontestable
Ofwha t is goo d , right, decent here o n ea rth.

N obo dy now can say this plo t is mine,
Tho ugh but a plethro n square,

’—my d u ty
Yours

Mine, or at least no t yo urs, ’snaps somebo dy !
And , whether the dispu te be parent - righ t

Or child ren’
s service, husband ’

s privilege
Orwife

’

s submissio n, there’sa snarlingstraight
Smart passage o f opposing yea

’
and nay,

Should , ’ sho uld no t ,
’
till , howe’er the con

test end ,

Specta to rs go o ff sighing—C lever thrust
W hy was I so much hurried to pay debt ,
Attend mymo ther, sacrifice an ox,

And setmyname d own fora trireme, go o d

Something Imigh t have urged o n t
’

o ther side
N o d o ubt, Chrespho ntes o r Bellero phon
W e d o n

’
t meet every day; but Stab-and - stitch

The ta ilo r—ere I turn the drachmas o
’

er

I owe him fo r a chito n, as he thinks,
I
’
ll po se the blockhead with an argument 3
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And incidenta lly drop wo rd o fweight
On justice, righteo usness, so turn aside

The audience from a ttackingSicily
The mo re tha t Cho ro s , after he reco unts

H ow P hrixo s rode the ram, the fi r~ famed

Fleece,

Sha ll add—at last fi ll o fgrave dancing
- fo o t

Aggression never yet was helped by Zeus
Tha t helps o r hinders Alkibiades
Aswell expect , sho uld P heidiascarveZeus’self
And set him up , some hal f a mile away,
H is frown wo uld frighten sparrows fromyour

field

Eagles may recognize their lord , belike,
But as for vulgar sparrows,

—change the god ,
And plant some big P riapos with a po le
I wield the Comic weapon rather—ha te
H ate honest , earnest and directest ha te
W arfare wherein I close with enemy,
Ca ll him one name and fifty epithets ,
R emind yo u his grea t -

grandfather so ld bran ,

D escribe the new exomio n, sleeveless coa t

H e kno cked me d own last night and ro bbed

P ro test he vo ted fo r a tax on air !

And a ll this ha te—if I write Comedy
Finds to lerance, most like—applause, perhaps
True venera tio n fo r I praise the god
P resent in perso n o f his minister,
And pay

—the wildermy extravagance

The mo re appropriate wo rship to the P ower
Ad ultero us, night -roaming, and the rest
Otherwise—tha t o riginative force

Ofna ture, impulse stirring death to life,
W hich , underlying law, seems lawlessness ,
Yet is the o utbreak which, ere order be,
Must thrill crea tion thro ugh, warm stocks

and stones, H erakles drunk From ou t fi te
’
s blacken

P ha les Iacchos. ingwave

Ca lamito us, just zigzags some sho t sta r,
Comedy forme ! P oo rpromise o ffi int joy, and turns the la ugh

W hyno t foryo u , myTragicmasters ? Sneaks On d upes whose fears and tears were all in

W hose art is mere desertion o f a trust waste

Such weapo ns lay to hand , the ready club,
The clay- ball, o n the ground a stone to “ Fo rwhich sufiicient reaso ns , in truth ’

s name.

sna tch, I clo sed with whom you count the Mea ner

Arms fit to bruise the boat ’s neck , break the Muse,

chine Classed mewith Comic P oetswho shou ld weld

O
’
the wo lf,— and you must imfiously
despise

N o , I
’
ll say, furtively let fi ll tha t trust

Consigned yo u !
’
Twas no t

‘
take or lea ve

alone,
’

But take and , wielding, recognize your god
Inhis primeattributes And though full soon

Yo u sneaked , subsided into poetry,

N ormet yo ur due reward , still,—heroize
And speechify and sing- song and fo rego

Far as you may your function ,
—still its (a ct

Endures, o ne piece o f early homage still

Exacted o fyo u ; after yo ur three bouts
At ho itytoity, great men with longwo rds
And so forth,—at the end , must tack itself
The genuine sample, the Satyric P lay,
Co ncessio n, with its wood - boys

’
fun and fieak,

To the true taste o f the mere mu ltitude.

Yet, thereagain W ha t doesyo urStill -at - itch ,

Always- the- innova to r Shrugs and shirt s !

Out o f his fifty Trilogies, some five
Are somehow suited Sa tyrs dance and sing,
Trymerriment, a grimly prank o r two ,
Sour joke squeezed thro ugh pursed lips and

teeth on edge,

Then quick o n to p o f toe to pasto ral sport ,
Goa t - tend ing and sheep- herd ing, cheese and

cream,

Soft grass and silver rillets, country
- fi reh

W hen throats were promised Thasian Five

such fea ts,
Then frankly o ff he threw the yo ke next

D ro ll,

Next festive d rama , co venanted fun ,

Decent reversion to indecency,
P ro ved—yo ur Alkestis There

’
s quite fun
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D ark with bright metal, show their blade Our commona lty soon content themselves
may keep

Its adamantine birth righ t though a blaze
W ith po etry, the go ld , and wit, the gem,

And strikemerego ld , unstifl
'

ened out by steel,
Or gem, no iron joints its strength aro und ,
From hand o osturer, no t combatant

Such was my purpose : it succeeds , I say
H ave no t we bea ten Kallikra tidas,
N o t humbled Spart é ? P eace awaits o urword ,
Spite o f Theramenes, and foo ls his like.

Since my previsions ,—warranted to o well
By the lo ngwarnowwaged and worn to end

H ad spared such heritage o fmisery,
My after- counsels scarce need fear repulse.

Athenai, taught pro sperity has wings,
Cages the glad recapture. D emos, see,
From fo lly’s prema ture decrepitude
Bo iled yo ung again , emerges from the stew

Of twenty-five years’ trouble, sits and sways ,
Onebrillianceand onebalsam—sways and sits
Monarch of H ellas . ay and , sage again,
N0 longer jeo pardizes chieftainship,
N o longer lo ves the brutish demagogue
Appo inted by a bestial multitude
Bu t seeks out so und ad visers. W ho are they?
Ourselves, o fparentage pro ved wise and go od !
To such may hap strains thwarting qua lity ,
(As where shall want its flaw mere human

Still, the right grain is pro per to righ t race ;
W hat’s co ntrary, ca ll curio us accident
H o ld by the usual Orchard -

grafted tree,

N o t wilding, raceohorse- sired , no t ro uncey
~

born,
Aristocra t , no sausage

- selling snob !
Nay, why no t Alkibiades, come back
Filled by the Genius, freed o fpetu lance,
Frailty,— mere youthfulness tha t

’
s all a t

fault ,

Ad vanced to P erikles and somethingmore ?
— Being at least our duly born and bred ,
Curse o n what chaunoprockt

l first gained his

And go t h is well, once true man in

right place,
1 A catamite.

W ith do ing just what they are bo rn to d o ,
Ea t, drink, make merry, mind their own

And leave state- business to the larger brain.

I d o no t stickle fo r their punishment ;
But certain culprits have a cloak to twitch ,
A purse to pay the piper : flog, say I,
Yo ur fine fintastics, parago ns o f parts,
W ho choose to play the impo rtant

from side

W ith us, their natural supports, allies,
And , best by brain, help who are best by
birth

To fo rt ify each weak point in the wall
Built broad and wide and deep fo r per

manence

Between wha t
’
s high and low, wha t

’
s rare

and vile,

They cast their lo t perversely in with low
And vile, lay flat the barrier, lift the mob
To dizzy heights where P rivilege stood firm.

And then , simplicity become conceit,
W oman, slave, commo n so ldier, artisan,

Cra zy with new- found wo rth , new- fangled

claims ,
These must be taught next how to use their

heads
And hands in drivingman

’
s right to mob

’
s

rule

W ha t fellows thus inflame the mu ltitude
Yo ur Sokra tes, still crying Understand
Your Aristullos, Argue Las t and worst,

Shou ld , by go od fortune, mob still hesita te,
R emember there

’
s degree in heaven and

earth,
Cry

‘Aischulos enjo ined us fear the god s,

And Sophokles advised respect the kings
W hy, yourEuripides informs them Gods

They are no t Kings ? They are, but
d o no t I,

In Suprfliants, make my Theseus,—yo urs, no

Far

Fire up at insu lt o fwho styles him King?

P lay 05 tha t H erald , I des pise the most ,
As patronizingkings

’ preroga tive
Against a Theseus pro ud to dare no step
Till he consult the peo ple ?’
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Such as these
Ah , yo u expect I am fo r strangling straight ?
N owise, Ba laustion All my ro und abo ut
End s at beginning, with my own defence.

I d o se each culprit just with—Comedy.
Let each be d octored in exact the mod e

H imself prescribes : by wo rds, the word

monger

My wo rds to his wo rds,
—mylies, ifyo u like,

To his lies . Sokra tes I nickname thief,
Quack, necromancer Aristu llos,—say,

Male Kirkewho bewitches and bewrays
And changes fo lk to swine ; Euripides,
W ell, I acknowledge 1 Every wo rd is fa lse,
Lo o ked clo se at but stand distant and stare

through,
All

’
s abso lute ind ubitable truth

Behind lies, truth which o nly lies declare
For come, concede me truth’s in thing no t

Meaningno t manner Lo ve smiles rogue

and wretch
W hen sweet and dear seem vapid H a te

ad opts
Lo ve

’
s sweet

’
and dear when rogue

’

and wretch fa ll fla t

Lo ve, H ate—are truths, then, each, in sense

no t so und .

Further : if Lo ve, remaining Lo ve, fell back
On sweet and ‘dear,

’— if H a te, tho ugh
H a te the same,

D ropped d own to rogue and wretch ,
’

each phrase were fa lse.

Go od I and nowgrant I ha te no matterwhom
W ith reason : I must therefore fight my foe,
Finish the mischiefwhich mad e enmity .

H ow ? By employing means to most hurt
him

W h o much harmed me. W hat way did he
d o harm?

Thro ugh wo rd o r deed ? Through wo rd ?
with wo rd , wage war

W ord with myself d irectly ? As d irect

R eply sha ll fo llow word to yo u , the wise,

W hence indirectly came the harm to me ?

W hat wisd om I can musterwaits o n such .

W o rd to the popu lace which , misconceived
By ign o rance and incapacity,

Ends in no such effec t as fo llows muse

W hen I , o r yo u th e wise, are reaso ned with ,
So damages wha t I and yo u ho ld dear
In tha t event, I p ly the po pulace
W ith just such wo rd as leavens their who le

lump
To the righ t ferment fo r my purpose. 71g
Arbitra te properly between us bo th
Tlacy weigh my answer with his argument,
Match quipwith quibble, wit with eloquence ?
All they attain to understand is—blank
Two ad versaries difl

'

er : which is right
And which is wro ng, no ne ta kes o n him to

say,

Since bo th are unintelligible. P o o h
Swear my fo e

’

s mo ther vend ed herbs she

sto le,

They fi ll a - laughing l Add ,—his househo ld
d rudge

Of all -wo rk justifies that o ffice well ,
Kisses the wife, compo sing him th e play,
Theygrin atwhom theygaped inwo nd erment .

And go ofl
'

W as be such a so rry scrub ?
This o ther seems to know ! we praised t

fas t .
"

W hy then, my lies have do ne the wo rk o f

truth,
Since scrub,’ improper designa tio n , means
Exactly wha t the proper argument
—H ad such been comprehensible—[row ed

To pro per aud ience were I graced with

such
W o uld properly result in so yo ur friend
Gets an impartial verdict o n his verse

The tongue swears, but the so u l remains

unswom

There, my Balaustio n 1 All is mmmed
and said .

No o ther cause of quarrel with yourself !
Euripides and Aristophanes
D iffer : he needs must ro und o ur difl

'

erence

Into the mob’s ear ; with the mob I plead .

Yo u angrily start fo rward This to me P
'

N o speck o f this o n you the thrice refined !
Could parley be restricted to us two ,

My first o f duties were to clear up d o ubt

As to our true divergence each from each .
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Fo r o ne who co nquered with Antigo ne,
’

Theright to undertake a squadro n
’
s charge

And need s the son
’
s help now to finish plays,

Seeinghis d o tage ca lls fo r go vernance

And Io pho n to share his property,
Why, o f al l this , reported true, I breathe
No t one wo rd—true o r fa lse, I like the man .

Sophokles lives and lets live : long live he

Otherwise,—sharp the sco urge and hard the

blow 1

And wha t’s my teaching but
—accept the

o ld ,
Co ntest the strange acknowledge wo rk that

’
s

d o ne,

Misd o ubt menwho have still theirwork to d o
R eligio ns, laws and customs, poetries,
Are o ld ? So much achieved victo rious truth !
Each work was product o f a life- time, wrung
From each man by an ad verse world : fo r

why
H e wo rked , d estroying o ther o lder wo rk
W hich thewo rld lo ved and so was lo th to lose.

W hom theworld bea t in batt le—d ust and ash
W ho bea t the world , left wo rk in evidence,

And wears its crown till new men live new

And fight new fights, and triumph in their

I mean to show yo u o n the stage yo u’ll see
My Just Judge o nly venture to decide
Between two suito rs, which isgod , whichman ,

By thrashing bo th o f them as flesh can hear.

You sha ll agree,
—whichever bellows first ,

H e
’
s human who ho lds longest out, divine :

That is the o nly equitable test .
Cruelty? P ray, who pricked them on to co urt

My thong
’
s award ? Must they need s d omi

na te

Then I—rebel .
new

Mine bids retain the o ld a fight must be,
And which is stro nger the event will show.

0 but the pain Yo ur pro ved divinity

Their instinct grasps the

AR ISTOP HANES
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There’s na ture commo n to bo th go d s and

men !

All o f them—spirit ? W hat so winced um

Away pretence to some exclusive sphere

Clo ud - nourishing a so le selected few

Fume- fed with self- superio rity !
I stand up fo r the common coarse- as-clay
Existence,—stamp and ramp with heel and

On so lid vulgar life, yo u fo o ls d isown.

Make haste from yo ur unreal eminence,
And measure lengths with me upon that

W hence this mud -pellet sings and summons

yo u

I know the so ul , to o , h ow th e spark ascends

And h ow it d rops apace and dies away.

I am yo ur po et -peer, man thrice yo urma tch.
I to o can lead an airy life when dead ,
Fly likeKinesias when I

’m cloudward hormd ;
But here, no death shall mixwith life it mars.

Canno t your task have end here, Euthukles

Still sunrise and still sunset , R ho des ha lf

reached ,
Still smarts all red dened And the t ightlier And still, mypa tient scribe ! no sunset

’
s p eace

served

W as no t some man’
s- flesh in him, after all ?

D o let us lack no frank acknowledgment

D escends mo re punctual than tha t brow
’
s ia

O
’
er tablets which your serviceable hand

So , my o ld enemy who caused the fight,

Own I have bea ten you, Euripides
Or, - ifyo ur ad voca te wou ld co ntra vene,

H elphim,Ba laustio n Use th e rosy strength !
I have no t d o ne my u tmo st , —treated yo u
As I migh t Aristu llos, mint - perfumed ,

Still , let the who le rage burst in bra ve attack !
D on

’
t pay the po o r ambiguous 00t

Of fearing any pearl-white knuckled fist
W ill damage this broad buttress o f a brow !

Fancy yo urselfmy Aristo numos ,
Ameipsias o r Sannurio n : punch and pound !
Three cucko o s who cry cuckoo much I

care
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P repares to trace. W hy treasure up , fo rso o th,
These relics o f a night that make me rich,
But , ha lf- remembered merely, leave so po o r
Each stranger to Athenai and her past ?
Fo r—how remembered As somegreedyhind
P ersuades a honeycomb, beyo nd the

'

due,
To yield its hoard ing,—heed less wha t a lloy
Of the po o r bee’

s own substance taints the

W hich, unfo rced , yields few drops, but

So would yo u fain relieve o f load this brain,
Tho ugh the hived tho ughts must bringaway,

with strength,
W hat words and weakness, strength

’
s re

cep tacle

W ax from the store Yet ,—aching soo thed

Accept the compo und ! N o suspected scent

Bu t pro ves some rose was rifled , tho ugh its
ghost

Scarce lingers with wha t promised musk and

No need o f farthersqueezing. W hat remains

Can o nly be Balaustio n, just her speech .

Ah , but—because speech serves a purpo se

H e ended with that flo urish. I replied ,

Fancy myself your Aristo numo s ?
Advise me, ra ther, to remain myself,
Ba la ustio n,—mindful wha t mere mouse co n

The fo rest -monarch Aristophanes
I who , a woman , claim no qua lity
Bes ide the lo ve o f all things lo veable
Crea ted by a power pre eminent
In knowledge, as in lo ve I stand perchance,

- You , the consumma tely- crea tive H ow

Sho uld I , then, dare deny submissive trust
To any process aiming a t result

Such as you say your so ngs are pregnant
with

R esult , all judge : means, let none scrutinize
Save those aware how glo ry best is gained
By daringmeans to end , ashamed o f shame,

703

Co nstant inmith that only go od wo rks goo d ,
W hile evil yields no fruit but impo tence l
Graced with such plain good , I accept the

Of thorn and bramble, ere th ose shrubs,
tho se flowers,

W e firin would have earth yield exclusively,
Are sown , matured and garlanded for boys
And girls, who know no t h ow the growth

N ay, if result itself in turn become
Means,

—who shal l say
—to ends still lo ftier

yet,

Th o ugh still the go od prove hard to under.

stand ,

The had still seemingly pred ominate,
N evermay I fo rget which o rder bears
The burden, to ils to win the great reward ,
And finds, in failure, the grave punishment ,
So , meantime, claims o fme a faith I yield
Mo reo ver, a mere woman, I reco il
From wha t may pro ve man

’
s-wo rk permis

sible,
Imperative. R ough strokes surprise : what

then
Some lusty armsweep need s must cause the

Fina lly, am I no t a fo reigner?
N o born and bred Athenian,—isled abo ut ,
I scarce can drink , like yo u , at every brea th,
Just some particular d octrine which may best
Explain the strange thing I revo lt against
H ow—byinvo lvement, who mayextrica te
R eligion perks up through impiety,
Law leers with licence, fo lly wise - like frowns,
The seemly lurks inside the abominable.

But oppo sites,—each neutra lizes each
H aply by mixture : what should prom

dea th,
May haply give the good ingredient force,
D isperse in fume the antagonistic ill .
This institutio n, therefore—Comedy,
By origin, a rite,—by exercise,
P ro ved an achievement tasking po et

’
s power

To utmo st , eking legislation o ut

Beyond the legisla to r
’
s faculty,

P laying the censo r where the moralist
D eclines his firnction, far too dignified
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Fo r dea lingwith minute absurdities
By eflicacy,

—virtue
’
s guard , the scourge

Of vice, each fo lly’s fly- flap , arm in aid

Of all that
’
s righteous , customary, so und

AR ISTO P H ANES’
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Changed by prescription, they nfi rm, to

Such may still bring to test , stil l hear away
Safely and surely much ofgo o d and true

And who lesome ; sanctioned therefore, Though latent ore, th emselves unspecked ,

better say,
P rescribed fo r fit acceptance o f this age
By, no t alo ne the long reco rded ro ll

Of earlier triumphs but , success to - day

(The mu ltitude as prompt recipient still
Ofgood gay teaching from that monito r

They crowned this morning—Aristophanes
AswhenSousario n

’

scarfirst traversed street)
This product o fAthenai—I dispute,
Impugn ? There

’
s just o ne only circumstance

Explains tha t ! I , po o r critic, see, hear, feel ;
But eyes, ears, senses pro ve me—fo reigner
W ho shall gainsay tha t the raw new- come

Blames o ft , to o sensitive On every sid e
Of—larger than yo ur stage—life

’
s specta cle,

Convention here permits and there fo rbids
Impulse and actio n , no r alleges mo re

Than some mysterious So d o all, and so

D oes no one which the hasty stranger

Because, who bends the head unquestioning,
Transgresses, turns to wrongwhat else were

By failure o f a reference to law

unspoiled
Fres h ba thed i’ the icebro ok, any hand m y

A placid moment through the lamp
’

s fierce

In fresh days when no H ellas fills the wo rld ,

In no vel lands as strangewhere, all the same,
Beyond co nvention ; blames unjustly, to o Theirmen and women yet beho ld , as we,
As if, thro ugh that defect, all gained were lost
And slave-brand set on brow ind elibly
Blames unobservant o r experienceless
That men, like trees, if stout and so und and

Show stem no more afl
'

ected at the ro o t

By bo ugh
’
s excep tional submissive dip

Of leaf and bell, light danced a t end o f spray
To windy fitfulness in wayward spo rt
N o mo re lie prostra te—than lowfiles o fflower
Which, when the blast goes by, unruffled raise

Each head again o
’
er rudermeadow-wreck

Of thorn and thistle that refractory
D emurred to cowera t passingwind

’
s caprice.

W hy sha ll no t guest extend like charity,
Conceive how,

—even when asto unded most

Tha t na tives seem to acquiesce in muck

Blueheaven, black earth, and lo ve, hate, ho pe

Each hair too indistinct—fo r, see our own !
H ands, no t skin-co loured as these band s we

have,
And lo , the want o fdue decorum here
A citizen, arrayed in civic garb,

And who has read yo ur Lemnians seen The
H ours,

H eard Fema le- P layho use- seat - P reoccupants,
May feel no wo rse effect than , o nce a ymr,

Th o sewho leave decent ves ture, dr& in rags

And play themendicant , co nfo rm thereby

To country’s rite, and th en, no beggar- taint

R etained , d o n vesture d ue next mo rrow-day.

W ha t if I share the stranger
’
s weakness then ?

W ell, co uld I also showhis strength, his sense
Untutored , ay

- but then untampered with !

I fancy, th ough the wo rld seems o ld enough ,

Tho ugh H ellas be th e so le unbarbarous land ,
Years may conduct to such extreme of age,
And outside H ellas so isles new may lurk ,

That haply,—when and where renn in a

Over again , unhelped by Attiké
H aply some philanthropic god steers la rk,

Gilt - laden, to the lonely ignorance
Islanded , say, wheremist and snowmass hard
To metal—ay, tho se Kms iterides !

Then asks : Ye apprehend the human form.

What o f this sta tue, mad e to P heid ias
’mind ,

This picture, as it pleased our Zeux
'

B p rint
?

Ye to o feel truth , lo vebeauty : judge ofthese
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Befo re new educa tors stood repro ved ,
Or fo reign legates blushed , excepted to
W here d id the helpful rite pretend its rise ?
D id it break fo rth, as gifts divine are wo nt ,
P lainly authentic, incontestably
Adequa te to the helpfu l o rd inance ?
Founts, d owered with virtue, pulse out pure

from source ;
’
Tis there we taste the go d

’
s benign intent

N o t when,—&tigued away by jo urney, foul
W ith brutish tramming, crystal sinks to

And lymph fo rgets the first salubriousness.

SprangComed y to light thus crystal -pure ?
N owise l

” yourselfpro test with vehemence ;
Gross, bestial , did the clowns

’
diversio n

break
Every successo r padd led in the slush
Nay, my contemporaries one and a ll

Gay played the mudlark till I jo ined their
game

Then was I first to change bufl
'
o onery

For wit, and stupid fil th fo r cleanly sense,
Transfo rmingpo intless joke to purpose fine,
Transfusingrude enfo rcement of home- law

D ro p knave’s- tricks, deal mo re neighbo ur
like, ye bo ors 1

’

W ith such new glory o f poetic brea th
As , lifting applica tio n far past use
0

’
the present, launched it o ’

ermen’
s lowly

head s

To fu ture time, when high and low alike
Are dead and do newith, whilemy airy power
Flies disengaged , as vapour from wha t stuff
It—say no t , dwelt in—fitlier, da llied with

To forward work , which d one, - d eliverance

It soars away, and mud subsides to dust .
Say then, myself invented Comedy !

”

80 mouths fu ll many a famed P arabasis !
Agreed N o mo re, then, o fprescriptive use,
Autho rimtio n by antiquity,
Fo r wha t offends our judgment

’
Tis your

work,
P erfo rmed yo urway no t work delivered you
Intact , intact producible in turn.

Everywhere have yo u altered o ld to new

“ P eace
”

Your will, yo ur warra nt : therefo re, work
must stand

Or stumble by intrinsic wo rth. W hat worth ?

Its aim and object P eace yo u ad voca te,

And war would fitin abo lish fi'om the land

Suppo rt religio n, lash irreverence,
Yet laughingly administer rebuke
To superstitious fo lly,—equa l fault
W hile innovating rashness, lust o f change,

New laws, new habits, manners, men and

things,

Make yourmain quarry,
beSt .

Yo u check the fretful litiga tion-itch ,
W ithstand mob- rule, exp osemob- fla ttery,

P unishmob- favo urites mo st o fall tress hard

On so phists who assist the demagogue,
And poets their accomplices in crime.

Such yo ur main quarry : by the way, you

strike
Ignobler game, mere miscreants , sno b or

scamp,
Cowardly, gluttono us, efl

'

emina te

Still with a bo lt to spare when dramatist
P ro ves haply unproficient in his art.
Such aims—alone, no matter for themeans

D eclare the unexampled excellence

Of their first autho r—Aristophanes !

W herea t—Euripides, oh , no t thyself
Augustlier than the need l—thy century
Of subjects dreamed and dared and d o ne.

befo re
Banqueters gavedark fi rth enligh tenment .
Or Babylo nians

”played P rometheus here,
These let me summo n to defend thy tame !

Lo , as indignantly to ok life and shape

Labour by labour, all o f H erakles ,
P alpably fronting some o ’erbo ld pretence
Eurus theus slew the monsters, purged the

world !
”

So shall each poem pass you and imprin t

Shame on the strangeassurance. You p aised

P eace

Singhim full -bee, Kresphontes !

the theme ?

P eace, in whom depth s o f wealth lie, -o f

the blest



AR ISTOP H ANES’

AP OLOGY 707

Immortals beauteo usest , Acco rding to heart ’s temper, P eace were

Come fo r the heart within me d ies away,
So long dost thou delay Except occasions when we put aside
0 I have feared lest o ld age, much annoy, P eace, and bid a ll the blessings in hergift
Conquerme, quite o u tstrip the tardy joy, Quick join the crows, fo rsake ofMara thon

Thygracious triumph- season I wou ld see,

The so ng, the dance, the spo rt, profuse o f Nay, you reply ; fo r one, whose mind
crowns to be

But come ! fo r my sake, goddess great and H is heart , and , lo ving peace, fo r conscience
’

" 3

Come to the city here
H ateful Sedition drive th o u from o ur homes,
W ith H erwho mad ly roams
R ejoicingin th e steel against the life

That’s whetted—banish Strife

Sha ll I pro ceed ? N0 need o fnext and next 2

That were to o easy, play so presses play,
Troopingtumu ltuo us , each with instance ap t ,

Each eager to co nfute the id le boast.
W hat virtue but stands fo rth panegyrized , The droppings to his neighbo ur. No ! co llect
W ha t vice, unburned by stigma , in the bo o ks All o f the mo isture, leave unhurt the head s
W hich bettered H ellas ,—beyond graven go ld W hich nowise need a washing, save and sto re

Or gem- indenture, sungby P ho ibo s
’
self And dash the who le condensed to o ne fierce

And saved in Kunthia ’
s mountain treasure

house

Ere you, man , mo ralist , were youth o r boy
—N o t praise which, in the pro ffer, mocks the

By sly admixture o f the blamewo rthy
And enfo rced co upling o fbase fellowship,
N o t blamewhich gloa ts the while it frowning

Allowo neglanceon ho rrors—laughable l
”

Thisman’
sentire ofheart and so u l, discharged

Its lo ve or ha te, each una lloyed by each,
On o bjects wo rthy either ; earnestness,
At tribu te him, and power ! but no velty ?
N o r h is noryo urs a d octrine—al l theworld

’
s

W ha t man o f fu ll -grown sense and sanity
H o lds o th er than the truth , wide H ellas

through ,
Th o ugh truth , heacts, discredit truth he ho lds?
W h a t imbecile has dared to formula te
Lo vewar, ha te peace, becomea litigant

And so preach on , reverse each rule o f right
Beca use he quarrels, combats , go es to law
N o , fo r his comment runs, with smile or sigh

W ants war,—yo u find a crowd o f hyp ocrites
W hose co nscience means ambitio n, grudge

and greed .

On such, reproo f, so norous doctrine, melts
D istilled like universal bu t thin dew
W hich a ll to o sparsely covers co untry : dear,
N o d oubt , to universal cro p and clown ,

Still, each bedewed keeps h is own head -

gear

On some one evildo er, sheltered close,

The fo o l suppo sed ,—till yo u bea t guard away,
And showed yo ur aud ience, no t tha t warwas

wrong,

But Lamacho s absurd ,—case, crests and all,

N o t that demo cracy was blind o f choice,
But Kleo n and H uperbo lo s were shams

N o t superstition vile, bu t Nikias crazed ,

The concrete fo r the abstract ; tha t’s the way
W ha t ma tters Choro s crying H ence, im

pure 1”

You cried Ariphrades d oes thus and thus
N ow, earnestness seems never earnest mo re

Than when it d o ns fo rgarb—indifference
So there’smuch laughing but , compensative,
W hen frowning fo llows laughter, then indeed
Sco ut innuendo , sarcasm, irony
W it

’
s po lished warh re glancing a t first graze

Fromo ffhard head piece, coarsely- coa ted brain
0

’
the commonalty—whom, unless you prick

To purpo se, what avails that finer pa tes
Succumb to simple scra tching Those—no t
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’
TisMultitude,which,mo ved , finesLamacho s, Gibe N ikias into privacy —nay, sln lte

Banishes Kleo n and burns Sokrates, Kleo n a little from his arrogance

H o use o ver head , o r, better, po iso ns him. By cu ttinghim to shoe- so le- shreds I think,
Therefo re in dea lingwith KingMu ltitude, H e ruled his life longand , when timewas ripe,
Club- drub the callous numskulls In and in D ied fighting for amusement ,—go od tough

Bea t this essential consequentia l fact hide 1

That here they have a hater o f the three, Sokrates still goes up and down the streets,
W ho hates in word , phrase, nickname, epithet And Aristullo s pu ts his speech in book,
And il lustra tion , beyond d oubt a t all W hen bo th should be abo lished long ago .

And similarly, wo uld yo u win assent

To—P eace, suppo se Yo u tickle the tough You have been fouling tha t red o ubtable
hide H arp player, twenty years, with what eflect ?

W ith go od plain pleasure her co ncomitant Still he strums o n, strums ever cheerily,
And , past mistake again , exhibit P eace And earns his wage, Wh o mind s a joke?”

P eace, vintager and festive, cheesecake- time, men say.

H are slice and peaso up seaso n, househo ld No , friend The statues stand—mudmined

joy : at most

Theoria
’
s
1 beautifu l belongings match Titan or pygmy what achieves their 5111

Opo ta’
s
1 lavish condescendings : brief, W ill be, lo ng aftermud is Hung and spent,

Since here the people are to judge, yo u press Some clear thin spirit - thrust o f lightnin
Such argument as peo ple understand truth
Ifwith exaggeration

—wha t care yo u ?

H ave I misundersto od you in the main ?
No then must answer be, such argument,
Such po licy, no matter wha t go o d lo ve
Or hate it help, in practice pro ves absurd , misunders to o d , ne

’
er

Useless and null : henceforward intercep ts

Sober effective blow at wha t yo u blame,
And renders nuga tory rightful praise
Of thing o r person . The coarse brush has

daubed
W ha t ro om fo r the fine limner’s pencil -mark
Blame ? You curse, ra ther, till who blames

must blush
Lean to apo logy o r praise, more like
D oes garment , simpered o

’
er as white, prove

grey? linggay.

Black, blacker than Acharnian charcoa l, H ow thick and fast the snow fi lls, freezirg
black W ar

Beyond Kimmerian, Stugianblacknessblac W h o shrugs , carnpaigns it , and m y ta n k a

Yo u bawl, tillmen sigh nearersnowiness shin

W ha t fo llows W ha t one faint - rewardingfall Or twist an ankle come, who hesita tes

Of foe belabo ured ne
’
er so lustily ? To give P eace. o verW ar, the pref-nu ns

Laugh Lamacho s fromout the people’s heart Ah , friend—had this indubitable 5 6

H e died , commanding, hero ,
”
sayyourself ! H aply occurred to poo r Leonidas,

H ow had he turned tail on Ther-mop ula i !
1 Charac ters in the Lysistrata . It canno t be that even his few wits

Your praise, then—ho ney- smearing helps

yo ur friend ,

More than blame’s ord ure-srnirch hurts foe,
perhaps ?

P eace, now,

eno ugh,
You have interpreted to igno rance
Till ignorance o ps eye, ba t -blind beh e,

And for th e first time knows P eacemeans the
power

Onmawo fpan - cake chees e-cake, barley-cake.

N o stop no rstint to stuffing. W hile, in camp.
W ho fights chews rancid tunny, o niors raw.

P a ce sits at oosy feast with lamp and fil e.
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Yo ur fancy - fleet ings
—who wo uld sto o p so

low

Yo ur own adherents whisper, -when d isgust
To o menacingly th rills Logeion thro ugh
At—P erikles invents this present war
Because men robbed his mistress o f three

Or Sokrates wants burning, house o
’
er

head ,
W hat , so obtuse, no t read between the lines'?

Our poet means no mischief l All sho uld

R ibaldry here implies a compliment
H e deals with things, no t men, —his men are

things
Each represents a class, plays figure-head
And names the ship : no meaner than the first
W ou ld serve ; he styles 9. trireme So krates ’

Fears Sokra tes may pro ve unseawo rthy
(Tha t

’
s merely Sophists are the bane o f

boys
R at - ridd led they are capable o f theft
R o tten o rwhatso e’er shows ship -disease,

Theywarwith god s and wo rship
You never too k the joke fo r earnest ? scarce
Suppo sed mere figure-head meant entire ship,
And Sokrates—the who le fra ternity

This then is Comedy, o ur sacred so ng,

Censo r o f vice, and virtue
’
s guard u sure

Manners -instructing, mo ra ls
’
stop- estray,

W hich, bo rn a twin with public liberty,

Thrives with its welfare, dwind les with its
wane l

Liberty ? what so exquisitely framed
And fitted to suck dry its life o f life

To last mint fibre - since tha t life is truth .

Yo u wh o pro fess your indignatio n swells

At so phistry, when specio us words confuse
D eed s righ t and wro ng, d istinct befo re, yo u

say

(Th ough all tha t
’
s do ne is—d are veracity,

Show that th e true conception o f each deed
Affirmed , in vulga r parlance, wrong

”
o r

right,
”

P ro ves to be neither, as the hasty ho ld ,
Bu t , change your side, sho o ts light, where

dark a lone

AR ISTOP H ANES
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you ,

H e, d u ty d o ne, resumed mere aud ito r,

Laughed with the lo udest at his Lamin-ab pc,

Kuklobo ros -roaring, and the camel -rest .

Nay, Aristullo s ,
—o nce your vo lley spent

On the ma le-Kirke'and her swinish crew,

P LATON ,
- so o thers call the you th we lo ve,

Sends yo ur perfo rmance to the curious king
D o you dem

'

re to know Athenai’s knack
At turning serious ness to pleasantry
R ead this ! One Aristullo s means myself.

p )

The autho r is indeed a merry g
'
rig

Nay, it would seem as ifyourselfwere bent

On laying d own the law Tell lies I must

Aforeth o ught and o f purpose, no mistake !
”

W hen fo rth yo urselfstep, tell us fi'om the stage

H ere you beho ld the King o fComedy
Me, who , the first , have purged my every
piece

From each and all my pred ecesso rs
’
filth ,

Abjured those satyr-adjuncts sewn to bid

The bo ys laugh , satyr-jokes whereo f no t
Least sample but would make my hair turn

grey

W as apprehend ed by th e vulgar sense)
Yo u who put so phistry to shame, and sho ut

There’s but a single side to man and thing
A side so much mo re big tlmn thing o rman

P o ssibly can be, that—believe
’
tis true

Such were to o marvellous simplicity
Confess, tho se so phists whom yo urself dep

'

et ,

—Abide by yo ur own painting what they
teach,

They wish at len t their pupil to believe,
And , wha t believe, to practise ! D id yo u wish
H ellas should haste, n taught , with to rch in

hand ,

And fire the ho rrid Speculation - sho p
Straight the shop’s master rose and sho wed

themob

W hat man was yo ur so monstrous Sokra tm

H imself received amusement , why no t they?

Just as did Kleo n first playmagistra te
And bid yo u pu t yo ur birth m evidence

Since no unbadged bufl
'

o o n is licensed here

To shame us all when fo reign guests may
mo ck
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Beyond a twelvemonth’
s ravage ! I renounce

Mountebank- claptrap, such as firewo rk- fiz z

And to rchflare, or else nuts and barleycorns
Scattered among the crowd , to

'

scramble fo r

And sto p their mo uths with ; no such stuff

shames me
Who , wha t

’
s mo re serio us, know bo th

when to strike
Andwhen to staymyhand : once dead , myfoe,
W hy, done, my fighting ! [ a ttack a co rpse?

I spare the co rpse- like even punish age

I pity from my so ul that sad effete

Too thless o ld mumblercalled Kra tinos ! once
My riva l, - now, alack, the d o tard slinks
R agged and hungry to wha t ho le

’

s his home
Ay, slinks thro

’ byways where no passenger
Flings him a bo ne to pick. Yo u fo rmerly
Ad ored the Muses

’
da rling : d o tard now,

W hy, hemaystarve Omobmo stmutable
So you harangued in perso n while—to point
P recisely o ut, these were but lies you

launched ,

P rompt, a play fo llowed primed with sa tyr

N o spice spared o f the stomach - taming stew,

Fu ll- fraught with torch- display, and barley
throw,

And Kleo n, dead enough, bedaubed afresh
W hiledafiKra tino s—home to ho letrudged he,
W rung d ry his wit to the last vinous dregs,

D ecanted them to Bo ttle,
”—beat , next

year,
Bo ttle and dregs

—your best o f Cloud s

W here, Comic King, may keenest eye detect
Impro vement o n your predeces sors’ work
Except in lyingmore audaciously

W hy
—
g enius Tha t’s the grandeur, tha t

’
s

the go ld

Tha t
’
s you

—superlatively true to to uch
G o ld , leaf o r lump—go ld , anyhow the mass

T akes manufacture and pro ves P allas’ casque
O r, at your cho ice, simmy a cask to keep
C o rruptio n from decay. Yo ur riva ls’ ho ard
M ay oo ze forth , lacking such preservative
Y o u rs ca nno t—g o ld plays guardian far to o

well

why, frank laughed Aristo

Genius, I ca llyou dross, your riva ls share
Ay, shareand sharealike, too says thewo rld ,
H owever yo u pretend supremacy
In aught besi de tha t go ld , yo ur very own. .

Satire Kratinos fo r o ur satirist
The world cries. Elegance ? Who elegant
As Eupo lis reso unds as no isily.
Artistic fancy ? Choros - creatures quaint ?
Magnes invented Birds and Frogs

eno ugh ,
Archip po s punned , H egemo n parodied ,
To heart’s content , befo reyo u stepped o nstage.

Mora l invective ? Eupo lis exposed
Tha t pra tingbeggar, hewho sto le the cup ,

Before your Clouds rained grime on Sok

ra tes

Nay, wha t bea t “ Clouds but Kounos,
muck fo rmud ?

Co urage ? H ow lo ng before, well -masked ,
yo u po ured

Abuse on Eukra tes and Lusikles,
D id Telekleides and H ermippo s pelt
Their P erikles and Kumon ? standing fo rth ,
Barehead ed , no t safe crouched behind a

name,
P hilonides or else Kallistratos,
P u t forth , when danger threatened ,—mask

fo r fi ce,
To bear the brunt ,—if blame fell, take the

blame,
If praise
phanes

They write such rare stuff? No , I promise
o u

R ath
y
er, I see all true improvements, made

Ormaking, go against you
—too th and nail

Co ntended with
’
tis still Moruchides,

’
Tis Euthumenes, Surakosios , nay,
Argurrhios and Kinesiss,—common sense

And publicshame, theseonlycleanseyourstye
Coerced , prohibited , —yo u grin and bear,
And , so o n as may be, hug to heart again
The banished nastiness too dear to dro p !

Krates co uld teach and practise festive song
Yet sco rn scurrility ; as gay and goo d ,
P herekra tes co uld fo llow. Wbo loo sed ho ld ,
Must let fal l rose-wrea th, sto o p to muck once

mo re
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D id your particular self ad vance in aught ,
Task the sad genius—steady slave thewhile
To further—say, the pa trio tic aim
N o , there’s deterio ra tion manifest
Year by year, play by play ! survey them al l,

From that boy’s- triumph when Achames

dawned ,
Thesmo phoriazousai, this man’

s

shame

There, truly, pa trio t zeal so prominent

AR ISTOP H ANES
’
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This, as that o ther—Life d ead lo ngago !
The mob decrees such feat no crown , per

chance,

But—whycall crowning the reward ofquest
Tell him, myo ther poet ,—where thou walk

’
st

Some rarerworld than e
’

er Ilis os washed

But d ream go es id ly in the air. To earth

Earth
’
s question just amounts to which

succeeds ,
Allowed friends

’ plea perhaps : the baserstuff W hich fails o f two life- long antago u
'

s ts ?

W as but the nobler spirit’s vehicle.

W ho would imprison , unvo la tilize

A vio let
’
s perfume, blends with fa tty o ils

Essence too fugitive in flower al one ;

So , ca lling unguent
—vio let , ca ll the play

Obscenity impregnated with P eace

But here
’
s the boy grown ba ld , and here

’
s

W ith twenty years
’
experience : where’s one

spice
Of od our in the hog

’
s- lard ? wha t pretends

To aught except a grease- po t’s quality?
Friend , Sophist -ha ting know ,

—wo rst soph
istry

Iswhenman’
s own soul plays its ownselffa lse,

R easons a vice into a virtue, pleads
I detail sin to shame its author - no t

I shame Ariphrades fo r sin
’
s display

I showOpo ta to commend Sweet H ome

N o t I sh owBacchis fo rthe striplings
’
sake

Yet all the same—O genius and 0 go ld
H ad genius ne

’
er d iverted go ld from use

W orthy the tw ple, to do co pper’3 wo rk
And coat a swine

’
s trough

—which abundantly
Might furnish P ho ibos

’
tripod , P allas’ throne !

H ad you , I dream, discard ing all the base,
The brutish, spurned a lo ne conventio n’

swatch

And ward against invad ing decency
D isguised as license, law in lawlessnes s,
And so , te-o rd ina ting outwom ru le,
Mad e Comedy and Tragedy combine,
P ro ve some new Bo th -

yet
-neither, all one

hard ,

Euripides with Aristophanes
Co iiperant this, reproducingN ow
As tha t gave Then existence : Life to - day,

Suppose my charges all mistake ! assume
Your end , despite ambiguo us means, the

Yo urs also watts the white sail on its way,
Your nature too is kingly. All bes

'

de

I ca ll pretensio n—no true p o tenta te,

W ha tever intermediary be cro wned ,

Zeus o r P oseid on, where the vulgar sky
Lacks no t Triballos to cornp lete the group.

I recognize,—behind such phantom-crew.

Necessity, Creation, P o et
’
s P ower,

Else never had I dared appro ach , appeal

To poetry, power, Aristophanes !
But I trust tru th ’

s inherent kingliness.
Trustwho , by reaso n o fmuch truth , shall reign
More or less royally—may prayer but push

A clownish go d .

The only you and he, a pa triot - pair,
H ave striven al ike fo r one result—say, P eace !

You spoke yo urbest straight to the arta
'

ters

Ourpeople : haveyoumad e themend thiswar

By dint o f laughter and abuse and lies

And postures o fOpo ta Sad ly—N o !
Thiswar, despiteyourtwenty-fiveyears

’
work.

May yet endure until Athenai fi lls,
And freed omfalls with her. So much foryou !

N ow, the antagonist Euripides

H as he succeeded better? W ho sta ll say
H espokequite o ’

ertheheads o fKleon’
scrowd

To a dim fu ture, and if there he an,

W hy, you are fellows in ad versity.

But that’s unlike the fine o f wise wa ds

launched
Bymusic on their voyage. H ail , D ep rt ,

Arrive, Glad W elcome No t my fingle
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Of H eré , o r because fa te willed it thus. W hereo fmay never anybo dy—no ,

The o ther labo urs why, he toiled them Though half o f him sho uld rea lly msh me

thro ugh ; well,

But fo r this las t one—d own by Tainaro s, H appen to taste ! a friend - test firultless, that !

Its mo uth , to H aidea
’
realm descended he

To draginto the light the three- shaped ho und MEGARA
Of H ell : whence H erakles returns no more. Old man , who erst didst rare the Taphian

N ow , there’s an o ld -wo rld tale, Kadmeians town,
have, Illustriously, the army- leader, thou ,

H ow D irke’s husband was a Lukos once, Of speared Kadmeians—how gods play men
H o lding the seven - towered city here in sway fa lse

Befo re they ruled the land , white- steed ed I , now, miss ed nowise fo rt une in my sire,

pair, W ho , for his wealth , was boasted mighty
The twins Amphion , Zethos, bo rn to Zeus. o nce,

This Lukos’ so n ,—named like his fa ther to o , H aving supreme rule, —fo r the lo ve o fwhich
N o born Kadmeian but Eubo ia’

s gift , Leap the long lances fo rth at £1v

Comes and kills Kreo n, lords it o
’
er the land ,

Fallingupon our town sed itio n- sick. And having children to o and me he gave

To us , akin to Kreo n , just that bo nd Thy son, his ho use with tha t o f H erakles
Becomes the wo rst o f evils, seemingly Unitingby the fi r-fimed marriage-bed .

For, since my so n is in the earth’s abysms, And now these things are dead and down

This man o f va lour, Lukos, lo rd and king,
Seeks now to slay these so ns o f H erakles,
And slay his wife as wel l,—bymurder thus
Thinking to stamp out murder,—slay too me,
(Ifme

’
tis fit yo u co unt amo ngmen still,

Useless o ld age) and a ll for fear lest these,
Grown men one day, exact due punishment
Ofbloodshed and theirmo ther’s fa ther’s fa te.

I therefo re, since he leavesme in these d omes ,
The children

’
s ho useho ld guard ian, left,

when earth
’
s

D ark dread he underwent , that so n o fmine,
I, with theirmo ther, lest his boys sho uld die,
Sit at this a ltar of the saviour Zeus
W hich , glo ry o f triumphant spear, he raised
Conquering—my nobly- bo rn — the Minuai.

H ere d o we guard our station, destitute

Of all things, drink , food , ra iment , on bare
gro und

Couched side by side : sea led out of house

and home
Sit we in a resourcelessness o fhelp.

Our friends—why, some are no true friends,
I see !

The rest , that are true, want the means to
aid .

So o pera tes in man adversity

W hile tho u and I await our death , o ld man.

These H erakleian bo ys too , whom - my
chicks

I save beneath mywings like bro oding lird .

But o ne or o ther fi lls to questioning
0 mo ther, cries he, where in al l the

wo rld

Is fathergo ne to W ha t
’
s he do ingP when

W ill he come back P At fault through

tender years,
They seek their sire. Fo r me, I p it them

Telling them stories 3 at each creak o f d oors.
All wonder D oes he come - and all

a - fo o t

Make fo r the fi ll befo re the parent knee.
N ow then, wha t hope, wha tmetho d o fena pt
Facilita test thou —for, thee, o ld man .

I lo ok to , —since we mayno t leave by stealth
The limits ofthe land , and guards,more strong
Than we, are at the o utlets : nor in frientk
R emain to us the hopes o f safety mo re.

Therefore, whatever thy decision be,
Impart it fo r the commo n go od o f all

Lest now sho uld pro ve the proper time to die,
Though , beingweak, we spin it out and live.
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AMP H ITR UON . And words that tremble too : howe’er they
D aughter, it scarce is m y, d o one

’
s best , seem,

To blurt out counsel , things at such a pass. D evo ted wo rds, I deem.

MEGARA. O, o f a father ye unfathered o nes,

Yo u want some so rrowmo re, o r so love life? 0 tho u o ld man, and tho u whose groaning
stuns

AMP H ITR UON Unhappy mo ther—o nly us abo ve,
I bo th enjoy life, and love hopes beside. N o r reaches him below in H aides

’

realm, thy
lo ve !

MEGARA —(Faint no t to o so on, urge fo rward foo t and

And I but hope against hope—no , o ld man ! limb

W ay
-weary, nor lose courage—as some home

AMP H ITR UON Yoked to the carwhoseweight reco ils on him
In these delayings o f an ill lurks cure. Just at the ro ck- ridgethat concludes his course !

Take by the hand , the peplos , anyone
MEGAM W hose foo tho ld fi ils him, printless and fer

Bu t bitter is themeantime, and it bites. do ne !

Aged , m ist alongme aged to o ,
m p nrrrwo u . W ho ,—mate with thee in to ils when life was

0 theremay be a run before the wind new,

From o ut these present ills, fo rme and thee,
D aughter, and yet may come my son, thy

spo use I
But hush and from the children take away
Their fo unts a - flowwith tears, and talk them

calm

S teal themby stories—sad theft , all the same !

Fo r, human troubles—they grow weary to o ;

strength

N or happymen keep happy to the end
Since all things change

—their natures

in twain ; P ause ! for I see the ruler o f this land ,
And tha t man’

s bravest , therefore, LUROS, now passing through the palace-

ga te.

hopes on,
H o pes ever : to d espair is coward - like.

LUKOS'
The H erakleian co uple—father, wife

CH OROS Ifneeds Imust, I question : “ must ” forso o th ?

These d omes tha t overroo f, Beingyourmaster—all I please, I ask .

Th is long
-used couch , I come to , havingmade To what time d o you seek to spin o ut life i‘

A staffmy pr0p , that songmay put to proo f W hat hOpe, what help see, so as no t to die

The swan-e power, age-whitened , —poet’s Is it you trust the sire of these, tha t
’
s sunk

aid In H aides, will return ? H ow past the pitch ,
Ofso bbed -forth d irges

—wo rds that stand a lo o f Suppose you have to die, yo u pile the woe
From action now such am I—just a shade Thou , casting, H ellas thro ugh, thy empty
W ith night for al l its face, a mere night vaunts

dream As tho ugh Zeus helped thee to a god fo r son

anceship ,
Sto o d by thyself and pro ved no bas tard - slip
Of fa therland when loftiest glory grew. )
See now, how like the sire’s
Each eyeba ll fiercely fires
W ha t tho ugh ill - fortune haveno t left his race
Neither is gone the grand pa ternal grace !
H ellas Owhat—wha t comba tan ts , destroyed
In these, wilt thou one day seek—seek, and

find al l void !
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And tho u , that thou wast styled our best If no t my so n, the seeming- brave,”

tho u 1

W here was the awful in his wo rk wound up , But D irphus, thyAhantid mo ther- town,
If he d id quell and quench themarshy snake Question her, and she wou ld no t praise,
Or the Nemeian monster whom he snared
And—says, by thro ttlings o fhis arm, he slew? Fo r there

’
s no spo t, where havingd one some

W ith these d o you o utwrestleme Such fea ts
Sha ll save from death the sons o f H erakles Thy country tho u mightst call to witness

W ho go t praise, being no ught , for bravery
In wild - beast -battle, o therwise a blank Now, tha t all -wise invention , archers-gear,

N0man to throw on left armbuckler’sweight , Thou blamest hear my teaching and grow

No t he, no rget in spear
’
s reach l howhebo re

True coward
’
s-weapon : sho o t first and then

No bow-and -arrowpro ves a man is brave,
Bu t who keeps rank,—stands, oneunwinking

As, plo ughing up , the darts come, - brave is

My action has no impud ence, o ld man
P rovidence, rather for I own I slew
Kreon, this woman’

s sire, and have his seat . H is o ne and only while, whatever an
N owise I wish , then, to leave, these grown H ave the true bow-hand ,—here’

s the one

Avengers o n me, payment formy deeds. Though he have sent ten thoumnd shafts

abro ad ,
AM P H ITR UON Others remain wherewith the archer saves

As to the part o fZeus in his own child , H is limbs and life, tom— sta nd s ai r and

Let Zeus defend tha t ! As to mine,
’
tis me

The care concerns to show by argument Away from flesh the foe that vainly stars
The fo lly o f this fellow,

—H erakles, H urt by the viewless arrow, while hirmelf
W hom I stand up for since to hear thee Offers no fu ll front to those o pp osite,

styled But keeps in tho rough co ver there’s the

Coward ly—tha t is unend urable.

First then, the infamo us (for I account That
’
s capital in combat—d amage be,

Amongst thewords denied to human speech , Yet keep a safe skin—foe no t out o f reach
Timidity ascribed thee, H erakles As you are ! Thus mywo rds comma with
This Imust put from thee, with god s in proo f. thine,

Zeus’ thunder I appeal to , those four steeds And such , in judgingfacts, o ur d ifference.
W hereo fhe also was the chario teer These children , now, why d o st tho u seek to

W hen, having sh o t d own the earth’s Giant
W hat have they d one thee ? In 3 a ngle

(Never shaft flew bu t found and fitted flank)
Triumph he sang in common with the god s. I count thee wise—if, being base thyself,
The Kentaur- race, fo ur fo o ted inso lence Thou dread

’
st the progeny o f nobleness.

Go ask at P ho lo é , vilest thou o fkings, Yet this bears hard upon us, a ll themine.

M om they would pick out and prono unce Ifwemust die—because o f fear in thee

best man, A dea th
’
twere fit thou sufl

'

er at our hands.

A man ih armour is his armour’s slave,
And , mixed with rank and file that want

to run,

H e dies because his neighbours have lost

Then, should he break his spear, no way
remains

Of warding da th ofl
'

,
—
gone that body
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And nobly drawn my breath at home in
Thebes

W here tho u exultest l—city that’s insane,
Sick thro ugh sedition and bad go vernment,
Else never had she gained fo rmaster—thee

Old friends, I praise you : since a righteous

Fo r friend
’
s sake well becomes a friend .

But no ! cno aos.

On o ur ac
co
unt in anger W ith lord , H ad anyone, while yet my arms were strong,

Sufl
'

er
.

no injury H earmy ad vic
e, Been scorning thee, he easily had ceased .

Amphitruon, lf l seem to speak aright . But we are no ught, now th ine henceforth
0 yes, I lo ve my children how no t lo ve

W ha t I brought forth, what toiled for and Amphitruon, how to push aside these fi tes !

Sad I esteem to o ; still, the fa ted way
AM P H ITR UON

Who stifi
'
ens him against, tha t man I count No r cowardice no r a desire o f life

P oor creature ; us, who are o f o thermo od , Stops me from dying: but I seek to a ve

Sincewemust die, beho ves us meet o urdeath Myso n his children. Vain I set myheart,
N o t burnt to cinders, giving foes the laugh It seems, upon impossibility.

To me, wo rse ill than dying, tha t ! W e owe See, it is ready for the sword , this throat
Our houses many a brave deed , now to pay. To pierce, divide, dash d own from p eeip

'

ce !

Thee, indeed , gloriously men estimate Bu t one grace grant us, king, we supp lica te !
For spear wo rk, so tha t unendurable Slay me and this unhappy one before
W ere it that tho u shou ldst die a death of The children, lest we see them - imp

'

ous

And fo rmyglo rious husband , wherewants he Gasping the soul fo rth , calling all the while

A witness that he wo uld no t save his bo ys On mo ther and o n father’s fa ther ! Else,

If to uched in their go od fame thereby D o as thy heart inclines thee ! N o resource

Since birth H ave we from da th , and we resign our

Bears ill with baseness d one fo r children’
s

My husband need s must bemy pattern here.

See now thy hope how much I count

Tho u thinkest tha t thy son will come to light :
And , o f the dead , who came from H aides

But we with ta lk this man might mo llify
Never Ofall foes, fly the fo o lish o ne

W ise, well -bred peo ple, make concession to !
So oneryo u meet respect by speaking so ft .

Already it was in mymind—perchan LUR o s.

W e might beg off these children’
s banish These things shall be. W ithdraw the bolt .

ment

But even that is sad , invo lving them My servants ! Enter and ad orn yourselves !

In safety, ay—and piteous poverty !
Since the host

’
s visage for the flyingfiiend

H as, only one day, the sweet lo o k, ’
tis said .

D are with us death, which waits thee, dared
or no

W e call on thine ancestral worth, o ld man
Forwho o utlabo urs what the go ds appoint

Shows energy, but energy gone mad .

Since wha t must—no ne e
’
er makes what

must no t be.

MEGARA.

And I to o supplicate : ad d grace to grace,
And , though but o ne man, do ubly serve us

bo th
Let me bestow ad ornment o f the dead

Upon thes e child ren ! Throw the p lan:

wide !

Fo r now we are shut out . Thence these

shall share

At least so much of weal th was ona their

sire
’
s
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I grudge no peploi ; but when these ye wind The tawniness behind—his yellow head
Abo ut yo ur bod ies,—tha t ad o rnment d one,
Then I shall come and give yo u to thegrave.

MEGARA.

0 children , fo llow this unhappy fo o t ,
Yo urmo ther’s, into yo ur ancestral home,
W here o thers have the power, are lo rd s in

Altho ugh the empty name is left us yet

AMP H ITR UON .

O Zeus, in vain I had thee marriage-ma te,
In vain I called the fa ther o fmy child

Tho u wast less friend ly far than tho u didst

I , the mere man, o
’
erma tch in virtue thee

Themighty god : fo r I have no t betrayed
The H erakleian children ,—whereas tho u

H adst wit eno ugh to come clandestinely
Into the chamber, take wha t no man gave,
Ano ther’s place ; and when it comes to help
Thy loved o nes, there tho u lackest wit indeed
Thou art some stupid god o r bo rn unjust .

CH OROS .

Even a d irge, can P ho ibos suit
In song to music jubilant
Fo r al l its so rrow : making shoo t
H is go lden plectro n o

’
er the lute,

Melod ious ministrant .
And I , too , am o fmind to raise,

D espite the imminence o f do om,

A so ng ofjoy, outpourmy praise
T o him—wha t is it rumour says
W hether—now buried in the gho stly glo om
Belowground ,—hewas child of Zeus indeed ,
Ormere Amphitruon

’
s mo rta l seed

To him I weave the wreath of song, his

Fo r, is my hero perished in the fea t ?
The virtues o f brave to ils, in da th complete,
These save the dead in song,

—their glo ry
garland meet

First , th en , he mad e the wood

Of Zeus a so litude,

Slayingits lion
- tenant ; and he spread

Enmumed by the brute’s, backed by tha t

grin of dread .

The mountain - ro ving savage Kentaur
- race

H e strewed with dead ly how abou t their

To pace submissive to the bit , each steed
Tha t in the blo o dy cribs o f D iomede
Champed and , unbrid led , hurried d own tha t

gore

Pp rgrain , exu ltant the dread feast befo re
Of man’

s flesh hideo us feed ers they o f

yo re !
All as he crossed the H ebros

’
silver-flow

Accomplished he such labo ur, to iling
Fo rMukenaian tyrant ay, and mo re
H e crossed th e Melian sho re
And , by the so urces o fAmauros, sho t
To death that strangers

’
- pest

Kukno s, who dwelt in Amphanaia : no t

Of fame fo rgoo d to guest

And next, to the melodious maids he came,
Inside the H esperian co urt - yard hand must

At pluckinggo ld fruit from the appled leaves,
N ow he had killed the dragon, backed like

flame,
W ho guards the unapproachable he weaves
H imself all round , one spire about the same.

And into those sea - troughs o f ocean dived

The hero , and fo rmortals ca lm contrived ,

Slayingwith winged shafts : P eneios knew,

Beauteously - ed dying, and the long tracts to o
Of pasture trampled fruitless, and as well
Those d es o la ted haunts Mount P elion under,

And , grassy up to H omo le, each dell

W hence, having filled their hands with pine
tree plunder,

H o rse- like was wont to prance from, and

subd ue
The land o fThessaly, that bestia l crew.

The go lden
-headed spo t -back

’
d staghe slew,

Tha t robber of the rustics : glo rified

Therewith the god dess who in hunter
’
s prid e

Slaughters the game alongOino é
’
s side.

And , yoked abreast , he bro ugh t the chario t
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W ha tever oars sho uld fo llow in his wake.

And under heaven
’
s mid - seat his hands thrust

At home with Atlas and , for val o ur
’
s sake,

H eld the gods up their star
- faced mansionry.

Also , the rider-host ofAmazons
Abo ut Maio tis many- streamed , he went

To co nquer through the billowy Euxin o nce,

H aving co llected wha t an armament

Of friends from H ellas, all o n conquest bent
Of tha t go ld -

garnished cloak, dread girdle

So H ellas gained the girl
’
s barbarian grace

And a t Mukenai saves the trophy still
Go wonder there, who wil l

And the ten tho usand - headed hound

Ofmany a murd er, the Lemaian snake
H e burned out , head by head , and cast

O sad fate o fmyself and these my sons

H is darts a po ison thence, - darts so o n to W hom with these eyes I lo ok at, this last

Their rage in tha t three-bo died herdsman ’
s

gore

OfEru theia . Many a runningmo re

H e made fo r triumph and felicity,
And , last o f to ils, to H aides, never dry
Of tears, he sailed : and there he, luckless,

H is life completely, no r returns again.

The house and home are deso la te o f friends,
And where the children’

s life-pa th leads

I see, - no step retraceable, no god And rule P elasgia where th e fine fi
'
uits gro w ;

Availing, and no law to help the lost And , fo r a sto le of state, he wrapped about
The car o fCharo n marks their period , Thy head with that the lion-monsterbore,
W aits to end all. Thy hands , these ro o fs That which himself went wearing armour

To thee, th o ugh absent , lo ok theiruttermost And tho u wast Kingo fThebes—such chario ts
there l

But if in yo uth and strength I flourished still ,

Still shook the spear in fight, did power As tho u had st co axed them out ofwho gave

match will
In these Kadmeian cc -mates o fmy age, To thee, his boy : and into thy right hand

They wo uld , -and I,—when warfare was to H e thrust the guard ian
-club o f D aidalos,

P oorguardian pro ves the gift that plays tbee
Stand by these children ; bu t I am bereft
Ofyouth now, lone of that good genius left ! And upon thee he promised to bestow

But hist, desist l fo r here come there,
D raped as the dead go , under and over,

Children longsince
—now hard to discover,

Of the once so po tent H erakles !

And the lo ved wife dragging, in o ne tether
Abo ut her feet , the bo ys together ;
And the hero ’

s aged sire comes last

Unhappy that I am ! Of tears which rise,
H ow am I all unable to ho ld fi st ,
Longer, the aged fo untains o f these eys !

MBGARA.

Be it so ! W ho is priest, who butcher be
Of these ill - fa ted o nes, o r stops the bra th
Ofme, the miserable ? R ead y, see,
The sacrifice—to lead where H aides lives !
0 children, we are led—no lovely team
Of corpses — age, yo uth, mo therhoo d , all

I, indeed , bo re yo u : but fo r enemies
I bro ugh t you up to be a laughing

- sto ck,
Matter fo rmerriment, destruction -stuff !

W oe
’
s me

Strangely indeed my hopes have struck

d own

From wha t I used to hope about you once

The expecta tio n from yo ur father’s ta lk !
Fo r thee, now, thy dead sire da lt Argo s to

Thou wast to have Eurustheus’ ho use one
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Chapleted , and , amid a crowd ofmen, MEG-ARA.

My very wife—my father weeping to o , Lest they should some day pay back Kroo n
’
s

W ha tever the misfo rtune ! Come, best take death .

My sta tion nearer these and learn it all H ERAKLES.

W ife, what new so rrow has approached our And W hy trick out the boys corpse fi shion

home thus

MEGARA. “ Ren a .

O dearest ligh t flashed o n thy fa ther now
Art tho u come ? art thou saved and dost thou

fall nurtu res.

On friends in their supreme extremity P And Yo u had died thro ugh vio lence7 W OC
’
S

me
H ERAKLES. MEGARA.

H ow say’st thou ? Father ! wha t’s the trouble Left bare o f friends : and tho u wast dead ,
here heard .

MEGARA. H ERAKLES.
Undo ne are we l—but thou , o ld man, forgive And whencecameonyo u this faintbeartedness?
Iffirst I sna tchwhat thou shou ldst sayto him !
For somehow womanho od wakes pity more.

“ M AM

H ere are my children killed and I undone g The heralds o fEurustheus brought the news

H ER AKLES.

trau ma s .

Apo llo n, with wha t preludes speech begins And whywas it yo u left myho use " 1d hearth

MBGARA.

MEGARA.

D ead are my bro thers and o ld fa ther to o .

Forced

c

t

ii
e

l

noe ; thy fit ther—from hm " I?
co u

H ER AKLES .
H ERAKLES.

H ow fi rst th ou —d o ing what —by spear And no shame at insulting the o ld man

stroke whence
MBGARA.

MEGARA. Shame, truly ! no near neighbom
'
s h and

Lukos destroyed them— the land
’
s nobleking Shame

H ERAKLES.
H ER And so much , inmyabsence, lacked I friend s ?

Met them in arms ? o r through the land
’
s

disease nacarta .

MBGARA . Friends—a re there any to a luckless man
Sedition : and he sways seven -

gated Thebes .

H ERAKLES.

a s su mes. The Minuai-war I waged ,—they slu t fi rth

W hythen came fear on the o ld man and thee? “16 0 ?

MI GARA.

MEGARA Friendless,—again I tell thee, —is ill - luck.

H emeant to kill thy Ether, me, our boys.
um rtu ts.

H ERAKLES W ill no t yo u cast these hell -wraps from yo ur

H ow say’st thou ? Fearingwhat from orphan
age? And lo o k on light again, and with yo ur eyes



H ERAKLES 723

Taste the sweet change from nether dark to i nn in gs.

day? If all Thebes n wme, no t a whit care I .
W hile I—fornowthereneedsmyhandiwork But seeing as I did a certain bird
First I shall go , demo lish the shades N o t in the lucky seats, I knew some woe
Of these new lo rd ships ; next hew ofi

'

thehead was fi ller) upon the house so , purposely,
Accurst and toss it fo r the d ogs to trail. By stealth I mademyway into the land .

Then, such o f the Kadmeians as I find
W erecraven though theyowed megratitude, AMP H ITR UON .

Some'I intend to hand le with this club And now, advancing, hail the hearth with
Renowned fo r co nquest ; and with winged

And give the ancestra l home thine eye to

Scatter the o thers, fill Ismeno s full see 1

W ith “ 09d?
cor
p
ses,
—D irke’s 50W 80 white For he himselfwill come, thywife and sons

Sha ll be incarnadmed . Fo r, whom, I pray, To drag
- forth—slaughter

—slayme to o , -this
Beho ves me ra ther help than wife and child

And aged fi ther? Farewell ,
“ 14 11011“ But , here remaining, al l succeeds with thek

Gain lost by no false step. So , this thy town
Vain

iy
I
;
vrough t them my true work 13 ? D isturb no t , son, ere thou right matters here !

ere

My business is to die defend ing these, H ERAKLES .

If for their fa ther’s sake they meant $0 die. Thus will I d o , for thou say’st well myhome
Or how shall we ca ll brave the batt ling ‘t Let me first enter l Since at the due time
W ith snake and lio n, 8 Eurustheus bade, R eturning from the unsunned depths where
If yet I must no t labo ur death away dwells
From my OW “ children I Conquering R aides

’
wife Koré , let me no t affront

H erakles Thosegod s beneathmyro o fI first sho u ld hail
Fo lk will no t ca ll me as they used , I think
The right thing is for parents to as ist Au pm'

rnuo n .

Children. o ld age. the partner o f the um b Fo r didst thou really visit H aides, so n 7

nu pm'
rnuon.

H ERAKLES .

True, son thy duty is—be fi'iend to friends
And foe to foes : yet

—no mo re haste than
Ay
—d ragged to light , too , his three head ed

3 3 3 5 x13 3 ,

AM P I'IITR UON .

W hy, fa ther, what is o ver hasty here ?
Byfigh t didst conquer, o r throughKoré

’
sgilt ?

AMP H IT R UON .

H ERAKLxs.

Many a [n umb—seeming to be rich ,
Fight : well forme, I saw the Orgies first I

As the word goes,
—the kingcalls partisan.

Such made a rio t , ruined Thebes to rob AM P H ITR UON

Their neighbour : for, whgt good they had And is he in Eurustheus
’
ho use, the brute

a t home

W as spentandgonc
—flewo ffthrough idleness.

“ N AR I-ES
Yo u came to trouble Thebes, they saw : since Chthoma’

s grove, H ermio n
’
s City, hOld him

seen ,
now.

Beware lest , raising foes , a multitude, AM P H ITRUON .

Yo u stumble where you apprehend no harm. D oes no t Eurustheus know thee back onearth ?
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H ERAKLES. But miserablemurderous age I hate !
No : I would come first and seematters here.

13 ! it 80 to wreck, the waves adown ,

N o r ever by righ ts plague tower or town
AM P H ‘TR UON' W here mortals bide, but still elate

But howwast thou below ground such a time? W ith wings , on ether, precipitate,
nannxms.

W ander them round—norwait I

I stopped , fromH aides, bringingTheseus up .

But if the gods, to man
’
s degree,

AMP H ITR UON . H ad wit and wisd om, theywo uld bring

And where is he —bound o
’
er the plain fo r Mankind a two fo ld youth, to be

Their vu t ue’s sign -mark , al l should see,

H ERAKLES .
In those with whom life

’
s winter thus grew

Go ne glad to Athens H aides
’
fugitive !

Bu t , up , boys fo llow fi ther into house
There’s a far better go ing- in fo ryou

Truly, than goingo o ut m ! Nay, take heart ,
And let the eyes no longer run and run

And thou, O wife, my own, co llect thy soul
N or tremble now Leavegrasping, all o fyo u ,
My garments I

’m no t winged , no rfly from

Ah ,

N o lettinggo fo r these, who all the mo re
H ang to mygarments ! D id you fo o t indeed
Therazor

’

sedge? W hy, then I
’
ll carrythem

Takewith myhands these small craft up , and
tow

Just as a shipwould . There ! d on’
t fear I shirk W ? " I am “ ot to pause

Mychildren
’
s service ! this way,men aremen,

Mmglmg together
—wine “ d wine i“ C“ ?

N o difference ! best and worst , they love their The Graces W ith the Mm “ P

bo ys Most du lcet marriage loosed from music’s

After o ne fashion wea lth they difl
'

er in laws,

Some have it , o thers no t but each and all NO life fo rme !

Combine to form the children - loving race.
But where thewreaths abound , there evermay

I be
CH OROS And still , an aged hard , I shout Mnemo suné

Youth is a pleasant burthen to me ; Still chant o f H erakles the triumph ~cln nt ,
But age on my head , mo re heavily Companioned by the seven - stringed tort oise

Than the crags o f Aitna , weighs and weighs, shell

And darkening cloaks the lids and intercepts And Libuan flute, and Bromios’ selfas well
the rays. God o f the grape, with man participant !

Never be mine the preference N o t yet will we arrest theirglad ad vance

Of an Asian empire’s wea lth , noryet The Muses who so longhave led me forth to

Of a ho use all go ld , to youth , to you th dance

Tha t’s beauty, wha tever the gods dispense !
W hether in wea lth we joy, or fret W eaving a beauteo us measure in and ou t

P aupers,—o f a ll God
’
sgiftsmost beautiful, in H is ternple

-

gates, Ia to na
’
s go odly seed

truth ! And paians
—I too , these thy domes about ,

Forwhen they died , into the sun oncemo re

W ould they have traversed twice life
’
s race

course o
’
er

W hile ignobility had simply run
Existence thro ugh, nor seco nd life begun.

And so migh t we discern bo th bad and go o d

As surely as the starry multitude
Is numbered by the sailo rs, o ne and one.

But now the gods by no apparent line
Limit the wo rthy and the base define ;
Only, a certain period rounds , and so

Brings man mo re wealth , but youthful
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Luxos.

Ah me—me
CH OROS.

This strikes the keyno te—music to mymind ,
Merry i’ the househ o ld Death takes up the

tune

The king gives voice, groans murder
’
s pre

lude well !
Luxo s.

0 , all the land o fKadmos ! slain by guile !

CH OROS .

Ay, for who slew first ? P ayingback thydue,
R esign thee make, fo r deeds done, mere

amends
Who was it grazed the gods thro ugh lawless

ness

Morta l himself, threw up his fo o l
’
s- conceit

Against the blessed heavenly o nes—as tho ugh
Gods had no power? Old friends, the im

Exists no t anymo re The ho use is mute.

Turn we to song and dance ! For, those I
lo ve,

Those I wish well to , well fi re they, to wish !

To Thebes, the sacred city thro ugh ,
Are a care fo r, change and change

Of tears to laughter, o ld to new,

Our lays, glad birth, they bring, they bring!
H e is gone and past , themigh ty king
And the o ld o ne reigns, retumed—O strange !

From the Acherontian harbour to o !

Ad vent o f ho pe, beyond tho ught
’
s widest

To the gods, the gods, are crimes a care,

And they wa tch our virt ue, well aware

Tha t go ld and that prosperity drive man
Out o f his mind—those chario teers who ha le

Migh t
-without - right behind them : fl ee who

Fortune
’
s reverse which time prepares, no r

—H e who evad es law and in lawlessness

D elights him,
—hehas brokend ownhis trust

The chario t , riches haled—now blackeningin
the dust

AR ISTOP H ANES
’
AP OLOGY

Break into dance, ye ways, the po lished bed
0

’
the seven -

ga ted city ! D irké , thou

Fair- flowing, with the Aso piad sisters all,

Of H erakles, o ne choir of nymphs, sing
triumph now !

O wo ody rock o f P uthios ‘and each home
0

’
the H eliko nian Muses, ye shall m e

W ith joyous sho uting to mywa lls, my town
W here saw the ligh t that Spartan race, tho se

a sown ,
”

Brazen-shield - bearingchiefi ,
whereo fthe band

W ith children
’
s children reno vates our land ,

To Thebes a m ed light !

n us.

Courage, o ld men ! beh o lding here—Nigh t’s

1 Surname o fAp o llo .

Bed o fthemorta l - bo rn and Zeus, who couched
Beside the nymph o f P erseus

’ progeny !
For credible, past hOpe, becomes to me
Tha t nuptial story long ago avo uched ,

O Zeus ! and time has turned the dark to

bright ,
And mad e o ne blame o f truth the H erakleidan

H is, who emerged fromearth’s pavilion, lefl
P louton

’
s shade, the nether palace- cleft.

Tho u wast the lord that nature gave me—no t

Tha t baseness born and bred—my king, by
lo t

—Basenessmade plain to all , who now regard

The match o f swo rd with swo rd in figh t ,
If to the gods the Just and R ight
Still pleasingbe, still claim the pa lm’

s award .

Are we come to the self- same passio n o f fear,
Old friend s —such a phantasmfrontsme here
Visible o ver the palace roo f
In flight , in flight , the laggard limb
Bestir and haste aloo f

From tha t on the ro o f th ere—grand and grim !
O P aian, king !
Be thou my safeguard from the woeful thing!



H ERAKLES 727

Madnes , and me the handmaid of the go ds, n us.

Iris : since to your town we come, no plague No t to bewise, did Zeus’wife send thee here.

W age war against the house o fbut one man
From Zeus and from Alkmenesprung, they

Now, till he made an end o f bitter to ils,
Fate kept him safe, no r did his fa ther Zeus
Let us o nce hurt him, H ereno rmyself.
But , since he has toiled through Eurustheus

’

H eré desires to fix fresh blo od o n him

Slayinghis children : I desire it to o .

Up then, co llecting the unsoflencd hea rt ,
Unwedded virgin o fblackN ight D rive, drag
Frenzy upon the man here—whirls of brain
Big with child -murd er, while his feet leap

Let go the blo ody cable its who le length
So tha t,—when o

’
er the Acherousian ford

d ,—he may know
First , H ere’s anger, what it is to him,

And then learn mine. The god s are vile H a , beho ld ! already he ro cks his head—he
is ofl

'

from the starting-place l
And mo rtal matters vast , if he

’
scape free l No t a wo rd , as he ro lls his frightful orbs,

from their so ckets wrenched in the
new ness.

Certes, fromwell -bom sire and mo ther to o

H ad I my birth , whose blood is Nigh t
’
s and

But here’smyglo ry,—no t to grudge thegood

N o r love I raids against the friends o fman.

I wish , then, to persuade,—befo re I see
Yo u stumbling,you and H ere trustmywords !

Thisman, the house ofwhomye hound me to ,
Is no t unfamed on earth norgods among ;
Since, havingquelled waste land and savage

H e a lone raised again the falling rights

Desire no mighty mischief, I advise !
Oto to toi,—groan

n us.

Give thou no tho ugh t to H ere
’
sfaultyschemes ! Thy flower, Zeus

’
ofl

'

spring, City !
Unhappy H ellas, who dost cast (the pity l)

UADNESS W ho worked thee all the good ,
Changingher step from faulty to fault - free Away from thee,—destroyest in a mood

MAD NESS.

Sun, thee I cite to witness - n - d o ing what I
loa the to d o

But since indeed to H ereand thyself I must
subserve,

And fo llow yo u quick, with a whizz , as the

bo unds a -hunt with the huntsman ,

—Go I will l and neither the sea , as it groans
with its waves so furio usly,

Nor earthquake, no , no r the bo lt o f thund er

Sha ll cover the ground as I, at a bo und , rush
into the bosom o f H erakles 1

And home I scatter, and house I ba tter,
H avingfirst o f al l made the child ren fi ll

And he who felled them is never to know
H e gave birth to each child that received the

blow,

Till the Madness, I am, have let himgo !

And the breathings o f him he tempers and

times no mo re than a bull in act to toss,

And hideo usly he bellows invokingtheKeros ,

daughters o fTartaros.
Ay, and I so o n will dance thee madder, and

pipe thee quite out o fthymind with fear !
So , up with the famo us fo o t , tho u Iris, march

to Olumpos, leaveme here
Me and mine, who now combine, in the

dread ful shape no morta l sees,
And now are abo ut to pass, from witho ut,

inside o f the home of H erakles !
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Ofmadness him, to deathwhompipingsdance !
There goes she, in her chario t ,—groans, her
bro od ,

And gives her team thegoad , as though ad rift

Fo r d oom, N ight
’
s Go rgo n, Madness , she

who se glance

Turnsman to marble l with wha t hissings lift
Their hundred heads the snakes, her head ’

s

inheritance !
Quick has the god changed fortune : through

their sire
Quick will the children, tha t he saved , expire
O miserableme I O Zeus ! thy child
Child less himself—so on vengeance, hunger

wild ,

Craving for punishment , will lay how low
Loaded with many a woe

O pa lace-roo fs your courts about ,
A measure begins al l unrejoiced
By the tympanies and the thyrso s hoist
Of the Bromian revel - ro ut !

O ye d omes l and the measure proceeds
Fo r bloo d , no t such as the cluster bleeds
Of the D ionusian pouring- out

Break forth , fly, children 1 fatal this
Fatal the lay tha t is piped , I wis
Ay, fo r he hunts a children-chase

Never sha ll Madness lead her revel

And leave no trace in the dwelling
-place !

Ai ai, because o f the evil 1

Ai ai, the o ld man—how I groan
For the fath er, and no t the fa ther alone

She who was nurse of his children,—small

H er gain tha t they everwere born at all

See See !

A whirlwind shakes hither and thither
The ho use—the ro o f fa lls in together
H a , ha , wha t d o st th ou , son o fZeus ?
A trouble o fTartaros broke loose,

AR ISTOP H ANES’
AP OLOGY

CH OROS.

W hat cry, to me

WMI , d ost thou call with ?

MESSENGER .

There
’
s a curse ind oors .

CHOROS.

I shall no t bring a prophet : yo u sufi ce.

MESSENGER .

Dead are the children.

CH OROS.

MESSENGER .

Groan fo r, groans

Suit well the subject. D ire the children
’

s

death,
D ire too the parent’s hands that dealt the fi re.

No one could tell worse wo e than we have

borne.

CH OROS .

H ow d ost thou tha t same curse—curse, cause

The fa ther’s on the children, make appear
Tell in wha t matter they were hurled fi'o rn

heaven
Against the ho use—thes e evils ; and recount

The children
’
s hapless fa te, O Messenger !

MESSENGER .

The victims were before the hearth o fZeus ,
A househo ld e xpiatio n : since the king
0

’
the country, H erakles had killed and ca st

From o ut the dwelling; and a beauteous

cho ir
Ofboys stood by his sire, to o , and his wife.

And now the basket had been carried round

The altar in a circle, and we used

The consecrated speech . Alkmené ’s so n,
Such as once P allas on the Titan thundered , Just as he was about , in his right hand ,
Thou sendcs t on thy domes, roof- sha ttered

and wa ll -sundered

MESSENGER .

0 bodies white with age

To hear the torch , tha t he might dip into
The cleansing

-water, - came to a stand - still

And , as their father yet delayed , his boys
H ad their eyes on him. But he was himself
N o longer : lost in ro llings o f the eyes ;
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D igs a t, heaves do o rs up , wrenches d o orpo sts
out ,

Layswife and child lowwith theselfsameshaft.

AR ISTOP H ANES’
AP OLOGY

Alas fo rme these child ren , see,

Stretched , haplessgro up, befo re theirfi ther
he

And this d one, at the o ld man
’
sdeath hedrives; The al l unhappy, who lies sleeping ou t

But there came, as it seemed to us who saw,

A statue—P allas with the crested head ,
Swingingher spear—and threw a stonewhich

smo te

H erakles’breast and stayed his slaughter-rage,

And sent him safe to sleep. H e fa lls to

Striking against the co lumn with his back
Co lumn which , with the fi lling o f the ro o f,

Bro ken in two , lay by the altar- base.

And we, fo o t - free now from o urseveral flights,
Al ongwith the o ld man , we fastened bo nd s
Of rope-no o se to the co lumn, so that he,
Ceasingfromsleep,might no t go addingdeeds
To deeds d one. And he sleeps a sleep, po o r

wretch,
N o gift o f any god ! since he has slain

Children and wife. Forme, I d o no t know

W ha t mortal has more misery to bear.

CH OR DS .

A murder there was which Argo lis
H o lds in remembrance, H ellas thro ugh,
As, at that time, best and famousest :
Of those, the daughters of D anaos slew.

A murd er indeed was that but th is

Outstrips it , straight to the goa l has pressed .

I am able to speak o f a murder d o ne
To the haples s Zeus - bo rn o ffspring, to o
P rokné

’
s so n, who had but one

Or a sacrifice to the Muses, say
R a ther, who Itus sing alway,
H er single child . But thou , the sire
Of children three - O thou consuming fire

Ia one o utrageo us fa te hast made them all

expire.

And this outrageous h te

W ha t groan, o rwail , or d eadmen
’
s dirge,

Or choric dance of H aides sha ll I urge
The Muse to celebra te

W oe woe ! beho ld
The porta lled palace lies unro lled ,

The murd er o f hrs so ns, a dreadfirl sleep !

And bonds, see, all abo ut,

Tightenings aro und the body o f H erakles
To the sto ne co lumns of the house mad e fi st !

But—like a bird that grieves
For ca llow nestlings some rude hand he

reeves

See, here, a bitter jo urney o verpast ,
The o ld man—a ll too late—is here at last

AM P H ITR UON .

Silently, silently, aged Kadmeians !
W ill ye no t sufl

'

ermy so n, diffused

Yonder, to slide from his so rrows in sleep

CH OROS .

And thee, o ld man , d o I , groaning, weep ,
And the children to o , and the ha d there

Of o ld to the wreaths and paians !

AM P H ITR UON .

Farther away N o r bea t the breast ,
N o r wail al oud , nor ro use from res t

The slumberer—as leep, so best

CH OR DS .

Ah me—what a slaughter !

AM P H I
'
I
‘

R UON .

R efrain refrain

Ye will pro vemy perditio n.

CI'IOROSo

Unlike water,
Blo odshed rises from earth again.

AMP H IT R UON .

D o I bid you hate yo ur brea th , in vain

Ye elders Lament m a so fter strain !

Lest he rouse himself, burst every chain,
And bury the city in ravage

—bray
This wayand that way, each prodigious fo ld ! Father and ho use to d ust away
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Beyond the present miseries
I cannot forbear—I canno t forbear Amisery more ghastly still

And to haunt him, o ver and above

AMP H ITR UON . Those here who , as they used to lo ve,
H ush ! I will learn his bra things : there ! Now ha te him, what if he have with these

I will laymy ears close.
Mymurder, the worst o f Brianes

CH OROS.

W hat, he sleeps ? Then was the time to die, fo r thee,
When ready to wreak in the full degree

AMP H ITR UON .

Ay,
—sleeps ! A ho rror o f slumber keeps

Theman who has piled W ho murdered her bro thers i glad , life
’
s

D ea th and death , as he sho t them down W ith the Taphioi down,
And sacked their town
Clustered about with a wash o fsea

CH ORDS.

AMP H ITR UDN .

Even so

CH ORDS.

—The fi te o f the children

AM P H ITR UON .

—Old man, the fate of thy son ! 0 l ens, why hast, with such unmeasured
hate,

AM P H ITR UON H ated thy so n, whelmed in this sea o fwoes ?
H ush , hush ! H ave done !

H e is turning about n n s.

H a ,

Away ! I steal In breath indeed I am—see things I ough t
:Ether, and earth, and these the sunbeam

Befo re he aro use,

In the depths o f the house. But then—some billow and strange whirl o f

CH OROS I have fa llen into and breathings ho t I
Courage ! The Night breath e
Maintains her right Smoked upwards, no t the steady wo rk from
On the lids o fthyson there, sealed fromsight ! lungs.

See now ! Why bo und , -a t moo rings like a
AM P H ITR UON . ship,

See, see To leave the light About my young breast and young arm, to

And , wretch tha t I am, hear one last ill,

I do no t avo id ; but if he kill Stone piece of carved work broke in half,
Me his own fi ther, and devise d o I

AMP H ITR UON .

To fligh t
— to flight

Away from the house, tr00p all, o ld men
Save yourselves out o f the maniac’s sight
H e is rousing himself right up : and then,
Murder o n murder heapinganew,

H e will revel in bloo d your city through



732 AR ISTOP H ANES’
AP OLOGY

Sit , have my rest in corpses’ neighbo ur H ERAKLES .

ho o d ?
Strewn on the ground are winged darts, and charge

bow AMP H ITR UON .

W hich played mybro ther- shieldman. held in If thou no more an B aides-drunk,—I tell a
hand ,

Guarded my side, and go t my guardianship !
I canno t have gone back to H aides—twice I bring to mind no drunkenness of soul.

Begun Eurustheus
’
race I ended thence

But I nor see the Sisupheian sto ne,
M l TR UON

N o r P louton, nor D emeter
’
s sceptred maid Sha ll I unbind my so n, o ld men , o r what

I am struck witless sure Where can I be ?
H o there ! wha t friend of mine is near or H ERAKLES

far And who was binder, tell —no t “ at , my
Some one to cure me of bewilderment ? deed

Fo r nought familiar do I recognize.
AMP H ITR UON

Mind thatmuch o fmisfo rtune—p iss the rest !
AMP H ITR UON .

Old friends, shall I go close to these my
woes Enough ! from silence, I nor learn norwish .

CH ORo s.

Ay, and let me too ,—no r desert your ills ! AMP H I
'
I
‘

R UON .

O Zeus, do st witness here throned H ere
’
s

H ERAKLES . wo rk
Fa ther, whyweepest thou , and buriest up 3 3m m

Thine eyes, aloof so from thy much - loved But have I had to bear aught hostile thence?
son

AM P H ITR UON .

“ P H “ R UON

0 child faring bad ly, mine thou art ! Let be the goddess
—bury thine own

H ERAKLES. 3
.

3m m

D o I fare somehow ill , that tears should
Undo ne W hat rs the so rrow thou wrlt say?

flow
AM P H ITR UD N .

AM P H ITR UON .

Ill,—wo uld cause any god who bo re, to
Lo ok See the ruins o f thy ch ildren here

groan

H ERAKLES. H ERAKLES .

Tha t
’
s boasting, truly ! still, you state no hap .

Ah me 1 What Sight do wretched I beho ld ?

AMP H ITR UON .

Unfair fight, son. this figh t thou fi stenedst
Fo r, thyself seest—if in thywits again. On thine own children !

H ERAKLES. H ERAKLES .

H eyday ! H ow riddlingly that hint returns ! W hat figh t ? W ho slew these7

AMP H ITR UON . AMP H ITR UDN .

W ell , I am trying
—a rt thou sane and so und Thou and thybow, and who ofgods was cause.
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AM P H I
'
I
'
R UON .

Lo st—flown away from life !

TH ESEUS.
W hat sayes t tho u

AM P H ITR UON .

Erring through a frenzy -fit ,
H e did al l, with the arrows dipt in dye
Of hundred -head ed H udra .

TH ESEUS .

H ere
’
s strife

But who is this amo ng the dead , o ld man

AM P H ITR UON .

Mine,mine, thisprogeny—the labo ur- plagued ,
W ho went withgods once to P h legruia

’
s plain,

And in the giant
- slayingwar bo re shield.

TH ESEUS.
—woe ! W ha t man was bo rn mis
chanceful thus

AMP H ITR UON .

Tho u couldst no t know ano thermo rtal man
To il-weary, mo re o utwom by wanderings.

TH ESEUS.

And why i
’
the pep lo i hides he his sad head ?

AM P H ITR UDN .

No t daringmeet thine eye, thy friendliness
And kinship, nor that children

’
s - bloo d

abo ut .
TH ESEUS.

But I come to who shared mywoe with me !

Uncover him

AMP H ITR UON .

0 child , put from thine eyes
The peplos, throw it show face to sun

W oe
’
s weight well matched contends with

tears in thee.

I supplicate thee, fi llingat thy cheek
And knee and hand , and shed dingthiso ld tear

AR ISTOP H ANES’ AP OLOGY

O so n, remit the savage lion
’
s moo d ,

Since to a bloody, an unho ly race
Art tho u led fo rth, if tho u be reso lute

To go on adding iil to il l , my child !

Friends
’

gratitude that tastes o ld age, I
loathe,

And him who likes to share when things
lo ok fine,

But, sail alongwith friends in trouble—no
Arise, unco ver thine unhappy head
Look on us ! Everyman o f the righ t race

Bears what, at least, the gods inflict , no r

shrinks.
H ERAKLES.

Theseus, hast seen th is match—myboys with
me

TH ESEUS.
I heard o f, now I see the ills thou sign

’
st .

H ERAKLES .

W hy then hast thou disp layed myhead to sun

H ERAKLES .

Fly, O unhappy, this my impious plague

TH ESEUS.

N o p lague o f vengeance flits to friends from

H ERAKLES .

I praise thee. But I helped thee—that is
truth .

TH ESEUS.

Let me speak ! Thee, who fi ttest—seat ed

woe

I ca ll upo n to sh ow thy friends thine eye

Fo r there’
s no darkness has a cloud so black

May hide thymisery thus abso lute.

Why, waving hand , d ost sign me—murder’s
d o ne

Lest a po llution strike me, from thy speech

N ought care I to—with thee, at least—h ra ill
For I had joy o nce Flam—so ul rises to ,

When th ou didst save me from the d ead to
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TH ESEUS.

And I, advantaged then, now pity thee.
—Mainstay to morta ls, and their mighty

friend ?
H ERAKLES .

—The pitiable,—my children
’
s murderer ! They nowise profit me : but H cré mles.

TH ESEUS.
TH ESEUS .

I mo urn for thy sake, in this altered lo t . H ellas forbids tho u sho uldst ineptly die.

H ERAKLES .

H ast thou found o thers in still greaterwoe ?

TH ESEUS.

Thou , from eart h , to uchest heaven, one huge

H ERAKLES.

Acco rdingly, I am prepared to die.

TH ESEUS.

Think
’
st thou thy threa ts at al l import the

gods ?
H ERAKLBS .

G ods please themselves : to gods I give their

TH ESEUS .

Shut thymouth , lest bigwords bringbigger
woe !

H ERAKLES.

I am full haught with ills—no stowingmore

TH ESEUS .

Thou wilt do—what, then ? W hithermo od y
borne

“ Em u “ .

I bo th went through a mynad o ther to rls
In full drove, and arrived among the dead

To convoy, as Eurustheus h d e, to ligh t
H aides

’
three -headed dog and d oo rkeeper.

D ying, I go below earth whence I came.

” R SEUS'
But then I , —wretch ,—dared this last labour

Tho u hast used words of—what man turns up —see

first l
H ERAKLES.

Slew

imyso ns, keystone- coped myhousewith

W hile than, being o utside SOTI
'
OW : scho o lest To such a strait I come no r my dear

me. Thebes
TH ESEUS

D are I inhabit : and , suppo se I stay ?
The much -enduring H erakles talks thus Into wha t fi ne o r festiva l o f friends

Am I to go ? My curse scarce courts accost !

”3 3 4mm : Shall I seek Argos ? H ow, iffled fromhome?

N o t the so much -end uring : measure
’
s past . But say

—I hurry to some o ther town

H BRAKLES .

But hear, then, how I strive by arguments
Against thy teachings I will o pe thee out
My life

—past, present—as unliveable.

First , I was born o f this man, who had slain

H is mo ther’s aged sire, and , sullied so ,

Married Alkmene, she who gave me birth .

N ow, when the basis o fa fimily
Is no t laid right , wha t fo llows needsmust fall
And Zeus, whoever Zeus is, formed me foe
To H ere(take no t thou ofl

'

ence, o ld man
Since fa ther, in Zeus’ stead , account I thee) ,
And , while I was at suck yet, frightful snakes
She introduced among my swad d ling

That bed fellow o fZeus —to end me so .

But when I gained the yo uthful garb o fflesh ,
The labours I endured—what need to tell ?
W ha t lions ever, o r three- bod ied brutes,
Tuphons o r giants, o r the fo ur

- legg
’
d swarms

OfKentaur-batt le, did no t I end out

And that ho und , headed al l abo ut with beads
W hich cro pped up twice, the H udra , having
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And there they eye me, as no torio us now,

Kept by sharp to ngue- taunts under lock and
key

Is no t this he, Zeus’son, who murdered o nce
Children and wife ? Let him go ro t else

where

To anyman renowned as happy once,
R everses are a grave thing ; but to whom
Evil is o ld acquaintance there’s no hurt
To speak o f, he and misery are twins.

To this degree o fwoe I think to come

Fo r earth will utter vo ice forbiddingme
To touch the ground , and sea—to pierce the

The river- springs—to drink, and I sha ll play
Ixio n’

s part quite out , the chained and

wheeled
And best o f a ll will be, if so I ’

scape
Sight from oneman o fthose H ellenes,—once

I lived among, felicitous and rich
W hy ought I then to live ? W hat gain

accrues

Fromgo od - for-no thing, wicked life I lead
In fine, let Zeus’ brave consort dance and

sing.

Stamp fo o t, the Olumpian Zeus
’
own sandal

trick
W hat she has willed , that brings her will to

The fo remost man o f H ellas pedesta lled ,
Up, over, and d own whirling ! W h o wo u ld

pray
To such a goddess —that , begrudgingZeus
Because he loved a woman, ruins me

Lo ver o f H ellas, faultless o f the wrong !

TH ESEUS.

This strife is from no o ther o f the gods

Than Zeus’ wife ; rightly apprehend , as well,
W hy, to no death—thou medita test now
I would persuade thee, but to bear thywoes !
N one, none o fmo rtals boasts a fate unmixed ,
N o rgods

—if poets’ teachingbe no t false.

AR ISTOP H ANES
’ AP OLOGY

Since, when the gods give honour, friend s

may flit

Fo r, a god
’
s help suffices, if he please.

H ERAKLES.
Ah me, these wo rds are fo reign to my woes
I neither fi ncygods lo ve lawless beds ,
N or, tha t with chains they bind each o ther

’
s

hands,

H ave I judged worthy faith , at any time
N or shall I be persuad ed—o ne is bo rn
H is fellows

’ master ! since Go d stands in

need

If he is really God—o fno ugh t at all .

H ave no t they jo ined in wed lock against law These are the poets’ pitiful conceits !
W ith one ano ther? no t , fo r sake o frule,

Branded their sires in bondage Yet they
house,

All the same, in Olumpos, carry heads

But this it was I pondered , though
whelmed

Takeheed lest thou be taxed with cowardim
Somehow in leaving thus the ligh t o f day

H igh there, no torious sinners though they be !
W hat wilt thou say, then, if thou, mortal

born,
Bearest outrageo usly fi te gods endure
Leave Thebes, now, pay obed ience to the

law

And fo llow me to P allas’ citad el
There, when thy hands are purified from

stain,
H o use will I give thee, and goods shared

alike.

Wha t gifts I ho ld too from the citizens

Fo rsavingtwice seven children, when I slew
The Knosian bull , these also give I thee.

And everywhere about the land are plo ts
Appo rtioned me : these, named by thine own

name,
Shall be hencefo rward styled by all men

thine,

Thy life long ; bu t at dea th , when H aides

bo und ,
All Athens shall uph o ld the ho noured one
W ith sacrifices, and huge marble heaps :
For tha t

’
s a fair crown our H ellenes grant

Their peo ple—glory, sho uld they help the

brave !
And I repay thee back this grace for thine
That saved me, now that tho u art lo rn o f
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TH ESEUS .

Give to my neck thy hand
’
tis I will lead .

H ERAKLES.

Yoke- fellows friendly o ne heart -broken,
tho ugh

O fa ther, such a man we need for friend

AMP H ITR UON .

Cert es the land that bred him boasts go od
so ns.

H ER AKLES .

Turnme ro und , Theseus—to beho ld my boys

'
rrmsrws.

W hat will the having such a lo ve- charm
so o the

H ER AKLES.

I want it ; and to press my fa ther
’

s breast .

AM P H ITR UON .

See here, 0 so n fo r, what I lo ve tho u seek’

st .

TH ESEUS .

Strange Of thy labo urs no more memory ?

H ER AKLES .

All those were les s than these, those ills I
bo re.

TH ESEUS.

W h o sees thee grow a woman,—will no t

praise.

H ERAKLES.

I live low to thee ? N o t so once, I think .

TH ESEUS.

Too low by far ! Famed H erakles
where’s he

H ERAK LES.

D own amid evils, ofwhat kind wast Mou .
7

TH ESEUS.

As far as co urage—least o f all mankind

H ERAKLES.

H ow say’st, then , 1 in evils shrink to nought ?

AR ISTOP H ANES’
AP OLOGY

TH ESEUS.

H ERAKLES.
Farewell , o ld hither !

AM P H ITR UON .

Thou to o , so n

H ERAKLES.
Bury the boys as I enjoined

AMP H ITR UON .

W ho will be found to bury now, my child

R am a
‘
s .

Myself.
AMP H I

’

I
‘

R UON .

W hen, coming?

H aaaxLas.

W hen thy task is d o ne.

Al l P H ITR UON

H ow

H ERAKLES .

I will have thee carried fo rth fromThebes
To Athens. But ba r in the child ren , earth
Is burthened by Myself,—who with thes e

shames
H ave cast away my ho use, - a ruined hu lk ,

I fo llow—trailed by Theseus—o u my way
And whoso rather wo uld have wealth and

strength
Than good friends, reasons foo lishly therein.

CH OR DS.

And we depart, with so rrow at heart ,
Sobs that increase with tears that start
The grea test o fall our friends o f yore
W e have lo st fo r evermo re

W hen the long silence ended , Our best
friend

Lo st , o urbest friend hemuttered musingly.
Then , Lachares the scu lp to r (half aloud i
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Sinned he o r sinned he no t ? Outrageo us

sin

Shud dered o ur elders, P allas should be

clo thed

H e carved hernaked . Butmore beautiful
Answers this generatio n : W isd om formed

Fo r lo veno t fear! And therethesta tue stands,
Entraps the eye severer art repels.
M o reo ver, P allas wields the thund erbo lt
Yet has no t struck the artist all this while.

P heid ias and Aischu lo s ? Euripides
And Lachares ? But yo uth wil l ha ve its way.

The ripe man o ught to be as o ld as yo ung
As yo ung as o ld . I to o have yo uth a t need .

Much may be said fo rstrippingwisd om bare.

And who ’
s o ur best friend Yo u play

ko ttabo s
H ere

’
s the lastmode o fplaying. Take a sphere

W ith o rifices a t due interva l,

Thro ugh to pmo st one o fwhich, a throw adro it

Sends wine from cup , clean passage, from
o u tside

To where, in ho llow midst, a manikin
Suspend ed ever bobs with head erect

R ight underneath whatever ho le
’
s a - to p

W hen you set o rb a - ro lling : plumb, he gets
Ever this bened iction o f the splash .

An o th er- fashioned o rb presents him fixed

Of all the ou tlets , he fronts o nly o ne,
And o nly when tha t o ne,

—and rare the

ch ance,

Comes uppermo st, does he turn upward to o :

H e can
’
t turn all sides with the turning o rb.

Insid e this Sphere o f life,— all o bjects, sense
And so ul perceive,—Euripides hangs fixed ,
Gets knowledge thro ugh the single aperture
OfH igh and R ight : with visage fi'ontingthese
H e wa its the wine thence ere he o perate,
W o rk in the world and write a tragedy.
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FaceLowand W rongand W eakand a ll therest,
And stil l d rink knowledge, wine- drenched

every turn,
Equa lly favoured by their o pposites.

Little and Bad exist , are na tural

Then let me know them, and be twice asgreat

As he who o nly knows one phase o f life

So d o ubly sha ll I pro ve best friend o fman,
’

If I repo rt the who le truth—Vice, perceived
W hile he shut eyes to all but Virtue there.

Man
’
smade o fbo th : and bo th must be o f use

To somebody : if no t to him, to me.

W hile, as to yo ur imaginary Third
W ho , sta tio ned (bymechanies past my guess)
So as to take in every side at o nce,
And no t successively,—may reco ncile

The H igh and Low in tragi
- comic verse,

H e shall be hailed superior to us bo th
W hen bo rn—in theTin - island s l Meantime,
here

In bright Athenai, I contest the claim,

Call myself Io stephano s
’ best friend ,’

W h o to o k my own course, worked as I
des cried

Ordainment, stuck to my first facu lty.

For listen There’s no failure breaks the
heart ,

W ha te
’
er be man’

s endeavour in this wo rld
,

Like the rash po et’s when he—nowise fa ils

By poetizingbad ly,—Zeus o rmakes
Ormars a man , so

—at it , merrily l
But when ,

—made man ,—much like myself,
—equipt

Fo rsuchand such achievement—rash he turns

Out o f the straight pa th , bent on snatch o ffea t
From—who ’

s the appo inted fellowbo rn there
to ,

Crows take him —ih yourKassiterides ?
H a lf- d oinghiswo rk, leavingmine unto uched ,

W hen tha t happens to revo lve to po int , Tha t were the failure . H ere I stand , heart
In dro ps the knowledge,waitingmeets reward .

Bu t , d uly in ro ta tio n, Low and W ro ng

W hen these enjoy the moment’s altitude,
H is heels are found just where his head shou ld

be l

who le,
N o Thamuris !

W ell tho ught o f, Thamuris
H as zea l, pray, for best friend Euripides

N o knowledge tha t way I ammoveable, Allowed yo u to observe the hono ur d one
To slightestshiftoforbmake prompt respo nse, H is elder rival , in o ur P o ikile
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Yo u d o n
’
t know ? Once and o nly once, trod

stage,

Sang and to uched lyre in perso n, in his

youth ,
Our Sophokles,— you th, beau ty, dedicate
To Thamuris who named the tragedy.

Th e v o ice o f him was weak face, limbs and
lyre,

These were wo rth saving : Thamuris stands

yet

P erfect as paintinghelps in such a case.

At least you know the sto ry, fo r best friend
Enriched his R has os from the Blind Bard

’

s

sto re

So haste and see the work , and lay to heart
W hat it was struck me when I eyed the

piece
H ere sta nds a poet punished for ra sh strife
W ith P owers abo ve his power, who see with

sight
Beyond his vision , sing accord ingly
A so ng, which he must needs dare emula te.

P o et , remain the man no r ape the Muse

Bu t— lend me the psalterion ! Nay, fo r

o nce

Once let my hand fi ll where the o ther’s lay !
I see it, just as I were Sophokles,
Tha t sunrise and combustio n o f the east l

”

And then he sang
— are these unlike the

words

Thamuris marching, lyre and song o f

Thrace

P erpend the first, theworst o fwo es tha t were
Allo tted lyre and so ng, ye poet - ra ce

Thamuris from Oichalia , feasted there
By kingly Eurutos o f la te, now bound
Fo r D o rion at the uprise broad and bare

OfMount P angaio s (o rewith earth enwound

Glittered benea th h is foo tstep)—marching
gay

AR ISTOP H ANES
’
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From triumph o n to triumph, mid a ray

Of early mo rn,—eame, saw and knew th e

spo t
Assigned him fo r his wo rst o fwo es , tha t da y .

Balura—happierwhile its name was no t

Met him, bu t nowise menaced slipt asid e ,

Obsequio us river to pursue its lo t

Of so lacing the val ley—say, some wide

Thick busy human cluster, ho use and home ,

Embanked fo r pa ce, o r thrift tha t thanks
the tide.

Thamuris, marching, laughed Each flake
o f foam

(As sparklingly the ripple raced him by)
Mocks slower clo uds adrift in the blue
d ome l

”

Fo r Autumn was the season red the sky
H eld mom

’
s conclusive signet o f the sun

To break the mists up , bid them blaze and

die.

Mo rn had the mastery as, one by one
All pomps prod uced themselves along the

tract

From earth’s far end ing to nmr heaven

W as there a ravaged tree? it laughed com

W ith go ld , a leaf-ba ll crisp, high -brand ished
now,

Tempting to onset frost which la te a ttacked .

W as there a wizened shrub, a starveling
bough,

A fleecy thistle filched from by the wind ,
A weed , P an

’
s trampling ho of wou ld dis

a llow

Each, with a glo ry and a rapture twined
Abo ut it , jo ined the rush o f air and light

And glad , Thessalia thro ugh, came, ro bed And fo rce : the wo rld was o f o ne joyo us
and crowned , mind .
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R umo ur a ttributes to yo ur grea t and d ead
Fo r final effo rt just the prod igy
Grea t dead men leave, to lay survivo rs low

—Until we make acquaintance with our fa te
And find , fa te

’
s wo rst d one, we, the same,

survive

P erchance to hono urmo re the pa tro n -

god ,
Fitlier inaugura te a festa l year.

AR ISTOP H ANES
’
AP OLOGY

In left hand , with append ed stu los prompt )
Answerme,

”
she bega n, “ O P oet , —this !

W ha t d idst intend by writing in thy play

Euripides, a t the audacio us speech
W ellnow,

”quo th he, thyselfart just th eo ne
I sho uld imagine fit fo r deeds o f filth
She laughingly reto rted his own line

N ow tha t the cloud has broken, sky laughs W ha t’s fil th ,—unless who d o es it , thinks it
blue,

Earth blo ssomsyo u thfully. Athenai breathes .

After a twenty
- six years’wintry blank

Struck from her life,—war-madness, o ne long
swo o n ,

She wakes up : Argino usai bids go o d cheer.

W e ha ve dispo sed o fKa llikra tidas ;
Once mo re will Sparte sue for terms,

knows

Cede D ekeleia , as the rumo ur runs

Terms which Athenai, o f right mind again ,

Accepts—she can no o ther. P eace decla red ,

so ?
”

So might he d o ubtless think.

said we.

Farewell ,

And he was gone, lo st in the mo rning-

grey,

R o se- streaked and go ld to eastward . D id

we dream ?

Could the po o r twelve-ho urs ho ld this argu

ment

W e rend er d urable from fugitive,

As duly at each sunset’s d ro 0p o f sail,
H avemy long labo urs home their fruit o r no ? D elay o f o ar, submissio n to sea -might ,
Grinned coarse buffo o nery so o ft in vain ?

Eno ugh—it simply saved yo u . Saved ones,

praise
Theo ria

’
s beauty and Op o ra

’

s bread th
N o r, when P eace realizes promised bliss ,
Fo rget the Ba ld Bard , Envy but go burst

Confess mypipings, dancings , po sings served
A purpo se : gu ttlings,guzz lings, had theiruse
Say whether light Muse, R o sy- finger

- tips ,
Or best friend ’

s
’ heavy- hand , Melpomene,

To uched lyre to purpo se, played Amphio n’
s

And built Athenai to the skies once mo re
Farewell , brave co uple Next year, welcome

me

N o d o ubt , in wha t he said that night , sincere !
One sto ry he referred to , false o r h ot

W as no t witho u t adaptability.

They d o say
—Leis the Co rinthian once

Chancing to see Euripides (wh o paced
Compo sing in a garden, tablet -bo ok

1 Chafi nches.

I still remember, yo u as du ly d int
R emembrance, with the punctua l rapid style,
Into—wha t ca lm co ld page

Thus so ul esca pes
From eloquence mad e captive : thus mere

se.

The po et—I shall say—burned up and , blank
Smouldered this ash , now white and co ld

eno ugh.

Nay, Euthukles fo r best , th ough mine it be.

Comes yet . W rite on , write ever, wro ng no

word

Ad d , first ,— he go ne, if jo llity went to o ,

Some o f the gra ver mood , which mixed and

marred ,

—Ah , wo uld the lifeless bod y stay But no

Cha nge upo n change till ,—who mayrecogniz e
W ha t did so ul service, in the d usty heap
W hat energy o fAristophanes
Inflames thewreck Ba laustion saves to show ?
Ashes be evidence how firb fi th smoke
All night went lamping on Bu t mo rn mu s t

rise
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D eparted likewise. Sight o fnarrow scope
H as this meek conso la tion : neither ills
W e d read , nor joys we dare anticipate,
P erform to promise. Each soul sows a seed
Euripides and Aristophanes ;
Seed bears cro p, scarce within o ur little lives ;

But germina tes,
— perhaps eno ugh to judge,

Next year?

W hereas, next yearbrought harvest time
Fo r, next yearcame, and went no t , but is now,
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Ay, Baccho s did stand fo rth , the Tragic God
In perso n and when duly dragged thro ugh

mire,
H aving lied , filched , played fo o l, pro ved

coward , flung
The bo ys their do se o f fit indecency,
And fina lly go t tro unced to heart

’
s content,

At his own feast, in his own thea tre
—Oh never fear

’
Twas co nsecra ted Sport ,

Exact traditio n, warranted no whit
Offensive to instructed ta ste—indeed ,

S til l now, while yo u and I are bound fo r Essentia l to Athenai
’
s liberty,

R hodes
Tha t’s a ll but reached—and harvest has it
bro ught ,

D ire as the homicida l d ragon- cro p.

So phokles had d ismissa l ere it d awned ,
H appy as ever ; tho ugh men moumfu lly
P lausive,—when o nlyso ul co uld triumphnow,

And Io phon prod uced his fa ther’s play,
Crowned theconsumma tesongwhereOidipous
D ared thedescent mid earthquake- thundering,
And hard ly Theseus’ hands availed to guard
Eyes from the horro r, as theirgro ve disgo rged
Its dread ones, while each daughter sank to

gro und .

Then Aristo phanes, o n heel o f tha t,
Triumphant also , fo llowed with his Frogs

P roduced at next Lenaia , three mo nths
since,

The promised Main -Fight , loya l , license- free !

As if the po et , primed with Thasian juice,
(H imself swore wine tha t conquers every

kind
Fo r long abid ing in the head ) could fix
Thenceforward any object in its truth,
Thro ugh eyeba lls ba thed by mere Casta lian

dew,

N o rmiss theborrowed medium,
—vino us drop

Tha t co lo urs all to the right crimso n pitch
W hen mirth grows mo ckery, censure takes

the tinge

Ofmalice

All was Aristophanes
There blazed the glory, there sho t black the

shame.

Cou ld the poo r stranger understand why,

then
H e was pro no unced the rarely-

qualified

To rate the wo rk, adjust the claims to

worth,
OfAischu los (o fwhom, in o thermo od ,
This same apprecia tive poet pleased
To say H e

’
s a ll o ne stiff and gluey piece

Ofbacko fswine
’
s neck - and o fChatterbox

W h o ,
“
twisting word s like woo l,

”
usurped

his seat

In P lo uton
’
s realm

scamp
Tha t lives by snatching- up o f altar- orts,

”

—W ho failed to recognize Euripides ?

the arch -rogue, liar,

Then came a contest fo r supremacy
Crammed full o fgenius, wit and fimand fieak.

N o spice o f undue spite to spo il the dish
Of all sorts,—for the Mystics matched the

Frogs

In poetry, no Seiren sang so sweet

Till , pressed into the service (how d ispense
W ith P haps - Ela phio n and fi'ee fo o t -display
The Muse o f dead Euripides danced frank,
R a ttled her bits o f tile, made all too plain
H ow baby-wo rk like H erakles had birth
Las t , Bacch os,—candid ly disclaiming brains
Able to fo llow finer argument,
Co nfessed himself much mo ved by three

main facts

First , - ifyou stick a Lo st his flask o f o il

At pause o fperiod , yo u perplex the sense
W ere it the Elegy fo rMara tho n
Next , if yo u weigh two verses,

wo rd ,

- the
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W ill o u tweigh club — the wo rd , in each
packed line

And— last, wo rst fact o f all —in riva lry
The yo unger poet dared to impro vise
Lauda tio n less distinct o f—Tripha les ?

(Nay, that served when o urself abused the

youth l)
P heidippides (nor tha t’s appropriate now !)
Them—Alkibiades, o ur city’s hope,
Since times change and we Comics sho uld

change to o
These three main firets, well weighed , drew
judgment d own ,

Conclusively assigned the wretch his fa te
Fa te d ue admonished the sage Mystic

cho ir,
To sitting, pra te- apace, with Sokrates,

N eglectingmusic and each tragic aid
—Al l wo und -up by a wish W e so o n may

cease

From certain griefs, and warfare, wo rst o f

them
—Since, deaf to Comed y’s persistent vo ice,
W ar still raged , still was like to rage. In vain

H ad Spartecried once more But grant us

P eace

W e give you D ekeleia back Too shrewd
W as Kleo pho n to let escape, forso o th,
The enemy -at fina l gasp, besides I

So , Aristophanes obtained the prize,
And so Athenai felt she had a friend

Far better than her “ best friend ,” lost last
year

And so , such fame had Frogs that, when
came ro und

This pres ent year, those Frogs croaked gay

At the grea t Feast, Elaphebo lio n -month .

1

Only—there happened AigiSpo tamo i !

And , in the midst o f the frog-merriment ,
P lump o

’
the sudden, po unces stern King

Sto rk
On the light - hearted peo ple o f the marsh
Spartan Lusandros swooped precipitate,

1 Stag
-h unting time.

AR ISTOP H ANES’ APOLOGY

Ended Athenai, rowed her sacred hay
W ith oars which bro ught a hundred triremes

back
Captive

And first wo rd o f the conquero r

W as D own with those Lo ngW a lls, P eiraios
’

pride 1
D estroy, yourselves , yo ur bulwarks

needs no ne

And W e o bey they shuddered in their

dream.

P eace

But, at next quick imposure o f d ecree
N 0 longer demo cra tic go vernment

H enceforth such o ligarchy as o urselves
P lease to appo int you —then the ho rro r

stung
D reamers awake they started up a - stare

At the ha lf-helo t captain and his crew
—Spartans, men used to let their hairgrow

long,

To fast, be dirty, and justfi Sokratiae
W hosewo rd was Trample o nThemistokles

W reck tbe

Three days they sto od , stared ,—stonier than

theirwalls.

W hereupon, sleep who might , Lusand ro s
woke

Saw the prostration o f his enemy,
Utter and abso lute beyo nd belief,
P ast hope o f hatred even. I surmise
H e a lso probably saw fade in firme
Certain fears, bred o f Bakis -pro phecy,
N or apprehended anymo re tha t gods

3 Bakiswas a fo o lish so o thsa yer. an Athenian
red - faced N ixo n.

So , as the way is with much misery,
The heads swam, hands refused their ofi ce,

hearts

Sunk as they stood in stupo r.
W alls

R uin P eiraios —with our P allas armed
For interference —H erakles app rised ,
And Theseus basting? Lay the LongW a lls

low
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P o ur in , and o versweep the assembled foe ! The victim-

queen , sho uld shemake frigh tened
Triumphant play, wherein o ur poet first pause
D ared bring the grandeur o f the Tragic Two Befo re tha t serpentiningbloo d which stea ls

D own to the level o f our commo n life, Out o f the darkness where, a pace beyo nd ,
Close to the beating o f o ur common heart . Abo ve the slain Aigisthos, bides his blow
Elektra ’Twas Athenai, Sparte’s ice D readful Orestes

Thawed to , while that sad po rtraiture
appea led Klutaimnestra , wise

Agamemnonian lady, lo st by fault This time, forbo re ; Elektra held her own
Of her own kindred , cast from ho use and Saved was Athenai through Euripides ,
home, Th rough Euthukles, through—mo re th an

Despo iled o f all the brave inheritance, ever—me,
D owered humbly as befits a herdsman’

smate, Balaustion, me, who , W ild -pomegrana te
P artaker o f his co ttage, clo thed in rags , flower,

P atient perfo rmer o f the po o rest chares, Felt my fi
'
uit triumph, and fade pro ud ly so !

Yet mindfirl, all the while, o fglory past
W hen she walked darling o fMukenai, dear

Beyond Orestes to the King o fMen !

So , because Greeks are Greeks, though
Sparte’s bro o d ,

And hearts are hearts , tho ugh in Lusandro s
’

breast ,
And poetry is power, and Euthukles
H ad faith therein to , full - face, fling thesame

Sudden, the ice- thaw ! The assembled fo e,
H eavingand swayingwith strangefriendliness ,

Cried R everenceElektra —cried Abstain
Like that chaste H erdsman, nor dare vio la te

The sanctity o f such reverse Let stand

Athenai

Mindful o f tha t sto ry’s clo se,
P erchance, and how,

—when he, the H erd s

man chaste,
Need s apprehend no break o ftranquilsleep,
All in d ue time, a stranger, dark, d isguised , Athenai’s self be saved then, thank the

Kno cks a t the d o o r : with searchingglance, Lyre

no tes keen, IfTragedy withdraws her presence—quick,
Knows quick, thro ugh mean attire and dis IfComedy replace her,—wha t mo re just

respect, Let Comedy d o service, frisk away,
The ravaged princess Ay, righ t on, the D ance Off stage these ind omitable stones ,

clutch Long W alls, P eiraian bulwarks H ew and

Of guiding retribution has in charge heave,
The autho r o f the o utrage W hile one P ick at , pound into dust each dear defence

hand , No t to the Ko rnmos L a bia/elm
Elektra’

s, pu l ls the d oo r behind , made fast
On fa te, - the o ther strains, prepared to push l Stage-weeping.

But next day, as ungracious mind s

wont,

The Spartan, late surprised into a grace,

Grew sudden sober at the eno rmity,

And grudged , by daybreak, midnigh t
’
s easy

gift ;

Splenetically must repay its co st
By due increase o f rigo ur, doglike snatch
At aught still left d og to concede like ma n .

R o ugh sea , at flow o f tide, may lip , p er

chance,
Smoo thly the land - line reached as fo rrepo se
Lie indo lent in all unquestioned sway ;
But ebbing, when need s must, all thwart and

lo th,
Sea claws at sand relinquished strugglingly .

So , harsh Lusandros—pinioned to inflict
The lesser penalty alone—spoke harsh ,
As minded to embitter scathe by sco rn.
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W ith breast bethumped , as Tragic lyre
prefers,

Bu t Comedy sha ll so und the flu te, and

crow

A t ko rdax- end— the hearty slapping- dance

C o llect those flute-

girls
—trash who fla ttered

W ith whistlings and fed eye with caper- cuts

W hile we Lakonians supped black bro th o r

crunched
Sea - urchin , conchs and a ll, unpricked—coarse

brutes !
C ommand they lead o ff step, time steady

stroke
T o spade and pickaxe, till demo lished lie
A thenai’s pride in powder

That sixteenth famed day o f Munuchio n

mo nth
The day when H ellas fought a t Salamis ,
Th e very d ay Euripides was born,
Th o se flute-

girls
—P haps -Elaphion a t their

D id blow their best, did dance their worst,

the while
Spartepulled down the wa lls, wrecked wide

the wo rks,
La id low each merest mo lehill of defence,
And so the P ower, Athenai, passed away

W e would no t see its passing. Ere I knew
The issue o f their co unsels, -cro uching low

And shro ud ed by my peplos,—I co nceived ,
D espite the shut eyes, the stopped ears,

—by
count

On ly o f heart - bea ts, telling the slow time,
A thenai’s d o om was signed and signified

In that assembly, ay, but knew there
wa tched

One who would dare and d o , no rba te at a ll

The stranger
’
s licensed duty, speak the

word

Allowed the Man from P hokis ! N o ught
remained

Bu t urge departure, flee the sigh ts and

so unds,

H ideo us exultings, wailings worth co ntempt ,
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And press to o ther earth, new heaven , by

Tha t somehow everprompts to ’
seepedespai

H elp rose to heart’s wish ; at the harbo ur
side,

The o ld grey mariner did reverence

To who had saved his ship, stil l wea ther

As when with prowgay-

garlanded she praised
The hospitable po rt and pushed to sea .

Convoy Ba laustion back to R hodes , for

Of her and her Euripides laughed he.

H e lies now in the little va lley, laughed
And moaned about by those mysterio us

Bo iling and freezing, like the lo ve and

W hich helped o r harmed him thro ugh his
earthly co urse.

They mix in Aretho usa by his grave.

The warm spring, traveller, dip thine arms
into ,

Brighten thy brow with
co ld .

Life detests black

I sent the tablets, the psa lterion , so
R ewarded Sicily the tyrant there
Bestowed them wo rthily in P ho ibo s’ shrine.

A go ld
-

graved writing tells I a lso loved
The poet , Free Athenai cheaply prized
King D io nusio s,

—Archelaos- like

And see ifyoung P hilemon,—sure one day
To d o go od service and be loved himself,
If he too have no t made a vo tive verse

Grant, in go od soo th, o ur grea t dead , all
the same,

R hodes,—shall it no t be there, myEuthukles,
Till this brief trouble o f a life- time end ,
That so litude—two make so po pulo us
For fo od finds memories o f the past sumec,
May be, anticipations,— hope so swells,

Of some great fu ture we, familiar once

W ith who so taught, should hail and enter
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R etain their sense, as certain wise men say, And yonder dares the citied ridge o f R hodes
I
’
d hangmyself—to see Euripides 1” Its head long plunge fi'om sky to sea, dis

H and s ofl
'

, P hilemo n nowise hang thyself,
But pen the prime plays, labo ur the right N orth bay from so uth, - each guarded calm,

tha t guest
And die at go o d o ld age as grand men May enter gladly, blow wlmt wind there

Keeping thee, with tha t great tho ught, warm Bo iled round with breakers, to no other

the while,

Tha t he does live, P hilemo n l Al l in o ne choros ,—wha t the master-wo rd

They take up —hark ! There are no gods ,
H e lives ! hark,—waves no gods !

o ut the same, Glory to God—who saves Euripides

END OF VOLUME I.
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